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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
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RESIDENT AT BELCHESTER TOWERS 

Lady Amanda Golightly – owner 

Hugo Cholmondley-Crichton-Crump – her old friend 

Beauchamp – manservant and general factotum 

Lady Edith Golightly – mother of Lady Amanda, and presumed dead for twenty years 

GUESTS 

Colonel Henry and Mrs Hilda Heyhoe-Caramac – aka Bonkers and Fluffy 

Sir Jolyon and Lady Felicity ffolliat DeWinter – aka Blimp and Fifi 

Major Montgomery and Mrs Madeleine Mapperley-Minto aka Monty and Maddie 

Captain Leslie and Mrs Lesley Barrington-Blyss – aka Popeye and Porky 

Sir Montacute and Lady Margaret Fotherington-Flint – aka Cutie and Daisy 

Lt Col. Aloysius & Mrs Angelica FeatherstonehaughArmitage – aka Stinky and Donkey 

OTHERS 

Enid Tweedie – domestic and occasional waitress 

Dr Anstruther – an elderly GP 

Dr Campbell Andrew – a younger GP Sundry domestics, etc. 

POLICE 

Detective Inspector Moody – of the Belchester CID 

Police Constable Glenister – of the Belchester Police 


Author’s note on pronunciation of names 





‘Beauchamp’ is a fine French name, but in England is pronounced ‘Beecham’ by all, with the notable exception of Lady Amanda, who insists on the French pronunciation. 

Cholmondley-Crichton’ is pronounced ‘Chumley-

Cryton’. 

‘Featherstonehaugh’ is pronounced ‘Fanshaw’. 

‘Bradshaigh’ is pronounced ‘Bradshaw’. 

Someone really ought to tell Enid Tweedie! She thought she could read English! 
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Prologue 

A Rave from the Grave 
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The very old lady made herself comfortable in a wingbacked chair, raised her glass, and proposed a toast. ‘To the return of the prodigal!’ she said, and swallowed her champagne cocktail in one gulp. ‘I’ll have another, if you please, Beauchamp,’ she said, imperiously, handing her glass to the unperturbed manservant. 

‘Yes, my lady,’ he intoned, taking the glass, and making to walk away. 

‘Hang on, Beauchamp, we have something to sort out here with regard to modes of address. I suggest that, while I’m here, you address me as “your ladyship”, and my daughter as “my lady”. That should sort out any misunderstandings before they happen.’ 

Lady Amanda, her hand raised to her cheeks with shock, her eyes staring, said, ‘But, Mummy, you’ve been dead these twenty years. How on earth can you be here? You died in that car crash with Daddy, or am I losing my mind?’ 

Lady Edith and her husband had been killed in a car accident on the London to Brighton Rally some twenty or so years ago, or so everybody had believed at the time, and Amanda had become Lady Amanda, and chatelaine of Belchester Towers. 

Belchester Towers had been in her family since it was built by one of her forefathers. in the early nineteenth century. It was a red-brick structure in the likeness of a castle, even having a moat and drawbridge in its early years, before everything got too difficult with deliveries and the advent of the motor car. 

Lady Amanda had taken it over happily, running her estate with only the help of her manservant and general factotum, Beauchamp, and the occasional help of an army of people from nearby Belchester, who came in periodically to give the place a ‘good going over’. Beauchamp arranged all this, as he did keeping the grounds mowed and clipped, and in a respectable condition. 

The only regular help had been a woman from the windy backstreets of Belchester, by the name of Enid Tweedie, who had become very attached to Lady Amanda, a real friend in times of trouble. And, of trouble, there had been plenty in the recent past. Lady Amanda had not only discovered her old friend Hugo, mouldering away in a Belchester nursing home, but also another old friend, freshly despatched to the Almighty, and by human hand. 

The subsequent events, which included getting Hugo moved into Belchester Towers, seeing a proper doctor, instead of the bumbling old fool he had been consulting, the ramifications of the murder, and their investigation into it, had changed her life beyond recognition.  

And now, here was Lady Amanda’s supposedly long dead mother, actually back in her old surroundings, taking over the situation, as she always had done in life. What had Lady Amanda done to deserve this, she wondered, still unable to believe that this was not a nightmare from which she would soon awake, and laugh off, in the light of day. She waited, in complete disbelief, for her mother’s explanation of how events were now flowing, and apparently had been, these last two decades.  

‘Oh, Manda,’ her mother replied, completely unruffled, ‘you always were naive and gullible. Somebody died in that car crash, but it certainly wasn’t me; was it, Beauchamp?’ she added. 

‘No, your ladyship,’ confirmed Beauchamp, without turning a hair. 

‘You mean you knew about this, Beauchamp: and you never uttered a word to me about it, in all this time?’ 

‘That is correct, my lady,’ replied Beauchamp, his face a blank. 

‘How could you! And just exactly who did die in that car, then, because they certainly buried somebody, and everyone – with the exception of secretive old Beauchamp here – thought it was you. I’m losing my mind – I know I am. This is all an hallucination, and I shall wake up in the nut-hut!’ 

‘That was my personal maid, Manda. Didn’t you notice how furtive she and Daddy were, when they were in the same room together. They were always sneaking off, too. Oh, I knew they were having an affair. That’s why I ran away during the night, before the day of the rally. I’d got wind of the fact – thank you very much for that, Beauchamp – that they were going to run away together on that rally, and I wasn’t going to be stuck here, with only that ghastly county set for company.’ 


‘So where have you been all this time?’ 


‘Why, the Riviera, of course, Manda. I’d already salted away a great deal of money on the continent, and I just needed to get out with some of my clothes and my jewels. Your father didn’t even notice I’d gone, I’m sure. We had separate bedrooms, after all. I just got someone to drive me to the station in the middle of the night, and I had all my arrangements made by letter and telephone, for the other end. By the way, thank you again, Beauchamp, for your part as secret chauffeur.’ 

‘I simply don’t believe this!’ Lady Amanda was incensed. ‘My own mother and my own manservant, in cahoots, deceiving me for two decades, and I suspected nothing.’ 

‘Well, least said, soonest mended,’ commented her mother, playing a new tune on an old saw. 

‘And, no doubt you’ll expect to be known as Lady Edith again?’ Manda was catching on fast. 

‘Well, it is my name, and I’m entitled to use it, as the dowager, now your father’s dead.’ 

‘And where exactly does that leave me?’ (There may be trouble ahead – cue violins!) 

‘In just the same place that you are now, and have been for the last twenty years,’ said the dowager, giving her daughter the ghost of a smile. She might have known that her daughter’s first thought would have been for her own position. 

‘Well, that’s all right then. But how long are you planning to stay? You’re not moving in forever, are you?’ Thus, Lady Amanda betrayed feelings it would have been better to suppress, but Lady Edith was a thick-skinned woman, and just ignored the slight. 

‘Only until they’ve finished renovating my new apartment in Monte Carlo. I’ve recently moved, you know. It’ll only be a few weeks – a few months, at the most.’ 

Lady Amanda didn’t know whether to be relieved or horrified. How would she cope with her mother back here, and no doubt trying to run her life for her again? She must be as old as the hills. What right had she to turn up here from the grave and look so sprightly? 

‘I think you’d better make that three – no, four – more champagne cocktails, Beauchamp. And tell me, why does Manda insist on calling you Beauchamp? I never did.’ 

‘No, your ladyship, but your husband always insisted on the French pronunciation, so I suppose she just carried on the paternal tradition.’ 

‘Stuff and nonsense. Now, fetch those drinks, there’s a good man, before I die of thirst!’ 

Lady Amanda was sorely tempted by this remark, but with an enormous effort of will, managed to keep her thoughts to herself. 

‘It’s good to see you again, Lady Edith.’ Hugo spoke for the first time since Lady Amanda had opened the front door and been confronted with what she at first thought was the shade of her mother. ‘I always enjoyed my visits to Belchester Towers.’ 

‘You’re here rather late, though, aren’t you? When are you going home?’ Lady Edith was even more forthright than her daughter, and wasted no time on small talk. 

Hugo looked pointedly at Lady Amanda, considering that it should be she who explained the current situation to her mother. ‘Hugo lives here now, Mummy,’ she said, but got no further. 

‘What, you two, living “over the brush” at your time of life? You should be ashamed of yourselves.’ 

This really made her daughter bristle. ‘It’s nothing like that, Mummy, and I’d have thought you’d have known better than to suggest such a thing. I found Hugo marooned in the most ghastly nursing home, because the arthritis in his hips and knees had got so bad, he couldn’t manage at home on his own. 

‘I rescued him, and brought him here, and he’s seen my own doctor, and has had his first appointment with the orthopaedic consultant at the hospital. Hugo and I are platonic friends; have never been, and never will be, anything else.’ 

‘Good girl! Now, have we still got that old Carstairs invalid chair? I shall enjoy the grounds once more, if I can press one of you to take me out in it. And, I can be a little hard of hearing. Is Great-grandmama’s ear-trumpet still up in the attics? I’ll get Beauchamp to fetch it for me. The battery’s gone in my hearing aid, and I’ll need something to get me through until I can send you on an errand to fetch me some new ones. Still got my old trikes, have you?’ 

‘Of course, we have, Mummy. I use the black one, and I’ve been teaching Hugo to ride your red one. I even got Beauchamp,’ (she pronounce the name with the greatest of emphasis), ‘to transfer the motor from Daddy’s bicycle to it, and make the necessary alterations. 

‘Beauchamp has also got the old lift working again, so you can have your old room back, on the first floor.’ 

Beauchamp returned, at this juncture, bearing a freshly laden tray, and Hugo cried out, ‘Cocktail time, everybody!’ 
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Chapter One 

Settling-in Spats and Other Arguments 
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Beauchamp made up Lady Edith’s bed and prepared her room for her and, after she had creaked her way upstairs in the lift, Lady Amanda and Hugo were left alone together, to contemplate their drastically altered immediate future. 

‘I don’t know how I’m going to cope with her bossiness and interference again,’ complained Lady Amanda. 

‘I know how you feel,’ agreed Hugo, but not exactly thinking of those qualities in Lady Edith. 


‘What am I going to do, Hugo, old thing?’ she wailed. 

‘You’ve always got me,’ Hugo reassured her. 

‘Yes,’ she replied, then sighed heavily. ‘I know!’ 



There were, of course, uncomfortable moments, in this settling-down period. 

‘It’s ‘Beauchamp!’ pronounced Lady Amanda, with fervour. 

‘No, it’s not. It’s ‘Beecham’!’ argued Lady Edith, with fervour. 


‘Beauchamp!’ 

‘Beecham!’ 

‘Beauchamp!’ 


‘Beecham. Why do you persist with this ridiculous French pronunciation?’ asked Lady Edith, her hackles rising. 

‘Because Daddy always called him “Beauchamp”!’ Lady Amanda’s hackles could rise too, and hers were years younger than her mother’s. 


‘Beecham!’ 

‘Beauchamp!’ 

‘Beecham!’ 


‘Yes, my ladies?’ replied that named individual, appearing as if by magic by their sides. 

‘Bugger!’ swore Lady Amanda, uncharacteristically, and stomped off to her room to sulk. 

‘I don’t see how you can be standing there, so obviously alive, when I’ve got your Death Certificate in my bureau.’ 

‘Not worth the paper it’s written on!’ replied her mother, stubbornly. 

‘I’ve still got it, and you’d better watch out, or I might just shop you to the fuzz.’ 

‘Don’t use such appalling slang, girl! I’ll simply tell them that I remembered nothing since the accident, until recently, suffering from amnesia for all these years, as I have.’ 


‘You wouldn’t dare!’ 

‘Just you try me, my girl!’ 



‘How are you going to explain to the Queen that she’ll have to send a telegram to a long-dead woman, in a few years’ time? She’ll probably stick you in the Tower.’ 

‘I shall say that rumours of my death were somewhat exaggerated, but that I’m feeling much better now, thank you.’ 


‘Oh, Mummy, you are absolutely impossible!’ 



‘But you’ve got to go, Mummy. I’ve got my own life to live now that you’re dead. And if you don’t take yourself back off to the Continent, I shall make public, the fact that you ran a knocking shop here for the American servicemen, during the war. And I shall tell about Daddy and his Black Market deals. And what if it were to be made known that he had worked as an arms dealer after the War? What would people say to that? If all your secrets came out, apart from the fact that you’re simply not DEAD, where would you be?’ Lady Amanda was furious, and having one of her tantrums. 

‘I should be a frail old lady with memory loss, or, if I fled, simply a figment of your imagination. You, however, should all this get to official ears, would be stripped of your title, and I’m sure the tax office would be more than happy to strip your comfortable bank account as well, to cover all the unpaid taxes from Daddy’s and my illegal activities. Now, how do you like them potatoes?’ Lady Edith smiled angelically at her daughter, then licked her right index finger, and drew a vertical line in the air.  ‘My house-point, I rather think, my dear!’ 

‘I just can’t stand it any more, Hugo. Every time someone comes to the house, I have to shove Mama behind a door or into a cupboard, in case someone sees her and rumbles what’s going on up here. She seems to think it’s a hoot, but it’s playing merry hell with my nerves. My life seems to be one endless game of ‘Hunt the Slipper’, with Mama being the slipper: and she’s got wheels too. What if she thinks it’s a jolly jape to wheel herself out into open view? The gaff will be well and truly blown, and we shall all end up in gaol – except you, of course – with a list of charges against us as long as your arm. I just can’t stand the tension: I’m permanently on an adrenalin overload.’ 

‘May I suggest more cocktails,’ suggested Hugo, considering this idea with his head cocked to one side. ‘It won’t alter the situation at all, of course, but it will probably reduce your ability to fret over it, and give you a calmer and more relaxed view of things.’ 

‘What? And let my mother turn me into a raging alcoholic?’ She thought for a moment, then declared, ‘Well, just until she goes, I suppose it’s not a bad idea. Good man, Hugo! Have a Grasshopper! BEAUCHaaargh! 

Dear God, man, my nerves are in shreds already. For the love of all that’s holy, would you please not sneak up on me like that. In my current condition I’m liable to have a heart attack, and then where would your job be? Answer me that one! ‘ 

‘I shall need a bit of cash before I go. You know how expensive moving ... Of course you don’t! You’ve never lived anywhere but here, but I can assure you, it’s a very costly business, and I could do with a bit of a top-up, if you’d be so kind,’ Lady Edith asked, one day after afternoon tea. 

Delighted at the thought of seeing the back of her mother, Lady Amanda asked how much she required, while Hugo looked on with keen interest. 

‘About a million should do it, I think. For now,’ replied the ancient dowager. 

Hugo’s mouth fell open with amazement and horror. How on earth she could have the brass-necked cheek, after all these years of being dead, to ask her daughter for such an enormous amount of money, he had no idea. 

‘I’ll just get my cheque book, and I’ll give the old boy at the bank a call in the morning, to let him know that I’m authorising that sum to leave my account,’ said Lady Amanda, and went off, in pursuit of her cheque book, calling back, ‘You’ll have to tell me who to make it out to, as I haven’t the faintest idea under what crass alias you have been living these past twenty years.’ 

Hugo hadn’t realised that his mouth could open any further, but it did, making him think that if he had another shock, while in this state, his chin might, literally, hit the floor. 
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Chapter Two 

Problems with Workmen and Post-operation 

Blues 
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Hugo’s first hip replacement operation had taken place in the autumn. Lady Edith had got her feet well under the table by then and, when Lady Amanda had enquired, as politely as she could, when they would be seeing the back of the old bird, she was always ready with some excuse; for example, ‘The plumber’s on holiday for three weeks, and the electrician can’t get on with his work until the plumber comes back,’ or ‘The plasterer’s in Paris on an urgent job, and he’ll be gone for at least a month.’ 

‘You seem to suffer from an awful lot of bad luck with your workmen, Mummy,’ Lady Amanda had commented sourly, but to the old lady it was just like water off a duck’s back. Her daughter was taking things remarkably well, publicly, considering that, only a few short months ago, she had been ‘Queen of the Shit Heap’, as Lady Edith coarsely described it, and here she was now, back under her mother’s eagle eye, and with Hugo twittering at her all the time; but her outward patience wouldn’t last forever. 

The priority at the moment, however, was Hugo. Having just been discharged from hospital within only days of his surgery (‘We need the beds, sir.’) there were certain delicate problems to be sorted out, with regard to his mobility, while he recuperated. 

Social Services had kindly sent round a commode for Hugo’s use, and it was this that had caused the current outburst of rebellion: that, and the metal crutches that had arrived with it. 

‘I am NOT using that thing!’ Hugo had never expressed himself with such volume and anger before, and he pointed at the object of his anger, the commode, as he shouted. ‘I will not have THAT THING in my bedroom, with its potty sticking out through the seat for all to see. I may be old, but I insist on retaining my dignity.’ 

Wading in, with her fingers crossed behind her back for luck, Lady Amanda made a suggestion. ‘We have a very old commode in the attic. It just looks like a cube of carved wood – a bit like a large, ornate box. Nobody would ever guess it was a commode.’ 

‘That sounds more acceptable, but I’ll have to see it first,’ replied Hugo, slightly mollified, and hoping that, as usual, Lady Amanda would come to his rescue. 

‘I’ll get Beauchamp to fetch it down for you,’ she soothed him. 

‘And I’m not walking with those blasted things, either,’ said Hugo, pointing to the crutches. 


‘Why ever not?’ she asked. 


‘Because they’ll make me look like a silly old man, who’s fallen over and injured himself. I will not go round looking like a victim of my age! And that’s final! I had enough of that with that damned Zimmer frame.’ 


‘Beau ...’ 


‘Already here, my lady.’ Beauchamp spoke quietly from just behind her right shoulder. 

‘Oh, you did give me a fright! I’ve told you not to creep around like that. It’s very unnerving.’ 


‘Yes, my lady. How can I be of assistance?’ 


‘Firstly, you can fetch down the carved commode from the attics, and secondly, have you still got that rack of walking canes in your pantry?’ 

‘I have, indeed, my lady,’ the manservant answered. 

‘Then perhaps you could fetch them along, too? The commode is for Hugo’s bedroom, and the walking canes can be brought here, for his inspection. He doesn’t like the utilitarian crutches, and would like something a little less “medical” to aid his walking.’ 


‘Very good, my lady.’ 


Beauchamp really was a peach of an asset to the household, thought Lady Amanda, as he left them to carry out his errand. 

A little later, Hugo inspected the many fine walking canes available for his use, with enthusiasm. He’d already okayed the ‘po’, as Lady Edith vulgarly put it, and was now choosing the canes he would like to ‘test-walk’. 

‘I really like this one, with the silver greyhound’s head on it. It’s just the right height, it’s as straight as a die, and it holds well.’ 

As he went through the sticks, Lady Edith, who had joined them when she heard Beauchamp transferring them into the drawing room, was giving a running commentary on to whom they had belonged in the past. 

‘That one was Great Uncle Wilbur’s. He used to love going to the dog track. Terrible gambler, you know. Just as well my Jonathan came along when he did in the family. Where would the family fortunes be, if it wasn’t for Golightly’s Health Products?’ 

‘Oh, shut up, Mummy, for goodness’ sake, and let Hugo get on with choosing.’ It was amazing how the presence of her mother could turn a woman of her age into the petulant child she once had been. 

Hugo now selected one with the head of a bulldog: ivory, with ruby eyes. ‘I say, this one’s a really fine thing. I think I could cut quite a dash, out and about with this in my hand,’ he crowed, examining it for damage and suitability. 

‘That one was Grandpa Golightly’s – your father’s father’s, Manda, dear,’ Lady Edith crowed, delighted to see such an old friend again. ‘He bred bulldogs.’ 

‘How do you know it’s his? He was already dead when you married Daddy.’ Lady Amanda was getting herself into a grand sulk. 

‘Because your father told me so, my dearest,’ replied her mother, with the sweetest of smiles, guaranteed to annoy her daughter, and get under her skin. 

‘Oh, I’ve had enough of this! I’m going off to do something else. The sticks are usually in the butler’s pantry, should you wish to change either of them, Hugo. I’ll just leave you to it with Mummy dearest.’ 
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Chapter Three 

New Horizons 
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Over the period of his convalescence and beyond, Hugo constantly suggested to Lady Amanda that she open up part of the house to the public. He knew she didn’t need the money, but she did need something to take her interest – something that she could get her teeth into, and keep both her mind and her body active. Her mother was driving her to distraction, and she had too little to do.  

After all the change, with Hugo moving in, and working on solving murders, life, with the exception of the prickle in her side that was her female parent, had settled down to a gnawing boredom. 

‘Why don’t we get this place spruced up a bit – just some of it, you know – and we could do little tours for the public. Someone could take them round the bits you’ve selected, and give them the history of the place and the Golightly family, and perhaps we could serve cream teas as well; let them walk round the grounds, that sort of thing, don’t yer know?’ he suggested, one morning after breakfast, when Lady Edith requested that her repast should be served on a tray in her room. 

‘What?’ replied Lady Amanda. ‘Fill the place with light-fingered plebs, you mean?’ 

‘Of course not, Manda. If you charge a decent fee for admission, then the plebs won’t want to pay to come and look around. If you can manage the guided tours yourself, you could ask a good whack, what with you having a title and everything. It’ll give you a purpose in life.’ 

‘I wasn’t aware that I needed a purpose in my life, Hugo. What makes you think I do?’ 

‘Well, for one thing, your mother’s driving you crazy. You could explain to her that, if she’s still here when the tours start, she’ll have to keep herself well-hidden, in case someone sees her and recognises her. It’s all right her swanning around the Riviera and Monaco. She’s unlikely to meet anyone from round here, there, and even if she did, she’d be able to pass it off as a case of mistaken identity. 

‘If anyone saw her in Belchester Towers itself, she’d have no defence. There’s no coincidence that great, that her double should be staying here, so long after your mother’s death. She has to remember that she is one of the dear departed, in local eyes, and she has to stay that way until her apartment’s ready, and she can go off and leave us in peace.’ 

‘You’ve certainly got a point there, Hugo. I believe the idea is beginning to grow on me,’ she told him. ‘Let’s have a toddle round the place this morning, and see which bits could be tickled up to show to the paying public. Yes, I’m definitely warming to the idea. When do you think we could be ready?’ 

‘We’ll have to see how much needs to be done first, and how much of the place you’re willing to show off,’ Hugo advised her, not wanting her to make any hasty decisions that would leave them with too much to do, and too little time in which to do it.  

‘Good idea, old stick! The only thing that would be more fun would be another murder,’ ‘Heaven forbid!’ replied Hugo.  

But the gods don’t like to be challenged, and can be quite contrary, should they feel in the mood to meddle in human affairs. 

Their own personal tour of the house rewarded them with much useful information for their proposed venture into the tourist industry. The structure of the building had been kept in good fettle by Lady Amanda, during her reign here, and there was no visible damp. 

‘That’s the benefit of the place not being a thousand years old,’ she told him, as they walked round. ‘This was only built two hundred years ago, and I believe no expense was spared in making it impervious to the invasion of damp and general mould. Daddy also did a lot of work when there was a problem in the banqueting hall, and he always kept the roof in good repair, as have I. In fact, it was Daddy who put this family back on its feet again, but 

I’ll tell you about that some other time.’ 

Getting back to the subject of the house, Hugo said, happily, ‘There’s quite a lot you could show then, with the removal of the dust sheets, and a bit of a clean-up.’ 

‘There’s actually too much of it to show, in my opinion. I’m absolutely exhausted,’ moaned Lady Amanda, as they finally got back to the drawing room, and she could flop down into a chair to rest her feet. 

‘That’s even better, Manda,’ commented Hugo, cryptically. 

‘How is that better? My feet feel like they’ve been beaten for hours with sticks of bamboo.’ 

‘You could have two or three different tours on offer, for different days, or different weeks. That way you could get people to come here two or three times, paying every time they come back.’ 

‘Hugo, you’re a right little entrepreneur, aren’t you?’ 

‘Thank you very much, Manda. It’s very kind of you to say so.’ 

‘What’s that?’ quavered a voice from a chair by the door, which they had not noticed was occupied. 

‘Oh, Mummy, you nearly frightened the life out of me. 

You’re getting as bad a Beauchamp.’ 

‘Beecham! And I couldn’t help overhearing. What are you two up to? Anything exciting?’ asked Lady Edith. 

‘Nothing that involves you, Mummy, or, in fact, could involve you. I’m thinking of opening the house to the public, and we couldn’t possibly risk you being seen alive, so you’ll just have to keep out of the way whenever we do it, or I
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