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EIGHT

LIFE WENT ON for Anne. She had been for a week at Chantreys. Her memory had not come back. It began in the cellar of that house. It began with the murdered girl. For murdered she had been, of that she was quite sure. It was on the second day that the dreadful thought came to her. ‘Who murdered her? Was it I?’ She didn’t know the answer to that.

   She went out and walked in the garden up and down the untidy autumn flower-beds, not seeing the Michaelmas daisies so nearly over, or the dahlias with their leaves crisped and blackened by the frost but the heads of them still shaggy and decorative, pink and yellow, crimson and white. She walked up and down, her hands clasped together as if they held something which if she let it go would be gone for ever, her thoughts trying to break through the curtain of fog which hung across the path. She tried it every way. She was Anne. She didn’t know her surname. She didn’t know what she had been doing, or why she was in town, or who the dead girl was. She didn’t know what she had been doing all her life until now. She didn’t know who she was. It always came round to that.

   She tried again. She was Anne. That was the only thing she felt sure about. She wasn’t sure about being Anne Fancourt. But she was Anne, she did know that. She didn’t know who the dead girl was. She didn’t know whom the bag belonged to – was it hers, or was it the dead girl’s? She didn’t know whose it was. If it was hers, she was Anne Fancourt – she was Mrs James Fancourt. Could you be married and have no recollection, not the slightest, faintest gleam? You wouldn’t think so. You wouldn’t think it would be possible to forget being married. Coldly and deliberately her own mind answered her. It had happened again, and again, and again. She didn’t know how she knew that, but she did know it. A shock – she must have had a shock. That was what made you lose your memory – a shock, or a blow on the head. She didn’t think she had had a blow. But a shock – anyone can have a shock. You read about people in the papers who had some kind of shock and who forgot who they were.

   She stood quite still, and the clasp of her hands tightened. Had she left father and mother, a family, brothers, sisters, to become – she didn’t know what or who? No, she mustn’t think that way. Could you forget a family as easily as that? She didn’t think so – she wouldn’t think so. Deep down in her, almost unknown, was something very strong. If she had had father, mother, brothers, sisters, she wouldn’t have forgotten them. She couldn’t have had them. It was like brushing against something incalcuable, uncertain. Gone in a moment of time, but even as it went, it left her strengthened, though she didn’t know why.

   She began to walk again, and the thoughts went on and on. They beat against the fog and came back to her. Who was she? She was Anne. Anne who? She didn’t know. The more she thought of it, the less she knew. She stopped thinking then.

   But if you stop thinking, you are really dead. She turned round. She wasn’t dead, she was alive. She had got to think this thing out. She started again. She was Anne – that was the one thing to be sure of. According to the evidence of the handbag she was Anne Fancourt, and she was married to Jim Fancourt. She hadn’t the slightest recollection of being married. But she had no recollection of the past at all. Her life began, her conscious life began, when she stood on the cellar steps and looked down on a girl’s dead body. She had not then any idea who the girl might be. She only knew that she must get away from her. And then the second thought that had come – ‘You can’t go away like that. Oh, no, you can’t!’ and she had taken the torch out of the bag and gone down and looked. There was the wound in the head. At the memory of it she turned cold and sick. No one with a wound like that could be alive – but she had stooped to the ungloved hand – and the hand was cold. She could not control the violent shudder that shook her as she remembered the cold and clammy feeling of that dead hand.

   She remembered everything from there – how she had put out the light and listened, and how there had been no sound, and how she had come up the steps into the dark entrance hall, and so out into the street, and along it until she had come to the bus. Miss Silver wasn’t on the bus when she got on to it. She could see the bus quite clearly. It had stopped and she had got on to it, and then it had gone on again. She had shut her eyes, and when she opened them Miss Silver was there, sitting opposite to her in a neat shabby black coat and a much newer hat with a half-wreath of red roses on one side and an odd trimming of black chiffon rosettes on the other. The rosettes and the flowers grew smaller as they drew together in front of the hat.

   She pulled herself up sharply. What was the good of thinking about Miss Silver’s hat? She was never likely to see it or her again. If she was to think, let her for goodness’ sake think about something or someone useful.

   She must think about Jim Fancourt. She must think about the man who might be her husband. If she was Anne Fancourt, that was what he was. It lay between her and the dead girl at the foot of the stairs. The bag with the letter to Anne Fancourt in it had been on a level with her, and she had been some steps up. She had had to open the bag to get out the torch by which she had seen the dead girl. How did she know there was a torch there if it wasn’t her bag? The letter from Lilian was in her bag. If the bag was hers, she was Anne Fancourt, Jim Fancourt’s wife, and a niece of Lilian and Harriet. If it wasn’t hers, but the dead girl’s, then it was that dead girl who was Anne Fancourt.

   Up and down, to and fro, endlessly, timelessly. The light changed, deepened, turned to grey. A little shudder went over her. It was no good going on thinking.

   She turned and went back to the house.





ELEVEN

THEY CAME BACK towards the house. There was no more said. She had a curious feeling of relief. She hadn’t to think any more, or plan, or be troubled. It was his business, and he was fully able for it.

   When they were still some way from the house he stopped her, his right hand on her arm.

   ‘Wait a minute – we’ve got to say the same thing.’

   Those clear eyes of hers looked up at him. When he saw that she wasn’t going to speak, he said, ‘We’ve got to say the same thing. I had to send you here – that is, I had to send Anne—’

   ‘If I’m not Anne, you didn’t send me.’ The words came out a mere statement of fact. Behind the calmness of her tone there was a dreadful void feeling. If she wasn’t Anne, who was she? The answer to that came fast and breathless, ‘I am Anne.’ There must be thousands and thousands of Annes in the world. She was one of them, if she wasn’t Anne Fancourt.

   He said, ‘Look here—’ He stopped, and then began all over again. ‘You haven’t said anything about this to Lilian and Harriet?’

   She went on looking at him with those clear eyes. She said, ‘No,’ and then, after a pause, ‘I didn’t know – I didn’t remember. I thought perhaps I might remember—’ Her voice faded out.

   He said, ‘Then I think it would be best just to go on in the same way. I shan’t be staying, so it won’t be difficult for you. I must try and find out what has happened to her.’

   She said, still looking at him,

   ‘She was dead – she was really dead.’

   ‘Don’t you see I must prove that? If she was dead, who killed her and why, poor girl?’

   She said, ‘Will you tell me about her? Who was she?’

   He frowned suddenly.

   ‘She was Anne Borrowdale. She was with her father in—’ He paused and said, ‘I’d better not say where. We had no business to be there really. No, I don’t know that I can tell you any more – I think better not. Her father was killed accidentally, and right on that an American plane came down – and you’d better not say anything about that either, because they’d got no business there. Bad weather, and they were a hundred miles off their course. They came down, put her right, and got off again. They took Anne with them, as my wife. There – that’s the story. And you keep mum about it until I tell you! Do you see?’

   ‘Yes.’

   The curious thing was that her one word carried such conviction. He went on.

   ‘I’ve got to try and trace her.’

   ‘What will you do?’

   He was wondering about that, but as soon as she spoke he knew.

   ‘I shall see Miss Silver.’

   She made a little doubtful movement of her head.

   ‘I don’t know that that will help. What can she do?’

   ‘She can tell me where she got on the bus.’

   ‘Yes – she can do that. But would that help?’

   ‘I don’t know. It might.’

   They walked along in silence. It wasn’t the strained, awkward silence that it might have been. Each thought of that. It was more like the companionable silence of two people who do not speak because there is no need to speak, because they have confidence in one another. Neither of them knew that the other had this feeling. Each had it so strongly that it sufficed without words.

   They came down out of the garden and across a spread of lawn to where he had left his car before he spoke again. Then he said, ‘Will you tell them I couldn’t wait? They’ll think it odd, but no odder than most of the things I’ve done in the last ten years.’

   She said, ‘I’ll tell them,’ and stood to see him get in and drive away.

   When he was almost out of sight, Lilian came out of the house.

   ‘He’s not gone? Oh, he can’t be gone! You haven’t let him go!’

   Anne came back from a long way off to say gravely and simply, ‘He had to go.’

   ‘But why? I don’t understand at all – why has he gone?’

   Anne said, ‘I don’t know. He didn’t tell me.’

   She got a sharp look for that.

   ‘Have you quarrelled?’

   ‘Oh, no!’

   There was genuine surprise in her voice. There hadn’t been time for them to quarrel. She had the feeling as she spoke that, with all the time in the world, there would be no time for them to quarrel in.

   Lilian had come close up to her.

   ‘I don’t understand you at all, Anne. Your husband comes down here. We are expecting him, naturally. I tell him you are in the garden, and he says he will go out and find you. And now you tell me he has gone! I don’t understand it at all!’

   Anne roused herself. It was all rather like a dream. But she mustn’t let Lilian be angry if she could help it – she wasn’t sure that she could help it. She said, ‘He asked me things. When I told him, he said he had better see about them at once. He said to tell you.’

   ‘Things!’ said Lilian angrily. ‘I can’t imagine what you mean! I can’t imagine what he means! It all sounds nonsense to me – perfect nonsense!’





FIFTEEN

DETECTIVE INSPECTOR FRANK Abbott looked up.

   ‘Well, that’s that,’ he said in a tone of heartfelt satisfaction. He was about to pack up and be off, when a card was brought to him. He looked at it, said ‘Jim Fancourt—’ half to himself, and got to his feet.

   ‘Where is he? Show him in. No, wait a minute – I’ll come.’

   Ten minutes later he was back in his room, with Jim Fancourt saying, ‘That’s about all I can tell you. The last I saw of her was getting on board the plane. And that’s all, until I got here and went down to my aunt’s house, and there’s another girl, a complete and total stranger who has turned up instead of Anne. She’s Anne too. What do you make of it?’

   ‘Funny business,’ said Frank slowly.

   Jim nodded.

   ‘This Anne’s lost her memory. The first thing she remembers is being on the cellar steps in the dark. She says she was giddy and sat down. There was this bag she speaks of, and when she got over being giddy she picked it up, and there was an electric torch inside.’

   ‘Did your Anne have an electric torch?’

   ‘I don’t know – I don’t think so. I don’t know what she had. She came out ready to go with a little bundle of things. I don’t know what was in it, but I’m sure she didn’t have the bag, because when I gave her ten pounds English money she put it in the front of her dress. She must have got the bag later, after she got home.’

   ‘You think it was hers?’

   Jim nodded.

   ‘I think so. The other Anne thinks so too. She didn’t know anything about it – not about the money or anything. There was about ten pounds left—’

   ‘Go on.’

   ‘Well, this is what Anne says. She put on the light, and she saw a dead girl lying at the foot of the steps.’

   ‘How does she know she was dead?’

   ‘Head injuries – very extensive. And she was cold. She went down the steps and felt for a pulse. There wasn’t any – she’s quite clear about that – and she was quite sure the girl was dead. She began to think about getting away. She put out the torch and waited until her sight cleared. Then she came up the steps into the hall of the house. The door was ajar and she let herself out into the street and shut it behind her. Then she walked down the street until she came out on to the main thoroughfare, where she got on a bus. Two streets along Miss Silver got on to the same bus.’

   Frank cocked an eyebrow.

   ‘Miss Silver?’

   ‘Miss Maud Silver. She noticed the girl. She got out with her at Victoria and spoke to her. She gave her tea, and she got in return this extraordinary story.’

   ‘And what does Miss Silver say to it?’

   ‘Miss Silver thinks it’s true. By the time they’d had tea together she had made up her mind and told Anne what to do. She was to go down to Haleycott to my aunts and wait till I arrived, or till her memory came back. I got in this morning and went down there. My aunts are’ – he made a face – ‘well, they’re old-maidish.’

   Frank held up a hand.

   ‘Wait a minute,’ he said, ‘you’re going too fast. You haven’t said how she knew where to go.’

   Jim bit his lip.

   ‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I keep thinking I’ve told you more than I have. I did say she’d got a bag, didn’t I – the bag the money was in and the torch? Well, there was a letter in it too from my aunt Lilian, inviting her down there. You see, I’d written to her. They’re old-fashioned, she and Harriet – lived at Haleycott all their lives, or most of them – and I thought it best to give them a little warning, so I sent Anne to this Mrs Birdstock, an old parlourmaid of ours. She was to post the letter I had written to Lilian as soon as she arrived and wait with Mrs Birdstock for an answer. Well, she didn’t do any of those things. That is, she must have sent my letter to Lilian, because the answer to it came there to Saltcoats Road. But she didn’t go there, and she didn’t wait there. I don’t know where she went or what she did. And someone – someone turned up on the third day at Saltcoats Road, said she was Anne, and took away the letter from Lilian. It may have been Anne, or it may have been someone else. If it was Anne, it’s the last time she appeared alive as far as we know. There’s one thing, the bag Anne – the Anne who is alive, not the poor girl who was dead in the cellar – the bag that had the money in it . . . No, I’m getting this all wrong, and it’ll fog you. Wait a minute. Anne – the living Anne, the girl who is down at Haleycott now – when she turned up in the bus and Miss Silver met her, she had a handbag. It’s the first appearance of a handbag, so it’s important. Anne, the one who’s alive, doesn’t think that the bag belongs to her.

   ‘She thinks it belonged to the dead girl. I think it was one of the things she bought when she landed. She had very little with her – I don’t know what she had, but she didn’t have a bag.’

   ‘You don’t know that the bag didn’t belong to the other girl?’

   ‘Well, I don’t know anything – but I’m guessing. It seems reasonable the way I’m telling it.’

   ‘Look here, what actually was there in that bag?’

   ‘A handkerchief, a letter from my aunt Lilian, notes to the amount of ten pounds in the middle, and a little change in the small purse at the side. There was a torch. Anne said she got it out and looked at the dead girl, then she put it away again. That’s the lot.’

   Frank was silent for a moment. Then he said, ‘And you found this bead in the cellar of a house in Lime Street?’

   ‘Yes – 37 Lime Street.’

   ‘And you’re sure that bead you found is from the girl’s necklace?’

   Jim said, ‘Look here, I’m not sure about anything. If we were in Russia, there wouldn’t be anything to be sure about – every second girl might be wearing a necklace of that sort. As we’re in London—’ He made a gesture with his hands. ‘It tots up, doesn’t it? There’s this Russian bead on the floor of an empty house, just out of sight – doesn’t that say anything to you? And the floor had been swept and washed as far as the boards leaning up against the wall in the corner. I tell you the girl was murdered there, and I want to know who murdered her. And why.’





EIGHTEEN

IN THE STUDY Lilian Fancourt sat bolt upright on the sofa. Her expression was strained, her face very white. She was looking at the man who sat beside her, his whole appearance that of someone who is quite sure of himself. He said in an easy manner, ‘Come along, Lilian – what’s all the fuss about? I’m not going to eat her.’

   Lilian brightened a little. She said, ‘N-no—’

   He laughed.

   ‘Anyone would think I was asking you to do something dreadful, my dear.’

   ‘Oh, you’re not – are you!’

   ‘Of course I’m not. I’m only asking you to help me to restore a poor lost girl to her nearest relation. You’ve really no truck with her at all, you know. She’s not married to your nephew and never has been, and if I take her off in the middle of the night, well, she’s run away and that’s all there is to it. Next time she turns up, if she turns up at all, it’ll be as a blushing bride.’

   Lilian gave him a curious frightened look.

   ‘What do you mean?’

   ‘What I’ve said.’

   ‘What do you mean by saying “if she turns up at all”?’

   ‘Oh, just a manner of speaking.’

   ‘You wouldn’t hurt her – you don’t mean that!’

   He laughed.

   ‘Look here, my dear, she’s got money, and if she was out of the way it would all go to Charity with a nice big C. You’ve known me a good long time. Have I ever struck you as being the sort of chump who would go out of his way to endow a charity?’

   ‘N-no – you haven’t.’ Lilian looked at him out of the corners of her eyes. It was curious to see him after – how long was it – fifteen years? No, it must be near twenty – but it might have been yesterday. She let her thoughts run back. He had always taken the high hand . . . She wouldn’t really have liked it. She and Harriet were better off as they were. And yet – and yet—

   His voice cut in.

   ‘My dear girl, what’s all the fuss about?’





FIFTY

‘IT’S ABOUT FORTY miles,’ said Frank Abbott. ‘There’s no particular reason why they should be there, you know.’

   ‘There’s no particular reason why they should be anywhere,’ said Jim. He stood looking out of the window in Frank Abbott’s room, plainly beyond all thought or reason, actuated solely by a frantic desire for action.

   Frank turned to Miss Silver. She sat very upright at the far side of his table. She wore the black coat which had endured for many years and would not be discarded whilst it endured. Her neat, pale features were perfectly composed, the lips firmly set, the eyes attentive. The hands in their black gloves were crossed firmly on the handle of a worn black handbag. Her second-best hat of black felt, adorned by a large bow of black and purple ribbon, was tilted a little more over her face than she usually wore it. To Frank Abbott her appearance and demeanour were the clearest indications that she had made up her mind. He might go, or he might stay, but Miss Silver was going down to Swan Eaton. All that depended upon him was whether she went alone, or whether she went accompanied and protected by the forces of the law. He said, ‘I suppose you have made up your mind?’

   Miss Silver replied in a most decorous manner.

   ‘I believe that it would be a good plan to go down to Swan Eaton.’

   ‘And suppose they are not there?’

   ‘That we can consider if the occasion offers.’

   ‘You really think—’

   ‘I think that there are indications in that direction. I think that we must explore them. And I think that there is no time to be lost.’

   Jim swung round on them.

   ‘Do you realize what may be happening whilst we are talking? Either you go at once, or I go alone! They may be murdering her!’

   Miss Silver rose to her feet.

   ‘It would be better if you would come with us, Frank,’ she said, ‘but Mr Fancourt and I are leaving immediately.’

   Frank Abbott nodded.

   ‘All right, you win. Give me a quarter of an hour, and I’ll collect Hubbard and a car.’

   It was a little more than a quarter of an hour before they started. The clock on Frank’s mantelpiece stood, in fact, at eleven-thirty before they left the room. Jim endured. Every moment was an hour of torment. Whilst they fleeted away the time – time went on. It passed – it would not come again. What was happening happened. The dead would not come back to life. They were gone. Jim stood at the window and stared out with eyes that saw nothing. ‘Anne – Anne – Anne – Anne!’ He half cried out her name. He heard nothing else, was aware of nothing else. Time went by.

   The first thing he knew was Miss Silver’s hand on his arm and her voice saying, ‘We are quite ready now, Mr Fancourt.’

   It was a relief to be in motion. Frank Abbott sat in the front of the car with young Hubbard. Jim and Miss Silver were at the back. She did not speak, but sat there with her hands crossed upon her bag and her face pale and still. Jim did not notice her at all. He sat upright, his hands clenched. However fast the car went, he was pushing it a little faster. When Hubbard slowed down to the traffic, he was pushing with all his strength to get him on again. And all the time his mind ran ahead and called on Anne.

   Anne lay on her bed in the room where she had slept as a child. She had prayed, and she had come into peace. She didn’t even know what was going to happen, but she wouldn’t believe that evil would have the victory – she couldn’t believe that. She didn’t know how she would be saved. She only knew that something would save her. She lay on her bed and watched the changing light and the shadows of the trees outside. Presently she slept.

   Down in the village the car stopped to ask the way.

   ‘Yew Tree Cottage?’ That was Frank Abbott.

   The first person he asked did not seem to know. He began, ‘I’m a stranger here—’ but Frank did not wait for anything more.

   He tried again, and this time got an answer.

   ‘Yew Tree Cottage? Oh, yes. But there won’t be no one there. Empty, that’s what it’s been these three years ever since Miss Forest was murdered.’

   Jim’s hands tightened. The nails dug into the palms of his hands. She wasn’t here – she wasn’t anywhere. Where was she? Anne – Anne – Anne!

   The man, who was chewing a straw, went on chewing it.

   ‘Oh, yes, I can tell you how to get there. But no one’s lived in the house since Miss Forest was murdered. It belongs to her niece, and she’s abroad . . . Oh, she’s back, is she? Well, she hasn’t been down here.’ He was interminably slow, but in the end they got the direction.

   What was the use? She wasn’t here, she wasn’t anywhere. He had missed his chance. Her name came and went in his mind like a voice calling.

   Someone else was calling that name. Anne woke up. For a moment she did not know where she was. She had been in a dream. It had been pleasant in her dream. She walked in a cool wood. There was heat abroad and she was aware of the sounds of traffic, but she was in a quiet place. She heard the sound of wheels, but where she was there was peace and silence.

   With the first of her returning sense the sound was clearer. The shadow of the trees wavered and was gone. She opened her eyes and saw a room, windows, the dark branch of a yew tree, and the clock on the mantelpiece. The clock said a quarter past one. The sound of wheels which had waked her had stopped. Her heart quickened. She was here, in Aunt Letty’s cottage, in great danger. That was the first thought. And then there was a second. Had she really heard a car, and if so, what car?

   She jumped up and went to the window. The car had stopped. There was a murmur of voices. What voices? Whose?

   Downstairs the two men sat frozen. They had heard a car draw up. The car in which they had come was in the garage, with the door shut. Was it shut? Maxton had been in, and had come out, and had shut the door. He was sure about that. What he wasn’t sure about was whether Ross had been in since. He fixed his eyes upon him, and Ross shook his head. He’d do that anyhow. Neither of them spoke. It wasn’t any good. The kitchen fire was on. The coal was damp. It was smoking. No one would believe the place was empty.

   Maxton got up and went to the door. He opened it a little way and said, ‘What is it?’

   Three men and an elderly woman. Three men, and one of them Fancourt. He said roughly, ‘What is it?’

   Frank Abbott was out of the car. The other two men were getting out. Maxton kept hold of the door and nearly closed it. Anger burst in him, leaving no room for fear.

   Jim Fancourt said, ‘Where’s Anne?’ and Maxton raised his eyebrows.

   ‘Why ask me?’ he said.

   Jim Fancourt repeated what he had said before.

   ‘Where is Anne?’

   Maxton heard the door of the room upstairs open – the door of Anne’s room. He banged the front door in Jim’s face and sprang backwards. Anne came out on the landing and stood at the top of the stairs looking down. He called ‘Ross!’ but there wasn’t any answer.

   Frank Abbott left the car standing and ran round the house. He got in at the back door, to see Maxton charging up the stairs with a pistol in his hand, and Anne standing on the top step looking down. As his feet sounded in the hall, Maxton looked back, his face mad with anger, his pistol in his hand. He fired. The noise of the shot seemed to fill the hall.

   Jim Fancourt left battering at the front door and broke the drawing-room window. Inside, Anne ran quickly down the three or four steps which separated her from Maxton and pushed at him with all her might. If he had been still facing her she might have pushed in vain, but he was turned from her, his feet on two levels as he had turned at the sound of Frank Abbott’s rush, and the unexpected thrust pushed him off his balance. He lost it, clutched at her, missed, and fell sprawling. The pistol flew from his hand, knocked on the balustrade, and fell into the hall. By the time Jim emerged from the drawing-room he lay in a heap at the foot of the stairs with Frank Abbott and Hubbard bending over him.

   Miss Silver, descending from the car without haste, was aware of the noise. She heard the fall – the shot, and she had reached the broken window, when she became aware of Ross Cranston edging round the house. She did not know him, but he had a guilty look. She turned and spoke.

   ‘What are you doing here?’

   He swore, and ran away. Into the wood, tearing his clothes on the brambles, thinking of nothing but how he might get away.

   Miss Silver watched him out of sight and turned back to the house. From what she could hear, the fight was over. Listening at the broken window, she discerned Jim’s voice speaking to Anne. It was a voice broken with emotion no doubt perfectly satisfactory to its recipient. Frank Abbott’s voice was also audible. It was addressing remarks of a hostile nature to Mr Maxton.

   Miss Silver considered it highly unnecessary that she should either remain outside or take the risk of cutting herself upon the broken glass of the window. She advanced to the door and rapped upon it with the knocker.





FIFTY-ONE

It did not take long to find Ross Cranston. He had fallen and sprained an ankle in the wood and there was no fight in him. They put him handcuffed into the car with Frank Abbott between him and Maxton and drove to the nearest place with a secure lock-up, Swan Eaton having nothing to boast about in that respect. The three who remained behind were left to the realization of their deliverance.

   Anne got up from the stair on which she had sunk during the struggle. Miss Silver, coming into the hall, saw her half-way down, her hands in Jim’s hands, her eyes seeing no one but him. She withdrew into the kitchen, but having assembled the meal, she returned to say briskly and firmly that lunch was ready and they had better have it. It was a quarter to two, and it was not to be supposed that any of them had made a good breakfast.

   It was a strange meal. Anne had the feeling that she had died and come back to life again – a new life, a very happy life. She had her memory back, and after all this lonely time she had Jim. Everything settled into its place. She knew now the motive behind the attack upon her. She told Jim and Miss Silver what she now remembered.

   ‘I got a letter just before Mavis was married. She was the friend I went round the world with, and she fell headlong in love and married an American. I would have stayed over there a little, but just before the wedding there was a letter from my solicitors, Thompson & Grant, to say that my old great-uncle William Forest had died, and had left all he had between me and my cousin Anne Forest Borrowdale. So you see, she was my cousin.’ She turned to Jim. ‘Poor Anne! Her father’s mother was Anne Serena Forest, and she was a sister of old Mr William Forest. My father was his nephew, and Ross Cranston’s father was another nephew. But Ross blotted his copybook rather badly and Great-Uncle William cut him out of everything. He left his fortune between Anne and me. I’d always known about it, but I don’t think she had. Her father quarrelled with his relations over here. I don’t know what it was all about now, and Anne didn’t know. Her father never wrote to anyone or had any letters from England, she said. And I don’t suppose Leonard Borrowdale ever thought about William Forest, or that there might be money coming to his daughter from him.’

   ‘He never said anything about it to me,’ said Jim.

   ‘Well, there it is. I shall have to see the solicitors. There was quite a lot of money, I believe.’

   Miss Silver looked from one to the other. She said, ‘This Mr Cranston is a relation of yours?’

   Anne flushed. She said, ‘Yes, he was the same relation to old William Forest that I was. He has never been—’ She hesitated, and finished very low, ‘satisfactory. I’m afraid he thought that if he could marry me it would be all right – for him. I think they must have known that I would come to the Hood. I think when Anne turned up there that they must have felt desperate. I don’t know what she said to them. If she said she was married, they would want to get her out of the way. You see, if she – wasn’t there – everything came to me. I’m afraid that’s what they thought of. So they made a plan – to kill her.’

   Tears were in her eyes. They ran down before she could stop them. Poor Anne – poor, poor Anne—

   Miss Silver leaned forward and patted her hand.

   ‘My dear,’ she said very kindly, ‘I do not think that you have anything to reproach yourself with.’ She rose to her feet. ‘Sit still and rest for a little. Inspector Abbott will be returning, and he will expect to find us ready to go back to town with him . . . No, I can manage very well, Mr Fancourt. I would rather that you kept Anne company. I do not think that she should be left alone just now.’

   Jim threw her a grateful glance. He insisted on carrying out the plates and dishes. Then he returned to Anne.

   She had dried her eyes, and she was gazing out of the window at the dark trees which surrounded the house. He came to her and put his arms about her. They stood there together and looked out, not at the dark trees, but at the bright misty future. It was all over, the trouble and the tragedy. They could not see their way clearly, but they would find it together. They stood there and faced it.
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