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THE MAN WHO DIDN'T FLY Margot Bennett 5

Four men had chartered the ill-fated plane whose flaming wreck-

~age had been silently accepted by the sea. Logically enough, four
men were missing. Not so logical was the fact that only three men
had boarded the plane—one man had never even reached the air-
port. One of the four had mysteriously chosen to disappear, or had
been chosen. The Saturday Review calls it a “real sparkler . . .
bright, witty . . . cast excellent . . . good fun.”

The D A’s Reputation Joseph R. Marshall 111

I needed a reputation, and the old fool would give it to me.
Nine Roses for the Commissar Oscar Schisgall 117
E Iowqrs for murder—a rare arrangement, |
Till Death Do Us Part " Robert Bloch 121
Carl was a mortician turned murderer—an “ideal” set up.
- A -Small Favor - Arthur Porges 124

Franz had tired of the lies—~hig knife glinted in the moonlight.
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Margot Bennett possesses the ability to combine sparkling charac-
terization, wit, and suspense in a mystery novel, Witness the fol-
lowing, a story rich in all three and bristling with genuine excite-
‘ment. It concerns a scarch for a man who has seemingly escaped
death, but who instead plunges the authorities into an investigation
of his disappearance—an exit as untimely and grimly final as
death itself. Inspector Lewis untangles the accounts of the Wade
family, the only ones who can give him the answer to his investiga-

tion of four nien, three the victims of a plane crask and a fourth—.

the man who didn't fly.




~ THE MAN
WHO DIDN’T FLY

by MARGOT BENNETT

PROLOGUEL

At cleven in the morning the airplane bégan its westward flight across
England, shining like snow under the blue sky, losing its glitter in the
thick, white clouds, passing, heard but unseen, over the Welsh hills,
On the shore at Aberavon, children struggling wet into jerseys, parents
snatching at animated papers, cramming sandwiches back into boxes,
flinched as the plane flew too low over their heads; then watched with
angry, admiring eyes as it lunged into the black clouds that pressed down
on the black sea. No one saw the plane again, although there were
reports of a fireball that had rolled, slower than lightning, down the
sky to the sea. Rescue planes searched the Irish Channcl, but they
might as well have looked for Lycidas.

After the accident comes the casualty list; deaths must be docu--

© 1955, by Margot Bennett. Reprinted by special arrange-
ment with Harper & Bros. An authorized abridgement.
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mented, and no man is allowed a death certificate without first dying for
it.- |

The death of the pilot was as indisputable as the loss of the plane.
The status of the passengers was more difficult to define. Neither friend,
relative, enemwty, insurance company, nor coroner was willing to admit
that any one of the passengers was conclusively and legally dead. Four
men had arranged to-travel by the airplane, four had disappeared; only
three men had arrived.at the airport, only three passengers had entered
the plane.

The man who didn't fly had been spared by chance or providence.
He should have appearcd, smiling uneasily, to describe how he had
stopped to tie his shoelace and missed his bus. He was silent as though
he had taken a bus to eternity. He was not only silent, le was invisible,
and, worst of all for the authorities, he was any one of four people. He
could be classificd as the man who didu't fly, and he created the in-
possible situation of leaving three deaths to be shared out among four
Imen.

INVESTIGATION

|

THE PATIENT I“\;"LUIT{IL‘S began,
crackling and exploding around
the Wades; ‘splashing through
Moira Ferguson's stupor; rubbing
like sandpaper over the indifter-
ence of bus conductors and rail-
way porters all the way from Fur-
long Decp to Brickford Airport;
and tenderly nursing the facts that
drooped like limp su}dlings in the
Fairway Arms.

The landlord was old He had

a discase of the liver that pre-

vented him from working: at any-
thing but the study of racing
forms. He spent most of his life in
a back room making imaginary bets
“on a three-column system, . and
keeping accounts with the preci-

- sion of a nationalized industry. In

five ycars he had made a theoreti- -
cal profit of £18,640. His wife
didn’'t allow ‘him any money for
betting, so on the few. occasions
when he had to take her place he
became mute of malice. He was
surly, and made useless by cir-
cumstances, but he had never
been in trouble with the police, so
they accepted him as a good citi-
zen, and asked their questions pa-
tu,ntly, almost genially. |

“I know you feel you can’t de-
scribe any of them, Mr. Crewe,”
the detective-sergeant said. “But
there must be something that you

- noticed. If one of them had a mus-

tache, now. You'd have scen that?”
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Crewe shook his head again.
“You mean a man sat a few
‘yards away from you and you
didn’t see his mustache?”

“I1didn’t.”

“There you are. They were all
clean shaven. You didn’t remember
a mustache, and you were right.”

Crewe looked bewildered.

“What we have to do is get
these men identitied. They all had
names. If you heard any part of
their talk, you might have heard
one of their names. They were
called Joseph Ferguson, Maurice
Reid, . Harry Walters, Morgan
Price.”

Crewe yawned, and sat down °

with his stomach resting on his
knees. He looked up, blinking,
then shook his head again.

“We have only one photo-
graph. It’s of Joseph Ferguson.” He
held out the picture of a dark,
square-faced man, with a large,
strong nose, and a suggestion of
amiable jowls. He looked like a
first- or perhaps a second-genera-
tion Englishman.-“Was this man
here?”

“Never seen him.” o

“Are you prepargd to say he
wasn’t here?” |

“No, I wouldi’t say that.”

“Is there anything you would
say? Look, Mr. Crewe, the posi-
tion is this. Four men arranged to
meet here around ten-fifteen be-
fore going on to the airport to-get
on a plane that was supposed to
leave at ten forty-ive. Now, I'm

asking you a straight question, Mr.
Crewe. Did they come here?”

“There was men here. They had
whisky. They drank it and had
another. And there wasn’t four.
‘There was three.”

“Three? Are you surer”

“T'hree. You got me mixed all
the time, talking about four. Three
doubles and splash and the same
again. Fifteen shillings in the till,
The wife'll tell you.”

She sat beside him, indicating
by twitches of nostril and eyebrow
how complete was her dissociation
from her husband and his stu-
pidity.

“Seventeen and twopence in the
till, Raymond,” she said sharply.

“There was two bitters later,”
Crewe agreed dully.

“I'wo men?”

“Suppose so. Couldn’t say.”

“It was only three days. ago,
Mr. Crewe.”

“It was all of three days ago,”
Crewe agreed.,

“Did these other two spcak to
your”

“They ordered bitters.
manner of speaking.”

“T'll make inquirics among our
regulars,” Mrs. Crewe promised.

It's a

'She seemed 'to recognize the ur-
- gency ol proving she was on the

right side.

“As a matter -of curiosity, did
you hear any of the men’s con-
versation?”

"Which men? I don’t know
which men you're talking about.
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First it’s four, then it’s three, now
it'’s the two bitters.”

“No, Raymond, not the two
bitters. It's -the three whiskies,”
Mrs. Crewe said officiously.

“You give me time, Ethel, give
me time. I know better than you
what happened. There was a word
about horses and Ireland, but next
thing it was accidents and Aus-
tralia, or it might have been South
Africa, then 1 lost interest.”

“What did they say about
horses?” =

“Something about racing, it
might be supposcd Crewe said
trlumphantly, and smiled at last.
“But we've agreed that’s not to be
discussed. It was only the Grand
National,” he added generously

“And Australia?”

“Nothing about Australia.”

”Nothmg”’ '

“Well, it might have becn South
Africa. It was a place like that.”

- “New Zealand?”

“No, not New Zealand. It was
South Africa or it was Australia.
I'll swear to one of them. I've an
uncle in one of them and a cousin
in the other, so I'm sure of my
tacts.” |

“Had the man who was telling
the story been in Australia’ or

South Africa himself? Mr. Crewe,

this might be important. Did one
of these three men say he'd been
in Australia?”

“He did, always remembermg it
might have been South Africa. He

wanted to tell a story about—

what was his word?—premoni-
tions. He had feelings about some-
thing.” |

“Feelings about what?” ,

“Ah, that's when I went back
to thinking about the twelve-
thirty at Lingheld.”

. “What part of Australia?” asked
the detective. “Did he say, as it
were, when I was in Sydney, when
I was in Adelaide, when I was in
Alice Springse”

“Alice Springs?” Crewe asked,
bewildered once more.

“It's a town in Australia, Ray-
mond,” his wife said quickly, with
apologetic nods to the police. “If
only I'd been in the bar that morn-
ing.’ |
“You!” Crewe: said contemptu-
ously. “You'd have listened to more
than was ever said. What 1 heard
I stand by as the truth. One of
them says to anotheér: That re-
minds me—which I couldn’t see
how it did—about something that
happened to me once. I had a
premonition, he says, or words to
that effect, when I was in Aus-
tralia, or South Africa, and you
haven’t been there, have you, he
says to that other, crushing the

“opposition. No, says the other. But

I have, says the third man, inter-
rupting. Isn’t it time we left, or
something like that, but there was
no getting away from the story,
which I didn’t listen to, however
much you sigh, and make faces,” he
said malevolently to his wife.
He closed his eyes again, and
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gave very faint groaning answers
to the interminable questions

about cigarettes, bow ties, girth,.

height, complexion, and accent.
Finally .he heaved himself up
“slowly, like an overburdened
camel. |
- “Listen, if I was Scotland Yard
I'd photograph the customers on
the way in and cut off a lock of
their "hair before I .sold them a
mild-and-bitter. Not being Scot-
land Yard or female, I got my own
business to attend to and it’s not
and never will be other people’s.
Anxious as I am to help.”

Mrs. Crewe went to the door
with the detectives.

“If he knows anything more I'll
get it out of him,” she whispered.
“And when I find the two bitters
I'll let you know.”

The detective-sergeant gave her
a grim smile of gratitude as he got
in his car.

“If the crooks were as slow-
witted as that lot,” he said to his
subordinate, “we’d have crime
stamped out in a week.”

" Brickford Airport wasn’t much
“more than a meadow cut by a
macadam path, with a few sheds
clustering at one end. It had a
primitive look, as though someone
were about to take off in a bid to
fly the English Channel. It was
the headquarters of the local fly-
ing club, but was also regularly
used by several small charter
planes. *

Too many questions had al-
ready been asked at the airport,
and when the mechanic saw De-
tective-Sergeant Young he dipped
his head at once into the engine
of a small, red, open plane that
might have been made for the
Wright brothers.

Sergeant Young looked senti-
mentally at the innocent little
plane, and sighed. “You're Wil-
liam Douglas?”. he asked.

The mechanic raised his white
indignant face, and nodded. “Po-
lice?” he asked fiercely. “Or from
the Daily Something or Other?”

- “I'm from the police.”

“Right. Here it comes. I dont
need any questions. I don’t want
any questions, I've had enough.
You just listen. I saw the Ormond
go. I heard Mr. Lee speak to his
three passengers. I heard him say:
What, only three of you? And one
of the passengers said: We've
waited long enough. It seems he’s
not going to turn up. We'll have
to go without him. And the three

- of them got in and Mr. Lee walks

over to me and says: I'm one
short, Bill. Then he goes over to
the caff to look but he comes back
alone. Then he took off. This is
the eleventh time I've been asked
and I know the answers in my
sleep.”

“And did you see what the pas-
sengers looked like?”
- “I did not.”

“Was one of them taller or
shorter than the others?”.
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“I couldn’t tell you.”

“Did they wear hats?”

“Look! Sofar as they wilked on
two legs and wore trousers I can
¢laim 'to have seen them, but I'd
- -like it-to be -understood I:won't

have words -put .in my mouth. I
~~was 'working on a-club crate-at the
time, as I'm trying to do now, and
I didn't look up, except after I
heard Mr. Lee say what he said.

Then 1 lifted my head long enough

to see their backs as they went in
the plane, and three is the num-
ber I saw. I watched the plane go.”

Sergeant Young listened --seri-
ously, as though he hadn’t read all
this at -the station earlicr that
morning. | |

“A man called Joscph Ferguson
chartered the plane,” he said. “Tell

me, Mr. Douglas, would-the pilot

have gonc without him?”

"~ “Couldn’t say. So long as the
flight had been paid for. Mr. Lee
might not have been'able to' lct 1hc
other passengers down.”

“The flight had been paid for
in advance. - But Mr. lece and
Joseph Ferguson had met at least
once. Wouldn't it -have been rea-
sonable for Mr. Lee to say: Good
morning, Mr. Ferguson?”

Douglas straightened” himself

slowly, and began -to twist the
wrench round m his hzmd “But
he didn’t say it.”

~ “Was he a brusque kind of man
—inclined to be a bit short with
- people, I mean?” -

Douglas considered the wrench,

tossed it once in the air, and then
dropped it in ‘his pocket. “No. He
was a friendly type..He might have
been feeling a bit off- because
they'd kept him -waiting.” He

looked sullenly at the sergeant, as
though he were being forced into

a game. he didn’t want to play.
Was -
the

“There’s another . thing.
what's-his-name, Ferguson,
only one of the four Mr Lec

knew?” -

- “He’d met a man called Wal-
ters. Harry Walters.”

“Right,” Douglas said - trium--
phantly. “He might have said
Hello Walters, or Hello Harry,

“but -he  didn’t -say that either. As

only one of them didn’t. turn up,
either Ferguson or Walters must
have been there.”

“He just-wasn't foe]mg social.
So there’s nothmg in that idea.
Thanks, anyway.’

The short young man came
through the door of the oflice with
his head down, like. a bull expect-
ing to mect a matador. He was
dark . complexioned, and although
young he already had wrinkles-on
his forehead from raising his cye-
brows. |

‘He spoke in a h1gh voice, but
all he said at first was: “How do
vou do. My name’s Murray.” Then
he sat in -agitated silence, while
the policeman stared at his slightly
crumpled lightweight suit and the

~place where the button was mlw—

ing from his 5hll‘t
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“I came in about Ilarr),” hc
said. “Walters, I mean.’

“You want to make a state-
ment?” Inspector Lewis askcd
: susplclously

- “In a-way I don't- Suppose I
just talk, .and -then .afterward, " if. .
> Jve . told:you -anything - at-.all,- we.

~ could .write -down that bit and let
. the: rest -.go. I don’t want ‘to .be
mived up in this at all, but I-want
to say if poor Harry was the man
who missed that plane, I think it's
likely he was murdered.”

“Why?"”

‘Murray looked intently at his
cigarette, with the concentration
of a watchmaker studying a broken
hairspring. . He took a matchbox
from his pocket, carcfully -tipped
the ash among the matches, and
shut the box.

“The truth is,”
editor.”

“What do you Cdlt sir?”
| “A magazine. You wouldn't
~have heard of it. It's called Vista.”

“I don’t have much -time for
reading,” the inspector apologized.

Sergeant Young tilted his head
toward the inspector.

“I know it, sir. It's a poetry
magazine, with novelists review-
ing cach other’s books on the back
pages.”

- “Mr. Murray, you wanted to tell
us Sonmdung?

-+ “I'm not-here for the. fun of it;
am [? If you've read Vista, you

he said, “I'm an

must have scen 'some. of Harry's -

poems.”

“I can’t say that I remember
them.” r

“Well, he was a poet and not a
bad one when he got around to it.
- But—do you really mind if" | tell'
-this.my :own. way? The trouble is;”
“I can’t thlnk,
.of. any other way to tell it.” ,
]ust go ahead, sir, your own

hesaid unhappily,

way.

“Then it's about Harry That's

why I've come. Harry was always
short of money,” he said. “Other
people can come back from places
like Australia with gold dust
clinging to the turnups of their
trousers, but I don’t think Harry
had even a clean shirt when he
got off the boat four months ago.
He stayed with us for a few
weeks, but my wife got a bit res-
tive. Harry wasn't at all like the
other people who wrote for Vista.
I mean most poets today work for

the B.B.C. and keep their trousers

pressed, but Harry had a theory
that poets should be pocts and
nothing more. So he got a bit

short of money. I expect that peo-

ple like yourselves, paid regularly,
don’t understand how awkward
that can be. Is-there anywhere 1
could put this cigarette end? An
old helmet, or somcthing of the

kind?”

l.ewis handed him an ash t:ray'
“We've heard rumors about peo-

-ple who haven’t enough money,”

he said heavily.
- .Murray stubbed out the ciga-
rette and lit another.




12 BESTSELLER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

“Your friend Harry had been
in Australia. Had he ever been in
South Africa?”

“I don’t know everything about
Harry,” Murray protested. “But if
he ever landed in South Africa

they probably bounced him out.

again. Harry would never be tact-
ful enough for a place like that.

He'd think of something to annoy, .

like opening a black—and-white
matrimonial agency.”
“It's not important.”

“Then I'll proceed. When Harry
left us he'd been writing some
rather good verse—sentimental
savagery about the middle classes.
Did you ever read one beginning:
‘April’s always been the month for
worry; Bills hissing through the
letterbox like snakes’?”

“No,” said Sergeant Young.
“No, I don’t remember that.”

“He wrote a few like that. They
were good, so I made the mistake
of paying him in advance for some
more. Harry, having the money,
really didn’t have any inducement
to do the work. It wasn’t very
much money, but he knew that if
he did finish his sequence of odes
to the bourgeoisie, he wouldn’t get
any more, so he thought he'd write
something else instead. So, just
when he was looking for an emo-
tion to recall at boiling point, he
met someone in a pub—a very
amusing man, who'd been in and
out of jail half a dozen times. So

Harry thought, why not be Fran-

cois Villon?”

Inspector Lewis’s lower lip be-
gan to project like a raﬂwa}r signal.

“Who was this amusmg man?”’
he asked. ‘

“Frangois Villon was a I'rench
poet, sir. He became a member of-
the criminal classes -and- some of
his poetry was written from their
standpoint,” Young muttered.

“Anyway, around then I
thought it was my duty as editor
to keep tapping Harry’s shoulder,
saying, What about those verses
we've paid for? But Harry had
sold a couple of poems about psy-
chology, I think, to an American
magazine that paid in genuine .
unforged dollars, so he had drink-
ing money. We had some pretty
hideous nights, I can tell you.’

“Where?”

“I've rather forgotten the names
of the pubs. I was at a loss most
of the time. Harry would point -
out a character and say: Would
you like to know what he brought
down the ladder last night? And I
would say: No, really no. Then
we'd talk to the ladder man, and
all I could think of saying would
be: Have you been stealing any-
thing interesting recently? So 1
had to shut up and have another

* beer instead. Harry mixed in and

I. couldn’t. My analysis is that
they liked him because-he was—
innocent. He wasn’t the kind of

man who could possibly have bcen -
a policeman.”

“Go on,
Lewis said.

please,” Inspector
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“He wasn’t wasting his time,”
Murray said defensively. “He
picked up 'a lot of good stories.
There were "a couple of sinister
characters Harry told me had once
been the reigning cracksmen of
England. Go anywhere, steal any-
thing. About two years ago they
made a mammoth haul. Was there
something called the Sackford

diamonds?” He looked up inquir-

ingly.
Lewis nodded “In June, two
years ago.” |
“Anyway, three of them

planned that, three of them car-
ried it out, and two of them were

still in the house when the third
- man cleared off with the 1lot.
They've been looking for him
ever since. He’s well known to
a lot of the boys. They say he had
exquisite manners, perhaps not in
those very words. And every night
at closing time onec of the other
* two brings out a photograph and
~ pushes it under your nose. Or so
Harry said. He never pushed it
ander mine. They offer a reward

for information about him, just

~ like the police. The point of the
* story is they’ve never stolen any-
thing since. They can’t work alone,
and .they don’t trust each other or
anyone clse cither. Their lives are
ruined; Harry said.”

“I suppose you can’t remember
their names either?” |

“I was never introduced,” Mur-
ray said firmly. “I'd better come
to the point. After a few nights,

Harry turned up and said: . The
boys don’t like you. They think
you look like a plain-clothes man.
I was pretty shaken, as anyone
might. be.” ~ .

He looked appealingly-at the in-
spector, who -stared = back with
enormous detachment, as though
he were studying him.

“Actually, I'd already suspected
I was a social failure. T didn’t
much fancy having my face
smashed in with a bicycle chain.

- So I dropped out.”

“But Harry went on?”

“Yes. I didn’t see him again for
a couple of wecks, then he told
me, in strict confidence, and I'm
quite aware I'm betraying him, ‘I
feel like a louse, that he’d been
asked to go out on a job with the
boys. He said what it he was
caught? He could do better than
‘The Ballad of Reading Gaol’ any-
way. It was one of those railway
mailbag things, but he wouldn’t
tell me what or when. I was very
unhappy about the whole thing.
However, I knew Harry well
enough to know he could never
finish anything. He .didn’t take
part in any robbery He missed
the train.”

“Intentionally?”

“It was just the way he was.
He was a man who was always
rushing into- situations and then
drifting away from them. I .don’t
know if he meant to miss the
train. But he did. Then some-
thing happened.”
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“Yese” ,

“The robbery was a flop. Some-
one informed. There were to be
four men in it as well as Harry.
And three of them were caught.”

“And Harry missed the train,”
Lewis commented. “This would
be about five weeks -ago?”

Murray nodded. “About that. I
saw Harry the next day..He said
his failure to catch the train
might be misinterpreted. He said
he didn’t want to be Francois Vil-
lon any more, and crooks were
tedious company. He said he was
afraid they might .be tedious

enough to put him in a sack and

drop him over London Bridge. He
said all he wanted was a quiet
place where he could write.”
“Why have you come here with
this story, Mr. Murray?” -
“Naturally when 1 heard about
this disappearing -passenger I as-

sumed Harry had had a mortal in- .

terview with one of the boys.”

“Do you think he mformed

against them?”

“Well, you'd know, wouldn’t
you, not me? I couldn’t tell you
what Harry would do. He was an
odd sort of man, but very likeable,
in his odd sort of way,” Murray
said sadly.

‘They asked him a great many

questions, but at the end of it they

were no wiser, and they let him go.

When he had gone they opened
the windows to let the tobacco
smoke out, and then sent for the
files on the train mailbag attempt,

-iarly solemn and
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and on the Sackford diamond
robbery.

“I hope this Harry is the man
who missed that plane,” Lewis
said. “I'd like to meet him.” -

Moira Ferguson sat watching
the Wades being interviewed
again. Her manner suggested that
she was present as a  judge not
a witness. The Wades behaved
more like inexpert conspirators. In
the four days since the crash of the
plane they had lived in a state of
shock -interrupted by perpetual
questioning; now they were so ‘be-
wildered by their own evasions

that they left a little of the truth

in each abandoned position.

Charles Wade sat now gazing
in mournful appeal at his two
daughters, begging them silently
tor permission to say more than he
had said. Hester gave him a quick
glance of warning, then closed her
eyes. Prudence scowled at the po-
lice, then quickly substituted an
icy smile. She was sixteen, and
her greatest fear was that they
might think her unsophisticated.

Inspector Lewis, looking pecul-
incorruptible,
like a judge at an agricultural
show, examined all their faces. -
Sergeant Young looked around the
room, a shabby room in worn
chintz, a room with a view across
a valley where the morning shad-

. ows lay like folds of drapery. He

glanced at the roses that sprawled
from a blue vase.
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“I'm  sorry,” Hester
“T'heyre dying. I've had no time
to change the water.” She looked
quickly away from the roses, as
though the sight of them caused
her pain.

“So there’s nothing you can tell
me about Morgan Price. Nothing
at all, except that he was about

forty and had no bad habits. In

fact, Mr. Wade, from what you've
told me, I'd say he had no habits
at all,” Inspector Lewis said. -

“He always thought he was ill
when he wasn’t,” Prudence said in
a kind of explosion.

“So he came here for his

health?”

“I"don’t know. I'm net sure,”
Hester said, frowning at Pru-
dence.

“But he lived with you as a pay-
ing guest?”

“Yes, that’s true,” Charles Wade
said, glad of the opportunity to
answer a simple question.

“How did he come to live here?
And when?”

“About a year ago. We put an
advertisement in a paper.”

“Do you have any other paying
auests?” '

“No. Let me save you a few
questions. We are rather poor. We
found we had a spare room, and
hoped to make a little money

casily. Morgan paid his rent regu-:

larly, by -cash,” Hester said with
some spirit.

“Had he no profession, no busi-
ness, no occupation?”

said. =

“Not when he was here.”
~ "Did you think he was a strange
guest, Mr. Wade?”

Wade looked round for help. “I
don’t think so. People have inde-
pendent means, sometimes. 1 still
know some people who have, and
some of them are shy.”

“And what seems strange after-
ward didn’t seem strange at the

- time,” Hester added quickly.

“Can you tell me anything
about his general behaviorr”

. “He liked doing chess prob-
lems, or at least he didn’t,” Pru-
dence said. “He would set. the
pieces up and stare at them, then
knoeck the board away and go to
the window and look out. That
was the way he read books too, for
about five minutes at a stretch. He
was always sitting down and get-
ting up again. And he and Harry

. She looked at Hester, then
let the sentence die.

“And he what?”

“Oh, nothing.”

Inspector Lewis looked at his
fingernails and Sergeant Young
looked at the inspector. They ap-
peared to communicate, for Ser-
geant Young drew a line in his
notebook and turned the page.

“Now, what about Maurice
Reid?” the inspector said. “I'm
told he was a friend of the fam-
ily. Is that so?”

“Yes,” said Hester almost whis-
pering. “A friend.”

“How long had you known
him?”
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“About nine months.”

“And you'd seen a lot of him?”

“He took a cottage to be near
them,” Moira said contemptuous-
ly. “Joe never liked him.”

“He was here the night before
the plane left, Mr. Wade?”

“Yes, yes. That’s true.”

“How did you spend thls--thls
last evening?”

“He had dinner here, but I
went to a dance,” Prudence said
casually. |

“Then . . .” Wade began. He
looked in appeal at Hester.

“Then we listened to music,”
Hester said. “Records. Bach. Do
vou like music, Inspector?” she
asked wildly.

“I'm tone deaf,” the inspector
said. -

“I do,” said Sergeant Young
unexpectedly. He smiled at Hes-
er. “Do you play, Miss Wade?”
- “I play the violin,” she said,
looking at him for the first time,
and appearing to be surprised that
he should seem so like other hu-
man beings,

“I was once going to be a profes-
sional pianist. But I wasn’t good
enough. So I joined the police
force.” He looked cautiously-at his
superjor, who smiled- just enough
to show that the sergeant was to be
allowed enough rope to inspire
conﬁdence

“What kind of man was Maurice

leid, Miss Wadc?" Lewis asked
morc amiably.

“He secemed reliable and kind.

- alty.

He had a square, brown face. I
think he had traveled a lot. He
wasn’'t young—between thirty-hive
and forty, I suppose. He always
seemed healthy, and almost ag-
gressively clean.” She looked grave-
ly at the two detectives, who were
brushed, scrubbed, shaved, creas-
ed, and shining, as if they bad been
preparing for inspection by roy-
“He had a flat in London.
Down here he had a tiny week-end

cottage, and lived alone in it.,”

“What was his occupation?”

“Something in the city, wasn't
it, Father?” she said, trying to con-
trol the trembling of his hands
with a look.

“So he had money’”

"Not real money,” Moira Fcr-
guson intervencd again.

Lewis turned to her. “It was
your husband who chartered the
plane?”

- “You know it was. I've said so,
often ‘enough. He had to go to
Ireland on business. He chartered
it for himself and his associates
who in the end couldn’t come.
That's why these others flew with
him—if they did. He was trying
to fill up the seats. And Tl tell
you now that he had an occupa-
tion. He was a company director,

and his special interest was theé

Constellation  Circuit—cinemas
you know. He at least was re-
spected by everyone,” she said in a
flat voice. -

“I'm sorry to ask these ques-

tions now.
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She ignored the apology.

“Then there’s ‘Harry Walters,”
the inspector said.

“Harry?” Moira repeated with

hatred. “He stayed with us. But

there’s nothing I ‘can tell you.
He’s Hester’s concern.”

Hester stared at the floor.

“He was a poet,” Prudence vol-
unteered. -

“A poet,” the inspector repeated,
apparently surprised. “"Do you
know anything about poetry, Ser-
ceant?”

“A little, sir.”

“I thought so.” The 1nspector
shut his hps and sank back in his
chair.

Lewis sat up again. “Did he
ever read you his poems, Miss
Wade?”

“Read? Not exactly. No, he
didn’t read his poems to me.”

“But he sometimes quoted
lines?”

“I'm anxious to help,” Hester
said in a low voice. “But 1 don’t

see the point of those questions.”
"~ “I'm trying to form an idea of
all those four men. They were all
known to you. Did you know Hatr-
ry Walters well?”
“Not exactly.”

“Did anyone here know him
well?” He looked directly at Moira
Ferguson.

“I did,” Prudence said. “He
was always coming here for meals.
And he used to play Donegal
poker. With Morgan.”

The inspector looked at thc

sergeant for help. “I've never
heard of it, sir.”

“So Harry Walters and Mor-
gan Price were friends?”

“Not exactly.”
~ “Is there anything that Halry
Walters was, exactly?”

~ “Nothing that could be  de-
scribed in a few words. People
aren’t classified, like racing cars,”
Hester said in agitation.

“Take as many words as you
like.”

Heéster looked desperate, and
her father spoke quickly, trying to
shield her from the heavy artillery
like a loyal native with a bow and
arrow. _

- “How can we answer these
questions? What can one decently
say of the dead? Harry was cheer-
ful, entertaining, kind. He was
helptul, even generous, some-
times.”

Inspector Lewis nodded in-
credulously, and turned to Hester

again. “He sounds like an ideal

character,” he said, on a note of
suggestion.

“T know how I'd describe him,”
Prudence muttered. “Oh, I'm SOI-
ry, Hester.”

“Plcase say what you think,
Prudence,” her elder sister said
.contemptuously. Inspector Lems
wants information.”

“I won't say a word,” Prudence

said, beginning to sob. “I promise

you I won’t, Hester.”

“This is worse than words,”

Hester said.
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Moira laughed, implying that
she could say a great deal about
Harry, if she chose.

“Tell us what you want to
know,” Hester said.

“Tll try to explain, Miss Wade.
One of these four men, all inti-
mate friends of your family—and
all known to you, Mrs. Ferguson
-—had such powerful reasons for
wanting to disappear that he took
the course of pretending to die on
that plane. Shall we say that he
missed the plane, heard of the
crash, and discovered almost in-
stantly—the same day, if he lis-
tened to the news bulletin—that
no one knew which three of the
passengers had traveled? He took
the chance of pretending to be
one of them, and of disappearing
for good. There must have been-
something very strange in this
man's private life to make him do
this. You're in a position to know
something of the private lives of
all these men. In the public inter-
est, I'd like to hear what you
know.”

“Oh, the public interest,” Pru-
dence muttered scorntully.
“There are other points,” In-

spector Lewis said mildly. “There’s
Mrs. Ferguson, ‘here. She doesn’t
know it her husband is dead or
alive. Some of the others might
have been married—might even
have fathers, or sisters, who are
doing a bit of worrying now.” He
stopped, and gave them a minute
to let their confusion deepen.

“I think, Hester,” Wade began
resolutely, “I think—"

“I think there’s nothing more we
can tell you,” Hester said loudly.

“And there’s the possibility of
crime,” the inspector said in a
harsher voice. “The man who

~didn’t fly on that plane may be

dead. How are we to know unless
you give us the facts?” he de-
manded of Hester. “Do you think

that’s a possibility, Miss Wade?”

He waited. No one spoke, al-
though the silence had an inten-
sity that suggested everyone was
about to speak. -

“You're all reasonable peoplc,
he said. “I'm not here to attack
you. I came in the hope that with
your help I might arrive at the
truth.” He looked again at Hester,
and saw her make her decision.

“It's so difficult to explain,” she
said. “I think I must begin Wlth
Wednesday.”

“Then Wednesday. Two days
before the plane took off.”

“Wednesday,” she said wist-
fully. “On Wednesday morning
everything seemed so pecaceful.
Father was painting a room . , ,”

WEDNESDAY |

CHARLES WADE STOOD on top of
a stepladder, painting a wall with
wild, frightened strokes. Harry
Walters lounged against the door.

“Is there any advice I could
ogive you?” he asked.

“If you

o
- H'-
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worked more from the
wouldn’t it look less like a hair
shirt?”

“This new'paint dries like glass

and lasts forever,” Wade said.
“But the wall behind it won't,
Father. Shouldn’t you have filled
in the hole first?” Hester asked.
“It’s only a little hole. It could
have paper pasted over it,” Wade
said. | | _
Hester tapped it with her
knuckles. Sand streamed out of it
and down the wall. “The ruined
sides of kings,” she said absently.
Wade stared at her with baffled,
parent’s eyes. |
“You’re in a destructive mood,
Hester. Now I'll have to fill it in.

Be a good girl and get me the bag

of plaster. It’s in the larder.”
“T'wo flights of stairs,” Hester
said. She looked at Harry, who sat
down in a corner and lit a ciga-
rette. |
“And bring a bucket with some
water and another bucket for mix-
ing,” her father called after her.
“You should take longer strokes
with the brush,” Harry said.
Wade put down the brush,
picked up a rag, and began to wipe
the paint off his fingers.
“Harry,” he said, “personally, 1
couldn’t like you more. But you'll
accept my advice—as a friend?
You'd never do as a son-in-law.”
“I'm not often taken for a mar-
rying man. Are you warning me
off the premises? I thought I'd
been asked to lunch.”

wrist,

“Naturally you must stay to
lunch,” Wade said irritably.

“Then that's all right. Unless
Maurice is coming. I can’t eat
when he’s there. He takes away
my appetite.” |

Wade sat down on top of the
stepladder.

“Harry, you have insulted my
closest friend.”

“Keep your money in your-socks
when your closest friend is there,”
Harry advised.

“Harry, you say these things
without meaning them. You say
them in a casual way that is very
annoying. You haven’t any re-
spect for people. Society . . .”

“Ah, yes, society,” Harry said.
He settled down comfortably to
listen., In five minutes Wade
would be far away from the sub-
ject of sons-in-law.

Hester went downstairs and
into the big, square kitchen where
her sister Prudence, surrounded
by utensils, was muttering over a
cookery book.

“Harry’s staying to
What could we have?”

“Something out of a tin’s good
enough for him.”

- “Prudence, don’t be rude, and
do find something we can eat to-
day. I wish Mrs. Parsons hadn't
gone.” :

“All that lovely boiled fish,”
Prudence said. “Cooking is an
art,” she informed her sister. “You
wouldn’t like to grate some onions
for me?”

Iunch.
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“I'm fetching some plaster for
Father. Another bit of the house is
falling down.”

She went upstairs again.

“How do you think the room
will look, Hester?” Wade asked
heavily He picked up the brush
again and began to wave it. “Do
me a favor, Harry. Get me another
tin -of paint. It’'s in the larder
downstairs.” |

“Prudence is in the kitchen.
She’s longing to see-you,” Hester
said. .

“Knife in hand?” Harry asked.

Hester waited until he had
gone.

“What are you going to use this
room for, Father?”

“Guests.”

“Father, we
more gucsts.”

We make ten pounds a week
out of the one we have. Now, I
don’t want to be corrected, Hes-
ter. It's gross profit, not net. I
know the difference.”

don’'t want any

“I don’t think you know all the

difference. I'm going back to med-
ical school in the autumn. So
-you'll have "to hire some staff.”

“There’s Prudence.”

“Prudence is only sixteen. She
should stay at school. But it she
doesn’t—she wants to go to the
Academy of Dramatic Art.” .

“My dear daughters. Harley
Street and—and the Old Vic.
How proud you make me! But
therc’s no problem here. When 1
get four more bedrooms into ac-

tion—all double—TI'll have an in-
come of eighty pounds a week.
Then I'll be able to afford cooks,
butlers, anything. I wonder when
Harrys coming -back with that
paint.’ - .
At the mention of Harry’s name,
Hester’s expression changed. Her
father looked at her in time to see
the small, secret smile.

“Hester,” he said sharply.
“Don’t have anything to do with
Harry. I warn you. He's no good.”
He climbed down from the ladder
and began to mix plaster with wa-
ter. “At his age— he must be about
thirty.”

“Twenty-nine, Father.”

“And he has no job.”

"He's a poet.”

“I'd hke to hear some ot his
poetrv

“I ‘thought you were in a hurry
to get the room recady for more
guests, Though I should have
thought the. one we- have was a
warning. Morgan gives me shiv-
ers.”

“Morgan is a beginning. I'm go-
ing to work this place up into a
hotel.”

“Father, I.don’t want to inter-
fere, but I'm sure this isn’t a good
idea about the hotel. It will be
like the fruit farm and the antique
shop. Couldn’t we stop trying to
make money before we've lost all
we have?”

Wade took a httle ball of plas-
ter and spread it neatly over the.
hole, where it at once disap-



THE MAN WHO DIDN’T FLY .2

pearcd. “If I'm not to have your
help, Hester, I don’t need your
advice.”

“You need some more plaster,
anyway,” she murmured.

“There’s a space behind,” he
said angrily. He took a handtful of
plaster and forced it into the hole.
“It will be all right when I've filled
it up.”

“The wall’s beginning to bulge,”
Hester pointed out.

“It will be all right When it’s
dry.”

Hester walked to the window
and looked across the tops of the
quivering green trees down into
the valley and along the road,
which passed through the solemn
little village, dipped to the green
fields where the distant cattle
seemed like black-and-white wood-
en toys, then twisted up through
woods to the top of Furlong Hill.
She wanted to tell her father how
much she loved home, and Fur-
long Hill; she wanted to tell him
how often she had dreamed of
floating in a boat across the slow
green waves of the treetops; she
wanted to make some gesture of
friendship that would wipe away
all resentment.

“Don’t worry too much about
money,” her father said.

“Money? I wasn't thinking about
moncy,” she said sadly.

“Someone has to think about
it. We're not rich, you know, Hes-
ter. We haven’t much. 1 shouldn’t
be doing all this work myself if we

. Hester said.

had. But at last I see light ahead.
I have a plan—at least Maurice
has a plan.”

“Oh, Maurice,” Hester said in
a voice of reliet.

“To tell you the truth, I've had
to put a lot of work in with Maur-
ice. He obviously knows the tree
the money grows on—these peo-
ple who work at something myste-
rious in the City usually do. I've
asked his advice often. enough.
But he’s said to me quite frankly
that one rocket looks like another
until it bursts, and he doesn’t.
want me to risk my capital.”

“Father, he’s right. Don’t gam-
ble on the stock exchange. Take
Maurice’s advice and keep what
capital is left.”

“At four per cent? You know
we don’t get enough to pay the
grocer’s bill.”

“But Maurice knows
than you, Father.”

“Mauriee has been very excited
for the last week or two. I'm con-
vinced he’s on to something big.”
Wade hesitated, and looked shyly
at Hester. -

“I've cashed some securities al-
ready,” he said. “What are they
worth? Four hundred a year. What
am I risking?”

“I know we live in hard times,”
“Lven so, four hun-
dred a year isn’t exactly nothing.”

“But it's safe. Maurice won’t let
me put money in unless it’s safe.
Hester, we might be rich—rich
enough to live on capital again.

better
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What would my little medical
student say to a year in Paris—or
‘Vienna?”

“That’s not the way I see it,”
Hester said shortly. “Please try to
keep your head, Father. You know
youre not good about money.”
~ “And what do you know about
money?” Wade demanded angrily.
“You're only a child, Hester. It’s
not my hablt to take advice from
~ children.” |
“Nor from anyone else. Oh,
~ this is much worse than your idea
about the hotel. I can’t let you risk
‘the little capital you have. When
you lose it, what shall we do?”
Hester asked in agitation. “It’s
three years before I qualify-—and
there’s Prudence. I'll speak to
Maurice.”

“Hester, I forbid it. Maurice is
reJuctant enough, as it is. I abso-
lutely forbid you .to say one word
to Maurice. I know what I'm do-

mg

“Father, the wall!” Hester said.

Wade turned round. The wall
into which he had been ramming
plaster was bulging dangerously.
‘There was a noise like a rifle shot,

then about two square yards of

wall, borne outward by the
weight of the new plaster, crashed

into the room and was buried un-

der the sand that poured from
above.

Hester looked at the ruins..“The

b

home decorator,” she said, im-
pelled by the bitter force that na-
turc provides to intensify the war
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between genelations “Oh, Fa-
ther, I'm sorry,” she said qulckly, |
anxious .for peace. |

“It’'s nothing,” he said. "Noth-
ing. Only more money to be spent.”

“Don’t work any more now.
Come down to lunch,” she said
uneasily.

“Lunch!” he looked at her sor-
rowfully, like a man who could
no longer afford to eat. “Lunch.
Yes, . that reminds me. Be a good
girl, Hester. Don’t ask Harry to
stay to lunch.” =~

“He’s already been asked.”

“I wish you wouldn’t issue these
invitations  without consulting

)

me. |
“But I didn’t ask him. You did.”

- “TI don’t believe it. 1 don’t be-
lieve anyone asked him. This kind
of thing is always happenin‘g with
him. Tell him he can’t stay to
lunch after all.”

Hester looked at him angrily,
then' suddenly she saw the disap-
pointment and weariness on his
tace. He stood beside the ruins of
the wall, the inefficient man con-
fronted once again with the wreck
of his hopes. She went to him
quickly and squeezed his hand.

“Father, even if it's falling
down it’s lovely to-be home again.
The view from this window is bet-
ter—better than a week in Paris.
Come and look out of the window
with me. I'm so happy when I
look over the treetops. Most peoplc
only see trees from underneath.”

The two movcd to the window. |
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“It's you I'm thinking of—and
Prudence,” he said.

“I know, Father. I'll leave you
with the view and go and speak to
Harry. -

“Has Harry gone?” Morgan

asked.

“He hasn’t stayed to lunch,”
Hester said, looking quickly across
the table at her father.

Morgan’s flat, usually expres-
sionless face registered a brief
smile, and he began to talk rap-
idly.

Wade took no part in the dis-
cussion.. He was lost in a private
world of monetary calculations,
where the house, miraculously re-
stored, was crammed with guests
who paid large sums of money
and incurred no overheads. He be-

gan to pencil figures on the table-

cloth. “9 at £10 each.” Then he
thought of Maurice, and looked
up smiling.

“How would ever)fone like a
little trip to Madeira this winter?”
he asked genially.

Hester smiled at huﬁ unhappﬂy,-

beginning to realize that her fa-
ther was like a greyhound, doomed
forever to run round a circular
track after an electric hare that
would never be caught. She stood
up, and began to gather. the plates.
In the kitchen she found Harry
with the soup saucepan in front of
him. He was eating from it with
a spoon. -.
“There was no sherry in any

room at all,” he explained. “So 1
thought I had better come out
here to say good-by. Who's lunch-
ing here today?”

“Morgan. He pays for his board,
so we have to toss him a biscuit
now and then,” Hester said coldly,

“Morgan drinks without getting
any pleasure from it,” Harry said.
“He drinks alone in his room.”

“Harry, how do you know?”
Hester asked.

“I've seen the empty bottles He
hides them in his wardrobe, like
Hemingway.”

“But how did you come to look
in his wardrober” Hester asked,
shocked.

“It's the place to' find empty
bottles. Why is Morgan hangmg

~around that room your father is

painting?”

“Is he?” -

“When I couldn’t find any sher-
ry I went up there again. He shot
out of the room like a clay pigeon
from a trap. If you don’t want him
in that room, getting in the way,
I'll tell him doctors have discov-
ered this .new paint is a prime
cause of T.B. That will send him
off to London for an X-ray,”
Harry said.

Hester was worried when she
went back to the dining room,
and she found it hard not to take
too obvious an interest in Mor-
gan’s face. She had never before
met ‘a secret drinker, and she
looked at him now with a mixture
of clinical interest and human



24 BESTSELLER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

sympathy, but she saw- nothing
but a cold, reticent face, with fea-
tures that suggested strength far
more than weakness. She wanted
to help him, but she was surprised
when she heard herself saying:

“I want to walk to Furlong Hill
this afternoon. Would you like to
come, Morgan?”

“A walk?” he asked grudgingly.-
‘I don’t know. I'm not sure.. Yes,
yes, thank vou, Ht,stcr In about an
“hour?” -

“Morgan is a bit queer,” Pru-
dence said when the two girls were
“alone in the kitchen.

“He's probably going to sit in his
wardrobe with the door shut,
drinking,” Hester said. “1 wonder
. where Harry is.”

When she went up to the attic
she found Harry. He seemed to be
tappmg the walls.

“What are  you doing, Harry?”
she asked.

“You saw. I was tapping the
walls. Looking for more weak
spots.”

~Morgan’s uncasy face appeared
in the doorway. He stared at the
sand and broken plaster on the
“floor.

I didn’t know you were going
to make so thorough a job of this
room,” he said accusingly. “Are
all the walls coming down?”

“Very likely,” Harry said.

“If I were your father,” Morgan
said to Hester, “I should leave this
room. alone It's too big a job for
one man.

said.

“But I'm going to help, Harry

Morgan wavered in the door-
way, then left. :
“He looks worried,” Hester said.
“He does indeed,” Harry said

thoughtfully.

Morgan walked halfway up Fur-
long Hill with Hester before he
was overtaken by ill health. He
clapped one hand to his side,
waved a hand weakly in the air,
and leancd against a tree for sup-
port. C

“I can’t go on,” he said.

“What's wrong, Morgan?”

“It's a pain at my heart, that’s
all.. I suppose it's nothing, really.”

“Have you ever had trouble
with your heart before?”:

“I've suspected for years that
there was something wrong.’

Hester looked at him thought-
fully. In the short time she had
known him he had suftered from
his liver, his appendix, and his
tonsils. She knew nothing of how
to treat a hypochondriac invalid.

“Are you unhappy about some-
thing, Morgan?” she asked.

“Unhappy? 1 feel as though I
were being knifed,” he said in a

gasping voice.

“But is there something else
troubling you, Morgan?”

He groaned.. “My heart!”

She sat down. beside him.
must wait until you're better.”

“Hester? Did you sce some stran--
gers in the village?” |

"We



THE MAN WHO DIDN'T FLY 25

“I didn’t notice. Probably. It’s
August, Morgan,” she said impa-
. tiently. “The village is always full

of tandem bicycles or foreigners

doing England in a one-day coach
tour.”

“Your father told me this was
quiet country where strangers nev-
er came.’

“It’s not Father’s fault that Eng--

land is small and everyone has
a holiday- in August. Would you
like to come home and rest?”

Morgan rose, wincing, and -hob-

bled painfully down the hill. The
path plunged steeply through the
woods. He looked at it as though
he thought it had been mined.

“The country life is wonderful,”
he said, groaning a little. .

Hester turned her mind away

from him. She saw that the black-
~ berries had ripened  early. She
picked some, and ate them. She
held out a handful, offering them
to Morgan.

“They might be poisonous,” he
said.

I thought you said you'd been
brought up in the country. Where
did you live, Morgans”

”I was born in London. My fa-

ther—well, T'm too old to talk

about my father,” Morgan . said,
hatred flashing across -his face.

“He wasn’t a careful man about

money.”
He stood up, and they went on.
About htteen yeards above the
road Morgan stopped and clutched
Hester’s wrist.

Three men were d1rv:1f:,~1:>1r.wr along
the road. They weren’t at all like
the- strangers who usually passed
through the village bent under
rucksacks or excessively tweeded.
They wore jackets of a markedly
Edwardion style, trousers that were
tight everywhere, and narrow,
pointed shoes.

One of them sat down by the
side of the road and began to dust
his shoes with his handkerchief. -

“I limp so bad,” he said.

“Smell the country air,” another -
advised bitterly. “You haven’t
breathed so good since you was a
boy at Southend.” '

“Five miles to the next pub,”
the first said. “Turn right, turn
left, turn right round, cross the
field with the bulls, and I'd fight
the field full of bulls to be back in
Old Compton Street right now.
What gave that foggy-boy the idea
he was living here? Living! The
country is the part of England they
should dispose of, which is what
I'm going to do when we get to
that railway .station.”

Morgan stared after them down
the road. Hester, looking at him
curjously, saw that he was stand-
ing erect and breathing naturally.
His heart attack appeared to be
over. |
“Go on, Hester Don’t wait for
me. 1 think I'll sit around and rest
for a little,” he said in a strained
voice.

“You're sure youre all right?”
she asked doubtfully.
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She was glad to leave him. She

wanted to walk alone and think
about Harry. -

She crossed the road and went
into the woods on the other side,
her mind moving irresponsibly
around Harry’s appearance, chang-
ing his clothes, seeing that his hair
was cut regularly and his shirt was
always clean. She thought of the
attic room as her father had
planned it, with a white floor and
green- rugs. She furnished it with
a desk and some clean: paper, and
set Harry to work, writing a more
jocund version of The Waste
Land. In the autumn they went to
Italy, and lived simply in a villa
within reach of Florence.

She came down on the road
again and walked through the vil-

lace. Poetry didn’t earn much
money, but there was satisfaction

in being heralded at literary lunch-

Inside the house, in the corner
by the fireplace Uncle Joe now sat
worrying about the. weather. It

was, hot, it was hot even for Aug-
—ust, ‘and people-were staying-away:

from the ‘cinemas he owned..
-“Do they care?”” he demanded

passiona tCly of Hester.-“In-the win-

ter they come begging, they stand

- in queues, ‘they go to my:managers

with tears in their ¢yes,-two, only
two, they beg. Now, in the bad
times, they keep the half crowns in
their pocket:, and wa]k in thc park

. instead.”

“We have no money, Hester,”
Moira -said comfortably. “Just
fancy, we.are ruined.” She put a
finger idly on the bell and a par-
lormaid matcrmhud with a tea

tray.

She

Hester accepted ™ her tea.

“wanted to turn the cup over and
see if the price was written on the

es and making experimental dash- “bottom. Joe looked at her, grin-

¢s into the poetic drama.

Moira Ferguson waved: to her,
and she smiled back.
- “Come in and have some tea,”
‘Moira said. "Joe’s raging against
Harry, and it's much nicer for him
to have a new listener.” )

Hester made the correct social
noises and then went in, although
Moira Ferguson alwavs made her
tfeel immature and badly dressed.
Joe treated her like a favorite niece,
and the household was an entranc-
ing but resistible specimen of the
comfort associated exclusively with
wealth. |

ning.
“Twenty-five shi]lings cach,

these cups cost,” he said.
“Uncle’ Joe, you. are clever,”

Hester said admiringly. “How did
vou know what I was thinking?”

“It's a parlor trick,” Moira said
contemptuously. “He can always
tell when people are wondering
what something cost. That's the

kind ot thing they often wonder,
-..in this house. They don’t ask about
‘the Shropshire Fergusons, nor even

the Berlin branch of tl’lL famllv It's

always what it cost.”

“But I wasn't thinking  how
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much the cup cost,” Hester protest-
ed. “I—I—"

“You were thinking, perhaps, I
would like it to be known how..

good our cups were,” Joe said. “You
- ‘come here,” he-added in a voice of
immense sorrow, “to see how the
rich live. You are a welfare worker
in reverse. But you come to the
wrong place, my child. We don’t

live as the rich do. We are the lit-

tle pigs who have built our house
of paper money, and one day the
wolf comes and he huffs and he
puffs and he blows our house
down. So inside the house we must
tell ourselves we are very happy.
But when the house is blown
down, what' can I do? Only one
thing. I can drive a car. Perhaps
when vou are buried you look
round_on vour wav to the church-
vard, and find I am driving the
hearse.”

 Hester began to laugh. She liked
Joé -and the blasts of cnergy that
came from him. Moira - looked
sulky and bored. It was possible
she had heard the joke before.

“I wanted to ask you, Uncle
Joe, is Harry really your nephew?”
Hester said cautiously.

Joe swallowed his tea and
crashed the cup on the table. He
was as dismal as if he were staring

through a serics of empty cinemas.
- Moira looked at him- angrily.

“Harry came back to the London

fat one night with Joe and said he

was his nephew,” she explained
coollv to Hester.

“It was true. For the night, he
was a relation,” Joe said.
“And he was going next day.

But he was very interested in mu-

sic. We have a hi-i in London,”
Moira went on. “It’'s too loud for
the country. You see, Harry spent
the first few days just Hstening to
hi-fi,” Moira said, beginning to
smile. “It seemed rude to interrupt
him.” |

Joe scowled.. “Then 1 begin ‘to
tell him: You'd like to go soon,
Harry. This very evening, he says,
but the banks are closed, can you

cash.a check? A very small check,

Harry, 1 tell him. A very small
check indeed: How much is it
worth to me to get rid of Harry?
Ten pounds, perbaps, 1 think, but
he makes it twenty. He is about to
go. Suddenly it is raining. His coat
is at the eleaner’s, he tells me, and
he'll have to stay the night after all.
So what happens?” '
Hester smiled sadly.- She want-
ed to leave, but it was hard not to
hear everything about Harry.
“What happens?” he repeated.
“At three that morning I am plav-
ing Donegal poker. 1 go to bed at
six with Donegal poker insomnia.
It is true 1 have won, but all T

‘have won is my own check back

from Harry. The next day I have
to s¢c accountants, managers, law-

yers—it is very difficult for me.

But Harry is not dithcult. He is
happy. He is writing a poem. We
mustn’t disturb bim, Moira says.”

“The next afternoon, at five, he
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goes—with another check, because
the banks are closed again. At
eleven he is back, with friends he
wants to hear our hi-fi. Take the

hi-fi, Harry; I say. Take it and go.”
* “The next morning I ind him
telephoning dealers, asking what

they will give for a secondhand-
~ curiously.

hi-fi. Now 1 want to get angry.
Moira stops me. He's a poet, she
says.”

“Heisa poet » Moira said softly.
Hester looked at her with the as-

tonished glance of a woman ac-
knowledging an enemy. A flash of

~contempt for Moira’s forty years

crossed her face like a beam of

light.

“He is a poet in words. That is

now of no importance. I am a poet
of moncy. Words! We have too
many words. Word poets talk all
the time of love and death. People
tall in love and they die, and no

amount of poetic advice has ever

helped them to do either of those
things more successtully.”

“But I.was telling you about

Harry,” Joe said in a somber voice.
“In the end I say we are going to
‘the country for a week. We lock up

the London flat, I tell him. T am -

sorry, I say, but this time it’s good-
by. And what happens? He comes

with us to the country here, I

spend the first night in the quiet
of this village playing Donegal
poker. T am lucky.he doesn’t stay in
London, steal my wife’s jewelry.”

“Which is in the bank,” Moira
said, yawning,

- said pathetically.

“Because he is a bad man. I
warn you, Hester, he is bad. He’s
the kind of man who would pawn
his grandmother’s crutches to buy
a drink for a friend.”-

“Thank you for the tea,” Hester
said in a furious voice. |

- “You're angry?” Moira inquired
“Has Joe said something
to offend you? Don’t take him se-

- riously.”

“I don’t think it's rlght to say
these things about Harry,” Hester
said. “You shouldn't say them,
Uncle Joe. Whatever Harry is, he’s
honest. You just don’ t understand
him.”

“I don’t understand him!”
repeated in amazement.

“No you don’t. He’s not one of

Joe

‘the people who's interested in

money. He stands for something
much finer than money. He doesn’t
know -about money, and because
he doesn’t worship it as you do you
think he’s no good. I agree with
him. I despise money.”

“But so do I,” Joe said. “My
dear child, I couldn’t agree with
you more. So there’s.no argument.

I won't quarrel with you. You

know, Hester, I'm not even uch
I owe much, Inland Revenue is
after me, and 1 leave the rest to
Harry.” ' --
He looked at her anxwusly She _
didn’t smile.

“I’'m a ruined man, Hester " he
“Television and
the weather—1I can’t survive them.
I'm going to Ireland on Friday to
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buy some new cinemas, try to earn
a little something.”

“How are you goingrs” Hester
asked coldly.

“I'm flying,” he said. “I've char-
tered a plane and it has threc
empty seats. Do you happen to
know anyone who would like to
share it?”

Hester walked home through
the woods without looking at
them. There was a world inside
her head, and it was filled with a
dozen versions of a defenseless
Harry overborne by énemies: Eng-
land was a country that didn’t ap-
preciate its poets until they were
playwrights, or dead, but even so
she was astonished by the malice
which her father, Uncle Joe, and
Morgan had shown toward Harry.
She couldn’t endure any more at-
tacks on Harry. She hesitated at the
gate, and then turned away from
the house and walked through the
woods to the ruined chapel.

The chapel was roofless and
derelict, but it had the melancholy
romantic air that ruins so easily
adopt. Nettles sprang through the
cracks in the stone floor, but be-
neath this lay the bones of long-
dead wool merchants, so that as
well as its other charms, an im-
plication. of mortality hngered in-
side the broken walls.

Harry was sitting on one of the
tallen stones.

“I came here to thmk " he said
in a guilty voice.

“All right. I'll leave you.”
“Hester, please.”
~ She sat down beside him.
“I've been given a lot of advice
about you today, Harry. Are you

"so bad?”

“Ill tell you the truth. I'm no
good at all. You'd do the right
thing to tell me to go now. But [
can't make myself go, unless you
tell me. I can’t move, with love of
you closing over the top of my
head.”

He knelt beside her and she put
her hand on his shoulder. “So bad,
Harry?”’ she whispered.

“In every way. You only have
to trust me, and I'll let you down.”

“It’s not true, Harry,” she said,
beginning to cry quietly. “Anyway,
youre a poet |

“Yes, in a way. Yes, I am.’

“So you wouldn’t be the same
as other people.”

“I'm telling you, I'm worse than
other people. You've no right to
make excuses for me. And if I'm a
poet I'm too lazy to be a good one.’

-“I don’t believe it. You haven’t
had a chance. You've had too
much worry, with nowhere to live
and no money.” .

“Listen, Hester. I'm trying to
tell you. I've had plenty of places
to live, but I've been -thrown out of
most of them. When I was sent
down from Oxford my mother
couldn’t bear it any longer. She
threw me out too. I went to Aus-
tralia. I wanted to be an old-fash-
ioned remittance man, but she
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wouldn’t send me the remittance.”

Hester attempted to laugh.

“When did you come back from
Australia?”

“About four months ago.”

He stood up.

“Hester, T'll have to go away. 1
want to tell you how I love you. I
want to steal all the words of the
poets and make a chain of them
that will hold you forever.”

She waited. He moved away

from her, and for a minute they

were poised in silence, with emo-
tions swooping between them hke

birds.
- “I can’t say anything, Hester. I

was ftrying to write something

when you came. Here it is. It's on
an cnvelope

He felt in his pocket, then gave
her the envelope, and she read:

Her strength’s a language that will

~ not speak to strength
Or understand the strong who love
and praise., .
She’s marked to choose the man
- who's weak,
Who'll ruin all her later days.

“You understand I haven’t fin-
ished -it?” he asked anxiously. “A
clumsy . offering, but it means
something. I'm not giving it to you
as a love poem. It's a warning. You
think now your strength is enough
for two. You're making plans; you
know. Soon you'll feel you have no
right to marry a man who is strong.
Hester, you've the air of a woman
who wants martyrdom I'm the
man to give it to youw.” -

“You don’t mean all this, Har-
ry,” she said in distress.

“Be quiet. Goodness is as much
a- part of you as redness is of a
cherry. I'm the worm that will eat
the cherry away, redness and all.
You think now you can change my
character, tidy me up, get me a
nine-to-five job, give me a room to

~work in, and watch the self-re-

specting income ro0ll in onc door
while the works of genius roll out
the other. But the cherry doesn’t
change the worm. It's the other
way round. I'm an experienced
worm. I know!” |

Hester looked at him with the
intensity of someone waiting for a

-miracle to be performed.

- “You're the fourth person to tell
me today how wor thless you are.
I"don’t believe it.”

“What made you come here
now, Hester?” |

“I came here to think, too,” she
said, ﬂushmg “I'd Like to.be buned
here.”

“Now?” Harry asked., “You're in
a hurry, aren’t you?”

“Of course I didn’t mean now.
It was only a mood.”

“Anyway, you couldn’t, unless
they made a special place for you,
like Napoleon or Lenin. Just tell
me how you’d like it. What about a

‘mortician’s dome in rose-colored

plasﬂc’”

“It's nothing to laugh about,”
Hestcr said, beginning to laugh
“I was being perfectly serious. I'd
like to be buried here. There are
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vaults at the other end. Prudence
and I used to play here with the

Peters boys, and they raised one of

the stones and we all -went down
and sat beside the coffins and
smoked Father’s cigars. He used
always to have boxes of cigars, it
was before we lost our money. Pru-
dence was the youngest, much,
but she was the only one who
wasn't sick.” o

“You were all sick in the vault?”
Harry inquired with intercst.

“Oh, no,” Hester said in a
shocked voice. “Even the Peters
boys wouldn’t have done a thing
like that.” |

“Is this a roundabout way of
telling me I have a rival called
Peters?” .

“I've told you. I've never been
in love. I don’t know what it's like
to be in love,” she said stiflly.

“I don’t know what it’s like for
a girl. It makes -a man want to
smoke. Have vyou a cigarette on
vou, Hester?”'

“I bought some for Father this
. afternoon.” She took a packet of
cigarettes tfrom her bag, and gave
it to him. He lit one, and absently
put the packet, with his own

matches, in his trouser pocket. - -

She considered the action.

~ “You can give me -a cigarette
~ case for my birthday next month.
I like cigarette cases and watches
—they give a man something to
pawn in time of need,” he said
easily, “Let’s get back and. have
some tea, shall we?”

They walked back . together,

without exchanging a word of

love. They went quietly in by the
back door. to the kitchen.

Harry -sat down, with a sigh.

“Put on the kettle, there’s a ¢ood
girl,” he said. “Hester, you'll do me
a favor? If Morgan talks of chang-
ing his room, you'll tell me?”

. She stopped, with the teapot in
her hand. “

“But why?”

“One of my peculiar ideas. I'm
always having them. I'll offer you |
something in exchange. Don’t trust
Maurice.”

“I thought it was Morgan who
intercsted you,” Hester said. ~
« “Morgan is a special case. Do
you know something, Hester?
Your father is a man who lures
catastrophes. He's what you might
call accident prone, but his acci-
dents arc all economic. I think
Maurice will be one of them.”

Hester poured the tea. “I wish
people just for one day would stop
warning me against other people,”
she said drearily. “If you want to
know, I don’t believe anything you
say about Maurice. He's the best
friend we have.” |

The door opened, and Morgan’s
pale face, looking bonier than
ever, appeared.

“Harry,” he said grimly, and
came into the room. “Harry, 1 want
a word with you.”

. Harry put his cup down. “Is it
going to be an ugly word?” he
asked regretfully.
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Morgan advanced. “Have you
been in my room?”
“And what would I be doing

there?”

“I told you he was no good.

Hester,” Morgan shouted. “I don't
know what he was doing in my
room. If he came to pilfer he did
a clumsy job.”

“You should know,” Harry sald
He was beginning to grin in an
excited way, like a nervous sniper
marking down his target.

“You've been searching my
room.” 3

“If you accuse me of searching
your room, youre accusing your-
self of having something to hide,”
Harry said in a reasonable voice.

Morgan moved forward angrily
when Hester stepped in front of
Harry.

“No, Morgan,” she cried.

‘Wade came bristling through
the door. -

ter?”

“Shall T tell him?” Harry asked
insolently.

“We'll settle this later,” Morgan
said, muted and polite, like a hang-
man discussing business with the
prison governor.

Harry looked qulckly at Hester

‘and her ‘father.

“It’s only a little row in dlapers
and a blue bonnet,” he said airily.
“It may never grow up at all. By

dinnertime it will have shrunk:

back to an embryo.”
Wade looked at him hopelessly.

“What' s-all tlus,, what is it, Hes-

“Harry, I hate to say it, but I
haven't asked you to dinner. Mau-
rice is coming over tonight. I want-

ed to have a private talk with him.”

“Then I'll go back and dine with
Uncle Joe,” Harry said without .
embarrassment. “I've been neglect-
ing him a bit, lately.” He turned to
Hester with his face drooping into
melancholy again. “Good-by, Hes-
ter.” | - -

Harry found Moira lying in
sulky idleness on a chaise longue
by the sunny windows. Blue lights
were shining in her black hair.

He sat down on the floor beside
her. '

“Would you hke the curtams ‘
drawn, or is your hair guaranteed

fadeless?” he asked her.
“Harry, where have you been all

day?”

“At the Wades'.”

Joe’s going to Ireland.”

“Why?” -

-“He says he wants to buy some
new cinemas but his real purpose

- is'to get away from you. He says

perhaps he’ll buy a farm in Ire-

. Jand and stay there until you go

away. He says you're giving him a
nervous breakdown and he can’t
bear another week of it. He's so

~ keen to go that although Aer .

Lingus is booked up because of the
horse show he’s chartering a plane:
He was taking a couple of directors
with him, but now their wives are
ill or theyre having alcoholic
cures or something and they can’t.
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but he’s trying to find someone
else to share it and even if he
can’t he's going alone. I think that's
extravagant. It has four seats.”

- “He’ll be able to put his feet up.
Have you any cigarettes in the
house, Moira?”

“There’s a bo*c somewhere. Oly

no, there isn’t.”

Harry stood up and walked rest-
lessly to the mantelpiece. “Would
you like to ring for some?” he sug-
gested. *

“I can’t. .I'm sorry, Harry, I
can’t. Joe says as he only smokes
cigars and would never let a ciga-
rette touch his lips and I don't
smoke at all we're not to keep ciga-
rettes in the house. He says you
smoke them all. Harry, he’s getting
f restless He doesn't want-you to
stay.”

“Is ]oe really trying to get I‘ld of

) your”
“Me? Joe trying to get rid of
me? Harry, why should he?”
“Is he taking you to Ireland?”
HNO.H‘ |
r “Is he taking me to Ireland?”
“No.” -
“So he’s going to leave us alone
together, in this house. Do you sup-

}

~ pose he’'d be happy about that un--

~ less he wanted trouble? I can see
- the way it will be,” Harry said, his

eyes beginning to shine. “He’ll only

pretend to go away. He'll come
~ back suddenly, in the small hours.
~ It’s the classic situation, except

me? Or is he trying to get rid of
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that he may come by helicopter. Is
he a very jealous man? Do you
think he wants a chance to kill
me, or is he only after divorce?”

“Oh, Harry!” |

“If he goes away we'll have to
be very careful. The only safe
thing would be to have nothing to
do with each other. Unless you
want to be divorced.”

“Do I?” she said. She sat and
thought, until her face forecast all
the lines and bitterness of middle
age.

“Perhaps I don’t. I'm used to
dear old Joe,” she said. “But, Har-
ry, how awful if he's really plotting
against me!” She began to cry a
little. He wiped her eyes with a
pale blue silk handkerchiet.

She stopped crying.

There was a loud knocking at
the door. She tried to control her-
self.

Joe walked into the room, look-
ing fixedly at the floor.

“I knocked,” he said. “In my
own house, I knocked.” He stood
looking down with exaggerated
meekness. “Harry, I have some-
thing to tell you. I am going to
Dublin for a few days’ rest.”

“The last time I was in Dublin
I didn't go to bed tor forty-cight

hours,” Harry said reminiscently.

“Moira 'says you're chartering a
plane. Why don’t you both go?”
“And leave you alone in his
house? No, Harry.”
“I wouldn’t be quite alone.

There are the servants.”
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“T don’t want them corrupted.
In any case, Moira is not coming
with me, Harry. I am going to Ire-
land on Friday. Would you like to
pack now?”

“If I can find my clean shirts,”
Harry said. He looked at Joe,
measuring him. “Anyway, this is
Wednesday. 1 don’t have to pack
until tomorrow. I have to make ar-
rangements,” he said in a reason-
able voice.

“All this time you have had to
make arrangements, Harry. Now
we do not wait for the arrange-
ments. You understand?”

“Right,” Harry said briskly.

Shall we have a farewell drink?”

Hester and Prudence were in the -

kitchen, preparing dinner. It had
to be a special meal, because Mau-
rice was coming, and a man of
many virtues should be honored.

The whole family, in a way, de-
pended on Maurice. He was the
man who knew what to plant in
the garden; when to ask the low-
spirited out for a drink; how to do
the math homework. He certainly
deserved a good dinner, Hester
thought, but it was a pity that
good dinners involved cutting up
so many _ things into such small
pieces.

Hester sighed. “Isn’t there some
simpler way of preparing food,
Prudence?” |

“When we have simpler meals,
you can make them by yourself,”
- Prudence said. “There’s no satis-

faction in throwing some fish into
a frying pan. If a meal can’t be a
poem, it isn't worth cooking.
Please cut those carrots a bit
smaller. What should.we feel if
we'd been content to fry a piece of
bacon?” |
“That we'd provided food with
less expense of time,” Hester said.
“You can’t be a perfectionist in ev- -

erything, Prudence. Life isn’t like-

that. You'll ind out.”

“Ah, the elder-sister line,” Pru-
dence said, sighing. “I warn you,
Hester, in a few .ycars you'll come
to me for advice. I'll give you some
now, if you like, while you stir the
sauce. Don’t have anything to do
with Harry. If you marry him
you'll spend half your life looking -
through a wire grating.” - :

“Wire grating?”

“Visitors’ day at prison.”

“You’re an insufferable adoles-

-cent, Prudence, and I hope your

damned dinner burns,” Hester
said angrily.

“Oh, Hester, I'm only saying it
because you're so good you can'’t
see when other people are bad.
Please go on stirring the sauce. I'm
beating the egg whites and I can’t
stop. Maurice is coming to dinner.
I do want it to be perfect. You

- think you can change Harry but I

know you can't,”
beginning to cry.

“You're dropping tears in the
soufflé. You'll spoil it,” Hester said.
“T'll go in and see if Mrs. Timber
set the table.” ~

Prudence said,
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- She heard a tapping on the din-
ing-room window. Harry was out-
side, making expressive faces. She
opened the window and let him in.

“Hester,” he said, “I couldn’t

keep away. I get pulled to you like |

the tides following the moon.” He
held out his arms to her. She did-
n't respond.

“You'll have noticed that the
ocean follows the moon for eter-
nity but it never gets much closer,”
he said. “Do you suppose it’s con-
tent with that?”

She moved dreamily toward

him and he caught her wrist with
one hand. .

“Harry, what is it? ’Whats
wrong?”

“Only that Uncle Joe is turning
me out. He thinks I'm not his neph-
ew after all. But I came here
about you.” .

“Me?” Hester asked in amaze-
ment, as though it had never oc-
curred to her that Harry was more
than an acquaintance.

“I had an attack of conscience,
I'm not used to it—I feel very

queer. But I know what Maurice

is. He’s practically got it embroi-
“dered on his shirt. Hester, he's a
crook of the simplest kind. Can't
you see it¢s” .

“Why don’t you attack him to
his face?” she asked contemptu-

ously. .
“Because he’s not attacking

me,” Harry said in a level

voice. “Look, I've met a dozen

Maurices. He could sell a horse a

sack of paper oats for its lunch,
and steal the shoes off "its fect -
while it was countmg out the
change. Your father—"
“Leave my father out of this.”
“He won’t leave himself out.

‘He’s a glutton for money. He’s the

kind of man who’s doomed to
spend his life exchangmg wallets

with strangers as a sign . of confi-

dence. Maurice won’t hit your fa-
ther on the head to get his money.
He'd just stand still and your fa-
ther will ram it into his pockets.
All Maurice has to do is look ex-
cited, as if he was on to something
big and- your father will be stand-

ing on his head trying to get the

hook into his mouth.”
“It's not true. I know Maunce

I trust him. What have you got *

against him?”
Harry suddenly grinned, like a

‘man enjoying a private joke. He

tried to look serious again, but the
intensity had gone out of him, as

- though he had changed his mind

about climbing to the top of a
mountain.

“Maurice is disgulsed as a man

who would remember to send his
old Nannie peppermint creams at
Christmas,” he said lightly.
- Hester walked out of the room.
She was shaking with anger.
There was nothing in her experi-
ence to explain Harry’s changes of
mood. Talking to him was like dis-
cussing the scenery with a fish, or
a bird.

She was already struggling to
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‘bury Harry’s remarks, but they
kept reappearing in her mind like
the shoots from a vigorous weed.
She reminded herself again how
easy it was to like Maurice; what
relief his company gave to her fa-
ther, who needed so badly to talk
about war and money with an-
other man who understood these
subjects. Maurice treated Pru-
dence. and herself with an avun-
cular affection that was always

understanding and never pre-

sumptuous. What brought him so
close to them all was his air of
having the same values; of believ-
ing in the same virtues, loving the
same countryside, taking the same
level-headed interest in music,
painting, archaeology. When they
had met him first he was only an
occasional visitor to the village
“inn. Since then he had rented a
small cottage on the far side of the
village. Harry would probably
never earn enough money to rent
a barn. It was natural that he
should resent such a solid member
of society as Maurice.

When she had helped Prudence
fo take in the-dinner, Hester was
able to look at Maurice with what
she thought was the old, untrou-
bled aﬁectwn She ,hstened in an
accumulation of fear to her fa-
ther's efforts to.squeeze financial
information from Maurice. It ap-
peared that Maurice was deter-
mined not to discuss his business
affairs, but Wade coiled his con-

versation around him, darting-up
with sudden questions, until it was
revealed that Maurice. was deeply
interested in the i:'inancn;lf-Jr of oil
wells.

“Where did you say tlns 011 '
was?” Wade asked. - |
“I didn’t_say it was mywhere

Maurice protested.

- “I’d like to discuss it with you
1f it's not too late,” Wade said
greedily. -

“I wouldn’t advise it,” Maurice
was saying. “There’s an element of
risk. . . .-I'm willing to.take the
risk myself, because it's a moral
and a real certainty. My own mon-

ey is one thing, yours is another,”

he said in a voice that indicated
his rectitude. .

"“What profit are you hkely to -
make?” Wade asked, his face
yearning toward Maurice. “Did
you say twenty per cent?’

“I'm ]ust as likely to lose,” Mau-

'lrlce said. “By the way, did I tell

you I'd brought over some. Bizet

records you might be mterested

m:ﬂ 1 i
“I .can see you're avmdmg my |

- question about twenty per cent,”

Wade said in a good—humored |
voice. “I suspect you h0pe to get |
more.’

“Perhaps.”

“Much more?”

Maurice suddenly looked dcep-
ly serious. “I wouldn’t like ‘to tell
you how much I hope to get. You
might think I was having dreams
of grandeur. I'll tell you what I'm
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going to do if it comes off. I'm
going to leave the City, abandon
the whole thing-—now, don’t

laugh—I'm going into the furni-

ture business.” He looked round
the table, smiling. “I'm tired - of
the shoddy stuff that’s produced.
I know a little about furniture.
I've ideas of my own about de-
sign. So, as you can sce, I'll prob-
ably lose all the money I make on
Australian oil.”

“Ah, yes, furniture. Furniture is
a big-subject,” Wade said sighing.
“It’s Australian -oil, is it?”

“Morgan roused himself. “How
d1d you find out about this oil,
living so far from Australiar” he
asked. -

“I was taking a little trip for my
health. I'd just made rather a lot
of money on a take-over bid. I feel
ashamed of it now. It’s only a kind
of piracy. I went to a little place
in Western Australia where they
were drilling for oil. One way and
another, I made contact with some

- of the men on the job. You know
they did in fact strike oil in West- .
-ern Australia a year or two ago?

That was' a different company,
nothing to do with me, but it made
what had been just a dream a little
closer to reality. So now . . .”
He broke off with a laugh, not
looking at Wade, who was lean-
ing forward with his eyes shining.

Hester looked at her father. She
wanted to get up and shake him.
Instead she spoke politely to Mor-

- gan.
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“Have you ever been in Austra-
lia, Morgan?”

He shook his head. “I've been
in South Africa,” he offered.

“Do you know, I did rather like
South Africa,” Maurice said easily.
“I haven’t been there for years—
I know they have their racial trou-
bles, very regrettable, I couldn’t
approve less, but perhaps it was
the tension that made it seem so
exciting. It’s like a game of chess,
you . know—white to play and
mate in three moves—-but black
has most of the pieces.”

“South Africa is a problem,”
Wade said, sighing. “What were
you saying about a contact in
Western Australia?”

“A man called Garvin. By an "
extraordinary  coincidence, he
went to niy prep school. What he
said was that someone was going
to get rich it he struck oil, and he
didn’t mind it it was me. He sent
me a cable today.” Maurice felt in
his pocket and produced a form.
He tossed it to Wade. It said,
“Happy Birthday. Sam.”

“What does it mean?” Wade
asked. |

- "“Code,” Maurice said succinct-
ly, and. took it back. "It means
they've struck, and the news will
be out on Friday.”

“No one seems hungry tomghl:
Wade said anxiously. “Would it be
too much trouble for my daugh-
ters to bring coffece to Maurice and
me in the little room? While we
discuss the mystery of money.”
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“There’'s a soufflé,” Prudence
said in a threatening voice.

“Oh, no, not a soufllé. Not a
souffié tonight,” Wade said. “We'll
have the coffee now. The soufflé
will do another time. There will be
all the léss to cook tomorrow. 1
have to consider the cook, now
that she’s my daughter,” he added,
smiling to Maurice.

Prudence looked.stricken. “The
souffié will do tomorrow!” she re-
peated. “Father, you don’t know

what you're saying.” .
“It will be all the better tomor-

row. We can have it cold,” he said

with a pleasant smile.
‘Tl rush out and buy a re-
frigerator,” Hester suggested. |
She stood up, then bent her
head forward, listening..

stairs.”

Everyone listened.

“I think you're right,”

said.

“It’s that damned Harry, search-
ing my room agam'” Morgan
shouted.

They all began to move out of

| M éurice

the room. In the hall they met

Harry, coming not from the bath-
room but the kitchen.

“Did you hear something?” he
asked blandly “Because I thought
I did.”

They went upstairs, moving far
more cautiously now. that they
feared the existence of a real bur-

,:,lar |
~ Morgan, followed b')f the others,

“I thought I heard a noise up-

rushed into his bedroom. There
was no one to be seen. Maurice .
ran along the passage and opened
another door. It was Wade’s roon.
He hesitated briefly, then pounced
at the far side of the bed.

. “I've got him,” he cried, looking
bewildered at what he’d got.

It was a small, fair youth in
green trouseis and a yellow pull-
over. He stood with his face sunk
on his chest while the others.
crowded into the room.

“Ring for the police, Morgan,”
Wade said, but when he looked
around Morgan wasn’t to be seen.

“Don’t call in the police, Guv-
nor,” the boy whined. “It's m'first
job,-and-I've stolen nothing. Why

don’t you-kick me round the room?

You'd like to give it to me, would-
n't you?” X
- He made an appealing gesture
of martyrdom. Wade shrank away.
“Ring for the police,” Maurice,
the voice of society, repeated. . .
The boy still stared at his toes.
“I'd never have done it, except I
thought I'd pick up a watch or a
fur coat. I've no money and no job
and ‘m'mother’s ill. I'm a. waiter,
see, I was away ill and lost m’job
and m’mother’s in the hospital.
I'd be working if I had the chance.
All I need is a chance, see, and..
I'd work as well as anyone.” He
stood drooping before them, -one
of the system’s rejected serfs.
Harry laughed. Wade looked at
him reproachfully., Harry was al-
ways striking the wrong note. -
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“Give him a job,” Harry said

cheerfully. “You need help in the
house, don’t your”

“I'll go straight,” the boy said
eagerly. “Honest, Guv'nor, -it’s
m'first time up a ladder and it'll

be m’last. If I had a ]Ob and some-

money -

Wade hesitated. "Do you think
he’s speaking the truth?” he asked
weakly. “Hester?”

“I don’t know. The police—I'm
sure we ought to tell the. police.

No. Couldn’t we just let him go?”

She thought for a minute, then
assumed responsibility, as she al-

ways would. “Give him a job,” she
said firmly. )
Prudence. had been standing

aside, delighted by the drama.
“If it means someone will wash
the dishes, by all means give him
a job,” she said in a splendidly
bored voice.
Wade looked unhappy.. ”We’ll
talk it over,” he said.

“Ill take the poor fellow into -

the kitchen and warm him up a
cup of tea,” Harry offered, in a
concerned voice.

Hester, following the others
downstairs, thought she heard her
name as the echo of a whisper. She

turned. About two inches of Mor--

gan’s face was visible through his
partially open door.

She went back.

“Hester,” he said, and groaned.

“If you're not well, Morgan,
why don’t you lie down?” she sug-
oested.

“Hester, have you sent for the
police?” _ -

She sighed. “No, we've decided
to let him work here for a little.
He might change, if he was given
a little human sympathy.”

*First Harry, then a ladder boy!
I wonder what your father will
collect next? Hester, I've been
feeling very bad. Do you think a
change of air would do me good?”

“It would depend on the air,”
Hester said.

“Didn’t you say that Ferguson
had chartered a plane to go to Ire-
land?” '

“Yes.”

“And he’s looking for someone
to share it with him?”

“Why-don’t you go and see Un-
cle Joe about it now?”

“I'm not well enough to wa].k all
that way.”

“You could telephone.”

“I don’t want to see Harry. He's
downstairs.”

“Harry’s in the kitchen with the
burglar, so far as 1 know.”

“Hester, do me a favor. Keep
them in there while I telephone.
For ten minutes. Only for ten min-
utes, Hester. I don’t want them
hang:[ng about, listening and wor-
rying me.”

“All right,” she said reluctantly.
“Tust for ten minutes.” She dis-
liked being involved in even ele-
mentary conspiracies.

‘When Hester went into the
kitchen, Harry was sitting with
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his feet on the table, talking to the

blond burglar, who looked wispy
and immature, like an exploited
child, as he stood laboring by the
sink. He had taken off his yellow
jersey and was exposed in a flow-
ered shirt, reminiscent both of the
fashions advertised for Florida
and. of the waistcoats worn by
young bloods in the bound vol-
umes  of nineteelltll;century
- Punch.

“He’s called ]ackm ” Harry told
her. “He always washed the dishes
for his Mum. That's why he’s so
good at it.” .

“What's your other name?” Hes-
ter asked gently.

“Daw, Miss.”

“Let’s -have some coffee,” Harry

said. “We'll have it in the kitchen |

and Jack can tell us his life story.”
Hester filled the kettle and put
it on the stove.
“I haven’t had what you'd call
a life,” Jackie said. “This is m’first
chance since m’tather died. I used
to go round with him, see.”
“What was your father’s job?”
“He was a lay-about.”
- “How interesting,” Hester said,

trying to look enlightened. “What

does a lay-about do?”

“He waits till people go out and

leave the door unlocked, then he
nips in. and takes a handbag or a
clock, or the change off of the man-
telpiece. His idea was that he'd
lay about and I'd mp in, but I
wouldn’t do it.”

“But of course you wouldn’t,”

Hester said, her mind already far
away, worrying about the children
of burglars. Would they learn to
steal? If they admired their fathers,

perhaps they would.

She went out of the kitchen and
went to the bottom of the stairs, -
and called up softly to Morgan, who
was waiting on the landing. He
came down absolutely noiselessly,
and went to the telephone. She
stood by the kitchen door, making
mental plans for the protection of
burglars children.

“I am speaking up,” she heard
Morgan whispering into .the tele-
phone. “Look, I want to fly to
Dublin with you on Friday. Ex-
pensive? No,
too much. Oh, I've just taken the -
fancy to see the place. I'm not .
sure where I'll be coming f10m
['ll meet you at the airport.

" Brickford? I've never heard of it.

What? What did you say the pilot
said? A place called the Fairway
Arms?”

She was listening with a de-
tached part of her mind to the -
voices from the kitchen. She had
an impression that Harry had been

- making jokes at Jackie's expense.

She turned her attention back to
the kitchen. o
“Life is made up of moments

- of weakness,” she heard Harry say-

ing. “History would never get any-

‘Where at all it it wasn’t.

She stopped with her hand on
the door. She was too tired to lis-
ten to Harry’s endless theories.

I don’t think that’s -



THE MAN WHO DIDN'T TLY 41

“Tust in case you're as weak as
the rest of us, would you like to
take off the dainty gun you have
under your shirt?”

- Hester was appalled. It was im-
possible that a mere boy like Jackie
should carry a gun.

“You- know there’s no reason to.

fire it at me,” Harry said in a coax-
ing voice. “You'd only be destroy-
ing innocence. I'm not trying to
turn you in. You'll get in bad
trouble if you're found with a gun
on you now, Old Bailey trouble.”

“I'll do you in, you slimy bas-
tard,” Jackie said.

“If you pull that gun on me, I'll
run for my life, screaming,” Har-
ry said. “That’s a threat.”

Hester tried to open the door.
Someone was standing against it.
She thought of Harry, bravely
waiting to be shot, defending her.

“Let me in,” she said desperate-
ly.

She pushed. The door opened
suddenly. Harry, with one hand in
his pocket, stood smiling at her.
~ Jackie turned back to the sink.

“Jackie’s going to be very happy
here,” Harry said blandly. “He

looks happier already, dont you

think?”
“I thought I heard—some kind
of argument,” Hester said. ~
“We were only detting to know
each other. What are you going to
do when you've dried the dishes,

Jackie? Cosh your benefactor with:

a bicycle chain? Or do you mean
to stay?”

“Stay.” .

Hester looked at thcm both un-
certainly. It was impossible that
they should be so calm if they had
just been fighting over a gun.

“What brought you this way?”
Harry asked.

“Tust walking about. Haven't
been in the country since I was a
kid, see. Then I wanted a place to
spend the night. I thought I'd doss

down in that bedroom.”
“Like Goldilocks,” Harry said

approvingly.

Hester was suddenly so tired of
the conversation that she turned
and left the room. Morgan had
finished his telephoning. She
thought she heard her father’s
voice. He was probably talking to
Maurice about money.

She was anxious to avoid all of
them. She didn’t want to -be con-
fronted with another problem
that night. She needed time to
think of herself, to let her mind
move slowly out of the climate of
anxiety. She went out into the
garden, and along the path to
where the roses grew.

She sat for ten minutes or more,
with the scent of the rose in her .
head, her mind slowly emptying,
then filling again with languid
dreams, - imprecise and enchant-
ing.- Then she stood up and
strolled across the grass toward the
trees that were black shadows
floating into the nearly black. sky.
She heard someone move.

“Harry?” she asked uncertainly.
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“‘I'm not Harry,” a man’s voice
replied.

She turned to run.

“Don’t be frightened,” he said.
“Tll go away. Look, I'm walking
back toward the gate.”

Hester stopped. It was a sign of
hysteria, to run away from strang-
ers in the dark.

“What are you domg here?” she
asked.

“I won’t come near. I've been
watching you .in -the garden. I
know I've no right to be here.”

“Then why are you herer”

“I saw a man climb up a drain-
pipe.” *

“Are you a pohceman?”

- “No, but I've been watching
your house. He didn’t climb down
again. Are you interested?”

“He’s in the kitchen. He’s go-
ing to work for us.” _ |

“Do your servants always ar-
rive by drainpipe?” he asked, and
Hester laughed.

“Why were you in the garden?”

she asked.

He didn’t answer the question
immediately. “Tell me something.
What’s the name of the man who
came here to dinner—who came
by car?”

“Reid. Maurice Reid.”
“Reid.” He sounded satisfied.
“Have you known him long?”

“I don’t see why 1 should .dis-

cuss—"

“Oh, you're getting in a weak
position,” he said.
told me his name, you’ll have to

“Now you've

justify yourself. I don’t mind how
long it takes you, I like your voice.
In gratitude for the name, I'll tell
you why I'm here. I saw him in an
underground in London, and I've
followed him all day. But I didn’t -
know if it was the right man.”
“And is it?”

“Yes.” |
“I'll tell him youre following
him,” she said.

“Yes, I wish you would. What's
your name?”
- “Wade.”

.+ “That can’t be all of it.”

“Miss Wade,” she suggested.

“Miss Wade, good night.”

“Wait,” she called, but he went
away.

She went back into the house.
Her father and Maurice were still
talking. She knew it was possible -
to interrupt, to tell Maurice he
was being followed, but he would
look at her in amazement, he
would think she was mad, there
would be more questions and an-
swers. The stranger had wanted

" her to tell Maurice—it was surely

better not to act on the advice of
strangers. The arguments swirled
round in her head, then cleared
away, leaving her to see that

doubts of some kind were forming

in her mind about Maurice. She
watched his ‘face carefully while
she said:

“Maurice, there was a man in
the garden. I spoke to him. He
said he was there to follow you.”

She saw Maurice’'s eyes drop
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swiftly with the effort of concen-
trated thought, then he looked up,
still smiling.

“Some madman, I suppose,” he

said. It seemed to. her he spoke
with great effort. “Perhaps we
should search the garden,” he sug-
gested slowly.
"~ “He’s gone,” Hester said quick-
ly. “He didn’t know your name at
first. He may have been making
it all up.”

“You told him my name?”’
Maurice asked sharply.

“What does jt matter?” she said
wearily. “It's not as though you
had anything to hide. I told him
my name, too.”

Maurice walked round the
room, and then said it was time
for him to go. Wade accompanied
him to his car, and then looked
around the garden with a flash-

light. As Hester had said, there
was no stranger in the garden now.

INVESTIGATION

The story, as they remembered it,
was like a damaged fossil found in
the rocks; the story they offered
was a handful of broken stone. In-
spector Lewis sat now, patiently
assemmbling the fragments.
“That’s all, absolutely all, about
Wednesday?” he asked. “What
happened about this Jackie?” -
“We gave him a camp bed in
the attic, in the room over Mor-

| I

gan s.

“This man in the garden—he
said he was ftollowing Maurice

Reid?” -

“Yes, I told you.”

“Is that all you can tell me
about him?”

They watched Hester gliding

into the shelter. of her secret
thoughts.
“His name is Marryatt,” Wade

explained. The - words sounded
like the prelude to-a statement,
but the statement didn’t follow.

"Do you know where we can
find him?”

Hester shook her head.

Moira Ferguson leaned for-
ward. “Is he that dark young man
who has been staying in the pub?”

“Very possibly,” Hester said.

“Because if he is, he’s still
there. I know about him, because
we heard him come back in the
middle of the night.”

“What night?” Lewis asked.

“Thursday night.”

“Can you tell us more about this

'Marryatt?” Lewis asked Hester

stolidly.

“I can’t. Not like that. One
thing is always bound up with an-
other. I don't want to say any
more. about him. Give  him a
chance to explain his own ac-
tions. If he’s at the Running Fox,
why not see him there? Or bring
him here, and let him hear her re-
peat what she-has to say,” Hester

~said.

“I think we’ll have to get hold
of this Marryatt,” Lewis said. He
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looked at his watch. “We mustn’t
- keep you people from your
lunch,” he said in a hungry voice.
“We'll ask him to come here after

funch, for a friendly discussion.”

Lewis levered himself out of his
chair. “Then we'll see you all after
lunch. You were awake at one

oclock- on Thursday night, on

Friday morning, that is, Mrs. Fer-
guson?”
“I had to be,” she said shortly.

“Harry camc back with us when-

we. left here, and somehow, I
don’t know how ‘it happened, we
all began to play Donegal poker.”

“Oh,” said Hester, with so much
pain in her voice that Prudence
stood up protectively.

“Let’'s get on with Thursday,”
she said wildly. “It's maostly Mor-
gan I think. Let’'s not stop for
lunch. Oh, there’s the phone.”

“Answer it, please, Prudence,”
Hester said.

They heard her lift the receiver
and answer, and protest, and then
-she came back in the -room.

“It's for you,” she said to In-
spector Lewis. “Don’t let it worry
you. We like you to use our tele-
phone.. I told them you didn’t
want to be interrupted; but they
said you did.”

“Sergeant Young, pleasc ” Lewis
said, and the sergeant went out to
the telephone. - Everyone waited
with a feeling that some revclanon
was imminent.,

The sergeant returned with his

face stiff with excitement.

“Sir, the landlady, Mrs. Crewe
at Brickford. I mean, has found.
the two bitters. They are on their
way to the station now.”

“Lunch time,” Lewis said jovi-
ally. “We must be off. Just get in
touch with this Running Fox
place first, Sergcant. Ask them if
they have a visitor by the name of
Marryatt. If you can get him on
the phone and arrange for him to -
meet us here in about two hours,
then that’s so much time saved.”

Sergeant Young seeped out of
the room.

“Poor Harry,” Moira said. “He
was so happy that night. He won
five pounds at Donegal poker.
Then suddenly he said he. had
other things to do, and left. I'm
sorry for him. It’s not like Maurice
or Morgan. As for Joe—he didn’t
fly. I'm sure. Don’t ask me to cx-
plain. I'm just certain he didn’t
fly.” She dabbed her eyes.

- “Your husband had no business
worries, Mrs. Ferguson?”

“It depénds what you call busi-
ness worries,” she said. “He was
ruined, if that's what you mean.
He said he was. going to be bank-
rupt, or taken over any day. Bul“

.he wasn’t worried.”

“Is there any 1‘3{:;551b1ht}r that
vour husband’s affairs were in such
—such confusion, that he might
have wanted to disappear?”

-“Do you mean he didn't go on
that plane? That he's only hid-
ing?” she asked, her soft face hard-
ening in thought. |

J'..."l
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“I'm asking you.”

“Oh, Joe wouldn’t do that. He'd
‘much sooner pay sixpence in the
pound than nothing. Joe was so—
so honest,”. she said, groping for
the right word and finding it.

“On Friday morning you drove
him into Cheltenham, early. Did
you see anyone you knew -there?”

- T don’t believe we did,” she
said. absently. “They’d ‘know at
the station. Why don’t you ask
them at the station?”

“We'd thought of that,” In3pec-
tor Lewis said ironically. “They
didn’t know. They sell a lot of
tickets, in Cheltenham.”

“I'm so ignorant of police meth-
ods,” she said apologetically. “I'm
a child in the affairs of this world.
That’s what Joe said about me, al-
ways. But even though I'm ig-
norant, it does sound to me as
though you're suggesting I didn't
drive Joe to 'Cheltenham —or per-
haps all you mean is that he didn’t
take the train from Cheltenham
to Brickford? It you're really, seri-
ously, suggesting one of .these
things then . . . I wonder what
Joe would have said? I know. He'd
~ have told me to get hold of a
lawyer betore I said another word.
And I think that’s what I'll do. So
‘please don’t expect me to. tell you
another thing about Thursday,
about Harry or Joe or Maurice
or the Australian, until I have a
lawyer sitting by my side. I know
Hester’s sitting there thinking that
only guilty people want lawvers.

—looked

‘is said sharply.

I will relieve your mind, Hester. I
drove Joe to Cheltenham and I
saw him.buy a ticket for Brick-

ford.” She pushed the mirror back

in her handbag and looked defi-
antly round the room.
“Wait till- you see that Austra-
lian, Marryatt. He’s someone who
really does need a lawyer,” she said

-maliciously, her voice accepting

everyone in the room as an enemy.

‘Sergeant Young came back
from the telephone, and for the
next two hours the Wades were
left in peace. '

Inspector Lewis dropped the file
of letters on his desk.

“When are those two bitters
coming in? If they don’t turn up,
we're wasting our time here, eat-
ing dry sandwiches, giving the
Wades the chance to plot out the
next sequence. What do you think
of the Wades anyway? The fa-
ther looks to me as though he'd

- assassinated .the Archbishop of

York and was working round to a
confession.”

“Miss Wade, Miss Wade looked
very - upset,” - Sergeant
Young said, flushing.

“She’s a pretty girl. Don’t be
taken in by looks, Sergeant,” Lew-
“Ah, at last.”

The two bitters were ushered
in; they gave the impression they

~were trying to hide behind each

other. One was a dark, earthy man
in his middle years; the other was

old and dusty.
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The sergeant took their names.
The younger was called Benson;-

the older, Smith. Benson stared at

his feet; Smith’'s wavering glance

explored the. corners of the room,
as though he expected to find a
guillotine somewhere. He was a
grocer, and his appearance sug-
gested that his shop was very
small, and that the articles wanted
by custorners could .only be
rcached by ladder. Benson was a
nursery gardencr.

“You were in the Fairway Arms

around half-past ten on Tuesday
morning?” the inspector suggested.
They looked at each other, and
nodded. | |
“And there were three men
having a drink,” Benson muttered.
“We've talked it over. We can't
describe them,” Smith said in a
voice that whined on a high note.
“You sce, we go out to have a
drink,” Benson said. '

“We'd no reason to think they_

Were anyone 5pcc1al ” Smith said.

“They weren't anyone special if
they hadn’t got killed,” Benson
said. “Who is?” he added‘ SOIm-
bcr]}

“We were talking. You dont
think of other pe()ple in the bar
when you're ta]kmg

‘Nor when you're being talked
" Benson said.

“And why did they get killed?”

Smith asked. “I'll tell you, because

they hadn’t taken. troublei with
their horoscopes. Ten to one, their

horoscopes would have told them
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to keep their feet on the ground
that day. You want to find the one
that wasn’t there, don’t 'you of-
fhicer, don’t you now? You get their

horoscopes, get the horoscopes of -

the four of them, and you'll find
the one who's still got two feet to
walk on.”

“Their birthdays——” sewis be-
gan, but was intcriupted.

“Don’t talk to me about birth-
days,” Smith said. “You've got to
have it right, to the hour and the
minute. It isn’t child’s play, you
know, astrology’s a serious thing.”

“Do you believe in astrology too,
Mr. Benson?” Lewis asked - de-
sparingly. | |
- “Astrology,” Benson repeated
contemptuously. “I've no timme for
that “honsense, I'm a numerolo-

gist.”
“And can you plant potatoes by

numerology? Can you- tcll when -

night frosts will end by -numerol- .
ogy?” Smith asked wearily.

Benson scowled sideways at the-
policemen. “It was this kind of
talk he was at,.in the pub that
morning. Just let- him run on.

-You'll get the idea.”

“You're in the habit of having a
drink together in the morning?”

“The habit’'s arisen,” Benson
agreed. “Gets on my nerves,” he
a‘dded viciously.

“You didn’t observe lhc appear--

ance of the three men. You didn’t -
hear anything they said?” Lewis
asked Benson, who- seemed more
like an average man.
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- Benson shook his head.

“And you, Mr. Smith?” -

“While I was waiting for the
drink, and with my mind running
on the unhappy hour of Benson’s
birth,
by his talk of numbers, I may have
heard a word from these men be-
hind me I couldn’t see. And the
word caught my ear because I'm
an astrologist.”

Lewis -began to fidget with a
ruler.

“Are you trying to tell me, Mr

Smith, that these men were dis-

cussing astrology?”

“They must have been ” Smith
said. “They used a term that
brought me up short in my tracks.
Astrology, 1 thought, and I'll turn
round and see what he looks like,
but then he came back with the
drinks.”

“And what was the word?” Lew-
is asked in a voice of grinding pa—
tience.

my tongue. I was about to say it
when you interrupted me. But it's
gone.”

“Gone?”

“It was a term, as they might
have said in opposition, or as-
cendancy, or constellation. Or

azimuth. Now: I wonder if it was .
- azimuth?” he asked infuriatingly.

“I was just going to bring it out,
when you spoke.”

“Would it have been a name?”
Sergeant Young asked encourag-
ingly. “Like Gemini, or Mars?”

and before I was deafened

“Now, it was on the tip of

‘closed his eyes.
case. Yes, I'd take my oath it was

- “Might have been, might have
been, might not have been.”
© “Taurus? Aquarius?” the ser-
geant suggested |

“I see youre a man of educa-
tion,” Smith smiled approvmgly
while Benson sneered.

“Virgo? Pisces?”

“Pisces? Now, that’s a strange
thing.. It might have been some-
thing about Pisces, but it wasn'’t.
Plsces? No. That was before, I’ve
got it.”

ﬂ'YeSl”

"They were talkmg about fish-
ing.’

. “But you said astrology.”

. “That’s a different thing again.”

- “What kind of ﬁéhing?” Lewis
asked. His face was impassive, but
his voice was beginning to show
the strain.

“Not salmon fishing. Not trout.
Fishing in one of them -far-off
places India was it?”.

“Well, was it?”

“No. It wasn’t India.”

_ “They were smoking,” Benson
suddenly volunteered. “Ome of
them had some cigarettes and as I
walked over with the drinks he of-
fered cigarettes to the -others.”

“A packet or a case?” |

“Now you mention it, I—" He
“I'm sure it was a

a case. I couldn’t tell you what
kind of case. It wouldn’t have been
gold, anyway. I'd have noticed
that, Now I see it. It was a long
silver case. He opened it at both



48 BESTSELLER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

of them, and one of them took a
cigarette. Or did they both? Now,
I can’t remember. Anyway, some-
onc lit the two cigarettes with a

lighter. I-remember it was a light-

cr, but I don’t know if it was the

first man who used it. One man -

didn’'t smoke. Now, it's-queer- I
noticed' that, except that I'm try-
ing to give up smoking myself, so
1 saw that this man didn’t smoke.”

“If you're finished,” Smith said

as he went on, “I heard this word.

about astrology, not sinking in at
once, but pulling my attention,
and I became conscious one of
them was saying to the other this

thing about fishing. ‘My curiosity’s

satisfied,”. he says, ‘and I didn’t
like it."” Then another says about
not having had the opportunity
until the beginning of last season
and the first says who has in this
country anyway? That was the
way it went.” -

“But how did the conversation
go from ' astrology to ﬁshing?”
Lewis asked.

- “Now that I can’t answer, ex-
cept to be sure they began with
astrology. It might have been one
word, you know, it might have
been only one word, but it caught
my car. I'm very- keen, very keen
indeed, at hearing. Then Benson
comes back and spoils. it all.”

Benson  suddenly  grunted.
-“Woolworth’s, That's it.. I was
once an. under manager at Wool-
worth’s,” he explained. -

“Yes?” Lewis encouraged.

- gret.

“'m not now. I'm a nursery
gardener for my health., But I was
sitting there quietly: drinking my
beer, when 1 heard that name
again. Woolworth’s! If ever 1
drown I'll see the red front and
gold letters come up before my
eyes. Even through Smith's bab-
bling I heard the name. Then one
of these men addressed the other
by name.” He stopped to light- hlS
cigarette stub again.

There was a battle of silencc.
Inspector Lewis. lost. - |

“The name. What was ‘it?”

“It began with an M. It was the
thirteenth letter of the alphabet.
Was it Morrison? Martin? Morley?
If I'd been concentrating, I'd have
known, being interested in
names.”

“Morgan, Morton,
Lewis suggested.

“It's gone,” Benson said in re-
“I'll" swear to the M, but
to. nothing else. ‘Woolworth’s!
What do you think about that?’
one of them said. ‘T'm afraid 1
can’t think. anything. I didn’t see
it,” says the second. And the third
says: ‘Woolworth’s? What's all
this? When did it happen?’ And
that's all. I'd have heard none of
it if° Smith hadn't been -dragging
out his old chart; .and from the
time he began talking about his
horoscope; everyone else in the
world might have been dead, for
all I could hear.” *
- Smith began to cackle. “Now
I've got it,” he said. “They’d been

Maurice,”
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fishing in a strange place. It was
Ceylon they talked about.”
“They’d been fishing in Cey-
lon?” the inspector asked with jus-
tifiable amazement. “Let’s go back
over this again.”
- They went back over it again,
but without enlightenment. Both
men stuck to what they said, and

refused to add to it. With all their
peculiarities, they were honest.

The policemen returned to the
Wades’ house expecting to find
Marryatt there before them. They

had not much idea of the kind of

man he was, but they naturally
supposed he would have enough
social sense to be disturbed by
their summons. They felt the nor-
mal official irritation at being kept
waiting; they were prepared to put
him in his place.

- When he finally arrived, half
an hour late, there was no hint of
apology in his bearing. He was a
young man, with heavy shoulders,
a strong, dark face, black eye-
brows. He had an air of inde-
pendence, almost of insolence.

His face carried the odd, uneasy

familiarity of something that had
been seen before.

“You sent for me?” he said to
Inspector Lewis, in a voice that
rejected all respect for authority.
He turned on Hester. “And 1 be-
lieve you told him' to send for me.”

She looked at him as angrily as
he had looked at her. “I did. Peo-
ple seemed to be accusing you of

something. I thought, being what
you are, you wouldn't lﬂ\e ‘anyone
else to speak for you.”

“And what am I accused of?”

“You are not accused of any-
thing. You are being asked to
help,” Lewis said coldly. “In the
first place, I tell you quite openly
we'd have seen you anyway. We
have a report from a Mrs. Light-
foot—isn’t that the name, Ser-
geant Young?—yes, a Mrs. Light-
foot, who breeds dogs, bull terriers,
I think—a report of what she
thought a peculiar incident on the
road, about half a mile from this
house. She took the number of the
car. It happens to be the number

of the car that Maurice Reid hired

from the local garage. She made
this report quite independently.
She hadn’t heard of the airplane
disaster. It was very easy to trace

the car. Then when this question,

the question of which man didn’t
fly in the airplane, came up, we
went into the matter a little more

carefully. She described Maurice

Reid quite well. At first she
thought he’d been assaulted, or
that he’d been in a hght with
someone. She had a glimpse of the
other man; later, she saw someone
in the vﬂlage who she thought was
the same man. Well, sir, what
we've been looking for all the time
is a lead into any peculiarity in the
lives of any of those four men who
were supposed to fly in that air-
plane. What Sergeant Young here
has always said is that if we can



50 a BESTSELLER MYSTERY MAGAZINE

find the man among these four

who had some urgent reason_for

vanishing, then we'll know the
- man who . took the chance to dis-
~ appear -‘when the. plane crashed.”
“Perhaps they did all want to

disappear,” Moira intervened cold- -

ly. “Except Joe, of course.”

“And Harry,” Hester mur-
mured. S
“But my dear, Harry always.

wanted to get out of his commit-
ments. Surely you lmow that?”
Moira said.

Marryatt, sceing, Ilke everyone

else, how Hester's already pale -

face turned paler still,
quickly.

“Get on with the questlons I'il
answer them.”

“No,” Hester said. “It’s not fair
to put everything onto you. Par-
‘ticularly after what you said to
me. You've accused me of enough,
you know. And this isn’t just. a
question of Maurice. It might be
anyone. We don’t know it was
Maurice. But Father and 1 have
talked it over, in the last hour,
and we're going to tell the truth.
The whole truth about the whole
of Thursday. You can tell your

spoke

~part too, if you  wish. Please re-

member,” she said coldly, “we are
going to conccal nothing, and

there's no reason why you should.”

“It makes no difference to me
who knows my private affairs, .
now,” Marryatt said significantly.

“Go ahcad, I'll listen and put. my
hand up when the time comes.

“Don’t expect. me to join in this-

soul searching,” Moira said.

Hester looked sadly at the -
downcast roses.on the table. '
“Thursday.-. . .” she said.

o THURSDAY
It ramcd on \Vednesdd} mght'

and on Thursday morning the sky
looked as if it had been washed

blue for a colored advertisement.

When Hester woke, the birds were
celebrating. She was amazed . to
hear a tap on her:door. Prudence
always charged through doors
without knocking, and no one but
Prudence ever came to her room
in the morning.

“Come in,” she said, and ]acld(, _
appeared. He was carrying a cup -
of tea, and looked serious and
dedicated.

“Good morning,” he said in a
reverent voice. He put down the
tea and . tiptoed out.of the room
again.

Hester looked at the tea in- dis-
may. She didn’t like to drink any-
thing before she had brushed her
teeth and washed and dressed; she

liked even less to have the anxie--

ties. of the day appear embodicd

in her room. while she was still in
bed. She was remembering al-
ready that Harry had accused
]ackie of carrying a gun. She
wasn't particularly nervous, but
she didn’t want to be given morn- -
ing tea by gunmen. She made up
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her mind that Jackie must go. She
threw the blankets off and stepped
out of bed. She washed and
dressed quickly, mentally prepar-
ing her interview with Jackie.
As she brushed her hair she re-
membered that Harry had asked
for the gun, but she wasn’t sure

what had happened in the minute

before she entered the kitchen.
Harry had asked for the gun; she

didn’t know if Jackie had given it -

to him. If Harry had the gun
there was nothing to worry about,
except that Jackie might be equally
ready to use a bread knife. In any

case, Harry would never shoot .

anyone; he was too good natured.

There was another tap at the
door. “Breakfast is served, Miss,”
said a solemn voice.

-She went down to breakfast,
which consisted of strong tea and
fried bread. “Still, it's nice not
having to cook it,” Prudence said.

- Hester looked at the fried bread

with hatred and begah again to

rehearse her scene with Jackie.
Her father was filling a note-
book with - small, neat figures.
“Maurice is coming over early,” he
said. “We ‘have busmess to con-

" sider.”

Hester postponed the discussion
with “Jackle, and began to make
plans for the interception of Mau-
rice. -

Maunce stepped out of the car.
His square clean face was ‘good
humored, happy, and apprecia-

sion.

tive, as it so often was. He looked
up at the trees and the sky, par-
ticipating in the beauty of the
summer morning. He scemed as
solid and dependable as a pewter
mug. Hester, coming through the
garden to meet him, found his ap-
pearance infinitely reassuring.
- “Good morning, Maurice. Have
you the time-—could I talk to you
for a few minutes?” Although she
knew that she trusted him, her
voice was less cordial than usual.
“Of course, Hester,” he said
readily, and she wondered if she

heard Wariness behind the

warmth.

They walked thruugh the gar-
den toward the roses which were
rashly opening their hearts to the
sun.

“It’s 50 hard to say what I want
to say,” she muunured in confu-

“Am I wrong, Hester, in thlnk-
ing you want my advice about
Harry?” he asked her quletly .
“Yes, Maurice, youre wrong,
absolutely wrong. The last thing I
want to hear is more advme about

Harry.”

“If you don’t want to discuss

- Harr}, what do you want to dis-

cuss?” he asked patiently.
, "I’ll tell you what I want. to °
say.” She looked away from him.
She didn’t want it to seem that
she was accusing him. “Don’t let
Father take any of his money out
of securities. He's got so little, He
can't afford to lose it.”
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“You wouldn’t approve of his
turning three shillings into ‘a
pound?” he asked her, smiling.

" “Not if there’s any chance at all

of his losing the three shillings.”
~ “Hester, your father has set his
heart on making money. He’s de-
cided the quickest way to do it is
by gambling on the stock ex-

change. Do you think it better that -

I should handle the business for

him, or would you sooner he went

into the jungle alone? Tell me
honestly, Hester, what you think?”
He stood smiling at her, both
hands in his pockets, his brown
face serious behind the smile.
She hesitated. “I'd sooner he
didn’t gamble at all.”
“But if he means to?”
“Then—then 1 suppose it
would be better if you helped
him,” she said in a troubled voice.
“I'm glad you say that, Hester,
because if you didn’t trust me I—
well, I couldn’t bear to come here.
Now, I'll tell you the truth, Hes-
ter. When people set out to make
money quickly, there is no abso-
lute certainty. High returns are
only a reward for being prepared
to risk your capital. If you have

private information, as I have in

this case, the risk is very much
less, but it does exist. I'm risking
everything I have, but you are
qulte right to dissuade your fa-
ther.” ~ |
Hester considered this. It
sounded like a "very reassuring
statement, until she remembered

“What’s wrong,

“that she hadn’t managed to influ-
“ence her father 1n any way.

“I hate money,” she said, ex-
hausted. “I think I'll slash away at
those roses now.” | -

Prudence was tidying up the

sitting room when Hester came in.

“I've emptied the ash trays,”
she said in a resigned voice. “If
only pecople didn’t smoke we
shouldn’t have to do anything in
here for weeks but draw the cur-
tains and throw out the newspa-
pers. Even that makes me feel like
Cinderella,” she added pointedly.
Hester? You're
looking odd.”

“It's Maurice.” -

“Maurice? What on earth’s
wrong with Maurice? I should
have thought he was the only one
round here not to worry about.
After- all, we have Morgan, and
]ackle, and Harry.” |

“Harry keeps. saymo he’s trying
to get Father’s money.’

“I've listened to them and it al-
ways sounds as if he’s trying not
to get Father’s money.”

“Harry says that’s how all the
best confidence men behave.”

“Harry seems  to know a lot
about crime.’

“Stop trying to be funny,” Hes-
ter begged. “I don’t think innocent
people get followed. Oh, I forgot,
you don’t know about that. There
was a man- hiding in the garden
last .night. I had a long talk with
him and he told me he was follow-
ing Maurice.”
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“Action at last,” Prudence said
with satisfaction. “Things have
been getting a bit boring round
here. Won’t it be wonderful if
Maurice is really an international
criminal? Do you think he has
anything to do with atom bombs?”

“I don’t think it’s funny. He
may be hiding in the_ garden now,
or the wood.”

“Tl look,” Prudence said ea-
gerly. “Anything rather than make
the beds.”

She rushed out of the room. She

didn’t want to be stopped to listen

to interminable discussions about

caution and correct behavior. She
was still armed in complete inno-
~ cence, and was afraid of no one.

She turned into the woods, and
became a little excited at the
thought that a murderer might be
hiding. behind the trees. She
walked cautiously under the deep
~green ceiling of leaves until she
came within sight of the ruined
chapel. A man was sitting in one
corner, apparently slumped in
sleep. He might be dead, she
thought, and was carried . toward
him on a wave of fear.

“Hello, Prudence,” Harry said,
opening his eyes.

“Harry, what on-earth are you
doing here so earl)?’ she said in
emsperaﬂon -

“I've been walking around for a
long time, brushmg the dew with
urgent feet

“You weren’t. You were sleep-
ing.”

“I wasn’t slecping. 1 was com-
posing a poem.”

“I_don’t believe it.”

“Shall I tell you why you’re so
aggressive toward me, Prudence?”

Prudence sighed and raised her

eyves to the. tops of the trees, a
monument to paticnce, preparing
to be incredulous.

“It's because you're too young.
When you'’re older, you'll ind that
most men are as monotonous as
steam hammers. When you've

.been battered by a hundred thou-

sand soporific words from jolly
decent chaps, you'll yearn for my
company. But I shan’t be there. I
believe in moving on.”

Their talk was interrupted by
someone coming toward them
through the woods. It was Morgan.
He stopped by one of the broken
walls, and walted, listening. Then
he moved onto the ruined stone
floor and knelt down. He was half
sheltered by the - wall, and they
could no longer see him.

“I'm going home now,” Pru-
dence- said clearly.

She walked toward the chapel.
“Good " morning, Morgan,” she
said. - |
He ]umped up.

“Hello, Prudence. Hello, Hel-
lo, Prudence,” he said in an agi-
tated voice. “I—came here—I
can’t stand the house when that
little crook’s in it. He'’s still there,
is he, Prudence? Has your father
sent for the police?” He was talk-
ing wildly.
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]aclues very useful. 1 don’t
think it would be fair to send for
the police,” she said sternly.

. “It’s the only way to treat—
people like that,” Morgan -gasped.
He was in a state of such agita-

tion that Prudence wondered if he

was ill, but as he was always pre-
tending to be ill it followed that
he must be in perfect health.

Harry came through the trees,
said good morning to them both
with an air of gravity, and sat
down on one of the walls.

Morgan turned to him, with

the hatred a hunchback might feel
for a jeering boy. -

“What are you doing here?” he
demanded passionately.

“I was wondering if I'd take up
archaeology. Some of those old
wool merchants may have been
buried in a golden fleece,” Harry
said, looking speculatively at the
stone Hoor.

Morgan was suddenly trans-
formed. He dropped hLis shoul-
ders and lowered his head. He
looked much smaller, . and as ma-

levolent as a weasel about to spring

-on a rabbit.
“Stay away from here. Stay out
of the wood and away -from the

house. Get out. of my reach,” he

advised.
“Why don’t you -have the law
on me?” Harry said insolently.
Prudence began to back away.
“Harry, come on,’ * she said in
an urgent voice. e
- Neither paid any attention.

“Get away. Quickly,” l\’Iorgan
said in a flat voice.

Harry, with apparent difficul-
ty, began to fumble at his pocket,
Prudence and Morgan watched
him. The article, whatever. it. was
stuck in his pocket. In the end it
took him two. hands to. produce
it.

“Now,” he said to Morgan with
satisfaction, and held out the
small,- polished gun, as though he
was offering it for inspection. He
withdrew it.quickly, and balanced
it on his knee..

“Don’t be so vmlent Mmgan,
he said in a reproving voice.

Morgan seemed to ignore the
gun. “Are you going?” he asked.

Harry looked at Prudence, and
smiled, like a performer who has
finished his act and waits for the
applause.

‘Certamly,” he said, and rose,
tossing . the gun from hand to
hand, and walked away.

- Morgan sank down on the wall
and wiped his brow. Once again,
he looked like -a sick man.

“Don’t worry your father with
any of this,” he advised. “Tomor-
row I'm flying to Ireland. By the
time I come back Harry will have
gone away. There will be no more
trouble. T'll be glad when I'm on
that plane.” -

Prudence contmued to look at
him with her- canchd susp1c10us
stare.

“Let’s get back to the house,” he
said irritably. -
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Harry found Hester beside the
rose garden. She wore gloves, and
carried a basket and scissors.

“You look deliciously Edward-
ian,” he told her lazily. “Are you
sure you're not going to begin trill-
ing “Today I'm gathering posies of
roses, roses, And all the other
flowers That fill the happy hours’?
Enter chorus, pursued by bevy of
young peers. If we'd lived fifty
vears ago, Hester, I'd have pelted
you with the family jewels. I'll
find diamonds for you still. I
promise you. Now sit down, and
I'll.cut the flowers.”

He took the scissors from her.

“Here’s a' pure white rosebud,
tar the first year of your life, when
you crawled about in Waterproof
pants with not an impure. thought
in your head, apart from a decp
Freudian desire -to murder your
parents: And. here’s. one with.a

tinge of pink—that’'s when you

~ were two, and smeared your frock
with jam. Then we’ll have some
red ones, for the -dark ages up to
seven, wWhen infant feet stamp

and infant faces turn dark. with.

fury. Then we proceed in a pale
rose and cream through the years
of fantasy. Roses don’t come in
purple I can’t do you as a brood-
ing adolescent.
take the deepest red I can find.
Now we'll have the white coffee
roses; and the very pale cream, for
tenderness and “delicacy and all
the charms
twenty. Am I right?”

I shall have to

combined. That's

WHO DIDN'T FLY 35

- “Harry, I didn’t mean you to
take -so niany. You've lcft none at
all. The garden will be bare.”

“Accept the roscbuds while ye
may. One for each year of your life,
to emphasize the moral.”

She took them from him grave-
ly, tr}ing to conceal the sudden
surging LXp(’:Ctatmnb she felt in
her veins.

“I'll take them in,” she said in
a low voice. |

“And then?”

“I'm going to the village,” she
said, over her shoulder.

"May I come with you?” he
asked, looking . at her - with his
cager, pathetic: smile..

. "Oh, yes.”

She went quickly to the housc
with the Howers and arranged
them in the wide blue vase. She
put them on a low table by: the
window, and drew one curtain, so
that the sun shouldn’t bhght her
twenty years too quickly.

She went .into the garden

~again. Harry was waiting.

- "“You mustn’t talk to me about
Maunce, ‘she warned him.

“'m not interested in Maurice -
at all. It's Morgan that -fills my
thoughts.” |

“Why? Why do vou think so
much about Morgan? Have you
met hun somewhera before?”

“No.

“I wish you wouldn’t be so mys-
terious. You know. somecthing
about Morgan. He said last night
he'd been in South Africa, and 1
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think that's the first thing I've
~ heard about his past life. Did you
meet him in South Africa?”

“I've never set foot in any part
of Africa. I have to avoid places
with colored populations. I'm a
poor white by nature. I'll tell you
about Morgan when the time
comes.”

She looked at him with deep‘

uneasiness.

“Don’t do anythmg-——rash I
fecl—I keep feeling something
terrible’s going to- happen.”

“Perbaps it is,” he suggested.
“Has your father parted with his
~money yet?”

She was so sad and angry she
was afraid she was going to cry.
She caught one hand in the other,
and dug her nails ‘into her own
Hesh. |

“If you think it’s funny,” h
said over her shoulder.

“Don’t walk so fast. I think it's

serious. But if it wasn't your fath-
er, I'd stand back and enjoy the
.comcdy h

She was outraged. “Comedy!”

“Yes, comedy. The man with
money who’s determined to lose- it
in order to get more. It's one of
the classic situations. The news-
papers thrive on it, and there
must. be - thousands of people
- whose ifanity keeps ‘them out of
~ court.” -

“So you enjoy- the ruin of inno-
cent people?” |

“Well, innocent of what?” he
inquired reasonably. “Greed? Cov-

e

cheeks.

ry said with satisfaction.

etousness? A desire to enjoy the
benefits of money they've never
worked. for? No confidence man’
ever got a penny out of anyone
who Wasn’t dreaming of easy
money.” - |

She didn’t: answer, and he
walked quickly until he was along- -
side her again.

“Hester, you're crying.”

“Go away.”

“I have a handkerchief,” he
said eagerly, pulling one from his

pocket. He looked at it reminis-

cently. “No, perhaps this one
won’t do. I have another hand-
kerchief.” He felt in his pockets,
and finally produced a blue hand-
kerchief, still in its virgin folds.

She began to laugh. “It isn’t like
you, Harry, to have two handker-
chiefs.” |

“I've had my laundry done,” he
said, dabbing tenderly at her
“But 1. suppose you want
to blow your nose.. Oh, well, clean
handkerchiefs can’t last forever.”

“Harry, why are you so horrid
about Father?”

“I'm not. It's just that I see hnn

‘as a natural victim. How did Mau-
rice get on --to hlm in the first

place?” ~
“When we had  the anmque
shop. Maurice came in and bought
something—1 think it was a ta-
ble. And Father brought him home
to Iunch.”

“That’s how it would be,” Har-
“Your
father not only attracts. calamities,
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he asks them home to lunch Talk-
ing about lunch . |

“I wasn't talkmg about lunch,”
Hester interrupted angrily. When
I came out I didn’t want to talk
about anything.”

“Then don’t let’s talk,” Harry
said in a strained voice. "It will
get us nowhere. Nothing will.
Were on a ball, being bowled
through emptiness to eternal si-
lence. We’re only pieces of ani-
mated dust. Why should we try to
hurl our squeaking voices through
the universe?” . |

Hester was frightened. His
face was empty and his eyes
looked blind. She felt he was sink-
ing away from her: she wasn’t
prepared to let him go. She caught
. his head to her and kissed him,
and after a second of emptiness he
responded. They held on to each
-other for a moment, and then, by
a common impulse of self-preser-
-vation, separated again.

" Hester was exhilarated. She

felt like a driver whose brakes had -

failed at a point of danger and
who had miraculously survived.
She would proceed more carefully
now.

- They walked on toward the vil-

lage, closer in their thoughts than

‘most people, but each still utterly
confused by the bechavior of the

other.
Hester looked at her Watch

“Is there something I could do

to help you?” Harry asked. “What

do you have to buy?”
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“Some buttons and some white
silk.”

“These be feminine mysterices.
Anything else?”

“And some coffec from Mad
Meg’s. That’s all.”

“Give me the money and I'll
get the coffce.”

“Here you are. A pound note
and a pound of coffee.”

When they came to the village
Hester went into the threatening
darkness of the draper’s shop. Har-
ry went on to the grocer’s. It was a
good shop, smelling of incompat-
ible foods.

“Delicious,” he said aprov-
ingly, while the old .woman be-
hind the counter snuffled and
mewed.

“A pound of coffee, it you
please,” he barked suddenly, like a
bad-tempered squirec.

- “What  kind?” shrilled
back.

“How should I know what
kind? It's for Miss Wade, of Tow-
er House. Surely you know what
your own customers buy.”

“A pound of best coftee,” she

she

muttered.

“Well, naturally ’

He walked round the shop, ex--
amining. . “Cheese?” he said ab-
sently. ”What kind of cheese do
they like? I suppose I'd better take
one of those things wrapped in

silver paper. Do you know,” he

added more genially, “I'm sure
you'd find it worth your while to
keep real cheecse. Throw in - a
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pound of tomatoes, and some

plam biscuits. And charge it all
ap.’

“Miss W’ade always pays,” she
croaked. |

“Well, today
charged up,” Harry said. =~
- He met Hester in the street.

“Here’s your coftee,” he said.
“Six shillings—or was it seven?
Anyway, 1 can't give you the
change at this very moment. I
should have paid with your pound
instead of my own money. So ei-
ther I give you back the pound
and you owe me seven shillings,
- or you come into the pub for a

drink and Ill get the .pound
changed and give you back—
what did I say?—thirteen shill-
ings.”

Hester looked confused. “But 1
‘don’t want a drink, Harry.”

“No drink, no change. Be a
good girl. A sherry before lunch
will set you up.” He took hold of
her elbow and steered her into the
Running Fox.

“Harry, I know you’re short of
money. You don’t have to buy me
a drink.”

“I want to glve you the change
trom the coffee.”

“But Harry, there are. other
‘ways of changing a pound.”

“I can’t imagine what they are,”
he said. “Sit down by that table
and I'll bring the drinks. What do
you want? Sherry? Beer?”

-~ “Ginger-beer shandy,” she said,
and he walked over to the bar. He

she wants it

looked happy and relaxed. He
liked having enough money to buy
a girl a drink.

In the corner, dark agamst the
dark paneling, a young man was
sitting, with a glass of beer and a
newspaper in front of him. Hester
locked at him idly. He had. a
dark, strong face that could have
been called insolent. He looked
like a man to whom the idea of
subservience had never occurred.

‘She studied him, thinking not so

much of him as of Harry, realiz-
ing with pain that Harry was soft
where this man and others were
hard; that Harry had no pride
while this man probably had too
much; that Harry was weak, un-
predictable, -and perhaps even dis-
honest.

When Harry came back with
the drinks she turned to him with
a loving, protective smile, and ac-
cepted the shandy from him as
though it had been a gift of fow-
ers. -

“I like this pub,” Harry said.
“Four hundred years old, and only
three landlords in all that time, if

the present one hits the average.

Take a look at him—do you sup-
pose he’s more than a hundred and
thirty-three and a third years old?
Your health, Hester!” The last
words were spoken with a desper- -
ate sincerity that seemed to give
the act of drinking a unique nnpm-
tance.

He put down his empty glass,
sighing. “I think I'll get another.”
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“‘Drink wup that shandy, Hes-

ter,” he said upon returning. “I
shall love you even when you're an
~old woman with dropsy. Don’t
look frightened.
You'll grow old like someone out
of Yeats, A few minutes of lovely

memories, then a graceful death-

with epitaphs in every anthology.
- But you must love me if you want
to be sure ot getting in the an-
thologies. Hester, love me and I'll
write you a book of poems all to

yourself. And I'll do breathing ex-

crcises before the window every
morning.” He began to breathe
deeply, then bent down to lift
imaginary weights and heave
them above his head. The dark
young man Jlooked up from his
newspaper and the old- landlord
leaned across the bar and gave an
amazed, yelping laugh. Harry, as
usual, was failing to be incon-
spicuous.

Hester didn’t notice the others.
She had begun to laugh.

“Would you be the ideal hus-
band?” she asked teasingly.

“You - would have no pleasure
then in reforming me. Would you
like to try?”

“I'll think about it,” she said
lightly. She stood up, frightened
by the realization that she was
thinking about it very seriously.
Life with Harry would have its

compensations, and she saw with

absolute clarity that if no one
helped him his talent would dis-
solve in easy words and idleness,

It’'s not true.

By asking for her help he was
making her responsible for his
own irresponsibility. She didn’t
want to marry; like a young fish,
she needed all the ocean to swim -
in before she returned to the small

~ pools of the river. Harry was lost,

bewildered, drifting. She wanted
to lead him out of the darkness.
“Harry, I must go. 1 must go
now. Good-by.”
She walked out. She had forgot-
ten to ask for the change from the
coffece.

The young man in the corner
watched Hester go, then walked
over to Harry.

“Do you mind if I sit down?”
he asked.

H’NG.H'

“Will you have a drink with
me?”

“Bitter, please.”

The stranger went to the bar
and came back with the drinks,
giving one to Harry.

“I thought I heard a note in
your voice that suggested you'd
been in Australia,” he explained.

“I found it ravishing,” Harry
said solemnly. “But I had to leave.
It wasn’t the place for my profes-
sion.”

“Which is?”

“I'm a poet.”

“I'll be damned!” the Austral-
ian said. He looked intently at
Harry, as though he were memo-
rizing him for an examination.

“You may photograph me, it
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I—Iarrir said modestly.

out of poetry?” the Australian said,

looking now at Harry's shabby

coat, whose cufls were so unsuit-

”Only decimal points,” Harry
said. “Do you make much money
out of Australia?”

“In good years, yes. I'm in the
farm-machmcr} business.”

“Have you been buying many
combine harvesters here?” Harry
asked, waving his already empty

culture that brings you. to the
Cotswolds?” |

“I was watching you and your
sister,” the stranger said in level
tones.

“It must have been with the in-

~ward cye,” Harry said. “I haven't

She’s the girl I'm
eventually,”  Harry said, making
up his mind. Drink  was clearing

pumped,” Harry

got a sister.’

“The girl who was here with
you. I thought I recognized her
voice.” |

“Her name is Hester Wade.,

going to marry,

i

his head.

“Is a man called Maurice Reid

going to be one of the guests?”

- “In a way, .1 like = being
said. “It makes
me feel important; like a spy be-
ing -interviewed by the secret po-
lice. But there’s another side of

- me, longing to discuss. astronomy, .

or bitd watching. Suppose you tell

me, without what you may believe .
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to be elaborate finesse, exactly
what you want to know. Roll all

‘your questions up into one ball

and tear the answers with rough
strife through the iron gates of
life.”

“Are you trying to be funny?
the stranger asked truculently.
“No, I see, it rhymed Did you
make it up?”

“I adapted it to the nceds of
the moment.”

The stranger looked grlmly at
Harry, then made a quick deci-
sion. “I'll tell you what I want to
know. Have the Wades much mon-
ey? Do they trust Maurice Reid?
Is he planning to swindle them?

- If he is, when’s he going to do it?”

- “The- Wades have very little
money. They once had more.

‘The sooner they lose what they

have, the better; then the long
agony of parting will be over. Hes-
ter's father thinks he has the
Midas touch, but what he has is
the reverse. All his gold turns into
porridge and roses. Maurice has
gilt edges to him and is now go-
ing to sell him some kind of illu-
minated address to Australian oil,
before melting into the trees and
never being heard of again. That’s
my estimate of the situation,” Har-
ry said cheertully.

-~ “And you haven't tried to inter-
fere?”

the stranger asked con-
temptuously.
“What have you got against

Maurice?” Harry asked.
The Australian Stood up. His
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face was dark and desperate, like a
man trapped in the mountains in
- a thunderstorm.

“I'd sooner shake a snake by

the hand than come within speak-
ing distance of him,” he said. “If I
get a chance T'll twist him till his
.back breaks.”

Harry looked at him with bnght
excited eyes. “Have another drink,
you—what’s your name?”

“Marryatt. I'll eat before I
drink any more. You ought to do
the same,” he said, without inter-
est. ' ,

“I'm eating under a haystack to-
day. Cheese, biscuits, and the
beauties' of nature.”

Throughout the afternoon the
sun blazed down until the flow-
ers buckled in the heat and all the
dogs walked with their tongues
hanging out. Hester lay down in
the shade. In the valley below, a
tractor muttered; the bees that
worked beside her in the flowers
made a more important noise; she
had no troubles and no worries;
she fell asleep.

When she woke ]ackle was
standing beside her, looking un-
derfed and overworked.

“I've polished the silver, Miss,
would you want me to help in the
garden?” he asked accusingly.

. She sat up, remembering guilt-
ily that she had meant to send for
the police. He looked very young
to go to prison. |

“Yes, Jackie, you could begin to
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weed that flower bed over there,”
she said sharply.

She heard the phone ring, and
wavered for a moment before go-
ing in.

Morgan was creeping through
the hall, looking nervously at the
telephone.

“Where’s that little .crook?” he
asked. |

“He’s in the garden, the back
garden.”

" Morgan turned and went
quickly through the front door.
Hester picked up the telephone.

“Miss Wade? Are you the girl |
[ talked to in the garden last
night?”

“Yes.. Are you—I don’t know
your name.” |

“My name's Tom Marryatt.
Now, look, I don’t want to intet-

fere in anyone’s business, and you

can tell me where to go, if you
like. I'm trying to do the straight
thing. I should have done it last
night. I've been talking to youx
friend. I know this Maurice Reid.
If he’s trying to get any money out
of your family don’t let him get
away with it. That’s all 1 have to
say - and T'll say it in any way 1
choose. Good-by.”

“How do you know? Wait,
wait!” Hester said, but he had
rung off.

She put back the receiver, , and

went listlessly out into the gar-

den. The lush, hot afternoon was
only. oppressive now. She knew
she must have a discussion with
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her father, and that he would treat
her like an importunate child who
had come to ask him to draw cows
and horses on the backs of envel-
opes.

She thought of gomcr to Pru-
dence for support, but Prudence
was too young and superior. Har-
ry—Harry -would never be any
kind* of help about money. She
had to manage this interview
alone, without help from anyone.

She found her father in the
little room that was fictitiously de-
scribed as his study. He had a
notcbook in his hand, and was
consulting it with apparent satis-
faction.

“I want to speak to you -about
money, Father,” she said. sadly:

”Mone), Hester?” he said, as-
suming surprise.

“Father, please don’t invest any

moncy in this scheme of Mau-.
rice’s,” Hester said in a dlstresscd -

voice. -
“My dcar Hester, you must
know that Maurice and I would-
n't make any arrangement with-
out considering it very, very care-
fully beforehand. If we decide
that my money is to be invested in
this concern, you may be sure it’s
ninety-nine per cent certain that
the money will be safe. In fact,
you may be certain that the ster-
ling cast upon the waters will
come back quadrupled,” he said
with a smile of innocent delight.

“I'm convinced you shouldn’t
do’it, Father.” -

“you give this money to
- you may not get it back.”

“Hester, youre too young to
know anything about money,” he
said impatiently. “You mustn’t
trouble your head about the things
you can’'t understand. Now, don't
look at me like that, Hester. I re-
peat that you know nothing about

“money. What are equity shares?”

he asked. He walted holdlng bac]
his trivmph. -
“I don’t know. But I don't be-

lieve it’s difficult to know. I could

find out in five minutes.”
“Hester, I will try to forgive

you, because you are young, and,

as I have already demonstrated,
know nothing about money. But
this discussion is over. Do you un-
derstand? Over. Now run along
like a good girl' before we -really
quarrel.” |

“Father, I won’t run along. If
to Maurice

“Hester, ‘are you trying to tcll
me that you. distrust Maurice?
Maurice!” he repeated ‘with a-
dramatic blend of pain and in-
credulity. |

She closed her eyes, trying not .
to be .irritated by his affectations,
reminding herself that he was a
good man..

“I don’t know what I feel about
Maurice,” she said unhappily.

“Harry’s always saying that Mau-

rice—that Maurice means to have
your money.” |
“Harry! You mean that you are
prepared to take the word of that
—that worthless loafer, that par-
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asite, against Maurice!” He stood
up, and walked uresolutely to the
door..

“He’s not a Worthless loafer,

he’s a poet!” Hester said angrily.

“Maurice, whatever his faults

may be, is a.man. That is not how
I describe Harry.”

“Please, please, pleaée don’t

talk about Harry any more. And
it's not just Harry. There’s this

man I met in the garden last night.
And now he's telephoned to warn
me against Maurice.”

“A man you met in the garden?
A stranger, trespassing in our gar-
den, has telephoned. Hester, are
you made”

“I'm not mad. He telephoned.”

“Who is this man?”

“I. don’t know. He sounds like
an Australian, or something'- He’s
called Marryatt.” |

“An’ Australian, And where
may I ask, does.this stranger from
Australia live?”

“I don’t know Perhaps Harry'

could: tell us. He's been talking to
Harry,” Hester said incautiously.

“Talking to Harry! Well, that
certainly. explains everything.
Talking to Harry! And I suppose
he gets his facts about Maurice
from Harry. Oh, this is very con-

vincing. Where can I get hold of

this strancrer?”
“I don’t know.”

“That’s just as Well for him,” he.

said, almost shouting. “Because if
I could meet him .1 would knock
him down. Let me tell you, I trust

- ar. .

Maurice. I trust him absolutely.
And trust him all the more be-

cause spongers -and troublemak-

ers and lunatics from Australia
maliciously interfere in my busi-.
ness. Now will you listen to me,
Hester? You are not to see or
speak to Harry again. He is a was-
trel. And I forbid, I positively for-
bid you to speak to strangers in
the garden. If 1 find a stranger
in the garden I will shoot him. Do
you understand? Now please leave
the room. I'm expecting Maurice.”

“Oh, I'll be glad when it’s time
to go back to London,” Hester
said, beginning to cry. She rushed
out of the room to the hall.

The gate that led to Tower
House was unpamted and had the
same derelict, sagging appearance
as the house itselt. The young man
had been examining the house
for half an hour.

“Hell, it would be better to tear
the whole place down and begin
again,” he said contemptuously to
himself, and felt in his pocket for
another cigarette. He heard the
car coming, and took his hand
slowly from his pocket. He
stepped back into the cover of the |
trees and waited until the car drew
up- before the gate. Then he
stepped forward

“Don’t bother, Il open the
gate;” he said. He looked into the
“Well, if it isn’t -Maurice
Reid, my old friend,” he said with
enormous satisfaction.
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Maurice looked at him, with a

humorous, : apologetic lift of  the

eyebrows. He took his hands
from the wheel, and tucked the
roscbud in his buttonhole back into
place.

“I'm afraid -1 don’t know you.
I think you've made a mistake.”

“A mistake? I've seen your face
over my bed every night for years.
‘Sometimes I sec it very small and
dream of stamping on it until the
filthy grin is squashed as flat as a
frog under a tractor; and some-
times I sec it very big, springing
backward - and forward like a
punching ball every time I hit it.”

“Open the door,” the young
man said.
drive.”

“‘I'm afraid—I'm in a hurry—
you can't get in my car.”-

“Take your hands away from
the wheel or I'll break your arm,
Open the door.” .
© Maurice leaned .across and
opened the door. “If you insist,”
he said, smiling.

The stranger stepped in quick-
ly, and slammed the door. “Now

we'll go for our ride. Somewhere ° .

quict. Back into the road again,
turn right, keep going for about

half a mile, then you'll find a lane

to pull into. You can stop there.
Geton with it now. I'll talk.”

Maurice put the car in reverse
and wavered backward away from
the gate. He looked once at the
other man and smiled with a kind

of humorous resignation.

“We're going for a

“I haven’t made up my mind if
I'm going to brealx your neck or
only beat you up,” the stranger
said. “Turn right, now. I don't
know what satisfaction there
would be in beating you up. T've °
thought about it a lot. You would-
n't hght back. It would be like

hlttlng a woman. But I may do

lt b}

“I think you're mad,” Maurice
said. “Before God, I swear I don't

know you.”
“My name is Marryatt.”
“I've  never known anyonc

called Marryatt.”

- “My mother married twice.”
‘Maurice stopped the car and

leaned back in his seat. “I can’t

drive on,” he said in an cxhausted

voice.

Ask what my mother’s name
was.”
- “No.”

“Don’t you want to hear it?”

“Why should I know her?”

“You were going to marry her
once. Now tell me her name.”

“I don’t know it. I don’t hlow
it. Leave me alone.”
“Tell me her,name. You werc
going to marry her, but first you
took all her money, to. invest for
her. You took her money and
went away. Now tell me her
name.’

“For God’s sake, I dont Lnow
it. You're mad.”

“Then tell me the names of all

the women you've been going to -

]

Inarry.
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Maurice didn’t answer.

“Have there been too many?”

Maurice shook his head.

“Get out of the car. I sald get
out of the car.’

Maurice sat still. -

The other man h1t him on the
face with the back of his hand.
Maurice got out of the car.

“Now tell me her name.’

“I don’t know it.” He looked
down at-his feet, where his long,
sunset shadow started across -the
road, and the other shadow bent
grotesquely and- swung its gibbon
arm. He turned to run and was hit
on the side of the head as he
turned. He fell and was picked up
agam

“My mother’s name. Now, or
I’ll kick you till you can't 5peak ”?
he said.

“She was called Fletcher was

she?” Maurice asked, choking.
“Yes. She had a son.”
- “Go on.”

“She had a son at school It
was a Jlong time ago. Ten, twelve

years ago. I don’t think I ever met -

him.” ‘ -
“Oh, yes you did. It was twelve
years ago. I was fifteen. I only saw
you twice. You took every pound
she had. Do you think I'd forget
you? Then she was ill, and a year
later she died: Did you know that?
Did you know you were a mur-
derer? What did you do with the
money?” .
“Let me go,” Maurice said,
gasping. “I'll give it back.” -

65

“What did you do with the
money? You left Australia. Where
did you go?”

“ went—I went to Mexico.”

“How long did you stay there?”

“A year. No, six months.”

“Tust for a holiday?”

“No. No. Yes, for a holiday,” he
said hopelessly.

“You killed her so that you
could have a year’s holiday in Mex-
ico?” He stopped, listening. They
heard the grunt and the whine of
an old car tackling the hill.

“Someone’s coming,” Maurice
said, in gratitude.

“Get in the car and drive on.”

- Maurice swayed on his feet,
then he threw himself down on the
grass shoulder, with his hands un-

~der his face.

Marryatt listened, then . looked
at Maurice’s car, where it stood in
the middle of the narrow road.

“You'll have to move that car of
yours,” he said roughly to Mau-
ice. “We'll continue this conver-
sation later. I'll have decided by
t.hen what I'm going to do with
you.”

He picked Maurice up, pushed
him over to the car, and seated
him on. the running board. The
other car coughed toward them
and stopped. The fat woman who
drove it looked angrily at the ob-
structing car, then curiously at the
two men. Maurice was still. white

and trembling and his clothes

were powdered with dust. The
man who stood over him turned




60

round to glare at her, then vault-
ed the fence and-walked quickly
across the fheld through the scat-
tering sheep.

- The fat woman opened her
handbag, took out a compact, and
began to powder her hot, heavy
face with ill- tcmpeled jabs of the
powder pufl.

“Could you pleasc move your

car?” she shouted to Maurice. “Or

can’'t you move it? Have you had
an. accident?” - #

Maurice  stood up wearily. “Oh,
go to hell, will you?” he said to
her.

- She began to tremble, like a dis-
lodged rock on the edge of a preci-
pice. She dragged her handbag for
a weapon, found. a pencil, and
scored the numbcr XAWS1 16 on
paper.

Maurice's wavering hand at last
succeeded in- opening the door of
his car. He toppled into the seat
like a2 wounded man levering him-
sclf into a ‘moving ambulance,

then began to make futile gestures

of apology to the fat woman. He
started the engine; when he had
moved the car to the side of the
road he was able to give her his
chamnng, deprccatory smile. -

-“1 apologize,” he called to her,
“I wasn’t feeling well.” -

She snapped -her bag shut. “I
know your kind,” she shouted as
she drove away.

Maurice  arrived at the Tower
House twenty minutes later.
There was no dust on his clothes.

BE&TSELLER LIYSTE.RY MAGAZINE

His hair was brushcd and hL |

looked once agam clean, shrewd,
quizzical.

Wade went down ‘the steps .

from the door to meet him,

“Maurice,” he said in relief. “I .

was beginning to be afraid you
weren’'t coming.” |

Prudence was in the kitchen,
staring grimly at a cookery book.
She looked up without interest
when Jackie came in.

“I found this on the ﬂoor
Miss,” ]acklc said wvirtuously. He
groped in his pocket ‘and pro-
duced sixpence. “Where shall- 1
put it?”

“Up on that shelf. We'd better
get a move on. Dinner's .going to
.be terribly complicated tonight,
and I'm going out afterward.”

“Aw, give them baked beans on
toast. What's wrong with that?
And stewed apples if you want to
follow with ‘something fancy.
Then we can sit down and put
our feet up.” .

“Baked beans?” -

“Yes. Opcn a tin. Two tins if
you like.”

- ‘It wouldn’t do,”
said. She looked with distaste at
the oil stove.
would. No, it wouldn't be right.”
“Then I'll fry the cod nice and

‘brown. and make some chips.

That’s right. I said chips. You've
heard of them, haven’t you?” .

“Jackie, what a good ideal”
Prudence said, abandonmg all her

ot

Prudencc

“Or perhaps it
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ideas about cookery as a fine art. |

“Here, wait a minute, Miss. I
got something for you,” Jackie
said. He plunged  in his pocket
again, and brought out a silver-
colored brooch with some shining
stones in the middle. “Here, have
this,” he said casually.

Prudence stopped and took it
from his - hand. |

“Where did you get it?”

“I bought it at Woolworth'’s.
Do you think it's pretty? Anyway,
you have it. I don’t want it.” He
turned his back on her and began
to whistle.

“Jackie, how much did it cost?”

“I don’t know.” -

“If you bought it at Wool-
worth’s it wouldn’t be more than
half a crown, would it? Will it be
O.K. if I give you half a crown?"

“I don’t want any money for
it,” Jackie said, his_face glowing
with the sweet radiance of gen-
CTOSity.

“Then I can’t have it,” Pru-
dence said regretfully.

. “It makes no odds. If you
won't have it, you won't,” Jackie
said. He looked abject and be-
wildered, like a waif who had
been thrown out of a churchyard
where he had come to lay flowers
on a grave.

“I've hurt your fcelings ]ackle,
Prudence said.

“You havcnt hurt m feelmgs
I've no feelings. I had them kicked
out of me betore 1 was twelve.”

“Jackie, I'm going -to a dance

-after her.

tonight. Could 1 borrow that
brooch? I'd be tembly grateful

and 1 promlse to give it back in

the morning.’ ,
“In the morning?” Jackie sald *

He laughed satirically. “You bor-

row- it, Miss It makes no odds to. .

»

me.

Prudence took the brooch and
went upstairs to get ready for the
party.

Morgan came out of his bed-
room door as she walked across
the landing.

“Who's that?” he called.

“It's me. Prudence.”

"I thought it might be Harry,"
he said, beginning to retreat into
his - bedroom again. “He’s always
creeping around, spying on me. Is
he in the house, Prudence? Is
Harry in the house?”

“Morgan, I have to get rcadv
for a party.” She ran past him and
into Hester’s bedroom. -

Hester was sitting on the bed
domg nothing.

“There’s something wrong with
Morgan. Go and shut him up,
Hester.” |
- Hester went over to the dress-
ing table and began to brush her
hair. - -

“Please, Hester, don’t bother
about your hair now. Please do
something about Morgan.”

"Hester put down the halrbrush -

and went to the . door.

. "And ]ac]-ues making bal\cd
beans for dinner,” Prudence called
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Hester

| Morgan’s
- door.

tapped on

“Are you coming down to din-

ner, Morgan?”

ﬂ'NO })

“But you didn't have any lunch
Morgan.” |

“Come in, Hester, if you're
alone.”

Hester opened the door and
looked in. Morgan was sitting in
his outdoor coat, holding a briet
.case on his knees. In the dimin-
ished daylight, he looked very
pale.

- “I wondered if you were all
right,” Hester said weakly.

“Is Harry in the house?” ‘he
asked.

“'m not qulte sure, she " said
.1?11:101'::;gcucall‘yr -t -
“I'm not Ileaving my room

while he is in the house.”

“But Harry won't do you any
harm.”
- "You be a good girl and get
him out of the house for me. And
keep him out. He'’s getting on my
nerves. And I'll tell you someone
clse who's on my nerves,” he said,
suddenly beginning to shout.
“T'hat little crook who came last
night. Why didn’t you send for
the police? Can you tell me that?
Is your father in this too?”

“Morgan!” She turned to leave.

“Oh, Hester, don’t go,” he said,
Watchmg her in terror.

She stopped, in compunctlon.
“Morgan, you’re not well.”

“I'm all right,” he muttered.

Jucky,

“You'll come down to dinner,
won't you? It isn’t good to be alone
too. much.”

“Alone,” he said, and 51ghed in
relief as the word escaped him, as
though he had managed at last to
make his confession. “I'll tell you
something, now. I've been alone
for two years and two months. All
that time I've been hiding from
them. Now there’s Harry, and
there’s this little crook, and tomozr-
row there will be -more. Perhaps
they’ll be here tonight. I've been
frightened to leave the country,
but I'm going to do it at last, Hes-
ter. Tomorrow T'll be in Ireland,
it I have the luck. But I don't feel
Hester. I'm telling you
these things because I trust you,
not because I've heen drinking. [
can drink twice as much as ['ve
had tonight and still keep my
mouth shut. Hester, if I gave you
something, you'd look after -it?
Would you? You wouldn't let any-
one know?”

“I don’t know,
luctantly -

“Tust take it and hide it for me?”

“It would depend what it was.’

“I thought so. You'd try to find
out what it was. There’s no one I
can ftrust, you see.”

“I think I hear Maurice’s car.”

“It was bad enough before, but
now theyll-all be after me, Hell
send for them all. If I try -to go
they’ll stop me. If I.stay here,
they’ll come. Hester, you'll do one
thing for me?” He felt in his

she said re-
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pockets and brought out-a wallet.
“Take thls money and give it to
Ferguson.”

“To Uncle ]oe?”

“Yes, for my seat in that plane
tomorrow. I don’t want there to
be any doubt about that. You give
him the money. Give it to him to-
night. Do you promise?”

Hester .took the money. I
promise,” she said. She was glad
to be able to do something for him.

She went out of the room and
stood quietly on the stairs. She
wondered if it was too late to help
Prudence dress for the party. She
had decided to turn back to her
own room when she heard Mau-
rice’s voice, low and easy, speak-
ing into the telcphone in the hall
below.

“Joe? About this plane you've
chartered for Ireland. What do
you mean by a stift price? Oh, I
- see. Is it too late to get a fourth
passenger? . . . Someone inter-
ested in drinking and horses.
Why not Harry? Oh, 1 didn't
know you felt like that. Where
shall we meet? Oh, you’re coming
over tonight. Here, to the Wades'?
I'll see you then. Good-by.”

Hester went downstairs slowly.
It was her duty to be polite to
Maurice over the baked beans.

| “Baked beans!” Maurice said.

“By Jove, that takes me back!
When I was a boy being starved
at school I used to nip into a little
place in the town and fill up on

baked beans. I've loved them ever

since!”

Hester smiled . as though her
face were being worked by elec-
tricity, while she wondered if real
people ever said ‘By Jove.. The
feeling that Maurice was not real,
that he was only someone she had
read about in a book, was increas-
ing. She looked at her_father, who
was cxamining the baked beans
with genuine distress. He pushed
his plate away.

“What comes next?” he asked
in a voice that quivered with self-

- pity. “Something made with suet

and jam, I suppose?”

Hester murmured that Pru-
dence had gone to a party, and
then sat in an oppressed silence
until the segments of apple, float-
ing in an ocean of swcetened
water, had been borne trium-
phantly to the table by Jackie. She
waited listlessly until they had
finished, and then went quickly
out of the room, out of the house,
and into the garden.

She sat down in the shadow of
the trees, and recmained there

while the world turned ber slowly
under the dark sky,-and she let all

thoughts of people drift away be-

hind her.
A long time afterward, she heard
hcr father calling to her. -
He walked across the lawn to-
ward the trees.
“Hester!” he called again.
“Yes, Father,” she said, and

came slowly toward him.
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“Hester, Uncle Joe is here.
Will you come in?”

"Yes, Father.”
“Hester, 1 hope you don’t think

I spoke too h'u'shly to you this

afternoon.”

“It doesn’t matter now, does
it?”

“Don’t hold 1t agamst me if I
was a little hasty,” he said, pre-
paring to redefine his hastiness as
. logical and excusable conduct.

- “Father, does it matter now?”
~ He sighed, and admitted the
question at last.

“I've fixed things up with Mau-
rice,” he admitted, his voice sud-
denly full of doubt.

“You don’t sound elated,” she
said coldly.

“But 1 am, Hester. It's for the
sake of you girls that I've taken
the risk,” he said pathetically.

“I thought there was no risk.”

She ‘began to move ‘away, impa-
tiently. L *
“Hester, do you think I've done
the right thing?” |

“I've told you what I think,
Nothing’s happened to make me
change my .mind.”

- He looked at her unhapplly It
was too dark for him to see the ex-
pression on her face, and it is diffi-
cult for an indulged parent to
realize when he has said some-

thing that his children will not

forgive,
“You sound so hard Not like
my little girl Hester.”

"Tm twenty. I can’t go back to‘

being a little girl.” They were
moving out of the shadows into
the lights from the house. For the
first time she saw his. face.

“Don’t look so sad, Father,” she
said impulsively, and his expres-
sion changed to gratitude. She
caught his hand and squeezed it.
He seemed overcome by an almost
excessive. emotion, but she sup-
pressed the slightly irritable
thought that older people yielded
too readily to “sentiment, and
smiled at him affectionately, al-
though she herself felt the hard-
ness beneath her smile.

They went in the house to-
gether. Wade was so relieved to -
have captured her again that it. -
was impossible for him to-show
instantly what he felt when he
found Harry in the sitting room.

“Harry! How nice!” Hester said
ironically. “Good evening, Moira,

Uncle Joe!”
She sat down to hsten
“What I don’t understand,

Uncle Joe,” Harry was saying in
the confident voice of easy friend-
ship, “is exactly why you are go-

ing to Dublin in Horse Show
week. If you mecan to buy a horse

I can put you in touch with a
man. He's a genius at the game.
He'll sell you a horse with an Irish
brogue, if that’s what you want.”

Joe looked at the carpet for
strength. |

“Why are you going to Ireland,
Uncle Joe?” Hester asked quickly.
. “Business, There’s a man over
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there; he owns some cinemas, and

he’s looking under the fauteuils .

every night for television sets, so
now he wants to have a nervous
breakdown in Jamaica and I buy
his cinemas. I have to go quickly
because already he begins to draw
television aerials by accident when
he tries to sign his name. But Aer
Lingus is booked up. Then I re-
member meeting a pilot with a
plane to charter. In fact, it was
you, Harry, who made me buy
this pllot a drink at the Sheaf of
Wheat.”

“What, are you ﬂymfr with old
Lee?” Harry asked. “Why, I know
him. Suppose I come along for the
trip, as cabin boy or something?”

“When I met him with Harry,”
foe explained to the others, “he
gave me his card. If you ever want
to charter.a plane, he says, remem-

ber me. So I remember him. Then

my directors are very annoying,
and don’t come. But the plane has
only four seats, and now Morgan
and Maurice come with me.”

“Morgan!” Harry repeated.

“Maurice!” Hester said. “Oh,
ves, I heard you on the phone.”

“Maurice! 1 thought you had to
be in London tomorrow?” Wade
said uneasily.

“I had a sudden idea I'd like to
see Dublin again,” Maurice said
lightly. “And there’s nothing I
have to do myself in London. I
~must give iInstructions to my
broker. That’s all.” He glanced at
his watch. “I know his home num-

ber. I'll go-out and do it now, with

your permission.”
He walked out of the room.
Hester jumped up. “Morgan—
Morgan gave me some money for
you. I must get it.” She hurried
from the room, brushing past

Maurice as he returned.

"I've telephoned London,” he
said. “That’s fixed.”

Harry followed her, and stood
beside her in the dark hall.

She turned on him. “He’s going
away with Father’s. money. He
won't come back. He'll go to Ire-
land, well never hear of him
again. Be quiet. I dont want
comfort. I ‘want Fathers money
back again.”

“There’s a lot of worry about
money. It may be easier in the end
to have no money at all. It's a rash
thing I'm doing, to try to change
my manner of living just because
I love you, Hester. It's for you
I'm grossly interfering with things
that would be better left alone.
We'll have money to last a time,”
Harry said confidently.

Hester didn'’t listen. “I don’t be-

- lieve Maurice was telephoning his

broker. I'd like to find out whom
he was telephoning,” she said
fiercely, looking at Harry, trying
to force the thought from her head
to his.

“You could ask the Exchange.

“Oh, no,” she protested in a
shocked voice, still looking at him
intently.

“Your standalds are too high,”
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he said ironically, and she saw

that he understood that she was

begging him to do "what she
wouldn’t do herself. “It seems that
by having no moral qualities at all
I'm just the man you want. A lit-
tle spying will leave my self-re-
spect quite intact.”

He went to the telephone.
“Hello, Operator? I want to find
out how much that call to London
cost. All right, I'll hang on.” He
- turned back to Hester, still hold-
ing the telephone. “You didn’t tell
me Morgan was going to Ireland.
I'm not sure, Hester, but will you
mind if I leave you for a couple
of days? I think I'll have to be on
that plane myself. There’s the
money question again. Do you
suppose your father would like to
lend me hfteen pounds?”

“No, Harry, I'm sure he
wouldn'’t.”

“Well, I can hardly borrow it
from Morgan. I want it to be a
surprise for him to find I'm on
that plane too. I want to stick as
closc to him as the hairs on the
back of his neck.”

“Why are you so interested in
Morgan? Everyone in this house is
mad,” she said despairingly.

Harry swung back to the phone.

“Hello, Operator. What? No calls

to London, no trunk calls from
this number. You're certain? Well,
thanks.”

He: hung the receiver back.
“Got that?” he asked Hester.
“Now things are heating up. Tl

ring old Lee and tell him I'm fly-
ing with him tomorrow. I might
as well get that bit fixed before 1
begin to worry about how to raise
the money.’ !

Hester was lost in a labyrmth
of futile plans. She decided that
she must attack Maurice at once,
in front of them all; that it would
be better to wait by his car and
confront him alone. She heard
Harry’s voice explaining to some-
one at the other end of the line
that he was flying in the plane to-
morrow, but she didn’t stay to
listen. She fetched the moncy
Morgan- had given her and went
back to the sitting room with it.
Harry had finished his phone call,
and was sitting- now in a chan
close to Moira’s. =~

“Cheltenham is a fine monu-
ment to the limited liability com-
pany,” Joe was saying. “Moira
wants to spend the day there.
She’s ‘driving me in early tomor-

row, and then I take the train to
Brickford.”

“Shall I come with you for thc
ride?” Harry asked. “Or will you
lend me one of your other cars?
To get to the airport.’

“The other cars are in London.
Did you say airport, Harry?”
_ “Yes. I was thinking of flying
with you, when I get the money.”

“Yes, Harry, when you get the
money you shall fly with me,” Joe
agreed- quickly. “But this trip is
business. I should like you to come,
Harry, but when I make up my
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accounts it is necessary
should be exact. So if you give
me the money toniaht you shall
come tOmorrow.”

“You mean that?”" Harry asked,

grinning..

“Of course. When you have
paid ' the money, 1 shall be so
happy to have your company,’
Joe said heavily.

There was a -tap at the door,
and Jackie’s voice was heard to ask
meekly if anything else was
wanted. )

“Come in, Jackie, and show
yvour shirt,” Harry called, taking
on himself readily, as usual, the
duties of the head of the house-
hold.

Jackie rcame in meekly, and
stood with his eyes downcast.
Hester thought for a moment she
saw triumph in his face. .

“That's a wonderful shirt,”
Harry said. He stood up lazily and
went to the blue vase that stood
on the table. He took out two
roses and tucked them into one of
Jackie’s buttonholes. Jackie stood
meckly, like a child being pre-
pared for the Sunday School play
in the church hall.

“Flowers to add to the garden
of your shirt,” Harry said.

Jackie’'s face became very
pinched. “I heard you had a sense
of humor,” he said. He looked
humbly at Hester. “They’re very
pretty, Miss,” he said. He peered
down at the roses. “I never had a
chance to have a garden. Never

they

saw nothing but parks and don’t
touch the flowers before. I'll keep
these,” he said, touching the roses
with one of his thick fingers. He
walked softly out of the room.

Hester looked at Harry. This
was the time to conceal absolutely
the depths of her pain and disil-
lusionment, She smiled fixedly, as
though she were being photo-
graphed, while the memory of the
morning in the garden blackened
and withered. She saw that Har-
ry’s agile mind had danced away
from the rose garden.

“You've given away two years
of my life,” she said to him, in a
voice that was meant to be light,
but that sounded instead hard
and glittering, like granite.

Maurice looked up, smiling.
“Roses mean England to me,” he
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