

[image: ]



CONTENTS

The Traveller Returns

Also by Patricia Wentworth

Imprint Page

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT

NINE

TEN

ELEVEN

TWELVE

THIRTEEN

FOURTEEN

FIFTEEN

SIXTEEN

SEVENTEEN

EIGHTEEN

NINETEEN

TWENTY

TWENTY-ONE

TWENTY-TWO

TWENTY-THREE

TWENTY-FOUR

TWENTY-FIVE

TWENTY-SIX

TWENTY-SEVEN

TWENTY-EIGHT

TWENTY-NINE

THIRTY

THIRTY-ONE

THIRTY-TWO

THIRTY-THREE

THIRTY-FOUR

THIRTY-FIVE

THIRTY-SIX

THIRTY-SEVEN

About the Author




Also by Patricia Wentworth





The Case of William Smith

The Benevent Treasure

The Listening Eye

Grey Mask

The Catherine Wheel

Miss Silver Comes to Stay

Miss Silver Intervenes

The Eternity Ring

Latter End

The Case is Closed

The Chinese Shawl

Out of the Past

The Fingerprint

The Gazebo

The Key

Through the Wall

The Alington Inheritance

Vanishing Point

The Clock Strikes Twelve

The Girl in the Cellar

The Watersplash

The Silent Pool

The Brading Collection





EIGHT

MR. CODRINGTON’S INTERVIEW was not going according to plan – at least not to any plan of Philip’s. The offer of the late Miss Theresa Jocelyn’s thirty thousand pounds in return for a receipt signed Annie Joyce had been as lightly and smilingly refused as if it had been a cucumber sandwich.

   ‘Dear Mr. Codrington – how could I! It wouldn’t be legal – I mean, I couldn’t sign poor Annie’s name—’

   ‘Philip never intended to keep this money—’ He bit his lip. He ought to have said Sir Philip – if he was talking to Annie Joyce he would certainly do so. He found it impossible to believe that he was talking to Annie Joyce. He found it impossible to believe that he was not talking to Anne Jocelyn.

   She sat just across the hearth from him, her long slim legs stretched out to the fire, her head with its bright curls thrown back against a cushion which repeated the blue of her dress – a very pleasant picture, softened by the faint haze of her cigarette. She held it away from her in the hand which rested on the arm of her chair and smiled.

   ‘No – Philip never meant me to keep it. That’s what we had the row about. You know, I don’t believe he has got over it yet. That’s why he is being so horrid now. We both lost our tempers – said we wished we hadn’t married each other—’ she waved the cigarette – ‘things like that. Of course he was quite right – Cousin Theresa hadn’t any business to leave me the money after practically adopting Annie. And I wouldn’t have taken it, Mr. Codrington – I really wouldn’t – but there was Philip putting down his foot and saying I wasn’t to, and all the rest of it, and naturally I wasn’t going to stand for that. You do like to refuse your own legacies!’ She laughed a little. ‘Philip was very, very tactless, and of course I wasn’t going to give in, so we had our row, and I dashed off to France. And now – well, I’ve got over it, but I don’t think he has. I don’t see how he can really believe that I am Annie Joyce. It’s silly. He’s just being stiff-necked and obstinate. You know what the Jocelyns are like.’

   Mr. Codrington found himself every moment more convinced. The changes which he noticed were those which were only natural in the circumstances. It was just on four years since he had seen her. She was older, she was thinner, she looked as if she had been ill. She had a little more manner, and there were signs that it had been acquired amongst foreigners. Well, she had been living amongst foreigners, hadn’t she? There was nothing in that.

   He said, ‘What do you want?’

   She had her cigarette at her lips. She drew at it without hurrying herself. The haze between them deepened. Then she said, looking away from him into the fire,

   ‘I want a reconciliation.’

   ‘I’m afraid that won’t be easy.’

   ‘No. But that’s what I want. I don’t think I ought to let our marriage break up without trying to save it. Philip cared for me enough to marry me, and we had some happy times. I have learned a lot since then – I’ve learned to keep my temper, for one thing. I suppose he has put that up to you as one of the reasons why he thinks I’m Annie Joyce. Well, if I hadn’t learned how to keep my temper out there under the Germans I really should have been dead by now. You can tell Philip that.’ She leaned towards him, the cigarette in her hand. ‘Mr. Codrington, do help us. Philip’s angry because I’ve come back. He’s imagining himself in love with Lyndall, and he doesn’t want me. I want to save our marriage if I can. Won’t you help?’

   He made no reply in words, only lifted his hand and let it fall again upon his knee. He was actually a good deal moved.

   After a moment she said in a different tone,

   ‘Mr. Codrington – what am I to do? I haven’t any money. I can’t sign that receipt, but can’t you let me have some of the money? You see, it’s really mine whichever way you look at it.’

   ‘Not quite, I am afraid.’

   ‘Well, what happens next? It’s all so strange. I never thought of anything like this, and I don’t know what to do. Is there anything I could do in – in a legal way?’

   ‘You could bring a suit against Philip in respect of Anne Jocelyn’s property.’

   She looked distressed.

   ‘Oh, I wouldn’t do that.’

   He was watching her keenly.

   ‘Or Philip might bring a suit against you in respect of those pearls you are wearing, and any other jewellery which belonged to his wife. In either case the verdict would depend on whether you were able to establish your identity as Anne Jocelyn.’

   The look of distress deepened. She drew at her cigarette.

   ‘Would Philip do that?’

   ‘He might.’

   ‘It would be horrid. It would be in the papers. Oh, we couldn’t do anything like that! I thought—’

   ‘Yes? What did you think?’

   ‘I thought – oh, Mr. Codrington, couldn’t it be settled privately? That’s what I thought. Couldn’t we get the family together and let them decide? Like the conseil de famille in France.’

   ‘There would be no legal value in such a decision.’

   Her colour had risen. She was pretty and animated.

   ‘But if we were all agreed, there would be no need of any legal decision. You do not have to go into a court of law to prove that you are Mr. Codrington. It is only because Philip keeps on saying that I am not his wife that there is any talk about going to law.’

   Mr. Codrington put up a hand and stopped her.

   ‘Wait a minute – wait a minute – Anne Jocelyn is legally dead. Even if Philip recognized you, there would be certain formalities—’

   She interrupted him eagerly.

   ‘But you could see to all that. There wouldn’t have to be a case about it, and a lot of publicity. It would just be that I came back after everyone thought I was dead.’

   ‘Something like that – if Philip recognized you and no one else raised the question.’

   She said quickly, ‘Who else would be likely to raise it?’

   ‘Philip’s next of kin – the next heir to the title and estates.’

   ‘That would be Perry Jocelyn. Would he be likely to do that?’

   ‘I can’t tell you what anyone would be likely to do. It would depend upon whether he believed that you were Anne.’ In his own mind he didn’t see Perry raising trouble for anyone, but it wasn’t for him to say so.

   She was asking with some anxiety,

   ‘Where is he? Can you get at him? He’s not abroad?’

   ‘No – I believe he’s somewhere near London. He is married, you know – two years ago, to an American girl. So you see he is a good deal concerned.’

   She nodded.

   ‘I see— It would be to his advantage if Philip was married and separated from his wife.’

   Mr. Codrington said drily, ‘I really can’t imagine such an idea coming into Perry’s head.’

   She said, ‘Oh, well—’ There was a graceful movement of the cigarette. She laughed a little. ‘I thought we were talking from the legal point of view. You mustn’t make it a personal matter. Let us get back to the family council. Get all the family together – Perry, and his wife, and anyone else you can lay hands on, and let them say whether they recognize me. If they do, it seems to me there’s an end of it, and I think Philip must stop being so obstinate, because no one in any case would believe him against all the rest of the family. But if they are on Philip’s side, well, then I will go away and call myself something else. But I will not call myself Annie Joyce, because I am Anne Jocelyn and no one can take that from me!’ Those very fine eyes were proudly lit.

   Mr. Codrington admired and approved. He was more sure than ever that she was Anne, and that she had developed from being a charming impulsive girl into a no less charming woman.

   After a moment’s pause she went on speaking in a softened voice,

   ‘Mr. Codrington, won’t you help me? I’m only asking for a chance to save my marriage. If there is a court case, it would all be over so far as Philip and I are concerned. It wouldn’t matter which way it went, we’d never be able to pick up the bits again. He’s too proud—’ She paused and bit her lip.

   Mr. Codrington agreed with her. All the Jocelyns were proud. He thought of headlines in the papers and their probable effect on Philip Jocelyn’s pride. He did not speak, but he very slightly inclined his head.

   She went on,

   ‘It would be fatal. That is why I would never bring a case against him even if he turned me out without a penny. Will you tell him so? I don’t want him to think that I’m putting a pistol to his head or anything of that sort. I want you to tell him that in no conceivable circumstances would I bring an action against him. I do him the justice to believe that he wouldn’t bring one against me. But a family council would be quite a different thing – there would be no publicity, no outsiders. I would do my best to satisfy Philip’s doubts. I don’t see how he can really think I’m anyone else, but if he does, I’ll do my best to satisfy him. If the family is satisfied, I want Philip to let me stay here. I don’t ask him to live with me, but I want him to be under the same roof as much as he would be if things were different. If he has to live in town, I’d like to be there too. I just want a chance to set things right between us. I know it won’t be easy, but I think I ought to have the chance. If I don’t pull it off in six months I’ll clear out and give him his freedom. If it comes to that, I’ll leave you to make any money settlement you think fair. Meanwhile I must have something to go on with – mustn’t I? Will you arrange that with Philip, please?’ She broke suddenly into a laugh. ‘It’s too stupid, isn’t it, but I’m an absolute pauper – I can’t even buy a packet of cigarettes!’





ELEVEN

THE MIST WHICH had lain over the churchyard all day had by half past three in the afternoon spread into the park and was creeping up the long slope towards the house. A brief hour of pallid sunshine had failed to disperse the haze overhead. Milly Armitage began to count up bedrooms and rations, because if it was going to be foggy, neither Inez nor Emmeline would want to go back to town, and if they stayed – and of course Thomas – it would really be very much better if Perry and Lilla were to stay too. Three bedrooms. . . . And fish-cakes – the cod went farther that way than when it was boiled or grilled. . . . And if Emmeline thought she could keep to a diet in war-time she would have to go hungry, because the next course would just have to be sausages, and they could have baked apples for a dessert. . . . Mr. Codrington would probably prefer to go back to town unless the fog was very bad indeed. Well, if he stayed he must have the blue room. . . . And Florence must put stone hot-water bottles in all the beds. . . . The question was, if Mr. Codrington stayed, did it mean that his clerk would have to be accommodated too? She supposed it did – and he would have to have the dressing-room at the top of the stairs. A harmless, elderly, confidential person who was to take shorthand notes of everything that was said. Very unpleasant, but of course Mr. Codrington was quite right – it was only fair to everyone that there should be an accurate record.

   Her mind swung back to food again. If there were going to be two more, Mrs. Ramage would have to put a lot of rice into the fish-cakes, and they had better have potatoes in their jackets . . . Perhaps it wouldn’t be foggy after all. . . . A glance out of the window dismissed this rather optimistic hope.

   Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Jocelyn were the first to arrive. Having met them in the hall, Milly led them into the dining-room, where the polished table and its attendant chairs awaited the expected family.

   No one could say that the scene was a cheerful one. An aged, dirty, and extremely valuable Chinese paper covered the walls – one of those heirlooms supremely uncomfortable to live with but too costly to discard. Its prevailing tone was that of over-boiled greens. The carpet, which had once possessed a lively Victorian pattern, had now gone away to a murky drab. The furniture, which was in the largest mahogany tradition, reared itself in massive sideboards and serving-tables. If less than twenty-four people dined in the room, it had an under-populated appearance. A large wood fire struggled in vain to mitigate the chill of long disuse.

   Mrs. Thomas Jocelyn looked around her, said, ‘A fine room, I always think,’ and did up the top button of her fur coat again. Mr. Codrington came in behind her and switched on the light in the chandelier over the table. The shadows retreated to either end of the room, leaving the table and its surroundings isolated in a warm golden glow. Mr. Codrington’s clerk, who had followed him, moved now into this circle of light and proceeded to lay a writing-pad and pencil at one end of the table and set a small attaché case down at the other end, after which he withdrew to the fire and stood there warming himself.

   Mr. Codrington nodded in the direction of the case.

   ‘I shall be sitting there. Philip wishes me, as it were, to take the chair. It is all extremely painful for him, but I hope some definite conclusion may be arrived at. If you don’t mind, we won’t discuss the matter at all beforehand. It is so difficult to remain quite unprejudiced.’ He shepherded them towards the table. ‘Now, Philip will be on my right, and the – well, I suppose I had better call her the claimant – on my left. Then Mr. Jocelyn and yourself on her side, and Mr. and Mrs. Perry Jocelyn next to Philip, Miss Inez Jocelyn next to them, and Mrs. Armitage and Lyndall on the other side. My clerk, Mr. Elvery, will sit at the bottom of the table and take a shorthand record of the proceedings.’ He pulled out the third chair on the left, looked down the table, and said, ‘Perhaps you will sit down. I think the Perry Jocelyns have just arrived. Miss Jocelyn was to travel with them, so that we shall be able to begin immediately.’

   Mrs. Jocelyn sat down. As she drew in her chair the light flooded down upon the massive waves of her abundant red hair. At forty it was as lively and burnished as it had been at twenty-two under her wedding veil, but like her figure it was now a good deal more rigidly controlled. Her complexion was still very good, and owed hardly anything to art. If her eyes had been a little more widely set, a little more deeply blue, she would have been a beauty, but no tinting of lashes originally sandy could disguise that shallow milky tint. Every time Milly Armitage saw her she was reminded of the white Persian cat she and Louie had had as children. Louie was gone, and the Persian cat was gone, but here were its eyes in Emmeline’s head, for all the world like a couple of saucers of skim milk. For the rest, Mrs. Thomas Jocelyn was a managing woman with everything handsome about her, from the small black fur cap on her careful waves, and the expensive coat that went with it, to her fine silk stockings and well-cut shoes.

   Beside her Thomas Jocelyn looked grey and insignificant. He had the family features, but they seemed to have shrunk. He was not much over fifty – five years younger than Philip’s father – but he might easily have been taken for sixty-five. Perhaps the confinement of office life, perhaps his wife’s exuberant vitality.

   The Perry Jocelyns came in. Perry had been laughing, and Lilla was pinching his arm to make him behave. On the brief occasions when they were together it put them both in such high spirits they they found it difficult to be decorous. Perry was fair like all the Jocelyns, but he was not as tall as Philip. He had a squarer face and a more mobile mouth. Lilla was little and plump and rosy, with wide brown eyes, a wide red mouth, and an enchantingly tilted nose. They were so much in love with each other that they brought happiness with them. It flowed from them in warmth and light even in this dreary room.

   Behind them, and not too pleased at bringing up the rear, came Miss Inez Jocelyn, talking volubly as was her wont. As she came into view and Milly Armitage turned to greet her after embracing Perry and Lilla, she had to exert considerable self-control in order not to look as startled as she felt.

   Even in the midst of these rather wretched pre-occupations Inez Jocelyn’s appearance was arresting. Her hair, originally of a mousy fairness, was now quite aggressively platinum. Oblivious of her fifty years, she wore it cascading upon her shoulders from a little black hat of about the size and shape of a jam-pot cover. Everything else was to match – the short flared skirt, the tightly waisted coat, the sheer black stockings, and the stilt-heeled shoes. Against this extreme of youthful fashion there was Inez’ unfortunate face, very long, very thin, very elderly in spite of make-up lavishly but not very skilfully applied. Nobody could have taken her for anyone but a Jocelyn, but she was a Jocelyn in caricature.

   She pecked at Milly’s cheek, talking all the time in a piercing voice.

   ‘My dear, I never heard of anything so extraordinary! Incredible, I call it! How do you do, Thomas – how do you do, Emmeline? Where is Philip? Surely he is going to be here! How do you do, Mr. Codrington? Surely Philip is going to be here! Most extraordinary if he isn’t – but then the whole thing is most extraordinary. I cannot see how there can possibly be any doubt myself. Either Anne is dead, or she is alive. That is surely beyond dispute.’

   ‘Certainly, Miss Jocelyn. Perhaps you would be seated. Philip will be here in a moment. Perry, you and your wife here, please – and Miss Jocelyn beyond you. Now before we go any farther I will just say this. You are here to give your opinion as to the identity of someone who claims to be Anne Jocelyn. She arrived here on Tuesday evening wearing Anne’s going-away dress, her fur coat, her pearls, and her wedding and engagement rings, and in possession of Anne’s handbag containing her passport and identity card. She was unhesitatingly recognized as Anne by Mrs. Armitage, by Lyndall, and by Mrs. Ramage the cook, who is the only one of the old staff left here. Philip was away in town. When he returned next day he absolutely refused to accept this identification. He asserted then, and he asserts now, that the claimant is Annie Joyce.’

   ‘Theresa’s Annie Joyce?’ Inez Jocelyn’s voice was shrill.

   ‘Yes.’

   Emmeline Jocelyn said firmly,

   ‘There surely cannot be any great difficulty about the matter. We all knew Anne – I suppose we should all recognize her. It seems the most extraordinary story.’

   Mr. Codrington turned to her with some relief.

   ‘Yes, it is – but I think we had better not discuss it now. Ah – here is Philip!’

   Philip Jocelyn stood for a moment inside the door. He lifted a hand to the row of switches beside the jamb. All the rest of the lights in the room went on – one over each of the two big sideboards, one on either side of the chimney-breast, one over a serving-table, one over the door itself. The room remained dreary, but it ceased to be dark. Every object in it, every person, every shade of expression, was unsparingly illuminated. The three large windows blanketed with fog receded and lost their importance. The failing light outside could no longer compete. It withdrew and became negligible.

   Philip came over to the table and shook hands with his uncle and aunt, with Inez and Lilla. He touched Perry on the shoulder and dropped into the chair between him and Mr. Codrington, who at once turned his head and made a sign to his confidential clerk. Mr. Elvery then left the room.

   Milly Armitage thought, ‘It’s exactly like a funeral, only worse. Lyn’s stubborn, but I don’t know that I want her any different. She’s identified herself with Anne, waiting to come in with her like this. It is going to hurt Philip horribly. She’s taking sides against him. No, it’s not that. She’s loyal – she loves Anne, and if there’s even a chance that this is Anne, she won’t let her down.’

   Mr. Elvery came back and sat down at the foot of the table, pulling his pad towards him and bending over it, pencil in hand. He left the door open, and almost immediately Lyndall and Anne came in together.

   Lyn turned to shut the door, but Anne walked straight on and up to the table. She wore the blue dress in which she had been painted. She wore the pearls. She was well and delicately made up – eyelashes darkened, but no eye-shadow; skin well creamed and powdered, but very little rouge; lips tinted to a coral shade; fingernails enamelled to match. Without hesitation she passed to the right of Mr. Elvery and approached the Thomas Jocelyns, putting out a hand to each.

   ‘Uncle Thomas! Aunt Emmeline!’

   It was plain that both were thunderstruck, but without giving them time to speak she went on and took the chair on Mr. Codrington’s left. From there she nodded across the table.

   ‘Oh, Perry – how nice to see you! It’s such a long time, isn’t it? And I haven’t met Lilla, but it’s nice to see her too.’ Her eyes went past them. ‘How do you do, Cousin Inez?’

   Philip leaned back in his chair. If this was the first test, she was passing it with honours. But then Annie Joyce would have known enough to pass it. Theresa had all the family history and all the family photographs. She wouldn’t have known about Lilla of course, but that, he fancied, was where Lyn came in. He looked at her accusingly. She had taken the chair next to Milly Armitage. She wore a dark green dress with a turn-down collar of some musliny stuff. The colour made her look very pale. Perhaps it wasn’t the colour at all. Her skin had the smooth, even pallor of milk. Her queer smudgy eyes were dark behind dark lashes. She wouldn’t look at him. He mustn’t look at her. He made a frowning effort and turned his eyes away. Lyndall thought, ‘He’s angry – he hates me. It’s better that way. What is going to happen to us all? I couldn’t let her come in alone.’

   Mr. Codrington looked down the table and said,

   ‘Has anyone any questions they would like to ask? . . . Yes, Mrs. Jocelyn?’

   Emmeline leaned forward.

   ‘You recognized my husband just now – perhaps you will tell us where he comes in the family.’

   Thomas Jocelyn sat back and looked down his nose. He disliked all this extremely. He wished that Emmeline hadn’t come, or that, having come, she would sit quiet and leave the talking to someone else. After nearly twenty years of marriage neither of these two things appeared to him as possibilities. This did not prevent him from dwelling on them.

   On his other side Anne made smiling answer.

   ‘But of course – Philip’s father had two brothers, Uncle Thomas is the youngest. Perry’s father came in between. He was Peregrine too.’

   Emmeline went on,

   ‘And what children have we?’

   ‘Four boys. I suppose the eldest is about sixteen now. He is Tom – and the others are Ambrose, Roger, and James.’

   Emmeline said, ‘We call him Jim,’ and Anne laughed.

   ‘You know, I don’t think this sort of thing gets us anywhere. I mean, if somebody asks me who Cousin Inez is, and I say she’s Cousin Theresa’s sister and their father was a first cousin of my grandfather’s, well, it simply doesn’t get us anywhere at all, because Philip seems to think I’m Annie Joyce, and Annie would know all these things just as well as I do.’

   They all looked at her. Philip looked at her. She seemed frankness personified, her colour a little risen, her lips smiling, her left hand with the big sapphire of Anne’s engagement ring overlapping the platinum wedding-ring laid carelessly – or was it carefully? – on the dark shining board. The women’s eyes were on the rings. Inez said,

   ‘Perfectly right – that sort of thing is no good at all – sheer waste of time.’ Her light eyes went maliciously to Emmeline. ‘What we want is to be practical. Why does Philip say that she isn’t Anne? Why does he think that she is Annie Joyce? That is where we should begin.’

   Impossible for common sense to take a more irritating form. The voice, the darting glances passing from Emmeline to Lyndall and back to Philip, had a singularly antagonizing quality.

   Mr. Codrington looked resigned and said,

   ‘Perhaps Philip will answer that.’

   Philip looked straight in front of him over the top of Anne’s head to the elegant portrait of the Philip Jocelyn who had been a page at the court of William and Mary. Tight white breeches and a lemon-coloured coat, very fair hair tossed carelessly above the brow. Eight years old. At twenty-eight he was dead in a duel over an unfaithful wife. Her portrait hung, banished, in a corner upstairs – all dark love-locks and rose-red furbelows.

   He told his story as he had told it in the Parlour – the fall of France – Dunkirk – the desperate bid to get Anne away – her death in the moment of its success. His voice was throughout extremely quiet and without expression. He was very pale.

   When he had finished, Emmeline had a question ready,

   ‘You went over to get Anne, and you saw her and Annie Joyce together. As far as I know, no one else ever saw Annie after she was fifteen – unless Inez did?’

   Miss Jocelyn shook the platinum head with its unsuitable fly-away hat.

   ‘I thought Theresa’s craze for her ridiculous! I told her so, and she didn’t like it. People very seldom like the truth, but I make a point of saying what I think. I said it to Theresa, and she quarrelled with me. Nobody can say that it was my fault. We met at Anne’s wedding, but we didn’t speak. Theresa had a very resentful nature. As to Annie Joyce, I only saw her once about ten years ago. A most gawky, unattractive child. Nothing to account for Theresa taking such a fancy. But if you ask me, she only did it to annoy the family.’

   As everyone else round the table shared this opinion, there were no comments.

   Emmeline said quickly,

   ‘Please let Philip answer my question, Inez. He saw Anne and Annie Joyce together – you did, didn’t you, Philip?’

   ‘Yes.’

   ‘Then how much alike were they? That is what we all want to know.’

   Philip looked at her. Milly Armitage thought, ‘He’s horribly strained. It’s worse than any funeral – and it’s going to go on for hours.’

   Then that expressionless voice:

   ‘I wasn’t thinking about likenesses, I’m afraid. It was after midnight. I had to break in at the back of the house. Pierre woke up and got the girls. You say I saw them together – we were in the kitchen with a single candle. I hustled them off to get ready. I sent Pierre for the other people. The girls only came back just before we started.’

   Emmeline persisted.

   ‘But you did see them together – you must have noticed whether there was a likeness.’

   ‘Of course there was a likeness.’

   ‘Annie’s hair was darker than Anne’s,’ said Inez Jocelyn. ‘Even when she was fifteen I’m sure it was darker.’

   Emmeline threw her a look.

   ‘Hair doesn’t always stay the same colour – does it, Inez?’

   Lilla wanted to laugh, and it would be just too dreadful if she did. Those terrible platinum curls! Why couldn’t people let their hair go grey when it wanted to? And then all at once she stopped wanting to laugh and thought, ‘It’s horrid – they’re not kind.’

   Philip was speaking to Aunt Emmeline.

   ‘Annie Joyce had a scarf tied round her head. I never saw her hair.’

   ‘Then you don’t know how much like Anne she might have looked with her hair hanging down on her neck – if that’s the way Anne was still wearing hers.’

   Thomas Jocelyn spoke for the first time. He said,

   ‘This is all very painful, but it will have to be cleared up. You say Anne died in the boat. I take it you identified her afterwards – formally, I mean. Did anyone else?’

   ‘They didn’t ask for anyone else.’

   ‘And you were quite sure that the girl who died in the boat was Anne?’

   ‘I was quite sure.’

   ‘It would have to be a very remarkable likeness to deceive you. But, on the face of it, this likeness must have existed. If this is not Anne who has come back, it is someone so like her that Milly, Lyndall, and Mrs. Ramage accepted her immediately. I must tell you that I myself would have accepted her. We may be mistaken. I am not giving it as my opinion that she is Anne – not yet. But do you not think it at least possible that the mistake is yours, and that it was Annie Joyce who died in the boat?’

   ‘It was Anne.’

   ‘You certainly thought it was Anne. It seems to me it would be much easier to make a mistake about a dead person than about a living one. The arrangement of the hair makes a great deal of difference to a likeness. Annie Joyce’s head was tied up in a scarf. If that scarf had come off, as I suppose it might very easily have done, may not the family likeness have been intensified sufficiently for you to mistake Annie for Anne – especially after death, when personality and expression are withdrawn and only the features remain?’

   The two Jocelyns looked at one another. Philip had always respected his uncle’s judgment. He respected it now. He had also a good deal of affection for him. He said in a thoughtful tone,

   ‘I agree that it might happen. I don’t agree that it did happen.’





FIFTEEN

PELHAM TRENT WAS, as Mr. Codrington had called him, a very pleasant fellow. Lyndall Armitage certainly found him so. He dropped in as often as he could at Lilla Jocelyn’s flat, and Lilla was delighted to see him come. As she said to Milly Armitage, ‘They are just friends. At least, that’s all it is with her – I’m not so sure about him. But it’s exactly what she wants just now – someone to take her out and make her feel she matters.’

   Lyn went out with Pelham Trent. She found him a most agreeable companion and the best of hosts. It was better than sitting at home and feeling as if your world had come to an end. When you felt like that, the thing to do was to get into somebody else’s world as quickly as you could. It was her world which had crashed – hers and Philip’s. Perhaps Anne’s too. But Pelham Trent’s world kept its steady orbit. It was a safe, cheerful world in which you could laugh and have a good time – dance, see a film, a play, or a cabaret, and put off for as long as possible the return to the cold, shattered place where your own warm world had been.

   They did not always go out. Sometimes they stayed in Lilla’s charming drawing-room and talked. Sometimes he played to them. Those rather square hands of his with the strong, blunt fingers were quite extraordinarily agile on the keys of the Steinway baby grand. He would sit there playing one thing after another whilst the two girls listened. When the time came to say goodnight he would hold Lyndall’s hand for a moment and say, ‘Did you like it?’ Sometimes she would say, ‘Yes,’ and sometimes she would only look, because when she felt deeply she never found it at all easy to translate her feelings into words. Except with Philip who nearly always knew what she was thinking, and so because no words were needed they came quite easily.

   Music let her into a world which was neither hers nor Pelham Trent’s, though his playing was the gate through which she entered it. It was a world where feeling and emotion were sublimated until they possessed nothing except beauty, where sorrow spent itself in music and loss was solaced. She came back from this world rested and refreshed.

   After all, Milly Armitage did not stay on at Jocelyn’s Holt. It was not in her to refuse what Philip asked, but she had never responded to any of her sister-in-law Cotty Armitage’s not infrequent appeals with more alacrity. Cotty enjoyed poor health. For twenty-five years or so she had had recurring attacks to which no doctor had ever been able to give a name. They involved the maximum of trouble to her family with the minimum of discomfort to herself. She had worn a husband into his grave, two daughters into matrimony, and the third to the brink of a breakdown. It was when Olive appeared likely to go over this brink that Cotty took up pen and paper and invited her dearest Milly to visit them. And Milly, incurably soft-hearted, invariably went.

   ‘Of course what she really wants is for someone to pour a hogshead of cold water over her.’

   ‘Then why don’t you?’ said Lilla, with whom she was lunching on her way through London.

   ‘Couldn’t lift it, my dear. But someone ought to. Every time I go there I make up my mind to tell her she’s a selfish slave-driver, and that Olive is simply going down the drain, but I don’t do it.’

   ‘Why don’t you?’

   ‘Olive wouldn’t thank me, for one thing. That’s the awful part of that kind of slave-driving – in the worst cases the victim doesn’t even want to be free. Olive’s like that. You known, Lyndall only just got away in time. She was two years with Cotty after her father and mother died. They were killed together in a motor accident when she was nine and it nearly did her in. She’s sensitive, you know – no armour-plating. Things aren’t awfully easy for people like that. You’re an angel to have her, Lilla.’

   ‘I love having her, Aunt Milly.’

   Milly Armitage crumbled her bread in a wasteful manner. Lord Woolton would not have approved, nor would Milly herself if she
























EIGHTEEN

THE FLAT WHICH the Jocelyns had taken was a furnished one. They settled into it almost as easily as if it had been their own and they were returning to it after a brief absence. Philip, profoundly unhappy and holding his mind relentlessly to a new and exacting job, yet found himself unable to bar out the thought that three and a half years in a French village had developed in Anne a talent for organization which he certainly hadn’t supposed her to possess. The girl who had dropped her hat, her coat, her scarf just where she found it convenient to discard them had changed into the woman who with the minimum of household help kept their flat orderly and shining – the girl who probably had boiled a kettle and possibly an egg or a potato into the woman who produced delightful meals from war-time ingredients. When he proposed bringing Mrs. Ramage up to town she wouldn’t hear of it – ‘She’d be quite dreadfully unhappy. And there’s no need – I can cook.’

   ‘Since when?’ said Philip, and got a limpid look from steady grey eyes.

   ‘Since I was in France, darling. Quite a good place to learn, don’t you think?’

   The little scene left a flavour behind it – the kind of flavour which is hardly there but lingers on the palate. For the rest, things would go more easily than at Jocelyn’s Holt. They would not have to sit alone together in a horrid travesty of the solitude à deux. There was nearly always work to be finished at home. He could bring a man back with him. Anne could see her friends. She was busy ringing people up, asking one to lunch, another to tea – picking up the threads which had been dropped nearly four years ago. These activities were a great relief to Philip. The fuller Anne’s life was, the less strain was placed on their relationship. The last thing he desired was the concentration of thought and interest upon himself or upon his work. That the latter was highly confidential and could not afford a meeting-ground hardly affected the position, since he would in any case have kept the door locked upon his private affairs.

   Unfortunately Anne did not appear to see this. He could imagine her having been brought up on the simple axiom, ‘Always talk to men about their work – they like it.’ From what he had ever heard of her mother, she was just the sort of woman to say just that sort of thing. He was forced at last into a blunt,

   ‘I can’t talk about my job – and anyhow it would bore you stiff.’

   She looked a shade reproachful.

   ‘It wouldn’t – really. But – do you mean – it’s – secret?’

   She saw him frown. He controlled his voice to say,

   ‘Most staff work is confidential. Anyhow I’m at it all day. I wouldn’t want to talk about it if it was as public as Hyde Park.’

   ‘I thought men liked to talk about their work.’

   He turned a sheet of the Times and made no answer.

   That was the first evening in the flat. It was also the evening on which Nellie Collins did not come home.

   Mrs. Smithers rang up the police in the morning.

   ‘My landlady, Miss Collins – she hasn’t come home. I really don’t know what to make of it at all.’

   In the police station Sergeant Brown, a family man, employed a soothing manner.

   ‘How long has she been gone?’

   ‘Since yesterday afternoon!’ said Mrs. Smithers in an angry voice. ‘Most inconsiderate and uncalled for – leaving me alone in the house like this! And her shop not opened, and not my business to open it of course, nor yet to take in the milk, only, being war-time, I couldn’t be expected to let it go to waste!’

   Sergeant Brown said, ‘No.’ And then, ‘Just when did you say Miss Collins left?’

   ‘Early yesterday afternoon. Went off in her best coat and skirt, and told me she was going up to meet a friend. Nothing about not coming back, or hoping it wouldn’t put me out if she stayed in town – nothing like that! And here it’s ten o’clock, and not a word to say where she is or when she’s coming back, and I don’t consider it’s treating me right!’

   Mrs. Smithers sounded so much annoyed that Sergeant Brown found himself saying the word ‘accident.’

   ‘She may have met with an accident.’

   ‘Then why can’t she say so?’ said Mrs. Smithers in a tearing temper.

   By the time that Sergeant Brown hung up the receiver he was feeling a little sorry for Miss Collins. She was going to need something very substantial in the way of an accident if she wished to placate Mrs. Smithers. He began to ring up the London hospitals. When none of them knew anything about a middle-aged lady in a bright blue coat and skirt and a black hat with a bunch of blue flowers on it, he rang up Scotland Yard.
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