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            The Shadow at Greystone Chase

          

        

      

    

    
      After her bruising encounter with the law, Angela Marchmont has vowed to give up detecting, and is doing her best to forget the events of last winter and the terrible lie she told to save herself. So when a letter arrives from beyond the grave requesting her help and reminding her of the past, she is anything but pleased. Drawn reluctantly into one final case and spurred on by her guilty conscience, Angela soon discovers a viper's nest of family betrayals and hidden enmities which have lain undisturbed for years, and which may have led to the deaths of more than one person. Despite her unwillingness to reopen old wounds, Angela knows she must put aside her own feelings and solve the mystery if she is ever to find peace. Can she get to the heart of the matter, right the wrong she has done and be happy at last?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Mrs. Angela Marchmont was not a woman who liked to admit weakness. Having worked hard and overcome numerous obstacles—not least the inconvenient fact of her sex—to achieve material success, she had, over the years, found it politic to adopt a serene and cheery demeanour which was intended to convey the impression of a person who was not easily daunted, and who could be relied upon to undertake any task with little fuss and a reasonable degree of competence. As time went on, this outward appearance became so natural to her that it grew to be quite a habit, and she had found it so useful on various occasions that she saw no reason to abandon it. So convincing was she that many people—including some of her closest friends—assumed that she really was as permanently sanguine and untroubled as she seemed, and Angela never bothered to disabuse them of the notion, for she had discovered that there were decided benefits to be had from the ability to present an unruffled façade to the world at large. True, there were some who considered her a little cool—unfeeling, even—but since Angela was also happily possessed of a great deal of personal charm, those people tended to be in the minority. The majority, meanwhile, took her smiles at face value, and it never occurred to them to wonder whether there might be anything more below the surface than that which she chose to display above it.

      Following her trial for the murder of her husband, Angela, true to character, resolved to put the events of the past winter behind her as soon as she could, and was determined never to reveal to a soul how bruised and battered she had been by the whole experience. To that end, she immediately accepted every invitation she received from her many concerned friends, who were in unanimous agreement that she ought to leave London for a while—at least until the days grew longer and memories began to fade. Angela was more touched by their kindness than she could say, for she had been uncertain of how they would react to the revelations which had come out in court about her past. It is not everyone who is prepared to take with equanimity the discovery that a friend has been concealing the existence of an illegitimate child for fourteen years, and Angela was not entirely surprised to discover that there were some whose affection for her cooled markedly after the event. Still, she was by no means a pariah, and so she put on a brave face and affected not to notice the defection of those who had decided they wanted nothing more to do with her. This was partly for her daughter’s sake, for now that Barbara knew the truth Angela was determined to do right by her, and therefore firmly refused to give any indication that she might be at all ashamed of the girl. Barbara had already lost quite enough because of her mother’s mistakes, and the last thing she needed was to feel as though Angela did not want her now that there was no longer any good reason for them to be apart.

      Between social engagements, therefore, Angela took care to visit Barbara at school as often as she could without causing embarrassment, and to write at least twice a week, and as far as she could tell (although who knew what went on in the mind of a fourteen-year-old girl?) Barbara was happy with the new arrangement. Angela knew her daughter well enough to be fairly certain that if there were anything to complain about, she would hear about it soon enough, and so after a few months her anxiety began to lessen and she started to believe that perhaps she was not quite the worst mother in the world, which had been her firmest conviction up to then. A little to her surprise, she found herself enjoying Barbara’s company more and more, and had some ado to suppress her self-reproach at having left things so long. Barbara was kind enough not to mention it, however, and Angela hoped that the guilt would wear off in time.

      So the months passed, and spring came and went. Since February Angela had spent two weeks in the South of France, a week in Bournemouth, and various weekends in Hampshire, Somerset and Leicestershire. She had attended the races three times and been hunting once. In April she went sailing and in May attended a flower show. She also visited her brother and his wife in Surrey—an uncomfortable experience in which they all did their best not to mention the trial, and Humphrey went into agonies over whether or not he ought to acknowledge the existence of his hitherto unsuspected niece. Angela had already departed before he made his decision, and in a fever of guilt he sent a letter after her in which he meant to indicate his support (although not his approval), but which was full of such tortuous language and flowery expression that it would have conveyed nothing to anyone who did not know him as well as his sister did. Angela smiled when she received it, and appreciated his intentions, but decided not to visit again for a long while.

      Thus was she kept busy. She was not tactless enough to throw herself into the usual round of gaiety, evening-parties and night-clubs, for although she was not at all sorry at her husband’s death, Angela was fully aware of the hypocrisy which was required of her, and so she was careful to accept only invitations to the more muted sorts of engagement, at which she put on a brisk manner that was intended to discourage anyone from asking too many questions. Of course, it would have been unnatural to refuse to talk about the thing at all, and so whenever the conversation floated in that direction (as it invariably did sooner or later), and someone asked a hesitant question as to how she was, Angela replied with a smile, and agreed that yes, it had all been dreadful, but that she was doing her best to forget it now. Something about the way she replied tended to discourage further inquiry, but occasionally someone of little perception would venture further and say how fortunate it was that they had caught the real murderer in the end, and at that moment Angela would nod and change the subject abruptly, and nothing more would be said about it.

      Hardly anyone knew the real truth about what had happened that day in court, and Angela had no intention of enlightening them. It was an uncomfortable feeling, to say the least, to owe one’s life to a man for whom one had harboured a guilty—infatuation, she supposed it must be called (for she would not dignify it with a higher name), and who had turned out to have done something unspeakable. Angela was disgusted at herself for her own stupidity in having been drawn in by Edgar Valencourt, who had killed his wife, but she hated herself even more for the terrible lie she had told in court, which had allowed him to take the blame for her husband’s murder onto his own shoulders. Even though it had been the only way out for her, and he had fully meant her to do it, she knew she had done him a great wrong, and she struggled daily with her conscience, for it did not do to pin a crime on an innocent man, however bad he was in other respects. Still, it was all too late now; he was dead and the thing was over and done with, and Angela was determined that nobody should ever know of her broken heart, for she felt she did not deserve pity.

      She therefore put on her usual cheerful face and went about her business, and no-one could have guessed that she was anything other than tremendously relieved at her acquittal and keen to return to normal life as far as possible. True, she was thinner than she had been, and perhaps she laughed a little less, but not so much as to be especially obvious. She slept badly these days, too, but the dark circles under her eyes were easy enough to conceal with a touch of make-up. Only Marthe, her faithful maid, observed the hours Angela spent staring out of the window apparently unseeing; noticed, too, her mistress’s increased absent-mindedness, which meant a question often had to be repeated two or three times before it would be answered. She also knew that Angela had taken to rising early and going for restless walks, although on her return she often could not say where she had been. Marthe saw all this and worried for her mistress’s health, but Angela dismissed her concerns and said she was perfectly well.

      It was towards the end of May when Angela returned to her flat in Mount Street one evening, after having spent several days with some friends in Oxfordshire. These days the flat had the tidy, empty appearance of someone who lived in it little, and the post tended to pile up. Angela glanced through the heap of correspondence which awaited her attention.

      ‘I seem to be running up rather a lot of bills lately,’ she remarked, as Marthe busied herself with the luggage. ‘Now, if I were as respectable as I ought to be, I should have a nice, stuffy, middle-aged husband, who would regard me sorrowfully over his spectacles as I prostrated myself at his feet and confessed my profligacy, and then pay them all for me with a sigh.’

      Marthe’s wrinkled nose indicated quite clearly what she thought of that.

      ‘Oh, an invitation from the Atchisons,’ said Angela, reading. ‘They want me to go to Edinburgh on Thursday. Do we want to go to Scotland? It’s a long way and he’s rather a bore. Perhaps I’ll say no this time. What else? A postcard from Barbara to say that she almost passed the French exam, whatever that means. Now, what’s this?’ she went on, opening another letter, whose postmark and appearance indicated it as being of a legal nature. ‘Don’t tell me Mr. Addison has found something else to charge me for. It’s quite extraordinary how they manage to bill one for things that one might have supposed were included in the service—’

      Here she broke off, for the letter was not from Mr. Addison at all. Marthe glanced up in curiosity at Angela’s sudden silence, and raised her eyebrows at the sight of her mistress’s face, which had assumed a blank, closed expression.

      ‘What is it?’ she asked.

      Angela did not reply, but continued to stare at the single sheet of paper in her hand. Its letterhead declared it to be from a firm of solicitors by the name of Gilverson and Gilverson, and it read simply:

      

      
        
        Friday, 17th May

      

      

      

      Dear Mrs. Marchmont,

      

      I write in respect of my late client, Edgar Valencourt de Lisle, about whom I have a communication to make that would be better discussed in private. I should therefore be very grateful if you would come to my office at your earliest convenience. Might I suggest next Friday, 24th May, at 2 p.m? If not, I shall be more than happy to accommodate any other day you prefer.

      

      Yours sincerely,

      Charles Gilverson

      

      P.S: Please be assured that all discussions will remain absolutely confidential.

      

      Angela gazed at the wall for a few moments, looked back at the letter to remind herself of the date suggested for the appointment with Charles Gilverson, thought for an instant and reached a sudden decision.

      ‘Go and send a telegram to the Atchisons and tell them we’ll be there on Thursday,’ she said to Marthe. ‘And you’d better start looking up the train times.’

      ‘But I thought you did not wish to go,’ said Marthe.

      ‘I’ve changed my mind,’ said Angela, in a tone that brooked no argument.

      Marthe went off to do as she was bid. When she had gone, Angela drummed her fingers vigorously on the mantelpiece for some two minutes. She then took up the letter, read it once more, crumpled it up and threw it in the waste-paper basket. After another minute she fished it out and tore it into pieces for good measure. She had no idea what this Charles Gilverson wanted to say to her, but it could not possibly be anything she wanted to hear. Perhaps there had been a mistake. At any rate, she had no intention of going to his office, and of course he would not have the temerity to try again. She would ignore the summons and go to Scotland instead, and then he would go away and leave her alone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      But if Angela thought she could escape the inevitable, she was wrong. She spent a very dull week in Scotland and returned to London, secure in the knowledge that she had missed her appointment with Mr. Gilverson and thus had nothing to fear. To her dismay, therefore, the first thing she saw when Marthe presented her with her post was a familiar-looking envelope, addressed to her in the same hand as the first letter, but bigger and bulkier this time. Evidently this one contained more than just a single sheet of paper.

      ‘That will be all,’ said Angela pointedly to Marthe, who was hovering about with an expression of the strongest curiosity. Marthe stuck out her chin and reluctantly withdrew, and Angela opened the envelope with some trepidation. Inside was a letter and another, smaller envelope addressed to her. She turned her attention to the letter first. It was from Mr. Gilverson, and it read:

      

      
        
        Wednesday, 29th May

      

      

      

      Dear Mrs. Marchmont,

      

      It has occurred to me that my earlier letter may have come as something of an unwelcome surprise to you in view of the unfortunate events that occurred last winter, about which I imagine you hardly want to be reminded. If it did, then I beg your pardon. My intention was never to upset or alarm you in any way, and I hope you will forgive me if I have inadvertently done so. I wrote to you originally in fulfilment of instructions left to me by my late client, who asked me to communicate with you a certain number of months after his death. He did not specify how many months, but he was clear in his wish that you be given time to recover from your ordeal before I wrote to you.

      Having reflected upon the situation, and since I understand the enclosed letter is somewhat personal in nature, I have now decided to send it to you directly, in order to allow you to read it in private and consider the course of action you wish to take, if any. My client referred to your generosity of spirit several times during our conversation, and was hopeful that you would be prevailed upon to lend your assistance in resolving his problem. However, since it is by rights his own concern and none of yours, please be assured that no recrimination of any kind will be due to you should you decide to decline; on the contrary, I am aware of the demands I am placing upon you even by writing to you now, and you therefore have my word that if I do not hear from you, this is the last communication you will receive from me regarding this matter.

      If there is anything further you wish to know, I can be communicated with at any time at the above address.

      

      I remain,

      Yours sincerely,

      Charles Gilverson

      

      Angela hardly knew what she had been expecting—a blackmail demand had been her immediate assumption on receiving the first letter—but this was a surprise indeed. What could it mean? She now turned to the smaller envelope and regarded it warily. It bore only her name, written in a clear, masculine hand; presumably that of the man she had known as Edgar Valencourt. Her first thought on looking at it was that his handwriting was wholly unfamiliar to her, for he had never written to her nor she to him. How little she had known him! And what had she known of him, after all, but what he had told her? It was not until that fateful day in court that she had found out his terrible secret and felt her world collapse about her ears. Now she hesitated for some time before opening the letter, since it seemed that no good could possibly come of it. After all, what could it be except an explanation for his conduct and a demand for her gratitude in return for his having taken the blame upon himself? He was dead now, and nothing he could say would change what had happened, so why read the letter and reopen the wounds that had begun slowly to heal over? For a few moments, indeed, she had half a mind to tear it up unread, but something stopped her and she could not bring herself to do it. She bit her lip, then at last opened the envelope reluctantly and took out the letter it contained. It was written on cheap paper she recognized well from her own time in prison, and was dated mid-January, before his escape and subsequent death at the hands of a criminal gang.

      

      My darling Angela (it read),

      

      I expect by now you’re sick and tired of the very sound of my name, and would be quite happy never to hear it again—and believe me, I thought long and hard before putting pen to paper today, since the last thing I want is to remind you of this whole sorry business. In fact, I shouldn’t blame you if you wanted to throw this letter into the fire and refuse to read it, but I know your generosity and I hope you’ll be kind enough to give me your attention for just a few minutes, even if I don’t deserve it.

      Of course, you know how bad I’ve been—it’s not as though I’ve kept it a secret from you, and it would be ridiculous of me to try and deny it now. The police have been looking for me for a long time, and with good reason. I’m a thief and a criminal and probably worse besides. I’ve done things that any right-thinking person would be ashamed of, and felt no remorse—at least until recently. But Angela, I’m not a murderer. I was tried and convicted, and I escaped from prison by a stroke of pure luck, but if they’d succeeded in hanging me they’d have hanged the wrong man. I spent ten years and more running away from ‘justice,’ as they like to call it, with no possible means of clearing my name. I was marked down as bad, and in a fit of defiance—rage—I don’t know what—I went on to show them just how bad I could be. If they thought me guilty then it seemed to me that I might as well live up to the description. So that’s what I did—at least until I met you. You were kind to me even though I’d deceived you, and I can’t tell you how much it lifted my spirits to feel that there was one person at least who saw a little good in me, when everybody else, including myself, considered me to be wholly bad.

      Now I’d like to ask you to be kind to me one last time. I’ve never been one to abandon hope, and it seems to me that you’re the only one I have left, so I’m afraid I’m going to be terribly selfish once again and ask for your help. Selina did not die at my hands. Of that, at least, I’m completely innocent. I don’t expect you to believe my word, of course—the police didn’t, after all—but I should be so very obliged if you would consider taking a little time to look into the matter yourself and to come to your own conclusions. I was found guilty on quite circumstantial evidence, and I should like as much as anyone for the real culprit to be brought to justice. It oughtn’t to matter, but while I’m still alive to care about it, I’d like to think there was a chance that one day this particular stain on my character might be removed.

      I know there’s nothing you can do to help me now—that’s not what I’m asking, and in fact I’ve instructed Charles not to communicate with you until after my death. You’ve had quite enough on your own plate and it would hardly be kind of me to add to it. But I will confess to feeling comfort at the idea that someone might be prepared to give me the benefit of the doubt long enough to try and find out what really happened that day, and I should very much like that someone to be you. I know you have a deep sense of justice, and won’t be swayed by all the other things you know to my disadvantage, and I believe if anyone can discover the truth and clear my name, you can. Then perhaps one day you will come to think better of me than you do now.

      If you do decide to help me, Charles can give you all the details of the case. If you don’t, then there’s no harm done. For myself, I wish you every happiness.

      

      Yours ever,

      Edgar

      

      Angela’s first reaction on reading the letter was one of anger. Was it never to end? Was she never to be free of him, even after his death? How dare he call her darling and demand her help, as though none of the last few months had ever happened? As though he had not hidden his murderous past from her until it was revealed so dramatically that day in court? As though he had never offered himself up as a sacrifice and put her in his debt forever?

      Here her anger receded as quickly as it had arisen and she sagged a little, because of course that was the real heart of the matter: her own deep-seated guilt at having allowed him to do it. She was less angry with him than she was with herself. She was under a great obligation to him, and they both knew it, although—drat the man—he had not been so tactless as even to hint at it in his letter. He had not asked her to return any favour, but had expressed his request merely in terms of her doing him a kindness. There was no begging or pleading, and—except for the initial endearment—no indelicate hinting at anything more than past friendship to embarrass her. Had the letter come from anyone else she would most likely have been moved to pity and agreed to the request immediately.

      But why had he asked her to investigate the murder of his wife at all? Surely he must be guilty. Of course he was guilty. Why, the alternative was unthinkable, for if he really were innocent of murder then that made his sacrifice for her all the greater, and all the more incomprehensible. Just then Angela was struck by a thought which had not occurred to her before, and she drew in a sharp breath. Why had she never realized it? Of course! The reason Edgar Valencourt must have come forward and confessed to the murder of Davie Marchmont was because he believed that she had done it. There was no other explanation for it, for had he believed in the culpability of a mysterious third party then he would most likely have assumed that Angela’s defence would produce some evidence of it, and that Angela would be acquitted on balance. But the fact that he had stepped in pointed to his belief that there was no evidence, for the real murderer was already standing there in the dock. She had told him herself that she had been frightened she might kill her husband one day, but that did not mean she had done it. On the contrary, she had run away to avoid the temptation. Davie’s death had been entirely his own fault, caused by his own greed and stupidity.

      At that her anger returned. She had not thought it possible to resent Edgar Valencourt any more than she already did, but the idea of his suspecting her of being as bad as himself and patronizing her with this grand gesture of his irritated her to a quite extraordinary degree. She was on the point of tearing the letter up as she had originally intended when Marthe came in with the tea things, perhaps suspecting that her mistress was in need of a restorative. Angela had no desire to work off her fit of pique before Marthe and expose herself to the girl’s raised eyebrows, and so she put the letter aside and took a cup. The tea went some way to calming her temper, and on reflection she began to think that she was being somewhat irrational. Perhaps some fresh air would clear her head.

      ‘I’m going for a walk,’ she said to Marthe, and without further ado went out. In a very few minutes she was in the Park, and almost without intending it found herself drifting towards the Serpentine and the bench on which Valencourt had joined her on that fateful day all those months ago. He had told her that he was going to retire, and she had believed him—for a little while, at least. But he had had no chance to keep his promise, for later that day everything had gone horribly wrong and nothing had been the same since.

      She hesitated, then sat down. The sun was shining but there was a brisk breeze which chilled the air, and Angela pulled her coat about her. A few hardy children were throwing themselves into the water with shrieks of glee and she watched them idly for a few minutes. Her anger had dissipated now, and she was merely thoughtful. Quite aside from all other considerations, after her trial she had vowed to give up detecting, for her conscience would no longer allow her to act on the side of justice when she had lied under oath in court. On the other hand, she did owe Valencourt an enormous debt of obligation for his having induced her to tell that lie—for there was no doubt at all that she would have been found guilty and hanged had he not done what he did. But which argument held the greater force? She wrestled with this for several minutes, hoping that some unassailable point would strike her which would demonstrate beyond all doubt that she ought to keep well out of the thing, but it was no use; her sense of fairness would intrude and insist that his having been prepared to give up his life for her trumped her delicacy of conscience hands down.

      She sighed. If she had not known him, he had certainly known her well enough to be sure that she would do as he asked, if only out of a sense of duty. And yet what good could it do? He was dead now and would never know whether his name were cleared or not—and she was convinced it would not be, for surely he must be guilty. There was no doubt that he was an accomplished enough liar for his protestations of innocence to sound believable enough, but by his own admission he was a criminal, and a mostly unrepentant one at that. The investigation would be a waste of time and would result in nothing useful, she was sure of it. His request for help was just yet another way of drawing her in even after his death. And yet she must do it. Little as she liked it, it was the only way to repay her debt.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      ‘I am relieved to see that my first letter didn’t frighten you off,’ said Mr. Gilverson, as Angela took a seat. ‘This is an unusual case, and it didn’t occur to me until afterwards that perhaps I ought to have been a little less abrupt.’

      ‘No, it didn’t frighten me off,’ lied Angela. ‘The letter happened to arrive while I was away, that’s all.’

      ‘Well, it’s not at all the sort of thing I am accustomed to dealing with, which is why my approach was perhaps less than sensitive, shall we say.’

      ‘What do you usually deal with?’

      ‘Oh, it’s a very quiet practice I have here. Most of my clients are of very long standing, and come to me for wills and deeds and contracts, and that kind of thing. As a matter of fact, I shall be retiring soon and giving it all up for a life in the country.’

      ‘How delightful,’ said Angela politely. She had the oddest feeling that she had met Charles Gilverson before, and was racking her brains trying to place him. She had arrived at his office in some trepidation, still half-expecting to be confronted with his knowledge of her perjury and presented with a demand for money, but Mr. Gilverson looked in no way like a blackmailer (whatever a blackmailer looked like), and indeed had a polite and genial manner which went some way towards reassuring her that she was not about to be drawn into an unpleasant dispute of a financial nature.

      ‘So, then, I take it my unruly nephew has managed to persuade you to look into this sorry mess,’ said the solicitor. ‘He always did have a way with words, although much good it did him in this case.’

      ‘Your nephew?’ said Angela in surprise. She looked more closely at Mr. Gilverson. So that was why she had thought him familiar. There was a distinct resemblance between the two, and now she saw that he had the same deep blue eyes as Valencourt. Presumably it was a family trait. The revelation did nothing to make her feel any more at ease, however.

      ‘Yes. I am his lawyer as well as his uncle,’ said Mr. Gilverson, ‘although I fear his activities in later years were outside my usual sphere of expertise, and so I had rather washed my hands of him until last January, when he wrote to me from prison with this very unusual request.’

      ‘Oh,’ said Angela, nonplussed.

      ‘Now, I shall begin by being abrupt again,’ said Mr. Gilverson. ‘Please understand that I did not call you here to discuss the death of your husband or the events of the trial last January. I think we may consider that matter closed, and whatever may or may not have occurred in court is not the question at hand today. I am not interested in making you uncomfortable by resurrecting the thing, so please do not worry.’

      Angela took this to mean that he understood her fear of blackmail and was reassuring her, but would not allow him to labour under any misapprehension.

      ‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘However, before we dispense with the subject entirely I should like to make it quite clear to you that I was not in any way responsible for my husband’s death.’

      She would have liked to explain further, but knew she would not come out well in the story, and so she left it at that.

      ‘I’m glad to hear it,’ said Mr. Gilverson with a smile. ‘Now,’ he went on briskly. ‘To the present matter. As you know, in July of nineteen eighteen my nephew was put on trial for the murder of his wife. He maintained his innocence throughout, but of course, as you know only too well, the police do on occasion make mistakes, and a jury can hardly be expected to reach the correct conclusion when they are presented with only a limited set of information. The situation was not helped by the fact that he did not receive the support of his family, most of whom turned their backs on him and left him to his fate. The outcome was therefore inevitable: he was found guilty and sentenced to death. It was his good fortune that a few days before he was due to hang there was a disturbance at the prison at which he was being held, during which several prisoners escaped, including my nephew. He went on the run, as I believe they call it, and when I next heard of him, he was on the Continent and was being sought by the police for the theft of an emerald necklace and bracelet from some minor Austrian aristocrat.’

      ‘Had he ever done anything of the sort before?’ said Angela curiously.

      ‘Not exactly,’ said Mr. Gilverson. ‘There were one or two scrapes in his student days, I believe, but nothing quite as serious as this. Still, it seems the life of a thief appealed to him, and he continued with it until his arrest in January of this year.’

      ‘Didn’t the police ever realize he was the same man they wanted for murder?’

      ‘Not as far as I can tell,’ said Mr. Gilverson. ‘And why should they? Unlike theft, murder is not the sort of thing in which one generally engages as a career. They are two quite different types of crime. There was no reason for the police to think that Edgar de Lisle and Edgar Valencourt were one and the same. Of course, there was always the possibility that someone might see the name and put two and two together, but it seems they never did.’

      ‘Were you in communication with him while he was on the run?’

      ‘On occasion. Not all the time, of course, but every once in a while I would hear from him.’

      ‘And you never told the police of his whereabouts?’

      ‘No,’ said Mr. Gilverson. ‘Strange as it seems—and not that he deserved it—I was fond of my nephew, and didn’t want to see him hanged. A terrible breach of ethics on the part of a solicitor, of course, but in my experience, whenever the head and the heart come into conflict, the heart wins every time.’

      ‘That’s true enough,’ said Angela without thinking.

      Mr. Gilverson regarded her with seeming sympathy.

      ‘I see we understand one another,’ he said.

      Angela looked away, for his eyes made her uncomfortable. He went on:

      ‘So, then, we come to last January, after my nephew turned himself in and was arrested. I visited him in prison before he escaped again, and he told me then that he thought he had found someone who might be prepared to investigate Selina’s murder. I won’t deny I was surprised when he gave me your name, but he seemed certain that you would be kind enough to accept his request for help.’

      Angela opened her mouth to speak, but knew not what to say. She longed to know what had gone on between the two of them in prison. More must have been said than Gilverson had told her, surely. How much did the solicitor know? Obviously he knew of her acquaintance with Edgar Valencourt, in which case he must also know that she had lied about it in court. Did he believe Valencourt to be guilty of Davie’s murder? It was impossible to broach the subject without everything coming out, however, and so she gave it up.

      ‘Do you believe he murdered his wife?’ she said instead.

      ‘No, I don’t,’ said Mr. Gilverson.

      ‘But the rest of his family do?’

      ‘So one would suppose.’

      Angela looked up, suddenly alert.

      ‘What do you mean?’ she said. ‘Do you think they believe him innocent too? But then why should they have turned their backs on him, as you said?’

      ‘That is a very good question,’ said Mr. Gilverson. ‘Yes, a very good question indeed.’

      He had her curiosity now.

      ‘You had better tell me the whole story,’ she said at last.
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      ‘Very well,’ said Mr. Gilverson. He laid his hands on the desk in front of him and placed his fingertips together. ‘First of all, I had better tell you something about the de Lisles. The French side of the family are descended from Louis the Fourteenth—or so they claim; whether that is true or not I cannot tell you. However, what is certain is that the de Lisles were rich landowners who owned much of the wine-growing country around Rheims and developed a certain fame in France as producers of champagne. In recent years they formed alliances in the old mediaeval manner—that is, through marriage—with one or two great English families, which had the effect of increasing their fortunes considerably. The mother of Roger de Lisle, Edgar’s father, was English, as was Edgar’s own mother, Evelyn, and the family spent much of the time in England and in other places around the Continent.

      ‘When the war broke out, the family left Rheims, which was too close to the front line for comfort, and decamped to Kent for the duration. Their house, Greystone Chase, had originally belonged to the English part of the family on Roger’s side, and was only one of the de Lisles’ many properties here and abroad, so it was merely a case of removing from one home to another. It was fortunate, in fact, that they had such a home to remove to, for during the war their house just outside
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