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00 aBTOpE

Arara Kpuctu (ypoxaennass Mwuiep) ponunack 15 centsops 1890 roma B ropone Topkw,
rpacderBo [eBon. Ee poputeny 6bimn coctositensHbiMu niepecesieHnamu u3 CoequneHHbix [TaTos.
[Monyumna xoporee JomairHee 0Opa3oBaHKUE, B TOM YHMCIE MY3bIKaJIbHOE, M TOJIBKO CTpax Iepen
BBICTYIUIEHUSIMU Ha IyOJIMKe MoMelal ei cTaTh MpopecCUOHATbHBIM MYy3bIKAHTOM.

B nepseiit pa3 Arara Kpucru Boinuia 3amyx B 1914 rogy 3a nonkoBHuka Apunbansia Kpu-
CTH, B KOTOPOro ObLjIa BIIIOOJIEHA YK€ HECKOJIBKO JIET — C TeX TOp, KaK OH ObUI JISUTEHAaHTOM. Y HHX
ponwiack goub Po3anuuga. B 1926 rony ymeprna mate AraTel, a Myx notpedoBai pasoja. Ilbita-
SICh COXPaHUTh Opak paau JouepH, Arara eiBa He COIUIA C yMa: OJHAK/bl OHA HMCUe3/a Ha IIEJIbIX
AEBATh AHEH, ee UCKaIu, OOHAPYKUJIM MYCTYIO MallIMHy ¢ OaraxoM, B TO BpeMs Kak cama Arara, 6e3
NaMsTH, OKa3aJach B HEKoeM naHcuoHare. Eil motpeboBaioch cepbe3Hoe Je4eHHe, YTOOB BOCCTAHO-
BUTH NMaMsATh. [1o pyroii Bepcuu, NCYE3HOBEHUE OBUIO 3a[yMaHO €10 CHEIMAIBHO, YTOOBI OTOMCTUTh
MOJIKOBHUKY KpucTH, KOTOPOro mosmisi Hen30eKHO 3armofo3puiia Obl B yOUHCTBE OBIBILIECH JKEHBI.

B 1930 romy, nyremectBys no Mpaky, Ha pacKoIlkax B Ype OHa MO3HAKOMWJIACh CO CBOUM
OynymumMm cynpyrom — apxeosioroMm Makcom MaoysHoM. C TeX NOp OHa MEPUOIUYECKH MPOBO-
J1J1a HECKOJIBKO MeCHILIEB B roly Ha bimkHem BocToke B sKkcniequuusx BMecTe ¢ MyxkeM. « Mol Myx
apXeoJIor, — CKa3aJla Kak-TO MUCATEIbHULIA, — & aPXEOJIOTY — 3TO AETEKTUBbI ITPOLLIOr0».

B 1971 romy 3a goctukenuss B oOnactu Jmreparypsl Arata Kpuctu Obuta ynocroeHa
opnena bpuranckoii mmniepun, 061agaTeIbHALBI KOTOPOTO TaKkKe MPUOOPETAIOT ABOPSHCKUIA TUTY.T
«Jama» (aHr1. dame), ynoTpeOsonuiics nepei UMeHeM.

IMucarensHua ymepna 12 suBaps 1976 roga y ce6s 1oma B ropoze YomHrgopa, rpagcrso
Oxcdopaiup, 1 Obl1a TOXOPOHEHA B iepeBHe YoricH.

«KoporneBa etekTrBa» NpUHAMJIECKUT K YUCTY MUCATENeH, Uil TBOPYECTBAa KOTOPBIX OCTpast
HaOJTIOAATEILHOCTD U IIENKasi MaMsATh UTPAIOT Pojib Oosiee BaXHYIO, 4eM [uist Apyrux. Ona Onectsiie
BJIaJIe€T YMEHUEM 3aMHTPUIOBaTh YUTATEs, HE OTITYCKAeT ero BHUMAaHUs 10 CAMOM pa3BsI3KH, KOTO-
past MOYTH Bcerzia ObIBaeT HEOXKMIAHHOM, HO TeM He MeHee IICUXOIOTYecKH yoeauTebHoO. B myu-
LIMX ITPOU3BEIECHUAX OHA CTApaeTCs CIIEA0BATh TPAIULMAM JIETEKTUBHOM MIKOMbI Darapa [o u ['mi-
oepra Kuiita YecreproHa, oflHaKo cama MucatebHHULIA HE pa3 TOBOPUJIA O CBOEH 3aBUCUMOCTH OT
«IIePJIOK-XOJIMCOBCKOTO TOCTPOEHUSI CloKeTa». UuTaTessi OHa 3acTaBiisieT «JAyMaTb, a He Oerarb,
CJIOBHO MILEWKa», U BO3MOXXHOCTh MOPA3MBIIUIATh HAJ| pa3rajikoil MpecTyIyIeHUs NpUBJIEKaeT He
MEHbIIIE, YeM HEM3MEHHO 3aHMMATENIbHBIN CIOXKET.

k% %k

Co0biTust pomana «PoxkaectBo Dpkiois [Tyapo» pazBopaunBaroTcsi HakaHyHe U rocie Poskie-
CTBa, ¢ 22 1o 27 aexadpsi, B 3aropoJHOM JoMe ['opcTOH-X0JU1 B BBIMBIIILIEHHOM ropoze JIoHraeie Ha
rpanue Aurmin v [llotnanaum. B ieHTpe noBecTBOBaHMSI — yOUICTBO XO3IMHA I0Ma, ITPECTapesioro
MuoHepa CumeoHa JIu, KoTopblil BIiepBbIe 3a IBAALATH JIET pelini coopaTs Ha PoxaecTBo Beex
CBOMX JieTell. YOUICTBO MPOMCXOIUT HETIOCPECTBEHHO B Beuep nepen PoxkaecTBoM mocie GoMbIioro
ceMeiiHoro ckanaana. OCHOBHOE pacciie/loBaHMe BeeT TaJaHTIMBBIN MHcekTop CarjeH rnpu noa-
IepKKe MONKOBHUKA J[)KOHCOHA, HauaJIbHUKa MecTHOW momuimu. [TockonbKy B Beuep youiicTBa B
nome [IxoHcoHa roctui ero pyr Dpkioib [Tyapo, MoJKOBHUK MpUIalaeT 3HAMEHUTOrO IETeKTHBA
MIOMOYb B PACKPBITUM YOUIICTBA B KauecTBEe HEO(UIIMAIBHOTO KOHCY/IbTaHTa.
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My dear James

You have always been one of the most faithful and kindly of my readers, and
I was therefore seriously perturbed when I received from you a word of criticism.

You complained that my murders were getting too refined — anaemic, in fact.
You yearned for a ‘good violent murder with lots of blood’. A murder where there
was no doubt about its being murder!

So this is your special story — written for you. I hope it may please.

Your affectionate sister-in-law
Agatha
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Part 1

December 22™¢

I

Stephen pulled up the collar of his coat as he walked briskly along the platform. Overhead a
dim fog clouded the station. Large engines hissed superbly, throwing off clouds of steam into the
cold raw air. Everything was dirty and smoke-grimed.

Stephen thought with revulsion: “‘What a foul country — what a foul city!’

His first excited reaction to London, its shops, its restaurants, its well-dressed, attractive women,
had faded. He saw it now as a glittering rhinestone set in a dingy setting.

Supposing he were back in South Africa now... He felt a quick pang of homesickness. Sunshine
— blue skies — gardens of flowers — cool blue flowers — hedges of plumbago — blue convolvulus
clinging to every little shanty.

And here — dirt, grime, and endless, incessant crowds — moving, hurrying — jostling. Busy ants
running industriously about their ant-hill.

For a moment he thought, ‘I wish I hadn’t come..."

Then he remembered his purpose and his lips set back in a grim line. No, by hell, he’d go on
with it! He’d planned this for years. He’d always meant to do — what he was going to do. Yes, he’d
go on with it!

That momentary reluctance, that sudden questioning of himself: “Why? Is it worth it?> Why
dwell on the past? Why not wipe out the whole thing?’ — all that was only weakness. He was not a
boy — to be turned this way and that by the whim of the moment. He was a man of forty, assured,
purposeful. He would go on with it. He would do what he had come to England to do.

He got on the train and passed along the corridor looking for a place. He had waved aside a
porter and was carrying his own raw-hide suitcase. He looked into carriage after carriage. The train
was full. It was only three days before Christmas. Stephen Farr looked distastefully at the crowded
carriages.

People! Incessant, innumerable people! And all so — so — what was the word — so drab-looking!
So alike, so horribly alike! Those that hadn’t got faces like sheep had faces like rabbits, he thought.
Some of them chattered and fussed. Some, heavily middle-aged men, grunted. More like pigs, those.
Even the girls, slender, egg-faced, scarlet-lipped, were of a depressing uniformity.

He thought with a sudden longing of open veldt, sun-baked and lonely...

And then, suddenly, he caught his breath, looking into a carriage. This girl was different. Black
hair, rich creamy pallor — eyes with the depth and darkness of night in them. The sad proud eyes
of the South... It was all wrong that this girl should be sitting in this train among these dull, drab-
looking people — all wrong that she should be going into the dreary midlands of England. She should
have been on a balcony, a rose between her lips, a piece of black lace draping her proud head, and
there should have been dust and heat and the smell of blood — the smell of the bull-ring? — in the air...
She should be somewhere splendid, not squeezed into the corner of a third-class carriage.

' I wish I hadn’t come... — (pasze.) Jlyuiiie Obl 51 He BO3BpAILAJICS
% Is it worth it? — (pase.) A crout m?
3 the smell of the bull-ring — (30.) 3anax xoppupl
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He was an observant man. He did not fail to note the shabbiness of her little black coat and skirt,
the cheap quality of her fabric gloves, the flimsy shoes and the defiant note of a flame-red handbag.
Nevertheless splendour was the quality he associated with her. She was splendid, fine, exotic...

What the hell was she doing in this country of fogs and chills and hurrying industrious ants?

He thought, ‘T've got to know who she is and what she’s doing here... I've got to know...’
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IT

Pilar sat squeezed up against the window and thought how very odd the English smelt... It
was what had struck her so far most forcibly about England — the difference of smell. There was no
garlic and no dust and very little perfume. In this carriage now there was a smell of cold stuffiness —
the sulphur smell of the trains — the smell of soap and another very unpleasant smell — it came, she
thought, from the fur collar of the stout woman sitting beside her. Pilar sniffed delicately, imbibing
the odour of mothballs reluctantly. It was a funny scent to choose to put on yourself, she thought.

A whistle blew, a stentorian voice cried out something and the train jerked slowly out of the
station. They had started. She was on her way...

Her heart beat a little faster. Would it be all right? Would she be able to accomplish what she
had set out to do? Surely — surely — she had thought it all out so carefully... She was prepared for
every eventuality*. Oh, yes, she would succeed — she must succeed. ..

The curve of Pilar’s red mouth curved upwards. It was suddenly cruel, that mouth. Cruel and
greedy — like the mouth of a child or a kitten — a mouth that knew only its own desires and that was
as yet unaware of pity.

She looked round her with the frank curiosity of a child. All these people, seven of them — how
funny they were, the English! They all seemed so rich, so prosperous — their clothes — their boots
— Oh! undoubtedly England was a very rich country as she had always heard. But they were not at
all gay’® — no, decidedly not gay.

That was a handsome man standing in the corridor... Pilar thought he was very handsome. She
liked his deeply bronzed face and his high-bridged nose and his square shoulders. More quickly than
any English girl, Pilar had seen that the man admired her. She had not looked at him once directly,
but she knew perfectly how often he had looked at her and exactly how he had looked.

She registered the facts without much interest or emotion. She came from a country where men
looked at women as a matter of course® and did not disguise the fact unduly. She wondered if he was
an Englishman and decided that he was not.

‘He is too alive, too real, to be English,” Pilar decided. ‘And yet he is fair. He may be perhaps
Americano.” He was, she thought, rather like the actors she had seen in Wild West films’.

An attendant pushed his way along the corridor.

‘First lunch, please. First lunch. Take your seats for first lunch.’

The seven occupants of Pilar’s carriage all held tickets for the first lunch. They rose in a body?
and the carriage was suddenly deserted and peaceful.

Pilar quickly pulled up the window which had been let down a couple of inches at the top by
a militant-looking, grey-haired lady in the opposite corner. Then she sprawled comfortably back on
her seat and peered out of the window at the northern suburbs of London. She did not turn her head
at the sound of the door sliding back. It was the man from the corridor, and Pilar knew, of course,
that he had entered the carriage on purpose to talk to her.

She continued to look pensively out of the window.

Stephen Farr said: “‘Would you like the window down at all?’

Pilar replied demurely: ‘On the contrary. I have just shut it.” She spoke English perfectly, but
with a slight accent.

4 was prepared for every eventuality — (ycm.) Obuta roToBa K 11000 HEOKUIAHHOCTH

5 they were not at all gay — (paze.) oHU ObUTH BOBCE HE BECEJIBIMU
% as a matter of course — (pa3ze.) Kak U CleI0BAJIO OKUOATh
7 Wild West films — (ycm.) BecTepHBI

$ina body — (pa3ze.) onHOBpeMeHHO; Bce BMecTe

10
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During the pause that ensued, Stephen thought: ‘A delicious voice. It has the sun in it... It is
warm like a summer night...’

Pilar thought: ‘T like his voice. It is big and strong. He is attractive — yes, he is attractive.’

Stephen said: ‘The train is very full.’

‘Oh, yes, indeed. The people go away from London, I suppose, because it is so black there.’

Pilar had not been brought up to believe that it was a crime to talk to strange men in trains. She
could take care of herself as well as any girl, but she had no rigid taboos’.

If Stephen had been brought up in England he might have felt ill at ease!® at entering into
conversation with a young girl. But Stephen was a friendly soul who found it perfectly natural to talk
to anyone if he felt like it.

He smiled without any self-consciousness and said: ‘London’s rather a terrible place, isn’t it?’

‘Oh, yes. I do not like it at all.”

‘No more do 1.’

Pilar said: “You are not English, no?’

‘T'm British, but I come from South Africa.’

‘Oh, I see, that explains it.’

‘Have you just come from abroad?’

Pilar nodded. ‘I come from Spain.’

Stephen was interested. ‘From Spain, do you? You’re Spanish, then?’

‘I am half-Spanish. My mother was English. That is why I talk English so well.”

‘What about this war business?” asked Stephen. ‘It is very terrible, yes — very sad. There has
been damage done, quite a lot — yes.’

‘Which side are you on?’

Pilar’s politics seemed to be rather vague. In the village where she came from, she explained,
nobody had paid very much attention to the war. ‘It has not been near us, you understand. The Mayor,
he is, of course, an officer of the Government, so he is for the Government, and the priest is for
General Franco!' — but most of the people are busy with the vines and the land, they have not time
to go into these questions.’

‘So there wasn’t any fighting round you?’

Pilar said that there had not been. ‘But then I drove in a car,” she explained, ‘all across the
country and there was much destruction. And I saw a bomb drop and it blew up a car — yes, and
another destroyed a house. It was very exciting!’

Stephen Farr smiled a faintly twisted smile. ‘So that’s how it seemed to you?’

‘It was a nuisance!'?, too,” explained Pilar. ‘Because I wanted to get on, and the driver of my
car, he was killed.’

Stephen said, watching her: “That didn’t upset you?’

Pilar’s great dark eyes opened very wide. ‘Everyone must die! That is so, is it not? If it comes
quickly from the sky — bouff — like that, it is as well as any other way. One is alive for a time — yes,
and then one is dead. That is what happens in this world.’

Stephen Farr laughed. ‘I don’t think you are a pacifist.’

‘You do not think [ am what?’ Pilar seemed puzzled by a word which had not previously entered
her vocabulary.

‘Do you forgive your enemies, sefiorita?’

Pilar shook her head. ‘T have no enemies. But if I had -~

% she had no rigid taboos — (pase.) y Hee He ObLIO CTPOTHX 3aIIPETOB Ha YTO ObI TO HU OBLIIO
10 might have felt ill at ease — (paze.) Mor mouyBCTBOBaTH CeOs1 HENOBKO

I General Franco — reHepan ®panko baamonze (1892-1975), rmaBpa ucnaHckoro rocynapcta, Boxap Vcranckol aianru, B
1936 r. BO3MIaBII BOGHHO-(DAIIICTCKUH MsATEX MpoTUB VicmaHckoi pecryOnku

12 It was a nuisance — (paze.) D10 OBLIO JOCATHO
11
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‘Well?”

He was watching her, fascinated anew by the sweet, cruel upward-curving mouth.

Pilar said gravely: ‘If I had an enemy — if anyone hated me and I hated them — then I would
cut my enemy’s throat like this...’

She made a graphic gesture.

It was so swift and so crude that Stephen Farr was momentarily taken aback. He said: “You are
a bloodthirsty young woman!’

Pilar asked in a matter-of-fact tone: “‘What would you do to your enemy?’

He started — stared at her, then laughed aloud. ‘T wonder!? —* he said. ‘T wonder!’

Pilar said disapprovingly: ‘But surely — you know.’

He checked his laughter, drew in his breath and said in a low voice: ‘Yes. I know...’

Then with a rapid change of manner, he asked: “‘What made you come to England?

Pilar replied with a certain demureness. ‘I am going to stay with my relations — with my English
relations.’

‘Isee.

He leaned back in his seat, studying her — wondering what these English relations of whom she
spoke were like — wondering what they would make of this Spanish stranger... trying to picture her
in the midst of some sober British family'* at Christmas time.

Pilar asked: ‘Is it nice, South Africa, yes?

He began to talk to her about South Africa. She listened with the pleased attention of a child
hearing a story. He enjoyed her naive but shrewd questions and amused himself by making a kind
of exaggerated fairy story of it all.

The return of the proper occupants of the carriage put an end to this diversion. He rose, smiled
into her eyes, and made his way out again into the corridor.

As he stood back for a minute in the doorway, to allow an elderly lady to come in, his eyes
fell on the label of Pilar’s obviously foreign straw case. He read the name with interest — Miss Pilar
Estravados — then as his eye caught the address it widened to incredulity and some other feeling —
Gorston Hall, Longdale, Addlesfield.

He half-turned, staring at the girl with a new expression — puzzled, resentful, suspicious... He
went out into the corridor and stood there smoking a cigarette and frowning to himself...

13 1 wonder - (paze.) BoT 1 MHe UHTEPECHO; MHE ¥ CAMOMY XOTeJIOCh ObI 3HAaTh

14 in the midst of some sober British family — (pase.) Cpeu pacCyUTENILHOTO U CIIOKOMHOTO OPUTAHCKOTO ceMeicTBa

12
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I

In the big blue and gold drawing-room at Gorston Hall Alfred Lee and Lydia, his wife, sat
discussing their plans for Christmas. Alfred was a squarely built man of middle age with a gentle face
and mild brown eyes. His voice when he spoke was quiet and precise with a very clear enunciation.
His head was sunk into his shoulders and he gave a curious impression of inertia. Lydia, his wife,
was an energetic, lean greyhound of a woman. She was amazingly thin, but all her movements had
a swift, startled grace about them.

There was no beauty in her careless, haggard face, but it had distinction. Her voice was
charming.

Alfred said: ‘Father insists! There’s nothing else to it.’

Lydia controlled a sudden impatient movement. She said: ‘Must you always give in to him!>?’

‘He’s a very old man, my dear -’

‘Oh, I know — I know!’

‘He expects to have his own way!'®.’

Lydia said dryly: ‘Naturally, since he has always had it! But some time or other!’, Alfred, you
will have to make a stand.’

‘What do you mean, Lydia?

He stared at her, so palpably upset and startled, that for a moment she bit her lip and seemed
doubtful whether to go on.

Alfred Lee repeated: “‘What do you mean, Lydia?’

She shrugged her thin, graceful shoulders. She said, trying to choose her words cautiously:
“Your father is — inclined to be — tyrannical —’

‘He’s old.

‘And will grow older. And consequently more tyrannical. Where will it end? Already he dictates
our lives to us completely. We can’t make a plan of our own! If we do, it is always liable to be upset'®.’

Alfred said: ‘Father expects to come first. He is very good to us, remember.’

‘Oh! good to us!’

‘Very good to us.” Alfred spoke with a trace of sternness.

Lydia said calmly: “You mean financially?’

‘Yes. His own wants are very simple. But he never grudges us money'®. You can spend what
you like on dress and on this house, and the bills are paid without a murmur. He gave us a new car
only last week.’

‘As far as money goes®, your father is very generous, I admit,” said Lydia. ‘But in return he
expects us to behave like slaves.’

‘Slaves?’

‘That’s the word I used. You are his slave, Alfred. If we have planned to go away and Father
suddenly wishes us not to go, you cancel your arrangements and remain without a murmur! If the
whim takes him to send us away, we go... We have no lives of our own — no independence.’

Her husband said distressfully: ‘I wish you wouldn’t talk like this, Lydia. It is very ungrateful.
My father has done everything for us...’

15 give in to him — (pasz.) ycrynars emy; HOQUUHSATBCA

16 to have his own way — (pase.) Bcerna J0OMBATBCS CBOETO; CTOSITh HA CBOEM
17 some time or other — (paze.) XoTs1 OBl M3pEIKA

Bt is always liable to be upset — (pasz.) Bcerna ecTb BEpOSITHOCTb, YTO IUTAHBI OyIyT HAPYIIEHBI
19 never grudges us money — (pase.) He OrpaHIUMBACT HAC B TPATax

20 As far as money goes — (pase.) B Tom, 4T0 Kacaercs fieHer
13
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She bit off a retort that was on her lips. She shrugged those thin, graceful shoulders once more.

Alfred said: “You know, Lydia, the old man is very fond of you -’

His wife said clearly and distinctly: ‘I am not at all fond of him.’

‘Lydia, it distresses me to hear you say things like that. It is so unkind -’

‘Perhaps. But sometimes a compulsion comes over one to speak the truth.’

‘If Father guessed -’

“Your father knows perfectly well that I do not like him! It amuses him, I think.’

‘Really, Lydia, I am sure you are wrong there. He has often told me how charming your manner
to him is.’

‘Naturally I've always been polite. I always shall be. 'm just letting you know what my real
feelings are. I dislike your father, Alfred. I think he is a malicious and tyrannical old man. He bullies
you and presumes on your affection for him. You ought to have stood up to him?! years ago.’

Alfred said sharply: ‘That will do??, Lydia. Please don’t say any more.’

She sighed.T'm sorry. Perhaps I was wrong... Let’s talk of our Christmas arrangements. Do
you think your brother David will really come?

‘Why not?

She shook her head doubtfully. ‘David is — queer. He’s not been inside the house for years,
remember. He was so devoted to your mother — he’s got some feeling about this place.’

‘David always got on Father’s nerves,” said Alfred, ‘with his music and his dreamy ways. Father
was, perhaps, a bit hard on him sometimes. But I think David and Hilda will come all right. Christmas
time, you know.’

‘Peace and goodwill,” said Lydia. Her delicate mouth curved ironically. ‘I wonder! George and
Magdalene are coming. They said they would probably arrive tomorrow. I'm afraid Magdalene will
be frightfully bored.’

Alfred said with some slight annoyance: ‘Why my brother George ever married a girl twenty
years younger than himself I can’t think! George was always a fool!’

‘He’s very successful in his career,” said Lydia. ‘His constituents like him. I believe Magdalene
works quite hard politically for him?.’

Alfred said slowly: ‘I don’t think I like her very much. She is very good-looking — but I
sometimes think she is like one of those beautiful pears one gets — they have a rosy flush and a rather
waxen appearance — He shook his head.

‘And they’re bad inside?” said Lydia. ‘How funny you should say that, Alfred!’

‘Why funny?

She answered: ‘Because — usually — you are such a gentle soul. You hardly ever say an unkind
thing about anyone. I get annoyed with you sometimes because you're not sufficiently — oh, what shall
I say? — sufficiently suspicious — not worldly enough!’

Her husband smiled. ‘“The world, I always think, is as you yourself make it.’

Lydia said sharply: ‘No! Evil is not only in one’s mind. Evil exists! You seem to have no
consciousness of the evil in the world. I have. I can feel it. I've always felt it — here in this house —
> She bit her lip and turned away.

Alfred said, ‘Lydia -’

But she raised a quick admonitory hand®*, her eyes looking past him at something over his
shoulder. Alfred turned.

A dark man with a smooth face was standing there deferentially.

21 ought to have stood up to him — (pase.) nomkeH 6bIT BOCCTaTh IPOTHUB €0 TUPAHUU
22 That will do — (paze.) XBarur; 10CTaTOUHO
2 works quite hard politically for him — (pa3e.) momoraer emy genarb MOMUTHYECKYIO Kapbepy
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Lydia said sharply: ‘What is it, Horbury?’

Horbury’s voice was low, a mere deferential murmur. ‘It’'s Mr Lee, madam. He asked me to tell
you that there would be two more guests arriving for Christmas, and would you have rooms prepared
for them.’

Lydia said, “Two more guests?’

Horbury said smoothly, ‘Yes, madam, another gentleman and a young lady.’

Alfred said wonderingly: ‘A young lady?’

‘That’s what Mr Lee said, sir.’

Lydia said quickly: ‘T will go up and see him — Horbury made one little step, it was a mere
ghost of a movement? but it stopped Lydia’s rapid progress automatically.

‘Excuse me, madam, but Mr Lee is having his afternoon sleep. He asked specifically that he
should not be disturbed.’

‘I see,” said Alfred. ‘Of course we won'’t disturb him.” “Thank you, sir.” Horbury withdrew.

Lydia said vehemently: ‘How I dislike that man! He creeps about the house like a cat! One
never hears him going or coming.’

‘I don’t like him very much either. But he knows his job?. It’s not so easy to get a good male
nurse attendant. And Father likes him, that’s the main thing.’

‘Yes, that’s the main thing, as you say. Alfred, what is this about a young lady? What young
lady?’

Her husband shook his head. ‘I can’t imagine. I can’t even think of anyone it might be likely
to be.’

They stared at each other. Then Lydia said, with a sudden twist of her expressive mouth:

‘Do you know what I think, Alfred?’

‘What?’

‘I think your father has been bored lately. I think he is planning a little Christmas diversion
for himself.’

‘By introducing two strangers into a family gathering?’

‘Oh! I don’t know what the details are — but I do fancy that your father is preparing to — amuse
himself.’

‘I hope he will get some pleasure out of it,” said Alfred gravely. ‘Poor old chap, tied by the leg?’,
an invalid — after the adventurous life he has led.’

Lydia said slowly: ‘After the — adventurous life he has led.’

The pause she made before the adjective gave it some special though obscure significance.
Alfred seemed to feel it. He flushed and looked unhappy.

She cried out suddenly: ‘How he ever had a son like you, I can’t imagine! You two are poles
apart?®. And he fascinates you — you simply worship him!’

Alfred said with a trace of vexation: ‘Aren’t you going a little far, Lydia? It’s natural, I should
say, for a son to love his father. It would be very unnatural not to do so.’

Lydia said: ‘In that case, most of the members of this family are — unnatural! Oh, don’t let’s
argue! I apologize. I've hurt your feelings, I know. Believe me, Alfred, I really didn’t mean to do that.
I admire you enormously for your — your — fidelity. Loyalty is such a rare virtue in these days. Let us
say, shall we, that I am jealous? Women are supposed to be jealous of their mothers-in-law — why
not, then, of their fathers-in-law?’

%3 it was a mere ghost of a movement — (pa3z.) OH IOUTH HE CABUHYJICS C MeCTa
26 knows his job — (pasze.) 3Haer cBoe neno
7 tied by the leg — (pasze.) cBs13aH 0 pykam U HOTaM; IPUKOBAH K KPECILy

28 are poles apart — (paze.) MamMeTpaJbHO NPOTUBOIOJIOXKHBI 110 XapaKTepy
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He put a gentle arm round her. “Your tongue runs away with you?’, Lydia. There’s no reason
for you to be jealous.’

She gave him a quick remorseful kiss, a delicate caress on the tip of his ear.

‘I know. All the same, Alfred, I don’t believe I should have been in the least jealous of your
mother. I wish I'd known her.’

‘She was a poor creature®,” he said.

His wife looked at him interestedly.

‘So that’s how she struck you... as a poor creature... That’s interesting.’

He said dreamily: ‘I remember her as nearly always ill... Often in tears...” He shook his head.
‘She had no spirit.’

Still staring at him, she murmured very softly: ‘How odd...’

But as he turned a questioning glance on her, she shook her head quickly and changed the
subject.

‘Since we are not allowed to know who our mysterious guests are I shall go out and finish my
garden.’

‘It’s very cold, my dear, a biting wind.’

Tl wrap up warmly.’

She left the room. Alfred Lee, left alone, stood for some minutes motionless, frowning a little
to himself, then he walked over to the big window at the end of the room. Outside was a terrace
running the whole length of the house. Here, after a minute or two, he saw Lydia emerge, carrying
a flat basket. She was wearing a big blanket coat. She set down the basket and began to work at a
square stone sink slightly raised above ground level.

Her husband watched for some time. At last he went out of the room, fetched himself a coat
and muffler, and emerged on to the terrace by a side door. As he walked along he passed various
other stone sinks arranged as miniature gardens, all the products of Lydia’s agile fingers.

One represented a desert scene with smooth yellow sand, a little clump of green palm trees in
coloured tin, and a procession of camels with one or two little Arab figures. Some primitive mud
houses had been constructed of plasticine. There was an Italian garden with terraces and formal beds
with flowers in coloured sealing-wax. There was an Arctic one, too, with clumps of green glass for
icebergs, and a little cluster of penguins. Next came a Japanese garden with a couple of beautiful
little stunted trees, looking-glass arranged for water, and bridges modelled out of plasticine.

He came at last to stand beside her where she was at work. She had laid down blue paper and
covered it over with glass. Round this were lumps of rock piled up. At the moment she was pouring
out coarse pebbles from a little bag and forming them into a beach. Between the rocks were some
small cactuses.

Lydia was murmuring to herself: ‘Yes, that’s exactly right — exactly what I want.’

Alfred said: “‘What’s this latest work of art?’

She started, for she had not heard him come up. ‘This? Oh, it’s the Dead Sea, Alfred. Do you
like it?’

He said, ‘It’s rather arid?!, isn’t it? Oughtn’t there to be more vegetation?’

She shook her head. ‘It’s my idea of the Dead Sea. It is dead, you see -’

‘It’s not so attractive as some of the others.’

‘It’s not meant to be specially attractive.’

Footsteps sounded on the terrace. An elderly butler, white-haired and slightly bowed, was
coming towards them.

» Your tongue runs away with you — (paze.) Tbl cHa4ana roBOpUILb, IIOTOM JyMaellb
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‘Mrs George Lee on the telephone, madam. She says will it be convenient if she and Mr George
arrive by the five-twenty tomorrow?’

‘Yes, tell her that will be quite all right.’

‘Thank you, madam.’

The butler hurried away. Lydia looked after him with a softened expression on her face.

‘Dear old Tressilian. What a standby he is!?? I can’t imagine what we should do without him.’

Alfred agreed. ‘He’s one of the old school. He’s been with us nearly forty years. He’s devoted
to us all.’

Lydia nodded. ‘Yes. He’s like the faithful old retainers of fiction. I believe he’d lie himself blue
in the face® if it was necessary to protect one of the family!’

Alfred said: ‘I believe he would... Yes, I believe he would.’

Lydia smoothed over the last bit of her shingle. “There,” she said. “That’s ready.’

‘Ready? Alfred looked puzzled.

She laughed. ‘For Christmas, silly! For this sentimental family Christmas we’re going to have.’

32 What a standby he is! — (pase.) O Taxoii HageXHbII!

33 he’d lie himself blue in the face — (pasze.) Gyner BpaTh 10 U3HEMOXKEHUS (10 TIOCHHEHN1)
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IV

David was reading the letter. Once he screwed it up into a ball and thrust it away from him.
Then, reaching for it, he smoothed it out and read it again.

Quietly, without saying anything, his wife, Hilda, watched him. She noted the jerking muscle
(or was it a nerve?) in his temple, the slight tremor of the long delicate hands, the nervous spasmodic
movements of his whole body. When he pushed aside the lock of fair hair that always tended to stray
down over his forehead and looked across at her with appealing blue eyes she was ready.

‘Hilda, what shall we do about it3*?’

Hilda hesitated a minute before speaking. She had heard the appeal in his voice. She knew how
dependent he was upon her — had always been ever since their marriage — knew that she could probably
influence his decision finally and decisively. But for just that reason she was chary of pronouncing
anything too final.

She said, and her voice had the calm, soothing quality that can be heard in the voice of an
experienced nannie in a nursery: ‘It depends on how you feel about it, David.’

A broad woman, Hilda, not beautiful, but with a certain magnetic quality. Something about
her like a Dutch picture. Something warming and endearing in the sound of her voice. Something
strong about her — the vital hidden strength that appeals to weakness. An over-stout dumpy middle-
aged woman — not clever — not brilliant — but with something about her that you couldn’t pass over.
Force! Hilda Lee had force!

David got up and began pacing up and down. His hair was practically untouched by grey. He was
strangely boyish-looking. His face had the mild quality of a Burne-Jones* knight. It was, somehow,
not very real...

He said, and his voice was wistful: “You know how I feel about it, Hilda. You must.’

‘I'm not sure.’

‘But I've told you — I've told you again and again! How I hate it all — the house and the country
round and everything! It brings back nothing but misery. I hated every moment that I spent there!
When I think of it — of all that she suffered — my mother...’

His wife nodded sympathetically.

‘She was so sweet, Hilda, and so patient. Lying there, often in pain, but bearing it — enduring
everything. And when I think of my father’ — his face darkened — ‘bringing all that misery into her
life — humiliating her — boasting of his love affairs — constantly unfaithful to her and never troubling
to conceal it*.’

Hilda Lee said: ‘She should not have put up with it*’. She should have left him.’

He said with a touch of reproof: ‘She was too good to do that. She thought it was her duty to
remain. Besides, it was her home — where else should she go?

‘She could have made a life of her own.’

David said fretfully: ‘Not in those days! You don’t understand. Women didn’t behave like that.
They put up with things. They endured patiently. She had us to consider®. Even if she divorced
my father, what would have happened? He would probably have married again. There might have

34 what shall we do about it — (paze.) Kak HaM TMOCTYIUTh

35 Burne-Jones — Snyapn bepu-Ilxonc (1833-1898), aHIIMIACKWIA JKMBOITUCEIl M WJUTIOCTPATOp, OM3KUIA MO OyXy K npepada-
anmuram. [IInpoko N3BeCTeH CBOMMH BUTpPaXKaMH.
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been a second family. Our interests might have gone to the wall*. She had to think of all those
considerations.’

Hilda did not answer.

David went on: ‘No, she did right. She was a saint! She endured to the end — uncomplainingly.’

Hilda said, ‘Not quite uncomplainingly or you would not know so much, David!’

He said softly, his face lighting up: ‘Yes — she told me things — She knew how I loved her.
When she died -’

He stopped. He ran his hands through his hair. ‘Hilda, it was awful — horrible! The desolation!
She was quite young still, she needn’t have died. He killed her — my father! He was responsible for
her dying.

He broke her heart. I decided then that I'd not go on living under his roof. I broke away — got
away from it all.’

Hilda nodded. ‘“You were very wise,” she said. ‘It was the right thing to do.’

David said: ‘Father wanted me to go into the works*’. That would have meant living at home. I
couldn’t have stood that. I can’t think how Alfred stands it — how he has stood it all these years.’

‘Did he never rebel against it?” asked Hilda with some interest. ‘I thought you told me something
about his having given up some other career.’

David nodded. ‘Alfred was going into the army. Father arranged it all. Alfred, the eldest, was to
go into some cavalry regiment, Harry was to go into the works, so was I. George was to enter politics.’

‘And it didn’t work out like that?’

David shook his head. ‘Harry broke all that up! He was always frightfully wild*'. Got into debt
—and all sorts of other troubles. Finally he went off one day with several hundred pounds that didn’t
belong to him, leaving a note behind him saying an office stool didn’t suit him and he was going to
see the world.’

‘And you never heard any more of him?’

‘Oh, yes, we did!’ David laughed. ‘We heard quite often! He was always cabling for money from
all over the world. He usually got it too!’

‘And Alfred?

‘Father made him chuck up the army*? and come back and go into the works.’

‘Did he mind?’

‘Very much to begin with. He hated it. But Father could always twist Alfred round his little
finger. He’s absolutely under Father’s thumb still, I believe.’

‘And you — escaped!” said Hilda.

‘Yes. I went to London and studied painting. Father told me plainly that if I went off on a fool’s
errand®? like that I'd get a small allowance from him during his lifetime and nothing when he died. I
said I didn’t care. He called me a young fool, and that was that**! I've never seen him since.’

Hilda said gently: ‘And you haven’t regretted it?’

‘No, indeed. I realize I shan’t ever get anywhere with my art. I shall never be a great artist —
but we’re happy enough in this cottage — we’ve got everything we want — all the essentials. And if I
die, well, my life’s insured for you.’

He paused and then said: ‘And now — this!’

He struck the letter with his open hand.

39 might have gone to the wall — (pa3z.) Mo BbLIeTeTh B TpyOy
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‘I am sorry your father ever wrote that letter, if it upsets you so much,’ said Hilda.

David went on as though he had not heard her. ‘Asking me to bring my wife for Christmas,
expressing a hope that we may be all together for Christmas; a united family! What can it mean?’

Hilda said: ‘Need it mean anything more than it says?’

He looked at her questioningly.

‘I mean,” she said, smiling, ‘that your father is growing old. He’s beginning to feel sentimental
about family ties. That does happen®, you know.’

‘I suppose it does,’ said David slowly.

‘He’s an old man and he’s lonely.’

He gave her a quick look. “You want me to go, don’t you, Hilda?’

She said slowly: ‘It seems a pity — not to answer an appeal. I'm old-fashioned, I dare say, but
why not have peace and goodwill at Christmas time?’

‘After all I've told you?

‘I know, dear, I know. But all that’s in the past. It’s all done and finished with.’

‘Not for me.’

‘No, because you won't let it die. You keep the past alive in your own mind.’

‘I can’t forget.’

“‘You won’t forget — that’s what you mean, David.’

His mouth set in a firm line. ‘We’re like that, we Lees. We remember things for years — brood
about them, keep memory green*t.’

Hilda said with a touch of impatience: ‘Is that anything to be proud of 7*’ I do not think so!’

He looked thoughtfully at her, a touch of reserve in his manner.

He said: “You don’t attach much value to loyalty, then — loyalty to a memory?’

Hilda said: ‘I believe the present matters — not the past! The past must go. If we seek to keep
the past alive, we end, I think, by distorting it. We see it in exaggerated terms — a false perspective.’

‘I can remember every word and every incident of those days perfectly,” said David passionately.

‘Yes, but you shouldn’t, my dear! It isn’t natural to do so! You're applying the judgment of a
boy to those days instead of looking back on them with the more temperate outlook of a man.’

‘What difference would that make?” demanded David.

Hilda hesitated. She was aware of unwisdom in going on, and yet there were things she badly
wanted to say.

‘I think,” she said, ‘that you're seeing your father as a bogy! Probably, if you were to see him
now, you would realize that he was only a very ordinary man; a man, perhaps, whose passions ran
away with him, a man whose life was far from blameless, but nevertheless merely a man — not a kind
of inhuman monster!’

‘You don’t understand! His treatment of my mother —’

Hilda said gravely: “There is a certain kind of meekness — of submission — brings out the worst
in a man — whereas that same man, faced by spirit and determination, might be a different creature!’

‘So you say it was her fault -’

Hilda interrupted him. ‘No, of course I don’t! I've no doubt your father treated your mother
very badly indeed, but marriage is an extraordinary thing — and I doubt if any outsider — even a child
of the marriage — has the right to judge. Besides, all this resentment on your part now cannot help
your mother. It is all gone — it is behind you! What is left now is an old man, in feeble health, asking
his son to come home for Christmas.’

‘And you want me to go?’

4> That does happen — (pazz.) Takoe nHorga cnydaercs
46 keep memory green — (pasze.) HIUEro He 3a0bIBaeM

“T1s that anything to be proud of? — (pase.) Hamen yem ropautbes!
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Hilda hesitated, then she suddenly made up her mind. ‘Yes,” she said. ‘I do. I want you to go
and lay the bogy once and for all*3.

“8 once and for all - (paze.) pa3 v HaBceraa
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George Lee, M.P.# for Westeringham, was a somewhat corpulent gentleman of forty-one. His
eyes were pale blue and slightly prominent with a suspicious expression, he had a heavy jowl, and
a slow pedantic utterance.

He said now in a weighty manner: ‘I have told you, Magdalene, that I think it my duty to go.’

His wife shrugged her shoulders impatiently.

She was a slender creature, a platinum blonde with plucked eyebrows and a smooth egg-like
face. It could, on occasions, look quite blank and devoid of any expression whatever. She was looking
like that now.

‘Darling,” she said, ‘it will be perfectly grim, I am sure of it.’

‘Moreover,” said George Lee, and his face lit up as an attractive idea occurred to him, ‘it will
enable us to save considerably>’. Christmas is always an expensive time. We can put the servants on
board wages!.’

‘Oh, well!’ said Magdalene. ‘After all, Christmas is pretty grim anywhere!’

‘I suppose,’ said George, pursuing his own line of thought, ‘they will expect to have a Christmas
dinner? A nice piece of beef, perhaps, instead of a turkey.’

‘Who? The servants? Oh, George, don’t fuss so. You're always worrying about money.’

‘Somebody has to worry,” said George.

‘Yes, but it’s absurd to pinch and scrape’? in all these little ways. Why don’t you make your
father give you some more money?’

‘He already gives me a very handsome allowance>?.’

‘It’s awful to be completely dependent on your father, as you are! He ought to settle some money
on you outright.’

‘That’s not his way of doing things.’

Magdalene looked at him. Her hazel eyes were suddenly sharp and keen. The expressionless
egg-like face showed sudden meaning.

‘He’s frightfully rich, isn’t he, George? A kind of millionaire, isn’t he?’

‘A millionaire twice over, I believe.’

Magdalene gave an envious sigh. ‘How did he make it all? South Africa, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes, he made a big fortune there in his early days. Mainly diamonds.’

‘Thrilling!” said Magdalene.

‘Then he came to England and started in business and his fortune has actually doubled or trebled
itself>4, I believe.

‘What will happen when he dies?” asked Magdalene.

‘Father’s never said much on the subject. Of course one can’t exactly ask. I should imagine that
the bulk of his money will go to Alfred and myself. Alfred, of course, will get the larger share.’

‘You’ve got other brothers, haven’t you?’

4 MLP. - coxp. om Member of Parliament, uyien napiamenra

30 it will enable us to save considerably — (pa3e.) MBI CMOXEM XOpOIIIO C3KOHOMHTH
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‘Yes, there’s my brother David. I don’t fancy he will get much. He went off to do art or some
tomfoolery of that kind. I believe Father warned him that he would cut him out of his will>> and
David said he didn’t care.’

‘How silly!” said Magdalene with scorn.

‘There was my sister Jennifer too. She went off with a foreigner — a Spanish artist — one of
David’s friends. But she died just over a year ago. She left a daughter, I believe. Father might leave
a little money to her, but nothing much. And of course there’s Harry -’

He stopped, slightly embarrassed.

‘Harry?” said Magdalene, surprised. ‘Who is Harry?

‘Ah — er — my brother.’

‘I never knew you had another brother.’

‘My dear, he wasn’t a great — er — credit — to us®®. We don’t mention him. His behaviour was
disgraceful. We haven’t heard anything of him for some years now. He’s probably dead.’

Magdalene laughed suddenly.

‘What is it? What are you laughing at?’

Magdalene said: ‘I was only thinking how funny it was that you — you, George, should have a
disreputable brother! You're so very respectable.’

‘I should hope so,” said George coldly.

Her eyes narrowed. ‘Your father isn’t — very respectable, George.’

‘Really, Magdalene!’

‘Sometimes the things he says make me feel quite uncomfortable.’

George said: ‘Really, Magdalene, you surprise me. Does — er — does Lydia feel the same?’

‘He doesn’t say the same kind of things to Lydia,” said Magdalene. She added angrily, ‘No, he
never says them to her. I can’t think why not.’

George glanced at her quickly and then glanced away.

‘Oh, well,” he said vaguely. ‘One must make allowances.”’ At Father’s age — and with his health
being so bad -’

He paused. His wife asked: ‘Is he really — pretty ill?’

‘Oh, I wouldn’t say that. He’s remarkably tough. All the same, since he wants to have his family
round him at Christmas, I think we are quite right to go. It may be his last Christmas.’

She said sharply: “You say that, George, but really, I suppose, he may live for years?’

Slightly taken aback, her husband stammered:

‘Yes — yes, of course he may.’

Magdalene turned away. ‘Oh, well,” she said, ‘I suppose we’re doing the right thing by going.’

‘[ have no doubt about it.’

‘But I hate it! Alfred’s so dull, and Lydia snubs me.’

‘Nonsense.’

‘She does. And I hate that beastly manservant.’

‘Old Tressilian?

‘No, Horbury. Sneaking round like a cat and smirking.’

‘Really, Magdalene, I can’t see that Horbury can affect you in any way!’

‘He just gets on my nerves, that’s all. But don’t let’s bother. We’ve got to go, I can see that.
Won’t do to offend*® the old man.’

‘No — no, that’s just the point. About the servants’ Christmas dinner —’
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‘Not now, George, some other time. I'll just ring up Lydia and tell her that we’ll come by the
five-twenty tomorrow.’

Magdalene left the room precipitately. After telephoning she went up to her own room and sat
down in front of the desk. She let down the flap and rummaged in its various pigeon-holes. Cascades
of bills came tumbling out. Magdalene sorted through them, trying to arrange them in some kind of
order. Finally, with an impatient sigh, she bundled them up and thrust them back whence they had
come. She passed a hand over her smooth platinum head.

‘What on earth am I to do?” she murmured.
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VI

On the first floor of Gorston Hall a long passage led to a big room overlooking the front
drive. It was a room furnished in the more flamboyant of old-fashioned styles. It had heavy brocaded
wallpaper, rich leather armchairs, large vases embossed with dragons, sculptures in bronze...
Everything in it was magnificent, costly and solid.

In a big grandfather armchair, the biggest and most imposing of all the chairs, sat the thin,
shrivelled figure of an old man. His long clawlike hands rested on the arms of the chair. A gold-
mounted stick was by his side. He wore an old shabby blue dressing-gown. On his feet were carpet
slippers. His hair was white and the skin of his face was yellow.

A shabby, insignificant figure, one might have thought. But the nose, aquiline and proud, and
the eyes, dark and intensely alive, might cause an observer to alter his opinion. Here was fire and
life and vigour.

Old Simeon Lee cackled to himself, a sudden, high cackle of amusement.

He said: “You gave my message to Mrs Alfred, hey?’

Horbury was standing beside his chair. He replied in his soft deferential voice: ‘Yes, sir.’

‘Exactly in the words I told you? Exactly, mind?’

“Yes, sir. I didn’t make a mistake, sir.’

‘No — you don’t make mistakes. You’d better not make mistakes either — or you’ll regret it! And
what did she say, Horbury? What did Mr Alfred say?’

Quietly, unemotionally, Horbury repeated what had passed. The old man cackled again and
rubbed his hands together.

‘Splendid... First rate... Theyll have been thinking and wondering — all the afternoon!
Splendid! I'll have ’em up now. Go and get them.’

‘Yes, sir.’

Horbury walked noiselessly across the room and went out.

‘And, Horbury —’ The old man looked round, then cursed to himself. ‘Fellow moves like a cat.
Never know where he is.’

He sat quite still in his chair, his fingers caressing his chin till there was a tap on the door, and
Alfred and Lydia came in.

‘Ah, there you are, there you are. Sit here, Lydia, my dear, by me. What a nice colour you’'ve
got.5”

‘T've been out in the cold. It makes one’s cheeks burn afterwards.’

Alfred said: ‘How are you, Father, did you have a good rest this afternoon?’

‘First rate — first rate. Dreamt about the old days! That was before I settled down and became
a pillar of society®!.’

He cackled with sudden laughter.

His daughter-in-law sat silently smiling with polite attention.

Alfred said: “‘What’s this, Father, about two extra being expected for Christmas?’

‘Ah, that! Yes, I must tell you about that. It’s going to be a grand Christmas for me this year —
a grand Christmas. Let me see, George is coming and Magdalene —’

Lydia said: ‘Yes, they are arriving tomorrow by the five-twenty.’

Old Simeon said: ‘Poor stick, George! Nothing but a gasbag! Still, he is my son.’

Alfred said: ‘His constituents like him.’
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Simeon cackled again. “They probably think he’s honest. Honest! There never was a Lee who
was honest yet.’

‘Oh, come now®?, Father.’

‘I except you, my boy. I except you.’

‘And David?” asked Lydia.

‘David now. I'm curious to see the boy after all these years. He was a namby-pamby youngster.
Wonder what his wife is like? At any rate he hasn’t married a girl twenty years younger than himself,
like that fool George!’

‘Hilda wrote a very nice letter,” said Lydia. ‘T've just had a wire from her confirming it and
saying they are definitely arriving tomorrow.’

Her father-in-law looked at her, a keen, penetrating glance. He laughed. ‘I never get any change
out of Lydia,” he said. T'll say this for you, Lydia, you’re a well-bred woman. Breeding tells.®* I know
that well enough. A funny thing, though, heredity. There’s only one of you that’s taken after me —
only one out of all the litter.’

His eyes danced. ‘Now guess who’s coming for Christmas. I'll give you three guesses and I'll
bet you a fiver®* you won’t get the answer.’

He looked from one face to the other.

Alfred said frowning: ‘Horbury said you expected a young lady.’

‘That intrigued you — yes, I dare say it did. Pilar will be arriving any minute now. I gave orders
for the car to go and meet her.’

Alfred said sharply: ‘Pilar?

Simeon said: ‘Pilar Estravados. Jennifer’s girl. My granddaughter. I wonder what she’ll be like.’

Alfred cried out: ‘Good heavens, Father, you never told me...’

The old man was grinning. ‘No, I thought I'd keep it a secret! Got Charlton to write out and
fix things.’

Alfred repeated, his tone hurt and reproachful: “You never told me...’

His father said, still grinning wickedly: ‘It would have spoilt the surprise! Wonder what it will
be like to have young blood under this roof again? I never saw Estravados. Wonder which the girl
takes after® — her mother or her father?’

‘Do you really think it’s wise, Father,” began Alfred. ‘Taking everything into consideration —’

The old man interrupted him. ‘Safety — safety — you play for safety too much®, Alfred! Always
have! That hasn’t been my way! Do what you want and be damned to it! That’s what I say! The girl’s
my granddaughter — the only grandchild in the family! I don’t care what her father was or what he
did! She’s my flesh and blood! And she’s coming to live here in my house.’

Lydia said sharply: ‘She’s coming to live here?’

He darted a quick look at her. ‘Do you object?’

She shook her head. She said smiling: ‘I couldn’t very well object to your asking someone to
your own house, could I? No, I was wondering about — her.’

‘About her — what d’you mean?’

‘Whether she would be happy here.’

Old Simeon flung up his head. ‘She’s not got a penny in the world. She ought to be thankful!’

Lydia shrugged her shoulders.
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Simeon turned to Alfred: “You see? It’s going to be a grand Christmas! All my children round
me. All my children! There, Alfred, there’s your clue. Now guess who the other visitor is.’

Alfred stared at him.

‘All my children! Guess, boy! Harry, of course! Your brother Harry!’

Alfred had gone very pale. He stammered: ‘Harry — not Harry -’

‘Harry himself!’

‘But we thought he was dead!’

‘Not he!”

‘You — you are having him back here? After everything?’

‘The prodigal son®, eh? You're right. The fatted calf! We must kill the fatted calf, Alfred. We
must give him a grand welcome.’

Alfred said: ‘He treated you — all of us — disgracefully. He -’

‘No need to recite his crimes! It’s a long list. But Christmas, you’ll remember, is the season of
forgiveness! We'll welcome the prodigal home.’

Alfred rose. He murmured: ‘This has been — rather a shock. I never dreamt that Harry would
ever come inside these walls again.’

Simeon leaned forward. “You never liked Harry, did you?” he said softly.

‘After the way he behaved to you —’

Simeon cackled. He said: ‘Ah, but bygones must be bygones®. That’s the spirit for Christmas,
isn’t it, Lydia?’

Lydia, too, had gone pale. She said dryly: ‘I see that you have thought a good deal about
Christmas this year.’

‘I want my family round me. Peace and goodwill. I'm an old man. Are you going, my dear?’

Alfred had hurried out. Lydia paused a moment before following him.

Simeon nodded his head after the retreating figure. ‘It’s upset him. He and Harry never got
on®. Harry used to jeer at Alfred. Called him old Slow and Sure.’

Lydia’s lips parted. She was about to speak, then, as she saw the old man’s eager expression,
she checked herself. Her self-control, she saw, disappointed him. The perception of that fact enabled
her to say: “The hare and the tortoise.” Ah, well, the tortoise wins the race.’

‘Not always,” said Simeon. ‘Not always, my dear Lydia.’

She said, still smiling: ‘Excuse me, I must go after Alfred. Sudden excitements always upset
him.’

Simeon cackled. ‘Yes, Alfred doesn’t like changes. He always was a regular sobersides.’

Lydia said: ‘Alfred is very devoted to you .’

‘That seems odd to you, doesn’t it?’

‘Sometimes,’ said Lydia, ‘it does.’

She left the room. Simeon looked after her.

He chuckled softly and rubbed his palms together. ‘Lots of fun,” he said. ‘Lots of fun still. I'm
going to enjoy this Christmas.’

With an effort he pulled himself upright, and with the help of his stick, shuffled across the room.

He went to a big safe that stood at the corner of the room. He twirled the handle of the
combination. The door came open and, with shaking fingers, he felt inside.

He lifted out a small wash-leather bag, and opening it, let a stream of uncut diamonds pass
through his fingers.
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‘Well, my beauties, well... Still the same — still my old friends. Those were good days — good
days... They shan’t carve you and cut you about, my friends.You shan’t hang round the necks of
women or sit on their fingers or hang on their ears. You're mine! My old friends! We know a thing
or two, you and I. I'm old, they say, and ill, but I'm not done for’!! Lots of life in the old dog yet.
And there’s still some fun to be got out of life. Still some fun -’

" Pm not done for — (paze.) s eme KUBOK
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Part 2
December 23"

I

Tressilian went to answer the doorbell. It had been an unusually aggressive peal, and now, before
he could make his slow way across the hall, it pealed out again.

Tressilian flushed. An ill-mannered, impatient way of ringing the bell at a gentleman’s house!
If it was a fresh lot of those carol singers he’d give them a piece of his mind’>.

Through the frosted glass of the upper half of the door he saw a silhouette — a big man in a
slouch hat. He opened the door. As he had thought — a cheap, flashy stranger — nasty pattern of suit
he was wearing — loud! Some impudent begging fellow!

‘Blessed if it isn’t Tressilian,” said the stranger. ‘How are you, Tressilian?’

Tressilian stared — took a deep breath — stared again. That bold arrogant jaw, the high-bridged
nose, the rollicking eye. Yes, they had all been there three years ago. More subdued then. ..

He said with a gasp: ‘Mr Harry!”

Harry Lee laughed. ‘Looks as though I’d given you quite a shock. Why? I'm expected, aren’t [?’

‘Yes, indeed, sir. Certainly, sir.’

‘Then why the surprise act’3?” Harry stepped back a foot or two and looked up at the house —
a good solid mass of red brick, unimaginative but solid.

‘Just the same ugly old mansion,” he remarked. ‘Still standing, though, that’s the main thing.
How’s my father, Tressilian?’

‘He’s somewhat of an invalid, sir. Keeps his room’™, and can’t get about much. But he’s
wonderfully well, considering.’

‘The old sinner!

Harry Lee came inside, let Tressilian remove his scarf and take the somewhat theatrical hat.

‘How’s my dear brother Alfred, Tressilian?’

‘He’s very well, sir.’

Harry grinned. ‘Looking forward to seeing me? Eh?’

‘I expect so, sir.’

‘I don’t! Quite the contrary. I bet it’s given him a nasty jolt, my turning up! Alfred and I never
did get on. Ever read your Bible, Tressilian?’

‘Why, yes, sir, sometimes, sir.’

‘Remember the tale of the prodigal’s return? The good brother didn’t like it, remember? Didn’t
like it at all! Good old stay-at-home Alfred doesn’t like it either, I bet.’

Tressilian remained silent looking down his nose’. His stiffened back expressed protest. Harry
clapped him on the shoulder. ‘Lead on, old son,” he said. ‘The fatted calf awaits me! Lead me right
to it.”

Tressilian murmured: ‘If you will come this way into the drawing-room, sir. I am not quite sure
where everyone is. .. They were unable to send to meet you, sir, not knowing the time of your arrival.’
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Harry nodded. He followed Tressilian along the hall, turning his head to look about him as
he went.

‘All the old exhibits in their place, I see,” he remarked. ‘I don’t believe anything has changed
since I went away twenty years ago.’

He followed Tressilian into the drawing-room.

The old man murmured: ‘I will see if I can find Mr or Mrs Alfred,” and hurried out.

Harry Lee had marched into the room and had then stopped, staring at the figure who was
seated on one of the window-sills. His eyes roamed incredulously over the black hair and the creamy
exotic pallor.

‘Good Lord!” he said. ‘Are you my father’s seventh and most beautiful wife?’

Pilar slipped down and came towards him. ‘I am Pilar Estravados,” she announced. ‘And you
must be my Uncle Harry, my mother’s brother.’

Harry said, staring: ‘So that’s who you are! Jenny’s daughter.’

Pilar said: ‘Why did you ask me if I was your father’s seventh wife? Has he really had six wives?’

Harry laughed. ‘No, I believe he’s only had one official one. Well — Pil — what’s your name?’

‘Pilar, yes.’

‘Well, Pilar, it really gives me quite a turn to see something like you blooming in this
mausoleum.’

‘This — maus — please?’?’

‘This museum of stuffed dummies! I always thought this house was lousy! Now I see it again
I think it’s lousier than ever!’

Pilar said in a shocked voice: ‘Oh, no, it is very handsome here! The furniture is good and the
carpets — thick carpets everywhere — and there are lots of ornaments. Everything is very good quality
and very, very rich!’

‘You're right there,” said Harry, grinning. He looked at her with amusement. “You know, I can’t
help getting a kick out of seeing you in the midst —

He broke off as Lydia came rapidly into the room. She came straight to him.

‘How d’you do, Harry? I'm Lydia — Alfred’s wife.” ‘How de do, Lydia.” He shook hands,
examining her intelligent mobile face in a swift glance and approving mentally of the way she walked
— very few women moved well.

Lydia in her turn took quick stock of him”’.

She thought: ‘He looks a frightful tough — attractive though. I wouldn’t trust him an inch...”®

She said smiling: ‘How does it look after all these years? Quite different, or very much the
same?’

‘Pretty much the same.” He looked round him. ‘This room’s been done over.’

‘Oh, many times.’

He said: ‘I meant by you. You’ve made it — different.’

‘Yes, I expect so...’

He grinned at her, a sudden impish grin that reminded her with a start of the old man upstairs.

‘It’s got more class about it now! I remember hearing that old Alfred had married a girl whose
people came over with the Conqueror™.’

Lydia smiled. She said: ‘I believe they did. But they’ve rather run to seed® since those days.’

Harry said: ‘How’s old Alfred? Just the same blessed old stick-in-the-mud as ever?
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‘T've no idea whether you will find him changed or not.’

‘How are the others? Scattered all over England?’

‘No — they’re all here for Christmas, you know.’

Harry’s eyes opened. ‘Regular Christmas family reunion? What’s the matter with the old man?
He used not to give a damn for sentiment®'. Don’t remember his caring much for his family, either.
He must have changed!’

‘Perhaps.” Lydia’s voice was dry.

Pilar was staring, her big eyes wide and interested.

Harry said: ‘How’s old George? Still the same skinflint? How he used to howl if he had to part
with a halfpenny of his pocket-money!’

Lydia said: ‘George is in Parliament. He’s member for Westeringham.’

‘What? Pop-eye in Parliament? Lord, that’s good.’

Harry threw back his head and laughed. It was rich stentorian laughter — it sounded uncontrolled
and brutal in the confined space of the room. Pilar drew in her breath with a gasp. Lydia flinched
a little.

Then, at a movement behind him, Harry broke off his laugh and turned sharply. He had not
heard anyone coming in, but Alfred was standing there quietly. He was looking at Harry with an odd
expression on his face.

Harry stood a minute, then a slow smile crept to his lips. He advanced a step. “‘Why?®2,” he said,
‘it’s Alfred!”

Alfred nodded. ‘Hallo, Harry,” he said.

They stood staring at each other. Lydia caught her breath. She thought: ‘How absurd! Like two
dogs — looking at each other...’

Pilar’s gaze widened even further. She thought to herself: ‘How silly they look standing there. ..
Why do they not embrace? No, of course the English do not do that. But they might say something.
Why do they just look?’

Harry said at last: ‘Well, well. Feels funny to be here again!’

‘I expect so — yes. A good many years since you — got out.’

Harry threw up his head. He drew his finger along the line of his jaw. It was a gesture that was
habitual with him. It expressed belligerence.

‘Yes,” he said. ‘I'm glad I have come’ — he paused to bring out the word with greater significance
- ‘home...
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IT

‘T've been, I suppose, a very wicked man,” said Simeon Lee.

He was leaning back in his chair. His chin was raised and with one finger he was stroking
his jaw reflectively. In front of him a big fire glowed and danced. Beside it sat Pilar, a little screen
of papier-maché®® held in her hand. With it she shielded her face from the blaze. Occasionally she
fanned herself with it, using her wrist in a supple gesture. Simeon looked at her with satisfaction.

He went on talking, perhaps more to himself than to the girl, and stimulated by the fact of
her presence.

‘Yes,” he said. ‘T've been a wicked man. What do you say to that, Pilar?

Pilar shrugged her shoulders. She said: ‘All men are wicked. The nuns say so. That is why one
has to pray for them.’

‘Ah, but I've been more wicked than most.” Simeon laughed. ‘I don’t regret it, you know. No,
I don’t regret anything. I've enjoyed myself... every minute! They say you repent when you get old.
That’s bunkum. I don’t repent. And as I tell you, I've done most things... all the good old sins! I've
cheated and stolen and lied... lord, yes! And women — always women! Someone told me the other
day of an Arab chief who had a bodyguard of forty of his sons — all roughly the same age! Aha! Forty!
I don’t know about forty, but I bet I could produce a very fair bodyguard if I went about looking for
the brats®**! Hey, Pilar, what do you think of that? Shocked?

Pilar stared. ‘No, why should I be shocked? Men always desire women. My father, too. That is
why wives are so often unhappy and why they go to church and pray.’

Old Simeon was frowning. ‘I made Adelaide unhappy,” he said. He spoke almost under his
breath, to himself. ‘Lord, what a woman! Pink and white and pretty as they make ’em?3 when I married
her! And afterwards? Always wailing and weeping. It rouses the devil in a man when his wife is
always crying... She’d no guts, that’s what was the matter with Adelaide. If she’d stood up to me! But
she never did — not once. I believed when I married her that I was going to be able to settle down,
raise a family — cut loose from the old life%¢...’

His voice died away. He stared — stared into the glowing heart of the fire.

‘Raise a family... God, what a family!” He gave a sudden shrill pipe of angry laughter. ‘Look
at ’em — look at ’em! Not a child among them — to carry on! What’s the matter with them? Haven’t
they got any of my blood in their veins? Not a son among ’em, legitimate or illegitimate. Alfred, for
instance — heavens above, how bored I get with Alfred! Looking at me with his dog’s eyes. Ready to
do anything I ask. Lord, what a fool! His wife, now — Lydia — I like Lydia. She’s got spirit. She doesn’t
like me, though. No, she doesn’t like me. But she has to put up with me for that nincompoop Alfred’s
sake.” He looked over at the girl by the fire. ‘Pilar — remember — nothing is so boring as devotion.’

She smiled at him. He went on, warmed by the presence of her youth and strong femininity.
‘George? What’s George? A stick! A stuffed codfish! a pompous windbag with no brains and no guts
— and mean about money as well! David? David always was a fool — a fool and a dreamer. His mother’s
boy?®’, that was always David. Only sensible thing he ever did was to marry that solid comfortable-
looking woman.” He brought down his hand with a bang on the edge of his chair. ‘Harry’s the best of
’em! Poor old Harry, the wrong "un! But at any rate he’s alive!’
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Pilar agreed. ‘Yes, he is nice. He laughs — laughs out loud — and throws his head back. Oh,
yes, I like him very much.’

The old man looked at her.

“You do, do you, Pilar? Harry always had a way with the girls. Takes after me there.®® He began
to laugh, a slow wheezy chuckle. ‘T've had a good life — a very good life. Plenty of everything.’

Pilar said: ‘In Spain we have a proverb. It is like this: Take what you like and pay for it, says
God.’

Simeon beat an appreciative hand on the arm of his chair. “That’s good. That’s the stuff. Take
what you like... I've done that — all my life — taken what I wanted...’

Pilar said, her voice high and clear, and suddenly arresting: ‘And you have paid for it?’

Simeon stopped laughing to himself. He sat up and stared at her. He said, “‘What’s that you say?’

‘I said, have you paid for it, Grandfather?’

Simeon Lee said slowly: ‘I — don’t know...’

Then, beating his fist on the arm of the chair, he cried out with sudden anger: “What makes
you say that, girl? What makes you say that?’

Pilar said: ‘I — wondered.’

Her hand, holding the screen, was arrested. Her eyes were dark and mysterious. She sat, her
head thrown back, conscious of herself, of her womanhood.

Simeon said: ‘You devil’s brat...’

She said softly: ‘But you like me, Grandfather. You like me to sit here with you.’

Simeon said: ‘Yes, I like it. It’s a long time since I've seen anything so young and beautiful...
It does me good, warms my old bones... And you're my own flesh and blood... Good for Jennifer,
she turned out to be the best of the bunch after all!’

Pilar sat there smiling.

‘Mind you, you don’t fool me,” said Simeon. ‘I know why you sit here so patiently and listen to
me droning on. It’s money — it’s all money... Or do you pretend you love your old grandfather?’

Pilar said: ‘No, I do not love you. But I like you. I like you very much. You must believe that,
for it is true. I think you have been wicked, but I like that too. You are more real than the other people
in this house. And you have interesting things to say. You have travelled and you have led a life of
adventure. If I were a man I would be like that, too.’

Simeon nodded. ‘Yes, I believe you would... We’ve gipsy blood in us, so it’s always been said. It
hasn’t shown much in my children — except Harry — but I think it’s come out in you®. I can be patient,
mind you, when it’s necessary. I waited once fifteen years to get even®® with a man who’d done me
an injury. That’s another characteristic of the Lees — they don’t forget! They’ll avenge a wrong if they
have to wait years to do it. A man swindled me. I waited fifteen years till I saw my chance — and then
I struck. I ruined him. Cleaned him right out!°"’

He laughed softly.

Pilar said: ‘“That was in South Africa?

‘Yes. A grand country.’

‘You have been back there, yes?

‘I went back last five years after I married. That was the last time.’

‘But before that? You were there for many years?’

‘Yes.’

‘Tell me about it.’

88 Takes after me there. — (pasze.) Tyt OH IOXOX Ha MEHsI.
8 it’s come out in you — (30.) B TeGe 3TO MpOsIBIIsETCS
D to get even — (pase.) YTOOBI HOKBUTATBCS

! Cleaned him right out! — (paze.) O6uucTHI ero 10 HUTKH!
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He began to talk. Pilar, shielding her face, listened.
His voice slowed, wearied. He said: ‘Wait, I'll show you something.’
He pulled himself carefully to his feet. Then, with his stick, he limped slowly across the room.

He opened the big safe. Turning, he beckoned her to him.

‘There, look at these. Feel them, let them run through your fingers.’

He looked into her wondering face and laughed.

‘Do you know what they are? Diamonds, child, diamonds.’

Pilar’s eyes opened. She said as she bent over: ‘But they are little pebbles, that is all.’
Simeon laughed. ‘They are uncut diamonds®?. That is how they are found — like this.’
Pilar asked incredulously: ‘And if they were cut they would be real diamonds?’
‘Certainly.’

‘They would flash and sparkle?’

‘Flash and sparkle.’

Pilar said childishly: ‘O-0-0, I cannot believe it!’

He was amused. ‘It’s quite true.’

‘They are valuable?’

‘Fairly valuable. Difficult to say before they are cut®. Anyway, this little lot is worth several

thousands of pounds.’

Pilar said with a space between each word: ‘Several — thousands — of — pounds?’

‘Say nine or ten thousands — they’re biggish stones, you see.’

Pilar asked, her eyes opening: ‘But why do you not sell them, then?’

‘Because I like to have them here.’

‘But all that money?’

‘I don’t need the money.’

‘Oh — I see,” Pilar looked impressed. She said: ‘But why do you not have them cut and made

beautiful?”’

‘Because I prefer them like this.” His face was set in a grim line. He turned away and began

speaking to himself. ‘They take me back — the touch of them, the feel of them through my fingers...
It all comes back to me, the sunshine, and the smell of the veldt, the oxen — old Eb — all the boys
— the evenings...’

There was a soft tap on the door.
Simeon said: ‘Put ’em back in the safe and bang it to®*.” Then he called: ‘Come in.’
Horbury came in, soft and deferential. He said: ‘Tea is ready downstairs.’

92
93
94

uncut diamonds — (pasz.) HeoOpabGoTaHHBIE aTMa3bl
before they are cut — (pase.) no orpanku

and bang it to — (30.) 1 3axJIoNHY ABepIy
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I

Hilda said: ‘So there you are, David. I've been looking for you everywhere. Don’t let’s stay in
this room, it’s so frightfully cold.’

David did not answer for a minute. He was standing looking at a chair, a low chair with faded
satin upholstery. He said abruptly: “That’s her chair... the chair she always sat in... just the same —
it’s just the same. Only faded, of course.’

A little frown creased Hilda’s forehead. She said: ‘I see. Do let’s come out of here, David. It’s
frightfully cold.’

David took no notice. Looking round, he said: ‘She sat in here mostly. I remember sitting on
that stool there while she read to me. Jack the Giant Killer — that was it — Jack the Giant Killer. I must
have been six years old then.’

Hilda put a firm hand through his arm. ‘Come back to the drawing-room, dear. There’s no
heating in this room.’

He turned obediently, but she felt a little shiver go through him.

‘Just the same,” he murmured. ‘Just the same. As though time had stood still.’

Hilda looked worried. She said in a cheerful determined voice: ‘I wonder where the others are?
It must be nearly tea-time.’

David disengaged his arm and opened another door. ‘There used to be a piano in here... Oh,
yes, here it is! I wonder if it’s in tune®.’

He sat down and opened the lid, running his hands lightly over the keys.

‘Yes, it’s evidently kept tuned.’

He began to play. His touch was good, the melody flowed out from under his fingers.

Hilda asked: ‘What is that? I seem to know it, and I can’t quite remember.’

He said: ‘T haven’t played it for years. She used to play it. One of Mendelssohn®®’s Songs Without
Words.

The sweet, over-sweet, melody filled the room. Hilda said: ‘Play some Mozart”’, do.’

David shook his head. He began another Mendelssohn.

Then suddenly he brought his hands down upon the keys®® in a harsh discord. He got up. He
was trembling all over. Hilda went to him.

She said: ‘David — David.’

He said: ‘It’s nothing — it’s nothing...’

% it’s in tune — (paze.) HACTPOEHO JI OHO
9 Mendelssohn — ®enkc Menenbcon (1809-1847), HemeKii KOMIIO3UTOP
7 Mozart — Bonbdranr Amaneit Momapr (1756-1791), aBcTpriicKuii KOMIO3UTOP

%8 brought his hands down upon the keys — (pase.) ypoHu1 pyKH Ha KJIaBUIIH
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IV

The bell pealed aggressively. Tressilian rose from his seat in the pantry and went slowly out
and along to the door.

The bell pealed again. Tressilian frowned. Through the frosted glass of the door he saw the
silhouette of a man wearing a slouch hat.

Tressilian passed a hand over his forehead.

Something worried him. It was as though everything was happening twice.

Surely this had happened before. Surely — He drew back the latch and opened the door.

Then the spell broke. The man standing there said: ‘Is this where Mr Simeon Lee lives?’

‘Yes, sir.’

Td like to see him, please.’

A faint echo of memory awoke in Tressilian. It was an intonation of voice that he remembered
from the old days when Mr Lee was first in England.

Tressilian shook his head dubiously. ‘Mr Lee is an invalid, sir. He doesn’t see many people
now. If you -~

The stranger interrupted. He drew out an envelope and handed it to the butler. ‘Please give
this to Mr Lee.’

‘Yes, sir.’
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Simeon Lee took the envelope. He drew out the single sheet of paper it held. He looked
surprised. His eyebrows rose, but he smiled.

‘By all that’s wonderful!” he said. Then to the butler: ‘Show Mr Farr up here, Tressilian.’

‘Yes, sir.’

Simeon said: ‘I was just thinking of old Ebenezer Farr. He was my partner out there in
Kimberley. Now here’s his son come along!’

Tressilian reappeared. He announced: ‘Mr Farr.’

Stephen Farr came in with a trace of nervousness. He disguised it by putting on a little
extraswagger. He said — and just for the moment his South African accent was more marked than
usual: ‘Mr Lee?

‘I'm glad to see you. So you're Eb’s boy?’

Stephen Farr grinned rather sheepishly. He said: ‘My first visit to the old country. Father always
told me to look you up if I did come.’

‘Quite right.” The old man looked round. ‘This is my granddaughter, Pilar Estravados.’

‘How do you do? said Pilar demurely.

Stephen Farr thought with a touch of admiration: ‘Cool little devil.”” She was surprised to see
me, but it only showed for a flash.’

He said, rather heavily: T'm very pleased to make your acquaintance, Miss Estravados.’

‘Thank you,’ said Pilar.

Simeon Lee said: ‘Sit down and tell me all about yourself. Are you in England for long?’

‘Oh, I shan’t hurry myself now I've really got here!” He laughed, throwing his head back.

Simeon Lee said: ‘Quite right. You must stay here with us for a while.’

‘Oh, look here, sir. I can’t butt in like that!®. It’s only two days to Christmas.’

‘You must spend Christmas with us — unless you’ve got other plans?’

‘Well, no, I haven’t, but I don’t like —°

Simeon said: ‘“That’s settled.” He turned his head. ‘Pilar?’

‘Yes, Grandfather.’

‘Go and tell Lydia we shall have another guest. Ask her to come up here.’

Pilar left the room. Stephen’s eyes followed her. Simeon noted the fact with amusement. He
said: “You’ve come straight here from South Africa?

‘Pretty well.’

They began to talk of that country. Lydia entered a few minutes later.

Simeon said: “This is Stephen Farr, son of my old friend and partner, Ebenezer Farr. He’s going
to be with us for Christmas if you can find room for him.’

Lydia smiled. ‘Of course.” Her eyes took in the stranger’s appearance. His bronzed face and
blue eyes and the easy backward tilt of his head.

‘My daughter-in-law,” said Simeon.

Stephen said: ‘I feel rather embarrassed — butting in on a family party like this.’

‘You're one of the family, my boy,” said Simeon. ‘Think of yourself as that.’

“You're too kind, sir.’

Pilar re-entered the room. She sat down quietly by the fire and picked up the hand screen. She
used it as a fan, slowly tilting her wrist to and fro. Her eyes were demure and downcast.

% Cool little devil. — (paze.) XnagHOKpOBHAs YepToBKa (OecThs).

100 can’t butt in like that — (paze.) He Xouy Tak rpy0o BTOprarbcsi (MelaTh BallIuM IUIaHaM)
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Part 3
December 24"

I

‘Do you really want me to stay on here, Father? asked Harry. He tilted his head back. ‘T'm
stirring up rather a hornet’s nest'’!, you know.’

‘What do you mean?” asked Simeon sharply.

‘Brother Alfred,” said Harry. ‘Good brother Alfred! He, if I may say so, resents my presence
here.’

‘The devil he does!” snapped Simeon. ‘I'm master in this house.’

‘All the same, sir, I expect you're pretty dependent on Alfred. I don’t want to upset —’

“You’'ll do as I tell you,” snapped his father.

Harry yawned. ‘Don’t know that I shall be able to stick a stay-at-home life. Pretty stifling to a
fellow who’s knocked about the world!?2.”

His father said: “You’d better marry and settle down.’

Harry said: “Who shall I marry? Pity one can’t marry one’s niece. Young Pilar is devilish
attractive.’

‘You've noticed that?’

‘Talking of settling down, fat George has done well for himself as far as looks go'®. Who was
she?

Simeon shrugged his shoulders. ‘How should I know? George picked her up at a mannequin
parade, I believe. She says her father was a retired naval officer.’

Harry said: ‘Probably a second mate of a coasting steamer. George will have a bit of trouble
with her if he’s not careful.’

‘George,” said Simeon Lee, ‘is a fool.”

Harry said: “‘What did she marry him for — his money?’

Simeon shrugged his shoulders.

Harry said: ‘Well, you think that you can square Alfred all right?’

‘We’ll soon settle that,” said Simeon grimly. He touched a bell that stood on a table near him.
Horbury appeared promptly. Simeon said:

‘Ask Mr Alfred to come here.’

Horbury went out and Harry drawled: ‘That fellow listens at doors!’

Simeon shrugged his shoulders. ‘Probably.’

Alfred hurried in. His face twitched when he saw his brother. Ignoring Harry, he said pointedly:
“You wanted me, Father?’

‘Yes, sit down. I was just thinking we must reorganize things a bit now that we have two more
people living in the house.’

‘Two?

‘Pilar will make her home here, naturally. And Harry is home for good!*.’

Alfred said: ‘Harry is coming to live here?’

101 pm stirring up rather a hornet’s nest — (pazez.) 51 pazBopoiiy 3T0 OCHHOE THE37I0

102 who’s knocked about the world — (paze.) KOTOPBIIL IPUBBIK MIATATHCS IO CBETY
103 has done well for himself as far as looks g0 — (pase.) nogodpai cebe HeTUIOXYIo Mapy, eI YK TOBOPUTH O BHEITHOCTH

104 is home for good — (pa3e.) BepHyJICS IOMOI HaBceraa
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‘Why not, old boy?’ said Harry.

Alfred turned sharply to him. ‘I should think that you yourself would see that!'%!’

‘Well, sorry — but I don’t.’

‘After everything that has happened? The disgraceful way you behaved. The scandal -’

Harry waved an easy hand. ‘All that’s in the past, old boy.’

‘You behaved abominably to Father, after all he’s done for you.’

‘Look here, Alfred, it strikes me that’s Father’s business, not yours. If he’s willing to forgive
and forget -’

‘I'm willing,” said Simeon. ‘Harry’s my son, after all, you know, Alfred.’

“Yes, but — I resent it — for Father’s sake.’

Simeon said: ‘Harry’s coming here! I wish it.” He laid a hand gently on the latter’s shoulder.
‘I'm very fond of Harry.’

Alfred got up and left the room. His face was white. Harry rose too and went after him, laughing.

Simeon sat chuckling to himself. Then he started and looked round. “Who the devil’s that? Oh,
it’s you, Horbury. Don’t creep about! that way.’

‘I beg your pardon, sir.’

‘Never mind. Listen, I’'ve got some orders for you. I want everybody to come up here after
lunch — everybody.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘There’s something else. When they come, you come with them. And when you get half-way
along the passage raise your voice so that I can hear. Any pretext will do. Understand?’

‘Yes, sir.’

Horbury went downstairs. He said to Tressilian: ‘If you ask me, we are going to have a Merry
Christmas.’

Tressilian said sharply: ‘What d’you mean?’

‘You wait and see, Mr Tressilian. It’s Christmas Eve today, and a nice Christmas spirit abroad
— I don’t think!”

105 you yourself would see that — (30.) cam nomkeH coo6pa3uth

106 pon’t creep about — (30.) Ilpekparute nonkpaabBaTbCs
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IT

They came into the room and paused at the doorway. Simeon was speaking into the telephone.
He waved a hand to them. ‘Sit down, all of you. I shan’t be a minute.!”” He went on speaking into
the telephone.

‘Is that Charlton, Hodgkins & Bruce? Is that you, Charlton? Simeon Lee speaking. Yes, isn’t
it?... Yes... No, I wanted you to make a new will for me... Yes, it’s some time since I made the
other... Circumstances have altered... Oh no, no hurry. Don’t want you to spoil your Christmas. Say
Boxing Day'® or the day after. Come along, and I'll tell you what I want done. No, that’s quite all
right. I shan’t be dying just yet.’

He replaced the receiver, then looked round at the eight members of his family. He cackled
and said: “You’re all looking very glum. What is the matter?’

Alfred said: “You sent for us...’

Simeon said quickly: ‘Oh, sorry — nothing portentous about it. Did you think it was a family
council? No, I'm just rather tired today, that’s all. None of you need come up after dinner. I shall go
to bed. I want to be fresh for Christmas Day.’

He grinned at them. George said earnestly: ‘Of course... of course...’

Simeon said: ‘Grand old institution, Christmas. Promotes solidarity of family feeling. What do
you think, Magdalene, my dear?’

Magdalene Lee jumped. Her rather silly little mouth flew open and then shut itself. She said:
‘Oh - oh, yes!”

Simeon said: ‘Let me see, you lived with a retired naval officer’ — he paused — ‘your father.
Don’t suppose you made much of Christmas. It needs a big family for that!’

‘Well — well — yes, perhaps it does.’

Simeon’s eyes slid past her.

‘Don’t want to talk of anything unpleasant at this time of year, but you know, George, I'm afraid
I'll have to cut down your allowance a bit. My establishment here is going to cost me a bit more to
run in future.’

George got very red. ‘But look here, Father, you can’t do that!’

Simeon said softly: ‘Oh, can’t ['®!

‘My expenses are very heavy already. Very heavy. As it is, I don’t know how I make both ends
meet. It needs the most rigorous economy.’

‘Let your wife do a bit more of it,’” said Simeon. ‘Women are good at that sort of thing. They
often think of economies where a man would never have dreamt of them. And a clever woman can
make her own clothes. My wife, I remember, was clever with her needle. About all she was clever
with — a good woman, but deadly dull -’

David sprang up. His father said: ‘Sit down, boy, you’ll knock something over —’

David said: ‘My mother -’

Simeon said: “Your mother had the brains of a louse! And it seems to me she’s transmitted
those brains to her children.” He raised himself up suddenly. A red spot appeared on each cheek.
His voice came high and shrill. “You’re not worth a penny piece, any of you! I'm sick of you all!
You're not men! You're weaklings — a set of namby-pamby weaklings. Pilar’s worth any two of you

1971 shan’t be a minute. — (paze.) 51 ceituac 3akoHYy.

108 Boxing Day — Jlens momapkos (riocie Poxzaectsa), Mo Tpagumum xo3sieBa AealoT CBOUM CITyraM HeOOJIBIIINe TTOapKy

109 can’t T— (pase.) na Heyxenm
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put together! I'll swear to heaven I've got a better son somewhere in the world than any of you, even
if you are born the right side of the blanket!!°!’

‘Here, Father, hold hard,” cried Harry.

He had jumped up and stood there, a frown on his usually good-humoured face. Simeon
snapped: “The same goes for you! What have you ever done? Whined to me for money from all over
the world! I tell you I'm sick of the sight of you all! Get out!’

He leaned back in his chair, panting a little.

Slowly, one by one, his family went out. George was red and indignant. Magdalene looked
frightened. David was pale and quivering. Harry blustered out of the room. Alfred went like a man in
a dream. Lydia followed him with her head held high. Only Hilda paused in the doorway and came
slowly back.

She stood over him, and he started when he opened his eyes and found her standing there.
There was something menacing in the solid way she stood there quite immovably.

He said irritably: “‘What is it?’

Hilda said: “When your letter came I believed what you said — that you wanted your family
round you for Christmas, I persuaded David to come.’

Simeon said: ‘Well, what of it?’

Hilda said slowly: “You did want your family round you — but not for the purpose you said!
You wanted them there, didn’t you, in order to set them all by the ears'!'? God help you, it’s your
idea of fun!’

Simeon chuckled. He said: ‘I always had rather a specialized sense of humour. I don’t expect
anyone else to appreciate the joke. I'm enjoying it!’

She said nothing. A vague feeling of apprehension came over Simeon Lee. He said sharply:
‘What are you thinking about?’

Hilda Lee said slowly: ‘I'm afraid...’

Simeon said: ‘You're afraid — of me?’

Hilda said: ‘Not of you. I'm afraid — for you!’

Like a judge who has delivered sentence''?, she turned away. She marched, slowly and heavily,
out of the room...

Simeon sat staring at the door. Then he got to his feet and made his way over to the safe. He
murmured: ‘Let’s have a look at my beauties.’

110 even if you are born the right side of the blanket — (pazz.) naxe ecnu Bbl poXieHs! B Opake

""'in order to set them all by the ears — (paze.) 4T0OHI MOCEATH PO3HB (PACCOPUTH BCEX CO BCEMU)

112 a judge who has delivered sentence — (pasz.) Cy/ibsi, BHHECIIHIA IIPUTOBOD
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I

The doorbell rang about a quarter to eight.

Tressilian went to answer it. He returned to his pantry to find Horbury there, picking up the
coffee-cups off the tray and looking at the mark on them.

‘Who was it?” said Horbury.

‘Superintendent of Police — Mr Sugden — mind what you’re doing!'!¥’

Horbury had dropped one of the cups with a crash.

‘Look at that now,” lamented Tressilian. ‘Eleven years I've had the washing up of those and
never one broken, and now you come along touching things you’ve no business to touch, and look
what happens!’

Tm sorry, Mr Tressilian. I am indeed,” the other apologized. His face was covered with
perspiration. ‘I don’t know how it happened. Did you say a Superintendent of Police had called?”

‘Yes — Mr Sugden.’

The valet passed a tongue over pale lips.

‘What — what did he want?’

‘Collecting for the Police Orphanage.’

‘Oh!’ The valet straightened his shoulders. In a more natural voice he said: ‘Did he get anything?’

‘I took up the book to old Mr Lee, and he told me to fetch the superintendent up and to put
the sherry on the table.’

‘Nothing but begging, this time of year,” said Horbury. “The old devil’s generous, I will say that
for him, in spite of his other failings.’

Tressilian said with dignity: ‘Mr Lee has always been an open-handed gentleman!!.

Horbury nodded. ‘It’s the best thing about him! Well, I'll be off now.’

‘Going to the pictures?’

‘I expect so. Ta-ta, Mr Tressilian.” He went through the door that led to the servants’ hall.

Tressilian looked up at the clock hanging on the wall. He went into the dining-room and laid
the rolls in the napkins. Then, after assuring himself that everything was as it should be, he sounded
the gong in the hall.

As the last note died away the police superintendent came down the stairs. Superintendent
Sugden was a large handsome man. He wore a tightly buttoned blue suit and moved with a sense of
his own importance.

He said affably: ‘I rather think we shall have a frost tonight. Good thing: the weather’s been
very unseasonable lately.’

Tressilian said, shaking his head: ‘The damp affects my rheumatism.’

The superintendent said that the rheumatism was a painful complaint, and Tressilian let him
out by the front door.

The old butler refastened the door and came back slowly into the hall. He passed his hand
over his eyes and sighed. Then he straightened his back as he saw Lydia pass into the drawing-room.
George Lee was just coming down the stairs.

Tressilian hovered ready. When the last guest, Magdalene, had entered the drawing-room, he
made his own appearance, murmuring: ‘Dinner is served.’

In his way Tressilian was a connoisseur of ladies’ dress. He always noted and criticized the
gowns of the ladies as he circled round the table, decanter in hand.

'3 mind what you’re doing — (pase.) ocropoxuee!

114 has always been an open-handed gentleman — (pa3z.) Bcerna ObUT IEPHIM XO3SIMHOM
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Mrs Alfred, he noted, had got on her new flowered black and white taffeta. A bold design, very
striking, but she could carry it off, though many ladies couldn’t. The dress Mrs George had on was
a model, he was pretty sure of that. Must have cost a pretty penny.!'> He wondered how Mr George
would like paying for it! Mr George didn’t like spending money — he never had. Mrs David now: a
nice lady, but didn’t have any idea of how to dress. For her figure, plain black velvet would have been
the best. Figured velvet!'®, and crimson at that, was a bad choice. Miss Pilar, now, it didn’t matter
what she wore, with her figure and her hair she looked well in anything. A flimsy cheap little white
gown it was, though. Still, Mr Lee would soon see to that! Taken to her wonderful'!’, he had. Always
was the same way when a gentleman was elderly. A young face could do anything with him!

‘Hock or claret?” murmured Tressilian in a deferential whisper in Mrs George’s ear. Out of the
tail of his eye!'® he noted that Walter, the footman, was handing the vegetables before the gravy again
— after all he had been told!

Tressilian went round with the soufflé. It struck him, now that his interest in the ladies’ toilettes
and his misgivings over Walter’s deficiencies were a thing of the past, that everyone was very silent
tonight. At least, not exactly silent: Mr Harry was talking enough for twenty — no, not Mr Harry, the
South African gentleman. And the others were talking too, but only, as it were, in spasms. There was
something a little — queer about them.

Mr Alfred, for instance, he looked downright ill. As though he had had a shock or something.
Quite dazed he looked and just turning over the food on his plate without eating it. The mistress,
she was worried about him. Tressilian could see that. Kept looking down the table towards him — not
noticeably, of course, just quietly. Mr George was very red in the face — gobbling his food, he was,
without tasting it. He’d get a stroke one day if he wasn’t careful. Mrs George wasn’t eating. Slimming,
as likely as not.!'!® Miss Pilar seemed to be enjoying her food all right and talking and laughing up at
the South African gentleman. Properly taken with her, he was. Didn’t seem to be anything on their
minds!

Mr David? Tressilian felt worried about Mr David. Just like his mother he was, to look at. And
remarkably young-looking still. But nervy; there, he’d knocked over his glass.

Tressilian whisked it away, mopped up the stream deftly. It was all over. Mr David hardly
seemed to notice what he had done, just sat staring in front of him with a white face.

Thinking of white faces, funny the way Horbury had looked in the pantry just now when he’d
heard a police officer had come to the house... almost as though —

Tressilian’s mind stopped with a jerk. Walter had dropped a pear off the dish he was handing.
Footmen were no good nowadays! They might be stable-boys'?°, the way they went on!

He went round with the port. Mr Harry seemed a bit distrait tonight. Kept looking at Mr Alfred.
Never had been any love lost between those two'?!, not even as boys. Mr Harry, of course, had always
been his father’s favourite, and that had rankled with Mr Alfred. Mr Lee had never cared for Mr
Alfred much. A pity, when Mr Alfred always seemed so devoted to his father.

There, Mrs Alfred was getting up now. She swept round the table. Very nice that design on the
taffeta; that cape suited her. A very graceful lady.

He went out to the pantry, closing the dining-room door on the gentlemen with their port.

He took the coffee tray into the drawing-room. The four ladies were sitting there rather
uncomfortably, he thought. They were not talking. He handed round the coffee in silence.

15 Must have cost a pretty penny. — (pa3e.) JJoIkHO OBITh, BJIETENO B KOTIEEUKY.
16 Figured velvet — (ycm.) Y3opuareiit 6apxat

17 Taken to her wonderful — (paze.) BrICTPO K HEll PUBHIK

118 Out of the tail of his eye — (paze.) Kpaem raza

19 Slimming, as likely as not. — (pase.) HaBepHsika onste Ha quere.

120 They might be stable-boys — (pase.) Iloxoxe, NX BOCIUTHIBAIN Ha KOHIOIIHE

121 Never had been any love lost between those two — (pase.) Beerna Henomo6uBanu pyr apyra
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He went out again. As he went into his pantry he heard the dining-room door open. David Lee
came out and went along the hall to the drawing-room.

Tressilian went back into his pantry. He read the riot act!?? to Walter. Walter was nearly, if
not quite, impertinent! Tressilian, alone in his pantry, sat down rather wearily. He had a feeling of
depression. Christmas Eve, and all this strain and tension... He didn’t like it!

With an effort he roused himself. He went to the drawing-room and collected the coffee-cups.
The room was empty except for Lydia, who was standing half-concealed by the window curtain at
the far end of the room. She was standing there looking out into the night.

From next door the piano sounded. Mr David was playing. But why, Tressilian asked himself,
did Mr David play the Dead March? For that’s what it was. Oh, indeed things were very wrong'?*.

He went slowly along the hall and back into his pantry. It was then he first heard the noise from
overhead: a crashing of china, the overthrowing of furniture, a series of cracks and bumps.

‘Good gracious!” thought Tressilian. ‘Whatever is the master doing? What’s happening up
there?’

And then, clear and high, came a scream — a horrible high wailing scream that died away in
a choke or gurgle.

Tressilian stood there a moment paralysed, then he ran out into the hall and up the broad
staircase. Others were with him. That scream had been heard all over the house.

They raced up the stairs and round the bend, past a recess with statues gleaming white and
eerie, and along the straight passage to Simeon Lee’s door. Mr Farr was there already and Mrs David.
She was leaning back against the wall and he was twisting at the door handle.

‘The door’s locked,” he was saying. “The door’s locked!’

Harry Lee pushed past and wrested it from him. He, too, turned and twisted at the handle.
‘Father,” he shouted. ‘Father, let us in.’

He held up his hand and in the silence they all listened. There was no answer. No sound from
inside the room.

The front door bell rang, but no one paid any attention to it.

Stephen Farr said: ‘We’ve got to break the door down. It’s the only way.’

Harry said: “That’s going to be a tough job. These doors are good solid stuff. Come on, Alfred.’

They heaved and strained. Finally they went and got an oak bench and used it as a battering-
ram. The door gave at last. Its hinges splintered and the door sank shuddering from its frame.

For a minute they stood there huddled together looking in. What they saw was a sight that no
one of them ever forgot...

There had clearly been a terrific struggle. Heavy furniture was overturned. China vases lay
splintered on the floor. In the middle of the hearthrug in front of the blazing fire lay Simeon Lee in
a great pool of blood... Blood was splashed all round. The place was like a shambles.

There was a long shuddering sigh, and then two voices spoke in turn. Strangely enough, the
words they uttered were both quotations.

David Lee said: “The mills of God grind slowly'?*...’

Lydia’s voice came like a fluttering whisper: ‘Who would have thought the old man to have
had so much blood in him?!%3...”

122 read the riot act — (paze.) ycTpows1 HaroHsi

123 indeed things were very wrong — (30.) 4To-T0O ObUIO OYeHb HETPABUIBLHO

124 The mills of God grind slowly — murara n3 Cexcra Dmmmpurka (k. II — 1. 111 B., apeBHerpedeckoro dtocoda), nepermentnas
B TIOTOBOPKY: MeJTbHHITEI O0TOB JBUKYTCSI MEIUIEHHO, HO CMAJIBIBAIOT B ITBUIb; epeH. BO3ME3He HEN30e:KHO

125 Who would have thought the old man to have had so much blood in him? — iur. u3 «Mak6era» B. [llekcnimpa (axr 5, cit. 1)
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IV

Superintendent Sugden had rung the bell three times. Finally, in desperation, he pounded on
the knocker.

A scared Walter at length opened the door. ‘Oo-er,” he said. A look of relief came over his
face. ‘I was just ringing up the police.’

‘What for? said Superintendent Sugden sharply. “‘What’s going on here?’

Walter whispered: ‘It’s old Mr Lee. He’s been done in'%6. ..’

The superintendent pushed past him and ran up the stairs. He came into the room without
anyone being aware of his entrance!?’. As he entered he saw Pilar bend forward and pick up something
from the floor. He saw David Lee standing with his hands over his eyes.

He saw the others huddled into a little group. Alfred Lee alone had stepped near his father’s
body. He stood now quite close, looking down. His face was blank!?8,

George Lee was saying importantly:

‘Nothing must be touched — remember that — nothing — till the police arrive. That is most
important!’

‘Excuse me,” said Sugden. He pushed his way forward, gently thrusting the ladies aside. Alfred
Lee recognized him.

‘Ah,” he said. ‘It’s you, Superintendent Sugden. You’ve got here very quickly.’

‘Yes, Mr Lee.” Superintendent Sugden did not waste time on explanations. ‘What’s all this?’

126 He’s been done in — (paze.) Ero ykokommim

127 without anyone being aware of his entrance — (pase.) HIKTO He 0OpaTII Ha HETO BHUMAHUS

128 was blank — (paze.) HUYETO HE BHIpAKAJIO
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KoHen 03HaKOMHUTEJIBHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasieH OO0 «JIutPec».

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JlutPec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
COOOM.
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