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      Patricia Highsmith (1921-1995) was born in Fort Worth, Texas, and moved to New York when she was six, where she attended the
         Julia Richman High School and Barnard College. In her senior year she edited the college magazine, having decided at the age
         of sixteen to become a writer. Her first novel, Strangers on a Train, was made into a classic film by Alfred Hitchcock in 1951. The Talented Mr Ripley, published in 1955, introduced the fascinating anti-hero Tom Ripley, and was made into an Oscar-winning film in 1999 by Anthony
         Minghella. Graham Greene called Patricia Highsmith ‘the poet of apprehension’, saying that she ‘created a world of her own
         – a world claustrophobic and irrational which we enter each time with a sense of personal danger’ and The Times named her no.1 in their list of the greatest ever crime writers. Patricia Highsmith died in Locarno, Switzerland, in February
         1995. Her last novel, Small g: A Summer Idyll, was published posthumously, the same year.
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      To the dead and the dying among the Intefada and the Kurds, to those who fight oppression in whatever land, and stand up not
         only to be counted but to be shot.
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      Tom stood in Georges and Marie’s bar-tabac with a nearly full cup of café express in his hand. He had paid, and Héloïse’s two
         packs of Marlboros bulged his jacket pocket. Tom was watching a slot-machine game that someone else was playing.
      

      
      The screen showed a cartoon motorcyclist hurtling into the background, the illusion of speed given by a forward-moving picket
         fence on either side of the road. The player manipulated a half-wheel, making the cyclist swerve to pass a slower car, or
         leap like a horse to hurdle a fence that had suddenly appeared across the road. If the motorcyclist (game-player) didn’t hurdle
         in time, there was a silent impact, a black and gold star appeared to indicate a crash, the motorcyclist was finished and
         so was the game.
      

      
      Tom had watched the game many a time (it was the most popular he had ever known Georges and Marie to acquire), but he had
         never played it. He somehow didn’t want to.
      

      
      ‘Non-non!’ From behind the bar Marie’s voice sang out over the usual din as she contested some customer’s opinion, probably political.
         She and her husband were left-wing no matter what. ‘Ecoutez, Mitterand …’
      

      
      It crossed Tom’s mind that Georges and Marie didn’t like the influx of people from North Africa, however.

      
      ‘Eh, Marie! Deux pastis!’ That was fat Georges with a somewhat soiled white apron over shirt and trousers, serving the few tables, where people drank
         and occasionally ate pommes chips and hard-boiled eggs.
      

      
      The juke-box played an old cha-cha-cha.

      
      A silent black and gold star! Spectators groaned sympathetically. Dead. All was over. The screen flashed its silent, obsessed
         message, ‘INSERT COINS INSERT COINS INSERT COINS’, and the work-man in blue jeans groped obediently in a pocket, inserted more coins, and the game began again, motorcyclist in tiptop shape, zooming into the background, ready for anything, neatly dodging
         a barrel that appeared in his lane, smoothly jumping the first barrier. The man at the controls was intent, determined to
         make his man come through.
      

      
      Tom was thinking now about Héloïse, about her trip to Morocco. She wanted to see Tangier, Casablanca, maybe Marrakesh. And
         Tom had agreed to go with her. After all, it wasn’t one of her adventure cruises requiring hospital visits for vaccines before
         departure, and it behoved him as her husband to accompany her on some of her jaunts. Héloïse had two or three inspirations
         a year, not all of which she acted on. Tom wasn’t in the mood for a holiday now. It was early August, Morocco would be at
         its hottest, and Tom loved his own peonies and dahlias at this time of year, loved cutting a fresh two or three for the living-room
         almost daily. Tom was fond of his garden, and he rather liked Henri, the handyman who helped him with big jobs, a giant when
         it came to strength, though not the man for some tasks.
      

      
      Then there was the Odd Pair, as Tom had begun calling them to himself. He wasn’t sure they were married, and of course that
         didn’t matter. He felt they were lurking in the area and had their eye on him. Maybe they were harmless, but who knew? Tom
         had first noticed them a month or so ago in Fontainebleau, when he and Héloïse had been shopping one afternoon: a man and
         woman who looked American and in their mid-thirties, walking towards them, eyeing them with that look Tom knew well, as if
         they knew who he was, perhaps knew his name, Tom Ripley. Tom had seen the same look a few times at airports, though rarely,
         and not lately. It could come after one’s picture had been in the newspapers, he supposed, but Tom’s hadn’t been in any newspapers
         for years, he was sure of that. Not since the Murchison business, and that had been about five years ago – Murchison, whose
         blood still stained Tom’s cellar floor, and which Tom said was a wine stain, if anyone remarked on it.
      

      
      In truth, it was a mixture of wine and blood, Tom reminded himself, because Murchison had been hit over the head with a wine
         bottle. A bottle of Margaux wielded by Tom.
      

      
      Well, the Odd Pair. Crash went the motorcyclist. Tom made himself turn away and took his empty cup over to the bar counter.
      

      
      The male of the Odd Pair had dark straight hair, round-rimmed glasses, and the woman light brown hair, a slender face and
         grey or hazel eyes. It was the man who stared, with a vague and empty smile. Tom felt that he might have seen the man before, at Heathrow
         or Roissy airport, giving him that I-know-your-face look. Nothing hostile, but Tom didn’t like it.
      

      
      And then Tom had seen them once cruising slowly in their car down the main street of Villeperce at midday when he was coming
         out of the bakery with a flute (must have been Mme Annette’s day off or she’d been busy with a lunch), and again Tom had seen them looking at him. Villeperce
         was a tiny town, several kilometres from Fontainebleau. Why should the Odd Pair have come here?
      

      
      Both Marie with her big red smile and balding Georges happened to be behind the bar just as Tom pushed his saucer and cup
         away. ‘Merci et bonne nuit, Marie – Georges!’ Tom called and gave a smile.
      

      
      ‘Bon soir, M’sieur Reepley!’ cried Georges, one hand waving, the other pouring Calvados.

      
      ‘Merci, m’sieur, à bientôt!’ Marie threw at him.

      
      Tom was almost at the door when the male of the Odd Pair walked in, round glasses and all, and seemingly alone.

      
      ‘Mr Ripley?’ His pinkish lips again wore a smile. ‘Good evening.’

      
      ‘Evening,’ said Tom, still on his way out.

      
      ‘We’ve – my wife and I – may I invite you for a drink?’

      
      ‘Thanks, I’m just leaving.’

      
      ‘Another time, maybe. We’ve rented a house in Villeperce. This direction.’ He gestured vaguely north, and his smile widened
         to reveal squarish teeth. ‘Looks like we’ll be neighbours.’
      

      
      Tom was confronted by two people entering, and had to step back into the bar.

      
      ‘My name’s Pritchard. David. I’m taking courses at the Fontainebleau educational combine – INSEAD. I’m sure you know of it. Anyway, my house here is a two-storey white one with garden and a little pool. We fell in love
         with it because of the pool, reflections on the ceiling – the water.’ He chuckled.
      

      
      ‘I see,’ Tom said, trying to sound reasonably pleasant. He was now out of the door.

      
      ‘I’ll telephone you. My wife’s name is Janice.’

      
      Tom managed a nod and forced a smile. ‘Yes – fine. Do that. Good night.’

      
      ‘Not too many Americans around here!’ the determined David Pritchard called after him.

      
      Mr Pritchard would have a hard time finding his number, Tom was thinking, because he and Héloïse had managed to keep it out of the telephone book. The outwardly dull David Pritchard
         – nearly as tall as Tom and a bit heavier – looked like trouble, Tom was thinking as he walked homeward. A police officer
         of some kind? Digging up old records? Private detective for – for whom, really? Tom couldn’t think of any active enemies.
         ‘Phoney’ was the word Tom thought of in regard to David Pritchard: phoney smile, phoney goodwill, maybe phoney story about
         studying at INSEAD. That educational institution at Fontainebleau could be a cover, in fact such an obvious one that Tom thought it might be
         true that Pritchard was studying something there. Or maybe they weren’t man and wife but a CIA pair. What would the USA be
         after him for, Tom wondered. Not income tax, that was in order. Murchison? No, that was settled. Or case abandoned. Murchison
         and his corpse had disappeared. Dickie Greenleaf? Hardly. Even Christopher Greenleaf, Dickie’s cousin, wrote Tom a friendly
         postcard now and then, from Alice Springs last year, for instance. Christopher was now a civil engineer, married, working
         in Rochester, New York, as Tom recalled. Tom was even on good terms with Dickie’s father Herbert. At least, they exchanged
         Christmas cards.
      

      
      As Tom approached the big tree opposite Belle Ombre, a tree whose branches leaned a little over the road, his spirits rose.
         What was there to worry about? Tom pushed open one big gate just enough to slip through, then closed it with as gentle a clang
         as he could manage and slid the padlock home, then the long bolt.
      

      
      Reeves Minot. Tom stopped short and his shoes slid on the gravel of the forecourt. Another fence job for Reeves was in the
         offing. Reeves had telephoned a few days ago. Tom often vowed he would not do another, then found himself accepting. Was it
         because he enjoyed meeting new people? Tom gave a laugh, short and barely audible, then continued walking towards his front
         door with his usual light tread that hardly disturbed the gravel.
      

      
      The light was on in the living-room, and the front door was unlocked, as Tom had left it forty-five minutes ago. Tom went
         in, then locked the front door behind him. Héloïse sat on the sofa, poring over a magazine – probably an article on North
         Africa, Tom thought.
      

      
      ‘’Ello, chéri – Reeves telephoned,’ Héloïse said, looking up, tossing her blonde hair back with a swing of her head. ‘Tome, did you –’
      

      
      
      ‘Yes. Catch!’ Smiling, Tom tossed the first red and white packet to her, then the second. She caught the first, the second
         hit her blue shirt-front. ‘Anything pressing concerning Reeves? Répassant – ironing – buegelnd –?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, Tome, stop it!’ said Héloïse, and used her lighter. She inwardly enjoyed his puns, Tom thought, though she would never
         say so, would hardly permit herself to smile. ‘He will telephone back but maybe not tonight.’
      

      
      ‘Somebody – well –’ Tom stopped, because Reeves didn’t go into detail with Héloïse, ever, and Héloïse professed to be uninterested,
         even bored, with Tom’s and Reeves’s doings. It was safer: the less she knew, the better, Tom supposed Héloïse thought. And
         who could say that wasn’t true?
      

      
      ‘Tome, tomorrow we go and buy the tickets – to Maroc. All right?’ She had tucked her bare feet up on the yellow silk sofa
         like a comfortable kitten, and now she looked at him calmly with her pale lavender eyes.
      

      
      ‘Y-yes. All right.’ He had promised, he reminded himself. ‘We fly first to Tangier.’

      
      ‘Oui, chéri, and then we go on from there. Casablanca – of course.’

      
      ‘Of course,’ Tom echoed. ‘Right, dear, we’ll buy the tickets tomorrow – Fontainebleau.’ They always went to the same travel
         agency there, where they knew the staff. Tom hesitated, then decided to say it now. ‘Darling, do you remember the pair – the
         American-looking couple we saw in Fontainebleau one day – on the pavement? Walking towards us, and I said later I thought
         he was staring at us? Dark-haired man with glasses?’
      

      
      ‘I think – yes. Why?’

      
      Tom could tell that she did remember. ‘Because he just spoke to me in the bar-tabac.’ Tom unbuttoned his jacket and shoved
         his hands in his trouser pockets. He had not sat down. ‘I don’t care for him.’
      

      
      ‘I remember the woman with him, with lighter hair. Americans, no?’

      
      ‘He is, anyway. Well – they’ve rented a house here in Villeperce. Remember the house where the –’

      
      ‘Vraiment? Villeperce?’
      

      
      ‘Oui, ma chère! The house where the pond water is reflected on the ceiling – in the living-room?’ He and Héloïse had marvelled
         at the oval moving like water itself on the white ceiling.
      

      
      
      ‘Yes. I remember the house. Two-storey white, not such a pretty fireplace. Not very far from the Grais’, is it not? Someone
         with us thought about buying it.’
      

      
      ‘Yes. Right.’ An American acquaintance of an acquaintance, looking for a country house not too far from Paris, had asked Tom
         and Héloïse to accompany him while he inspected a couple of houses in the vicinity. He had bought nothing, at least nothing
         near Villeperce. That had been more than a year ago. ‘Well – to the point, the dark-haired man with glasses intends to be
         neighbourly with me or us, and I’m not having it. Just because we speak English or American, ho-ho! Seems he’s connected with INSEAD – that big school near Fontainebleau.’ Tom added, ‘How does he know my name in the first place, and why is he interested?’
         Lest he seem too concerned, he calmly sat down. Now he faced Héloïse from his straight chair with the coffee table between
         them. ‘David and Janice Pritchard, they’re called. If they manage to telephone, we’re – polite, but we’re busy. All right,
         dear?’
      

      
      ‘Of course, Tome.’

      
      ‘And if they have the nerve to ring the bell, they’re not to be let in. I’ll warn Madame Annette, you can be sure.’

      
      Héloïse’s usually clear blonde brow became thoughtful. ‘What is the matter with them?’

      
      The simplicity of the question made Tom smile. ‘I have a feeling –’ Tom hesitated. He did not usually talk to Héloïse about
         his intuitions, but in this case he might be protecting her if he did. ‘They don’t look normal to me.’ Tom glanced down at
         the carpet. What was normal? Tom couldn’t have answered that question. ‘I have the feeling they’re not married.’
      

      
      ‘And – so what?’

      
      Tom laughed, and reached for the blue pack of Gitanes on the coffee table, lit one with Héloïse’s Dunhill lighter. ‘True,
         my dear. But why are they eyeing me? Didn’t I tell you, I think I recall the same man, and maybe the pair, staring at me at
         some airport not long ago?’
      

      
      ‘No, you didn’t,’ said Héloïse, sounding sure of herself.

      
      ‘I’m not saying it’s important – but I suggest we be polite – and distant – if they make any approaches. All right?’

      
      ‘Yes, Tome.’

      
      He smiled. ‘There’ve been people before this we didn’t like. No great problem.’ Tom got up, walked around the coffee table,
         and pulled Héloïse up by the hand that she extended. He embraced her, closed his eyes, and enjoyed the fragrance of her hair, her skin. ‘I love you. I want to keep you safe.’
      

      
      She laughed. They loosened their embrace. ‘Belle Ombre looks very safe.’
      

      
      ‘They won’t set foot here.’
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      The next day, Tom and Héloïse went to Fontainebleau to buy their Royal Air Maroc tickets, as it turned out, though they had
         asked for Air France.
      

      
      ‘They are closely connected,’ said the young woman in the travel agency, a new employee to Tom. ‘The Hotel Minzah, double
         room, three nights?’
      

      
      ‘Hotel Minzah, that’s correct,’ Tom said in French. They could stay a day or so longer, if they were enjoying themselves,
         Tom was sure. The Minzah was said to be the best in Tangier at present.
      

      
      Héloïse had gone to a nearby shop to buy shampoo. Tom found himself glancing at the door during the long time it took for
         the girl to write out the tickets, and realized that he was vaguely thinking of David Pritchard. But he didn’t really expect
         Pritchard to walk in. Weren’t Pritchard and mate busy getting settled in their rented house?
      

      
      ‘Have you been to Maroc before, M’sieur Ripley?’ asked the girl, looking up at him with smiling face as she stuffed a ticket
         into its big envelope.
      

      
      Did she care, Tom wondered. He smiled back politely. ‘No. I’m looking forward.’

      
      ‘Open end. So if you fall in love with the country, you can stay on a while.’ She handed him the envelope with the second
         ticket.
      

      
      Tom had already signed a cheque. ‘Right. Thank you, mademoiselle!’

      
      ‘Bon voyage!’

      
      ‘Merci!’ Tom walked towards the door, which was flanked by two walls of colourful posters – Tahiti, blue ocean, one small
         sailing boat, and there – yes! – the poster that always made Tom smile, at least inwardly: Phuket, an island off Thailand,
         as Tom recalled, and he had troubled to look it up. This poster also showed a blue sea, yellow beach, a palm tree leaning towards the water, bent by years of wind. Not a soul in sight. ‘Had a bad day – or year?
         Phuket!’ might be a good come-on, Tom thought, enticing any number of holiday-makers.
      

      
      Héloïse had said she would wait for him in the shop, so Tom turned to his left on the pavement. The shop lay on the other
         side of the St Pierre church.
      

      
      And there – Tom could have cursed, but he bit the tip of his tongue instead – before him, walking towards him, was David Pritchard
         and his – concubine? Tom saw them first, through the thickening flow of pedestrians (it was midday, lunchtime), but within
         seconds the Odd Pair had focused on him. Tom looked somewhere else, straight ahead, and was sorry that his airline ticket
         envelope was still in his left hand, visible on their side. Would the Pritchards notice it? Would they cruise the road past
         Belle Ombre, explore the lane to one side of it, once they ascertained that he was absent for a while? Or was he worrying
         too much, absurdly? Tom trotted the last metres towards the gold-tinted windows of Mon Luxe. Before going through the open
         door, he stopped and looked back to see if the pair was still staring at him, even drifting into the travel agency. Nothing
         would surprise him, Tom told himself. He saw Pritchard’s broad shoulders in his blue blazer just above the crowd, saw the
         back of his head. The Odd Pair were, apparently, passing the travel agency by.
      

      
      Tom entered the perfumed air of Mon Luxe, where Héloïse was talking with an acquaintance whose name Tom had forgotten.

      
      ‘’Ello, Tome! Françoise – tu te rappelles? Friend of the Berthelins.’

      
      Tom didn’t, but pretended to. It didn’t matter.

      
      Héloïse had made her purchase. They went out, after an au revoir to Françoise, who Héloïse said was studying in Paris and also knew the Grais. Antoine and Agnès Grais were old friends and
         neighbours, who lived on the north side of Villeperce.
      

      
      ‘You look worried, mon cher,’ said Héloïse. ‘The tickets are all right?’

      
      ‘I think so. Hotel confirmed,’ said Tom, slapping his left jacket pocket, from which the tickets protruded. ‘Lunch at L’Aigle
         Noir?’
      

      
      ‘Ah – oui!’ said Héloïse, pleased. ‘Sure.’

      
      That was what they had planned. Tom loved to hear her say ‘sure’ with her accent, so he had stopped reminding her that ‘surely’
         was correct.
      

      
      
      They lunched on the terrace in the sunlight. The waiters and the head waiter knew them, knew that Héloïse liked Blanc de Blanc,
         fillet of sole, sunlight, salad probably of endive. They talked of pleasant things: summer, Moroccan leather handbags. Maybe
         a brass or copper pitcher? Why not? A camel ride? Tom’s head swam. He’d once done it, he thought, or had that been an elephant
         in a zoo? Suddenly to be swayed upwards yards above the ground (where he’d surely land if he lost his balance) was not to
         his taste. Women loved it. Were women masochists? Did that make sense? Child-birth, a stoic tolerance of pain? Did all that
         hang together? Tom bit his lower lip.
      

      
      ‘You are nervous, Tome.’ She pronounced it ‘nervuse’.

      
      ‘No,’ he said, emphatically.

      
      And he made himself look calm for the rest of the meal, and on the drive home.

      
      They were to leave for Tangier in about two weeks. A young man called Pascal, a friend of Henri the handyman, would come with
         them in their car to the airport and drive the car back to Villeperce. Pascal had done it before.
      

      
      Tom took a spade to the garden and did some weeding by hand as well. He had changed into Levis and the waterproof leather
         shoes which he liked. He chucked the weeds into a plastic sack destined for the compost, then began deadheading, and was at
         this when Mme Annette called to him from the french windows on the back terrace.
      

      
      ‘M’sieur Tome? Téléphone, s’il vous plaît!’

      
      ‘Merci!’ He snapped the clippers as he walked, left them on the terrace, and picked up the telephone in the downstairs hall.
         ‘Hello?’
      

      
      ‘Hello, I’m – is this Tom?’ asked a voice which sounded like that of a young man.

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘I’m phoning from Washington, DC.’ Here there was an ooey-ooey interfering sound as if from under water. ‘I’m …’
      

      
      ‘Who is phoning?’ Tom asked, unable to hear anything. ‘Hang on, would you? I’ll take it on another telephone.’
      

      
      Mme Annette was using the vacuum cleaner in the dining area of the living-room, sufficiently distant for a normal telephone
         conversation, but not for this one.
      

      
      Tom took the call upstairs in his room. ‘Hello, back again.’

      
      ‘This is Dickie Greenleaf,’ said the young man’s voice. ‘Remember me?’ A chuckle.

      
      
      Tom had an impulse to hang up, but the impulse did not last long. ‘Of course. And where are you?’

      
      ‘Washington, DC, as I said.’ Now the voice was a bit falsetto.

      
      The faker was overdoing it, Tom thought. Was it a woman? ‘Interesting. Sight-seeing?’

      
      ‘Well – after my experience under water, as you remember – maybe – I’m not in good shape physically for sight-seeing.’ A falsely merry laugh. ‘I was – was –’
      

      
      There was some confusion here, almost a cut-off, a clicking, but the voice resumed.

      
      ‘… was found and resuscitated. As you see. Ha-ha. Old times are not forgotten, eh, Tom?’

      
      ‘Oh, no, indeed,’ Tom replied.

      
      ‘Now I’m in a wheelchair,’ the voice said. ‘Irreparable –’

      
      Here came more noise on the line, a clatter as if of a pair of scissors or something larger falling.

      
      ‘Wheelchair collapsed?’ asked Tom.

      
      ‘Ha-ha!’ A pause. ‘No. I was saying,’ the adolescent voice continued calmly, ‘irreparable damage to the autonomic nervous
         system.’
      

      
      ‘I see,’ said Tom politely. ‘It’s been nice to hear from you again.’

      
      ‘I know where you live,’ said the youthful voice, hitting a high note on the last word.
      

      
      ‘I suppose so – since you’ve telephoned,’ said Tom. ‘I do wish you the best of health – recovery.’

      
      ‘You should! Goodbye, Tom.’ The speaker hung up, hastily, perhaps to cut short an irrepressible giggle.

      
      Well, well, Tom thought, realizing that his heart was beating faster than usual. Due to anger? Surprise? Not fear, Tom told
         himself. What had sprung to his mind was that the voice might be that of the female companion of David Pritchard. Who else
         was it likely to be? No one that he could think of, at the moment.
      

      
      What a lousy, gruesome – prank. Mentally sick, Tom thought, the old cliché. But who? And why? Had that been an overseas call or a pretence at one? Tom wasn’t sure. Dickie
         Greenleaf. The beginnings of his troubles, Tom thought. The first man he had killed, and the only one he regretted killing,
         really, the only crime he was sorry about. Dickie Greenleaf, a well-to-do (for those times) American, living in Mongibello
         on the Italian west coast, had befriended him, shown him hospitality, and Tom had respected and admired him, in fact, perhaps
         too much. Dickie had turned against him, and Tom had resented that, and without planning too much Tom had picked up an oar and killed Dickie one afternoon when they had been
         alone in a small boat. Dead? Of course Dickie had been dead these many years! Tom had weighted Dickie’s body with a rock and
         pushed it out of that boat, and it had sunk, and – well, in all these years Dickie hadn’t surfaced, and why should he now?
      

      
      Frowning, Tom walked slowly about his room, staring at the carpet. He was aware that he felt a bit nauseous, and took a deep
         breath. No, Dickie Greenleaf was dead (that voice hadn’t been like Dickie’s anyway), and Tom had stepped into Dickie’s shoes
         and clothing, had used Dickie’s passport for a while, but even that had soon come to a stop. Dickie’s informal will, written
         by Tom, had passed inspection. Therefore, who was showing the audacity to bring the matter up again? Who knew or cared enough
         to look up his past association with Dickie Greenleaf?
      

      
      Tom had to yield to his nausea. Once Tom thought he might be going to be sick, he couldn’t repress it. It had happened before.
         Tom bent over the raised seat of the toilet. Fortunately only a little liquid came up, but his stomach ached for a few seconds.
         He flushed the toilet, then brushed his teeth at the basin.
      

      
      Damn the bastards, whoever they are, Tom thought. He had the feeling that two people had been on the line just now, not both
         talking, but another listening, hence the mirth.
      

      
      Tom went downstairs and encountered Mme Annette in the living-room, carrying a vase of dahlias, whose water she had probably
         changed. She wiped the bottom of the vase with a dishcloth before she set it back on the sideboard. ‘I am going out for half
         an hour, madame,’ Tom said in French to her, ‘in case anyone rings.’
      

      
      ‘Oui, M’sieur Tome,’ she replied, then went on with her activities.

      
      Mme Annette had been with Tom and Héloïse for several years. Her bedroom and bath were on the left side of the house as one
         approached Belle Ombre, and she had her own television set and radio. The kitchen was also her domain, approached from her
         quarters via a small hall. She was of Normandy stock, with pale blue eyes and lids that drew down at their outer corners.
         Tom and Héloïse loved her, because she loved them, or seemed to. She had two great friends in the town, Mmes Geneviève and
         Marie-Louise, also housekeepers, and the three seemed to rotate their TV evenings at the house of one or another on their
         days off.
      

      
      Tom got his clippers from the terrace, and put them into a wooden box that lurked in a corner for such items. The box was more convenient than walking all the way to the greenhouse
         at the back right corner of the garden. He took a cotton jacket from the front closet, and made sure he had his wallet with
         his driving licence in it, even for this short journey. The French were fond of spot-checking, using non-local and therefore
         merciless policemen. Where was Héloïse? Maybe up in her room, choosing clothes for the trip? What a good thing Héloïse hadn’t
         picked up the telephone when the creeps had rung! She surely hadn’t, or she’d have come immediately into his room, puzzled,
         asking questions. But then, Héloïse had never been an eavesdropper, and Tom’s business affairs didn’t interest her. If she
         realized that a telephone call was for Tom, she hung up right away, not hastily, but as if without thinking about it.
      

      
      Héloïse knew the Dickie Greenleaf story, had even heard that Tom was suspected (or had been), Tom was sure. But she made no
         comment, asked no questions. Certainly she and Tom had had to minimize Tom’s questionable activities, his frequent trips for
         inexplicable causes, in order to placate Jacques Plissot, Héloïse’s father. He was a manufacturer of pharmaceuticals, and
         the Ripley household partly depended upon his generous allowance to Héloïse, who was his only offspring. Héloïse’s mother
         Arlène was even quieter than Héloïse re Tom’s activities. A slender and elegant woman, she seemed to make an effort to be
         tolerant of the young, and was fond of giving Héloïse, or anybody, household tips about furniture care, and, of all things,
         economy, thrift.
      

      
      These details ran through Tom’s head as he drove the brown Renault at moderate speed towards the centre of town. It was nearly
         5 p.m. This being Friday, Antoine Grais might be home, Tom thought, though maybe not quite, if Antoine had put in a full day
         in Paris. He was an architect, and he and his wife now had two children in their early teens. The house that David Pritchard
         said he had rented was beyond the Grais’ house, which was why Tom turned right at a certain road in Villeperce: he could tell
         himself he was going by the Grais to say hello or some such. Tom had driven through the comforting main street of the town,
         with its post office, one butcher’s shop, one bakery, and bar-tabac, which was about all Villeperce consisted of.
      

      
      There was the Grais’ house, just visible behind a handsome stand of chestnuts. It was a round house, shaped like a military
         turret, now prettily overgrown, almost, by climbing pink rose-vines. The Grais had a garage, and Tom could see that its door was closed, meaning that Antoine hadn’t arrived as yet for the weekend, and
         that Agnès and maybe the two children were out shopping.
      

      
      Now the white house – not the first in view but the second, Tom saw through some trees, on the left side of the road. Tom
         shifted to second gear. The macadam road, on which two cars could just comfortably pass, was now deserted. There were few
         houses on this northern side of Villeperce, and the land was more meadow than farm field.
      

      
      If the Pritchards had rung him fifteen minutes ago, they were probably home, thought Tom. He might at least see if they were
         lounging in the sunshine in deckchairs by the pond, which Tom thought was visible from the road. A green lawn in need of cutting
         lay between the road and the white house, a flagstone path went from the driveway to a few steps which led up to the porch.
         There were also some steps on the road-side of the porch, on which side the pond lay. Much of the property lay behind the
         house, as Tom recalled.
      

      
      Tom heard laughter, certainly a woman’s laugh, maybe mingled with a man’s. And yes, it had come from the pond area between
         Tom and the house, an area nearly hidden by a hedge and a couple of trees. Then Tom glimpsed the pond, saw twinkles of sunlight
         on it, and had an impression of two figures lying on the grass there, but he wasn’t sure. A male figure stood up, tall, in
         red shorts.
      

      
      Tom accelerated. Yes, that had been David himself; Tom was 90 per cent sure.

      
      Did the Pritchards know his car, the brown Renault?

      
      ‘Mr Ripley?’ The voice had come faintly but clearly.
      

      
      Tom drove on at the same speed, as if he’d heard nothing.

      
      Damned annoying, Tom thought. He took the next turning left, which brought him into another small road with three or four
         houses along it, farm fields on one side. This was the way back into the centre of town, but Tom turned left in order to take
         a road at right-angles to the Grais’ road and to approach the Grais’ turret house again. He kept the same easy rate of speed.
      

      
      Now Tom saw the Grais’ white station wagon in the driveway. He disliked dropping in without telephoning first, but perhaps
         with the news of new neighbours he could risk a breach of etiquette. Agnès Grais was carrying two great shopping bags from
         the car when Tom drove up.
      

      
      ‘Hello, Agnès. Give you a hand?’

      
      
      ‘That would be nice! Hello, Tom!’

      
      Tom took both bags, while Agnès lifted something else out of their estate car.

      
      Antoine had carried a case of mineral water into the kitchen, and the two teenagers had opened a large Coca-Cola bottle.

      
      ‘Greetings, Antoine!’ said Tom. ‘I happened to be passing by. Nice weather, is it not?’

      
      ‘That it is,’ said Antoine in his baritone voice which sometimes made his French suggest Russian to Tom. Now he was in shorts,
         socks, tennis shoes and a T-shirt of a green Tom especially disliked. Antoine had dark and slightly wavy hair and was always
         a few kilos overweight. ‘What is new?’
      

      
      ‘Not much,’ said Tom, setting the bags down.

      
      The Grais’ daughter Sylvie had begun unloading in an experienced way.

      
      Tom declined a glass of Coke or wine. Soon Antoine’s lawn-mower, which ran on benzine and not electricity, would start buzzing,
         Tom supposed. Antoine was nothing if not diligent in his Paris office and here in Villeperce. ‘How are your Cannes tenants
         working out this summer?’ They were still standing in the big kitchen.
      

      
      The Grais had a villa in or near Cannes which Tom had never seen, and which they rented during July and August, the months
         when they could get the best rent for it.
      

      
      ‘They paid in advance – plus deposit for the telephone,’ Antoine replied, then shrugged. ‘I would think – all is okay.’

      
      ‘You’ve got some new neighbours here, did you know?’ Tom asked, gesturing in the direction of the white house. ‘A couple of
         Americans, I think – or maybe you know about them? I don’t know how long they’ve been here.’
      

      
      ‘No-on-n,’ said Antoine thoughtfully. ‘Not the next house.’
      

      
      ‘No, the one beyond. The big one.’

      
      ‘Ah, the one that is for sale!’

      
      ‘Or rent. I think they rented it. His name is David Pritchard. With his wife. Or –’

      
      ‘American,’ said Agnès musingly. She had heard the last part. Hardly pausing, she put a head of lettuce into the bottom compartment
         of the fridge. ‘You met them?’
      

      
      ‘No. He –’ Tom decided to go ahead. ‘The man spoke to me in the bar-tabac. Maybe someone told him I was American. I thought
         I’d let you know.’
      

      
      
      ‘Children?’ asked Antoine, with black brows coming down. Antoine liked quiet.

      
      ‘Not that I know of. I’d say not.’

      
      ‘And they speak French?’ asked Agnès.

      
      Tom smiled. ‘Not sure.’ If they didn’t, Tom thought, the Grais would not wish to meet them and would look down on them. Antoine
         Grais wanted France for the French, even if the outsiders were temporary and merely rented a house.
      

      
      They talked of other things, Antoine’s new compost box that he was going to set up this weekend. It had come in a kit that
         was now in the car. Antoine’s architectural work was going well in Paris, and he had acquired an apprentice who would start
         in September. Of course Antoine was not taking August off, even if he went to an empty office in Paris. Tom thought of telling
         the Grais that he and Héloïse were going to Morocco, and decided not to just now. Why? Tom asked himself. Had he unconsciously
         decided not to go? Anyway, there was time to ring up the Grais and inform them, in a neighbourly way, that he and Héloïse
         would be absent for perhaps two or three weeks.
      

      
      When Tom said goodbye, after invitations on both sides to come in for a glass or a café, Tom had the feeling that he had told
         the Grais about the Pritchards mainly for his own protection. Hadn’t the telephone call purporting to be from Dickie Greenleaf
         been a menace of sorts? Definitely.
      

      
      The Grais children, Sylvie and Edouard, were kicking a black and white football back and forth on the front lawn as Tom drove
         away. The boy waved to him.
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      Tom arrived back at Belle Ombre to find Héloïse standing in the living-room. She had a restless air.
      

      
      ‘Chéri – a telephone call,’ she said.

      
      ‘From whom?’ asked Tom, and felt an unpleasant start of fear.

      
      ‘From a man – he said he was Deekie Graneleaf – in Washington –’

      
      ‘Washington?’ Tom was concerned about Héloïse’s unease. ‘Greenleaf – it’s absurd, my sweet. A rotten joke.’
      

      
      She frowned. ‘But why – this choke?’ Héloïse’s accent had come back in force. ‘Do you know?’

      
      Tom stood taller. He was the defender of his wife, and also of Belle Ombre. ‘No. But a joke from – somebody. I can’t imagine
         who. What did he say?’
      

      
      ‘First – he wanted to speak with you. Then he said – something – about sitting in a fauteuil roulant – wheelchair?’

      
      ‘Yes, dear.’

      
      ‘Because of an accident with you. The water –’

      
      Tom shook his head. ‘It’s a sadistic joke, my darling. Somebody pretending to be Dickie when Dickie was a suicide – years
         ago. Somewhere. Maybe in water. No one ever found his body.’
      

      
      ‘I know. So you told me.’

      
      ‘Not only I,’ Tom said calmly. ‘Everyone. The police. The body was never found. And he’d written a will. Just a few weeks
         before he was missed, as I recall.’ Tom believed it utterly as he said it, even though he had written the will himself. ‘He
         wasn’t with me, anyway. This was in Italy, years ago – when he went missing.’
      

      
      ‘I know, Tome. But why does this – person annoy us now?’

      
      Tom pushed his hands into his trouser pockets. ‘A bad joke. Some people want some kind of – kick, a thrill, you know? I’m
         sorry he has our telephone number. What kind of voice?’
      

      
      
      ‘He sounded young.’ Héloïse seemed to choose her words carefully. ‘Not so deep voice. American. The line was not so clear
         – the connection.’
      

      
      ‘Really from America?’ Tom said, not believing that it was.

      
      ‘Mais oui,’ said Héloïse, matter-of-factly.

      
      Tom managed a smile. ‘I think we should forget it. If it happens again, if I’m here, just pass the telephone to me, my sweet.
         If I’m not here, you must sound calm – and as if you don’t believe a word he’s saying. And hang up. You understand?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, yes,’ said Héloïse, as if she did understand.

      
      ‘Such people want to disturb other people. That’s how they get their pleasure.’
      

      
      Héloïse sat down at her favourite end of the sofa, the end towards the french windows. ‘Where were you just now?’

      
      ‘Driving around. A tour of the town.’ Tom made such a tour perhaps twice a week in one of their three cars, the brown Renault
         or the red Mercedes usually, doing something useful on the way, such as filling the tank at a supermarket near Moret, or checking
         the air in the tyres. ‘I noticed Antoine had arrived for the weekend, so I stopped and said hello. They were just unloading
         groceries. Told them about their new neighbours – the Pritchards.’
      

      
      ‘Neighbours?’

      
      ‘They’re fairly close. Half a kilometre, no?’ Tom laughed. ‘Agnès asked if they spoke French. If not, they’re off Antoine’s
         list, you know? I told her I didn’t know.’
      

      
      ‘And what did Antoine think of our Afrique du Nord trip?’ Héloïse asked, smiling. ‘Ex-tra-va-gant?’ She laughed. The way she said the word made it sound very expensive.
      

      
      ‘Matter of fact I didn’t tell them about it. If Antoine makes a remark about expense, I’ll remind him that things are pretty
         cheap there, the hotels, for instance.’ Tom walked towards the french windows. He wanted to stroll around his land, look at
         the herbs, at the triumphant and waving parsley, the sturdy and delicious rucola. Maybe he’d cut a bit of the latter to go
         into the salad tonight.
      

      
      ‘Tome – you are not going to do anything about that telephone call?’ Héloïse had the slightly pouting but determined air of
         a child asking a question.
      

      
      Tom didn’t mind, because there was not a child’s brain behind her words, and the childlike air could be due to the long straight
         blonde hair falling over half her forehead now. ‘Nothing – I think,’ Tom said. ‘Tell the police? Absurd.’ He knew Héloïse was aware of how difficult it was to put the police on to any ‘annoying’
         or porno (they’d never had any) telephone calls. One had to fill out forms and submit to a monitoring device, which would
         of course monitor everything else. Tom had never gone through it, nor would he. ‘They’re ringing from America. They’ll get
         tired of it.’
      

      
      He looked at the half-open french windows, and chose to walk past them and go on to Mme Annette’s realm, the kitchen in the
         front left corner of the house. A smell of complex vegetable soup greeted his nostrils.
      

      
      Mme Annette, in polka-dot blue and white dress and dark blue apron, was stirring something at the stove.

      
      ‘Good evening, madame!’

      
      ‘M’sieur Tome! Bon soir.’

      
      ‘And what is the main dish this evening?’

      
      ‘Noisettes de veau – but not big ones, because it is a warm evening,’ madame said.

      
      ‘True. It smells divine. Warm or not, I have an appetite. Madame Annette, I want to be sure you feel happy and free to invite
         your friends when my wife and I are gone. Did Madame Héloïse say anything to you?’
      

      
      ‘Ah, oui! About your trip to Maroc! Of course. All will be as usual, M’sieur Tome.’

      
      ‘But – good. You must invite Madame Geneviève and – the other friend?’

      
      ‘Marie-Louise,’ said Mme Annette.

      
      ‘Yes. An evening with television, even dinner. Some wine from the cellar.’

      
      ‘Ah, m’sieur! Dinner!’ said Mme Annette as if that were too much. ‘We are very happy with tea.’

      
      ‘Tea and cake then. You will be mistress of the house for a while. Unless of course you might want to spend a week with your
         sister in Lyon, Marie-Odile. Madame Clusot – we could arrange for her to water the indoor plants.’ Mme Clusot was younger
         than Mme Annette, and did what Tom called the serious cleaning in the house once a week, the baths and the floors.
      

      
      ‘Oh –’ Mme Annette pretended to consider, but Tom felt that she preferred to stay at Belle Ombre in August, when householders
         often went on holiday, leaving the servants free, unless they were taken along. ‘I think non, M’sieur Tome, merci quand même.
         I think I prefer to stay here.’
      

      
      
      ‘As you wish.’ Tom gave her a smile, and walked out through the servants’ door on to the side lawn.

      
      In front of him was the lane, barely visible through some pear and apple trees and low bushes that grew wild. Down this unpaved
         way he had once wheeled Murchison in a barrow in order to bury him – temporarily. Also through this lane an occasional farmer
         still drove a small tractor towards the main streets of Villeperce, or appeared out of nowhere with a barrow full of horse
         manure or tied-up kindling. The lane belonged to no one.
      

      
      Tom went on to his well-tended plot of herbs near the greenhouse. He had taken a long pair of scissors from the greenhouse,
         and now he snipped some rucola, and one parsley frond.
      

      
      Belle Ombre looked as handsome from its back garden as from the front: two rounded corners with bay windows on the ground
         floor and the second floor, or first floor as the Europeans said. Its pinkish tan stone looked as impregnable as the walls
         of a castle, though Belle Ombre was softened by a Virginia creeper’s reddish leaves, flowering bushes, and a few large pots
         of plants near its walls. It occurred to Tom that he must get in touch with Henri the Giant before they left. Henri had no
         telephone, but Georges and Marie could give him messages. He lived with his mother in a house in a court behind the main street
         in Villeperce. Henri was not bright or quick, but was possessed of unusual strength.
      

      
      Well, Henri had the height, too, six feet four at least, one metre ninety-three, as Tom figured. Tom realized that he had
         been thinking of Henri fending off a real assault on Belle Ombre. Ridiculous! What kind of assault, anyway? And from whom?
      

      
      What did David Pritchard do all day, Tom wondered as he walked back towards the three french windows. Did Pritchard really
         drive to Fontainebleau every morning? And return when? And what did the rather dainty, pixie-like Janice or Janis do all day
         to amuse herself? Did she paint? Write?
      

      
      Should he drop in on them (unless of course he could get their telephone number), bringing a handful of dahlias and peonies,
         by way of being neighbourly? At once the thought lost its appeal. They’d be boring. He himself would be a snoop for trying
         it.
      

      
      No, he’d stay put, Tom decided. He’d read more about Morocco or Maroc, Tangier, and wherever else Héloïse wanted to go, get
         his cameras in order, prepare Belle Ombre for at least two weeks without a master and mistress.
      

      
      So Tom did just that, bought a pair of dark blue Bermuda shorts in Fontainebleau and a couple of drip-dry white shirts with long sleeves, as neither Tom nor Héloïse liked shirts with short
         sleeves. Héloïse sometimes had lunch with her parents up in Chantilly, drove up alone as she always did in the Mercedes, and
         used part of the morning and afternoon for shopping, Tom supposed, as she returned with at least six plastic bags with shops’
         names on them. Tom almost never went to the once-a-week lunch at the Plissots, as lunches bored him, and Tom knew that Jacques,
         Héloïse’s father, merely tolerated him, and was aware that some of Tom’s affairs were shady. Well, whose weren’t, Tom often
         thought. Wasn’t Plissot himself covering up in the income-tax department? Héloïse had let it drop (not that she cared) one
         time that her father had a numbered account in Luxembourg. So had Tom, and the money in it was derived from the Derwatt Art
         Supply Inc., and even from Derwatt sales and resales of paintings and drawings in London – less and less activity here, of
         course, as Bernard Tufts, the forger of Derwatts for at least five years, had died years ago, a suicide.
      

      
      At any rate, who was quite clean?

      
      Did Jacques Plissot mistrust him because he didn’t know all about him, Tom wondered. One thing nice about Plissot, he didn’t seem to be nudging Héloïse, nor did Héloïse’s mother, Arlène,
         to produce a child so that they could be grandparents. Tom had of course brought up this delicate subject with Héloïse and
         in private: Héloïse wasn’t keen on having a child. She wasn’t firmly set against it, it seemed, just didn’t crave one. And
         now years had gone by. Tom did not mind. He had no parents to make ecstatic by the announcement of the blessed event: his
         parents had drowned in Boston Harbor, Massachusetts, when Tom had been a small boy, and then he had been adopted by Aunt Dottie,
         the old skinflint also of Boston. Anyway, Tom felt that Héloïse was happy with him, at least content, or she’d have lodged
         complaints before now – or, indeed, departed. Héloïse was wilful. And old bald-headed Jacques must surely realize that his
         daughter was happy, that they maintained a highly respectable house in Villeperce. Maybe once a year the Plissots came for
         dinner. Arlène Plissot’s visits by herself were slightly more frequent and definitely more pleasant.
      

      
      Tom had not thought of the Odd Pair, except fleetingly, for several days, when in the 9.30 a.m. post one Saturday came a square
         envelope addressed in a hand he didn’t know and at once disliked: puffy capitals, a circle instead of a dot over an i. Conceited
         and stupid, Tom thought. Since it was addressed to Mme et M., Tom opened the envelope, and opened it before anything else. Héloïse was at that moment upstairs having her bath.
      

      
      

         Dear Mr and Mrs Ripley,

         We would be most pleased if you would come and have a drink with us Saturday (tomorrow). Can you come around 6? I realize
            this is short notice, and if not convenient for both of you, we can propose another date.
         

         So looking forward to making acquaintance with you both!

         Janice and David Pritchard Other side: map to show where we are. Tel: 424-6434

      



      
      Tom turned the paper over and glanced at the simply drawn plan of Villeperce’s main street and the street at a right-angle
         to it, on which the Pritchards’ house and the Grais’ house were indicated, plus the smaller vacant house in between.
      

      
      Tum-tee-tum, Tom thought, and flipped the letter against his fingers. The invitation was for today. He was curious enough
         to go, that was certain – the more one knew about a possible enemy, the better – but he didn’t want to take Héloïse along.
         He would have to invent something to tell Héloïse. Meanwhile, he should confirm, but not at 9.40 a.m., Tom thought.
      

      
      He opened the rest of the post, except for one envelope addressed to Héloïse in what Tom thought was Noëlle Hassler’s hand.
         She was a good friend of Héloïse’s who lived in Paris. There was nothing interesting, a bank statement from Manny Hanny in
         New York, where Tom kept a current account, junk mail from Fortune 500, which for some reason thought him sufficiently moneyed
         to be interested in a magazine about investments and stocks. Tom left that task (where to invest) to his tax accountant Pierre
         Solway, who was also employed by Jacques Plissot, through whom Tom had made his acquaintance. Sometimes Solway had good ideas.
         This kind of work, if it could be called that, bored Tom, but it did not bore Héloïse (perhaps handling money or at least
         being interested in it was bred in her bones), and she was always willing to check something out with her father before she
         and Tom made a move.
      

      
      Henri the Giant was due at 11 that morning, and vague though he was about the difference between Thursday and Saturday, sometimes,
         Henri did turn up at two minutes past 11. Henri as usual wore his faded blue overalls with their old-fashioned shoulder straps,
         and his broad-brimmed straw hat which could be described as tattered. He also had a reddish brown beard, which he apparently whacked now and then with scissors, an easy way out of shaving. Van
         Gogh would have loved him as a sitter, Tom often thought. Curious to think that a pastel portrait of him by Van Gogh could
         and would sell today for something like thirty million dollars. Of which Van Gogh would get not a penny, of course.
      

      
      Tom pulled himself together and began to explain to Henri what he would need during his two or three weeks’ absence. The compost.
         Could Henri please turn it? Tom had a circular wire compost bin now, high as his own chest, a bit less than a metre in diameter,
         with a door that could open if one extracted a metal pin.
      

      
      But as Tom went on, following Henri towards the greenhouse and talking about the new rose spray (was Henri listening?), Henri
         took a fork from just inside the greenhouse and began to attack the compost. He was so tall, so strong, Tom was loath to stop
         him. Henri did know how to handle compost, because he understood what it was for.
      

      
      ‘Oui, m’sieur,’ Henri murmured now and then, in a gentle voice.

      
      ‘And – well – I mentioned the roses. No spots at the moment. Now – just to make things look nice – the laurel row – with the
         clippers.’ Henri did not need the ladder as Tom did, just, if he tackled the sides near the top. Tom let the top grow any
         old way, straight up, as to flatten it by trimming would give the look of a formal hedge.
      

      
      With envy, Tom watched Henri push the wire basket with his left hand, and with his right use the fork to rake out excellent-looking
         dark compost from the bottom. ‘Oh, great! Très bien!’ When Tom tried to push that wire basket, it seemed to have taken root.
      

      
      ‘C’est vraiment bon,’ Henri confirmed.

      
      Then the seedlings in the greenhouse, and some geraniums there. They would need watering. Henri clumped about on the wooden
         slatted floor, nodding his understanding. Henri knew where the key to the greenhouse was, under a round rock behind the greenhouse.
         Tom locked it only when he and Héloïse were not in residence in the main house. Even Henri’s scuffed brown brogues looked
         of Van Gogh’s time, with soles nearly an inch thick and uppers that came above the ankle. Heirlooms? Tom wondered. Henri was
         a walking anachronism.
      

      
      ‘We’ll be gone at least two weeks,’ Tom said. ‘But Madame Annette will be here the whole time.’

      
      A few more details, and Tom considered Henri sufficiently briefed. A little money would not be amiss, so Tom pulled his wallet from a back pocket and gave Henri two 100-franc bills.
      

      
      ‘Here’s to start with, Henri. And you keep track,’ he added. Tom was ready to return to the house, but Henri showed no sign
         of departing. Henri was always that way, drifting around the edges, picking up a fallen twig or tossing a stone to one side
         before he finally sloped off without a word. ‘Au revoir, Henri!’ Tom turned and walked towards his house. When he looked back,
         Henri was apparently going to give the compost another whack of some kind with the fork.
      

      
      Tom went upstairs, washed his hands in his bathroom, and relaxed in his armchair with a couple of brochures on Morocco. The
         ten or twelve photographs showed a blue mosaic interior of a mosque, five cannons lined up at a cliff’s edge, a market with
         brightly coloured striped blankets hanging, a blonde tourist in scantiest of bikinis spreading a pink towel on yellow sand.
         The map of Tangier on the other side of the brochure was schematic and clear in blue and dark blue, the beach in yellow and
         the port a pair of curves extending protectively into the Mediterranean or the Strait. Tom looked for the rue de la Liberté,
         where the Hotel El Minzah was, and it seemed to be within walking distance of the Grand Socco, or big market.
      

      
      The telephone rang. Tom had a phone by his bed. ‘I’ll get it!’ Tom shouted down the stairs to Héloïse, who had been practising
         her Schubert on the harpsichord. ‘Hello?’
      

      
      ‘Hi, Tom. Reeves here,’ said Reeves Minot on a clear connection.

      
      ‘You in Hamburg?’

      
      ‘Sure am. I think – well, Héloïse probably told you I called before.’

      
      ‘Yes, she did. Is everything all right?’

      
      ‘Oh, yes,’ said Reeves in a calm and reassuring voice. ‘Just that – I’d like to mail something to you, small as a cassette.
         In fact –’
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