
  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


  The Alington Inheritance


  Vanishing Point


  The Clock Strikes Twelve


  The Girl in the Cellar


  The Watersplash


  The Silent Pool


  The Brading Collection


  The Ivory Dagger


  
    CONTENTS
  


  
    Through the Wall
  


  
    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
  


  
    THIRTY-EIGHT
  


  
    THIRTY-NINE
  


  
    FORTY
  


  
    FORTY-ONE
  


  
    FORTY-TWO
  


  
    FORTY-THREE
  


  
    About the author
  


  FIVE


  Cyril Felton came home on the fourth day after the accident. Someone drew his attention to a paragraph in the evening paper, and he took the first train back. Not too pleased to discover that his wife and sister-in-law had gone to London for the day, but Mrs Deane was in a chatty mood and more than willing to invite him to tea in her sitting-room and tell him all she knew. If it was impossible to regard him as a good husband, she did think him very handsome and romantic, and she derived considerable satisfaction from the fact that she had just done her hair in what her ‘Why be dowdy?’ column called ‘a queenly style.’ She began to get out her best tea-set.


    ‘I don’t know a thing, Mrs Deane, except what I saw in the paper.’


    ‘Oh, Mr Felton – fancy their not letting you know!’


    ‘Oh, well, I was moving about. They wouldn’t know where to write. But what’s happened? All I saw was three or four lines about Marian being in an accident just when she’d heard she had come in for some money.’


    ‘Yes, that’s right. That’s just how it was – on Tuesday. She came home with the clothes pretty well off her back, and a bruise on her forehead. It’s gone down nicely now, and you really won’t notice it. Mrs Felton was in a terrible way, but there wasn’t any real harm done, and they went off at ten o’clock this morning to do some shopping and to see their uncle’s lawyer – something about the house that was left. Down by the sea, it is, and Miss Brand wants to get Mrs Felton there as soon as possible, the sea air being what they always say would do her good.’


    Cyril said sharply, ‘There must be something more than a house.’


    Mrs Deane put two spoons of tea in the pot.


    ‘Oh, as to that, I’m sure I couldn’t say, Mr Felton – I’m not one to pry. But no cause to worry, I’m sure. Mrs Felton’s been so excited ever since it happened, you wouldn’t know her for the same person – singing all over the house, and quite a colour.’


    He had time to feel very impatient indeed before his wife and sister-in-law came home.


    Ina’s eyes were shining like stars. She had had her hair set. She had bought all the sort of things she had never been able to afford for her face – a whole range of vanishing creams, cleansing creams, night creams, lipsticks, two different and enchanting shades of rouge, a face-powder which was a dream, and several different shades of nail-polish. The girl in the beauty-parlour had showed her just what to do, and she was in a state of quivering pleasure. She looked what she used to look like when she was eighteen – no, better than that, because she had never had any of these lovely things before. She felt like the heroine of a novel, she felt romantic and sophisticated. She was wearing new shoes and stockings, and a coat and skirt which had cost more than she had ever paid for anything in all her life. She rushed into Cyril’s arms and poured the whole thing out, finishing with,


    ‘Oh, darling, isn’t it marvellous? Just look at me!’


    Cyril looked, at first with amazement, then with genuine admiration, and lastly with a good deal of apprehension, because he knew what things cost and he hoped she wasn’t putting too much in the shop window. All very well to have everything new and costing the earth – and he wouldn’t say Ina didn’t pay for dressing, every woman did – but the really important thing was, what did it all amount to in hard cash, and how much of it was going to come his way. In fact Mr Mantolini had, as it were, taken some very appropriate words out of his mouth a hundred years ago by enquiring, ‘What’s the damn total?’


    It wasn’t, of course, the moment to come out with it as bluntly as that. He had to look and admire, and stand with his arm round Ina while she chattered away nineteen to the dozen, for all the world like she used to when she was a schoolgirl.


    ‘Oh, Cyril, isn’t it all simply too marvellous! There’s a house – did I tell you there was a house? – and it’s by the sea – in Ledshire – a place called Farne – and we’re going there just as soon as ever we can! I can’t believe it, I really can’t – we’re going to the sea! I have to keep saying it out loud, because it doesn’t seem as if it could be true! The house is really two houses, only Uncle Martin’s grandfather had such a big family he threw them into one and lived there with all his relations. Rather frightful, but people used to. At least, it would be fun if you liked them, and perhaps you would—’


    ‘Darling, I don’t know what you’re talking about.’


    She rubbed her cheek against his.


    ‘That’s because it’s all so wonderful – it won’t get into words. I’m so thrilled about the house. You see, Mr Ashton says—’


    ‘Who is Mr Ashton?’


    ‘Uncle Martin’s solicitor. We’ve been seeing him. He says the house can quite easily be made into two again. It would only mean shutting the doors that were cut through, and we could have an electric stove in the old kitchen, and then we shouldn’t have to turn the relations out, which he says would be frightfully difficult – and of course rather horrid. I mean, you don’t want to start with a family row, and then have to live next door to each other for ever and ever – too, too grim!’


    He had his arm round her and he called her darling, but his voice had an edge to it.


    ‘I haven’t the faintest idea what you’re talking about, darling.’


    Marian had gathered up her parcels and gone into her own room. Like Ina she was wearing a new suit and everything else to match, beautifully cut and very becoming – one of those grey-green shades which are flattering to dark hair and grey eyes. She had said ‘How do you do?’ and taken up her parcels and gone away. At the time he had been pleased, because of course he would get more out of Ina if they were alone. But she didn’t come back, and he was beginning to wonder if there wasn’t something rather marked about her not joining in. Nobody could say Marian was stupid. She had a head on her shoulders all right, and she must know perfectly well that he would want to hear just what it all amounted to. Ina’s enthusiasm was like so much whipped cream – all very fluffy and nice, but nothing you could make a meal off. He wanted to know just what Cyril Felton was going to get out of it.


    He didn’t listen very attentively whilst Ina told him about the relations.


    ‘Aunt Florence Brand – she’s the widow of Uncle Martin’s brother Alfred, and of course he was my father’s brother too. They both were – Martin and Alfred, I mean – only it seems so funny when we had never heard of them. Alfred married Florence Remington who was some sort of a cousin, and when he died and Uncle Martin’s wife died she came and kept house for him. And he hated her. Her sister, Cassy Remington, came and lived there too. And he hated them both. Then there’s Felix, who is Aunt Florence’s son. He plays the piano—’


    Cyril woke up.


    ‘Not Felix Brand!’


    ‘Yes, that’s his name. Do you know him? Oh, Cyril – how exciting!’


    His voice became very cold indeed.


    ‘He’s Helen Adrian’s accompanist. He’s got a foul temper. I don’t know him.’


    Ina gazed at him in an ecstasy.


    ‘I’ve heard her – on Mrs Deane’s wireless – she was lovely! Do you suppose he was playing for her then? Darling, it’s almost too romantic. The secret cousin!’


    The arm that had been round her dropped.


    ‘Look here, Ina, stop babbling! I’ve had a hell of a time – everything going wrong that possibly could. I’m not in the mood for all this talk. I want some plain facts. You’ve got it all in your head, but I haven’t. Nobody tells me anything. I’ve had nothing but three lines in a paper to go on, and I want to know where we stand.’


    Ina continued to gaze, but the ecstasy was a little dashed.


    ‘But I’ve told you. Uncle Martin came down and called himself Mr Brook, and pretended he wanted a house, and saw Marian – only of course she didn’t know who he was—’


    ‘He didn’t see you?’


    ‘Oh, no. He went to the office – he was supposed to be looking for houses. He saw Marian, and he went away and made his will.’


    ‘Now we’re getting there. He made a will. I want to know what was in it.’


    ‘But, darling, I told you. He left her everything – just like that.’


    Ina drew back a little, because he was looking quite frightening. Not really of course – it was just being on the stage – it was just—


    ‘What was in it, damn you!’


    She drew in a sharp breath. He oughtn’t to swear – she hadn’t done anything – she had told him. She said,


    ‘I did tell you. He left everything to Marian.’


    ‘Not to you?’


    ‘No – I keep telling you – to Marian.’


    ‘You don’t get anything at all?’


    ‘No.’


    She had gone back another step. He was angry. Of course she could see that it was disappointing for him, but it wasn’t her fault.


    He was quite pale with anger. His eyes were light and cold. He said in a hard undertone,


    ‘But she’ll give you some of it. She’s bound to do that in common decency. What has she said about it?’


    ‘She hasn’t – said anything – not about sharing.’


    ‘What has she said?’


    ‘Cyril – don’t!’


    ‘What has she said?’


    ‘She wants me to have – an allowance.’


    ‘How much?’


    ‘A hundred a year.’


    ‘How much does she get?’


    ‘I – don’t – know. Mr Ashton can’t be sure – till everything is – settled up.’


    ‘He’ll have a damned good idea. What will she get?’


    Ina said in a faltering voice,


    ‘He wasn’t sure – he said – about – two thousand.’


    ‘Two thousand clear?’


    ‘That’s what he said – after income tax was paid.’


    ‘And she’ll give you a beggarly hundred! Not much!’ He took her in his arms. ‘Ina, it’s marvellous! No wonder you couldn’t talk sense! It’s – it’s unbelievable! But look here, darling, she’s got to do the square thing – she’s got to give you half. I mean, it’s only decent. She can’t just put all that money in her pocket and leave us to starve.’


    It was, perhaps, unfortunate that Marian should open the door in time to hear this last remark. It rang with passionate conviction, but affected her only to the extent of inducing a hope that Cyril really might achieve some success upon the stage. She had changed into an old dress in order to get supper. As she began to lay the table she said in her pleasant voice,


    ‘You won’t starve, Cyril. Supper’s just about ready.’


    He stared, hesitated, and plunged.


    ‘I didn’t mean that. Marian—’


    She went through into the slip of a room which served as a kitchenette, and he followed her.


    ‘You’ll do something for us – it’s a lot of money. Ina’s your sister.’


    She had soup on a low gas. She began to pour it off into the plates she had set to warm. She was smiling.


    ‘I’ll look after Ina. I always have, haven’t I?’


    ‘But, Marian—’


    She shook her head,


    ‘I’m tired, and the soup will get cold. We’ll talk tomorrow.’


    ‘Then you’ll do something – you will, won’t you? You’ve always been an angel. Don’t think I don’t know what we owe you, because I do.’


    She went on smiling.


    ‘There – if you’ll just take your plate and Ina’s. It’s out of a tin, but it’s good.’


    He stood with a smoking soup-plate in either hand.


    ‘You don’t know how hard it is to get a footing on the stage – the jealousies – everyone trying to down you. Now if I had a backer I could run my own company and really show what I could do.’


    Marian wanted to say, ‘Nonsense!’ but she restrained herself. She said with half a laugh,


    ‘Oh, my dear Cyril!’ And then, ‘Come along! Ina and I had a sketchy lunch and no tea, and I hate cold soup.’


    It was no use. You can’t push women. He would have to let her have her head, play up to her a bit. Perhaps it was a mistake


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  EIGHT


  After all, Penny hadn’t time to change. She took one look at the clock, snatched her bicycle, and coasted down the hill into Farne, which used to be a fishing village, but managed during the years between the wars to collect a good many rows of small houses, a distressing eruption of bungalows, and a hideous but comfortable hotel. The houses were always cram full. They had been built to let, and let they did at fantastic prices, since the demand was constantly greater than the supply. There was an aerodrome three miles inland, and a consequent run on all possible accommodation within a five-mile radius.


    Penny got to the station just half a minute before the train, flung her bicycle against a wall, ducked under a porter’s arm, and saw Marian Brand and Ina Felton get out of the third carriage from the engine. She hadn’t the slightest doubt as to who they were, because she had seen them both before. There was a portrait of Ina hanging in the drawing-room at this minute with a Leghorn hat tied on over her dark curls and a white muslin dress, only the name under it was Isabella, not Ina, Brand. And a miniature of Marian had always stood on the top of Uncle Martin’s chest of drawers – his mother, painted at the time of her marriage when she was just eighteen. So that was why he had left her the money. Penny thought it was very romantic.


    She ran up to them all flushed and friendly and said,


    ‘I’m Penny. You are Marian and Ina, aren’t you?’


    They collected luggage and got everything on to a taxi, including Penny’s bicycle, because she wasn’t going to pound up that hill and let them arrive alone. They packed in somehow. The friendly glow persisted. Penny chattered.


    ‘I’m not a cousin. I’m something on the Remington side. I hadn’t any other relations, so the aunts took me. It was very good of them.’


    Her tone betrayed that this was dictated by conscience. After that it brightened again.


    ‘Uncle Martin was sweet to me. And Eliza – oh, Marian, what are you going to do about Eliza Cotton? Because you’d better have it all ready and say it straight away. She’s a simply angel cook.’


    Marian said, ‘Who is Eliza?’


    Penny couldn’t believe her ears. The life of the house revolved round Eliza – it always had. Her eyes were quite round with surprise, but she could only get hold of the most inadequate words.


    ‘She was Uncle Martin’s housekeeper.’


    Marian looked troubled.


    ‘But your aunts will want her, won’t they? I couldn’t—’


    Penny clutched her with a little brown hand.


    ‘She isn’t theirs – she’s yours. Mr Ashton said so. He said she was in your service, and she would have to give you notice if she didn’t want to stay. You won’t let her, will you?’


    ‘Perhaps she won’t want to stay with us.’


    ‘She hasn’t made up her mind. But she will when she sees you. She adored Uncle Martin, and she wants to stay because of Mactavish, and Felix, and me. Mactavish is the cat – he was Uncle Martin’s cat. A Scotch friend of his sent him all the way from Edinburgh in a basket with his name tied round his neck on a label. Eliza adores him. If Mactavish likes you, she will stay. You will have her, won’t you?’ She dropped her voice to a confidential note. ‘I think she has really practically made up her mind, because she has had the sweep, and the kitchen on your side done out twice, and she says there’s nothing wrong with the range except not being used.’


    ‘Oh—’ Marian looked anxious. ‘Mr Ashton said he was arranging about an electric stove.’


    Penny nodded.


    ‘Yes, that’s all right – it’s in. But Eliza doesn’t hold with electrics. Look here, you’ll have to be firm. If Eliza says she’ll stay, the aunts will suggest sharing meals, and her cooking for everyone. Well, she’ll do it for a day or two, but she won’t go on. Just as soon as Eliza has made up her mind, she won’t so much as cook a potato for our side of the house.’


    Marian began to feel appalled.


    ‘But, Penny – I can’t—’


    ‘You won’t have to. And you needn’t feel bad about it either. Eliza wouldn’t stay with the aunts if they paid her millions. But she’d like to stay with Mactavish and Felix and me. You see, if she’s next door, and you didn’t mind frightfully, I could come in and see her and Mactavish. He doesn’t really like our side of the house, and I couldn’t bear not seeing him. Anyhow, he wouldn’t leave Eliza, and he does like the kitchen on your side. Eliza says it’s because of mice, but I think he just likes it. She’s got rather a mouse complex, you know. Honestly, she’ll do you awfully well if she makes up her mind to stay. And you don’t need to have a conscience about it, because Mrs Bell will go on coming to us, and she’s got a sister who can cook and who will come in every day except Sunday, so we’ll be perfectly all right. Look! Just round this next corner you’ll see the house.’


    They turned the corner, and Marian saw Cove House standing waiting for them. There was a wall of heaped stones between it and the road, and two rough pillars to mark the entrance. A few hard-bitten trees and shrubs were huddled low against the wind. Behind them the straggling white house, two storeys high and a slanting attic floor above. There were two front doors painted bright blue, with identical knockers and old-fashioned iron bell-pulls. Late narcissus were dying off amongst the wallflowers in a narrow bed on either side.


    As the taxi stopped, the right-hand door opened and Eliza Cotton loomed up. Marian got out and came forward. That feeling of being in a dream which she had had off and on for more than a month now was strong upon her. Her house – her own house. It didn’t seem as if it could be real. Now – now – now it must break round her. But whilst the dream lasts you bear your part in it. She shook hands with Eliza, encountered a strong searching look, said something about the fine day, and turned back to pay the taxi. There was the bustle of luggage coming in. The driver was very obliging.


    Penny had a despairing feeling that Felix ought to be there, and that if he were, nothing that she could do or say would be in the least likely to make him behave tolerably. And the aunts would be sharpening every tooth and claw they had.


    She followed up the stairs and heard Eliza ahead of her.


    ‘This was Mr Brand’s bedroom. I considered you would wish to have it. And the one next door for Mrs Felton. They have both got the view of the sea.’


    The room was not large, but very pleasant. Between the windows and on either side old-fashioned shutters were folded back into the walls. They were painted the same bright blue as the front door.


    Ina and Marian stood side by side and looked out at an enchanting view. First came the small walled garden. There were fruit trees trained against the walls. A bright pink froth of blossom showed here and there on nectarine and peach. Then steps going down to a wide terraced ledge. More steps, another ledge, and another, dropping to the little cove from which the house took its name. It faced south and the cliffs sheltered it on either side. The terraced gardens were full of spring flowers – wallflower and tulip, fruit blossom and early clematis, aubretia, polyanthus, and arabis. The colours were as bright as jewels under the spring sun. Beyond and below, a long narrow stretch of shingle, and beyond that the sea, as clear and blue as the sky above it. When they turned back into the room it seemed dark. All that colour and brilliance outside, but the plain white walls, the plain old furniture, the short blue and white curtains which matched the bedspread, had a charm of their own. They were simple and restful.


    The bathroom was next door, and then Ina’s room. It had the same blue shutters and curtains, but there was an old-fashioned wallpaper with pink roses on it, and the ewer and basin on the bow-front marble-topped washstand had a rose pattern instead of the blue and white in Marian’s room.


    Ina had hardly spoken at all. She said, ‘Yes,’ when she was asked if she liked her room, and, ‘No,’ when she was asked if she was tired. She had become so pale that the delicately applied colour which had been so becoming when she started now showed up like a patch on the white skin. When they went to see the rest of the house she contrived to remain behind.


    Penny went on doing showman.


    ‘The rooms are the same on both sides – four bedrooms on this floor, and an attic room above. And there is a linen-cupboard on each side. It really was two houses to start with. That’s the door through to our side – there’s one on each floor. Eliza sleeps in your attic, so the other two bedrooms are spare. Then downstairs there are three sitting-rooms, and the kitchen, and things like that – the same both sides. You’ve got the dining-room, and a little room that hasn’t been used much, and Uncle Martin’s study, which I think is the nicest room in the house. And on our side there’s the breakfast-room, and the drawing-room, and a room the aunts have always had for themselves. No one ever goes into the drawing-room except Felix – because of the piano, you know. It’s a lovely Bechstein grand. He really does play beautifully. And he composes. He ought to be doing that all the time, instead of going round playing people’s accompaniments.’


    Marian wasn’t stupid. There was an emphasis on ‘people’ – Penny’s eyes were bright and her cheeks flushed. She remembered that Felix Brand was Helen Adrian’s accompanist, and that Helen Adrian was, from her pictures, a very pretty woman. There was no need to say anything. They were coming into the study, and when they were really there all she could do was to draw a long satisfied breath and say, ‘Oh!’


    It was the most comfortable room she had ever seen. All the strangeness went out of her as she looked at it. It wasn’t until afterwards that she could notice and admire the pair of Chippendale bookcases with their curved horns and diamond latticework, or the writing-table with its pigeon-holes and little drawers and the brass handles which were the colour of very pale gold. At the time she only knew that it was a beautiful room, and that she loved it.


    Penny squeezed her arm and pulled her over to the window. The view was the same as from the bedroom above, but you saw more garden and less cove. There was a narrow bed of forget-me-nots under the three windows, set with May-flowering tulips just coming into bloom, the long pointed buds still green but flushed and streaked with rose, and purple, and scarlet, and yellow. The middle window was a door with two shallow steps going down to a flagged path beyond the flowers. You only had to turn a handle and step out. There was a pink cherry in bloom away to the left.


    ‘It’s nice, isn’t it?’ said Penny. She was still holding Marian’s arm. Eliza had vanished. They were alone.


    Marian said, ‘Yes,’ with a deep sigh of content, and all at once Penny felt that she could say anything. Her hand squeezed harder. The words came tumbling out.


    ‘Marian – you won’t want to take the piano, will you? I don’t know what Felix would do without it, and it wouldn’t be right in here – not a bit. The aunts have been saying you’d want it, and the drawing-room furniture. And of course it’s all yours, but you’d hate it really – nasty gilt spindly stuff, and the sort of shiny brocade you can only sit on in your best evening dress. You wouldn’t really want to spoil this room with it – would you?’


    ‘I should hate it. And of course I won’t take the piano away from Felix.’


    The door behind them was open. Eliza came through it with a tea-tray. The cat Mactavish followed, walking delicately, like Agag. Having set down the tray, Eliza straightened herself. Penny became aware that the moment was a fateful one. There were persons so uninstructed as to address a princely Persian as ‘puss’. There were ill-mannered vulgarians who attempted to lay an uninvited hand upon him. There were those who knew how to treat him. Eliza was undoubtedly waiting to see into which category Miss Marian Brand would fall. She said,


    ‘I thought you would like a cup of tea after the journey.’


    And Marian said, ‘How lovely,’ and ‘Thank you,’ and sat down in front of the table which held the tray.


    The critical moment impended. Mactavish advanced, his tail fluffed out to its fullest extent, his topaz eyes wary upon the stranger.


    Marian said, ‘Oh, how beautiful!’ on what was felt to be a very proper note, and then, ‘What is his name?’


    Eliza noted the pronoun with approbation. She had a biting contempt for people who alluded to all cats as her.


    ‘His name’s Mactavish.’


    Marian gazed admiringly.


    ‘Will he come to me?’


    ‘He’ll please himself.’


    Mactavish pleased himself. The tone of this person’s voice satisfied a fastidious ear. He was aware of being admired, not fulsomely, but in a well-bred manner. When the voice addressed him by name he advanced and sniffed at a respectfully extended hand. Considering that it had an agreeable smell, he rubbed his head against it and permitted himself to be delicately stroked behind the ear. Then, before the astonished eyes of Penny and Eliza, he leaped on to the stranger’s lap and settled there.


    As the sound of a faint purr became audible, Eliza made up her mind. If anyone had told her that Mactavish would have taken such a fancy, she wouldn’t have believed them. Few indeed were the chosen laps upon which he would condescend to sit – Mr Brand’s, Felix’s, and Penny’s. If lifted up by Mrs Alfred Brand or Miss Cassy, his eyes flamed with fury and he removed himself with all possible haste. He had been known to kick, to scratch, and even to bite. He always washed himself all over afterwards. And now just to look at him, with his paws doubled under and purring like a teakettle! If that wasn’t a sign, Eliza didn’t know one. She said, ‘My goodness, gracious me!’ and went out of the room in a hurry.


    Upstairs in her new bedroom Ina was leaning out of the window. It was all lovely, and she was very unhappy. Cyril was behaving very badly indeed. When it happened right under your eyes like that, it was no good going on trying to pretend any longer. He didn’t want to work – he never had wanted to work. He wanted all the things you can’t get without working for them. He wanted Marian to give him half the money. And she wouldn’t. Ina had said whatever Cyril had wanted her to say. And still Marian wouldn’t. Deep down inside her there was something which said that Marian was right. Since the last really dreadful row Ina found herself unable to close her thought to that voice. It told her that all Cyril ever wanted with money was to spend it on having a good time, and then when it was spent he would want more, and more, and more. She was finding it impossible to drape this Cyril any longer in the garments of romance. He was beginning to emerge as a selfish, emotional young man who could see no reason why everything should not give way to him. He had not come down with them to Cove House because, after the last row two days ago, he had flung out of the house and banged the door behind him. She didn’t know where he was, or when she would see him again.


    She didn’t want to see him again.


    This thought shocked her so much that she felt giddy. She leaned right out, and heard voices from the window next to hers. This window was on the other side of the wall which divided the two houses, but it was only three or four feet away, and it was open. There were two voices – two women’s voices. One said, ‘It would be a good thing if she was dead.’ And the other said, ‘People don’t die just because you want them to.’


    Ina felt a kind of stinging horror. She drew back, and saw Penny smiling at her from the doorway.


    ‘There’s some tea in the study. I expect you’re dying for it. Marian couldn’t come up for you because Mactavish won’t get off her lap.’


  ELEVEN


  On the other side of the wall Miss Remington lifted her head with a jerk.


    ‘I’m sure it’s a blessing this room doesn’t face the same way as the drawing-room.’


    The ladies were in their own sitting-room. It looked towards the road and had a view of wind-driven shrubs this side and rising ground beyond. There was a good deal of furniture and a great many knick-knacks. Every inch of the wall space was taken up. A number of small tables cluttered the floor. The blue plush curtains were heavy. The Brussels carpet had worn remarkably well, its harsh blues and browns being practically intact.


    Mrs Brand said, ‘We don’t get the sun, or the view of the sea.’


    Cassy tossed her head.


    ‘You don’t care for too much sun, and I’m sure the sea makes quite enough noise on this side. So does Helen Adrian. I shall speak to Felix. They really ought to keep the windows shut when they’re practising. I don’t see why we should have to close ours.’ She went quickly to the casement as she spoke and jerked it to with a bang.


    Florence Brand was darning a stocking. She looked up. She allowed her eyes to rest upon her sister for a moment and then went on darning, taking a thread and leaving a thread in a slow, deliberate manner.


    ‘People pay to hear her,’ she said.


    Miss Cassy turned round.


    ‘I don’t know why you have her here.’


    ‘I don’t have her here. And Felix won’t much longer.’


    Cassy stared.


    ‘How do you know? She’d marry him for twopence.’


    Florence Brand shook her head.


    ‘Oh, no – not now – not without Martin’s money.’


    ‘Well, she’d be a good riddance,’ said Cassy Remington.


    As she spoke, the door, which had been slightly ajar, was pushed a little wider. Mrs Bell’s lugubrious face with the fair streaky hair coming down in loops looked round it.


    ‘Emma’s doing fish for you, Mrs Brand. She’s brought it with her, but there wasn’t any haddock, so it’s cod, and a few herrings for breakfast.’


    She went back through and told her sister Mrs Woolley that Miss Remington had turned up her nose, but what was the good, someone had got to eat cod, and they were carrying on like nobody’s business about that Miss Adrian.


    In the drawing-room Felix lifted his hands from the keyboard and said,


    ‘Not much wrong with the voice. Let’s run through that again. And try letting it out a little.’


    The sun streamed in through the three windows. The two double casements stood wide, but the window in the middle, which was really a door, was closed. All the curtains were a pale brocade with the colour bleached out of it. The room corresponded to Martin Brand’s study on the other side of the wall, and it looked and felt as if it had never been lived in. An ivory wall-paper with a satin stripe was here and there interrupted by watercolours with wide white mounts and narrow gold frames. The furniture was, as Penny had described it, gilt and spindly. Most of it was shrouded in dust-sheets, but the covers had been carelessly pulled off two of the larger chairs and tossed in a heap upon an Empire couch.


    In the midst of all this stiffness and pallor Helen Adrian looked as warmly alive as the sunshine. Her hair was very nearly as golden. Her skin glowed with health, and her eyes were just that one shade deeper than sky-blue which makes all the difference. She shook her head and said,


    ‘No, that’s enough.’


    Felix jerked back the heavy lock of dark hair which was always falling into his eyes.


    ‘Just let your voice out. I believe it’s better than ever.’


    She was leaning over the piano towards him.


    ‘No – I don’t want to.’


    He said accusingly, ‘You’re scared,’ and she nodded.


    ‘I’m afraid of singing out. I don’t feel—’


    ‘You don’t need to feel. Sing! It’s all there – just let it go.’


    He struck the opening chords, but she remained leaning there, tracing an imaginary pattern on the dark wood and looking down at her own finger with its polished rosy nail.


    ‘Felix—’


    He banged out a bar and stopped.


    ‘What is it?’


    ‘It’s no good. I can’t go on to a concert platform and sing in a whisper, and I’m not going to let my voice out and crack it.’


    ‘What are you driving at?’


    ‘Oh, well—’


    ‘You’ve got an engagement in Brighton in a fortnight’s time. How are you going to keep it if you won’t try your voice?’


    ‘Well, that’s just it – I don’t think I’m going to keep it.’


    ‘And all the rest of your engagements?’


    ‘I don’t think—’


    ‘You don’t think? You’ve got to think!’


    ‘I’m not going to crack my voice.’


    ‘There’s nothing the matter with your voice.’


    She straightened up with a little laugh.


    ‘Well, it is my voice, darling – I’m glad you admit that – and if I don’t want to sing, you can’t make me.’


    He swung round on the piano-stool.


    ‘Do you mean anything by that?’ Then, with the blood rushing into his face, ‘What do you mean?’


    She was watching him. Now she smiled.


    ‘I just don’t want to sing, darling.’


    He got up and came towards her quite slowly and deliberately.


    ‘Do you mean now – or—’


    ‘I mean now.’


    ‘All right, then we try again tomorrow – is that it?’


    ‘No, I don’t think so. Felix, do be reasonable.’


    The blood had drained back. The lock of hair had fallen forward again. It emphasized his pallor.


    ‘What do you mean by being reasonable?’


    She laughed lightly.


    ‘It’s not anything you’d understand very well, is it, darling?’


    He said heavily,


    ‘No, I’m not reasonable about you – you needn’t expect it. But you’re going to tell me what you mean.’


    ‘Am I?’


    He said with sudden violence,


    ‘Some day you’re going to get yourself murdered!’


    Quite involuntarily she flinched. It was only Felix in a temper, but just for the moment something in her wavered and was afraid.


    She stepped back, and the movement brought the door into her line of vision. The ivory panels, the china handle and door-plates with their pattern of small pink roses, stood very slightly at an angle. The door was not quite shut. She went over to it, opened it, and looked out. A yard away Mrs Bell was on her hands and knees in the passage polishing the floor-boards.


    Helen Adrian shut the door in a controlled manner and went back. Felix was still in a temper, but he didn’t frighten her now. She stuck her chin in the air and said,


    ‘Next time you feel like murdering anyone, darling, I don’t think I should tell the daily first.’ Then, with a laugh, ‘Oh, come off it, Felix! Let’s go down and see if it’s warm enough to bathe.’


  FIFTEEN


  When Richard Cunningham had gone away down the road to Farne, the part of Marian’s mind which had been troubled about Ina began to take charge. It was nearly seven o’clock. She had not realized that it was so late until Richard looked at his watch. He had exclaimed, and she had known very well that he would have liked to stay on, but she had not asked him. There had been a sudden withdrawal, a cold breath of fear not definitely attributable to anything special. It was just as if they had been sitting out in a sunny place and all at once the sun was gone and it was cold. She walked with him to the gate, and he said,


    ‘When shall I see you again?’


    ‘I don’t know. Would you like to come over tomorrow?’


    ‘You know I would. What time?’


    She said, ‘Lunch, if you like,’ and watched him walk down the road before she turned back to the house and to the realization that she was definitely worried about Ina.


    But she was only half way up the stairs, when she heard a step going to and fro above. She came out on the landing, to see that the door of one of the two empty bedrooms was open and Ina standing there waiting. She looked pale and tired. As Marian came up to her, she said in a plaintive voice,


    ‘What ages you’ve been.’


    ‘But I didn’t know you were in. I’ve been worried.’


    ‘You didn’t sound worried. I’ve been in my room, and I could hear you and that man talking. You just went on, and on, and on – I thought he was never going to go. I suppose it was Richard Cunningham?’


    ‘Yes.’


    Ina caught her breath.


    ‘I heard you on the telephone.’ She flung her arms suddenly round Marian’s neck. ‘Oh, darling, I’m a pig! Did you have a nice time? I do really hope you did. I saw him when he was going away, and I thought he looked terribly nice. Is he going to come again? Shall I see him? I wanted to come down, but I was afraid I was going to cry.’


    Marian said, ‘Why should you cry?’ But of course she knew.


    Ina let go of her with a sob.


    ‘I’m so unhappy!’


    ‘You’ve been meeting Cyril?’


    ‘Yes. He rang up when you were in the kitchen with Eliza. I went to meet him in Farne.’


    ‘Why didn’t you tell me?’


    Ina dabbed at her eyes.


    ‘It really was partly because I didn’t want to spoil your day. I opened the study door when you were talking to Richard Cunningham, so I knew he was coming over – at least I didn’t think it could be anyone else.’


    Marian said, ‘I wanted you to meet him.’


    ‘I met Cyril.’


    ‘And what did Cyril want?’ Marian’s tone was dry.


    There was a pause before Ina said,


    ‘He hasn’t any money. He wants to come here.’


    Marian thought, ‘Well, we’ve come down to brass tacks. Money – that’s all that ever does bring him back, but she’s never faced it before. Poor Ina!’


    She saw the colour run up to the roots of Ina’s hair.


    ‘Marian—’


    ‘When does he want to come?’


    ‘Now – tonight – for supper. I told him to wait till then. He hasn’t got any money at all. He was expecting some, but it didn’t turn up. He – he – said to tell you he was sorry – about the things he said. He didn’t mean them. Everybody says things they don’t mean when they’re angry – I do myself.’


    It was a lame and faltering performance. There was no conviction in Ina Felton’s voice. She looked anywhere except at her sister. Marian couldn’t bear it. She never had been able to see Ina hurt. She said as lightly as she could,


    ‘That’s all right. Of course he can come, and we’ll talk things over. But he must try and get a job.’


    Ina nodded.


    ‘He says he will.’ She turned abruptly to the window.


    It wasn’t until then Marian noticed that the room had been got ready for a visitor. There was soap on the wash-stand, and two clean towels on the old-fashioned towel-horse. The carafe had been filled, and the bed made.


    Standing at the window with her back to her, Ina said,


    ‘I’ve put him in here.’


    Cyril strolled in a quarter of an hour later with a deprecatory ‘My dear—’ for his sister-in-law and a sunny smile for his wife. For eight years Marian had managed to keep her eyes shut to the fact that these manifestations really meant nothing at all. Cyril might not be a very good actor on the stage, but in private life he could play any part with ease and charm, and so convincingly as to be quite carried away by it himself. At the moment he was, in all sincerity, the careless, impulsive fellow whose tongue had run away with him, but whose heart is so very much in the right place. He made no attempt to conceal the fact that it overflowed with brotherly affection for Marian and devotion to his wife. He was wounded but uncomplaining over the spare bedroom, and exerted himself to be the best of good company at supper.


    Penny, invited to come over and have coffee, was given what might be called a pre-view by Eliza Cotton, who had stepped in for the purpose, supper being cold and all put out on the table.


    ‘Tongue like a leaky tap – drip, drip, drip, and nothing that’s any more good than what you’d let run down the sink. Darling this, and darling that!’


    ‘He didn’t!’


    Eliza snorted.


    ‘Not to me he didn’t.’ Then, after an ominous pause, ‘Not yet. But I don’t doubt he’ll come to it. Darling, or sweet, or both – they just ran off his tongue. It’s “Marian darling,” and “Ina my sweet,” and arms around their shoulders, and bouncing up to open doors enough to turn you giddy. Tried it on Mactavish – called him “Puss,” which he hates like any poison, and who wouldn’t – and snapped his fingers at him to come.’


    ‘What did Mactavish do?’


    ‘Didn’t let on he so much as knew he was there – waved his tail and went out of the window. And if he’d touched him he’d have scratched.’


    Penny’s eyes were round and serious.


    ‘Poor Ina! Eliza, are you sure? Perhaps he just doesn’t know about cats.’


    Eliza looked down her nose.


    ‘Never was surer about anything in my life. There was one like him down at Bury Dene where I used to stay with my aunt. Jim Hoskins his name was – curly hair and blue eyes, and all the girls running after him. Joked with all of them, kissed a few more than ever told, and married the one that had the most on her stocking foot, poor girl. She never was sorry for it but once, and that was all her days. Next thing anyone knew, the money was gone and so was he, and she was taking in washing to provide for his twins.’


    Penny giggled.


    ‘Well, Ina hasn’t got twins.’


    ‘Not yet,’ said Eliza, and departed in the odour of disapproval.


    Penny went over. She wondered afterwards whether Cyril would have charmed her if Eliza hadn’t got in first with her Awful Warning. Perhaps he would, and perhaps he wouldn’t – she didn’t know. She saw that neither Ina nor Marian was being charmed. Marian was quiet and thoughtful, and Ina had smudges under her eyes. Nobody talked very much except Cyril, and the more he talked and the more charming he was, the less Penny liked him. Felix might have the worst manners in the world, but he didn’t smarm. He didn’t say darling unless he meant it, and if it didn’t happen very often, that was because he was so desperately unhappy, poor lamb. Baa, baa, black sheep, have you any wool? Felix was being shorn to the quick, and when there wasn’t any more to be got Helen Adrian would just toss it all away and go and look for somebody else. Like an odd sympathetic echo set off by the nursery tag, there slipped into Penny’s mind the words of a proverb she had heard Eliza use. Something about going out for wool and coming home shorn. She was to remember that afterwards.


  EIGHTEEN


  It was while the bus was conveying Miss Silver quickly and easily down the hill to Farne that two young people were making their way in the opposite direction. They had walked out from Farne and taken the footpath which leads across a field to the common land along the cliffs. The path goes no farther because the ground had never been enclosed, being too rough and uneven and continually cut up and worn away into small rifts and combes. There is some growth of rough grass, gorse, and bramble, and though the beach below is private and considered to be inaccessible, it is not really very difficult to climb down and steal a bathe.


    Ted Hollins and Gloria Payne were about to scramble down what Ted indicated as ‘the place Joe and I got over’, when they heard the sound of voices coming up from the beach. Ted stopped, listened, and went on again, moving gingerly and putting out a hand behind him to check Gloria. But when he came up to a place where he could see over, there she was, right up against him, her shoulder dunching into his, craning her neck to see what he was looking at. And neither of them could see a thing.


    The rift they were in had taken them halfway down the cliff, the rest of the way was easy enough. They could see the long inviting stretch of sand left bare by the tide, a ridge or two of piled-up shingle, and then the bulge of the cliff was in the way. They couldn’t see the two people who were standing right down under them where the beach ran in to meet this little combe. There was a man, because it was a man’s voice which they had heard to start with – a man’s voice, but not his words, only the angry echo as if they were something he was chucking about and getting chucked back at him again. But what the woman said was as plain as plain – ‘All right, go on and do it! You’ve said you’re going to often enough. Go on and murder me if you feel like it!’


    Gloria pursed up her mouth and said, ‘Ooh!’ Her lips were so close to Ted’s ear that her breath tickled him. He put up a hand to rub the tickle away just as if she had been a fly, and they both heard the man say, ‘I will when I’m ready – you needn’t worry about that,’ and they heard him go striding away over the shingle with the stones grinding and creaking under his feet.


    Since the woman showed no signs of following him, Ted and Gloria made their way back to the top of the cliff, where they talked about how long it would be before there would be a chance of getting a couple of rooms let alone a house, and whether if the worst came to the worst, they couldn’t just make do at Dad and Mum’s. Since Gloria shared a room with a sister and there seemed to be nowhere else for Edith to sleep, it wasn’t a very helpful prospect. And Ted’s landlady wouldn’t take in a wife, not if it was ever so. ‘Next thing you know, there’s nappies on the line,’ was the way she put it. And when Ted up and said, ‘What’s wrong with that?’ Mrs Crole, she looked at him like any thunderstorm and said, ‘You wait and see!’


    ‘Reely anyone ’ud think a baby wasn’t human, wouldn’t you?’ They had said this to one another quite a number of times, the accepted response being a gloomy ‘Seems like it.’


    ‘And all they go on saying to us is we’re wrong.’ Ted pitched a pebble over the cliff. ‘Anyone ’ud think that meant you hadn’t got your feelings, and no right to have them!’


    Gloria said, ‘That’s right.’


    They went on talking about themselves.
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