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To my Godparents,
Sylvia and Peter Bones,

who always make me
smile.

 


 


 


 


It’s all English to
me

 


 


A word on the language
that’s used in this book, so you know what to expect. The version
of English that is used here is British. This ought not to present
much in the way of a problem for non-British readers. If you do
find the occasional word or phrase a little odd, then I hope you
still understand the essence of what is being said.

 


 


 


 


Ride a cock-horse to
Banbury Cross

 


 


Ride a cock-horse to
Banbury Cross,

To see a fine lady upon
a white horse;

With rings on her
fingers and bells on her toes,

She shall have music
wherever she goes.

 


 


 


This is a typical
modern version of the popular nursery rhyme. There are numerous
earlier recorded versions that start with the same opening
line.
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Henry Graball was aglow with the flush of success.
Hardly a novel experience to him, but a most satisfying one all the
same. The room he surveyed from his vantage point at the bar was
packed with the great and good of Banbury, every single invitation
he’d issued having received a positive response. Hardly surprising,
he reminded himself, since none of the hopeless, toadying bunch
would have dared to risk turning him down. They’d be far too afraid
of upsetting him. And there were very few people indeed who could
afford to do such a thing. His reach, he knew, was too great for
any to escape his influence. He’d brought down business empires,
seen councillors removed from office and even brought a premature
end to a marriage or two in his time; a rather remarkable tally of
achievements, he mused.

The late afternoon
party at the Banbury Conservative Club was ostensibly to celebrate
the twenty-fifth anniversary of North Oxfordshire Engineering, the
crown in his extensive network of businesses. But in reality, the
occasion gave him a bloody good opportunity to flaunt his wealth to
all and sundry. And why not, when he’d worked so damn hard to
acquire it? Rub their noses in it, that’s what he liked to do.
Remind them just how much he’d got and how very little they
had.

He’d taken advantage
of a downturn in the business fortunes of a competitor in 1937 to
snap up the assets and customers for a trivial price, then merged
them with his own business. The war years had been good to him.
Already middle-aged and suffering from a back problem he’d been
able to exaggerate to a significant degree, he’d been able to avoid
getting called up, instead spending the odd morning or afternoon
creeping around the nearby countryside as part of the Home
Guard.

This provided him with
plenty of time to make the most of his growing network of
acquaintances to extend his business reach. Some came to him
willingly, others less so, prompted by a sudden desire to avoid
having a little, or not so little, indiscretion unmasked. By the
time the fighting was over, his business empire was ten times the
size it had been six years earlier and he was already one of the
town’s leading lights.

There were a few
survivors of those early days in the room with him now. Brian
Crown, his former accountant, had a creative streak entirely
unexpected in one of his kind. Graball had never been able to find
another with the same flair for invention and imagination. He’d
rewarded Crown well, providing enough for the money man and his
wife to buy a modest mansion in one of the villages south of the
town. They still met for afternoon tea every few weeks, enjoying
the opportunity to reminisce.

Matthew Louch was
cowering in the far corner, attempting to hide behind that skinny
wife of his. The pathetic man had once been leader of the town
council, but he’d dared to deny planning permission for one of
Graball’s property schemes, a masterly plan to build upmarket homes
along the south bank of the River Cherwell. Something about
heritage buildings, or so they’d said. Louch had never liked him,
he’d always known that, and he had never forgiven the weasel-faced
man for blocking his ambitions. He’d taken his revenge by financing
an extensive investigation into Louch’s campaign funding at the
subsequent elections. The findings hadn’t been positive. Something
of a surprise to the good councillor, by all accounts, who had to
resign forthwith. Happy days.

“Ah,
Henry, there you are. Hiding away as usual. Your guests are most
anxious to offer you their congratulations. You should mingle
more,” said a voice to his left.

The slender,
wrinkled-faced woman wearing a tiara and a long lime-green dress
from several decades past, was Julia Bothington. Her family had
once been extensive landowners and members of the Home Counties
aristocracy, but most of the wealth had been lost in the years
between the wars, the result of some God-awful investments made by
her father. Graball tolerated her as a means of reminding himself
just how far he had come and how far others had fallen. He
suspected she hung around him in the hope of picking up the
occasional hand-out. If she did, she had been continually
disappointed.

“Don’t know why I invited them all in the first place,” he
growled. “They’re only here for the free food and drink. Look at
them, gorging themselves on everything they can get their hands on.
Parasites, every last one of ‘em.”

“Now, now. We can’t have you bad tempered today. That really
won’t do. Even if we are all a bunch of hangers-on, this is your
party and you should jolly well enjoy it,” Julia Bothington
cajoled.

He looked at the
woman, who was staring at him in a way that reminded him of an old
schoolteacher, stern and expecting a positive response. Maybe she
was right. The old dear did talk sense sometimes. He took a pull on
the stump of a cigar he’d been nursing for quite some time and let
the thick, peaty smoke escape through his nostrils before speaking
again.

“I
don’t suppose you’ve seen where that wife of mine has got to? Least
she could do would be to take a turn round the room with her
husband.”

“I
think you’ll find she’s already ahead of you there,” replied Julia
Bothington, pointing a thin pale finger in the direction of the
McKinnons. “Now, what on earth made you decide to invite those two?
She really is such a terrible gossip.”

“I
didn’t. Daphne did,” he grumbled.

He stubbed out the
remains of his cigar and picked up his glass of whisky. It was
already his third of the day. A man needed fortification if he was
going to have to be civil to so many people, all at the same time.
Probably ought to have kept the bottle. Good God, what a prospect,
shaking hand after hand, agreeing on how bloody wonderful the
weather was for the time of year, or being told for the umpteenth
time how remarkable his achievements had been. As if he needed
telling.

“Well, I suppose there’s no avoiding it,” he announced,
steeling himself for what was to follow.

“That’s the spirit,” Julia Bothington responded, tapping him
on the arm with one of her thin, veiny hands.

 


*

 


“It’s been twenty-five years of hard bloody graft, and don’t
you doubt that. I started with bugger all. No advantages in life,
not like some of you here. I’ve done it all myself. Blood, sweat
and tears, morning, noon and night. There’s been those what have
tried to knock me down and there’s been the naysayers, idiots who
think everything in life is impossible. But I’ve overcome the lot
of ’em. And look where I am now, worth millions, with one of the
biggest businesses across the whole of Oxfordshire. But take it
from the horse’s mouth, I’m not finished yet. If you’re one of
those hoping I’m about to bugger off into a quiet retirement and
leave the field open, then you can bloody well think again. If I
have my way, there’s another twenty-five years to come and I plan
on turning North Oxfordshire Engineering into a national player,
one of the titans of the industry, capable of delivering the
biggest contracts here and overseas.”

Henry Graball stood
behind a lectern on a small, raised platform positioned at one end
of the dining hall, looking out over more than forty attentive
faces. They’d just finished their main course of roasted lamb and
it was his moment to say a few words. He hadn’t really wanted to,
not if it meant he had to hold his tongue and avoid adding a few
home truths to what he said. But his fellow directors and even his
wife, the ever thoughtful Daphne, had insisted on it. It was, they
all said, the reason everyone would be there, to hear him speak and
to show their appreciation for all he had done.

Appreciation? What a
farce. There were people out there, clustered around circular
tables in half-dozen packs, who would stab him in the back and spit
on his grave if they got half a chance. Hypocrites, liars, leeches.
And there they were, all smiles, pretending there was nothing else
they’d rather be doing than sitting here listening to him as if he
was Isambard Kingdom Brunel. That giant of the engineering world
wouldn’t have put up with it. No, he’d have kicked them out and
half-way down the street.

The muscles in the
back of his calves ached. He wanted to sit back down and stretch
out his legs, but he wasn’t about to let that lot see any sign of
weakness. They’d fall on him like a pack of starving wolves. His
success had been built on strength: strength of mind and strength
of character, and he wasn’t going to waver now.

The room, though large
enough to easily accommodate the party, was not well ventilated.
Only one of the windows had been opened, for fear the noise from
the street below and the fumes from the passing traffic would prove
an inconvenience. Graball felt a bead of sweat roll down his spine
and settle in the crease of his shirt, where it tucked into his
trousers. August had been a warm month, even more so than July.
Fine in many ways, but not so for an indoor function. He resisted
the temptation to loosen his collar.

His wife sat at the
far side of the table, immediately opposite him, flanked by the
town mayor and his wife on one side and the chairman of the
Conservative Club and his wife on the other. He might have smiled
at Daphne, in other circumstances. She looked bloody good in that
bright red dress that showed off her sexy shoulders and slender
arms. They’d always been one of her best features, those shoulders.
It calmed his mind to run his hands over the firm, smooth skin,
along the line of the bone to those beautifully round shoulders. He
was a fortunate man, really, even if it was still true to say he
brought more to the party than she did, so to speak.

Her lips weren’t as
plush as they used to be, but they still felt good pressed up
against his own. And she’d kept her figure better than most women
her age. He’d chosen well, despite his reservations at the time.
One of the best deals he’d managed to close over the years.

But that look on her
face was a familiar one. Something was bothering her. The little
pinch of her nose and the crease in the skin above it. She was
trying to speak to him, tell him something wasn’t quite right. But
she didn’t need to speak to get her message across, not after all
these years. She was telling him to be nicer to his guests, say how
wonderful they all were and how hugely grateful he was they’d
decided to show up for all the free food and booze they could
manage. And there was still another hour to go. He dug the nail of
each thumb into the side of the matching index finger and looked
back up to re-engage the masses.

“But
it wouldn’t be right of me to claim all the credit for myself, or
not quite all of it,” he resumed, scratching the side of his nose
with the tip of one finger, leaving a pause for each of his guests
to wonder if it might be them who was about to get a pat on the
back. Fat chance.

“A
man like me needs a good woman at home. One who’s always there,
rain or shine, to provide a solid base for him to operate from. And
I’ve been fortunate enough to be married for the past twenty-three
years to one of the best women a man could possibly hope to call
his own. She’s raised three children for me, seeing them all safely
out into the world; even when they were reluctant to bugger off.
She runs our home like a well-oiled machine, never complaining or
needing to be pampered every minute of the day, unlike many I could
point a finger at.”

A gentle and rather
uneasy murmur of amusement arose from the audience. Graball gave
them their moment, then pressed on.

“Yes, I’d like to thank my darling wife, Daphne, for putting
up with me all these years. You’re a credit to your sex, my love,
and a better example for others to follow it wouldn’t be possible
to find. For my wife,” he went on, raising his glass towards the
audience. “A blessing in my life.”

Barks of approval were
accompanied by a sea of upheld glasses, followed in short order by
a round of applause.

Daphne Graball tilted
her head to one side, so as to more easily exchange a word or two
with the Mayor’s wife, while smiling sweetly at her husband. She
hadn’t been expecting him to say anything about her; after all, the
celebration was a business one and she had never had any
involvement whatsoever in Henry’s business affairs. Even if she was
ever to have expressed an interest, it was highly unlikely he would
have encouraged her involvement. He’d always made it clear he liked
to keep a firm divide between business and the home, as if he
feared one might contaminate the other.

But she very much
doubted her husband had the foggiest idea how hard it had been for
her while he spent practically every waking hour at work. The
children hardly knew their father, the poor things, despite her
best efforts to encourage him to take a bigger role in their
upbringing. And she had spent so little time with him after the
first two or three years of their marriage that she’d become used
to him not being around. Home was her domain, one into which Henry
wandered like a lost sheep from time to time. It had not been the
life she had expected at the outset.

He’d taken care of her
and the children, that was true enough, but she had yearned for
more intimacy, more expressions of love. For him so say something
like that now, in such a public forum, was wonderful. It made her
heart soar and it took a little effort to hold back the tears. He
wouldn’t like that, crying, even if they were tears of joy. She
could share those with him later.

“And
here’s to another twenty-five successful years for North
Oxfordshire Engineering,” boomed Henry.

Outright cheers this
time, mingled with calls of congratulation from the obedient
congregation. He soaked up their pathetic adoration for a moment,
before stepping down from the lectern to join his beloved wife. He
had, he felt certain, delivered a first-class sermon.

 


*

 


It was as coffee was
being served that a member of the club staff handed Graball a small
silver plate, on which was placed a single folded piece of paper.
He opened up the paper and read its contents, so brief it took mere
seconds.

“You’ll have to excuse me for a moment or two, ladies and
gentlemen,” he announced to those sitting round his table. “I need
to take a phone call. Seems it’s urgent and you can never keep
business waiting.”

“You
won’t be long, will you, my love. Only I know the Mayor has a
wonderful speech to deliver about you,” said Daphne.

She held the fingers
of her husband’s hand in her own, her upturned face radiant with
joy. A delightful tingle ran up her spine as Graball leaned down
and kissed her lightly on the forehead.

“No
need to worry, my dear. I’ll be back shortly.”

As he marched across
the room, his long, straight-legged strides eating up the ground,
those he passed raised a glass or shook his hand, eager, it
appeared, to underline their congratulations. He met each with
nothing more than a curt nod of the head.

“Never misses an opportunity to make a bit of money, that
husband of yours,” quipped Nigel Nettle, the Banbury mayor, with a
chuckle.

“Oh,
you can say that again, Nigel, dear,” jumped in Anne Nettle, the
mayor’s wife, whose copious head of dyed black hair was beginning
to look a little dishevelled, with some of the many clips that held
it in place beginning to work their way lose. “The man should be
running the Exchequer. The country wouldn’t have any money worries
if he did, don’t you agree, Daphne, darling?”

Daphne Graball found
the large woman sitting on the other side of the table a little too
loud for own tastes. It wasn’t that the mayoress was unpleasant,
nor that she couldn’t be entertaining company. It was just that she
was so loud and over-powering it left little space, even in such a
large room, for anyone else. Perhaps that was why she had married
such a small man; he didn’t take up much room.

“I
don’t doubt for a moment, Anne, that Henry would jump at the chance
to tell the Government how to run the country. Though I’m not sure
that would necessarily be a good thing.”

“Oh,
rubbish,” cut in Anne Nettle, taking care to ensure she had the
full attention of all those seated around their table. “He’d jolly
well sort them out. Spend, spend, spend is all those politicians
seem to do. About time someone showed them how to manage a budget
properly, Don’t you agree Phillip? Henry would soon sort them
out.”

Phillip Underwood,
chairman of the Banbury Conservative Association and director of an
Oxford-based insurance company, didn’t appreciate his fellow
guest’s brazen attempt at dragging him into a silly conversation
that had no practical point whatsoever. Henry Graball would never
be Chancellor of the Exchequer, nor get the opportunity to
enlighten the Exchequer with the dubious benefit of his opinions as
to how they should go about their work. In any case, it was
entirely likely that, should Graball get anywhere near Government
office, he wouldn’t settle for a minor post. No, he would aim his
sights at the top job, prime minister. He doubted, too, that a
woman as remarkable and caring as Daphne Graball would wish to
entertain such a conversation. Really, why did she put up with that
self-centred, arrogant husband of hers. The man never paid her the
attention she deserved, yet expected her to jump to it whenever he
chose to snap his fingers. If only he had met Daphne long before
Graball did. Life could have been so very different for the two of
them.

“I
should imagine a man as ambitious as Henry would be very unlikely
to settle for minor office. He’s the sort who wouldn’t stop at
anything short of Number 10,” asserted Philippa Underwood, her
fleshy, round face dappled with perspiration.

She wasn’t enjoying
herself. For one thing, she was too warm. She had told her husband
more than once in the past that he should have more windows
installed in the club’s main function room. It was far from being
the first time she’d found herself sitting in the room on a hot day
coated in a film of perspiration. As usual, Phillip had done his
level best to ignore her. She was also unimpressed they were
sharing a table with the Graballs; although, given her husband’s
status, it was not altogether a surprise. Phillip’s ridiculous
infatuation with Daphne Graball was as old as it was tiresome. The
wonder was, that Henry Graball seemed to be blissfully unaware of
it. Silly man.

“Absolutely,” enthused Anne Nettle. “Perhaps we should start a
campaign, what do you think?”

“Graball for Westminster,” said her husband, drawing an
imaginary banner in the air over the table. “We could be on to a
winner.”

“I
see little enough of him now,” replied Daphne Graball. “If he went
into politics, I’d likely see nothing of him at all.”

Phillipa Underwood was
tempted to suggest that might be a good thing, but decided against
it. Whilst she would herself not mind in the slightest if she saw
nothing of her husband for long periods of time, it seemed most
unlikely Daphne Graball felt the same way about Henry. She doted on
him to an alarming extent; well beyond what was reasonable, given
how little attention he seemed to give her in return.

It did occur to her
that her feelings on the subject were really just a manifestation
of a little jealousy on her part, regarding Daphne’s apparent
happiness. Not jealousy in an unpleasant way. She didn’t want to
take away the other woman’s pleasure. No, she longed to feel
something of the sort herself. It had all seemed so, well,
promising when she’d taken that long, slow walk down the aisle of
Belchington Church. Phillip looked so handsome in his uniform and
so pleased to be there. There had been a moment, several months
before the wedding, when he’d seemed a little uncertain, but that
had passed and the day had gone so well. A bright and beautiful
life lay ahead of them. But somewhere, when and where she’d never
been able to identify, things had started to go wrong. A little
argument here, a small silence there. A late arrival for dinner or
a forgotten social engagement. They all built up, until… She didn’t
really know where she stood now. Even maintaining a public
appearance of contentment had become difficult. The future was a
fog through which she could glimpse not a thing.

“Ah,
yes, you could be right about that,” smiled Nigel
Nettle.

“There again, you could set up home with him in London.
Imagine the shops and the shows. And the people you’d meet. Prime
ministers, kings, queens, film stars. Oh, yes, film stars. How
exciting. Perhaps Nigel could get a job in the Cabinet, too,”
laughed Anne Nettle with a little rock of the head.

“Slow down, dear. I’m happy enough where I am, thanks very
much,” replied her husband.

 


*

 


Matthew Louch still
wasn’t sure why they were really there, celebrating with Henry
Graball and his many, many cronies. The man was as disgusting a
human-being as he’d ever met and treated everyone he came into
contact with in the same obnoxious way. Even his so-called friends
seemed to be nothing more than a convenient means of building up
his business empire. People were expendable, in the eyes of Henry
Graball.

He had asked his wife,
Sheila, why she was so set on going to the party of a man who had
been responsible for putting an end to his burgeoning political
career. As far as he was concerned, he’d rather be licking stinging
nettles than applauding Graball. But Sheila had been insistent.
They were going to accept the invitation. They had to take every
chance that came their way to mix in the right circles, she had
insisted. It had been hard enough, she said, to keep any of their
friends after what Graball had done and they couldn’t afford to
miss such a good opportunity to hang on to those threadbare
relationships.

Even as he’d flopped
out of bed that morning, he’d held on to a lingering hope Sheila
would change her mind, deciding it wasn’t such a good idea after
all; but she hadn’t wavered. She never did, not when she’d made her
mind up about something. He ought to have realised that. And she
was right. Either they had to patch things up, re-establish
themselves in the eyes of others, or else leave and start all over
again somewhere else. Neither of them were keen on that. Why should
they be?

At least Graball
hadn’t paid them any attention since they’d arrived. Christ knows
how he would be able to look the man in the eye and say something
nice about him. Some of the other guests had been lukewarm towards
them, but the rest had been alright. Or, at the very least, civil.
Most people there knew it was Graball who was responsible for his
downfall and that seemed to help. Most likely, the majority of
people in the room had suffered in some way or other at the hands
of Graball, which meant they’d be more understanding than most of
the Banbury population.

But listening to the
man’s self-centred, egotistical speech flicked some sort of switch
inside him. It made him angry, more angry than he’d been since
Graball’s hounds had passed on their little dossier to the local
paper, which had not wasted a moment turning it into a front-page
story. ‘Council leader in funding scandal’ was never going to look
good. He’d been forced to step down before the day was over. The
shame and embarrassment were followed by anger and frustration.
Then, after a while, by an overwhelming sense of being helpless and
without hope.

And Sheila, as his
wife, she’d had to bear the suffering too. That was unfair. He’d
had nothing to do with the irregularities that Graball’s people had
unearthed and she was even further removed from events. That didn’t
stop people from giving Sheila a hard time. Guilt by association,
so it seemed. She’d been up to maintaining a brave and determined
face in public but in private she’d struggled for a time, angry and
tearful by turns. It took months for things to settle down and
their lives to return to anything like normal, but since then she’d
been determined they weren’t going to let that be an end to things.
She’d been a dynamo, pushing him on, trying to get him to recover
some of the lost ground, reluctant though he was to even show his
face in public.

But Graball’s speech
made it sound like the whole bloody world owed him a favour. And
the way he set himself out to be some sort of industrial titan,
commanding armies of workers and raking in more money than he knew
what to do with. It was disgusting. It made his blood boil to
listen to that and if he got the chance he was going to let Graball
know exactly what he thought of him, preferably in front of the
entire room.

When Louch saw Graball
leaving the room, it was too good an opportunity to miss. Telling
his wife he was going to the toilet, he slipped round the outside
of the other tables and through the same doorway as Graball had
used, so focused on his mission that all the other sights, sounds
and smells in the packed room made no further impression on
him.

He entered a wide
corridor and, as he went to turn a corner at the end, Louch spotted
Graball some way up ahead, talking in a most animated fashion with
a member of the club staff. Both had their voices raised, though
not quite sufficiently for him to hear what they were saying, apart
from the odd word every now and again. Why should he be surprised
if Graball was laying into a member of the staff just like he did
everyone else? The poor man had probably committed some heinous
crime, like not holding the door open for the most important man in
the world.

Louch kept himself
just out of sight from the other two, trying to make out the cause
of the fuss. As he watched, an odd thought occurred to him. If he
didn’t know better, he’d say the two arguing men knew each other.
There was something about their behaviour, a familiarity perhaps,
that suggested they were already acquainted. Not that it was ever
likely to make a difference to Graball whether or not he knew
someone, if he felt inclined to set about them. As far as he was
concerned, every other human being on the planet was fair game.

It was very
frustrating he couldn’t get any closer without giving himself away.
If only he could make out what it was they were damned well arguing
about. It might prove to be something useful. But there again,
perhaps it was too late now to go looking for something that might
give him a hold, even a small one, over Graball. The only truly
satisfying outcome he could think of now, the only one he’d been
happy to imagine for months, was Graball’s death. Better still if
it was a horrible, drawn-out and painful death.

Whatever the two men
had been arguing over, their row came to an abrupt end and it was
no surprise that Graball appeared to have emerged the winner. The
other man’s shoulders slumped and he nodded his head as he looked
down at the floor. Graball, the condescending piece of filth, gave
him a pat on the shoulder, in the manner of someone who had just
delivered some awful news. Louch felt his palms grow sweaty and he
struggled to hold back the urge to intervene.

From somewhere further
down the corridor came the sound of other voices. People were
approaching. Graball looked up, appeared to see whoever was heading
his way, brushed the shoulder of the staff member’s jacket with his
right hand as he said something more to him, then set off down the
corridor, out of sight. As if released from some inhuman trap and
keen to get as far away as possible, as quickly as he could, the
other man hurried towards Louch, as if responding to a starting
pistol. Louch, almost caught out by the suddenness of events,
straightened his back and started to walk forwards, eager to make
it appear as if he had only just arrived on the scene.

Should he stop the
staff member and quiz him, Louch wondered? He might have
information about Graball that could prove useful. It was a
tempting idea, for a moment, but he had already made up his mind.
He would let the other man pass unmolested and continue his pursuit
of Graball. Seconds later, the two men exchanged a brief nod of the
head and disappeared out of each other’s sight.

 


*

 


Standing on the
pavement in the shade of an old chestnut tree that loomed over the
front of the Conservative Club, was a lone woman, drawing heavily
on a cigarette she had only just lit. Half a dozen cigarettes lay
like half-squashed corpses on the ground around her feet, all of
them discarded almost as soon as they had been started. She took
repeated little steps on the spot and her heavily made-up face wore
an expression of concern.

Wendy Slip threw her
latest cigarette to the ground, grinding the lit end under-foot
with the same impatience she had with the others, then retrieved a
compact mirror from her brown leather handbag and held it in front
of her face. She had gone to some lengths before leaving home to
ensure she looked as good as she’d ever done, but the train journey
up from Oxford and the walk from Banbury station had left her
worried she wouldn’t still look as good.

She fiddled with her
shoulder-length, jet black hair, cut only the day before, then
touched up her bright red lips, nervous fingers struggling to keep
a grip on the metallic lipstick tube before she returned it to her
bag. Henry Graball liked her to look her very best, whatever the
circumstances. Even when they’d finished making love, he would
expect her to tidy up her hair and her make-up. If she was to have
any chance of persuading him to change his mind, to take her back,
she would have to look irresistible.

Two large, elderly
gentlemen ambled in through the entrance to the old Turkish baths
on the opposite side of the road, while three crows flapped and
squawked in disagreement over the remains of a single chip on the
kerb some twenty yards away. If she had not been there with a
particular purpose, it would
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