THE COTTAGE

It was by sheer fluke that | met Yvonne. Never had a hole, a few cubic centimetres of liberated
air - and rain - played such a crucial part in a romance, for if her tyre had not been flat, she would
have just got into her car and driven away from that supermarket I rarely visited, and | would
have missed her by a quarter-of-an-hour, and probably for ever. Like the gentleman before me |
saw stopping to stand over her - a blonde woman with dreamy eyes, around thirty, crouching
down in a short dress with a jack, dirty smear on cheek - | was told - quite curtly - that she could
fix it herself, thank you very much. | put my shopping in the boot and went to turn on the
ignition, but | was too fascinated to leave. She drove a 2CV and its ugliness only served to make
her look more graceful and attractive. | was so pleased my mother had left her umbrella in the
car because when it started to rain | rushed out with it before any other male onlooker could get
there. In the end she was persuaded to swap brolly for jack, having hurt her thumb. It was then
that | noticed she was wearing no rings.

A week later, I was in town when another sudden downpour drove me into the nearest refuge —
an art shop. My eyes were drawn to a beautiful impressionistic painting of a cottage in yellow
stone. As | stood admiring the picture, my skin prickled as | sensed someone close to my left
shoulder and | inhaled a fragrance which was familiar and which could have come from that
garden painted in bold, vivid oils. I knew then it was her. | turned and looked again into those
soft dreamy blue eyes, looked down that elegant, proud nose and admired her silky blonde hair
trembling in the draught blowing from the door.

“What a lovely place to live,” she said quietly, almost to herself, as if she was alone.

“Have you been following me?”

“It must be in the Cotswolds.......... yes and no....... I saw you dash out of the rain and followed
you in. Any objections?”

“It reminds me of a village called Stanton.....that’s my mother’s umbrella, by the way...”

“Here. ...have it back........ Stanton..... I’ve heard of Stanton. My friend Carole was looking to
buy a place near there..... I didn’t really have time to say a proper thank you for changing the
wheel...... "

The rain was dancing on the pavement. We both looked with no confidence at the battered
umbrella. The gallery had a coffee corner and one small table was still vacant. She noticed it too
and we sat down. | tried to avoid staring at her — | didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable —
but it was difficult; she was the loveliest woman | had ever seen. Had she been following me?
The way she spoke had the same peculiar — magical? — effect as the ugly contraption she drove;
it was a gruff, dark-vowelled Leicester accent, dotted with dialect and dropped aitches, which
she made no attempt to polish. Originating from near Oxford, | would pull her leg about it —
provoking her to speak even more broadly. Over coffee, | kept wondering why she was still
unattached at thirty and examined her for some flaw | had failed to spot. She did have a strange
habit of gnawing at her lip and the inside of her mouth — even in public — while staring with
those dreamy eyes at nothing, contorting her beautiful oval face into the oddest — almost ugly -
expressions. Was that it? Was it done unconsciously or deliberately? She seemed the very
opposite of vain — gloriously so.

My marriage hadn’t worked out, and she told me on our first proper date that she had just ended
an abusive relationship - never tiring of telling her partner — a music teacher who couldn’t cope -
what a useless, drunken wanker he had become. She asked me if | would have offered to fix the
puncture if she’d been obese. | shook my head, said No Way and she laughed. Beauty, artlessness



and humour are rare in a woman and so on our third date I proposed.

We had not been long married when her friend Carole did move to the Cotswolds with her
partner Dominic and opened a restaurant. It wobbled for a while but gradually steadied itself, and
in those early days we went down on quite a few weekends to lend a hand and boost morale,
resisting - often with wavering resolve — their invitation to go into partnership and expand the
place, a small inn to the south of Cheltenham. We had family commitments in our home town
and preferred, when we thought about it long enough, the security of our jobs; me at a very cosy
and hermetically sealed County Hall, and Yvonne in a nice girls school, teaching English and
helping with Special Needs.

On our first trip south, we took a wrong turn and found ourselves in a narrow lane which was
threatening to disappear altogether, and just as we thought we had better squeeze into a field
entrance and turn around, a GIVE WAY sign promised salvation. The road we turned right onto
was only marginally more negotiable than the lane, and after a hundred yards or so we pulled
into a lay-by to study the map. That was when we noticed the cottage to our right and both let out
a simultaneous gasp of admiration. It might have been the one in the picture.

It was a sunny April day. Trees were in first leaf and the hedgerows lustrous with white blossom.
We opened our doors and heard a symphony of birds, and went to take a closer look. The garden,
swaying with daffodils, tulips and hyacinths, with splashes of red in camelias and mulberry
bushes, was a series of terraces divided by stone steps which led to the front door of a building
in warm, honey stone. A white-haired man had leant his hoe against the wall and was sitting
down on a bench to smoke a pipe. A woman in a pinafore came out, put a mug into his hand and
went back in. When he saw us he raised his hand in greeting. It was a tableau of perfect serenity
and beauty and neither of us needed to make a comment. We took a mental picture - at least | did
- and returned to the car. Within five minutes we were in a prosaic, workaday small town and not
many miles after that we found our friends’ inn.

That June, we did a detour and found the cottage again. This time the scene had been
transformed; the spring flowers had retreated, and we saw roses, lupins and hollyhocks; the
yellow stone was disappearing under red and pink ramblers. It might sound like an estate agent’s
blurb to describe it as a cottage for all seasons, one aspect giving way to another, designed to
create continuous delight within and without - but | don’t care - for so it was. Envy prickled me
again and the gentle life there became my dream - not the tedium of paper-pushing, not the stress
of catering - but just the being amidst the slow, imperceptible growth of stems and breaking of
buds into glorious bloom. My dream would have to wait of course, but I resolved to make it
come true one day, if not there, then somewhere similar.

I pretended to myself that the couple had either retired or managed to sustain themselves from
whatever grew in the rich soil I imagined at the back. The cottage was more often in my thoughts
than it should have been; | conjured up the no-nonsense flagstones of the kitchen with its range
and stack of logs; a sturdy table made of local oak; the fragrant loaves the lady baked. In the
lounge I laid a thick carpet and placed armchairs and a sofa in satin around a roaring log fire.
There was a radio but no television; | saw the white-haired man in shirtsleeves with the paper on
his knee, drifting off slowly into a contented snooze. A great heap of a cat snored on the rug at
his feet. At night, the intense silence was broken only by owls hooting; bats from the spinney
nearby flickered around the windows as the couple lay in their huge bed, without a single care to



trouble their slumbers.

The years began to pass. | sometimes toyed with the idea of doing something more humane than
sit at a computer at County Hall crunching figures in the accountancy department, but the money
was good. Besides, humane implied closer contact with people and | was not sure I liked that
idea enough to take such a radical step. It began to annoy Yvonne that her job was becoming
more demanding - much more demanding than mine and far less well paid. It annoyed me that
she had to spend so many weekday evenings marking, preparing and recording progress.
Progress, after twelve years, was something our marriage had stopped making and even a
separation looked on the cards. Two things pulled us round; our eleven-year-old daughter and a
good counsellor. She told us we had to find more to do in common at weekends and suggested
bird watching. The delight we found in that together, and the laughter squabbling ducks on the
canal and squabbling birds around feeders provoked, refreshed our marriage and rekindled our
love for each other.

I awoke one morning and realised | was fifty-four. The one consolation was that my cottage
dream, as | neared retirement, was coming closer to becoming possible. However, we went down
less and less often to our friends and eventually hardly at all. One Christmas, Yvonne showed me
the card we had received from Carole. She was leaving Dominic because of his moods and his
drinking. Yvonne divulged to me that Carole had had other men and swore me to silence. But
who would I tell? Certainly not Dominic. We were not that close. Anyway, he probably knew all
that by then. And there was me thinking they had it made. Yvonne was surprised | hadn’t noticed
the tension in the air the last time but all I could remember vaguely was a row about monkfish
which was over in seconds. To me it was nothing extraordinary - they had always been on the
edge of a disaster in the kitchen, to which Yvonne responded with one of her shrugs which meant
- this time - that men failed to notice these things. | wondered if the place would be sold and how
much moral support Carole might be in need of. But no, Yvonne wanted to stay well out of it.

A year passed. Our daughter left home to marry an Italian and settle near Florence. We didn’t
like him very much. County Hall were desperate to make redundancies and the deal was very
tempting. | took it. The parents we had been there for were whittled down to one, and one day,
after dreaming vividly of the cottage, | said to Yvonne that | was fed up of flat countryside and
the plain town we lived in.

“You’re fifty-five next year. You could take your pension early - reduced, I know - but we could
manage easily.”

She had been complaining more and more about the ingratitude of parents and the it’s-all-about-
me-culture which was taking over school life. There was one particular pupil who infuriated her
by pretending to be polite when Yvonne and the rest of the group knew perfectly well it was all
sarcasm - so cleverly done that Yvonne could not tell her off without looking unfair. So | thought
it was the right time to bring up a move south again.

“Think about it. You’re fed up at work. Your sister’s around to keep an eye on your mum. We’d
only be a couple of hours away.”

“A couple of ours away where?”

“In the Cotswolds.”

We had talked often of moving though not recently. But she still insisted, as adamantly as ever,
on staying put. For her mum’s sake; for the few at school who appreciated her. She didn’t notice,
but I could see the signs of stress around those lovely, dreamy eyes, and she would sit some



evenings staring at nothing for ages.

Then, one night, out of the blue, she said “Shall I tell you why you keep thinking about that
damned cottage? Because you’ve never really been happy — deep down — with your life....and
with me...”

Her words — and the vehemence with which she spoke them — made me go cold. This was a
territory 1 had no wish to explore. | told her she was crazy. But it sounded lame.

“No. Listen. More than that. You’re unhappy with yourself. Something’s missing and you blame
this town. You’ve underachieved — that’s why you write those unpublishable stories. Your life
has been a damned waste — sitting on your arse clockwatching in that monstrosity of a
building....A waste of a life....Well, mine wasn’t....... 7

She faltered and, biting her lower lip, began to stare at the wall — and at the truth.

“Yes, Yvonne. My life has been a bloody waste. That’s why | want a proper one now. | won’t
wait much longer. | can’t.”

The voice didn’t sound like mine and I didn’t mean it to sound like an ultimatum. Fortunately,
the phone rang and the tension ebbed.

The silent stalemate might have continued for a long time, but when Yvonne was repeatedly
kicked by an autistic child she was trying to help one morning not long after that conversation,
one sticking point — the sake of the children - began, like an old tooth, to come loose.

Then Dominic called to say he had a new partner - commercial and sexual - so | persuaded
Yvonne to accept his invitation to go down, and being nosy, she agreed. | deliberately took that
old wrong turn and pulled in to admire the cottage. The old couple had gone, of course. Their
rustic bench had doubtless long ago turned to ashes. It was May, and instead of glorious flowers
there was grass and thistles and nettles. One of the windows was broken and boarded up. But
there was no FOR SALE sign.

“What a terrible shame,” I muttered, and added whimsically “This explains my dream the other
night - the cottage ghost was telling me to come and save it. Look, the rainy windows are
weeping and saying they need somebody to love it again.”

Yvonne told me to stop talking rubbish and said she was hungry. Further along the road, on the
edge of that town curiously called Pitherstock, was a pub which we had never, in all those years,
visited. It turned out that the portly landlady could do us a sandwich and nothing more. We
accepted. There was one customer - an ancient man in the bay window seat, feeding crisps to an
ancient dog. The landlady was in a mood to chat and | asked her about the cottage. She tutted.
Did we mean Jinx Cottage? It brought its owners bad luck. Now, Yvonne is a rational materialist
and could not help but take issue. How could glass, stone and tiles conspire to produce a jinx?
“I don’t believe in jinxes. Lots of people have bad luck. How can houses be blamed? Don’t
suppose you’ve got any peanuts....”

Yvonne had once tried to convince me that one of her problems had been shyness - even into her
early twenties - until years of dealing with bullies and imbeciles — she meant head teachers -
had abraded her of it. I loved her outspokenness, but recently she had become quite abrupt -
even with strangers. But the landlady took no offence, tore a packet of peanuts from a card and
looked across at the old man.

“George here will tell you about the cottage better than me. Lived here nigh on ninety years,
haven’t you George? Seen em all come and go.”

I asked how long it had been empty.

“T’ain’t empty,” he wheezed. “One of the Hobbis lads still lives there. Made a bad marriage and



came back home afore his parents died.”

The Hobbises, it turned out, had been the proud owners we had glimpsed twenty-three years
before. The son, Clive, was a bad lot, an alcoholic, whom the landlady had banned for life.
“Came in here drunk as a lord and wrecked the bar when | refused to serve him! The elder
brother wants to sell but Clive won’t budge. The longer he stays, the worse it’ll get. Be worth
next to nothing in the end.”

My accountant’s ears pricked up at this - but before I could enquire further about the elder
brother and his whereabouts, Yvonne wanted to know more about the jinx. George was only too
willing to oblige. It turned out that the original owner had murdered his wayward wife there in
1887 and been hanged for it. Some subsequent owners had seen ghosts and sold up. Others had
had accidents there or developed terminal illnesses. The Hobbis couple were just the last in a line
of tragedies. He had fallen off the roof and broken his neck.

“And barely two months later, old woman Hobbis was bringing Clive’s dinner to table when she
just keeled over and died. Her artery’d ruptured. One second asking if he wanted sauce, next
second dead as a doornail.”

George was enjoying telling the tale and seemed very satisfied with such a dramatic death.
“Clive said it was just awful...Peas and potatoes and gravy everywhere....”

The landlady smirked and shook her head, eyes closed, at George’s dark joke. He remained
deadpan. He looked at me and said he could see a glint in my eyes and knew what it meant. But
if I was thinking of buying the place, he added, every owner he’d known had had the same
attitude as my wife.

“Soon changed their old tune though...best look elsewhere, young man.....another pint of best,
Marion, if you would.....”

“And | suppose the ghost broke the window that*s boarded over,” said Yvonne suddenly,
carefully picking up debris from around her plate. She said this without a hint of sarcasm.
George shook his head and told us that Clive had thrown something at his brother Kenneth in a
temper and missed.

“Bad blood between them two. One day it’ll come to grief. Mark my words.”

“Oh George!” said Marion. “You’re such a Jeremiah!”

“Anyhows, Clive tells me how he sees the woman, though...frilly lace sleeves and collar....But
he don’t bother about her...sits there in his armchair with his beer while she hovers, telling him
to look where she‘s pointing.....or so he reckons...makes me hair stand on end when he starts...”
“You ain’t got no hair, George.” said Marion.

“Well, it would do, if I had.”

“But,” said Yvonne. “If he’s a boozer, he probably sees snakes and all sorts.”

“Well, we wouldn’t sleep there, would we Toby?” he concluded, patting his dog.

Before we left, while Yvonne was in the toilet, | asked Marion where | might find Kenneth
Hobbis. I was in luck. He had offered to pay for the damage to her bar and she had saved his
phone number.

While | felt a little daunted by those country tales, on Yvonne they had the opposite effect. They
sparked off the defiant streak in her | loved. She began to lampoon the ridiculous credulity of the
rustics. A man falls off a roof - was it the cottage’s fault that it had a roof? Was the roof to be
blame for being near vertical? What about gravity? Was that supernatural?

“Still, 1 suppose if nothing ever happens, a roof accident is big news. When is this area ever
mentioned on Midlands Today?? You want to live here? It would drive me mad. | know it’s a
nice part of the world...to visit....”



“Well isn’t that enough? You talk to next to nobody back home. Why should it be any different
or more difficult being a misanthrope down here?”

“I’m not leaving Mum, and that’s that. Once she‘s gone, then I*ll think about it. Now leave it....”
That stubborn stare again. | wondered what private resentments she might be nurturing behind
those eyes.

Three weeks later Yvonne’s mother did leave us, curiously with an aneurism. That jinx, a voice
whispered, might not be all bad, and my better self felt instantly appalled to live in the same
head.

| felt tempted on several occasions to phone Kenneth Hobbis and ask for first refusal, whenever
the cottage became available. If Clive was such a boozer, it might be sooner rather than later.
The death of Yvonne’s mother meant that we would be nearly three hundred thousand pounds
richer and my dream seemed tangibly close. Yvonne went back to school in late August with
what I thought was more determination than enthusiasm, and in the face of more unpleasantness
it faltered and then failed. She gave in her notice and would leave at Christmas. More difficulty
with a certain girl and her indignant parents caused her to lose her temper - and then take stress
leave due to insomnia and depression. It was tacitly agreed that she should not return.

September succeeded where July and August had failed. The mild, sunny weather was ideal for
walking and Yvonne cheered up a little. Then good news came from Carole and Dominic. Their
respective partners had left and they were reconciled. We went down to celebrate with them. He
would keep his nose out of the kitchen and stick to wine - no spirits. We had a look at the cottage
and it seemed even sadder. | decided then to do a little research on a certain historical event. |
phoned the Cheltenham paper and was connected to a very helpful young woman reporter called
Karen Edwardes who ran a feature called From The Archive. She had never heard of the jinxed
cottage and promised to investigate. | mentioned George at The Fox Inn. | thought no more about
it until a few weeks later a rolled-up newspaper was delivered. On an inside page, under a
photograph of the cottage looking very sorry for itself, I read the following:

Did a ghastly murder over a hundred years ago seal the fate of this once idyllic cottage? When
George Mason, architect, stonemason and builder, discovered that his young wife Susan,
nineteen years old, had been unfaithful to him, he took an axe to her and removed her head with
one blow. He showed no remorse and was hanged in Cheltenham a month later. The cottage
passed to his younger brother Charles - who fled with his wife and small children after ““Objects
were raised up and thrown by a malign and insubstantial force.”” In subsequent years, there were
two suicides there, and an uncanny number of accidents. Other ghostly sightings were reported
and at least two clerics performed exorcisms. Between the wars the *“jinx’” went into abeyance -
until in 1942 a Mrs Perkins, a widow from London, was found at death’s door in the back garden
with deep wounds to her head. An intruder was suspected but no-one was ever arrested.

The article went on to mention two more - quite unremarkable events - including the roof-top
plunge of Sam Hobbis to his death. It concluded:

The solitary occupant of the cottage - a Mr Clive Hobbis, son of the deceased, refused to
comment when | called, but a local man, long retired gardener Mr George Stubbs, told me that



he had no doubt that the place was haunted.

“Haunted by Clive,” said Yvonne as she threw down the newspaper | had passed her. | was
reading another sheet which had been rolled up inside - a photocopy of quite dense and tiny print
on which the reporter, Karen Edwardes, had used a highlighter pen. It was a report of court
proceedings dated July 27" .

Mason told the Court that he had been so sorely provoked by his wife’s contemptuous aspersions
as to his manhood that he had been driven into a blind rage, destructive of all rational thought.
He swore that he had no recollection of attacking her, having swooned due to intoxication and a
great passion. He had woken from his seizure to find her terrifically mutilated, and suspected an
intruder had carried out the crime.

The jury had evidently taken this mitigation and plea little into account, returning after half an
hour to pronounce him guilty. I passed this sheet of paper to Yvonne who read it and said “I
wonder what she actually flung in his face? She wouldn’t say - George, | abhor and despise your
manhood - would she? How explicit were people in those days? George, you’ve got such a
weedy prick, what did you expect?”

“We’ll never know stuff like that, will we? Nobody dared to write it down.”

“No,” she replied “But those naughty words must have been bandied about. Otherwise, we
wouldn’t have them. | bet they weren’t a lot different to us once they’d shut their front doors.
And | wonder what pet words lovers used in the nest? You may insert you wotsit in my you-know-
what now, dearest...I‘m ready....”

I told her not to be so vulgar. | re-read the old article.

Poor Susan. If she’d married where her heart lay - George was nearly forty and she twenty - then
she would have no doubt had a long, happy life.

“What untold tales there are in the graveyards,” | said more to myself than her. “Young wife’s
coffin sits on top of her husband’s. He had his version of the marriage and she died knowing the
true one.”

“Hold on,” protested Yvonne. “Wives are more probably underneath husbands. They died in
childbirth! And besides, what about his floosies in town she never knew about - until her fanny
started itching? They’re all liars in their coffins!”

I was about to say that it was good that our versions coincided but it was dangerous ground. Her
eyes said the same. It was nearly six thirty. The silence was awful so | turned the regional news
on, whose jolly presenters Yvonne couldn‘t stand.

So, she was in the kitchen washing pots when the cottage suddenly appeared on the screen,
fronted by a policeman and a tape forbidding entry. I turned up the volume and shouted her to
come.

“According to his elder brother,” the reporter said “There was nothing of value on the premises,
and the thieves would have left disappointed. Clive Hobbis had been killed for nothing. Police
are appealing for information.”

“The brother did it!” declared Yvonne, eyes wide.

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

“Oh, yes, of course, you’re right. It was the ghost. The Return of the Jinx.”

And at that very second, the reporter mentioned the sinister reputation of the cottage.

“There you are!” said Yvonne in triumph. “Clive’s brother would tell that rubbish to the BBC -



as a smokescreen...he has a damned good motive. I bet the police suspect him.”

I told her that the truth would be much more prosaic. The burglar had read in the paper about
Clive being the sole occupant. An easy target. A mischievous gleam came into her eye. | had
started the ball rolling, she said, by contacting the reporter. I was an innocent accessory to
murder. Maybe, if it came out how keen | was to live there, | would even become a suspect!
“What a devious, suspicious mind you’ve got!” | retorted. “You should have been a crime writer.
It’s a break-in - and that’s that. As for the brother, he‘ll have a solid alibi, you bet.”

“If he had, I’d be even more suspicious. He might have paid somebody to do it - and used that
somebody as his alibi - and vice-versa.”

“Give over! He was probably in the next county buying a pig. Would he murder his own brother
for a house?”

Yvonne’s raised eyebrows supplied the answer.

I kept thinking about Kenneth Hobbis’s phone number | had saved. A strange reluctance
prevented me from phoning- and not just respect for a proper time of mourning to elapse. | tried
to analyse how I felt and each time fell into a turbulence of contradictions in which I recognised
inertia, uncertainty and - yes - foreboding. Perhaps we were better to stay as we were, visiting,
not inhabiting that tranquil world. Perhaps the cottage would be a bad investment, with
deathwatch beetle, woodworm or dry rot lurking in its innards; and there, a shadow beyond these
practical phantoms was the question - did | want to walk over flagstones which had carried the
weight and blood of at least two murder victims, through spaces which had staged such shocking
events? The other matter which deterred me - and I could hardly face it directly then - was
Yvonne’s deteriorating mental health.....

Yet the more | hesitated, the more | feared that my golden dream might elude me. And then, one
early October afternoon, Yvonne came back from the supermarket in angry tears. Girls she had
not even taught, who had moved on to the Upper School, had subjected her to a tirade of vile
abuse at the checkout. She had been humiliated twice - once by them and then by herself, having
made the error of launching a counter-attack, much to the amusement of other shoppers.

“The ugly fat bastards just stood there - lapping it up, like they do their cheap cakes and Daily
Star. | hate this fucking town! This has finished me. We will move!”

I made her a cup of chamomile tea and told her to calm down. She should, I said, ignore them if
it happened again.

“No. I’ve had enough. They’re ungrateful little slags and so are their parents. We’ll go where
nobody knows me. Put a bid in for the cottage - cash.”

This threw me into stammering confusion which further annoyed her. Why, she screamed, was |
suddenly getting cold feet after years of going on about it? Had | suddenly started to believe in
the jinx?? | managed to manufacture a weedy guffaw and told her of my practical concerns - plus
my anxiety about how isolated we would be in ever more dangerous times.

“We’ll get surveys done,” she said, calming herself, “.....and if there’s a problem, we’ll lower
the bid....It’d be a great project for us - to restore it to what it was. We could grow all our
food...and buy a vicious guard dog.....and you could hire a vicar to do another exorcism if
you‘re frit...”

“Even without the ghost it would be hard work....”

“Oh come on. We’re in our fifties, not sixties. We’ll jump in the car tomorrow and ask Marion at
The Fox - or that old fellow -”

“George -”



“- How to contact the brother.”

I showed her the number on my phone. It looked a little sinister - 401300 - the zeros looked like
frightened eyes. | told her I’d got it from the landlady. She looked at me and said “It was a
bloody awful experience. | never want to go there again.”

“To the Cotswolds?”

“No, you prune. To Asda. Phone him.”

The voice at the other end was gruff and impatient....a criminal voice? | quickly explained how
I’d come by his number and said how sorry | was to hear of his brother, adding that I didn’t wish
to appear too forward or premature in contacting him. To this he said nothing, so | carried on.
“If you’re selling the cottage, how much would you want, subject to survey?”

He said he had had it valued a while back.

“Three hundred....... and eighty thousand.”

I told him that it looked as if a lot of work needed doing - and that was a bit more than we were
hoping to pay. He would have no agency fee and I could get an ex-colleague to do the paperwork
- free of charge. When there came no reply | was afraid he’d cut me dead.

“There’s a long garden to the rear and an outhouse,” he finally said. “Original bakery and brew
house....Could be converted into a holiday let....... Lot o’ potential. I’ll take not a penny less
than three seventy. There’s no problem with probate....Clive had nobody - 1‘m his nearest and
dearest.”

“Can we have a day or two to think it over?”

“Till Monday. Then I shall place it with an estate agent.”

He agreed to leave the keys with Marion at The Fox. The police had finished with their
investigations.

We went on-line to read about signs of infestations, and with pictures we had printed off, we set
off the next morning. It was with the weirdest feeling - of meeting up with our destiny - that we
mounted those old stone steps to the front door. Old Mr Hobbis in shirtsleeves who had raised
his meaty arm in greeting nearly a quarter of a century ago, seemed now - in my recollection of
that scene - to be beckoning us in.

We found ourselves standing in the kitchen, on a large brown filthy carpet. In the centre were
very dark stains.

“Oh God!” said Yvonne. “Fancy leaving that for us! Is it fitted?”

It was not, so we carried the table off into a corner, rolled the carpet up as quickly as possible
and dumped it outside. Clive’s blood had not soaked through to the flagstones. These were of
light grey slate - the soft yellow sandstone was obviously not hard-wearing enough for
generations of feet.

“They must be the originals,” I said. Perhaps onto one of these Susan’s head had rolled and come
to rest. Yvonne was staring down, doubtless having similar thoughts. Did severed heads contain
enough oxygenated blood to permit a few seconds of thought - or even longer? Yvonne
shuddered and a little groan escaped her lips.

“l wonder if -”

“Don’t! Leave it!” she said. “The past is over and done with.”

She went to the sink and tried the old taps. They worked. In the cupboard we discovered an
electrical unit to heat the water. She tore the yellow net curtains down and let more light in. The
window frame was sound. She opened the window and breathed in fresh autumn air.



“That carpet was so foul,” she said. “Years of spilt gravy, fag ash and God knows what else.”
The wide fireplace, boarded up, had a horrible gas fire in front of it. It would have to go. We
would burn logs or buy a range. The electric cooker was ancient and filthy, as were the cupboard
units. The whole room needed gutting.

The central passage led to a spacious lounge on the left and at the end to a staircase. In the
bedrooms we rolled back the carpets and saw no tell-tale holes of infestation. In the loft there
was hardly any junk and the timbers, in torchlight, seemed fine. A thorough survey would have
to be done, of course, but the place seemed in much better condition than we had feared. We
went to the main bedroom window and Yvonne shivered.

“I wonder if this one of the cold spots - the most haunted bit - where nothing George did could
please her........ Oh God! How ugly!”

| followed her gaze into the garden and saw a calor gas tank. It would have to be screened off
with trellises...sweet peas, clematis....and tomato vines. Then I truly appreciated the garden
which stretched for about sixty yards. Instead of the present wilderness, | imagined rows of
peas, potatoes, carrots and greens - and strawberries! - all thriving in dark soil - and at the very
end wooden poles overwhelmed with red flowers, dark leaves and runner beans. In one corner
we could build a chicken run....On the left, stood the outbuilding. It was a cottage in miniature
with a chimney. I could almost smell the bread Yvonne might bake, and saw myself stirring the
wort for my beer and hedgerow wines. Beyond the hedge there was pasture where sheep were
grazing, then a spinney, and beyond that a river straddled by a bridge, more pasture and a
wooded hillside, a patchwork of autumn shades ....

Over the next few weeks, formalities were completed and in early November we moved in.

*

The mild weather held and so we decided to tackle the front garden first. While Yvonne
furiously scrubbed the slabs of the path clean of lichen and other discoloration, | pruned the
overgrown ramblers and bush roses, and clipped the hedges. Within days, the terraces were clear
and a huge pile of weeds which I had cut up for compost was settling down in one corner inside a
wooden frame. Now, surely, the early flowers and perennials which had retreated to their secret
bulbs and roots would return in triumph and glory the following year! I imagined spreading the
dark compost around their stems in the spring. A succession of snowdrops, crocuses, daffodils,
roses, lilies, gladioli and dahlias would force people to stop and admire them as we had once
done. Although we had agreed that it would be best to renovate the rooms and gardens gradually,
at our leisure whenever the mood took us, we worked in fact as if possessed, as if the New Year
was our undeclared deadline. I hired a rotovator and within one day, beginning at first light and
hardly stopping before the late afternoon twilight, I churned the back garden out of its weed-
choked chaos into a dark, furrowed potential for new energy and productiveness, ready for
winter frosts to kill and rot the roots and stems of the invaders, ready for new seeding and
planting in March and April. | sent for a seed catalogue and over a glass of wine we sketched out
a plan.

The window frames and doors were generally free of rot, so while the rain still held off I burnt
away the old paint and primed them, restoring the fresh smile of the cottage. We stood in the lane
to appreciate it and even George, out with his dog, had to admit it was good to see it restored.
We bought a rustic bench kit and took pleasure in accusing each other of incompetence as we
slowly screwed it together. At last, we sat down on it, and gazed out over the golden fields and



woods, feeling more content and closer than we had for ages. Yvonne’s dreamy eyes stared less
into space and she seemed to be putting behind her the disappointing last years of a career to
which she had been originally called; | never gave mine a second’s thought.

We hired a skip and threw out every last trace of Clive. We began to decorate - upstairs first -
postponing the essential rooms below so that our determination should not waver. While we
worked on the two bedrooms, contractors installed a new bathroom and kitchen. The walls there
were replastered and, once dry, painted a cool blue. We opened up the fireplace built of beautiful
stone and bought in a store of logs. Eventually there remained only the lounge to do - a room we
had not used as it was so depressing. This had been Clive’s den, and if there was a ghost, it was
one he had created with the fug of his roll-ups and his general - shall | be polite and say, aura?
We had debated whether to have a dividing wall put in to create a separate dining room but
decided to leave it as was, with a dining area at the front end, leaving the rest of the space to
relax in - and maybe to invite a few guests now and then. Next year, the back window would
come out to be replaced by glass doors opening onto a new patio where we could barbecue and
enjoy the sun in the afternoon and evening as it sank into the distant woods.

A house which appeared ancient outside had undergone a miraculous metamorphosis inside, a
transition from impoverishment and neglect into modern chic. The notion of a fusty Victorian
spirit haunting those freshly decorated walls and smart fittings seemed...well... ludicrous.
Occasional visits to The Fox brought enquiries from Marion the landlady about our progress
inside and congratulations on the frontage.

“We left the biggest job till last.” I said one night. “The lounge. Been living in the kitchen.”
“Have you seen Susan Mason, yet?” asked George from his corner.

It unnerved me a little that he knew her name even though she must have died over thirty years
before he was born - until | remembered that it had been mentioned in the local paper. | asked
him slyly if he had read the report, but he shook his head. He said he didn‘t need to read it. It had
been such a terrible event that it had been talked about for years afterwards - and her headless
ghost had been used to scare naughty village children into obedience.

Yvonne put down her glass and put her palms to the side of her head in a fair imitation of The
Scream. “Yes, George. | seen her. Coming down the stairs with ‘er ‘ead tucked ‘neath her arm.”
This made Marion giggle and me wince.

“You don’t want to mock the Departed, Missus,” said George, resting his hands and chin on his
walking stick. “They say the poor woman can‘t rest. She has unfinished business. And Clive has
now - because of that two-faced brother of his’n.”

“Oh what rot you talk, George!” exclaimed Marion. “That’s nothing but horrible rumour.”

I sensed that Yvonne felt encouraged at that point to expound her theory on Clive’s demise so |
nudged her. Marion went on to be so adamant in her defence of Kenneth that an intervention
would have been unwise. There was, she declared, not a nicer man around.

“Total opposite of that waster Clive -”

“Bad luck to speak ill of the dead, Marion -”

“Not speaking ill, George - only the truth!”

She looked straight at me and pointed.

“Clive used to sit at your table, and before they brought the smoking ban in he fell asleep one
night and burnt a dirty great mark on it. Ken took it off to his workshop, stripped it down, stained
it and polished it up better than new. Charged me nothing.”

“So, he’s a French polisher?” asked Yvonne.



“One of the best in the county. Can turn his hand to anything. He sounds a bit rough but he has a
heart of pure gold.”

George looked at us, rolled his eyes and shook his head. While Marion was busy changing a
barrel, he said “Two-faced bugger he is. Made poor old Clive’s life a misery. She don’t know the
half of it. Clive were simple-minded. Brother should have helped him sort the cottage and
gardens out after the old woman died, but he just wanted him out. Clive just gave up. He should
come back and haunt him.”

Marion, struggling back up from the cellar, caught the back end of George’s statement and
sighed at him.

“Well,” I said “If Clive - or Susan - are still around, then they must have moved into the lounge
out of the way. Everywhere else has been gutted or replastered.”

George took a swig of his ale and drew his rough hand across his mouth, before fixing me with
his watery eye.

“She ain’t gone nowhere then. It were in the sitting room Mason done her in.”

At this, in my mind, | skim-read the old report the reporter had sent me. | was certain the room
had not been mentioned.

“Give it a rest George! You’re putting the wind up Richard, you are.” said Marion. “As white as
a sheet he is, look....... “

Yvonne looked at me and said with a laugh that I really had gone pale.

“If you two had said there was only the kitchen left to do, George would have had her bumped
off in there, the big tease!”

“Oh no, Marion!” he retorted. “I seen the stain on the stone floor. My friend Clifford showed it
me under the rug when we were kids. He and his folks used to live there in the thirties. One day
they was there, next they’d gone. Never saw him again....”

“Did they leave their dinner uneaten on the table?” asked Yvonne.

“Eh?”

“Never mind.”

It was already December and we were determined to get the living room done in time for New
Year and a house-warming party. Having been Clive’s den, this room would be our biggest
challenge. We had already decided on a crimson carpet and intended to emulsion the long walls
white with a hint of something. Clive’s clapped-out furniture, including a filthy pink footstool, a
torn leather armchair, a white glossed bookcase and limp rags of curtains had been dumped,
leaving only the carpet as the last record of his lifestyle. Not only was it very old-fashioned with
swirls of incongruous colours but there were stains which looked like booze and food.
Concentrated in an area where his chair had stood were burn-holes, conjuring up images of the
drunken sot dropping his fags as he dozed off. | reckoned that only his retardant gunge building
up over the years in the pile had saved him from incineration. Yvonne stared at the carpet and
said it had probably been laid by the old couple. I imagined with a wry smile how furious and
disappointed the burglar must have been with his pickings, so furious that he had taken it out on
poor Clive‘s head. Yvonne’s loathing gaze now turned to the wallpaper.

“I bet this was on the first time we drove past,” she muttered.

The room smelt bad. The odour built up overnight when we kept the door shut to stop it
infiltrating the rest of the house. It was a cocktail of stale tobacco, food, booze and something
else - something like hot rubber. No wonder the brother had despaired of ever coming into his
inheritance. Few prospective buyers could have tolerated five minutes in a place impregnated



with Clive, even if he could have been persuaded to put it up for sale.

We decided to leave the carpet down so that we could roll up all the stripped wallpaper into it.
We made a start but soon found, to our dismay, that the paper had been stuck onto previous
layers. Our vision of smooth emulsioned walls looked doomed. Could they be plastered without
stripping them all the way back, a huge time-consuming chore? Out of frustration, we had our
first serious row for weeks. I, a corner-cutter, thought the surface could be scored over to provide
a key for new plaster; Yvonne, a perfectionist, told me | was idle and that all the layers would
have to come off. | told her she was nuts and began to cut a deep groove in the vile pattern - urns
and garlands - with the corner of my scraper. Like Hardy to my Laurel, she responded by
slapping more hot water onto the paper and attacking it in utter fury, making hardly an
impression. | stood back in smug, I-told-you-so triumph.

“Are you just going to stand there or get stuck in?” she shouted.

“I can’tif I don’t agree with you! It’ll take for ever your way.”

“Any plasterer will tell you you have to have a proper surface. Why are you so impractical?”
“You’re a teacher. What do you know about plastering?”

“Were a teacher! But | evidently know a bit more than ...oh BUGGER!”

In her anger she had dug in the scraper too hard and gone straight through the wall! We stood
back and looked in silent disbelief. How could there possibly be a hole? I rapped the wall with
my knuckles. It was hollow - and then it dawned on me what had been done. Putting my fingers
in, 1 pulled at the plasterboard, causing Yvonne to protest that | was making the hole bigger. |
fetched a torch and shone it into the cavity. The false wall was mounted on battens which had
been screwed onto the original stone. But the problem didn’t stop there. Through the hole the hot
smell had intensified and I realised with a very heavy heart what it was. | tore a section away in
the vicinity of a wall socket. Wires were protruding from the bottom of a vertical ducting straight
into the socket, and they looked old and very soft. | ran into the kitchen and threw the switch in
the fuse box.

“We could have gone up in smoke at any time,” | explained to an astonished Yvonne. | made a
phone call and within the hour the contractor who had installed our kitchen was in the lounge
shaking his head. In his view, the wiring was well over fifty years old and would have to be
replaced. If we decided, as Yvonne had suggested, to rip out the false walls then channels would
have to be cut into the original stone, but a mixture of the sandstone dust and a grout would make
them undetectable. He had a free day later in the week and, in view of our good custom, quoted
us a very fair price.

We spent the next few hours tearing down the plasterboard and unscrewing the battens. Having
cleared the room we felt pleased to have revealed the original beautiful stone. The only eyesore
remaining was that carpet. The gripper rods had been screwed down into rawlplugs and | thought
they would mostly come up without too much of a fight. Yvonne studied the carpet again with
disgust, said she had the horrors at it and would not touch it. So it was left to me to get down on
my knees, detach it around the edges and roll it up. I was afraid what might be lurking beneath
the underlay, but to my relief it was all clear. What had been a disaster in the morning had
become by late afternoon a blessing. We had the original room again in all its golden glory. Even
the gloomy clouds had dispersed and as we stood discussing what homely touches we could add
(our furniture was in store) a shaft of light from the setting sun came in through the back
window. Immediately Yvonne put her hands to her face and screamed.

The sunbeam had illuminated what looked a little like a woman’s profile on the central flagstone.
I shivered. For a while we stood petrified until the light faded, taking the face with it. Yvonne



forced a laugh and declared it to be a discoloration of the stone. Remembering what George had
said in The Fox, | made no comment. While Yvonne swept up | fetched a bowl of water and
scrubbed at the patch. As the water dried | was relieved to see the “face” had almost completely
gone.

We would have no electricity for four days. Before night fell, Yvonne rummaged out our stock
of candles and I built a log fire in the kitchen. We went to The Fox to eat and perhaps had a glass
of wine too many. As we tottered back along the lane under an array of stars and guiding moon
we switched our torch off. | pointed out and named several constellations and she laughed,
saying | was making them up, but as we rounded the final bend we stopped and stared. Had she
really taken a nightlight up to our bedroom? We took a few more steps and the flicker in the
window immediately went out. | assured her that it was a trick of the moon shining in the glass.
She said nothing but as soon as we entered the kitchen she whispered she’s here. Thinking she
was trying to spook me, | laughed, but she insisted. “No, no. She is!”” I told her to pack it in and
shone the torch into the kitchen to locate the candles. The logs had turned to grey ash. I grabbed
a candle, lit it, stuck it to a saucer and gave it to her. | followed her along the passage and
watched her slowly climb the stairs as the light of the candle danced around her on the walls and
ceiling. She turned to look at me in the torchlight, screwing up her eyes because she was blinded
by it.

“Aren’t you coming up? I’m spooked. I can’t see you.....and I’m cold.”

“You spooked? You’re having me on.”

“No. Come on. | want you.”

“In a minute. | just want to check on something.”

I quietly opened the lounge door and the chill struck me. I let the torchlight wander around the
walls for a while before daring to shine it at the slab I had scrubbed. A faint profile had returned,
and the mouth seemed even a little more open. | spread a newspaper over it and hurried up to
bed. Yvonne was icy cold and we clung to each other for warmth. After we had made love, I
blew out the candle and she went straight to sleep, snoring very softly. An owl began to witter at
regular intervals and my scalp tingled. | imagined the room below, empty, silent and in total
darkness. Down the years, how many words had been spoken there in love and anger, going all
the way back to that awful event? I shivered as the owl hooted again and turned to look out of
the window at the stars. Those two murders, | told myself, were part of the past not the present.
The planet had moved on. Some of those stars had gone out and only their escaping light
survived. | pictured the stones in the lounge wall. They were of both the past and the present.
This seemed to contradict all my rational thinking. Then the rocking chair appeared in my
thoughts.

What an odd feeling it had been for me when, on clearing out the attic prior to our move, | had
come across the long forgotten baby rocking chair our tiny daughter had sat in. 1 could grip the
chair and rock it in exactly the same way | had rocked it over twenty years before. It was as if no
time had passed. The purple stain in the brown fabric where - | suddenly remembered -
blackcurrant juice had been spilt had not faded. It was a solid object but the events which had
brushed it - those things which were supposed to be of importance - were only

phantoms...... some, even, spectres. In a quarter of a century the chair had remained patiently in
one place - ignored, forgotten and unused - while we had made a million tracks in all directions.
In a peculiar way, this permanence - in contrast with our restlessness - blessed it with a strange
dignity, which, in conjunction with its sentimental value rendered its disposal unthinkable. As |
lay there in bed it sat above me in the cottage loft, and would do so until we were dead and new



hands would throw it into a skip.

These strange, morbid thoughts would not let me sleep. Slowly, in my mind, I descended the
stairs into the lounge, then hovered over the newspaper, and finally the slab. Had it been an
irregular gush of blood from the open neck, it would have meant far less than the “face” which,
by sheer accident, it had formed. | felt a weird pang of guilt to have tried scrubbing it out. It
belonged to the lady, so it mattered. The notion that it might even resemble Susan Mason made
me shudder again. Yvonne turned over and her snoring stopped. The sudden silence was so
intense that it became oppressive and impossible. It was like a pane of glass under increasing
tension, and therefore bound to shatter, inviting, no demanding, that a noise be made to destroy
it. I longed for the owl to hoot again, but heard instead a faint cry and sat bolt upright, my ears
ringing like alarm bells. But the noise had not come from downstairs as | first feared, but from
Yvonne. She had moaned in her sleep, and was muttering again. | put my ear close to her mouth
to try and understand. It sounded like another language.

“Yvonne, are you alright?” | whispered.

“There you are,” she said in an odd voice. “If you want it, you look for it.”

I had disturbed a dream. There would be no point asking her what I should look for because she
never remembered her dreams. | convinced myself that she was only recalling what George had
said in the pub. I turned onto my back and concentrated hard on the practicalities of putting the
living room to rights. I furnished it bit by bit, rearranged things, laid down a nice circular rug,
hung pictures which Yvonne had painted, lit a log fire in the grate.....and the next thing | knew, |
was opening my eyes to look out on a grubby dawn.

“You were talking in your sleep last night,” I said, coming back indoors from the barbecue,
carrying a panful of bacon and eggs and a pot of coffee. “I’ve never heard you do that before.”
“What was | saying?”

“Mainly mumbo-jumbo. Then you said | should look for something. Like George said Clive had
been told to do by Susan.”

“No. She must have possessed me.”

She stood up and went whooing around the kitchen like a ghost. | decided not to mention what
she’d said on our return from the pub. She’d been quite drunk and would be embarrassed to be
reminded. | found the weather forecast on my phone. It was due to get colder for a while and |
suggested going to stay with Dominic and Carole until the electrics were done. But Yvonne
wanted to wash down the walls, ceiling and floor.

“But there’ll be dust everywhere when they cut the channels out,” I said.

She also wanted to put new skirting board over the tired old one and stain it.

“But Yvonne, shouldn’t we wait until the dirty jobs are done?”

She was one of those people who, once their minds are made up, are hard to budge.

“We could get a moulding to cover up the gap between the wall and the new board,” she said.
She hadn’t even heard me. She was staring again. | told her that all the gripper rods would have
to move a couple of inches further in if we fitted a new skirting board over the top of the old. I
suggested taking the old one out completely. She replied that she had tried to loosen it with a
knife but it was nailed in.

“I reckon the heads are buried. Couldn’t budge it....Gripper rods? They’re coming up anyway.
Not having a fitted carpet....having rugs...or a large square one in the middle....haven’t decided
yet. Nice breakfast....”

It was pointless to argue with my wife over matters of taste. To me, it made more sense to seal in



the stain with a fitted carpet, but she would have found that argument ludicrously superstitious so
I kept quiet. While she washed up | went into the lounge with a knife to see if I could loosen any
of the skirting. There was only one short section in a corner which would move. The rest had
been attached, | reckoned, with long countersunk screws and the heads concealed, probably with
putty, and painted over. They would be impossible to find. So Yvonne’s idea made sense.

We drove to a hardware shop in town and chose the thinnest board we could see. Against all the
odds | managed to persuade her to postpone delivery until the following week when Mr Golby,
our contractor, had been and gone. She agreed as long as | promised to attach the loose piece of
skirting board properly.

“l was going to anyway!”

“When?”

“Today, tomorrow, Wednesday... I told you I will. Does it matter? Is it so urgent?”

“Let’s phone Dom and Carole and see if they’ve got a room till Thursday. It’s too cold to stay at

the cottage.”

“That’s what | suggested.”

“When?”

“This morning. | knew you weren’t listening!...... Are you feeling okay?”

“Fix the skirting board and we’ll give them a ring.”

I accused her of losing the plot - the job was not a priority. Thus started one of those silent,
stubborn disagreements | so hated.

I came back into the house having boiled up more coffee on the barbecue to find her kneeling in
the corner with the drill and a box of screws. She had a knife at the back of the board. | asked her
what she was trying to do.

“It’s not quite square - can‘t you see? A bodged job. | want to get it out completely and then refit
it - properly. But there’s something holding it in.”

| fetched the torch and shone it into the crack she had opened up. There was a nail penetrating
another piece of wood underneath. | got my fingertips inside the gap and pulled. Off it came. The
nail was short and the piece of wood underneath was matt green, about three inches in depth. It
served as a piece of infill, about a foot in length.

“Guess what.” I said. “I reckon we’ve uncovered the original skirting.”

“Blimey. So this was just put over the top all the way round to hide it?”

“Looks that way. Somebody had the same idea as you. Happy now?”

“I will be when you drill new holes to put it back straight. So it‘s firm.”

She got to her feet, put wisps of hair behind an ear and sipped her coffee. She was lovely. | put
my arm around her waist and kissed her cheek.

“You’re a bloody madhead when you get a bee in that bonce of yours.”

“Well,” she retorted “You should be less of a procrastinator. 1‘ll phone Carole while you fix it. If
you can....”

Ignoring the taunt, out of curiosity I put the knife behind the green lath and it fell out. Great.
Another job. | found myself looking at the ancient right-angle where floor met wall - except that
it didn’t quite. There was a two inch gap stuffed with tiny pebbles and some had already spilled
out. Amazing - | whispered to them - back into the light after a century and more sitting in the
dark.

Yvonne brought me another cup of coffee but had put sugar in it. I told her and she looked
distant and puzzled. She asked when | had I stopped taking sugar.

“Yvonne, are you feeling alright?”



She didn’t answer and just stood there humming a tune. The strange look which | hadn’t seen too
often since our move had come back into her face and it alarmed me. One eyelid was flickering.
“Are you going to sweep that mess up or leave it for me to do?”

“Will you please stop looking for a fight, Yvonne? I’ll do whatever you tell me to.”

She picked up a dustpan and brush as | scraped out the mess with the knife. She crouched down
and swept the floor clean. | picked up the drill in self-righteous anger and she said “And are you
going to leave that in there?”

“For pity’s sake, woman, what’s got into you? Leave what, exactly?”

“That. Look.....”

She put her cheek close to the floor and pointed. | shone the torch inside the gap and saw
something brown and coarse. | put in my finger and thumb and drew out some sacking, inside
which I could feel a book.

“There you are,” she said in the adamant tone she had spoken in her sleep. “Now drill the
damned hole properly will you?”

I concealed my unrepeatable reply by turning on the drill and made two decent holes in the stone.
I replaced the green lath and then the skirting, making sure it was straight and firm. I gathered up
my tools, and, while she was in the kitchen, | took the book upstairs and put it under our
mattress.

I was about to start reading it that afternoon - a quick glance had shown me it was an old diary
written in beautiful longhand - but Yvonne came up to pack a few things for our few nights
away. | put it back under the mattress quickly as she came into the room. It would have to wait.

Dominic and Carole had decided to employ a young chef and stay out of the kitchen altogether,
so they were more relaxed than I had known them for years. The food was delicious and we had
a lovely time. Yvonne was also relaxed and so like her old self that | couldn’t get rid of the
feeling that something malign in the cottage really had affected her. Or maybe she was less of a
rationalist, and more affected by tales of ghosts than she claimed to be. And then the awful
thought that she really was in the early stages of dementia began to prey on my mind again,
particularly when she had to be reminded, as we drove home, that Carole had left Dominic. She
laughed and pretended that it was a mental lapse, but a glance at her profile showed me that she
was puzzled and was trying to track it down in her memory. As we got nearer to home the diary
began to dominate my thoughts. Without looking at it in detail, | knew whose diary it must be. It
had been waiting in the dark, embracing its secrets, for over a hundred years - and by pure
chance I had found it. With a head full of fancies, | turned onto the drive - and saw a male face at
the top window. Yvonne had dozed off in the car and I left her there while I looked around. My
first suspicion was that it was Kenneth Hobbis - he had probably kept a key. But a thorough
search found no-one in hiding, and when I looked under the mattress the diary had disappeared. |
decided that Yvonne must have seen me hide it but could not think of a way to mention it
without appearing sly and underhand.

Almost as soon as we returned to the cottage, Yvonne lapsed into a dark, silent depression
punctuated by more outbursts of impatience and verbal aggression. The restoration of light and
heat ought to have been an incentive to her to take an interest again in the lounge but she was
merely content to have our furniture delivered from storage and left it entirely to me how to



arrange it. | also fitted the skirting board and varnished it but she only put her head around the
door, nodded and closed it.

“I want new furniture” she whispered one evening. “The old doesn’t belong. In there.”

“Well — let’s go and have a look for new stuff then in Cheltenham — or Gloucester. Great!”

But she made no reply. Nothing | said could persuade her to think again about décor. She said
she had taken against the room because it was so long and narrow, and preferred to sit in the
kitchen. To my disquiet, her gnawing at her bottom lip had become a constant habit, almost a
nervous tic.

More alarmingly, her desire to recycle our rubbish had developed into an obsession. Taking
scissors, she would cut up banana skins, peelings and vase flowers into the tiniest pieces and add
teabags, even eggshells, standing at the draining board, moving mechanically, humming to
herself, until the trance broke, and then, whatever the weather, even in the foulest, she would
march out to the compost heap, crouch down and churn in her mixture. Such bizarre, futile
behaviour | could only construe as a despairing substitute for her abandoned career, in which
short-term goals and learning targets for her pupils had been the norm with which she had to
deal.

One day I noticed something new and peculiar about the compost. It was dotted with fragments
of shiny paper. With sinking heart | realized that she had cut up photographs — family
photographs. | found the empty albums in the dustbin. Afraid of provoking a terrible rage, 1 said
nothing — even though it was obvious | had been meant to find them. Surely the depression, like
a fever, would break — if only the spring would come. But time seemed to slow the more | willed
it to pass over the awful barrier of December. The weather was as bleak as our mood and we
hardly saw a sunny day. Spring and the reemergence of those precious bulbs seemed hopelessly
distant. Whatever | suggested — a visit to the cinema, a walk, a day or two away — she would
quietly reject with a slow shake of the head, moving the tip of her tongue around her cheek,
clacking top against bottom teeth, staring at nothing, before returning to that huge book she was
reading, Domby and Son, whose pages she turned very slowly or not at all, gnawing over and
over again at her poor swollen lip.

I was torn between the fear of leaving her on her own and the need to escape. So | would invent
jobs to do in the garden, pruning, weeding, forking in the same areas, activities ultimately as
futile as Yvonne’s.

“What’s it about?” | asked one afternoon.

“What’s what about?”

“That book. It’s taking you for ever.”

“Oh....lots of things. A nasty, arrogant man.”

“Is that all?”

“His daughter loves him but he doesn’t love her....”
“Isn’t that.....a bit depressing?”

She shrugged.

“What isn’t?”

Once | dared to mention the doctor but she flared up.
“I’ll not swallow pills! It will pass. 1t’ll soon be New Year. I’ll be okay, so stop WORRYING.”

I persuaded her to accept Dominic and Carole’s Christmas invitation, and we went. But the
merry-making and glitter made her seem even more gloomy. | noticed Carole watching her



biting her lip and, in her temporary absence from the table, she asked me what was wrong.
“She’s hardly touched her meal. That’s not like her at all. She’s lost weight.”

So many explanations wanted to come out at once that | said nothing.

We decided not to stay the night and drove home. I told her how much I loved her and how
concerned | was. She could only smile weakly and promised to be better when the days began to
grow longer. I suggested again that she go to the GP but she did not erupt and only said she
would work through it herself, and for a while she did make more of an effort.

The early days of New Year were brighter, and some skies were as blue and fleecy as early
summer. She would stand then at the bedroom window for ages and look out, as if in admiration
of the scene. But it was an illusion, much as those skies were. Her dreamy eyes were really in a
faraway place where | could not reach her. One afternoon she came stomping down the stairs in
fury.

“There’s a man down at the river shooting ducks!”” she exclaimed. “Mallards. Is that legal?”
“Mallards aren’t protected. Two a penny.”

“Two a penny? Is that all you can say? Don’t you care?”

“I never said I didn’t care, Yvonne. What do you want me to do?”

“Go out and tell him to bugger off. If you don’t, I will!”

I pulled on my boots and a coat but when | reached the bridge there was no sign of him, and no
dead ducks.

One day in mid-January, there came a rap at the door. A very smart man in a suit announced
himself as Kenneth Hobbis. We had only ever spoken on the phone and | was surprised to see he
looked nothing like the face I had imagined then - or had seen, or imagined 1’d seen - at the
window. He had heard, he said, how much work we had put into restoring his childhood home
and wanted to give us a belated welcome gift - a bottle of champagne. | took it from him and
asked him in. After I’d taken him on a tour of the house, at which he kept whistling in
admiration, | led him into the kitchen. Yvonne was sitting listening to music on the radio with
that remote look which now dominated her face. She focused on Hobbis - as he swept his expert
hand across our patchy oak table - and quite brusquely asked him what he thought he was doing.
“This is the gentleman who sold us the house, Yvonne. Mr Hobbis....... Surely you remember
him?”

“Did we see you at The Fox once?” she asked. She had completely the wrong end of the stick,
and to cover my embarrassment | popped the champagne cork and fetched down three glasses
while he admired the new kitchen, telling us he could do us a fair price on restoring the table if
we were so minded. When he saw there was a glass for him too he put up his hands and shook
his head. He never touched alcohol.

At this Yvonne gave a strange laugh. “You don’t? But Marion said you were a drunk.”

I wanted the floor to swallow me up but Hobbis took this in his stride and even seemed amused
by her queer manners.

“I think you’re mixing me up with my brother Clive,” he remarked. “He had the genes from my
father’s side. The Hobbises were big drinkers. Dad had had a couple when he fell off the roof.
I’m a Conway - took after my mother.”

“And did you ever see the ghost, like Clive? He told George at The Fox he did.”

Kenneth glanced at me, smiled and rolled his eyes. I told Yvonne to change the subject.

“It’s okay, Mr Hind, honest. Me, | never saw anything, but Clive and my dad said they could
sense her some nights. Particularly if they stood in a certain place - but it was all to frighten me



and Mum, | reckon, and -”

“In the front corner of the lounge, right hand side,” she said.

Hobbis stared at her. “How did you know that?”

“It’s my favourite place. | don’t know why I said it...1 won’t go in there anymore....There‘s a
face on the slab...He tried to scrub it away.....”

Hobbis frowned at this nonsense and said he ought to be on his way.

“No, go and show him, Richard!”

To placate her, | took Hobbis into the lounge and rolled back the carpet. He smiled and said it
had been there when his parents had moved in in the fifties.

“I suppose if you screw your eyes up and use your imagination you can just about see a nose and
chin,” he said. “Dad used to tease my mum about it when he‘d had a drink. 1 reckon it’s a really
old paint spill scrubbed out.”

“Not Susan Mason’s blood then?”” | replied mock-dramatically.

“You heard that one at The Fox? One of Clive‘s tall stories.”

“No. George Stubbs.”

At this he laughed and said we ought to pay no attention to him.

“Bigger liar than Tom Pepper! Blood! According to one story, Mason came back from The Fox
drunk, she had a go at him about...you know...his Brewer’s Droop....and he knocked her block
off in the garden - not in here!”

We went back into the kitchen and, relieved, | told Yvonne what Kenneth had said. She poured
herself more champagne and took a large gulp. Her eyes were very bright and dreamy. Her jaw
was in constant motion.

“So, you don’t think this place is jinxed, then?” she asked.

“No way! Some people have more bad luck than others. Way of the world.”

“And did you murder Clive?”

He gaped and looked at me to help him out. But | was speechless. He thanked me for allowing
him in and with a nod and a curt word to Yvonne he left. Outside | apologized to him.

“My wife hasn’t been well. I’'m mortified you had to hear that.”

He said that he loved his brother and had tried to help him. The police had no idea who the killer
was. He had been on holiday in Prague with his wife and another couple at the time.

“Just tell Mrs Hind that. A lot of folk - tittle-tattlers - round here jumped to the same conclusion.
But it couldn’t be wronger. Good morning.”

I watched him walk down the path and went back in. The bottle was nearly empty. I told her as
calmly as I could how embarrassed | had been and told her what Kenneth had told me about
Prague. Her reaction to this left me feeling utterly wretched and close to tears.

“I told you he’d have a solid alibi. He paid somebody and went to Prague.”
“This....is.....rubbish, Yvonne. Stop it!”

“Didn’t you see him flinch when | said it? It’s what the police do when the suspect’s relaxed.
They just come out with it. Why are you so stupid and blind??”

She picked up her glass and hurled it against the wall.

“Yvonne. I’m making an appointment for you at the doctor’s. This can’t go on. You need help.”

*

The consultant asked to see me on my own while the nurse stayed with Yvonne. Her condition,
he said, did not fit the normal profile of dementia. In his opinion, short-term memory loss was



not proven by the tests he had done and he wondered if the aggression and depression were a
sign of something else troubling her - or if there was a history of mental illness in her family. |
had known all her close relatives including grandparents, two aunts and an uncle. None had
deteriorated mentally.

In the end, he decided she should be prescribed, as a first step, anti-depressants and a drug which
relieved anxiety. In the car going home from Cheltenham | told her what the consultant had
asked me about her family.

“He asked me the same,” she said. “So when I told him definitely not, he must have thought he’d
better ask you - in case | was so crazy | couldn’t remember - or in case | was lying.”

“You’re not mad, Yvonne. | don’t know what’s got into you but it worries me. You’ll think I’'m
crazy - but I’m going to say it anyway. Sometimes you behave as if you’re possessed.”
“Ridiculous!”

“No. That night when we came back from the pub...”

“Why don’t you go in there tonight and tell George - that she got me??”

“Calm down. Listen. It’s not just the way you lose your rag over nothing and the comments you
make. When we make love - when! - you’re different. Demanding, impatient - as if I’m not
enough for you.”

“Rubbish! You’re a wonderful lover.”

“You don’t hear yourself. You’re elsewhere. And...and you keep biting your lip. Perhaps you
just imagine - at some level - that the Mason woman.....has possessed you. The mind can play
strange tricks. You‘ve been under such strain - your mother dying suddenly, and -”

“Leave it! | don’t want to hear any more of this.....SHIT !”

That tone of voice! Then she began to laugh for no reason, pointing at me, saying look at your
face! and an icy fear gripped me.

I had to go back to the supermarket that evening for the fish we’d forgotten and when | returned
she was drinking wine in the kitchen. The bottle was nearly empty and 1I’d only be gone less than
an hour. She was in a temper. On the news the Secretary of State had said something derogatory
about teachers and their low expectations and she was writing a furious letter. The pen was
shaking in her hand.

“I’m going to give that chinless wonder a piece of my mind!”

I took the pen from her gently and put it on the table.

“Yvonne, let it go. It’s over. You did your best.”

“No. I must. He can‘t get away with it!”

“Yvonne. It would never even reach his desk.”

“It’s alright for you - y-you just did a job. All my life | wanted to be a teacher - even as a young
girl. To help people understand things they otherwise never have dreamed of....to see confusion
vanish and faces light up.....”

“But you achieved those things many times over.....you just forget.....you mustn’t lose sight of
that.....it’s not your fault if things changed...”

“What would those pioneers think now who campaigned for education for all? The profession
belittled by political opportunists and pygmies, their integrity questioned...children rejecting
learning - for this vile culture of celebrity, fashion and make-up...... and you hated me being a
teacher. You won’t say it but you really hate me...you think | had an affair...you even think that
Morwenna’s not yours...that’s why you hate her!”

“What nonsense!! Stop it, Yvonne! No — leave the bottle alone.”



She began to sob and howl. She was very drunk. I told her that at all costs we needed to get away
- somewhere warm and sunny - a change of air and scenery to help her recover. I picked her up
and carried her upstairs to bed, promising to bring her some supper and her tablets. She lay on
the bed and stared at me.

“This is my home. I’m staying. You think it’s the jinx don’t you?”

“No...... of course not...... but what do you think it is?”

“l keep having confrontations with pupils and parents in my head. But I’ll get over it. Now just
get me my dinner.”

When | came back with her salmon half-an-hour later she was fast asleep.

“You were talking in your sleep again last night.”

I poured her a cup of tea.

“It sounded....as if you were having sex.”

“Really? And I slept through it - just my luck.”

“But not with me. It sounded like John....or Joe.”

Yvonne never blushed but now she did - and dropped her toast butter-side down on the floor. She
got up and went to the sink. For a long while neither spoke; there was such a tension neither
knew how to earth it. At last I said, with fast beating heart, “If there’s something you really do
need to get off your chest, you’d better come out with it.”

“There’s nothing to tell.”

“Then why are you embarrassed?”

“Are you deaf? Nothing. It was a dream.”

“You never remember them.”

“I remember this one now. The man was and wasn’t you. But it was just a dream. Why won‘t
you believe me?”

“Okay....... Let me make you some more toast.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“But you had no supper...I’m really worried that you’re not eating. Carole noticed how thin you
were.”

We were very quiet for the rest of the day. She stared into her own thoughts - memories? - which
I could not share. | was shut out. | decided not to press matters. The past was over. | pressed my
mental blender button and all those colours and shapes turned into white light.

That evening | told her that I couldn’t sleep in the same bed as she was so restless. She made no
protest. For the first time in many years we slept apart, and from the spare room I could hear her
moaning again. In despair, | clapped my hands over my ears. All night, I lay awake wishing we
could have our old, uneventful, monotonous - and usually happy - life back, and not this dream
turned nightmare.

The next morning | woke late to find her packing a case. | asked her where we were going.
Nowhere, she said.

“I’m going. To stay with Carole. For a while. She said | could.”

“You’re leaving me??”

“No. Of course not. | need to let you have a break from me until I’m better. My mind’s made up.
It’s useless to argue. | can help with the business and run a few errands to take my mind off
things. It’s so dead here. It will do me good. And you.”

“What things?”



She pretended she had not heard, just carried on packing. I left her to it.

I drove her to Carole’s and by the time we arrived she already seemed more relaxed and chatty.
There were quite a few guests in the main room to take advantage of Dom’s special lunch deal
and | was persuaded to stay. The atmosphere in the room was cheerful in contrast to the wintry
gloom. The food was imaginative and tasty. Under Carole’s influence, Yvonne revived even
more and | was pleased to see her only sip at her wine in usual fashion. I was next to Dominic
and that good wine loosened his tongue enough for him to ask me if everything was alright
between us. We had never been particularly close - Yvonne and Carole were the good friends -
and at first I resented a curiosity which went beyond the borders of conversation we normally
had - the state of the economy and rugger. Dom’s tipsy whisper was inept and Yvonne smiled to
hear it.

“Richard reckons I’m either senile or possessed.”

Carole laughed and | made an effort too as Yvonne continued. “But me, | reckon it’s just the
winter blues...in that place. There’s just silence all day and if somebody cycles past, | run out to
look. I never dreamt | was such a townie.”

Carole looked a little embarrassed and said that the days getting longer now would cheer us all
up. She turned to me and added “I’ll find her a few things to do to keep her out of mischief.”
Yvonne came out to the car to say goodbye even though 1’d told her to stay out of the steady
rain. She gave me a big hug.

“I’ll be alright. I’'m not going crazy and I’m not going senile. A break will do us both good.”

“I hope so0.”

“Just give me a few days. I’ll surprise you.”

Before I left her I wound the window down and plucked up the nerve to ask her what she had
done with the book.

“I imagine it’s still where I put it,” she said.

All the way home | reflected on the past few weeks and came to the conclusion that Yvonne was
having - or had had - some kind of slow-motion nervous breakdown, even though nervous
breakdowns had gone out of fashion. | would put the cottage on the market. For her to return
there was out of the question. Although the thought of selling caused me pain, another course of
action, which would allow just me to stay, was unthinkable.

Once home, I pulled up the mattress expecting to see the book but it wasn’t there. And then it
dawned on me, spookily, what she had meant. In the corner of the lounge, | prized off the smart
new skirting board, undid the screws on the old and removed the green lath. There, pushed
further in than it had been, was the book.

I took it into the kitchen and put it down on the table while I made supper. | dropped another log
onto the fire and sat in the rocking chair with the book on my knee. As | opened it, in spite of the
warmth, an icy surge ran along my spine. Did my hand make it shake or vice versa? | listened
intently but could only hear the crack of bark as the reviving fire licked around it. On the left
hand page inside the cover I read
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f(j wllow my heart, not least éy ﬁméﬁy what would be condemned éy fim, and ne dowubt
oy /z(%y/:éw//m, as an unnatural 7/111/0/1/.@ . j(léﬁcf/a/e/l 4 /%o'm/ lo hear ﬂ;/za//zmz and /(/?
the room /0//(/49 /y/j/a/fm e fﬁ(um{/‘/ c/,ﬂ/;y/ that cj/ld(/ﬁ farbowred more lthan o//d/('///y

» /fﬂpﬁ/% lowards him even ({/é@/l/ﬁm lived, but :j ;llllo/f tell /ﬂya% that hés attentions are
7/&&/{#{5{6(//%7/&@%;4/ éy the (/&5&/@/@% %Zy and little @/M/M lo have a maother, a date

o~
which 5 /ﬂ/l(’///y/ unallraclive lo me. %0{ y(// cven 5o, Since héis dedlaralion lf(xm/ e



little but (/({yaﬁfm/m/ (/ é(a(«amé/?/y/ 1és wy’? one (//17/ - as gj//ﬁf/ J///m/yﬁ/// waould have wished.
( - - & - ¢
g ,/ . . ) ) .
@ culd that Qj fonew //ﬁy aln ﬁﬂam/ {j an 7//1/(4 determined to leave all to @ rovidence

and be as a boal laken wherever the lide 0/(/ cvents ﬂmyﬁm

WMarets 24"

Qﬂm/{f/ dearce been able lo contain my /fm/zﬂ/c'mw(a lo record my my)ﬂ'(/‘/ m;éem'e//m?o’,
dearest %y/ (/%/ aymia’e/ @/{/’ %2771&00/& weel in 6)%)/011 was blessed with a
7}&//(/ / é/fef/jj/// weather, and our /0(//%0%1 éy the sea were Méﬁfddé/@. C(g“?f e was al all

times find and attentive and all my wersl fears /f(y(lw/(?/g{/ the consummalion of cur
17 - ¢ -
7
marriage proved spuricus L I bled anly a little and in malters plysica, &(f(ﬂlyﬁ was not
) 2
of Sl a dimension le cecasion me//ém?/z/ or af’de&w/éﬁi % 7/{0[@17/{6 ifizay[/z[/z/(/d -
_ - A 17 17
/mmé@/ éy lhe 41/7/4/ c/ the stallions at the race course - /}fﬁ(/ﬂ/ wé(r///yﬁ/j&/ gﬁz/cémf, f
@ [ - - -
/?,/f ﬂwy little, ﬂﬂ'fﬁﬁf/d%&/m@ ner pain, and in less than a mament the ad was
- &
compleled. (ga/yf said /w//mzy - nel lo ashe me fow Qf/?//, nol lo express hiés /ff///yd
7, 17 - -
(f;li‘(a;éé lo )y/z M/@/gf//{/ al the end - and scon he was a’/mﬂf/%. efjlo‘de ol (/ bed lo wash
, , 7 .
myd% clean (/4125 emestens - a ,Myw’me//m%/ﬁlaan - Jioww can C{/{i{//@ﬂﬂ/l the
. - S0 Y, 7
.
Jeman éafﬂy/ le be conceived of such (/Ié?///jfl)%/ maller O) @ — and lthen /(17 é’d/eﬂé/zk/n le the
& - ¢ ¢ C
waves a while until stech coertoole me. % next (/(!7, Lf'(mwée /0/7?(/ ﬁ%{ﬁé’/ cl/cw(z
% . . ‘ W ‘
&(){0}/{/ é(wmy resen (%Mf/(/ lo lale a stroll ere é/'ea//ad/. %w/e o //zy (//((//Mu% lable
174 O ‘ &
lold me Jm}é/y that he would weleame “marital intercourse” /(/(:‘@4(//, on gm‘{m{/ﬂy/)’, when
C C
fie /(’0«/(/0///?(’/ less /dl/fyﬂfnf JA//A . fe 9’&@/@%’ s boll the embarrassment (yf mm)gy/ lo
- - 7 - ¢
breacl the delicate subyect. 62//)@/» /feﬂ(/i/y dich a wise, considerate lelter, «jﬁ{w/c/ nol
_ ) // 7 .
ée//é but ery lears cy/ }’(,’/6'7{/ ﬂiwm now that gf(imz/ loc, f»/évmsz(/ le &1//7{) é(f//{/(/ an
avuncular 00779&@/26’0/0 — S aneedales are a condland sowree ¢, ﬂ?f//f/ﬂy/ enterlairment -
with anly a few maments of physical intimacy lo endure.
V7, — - V. c
e
The collage is /fm(/// and in a most mﬁfmz/(g/mﬂd  pesition lwe miles ﬁﬁ/m the small lewn

— 'w V> .
0/ @fé@dfa@é . % /74 yd/lf(/@/?/)’, ﬁf&/?i and back are /072/7/, (m(é }fll//?/ﬂ{;/g/(// east -weddl,



ensure that the sun will shine hiis é/&&ji/y an them the whole (/@ / O)%mmm in within the

/{fﬁfé;
I ) S
Wevetr 28

((/?F e (nsists that ij a@s the wife y” a/}f{/@ﬁiﬂﬂd/ man, Sowld ée/{()ﬁ /%wz» the
allenlions o a servant, and le has secure /%/ a/em’m/ (y/ lwwelve montls the services o a
yong waman a’mgﬁ/e/ﬁ a/é fé(ﬁ/]‘ﬁl@{{ﬁ@ﬁ& whom he acquired the /[0/%//5/6 thés ea/fqyf/.
%ﬂ will J/FC’/ in the baleehouse. %@y qudle al a less s lo foour Lo manaqge a licusehald,
a //M/y/z/ . //)/fﬁ/e/j/e(/ a little at firdt, T think I shall weleome the hep o a praclical
woman, as I have less idea o afair price for apples than any Ahild! The i5 called
/z/mﬁ and i my L denior é/ ﬁre /f[&l@ &eﬁ/ rge assured /i mweﬁrj that she has

experience gﬂ all matters cw/md//y, domestie and commercial, and i /fez}ﬁe(zmé/a J’_%)éad
lold me he believes the m{/? (y” a /é/faeima/ man Should be a /é/’a(f((a/ and /Uq{ % /éﬁd(/z, and
not an crnament in the old - /(U/ ioned manner. (/y fats no /u/m Gr the Q_/%(/)/C'(’/’d('y
the e%/{.’/ Lfl/'/% and these Q—éjd@/ﬂ Ozze& who (1/)(/ thetr acrs mu// y/(meo tj/z thés /f(,//)’é(f(f/,
f an n (5‘07}%/?/6 a{y//fwﬂw/z/ with him. ayzé/ too well aware g%(/m ée//% V(yfﬁm//fécfde my
maolher 5 /y{éﬁr/’j been.

Qa?mmﬁ will, ﬂmz dure. leach me liow lo be a/yﬁa(/ wife lo &(r/y(/ %(/ //Qf an
ym/e fonesl, a/( shall weleome con /Ja/zy in thés (/(/(7/ /ll/ but /J(f/(llff//é/Cl('O L)%I/ma/ o lo

vl o A(M@fé/ﬂ%/ lo lalke lea with me.

) y
prit I
, D ’
wnnal (///Q/ called dl/?w// o dock /0(/(7. %{) 2 a%/e(/,j(/mt woman with o//r/}éi/gy/ derte

(’;/{’0 and a /ma//ﬁy/ Ulocm. %ﬂ focts the local émy/m el maore 6/{0(1/(//// than {jj but
%emé) de/zd/é// and //2/#//7(/2//// c]y o She been Mi/faﬂaycmf// and nol sim /ﬁg dressed,
whe would lalke hier al )ﬁyﬁ//g/ ﬂﬁ)ﬁﬂy(/ﬁ’/ .?) Jﬁé}f//ée/w n cauwsed el think g/ %

Ck . . ,
Thsten whose aristoeratie dharacers are /f(%y/((m//y maore o//%/ﬂ/ and more w///yw/ﬂ than



these //efjg//m/ef/ their social iyy”(&/f/'ﬁm./ Q"/“Lﬂ?/wmﬁ fhas a rj//yﬁ//y /f(y/l/(%/ (O)) lwintele in her
e and a /W//l((/// wit, but was (/{/f//((f//zim/ when <,f(f;¢/m?/¢(f(/ - a4 gemye insisted Qf
should, in order lo establish my (1//[/507{{'/(// - what my &:yéeef(lﬂ'mw were aboul her condud.
ej éﬂ}éﬁﬂ%%{/ the 677%0//’[6&/2(‘6 Ucﬂ/@/ﬁﬂ'ﬁ/y/ al /’fyamé/y the avoidance qfém dw{ly 1722
gpeech, the consumplion g (ntoaicaling licquor and asiociation with mate o friends while on
//m///o//w//y T these dgpulalions she made ne oy‘aﬂb/z/ and asiured me that, after
czémm’mz/é/% 0¢zé,/f in ﬁmm//y fer widow 5 weeds - She a widow at (//2(/%/%6- and-
/we/@// - dhe had ne incdinalions qé a romanlic nalwre. g%/l/@}j, :j /,{W(iéﬂ :j Z/{/zjéef/
(/(/(/)//y (tyz(/ﬁ//, ) / %//z be lold, ym'/(j Golish, me still /{(zoymﬁg’ /{(/«m (41/«7/21/'/y/ 10 d/lﬁ, lo be
/@M/y down the %«b le a woman g /ma/aﬂ'//y/ and (.’/él/’éﬁl’é'(’//?(?(’/. C//;(f lold me, without a
lear, without a y/m/m, that her husband. 5@7/?7/ (wg%//zc/ 7(/%(’4 lantard, had been filled in
a tavern brawl in %/ﬁ@dfﬁ@é and that J should entertain ne concerns as lo fier
cﬁf(?/%é/y; she éem///n ///f("/f//y disinclined te lake up that maosit c/myemmj fabit.

. ﬁ mébcwde lo my 9&6(/(/4 about rules, she é(;y(m/ lo enwumerate all the d(éﬂdﬂ/cy&j shoe
would éﬂ'/y lo the househald. %{/ would Show me the arts / éaé[/y and é/f(ewogy, (r/
/)/(//’(/Aﬂd(?% /yﬁaﬂé (cf(%//r/m/e//me, a/fe/z(/lizy lo 7//4&;//// (I//M//)/’l'(’ﬁ, (/ (Jmfi/%/@f/ Gods Soe
would fiave é/wg%(ﬁwn %ﬂ/f /?//;yf/m - and would teach me sbills in a wide range /
domeslic areas. %{) lock ler leave (1{/@6@, a; /é/{%az)’(%/ a gj /,1/(1,)’ with our mf//fmgy(mwﬂﬁj .

%?u@gyhga she /q¢ with an mz{yma/tb wink (/é the eye. @f}(rw lo her arrival, cﬂ(m/
(‘07]%06()[/ ﬁgyﬁm in the hall mirror to y/m o arn acr o/ a///ﬁﬂﬂdf({y/. L% 1j ;(/(&/zf back
indide, /mm'f/y walched her down f/mydnknfa;f/a 2 ;%‘(/y/zl a/y/m;we 4 /ﬁyo/{fﬁ/b the
mirror and realised that this had been the face she had seen in despite o my allempl lo
C}é/éfd/ﬂ dlern - féfﬁ(@ (/ a 7izﬁ/f¢y1?%£ L/)i/?él)iﬁf the /M/%?

L% él’l/ C Sﬁ

icleria, mmyﬁw my wtter embarrasiment! %, %/2/)’/{1(///((%/ a fenock al the door,
; « : /'L
and wheom Should <,j]7fn// on the threshold but gour husband., ﬁ/zm%mz/ | W with the
- [



Cyo o . . .
(%/’/{/f@/&, but 7///[6 alone, ;75’ e must have seen lhe (Iylfﬂllﬂﬂ/ 15 arrival cawsed in me - my
ﬁ(% went fiol and 773/// breast é@ymﬂ/ lo heave as «,ffﬂ'ﬁ/ lo calel lly 61{6{/}%, with the resull
that rj could ﬁa//f(/{y/ r}bem{” . %%awe(/ fiéme inte the o’/lﬁ?% reome and insisted M&/@/ﬁﬁﬂy
. Clypo . . .
fiéme Some lemonade - even %0@/(/4 t)ﬁ{/tmmﬁ, éeugw in the howse, could. émm/?/ﬁﬁe{/ w -
not becawse the weather, éeﬁy il and al(uly/ made il necasiary, bt becanse - could
//zeweé// lake a{%jé breaths and regain my compesire alone in the fitchen. - In Sle c/” the
y '/' vl 77 //' C’ , (% e 4, // 7 (3 /
[(//@/fdé/@/ éﬂ/// égﬂ/mu% lo cwr ;/sz/m/ye, a/ msl ec(y%b ”%fﬂ(/ldé/f lo J/yﬁ//f&ﬂ
/éﬁ/g/%’ c//% nathan and c/é&; y//[eé C/f/’ as the snalch (// a tune feard in the streel will
nol (f(f(lz)’(f//c{ylll/y(/ the inner ear.
Y . . . . . .
Q% a/zc»/oylfﬂ//éw (,fcwm% unanncanced, bl /zmwy(/ fad bisiness in the neat M//{yﬁ lo
748 -
SO - )
L@’/Aﬁ/ﬁfa% fe had decided te ride cver le see hiour Jmao/ de/fé)ﬁ// on. ;?é(mmaﬁ f(}/}/)ﬁ[/
the door and /feyzc@j/e(//e/f/m/wiﬁﬂ /070 lo fﬁeﬁrmﬁ//ﬂ eyy&, but ﬁ/w/}jfe(/ She /)(«Jﬁw?e
“ - - V47
%M/%/ alime, /f/{'//iyzy/ ne reason. %f smiled - o’/y/y S %01(7%1 - and withdreuw. %f
,/ 7874 1
fad., ef realised, am;M/ come lo slare al mz/ vistlor.
¢
. féwa/é(m; Q/’m(/d/ ocy was the model brother-in-law mz('/f/ /(I@IZ//(,’/”MM?/. (/9@0/{”(’/ (r/ the
collage, s (&d/fy/m s /(d/}f(l{f@li/ - and /ﬁﬁﬂ%/ malters. %/1 éa% an~thowr he had
7 - 17 -
yﬁ/ﬂﬁ, y/biyy me ém/ﬁe//;/y/ /)e(fﬁ an the cheel and a o/yﬂﬁzf*ﬁ G my fand - but the intense
/y(lj/"(’ q%z (;y() 9&(1 be the same emalion gf/g)# bt was determined to d/;é/é/f(w . %
arcused, Lfm//zjé eﬁyy?w, dame/ﬁﬁgy s 006/{5(%6/77?1?/7/ (0 e lthat . ﬁﬂdé /zmal lo S0
dowwn. I was weal and tmmé/@ - and an //4(4‘/1(777/ desire in my innermad private self -
of an énwrz%/efe/m%  yearning lo é(f/%%/k(/ - catsed me tremaers of (z/ﬁwdl///)/z}/o/i(w///)m}m
‘/71/ ' 7 . . . /; = / .
Never have e,fe/;y)ﬂﬂe/zm(/ suchy an inner turmoil, These then, must be the fme/??xf ings
a mar mqy ineite in a woman, and as :ﬁm«'[g his with Mm@'ﬂ///(// fand Lf(m@ Still
) . 72, s
Shocled al the m[e/zdéy qy them. dé//lc/ fre embraced me, j{ﬂﬂ/{/{/ fave fiad /w//éawe/f/ lo
resist, and fncwr /wm/o‘w certain thal f(fmz never be alone with him again. @am j
5y 7 9 A ,
o”(/y/ 771(»/»’(7.9 %/1(@() (///y//y /éayw ne-cne will /«fea(/.() @2 e, yfo /&5 . /mm’/ - or e be
7 7 < 174 ‘

6?///({'[/67?/ ﬁ[/d(/ éy I%ﬁjﬂ fé(l’llyﬁlyl/
17 7



M inee the loss y” my mdidentood. I fave entertained - /mzm'//é/y/y/ (llﬁ/’o/f - ///xjﬁ/
y 1 - -
ﬁwm'()d M/M/ﬁm» and have been unable te resist [(//407/ brivate pleasire in them,
é/?tteleéfig/(/yraffdylm //'mayfd le address the extreme and eaxtensive arcusal within 7}9{/
mamdﬂ///y/ u/(‘% ef/éé/ Same lo wrile (/é Sucly mallers, but it cannal be ﬁfﬁfﬂf O% Q/@
) )
Reoman, I could m/e&; my Sins in whispers le apriedl. bt fiave ne such find ear al
my o z}écfrja/ // y/ﬂ/f can 0/1// be a/}}//a‘y(){/ i this /)/f/{/a/() way with a /)()// L/@);/ w vy
/ym’/é does nol fjf(yﬁ al the mental éfﬁ/ayﬂ/ (// ﬁﬁy Jushand. % a(/af'/[m&. L/cl/% ﬂyzjejé
¢ & - ¢ -
whelher cur sex in yﬁ/w/fa/ o in y/m/}j errer lo m/’ém[ m&mﬁam the m//y'aya/ adl lthan i
//zy)/(fa// /)wd/ééﬂ, (//1/! lo wender then whelher fam a lewd 61147&/((1/1 and a /%1/4 lo
dream o/o’/m/z/(/o’dl&ll'//f(ﬂ. tg/zw canses me c(y(w/(a (/ J(f/ njéma(/ j (r/z// you could be
with v e, M / lo //// m/ /?lfe/’/d/ mind at rest. yc/}mm/ﬂm my mental eym/ libritm
and te curtail /ly /mdeem//y 9&6‘(’((/4/(:(1//&5, ﬂﬂﬂe le belicve that /@7 (f(/f/y'mt/(//rezj as lo the
/0/@/1/(’(1/(’/&% (// (f‘a/y'ﬂyﬂ//)/emjmm a%’ﬁ//(//dﬁ, and that the act n/” UNECIN 15 s //)ﬂﬁ/fy/ and
- o - ,/
/(//W(ema//f(/hg/(//w all wemen as it is for me with o€ (/(r//;/(/ . %/M as men s //&76/@, frands
and ncses ﬂa{y/ 46 é’///(f/, mqy nol their mﬂdmﬂ/a///zj (/d///’y/ little /crcr/.«@ S Ind are not all men
c/ﬁjy//zeﬂ/ éy the L/‘%/g%//y lo m%a;wf their secrelion as /m /iy)f//y as /ewyﬁ lo beller
iure th wn of ofpring 2 Theugh - I have imagined. dear Oictoria, that th
ensre fl/e///)/«’ciﬂ/’(%//lﬂ//l/ / (//{ /fMI/f// wy 2 Lae //may/we, /, dear “pieloria, hal the
//(//(rw (Iéﬁ/{lycw/ was due lo the Wiss o hared éﬂ/}f{lﬂg/ with, %ﬂa/é(m/, I now
P
CONVENCE 1) w/ that i was due in mao’f/cu’t lo the a’e/{/(/éf qﬂ é()//g/(/ a maother le % and
[« ‘/ N / h N b - }/?
the progpect of cing lithewise te little “Emma. Thase maotives are durely &ﬁ( /- given:
(Tatan must cangure these base impulics of physical desire - and henegforward - T mudt -
and shall dufypress them -

g / Cyr .
S brote cf becawse Lannal wished to 9/&@0{4 lo me. %ﬁ 9&0/46 0/ mundane matlers al
///o/ bt tarned cur ltalle roand te my visitor %éw a while. @7/{/ sl fave seen o his
disconcerted e, bul would insist on (fa///ffy(/ fim a %/m -/cro‘éé/zy ymz/ﬁeﬁmn “and
- 7 O

ﬁ[wc/a/hg/ with s on cor sad loss of a sister and a wi e (1{/(@42/2/4(// Licuee well She fonew /m/éffé



%e/m’n (yé less.....and /(/7//7 Gr a malte. % /a/?fﬁ/f/é/fﬂfje she added (//%(3/ (/:ﬁcmfj(a with
that /fﬁy/z&%y/é/zf in her dark f/@ and :,f('(ur wz{//// think she relished - 4/1///1/?7
/f'//zlenlimm//[y/ proveted. @ - my embarrassment at its dowuble me(uu?/g/. ﬁm/ dtere cj did
naol émcgylfyw thés, but how could Qﬁmw’/{/m é@f/@% a 77?54/2/2/9(/ which sthe could //"/2780(?6/?(////
disclaim., //1(’/@/// 7/&(1#//2///(///(11;/2/ what //w»’(wng //zmy/z/o/ S wwas capable (/’9
Nevertheloss,  Fdismissed. her from my presence with the dear instruction that neiher
my brother-in-law nor («//1@(6/(&7771ny matlers were lo be J/(?’fﬁ[ﬁ;/?m discussion between ws in
‘ /{/Ium, %}éw she smiled. Jwaff//y (4/(4{1‘/}(75(/ and /qé me.
qﬂ/mw she witnessed my (14})’(46’/'7//6//7/(/ aver his arrivale e,f/”ywm dhe senses what - f/?f//f/
fiime - j/%/ as / she reads my every secrel //zmy/z/ as ew)’/'/y as « f read these lines. %(/
zjflﬁl maodl /mﬁ(}/}{)y/,

The script was often hard for me to decipher and the prose so dense and archaic that | had to
keep going back to appreciate it fully. Eventually, | began to copy it out in my laptop — using a
font approximate to her handwriting - to make better sense of it.* | had made efforts to get into
Eliot and Austen but always given up. When my eyes had grown too tired to read any longer, |
took the book upstairs to bed with me. The house felt so desolate without Yvonne. I closed my
eyes and tried to picture Susan. The profile on the lounge floor became pale-cheeked and the
eyes earnest and sad. She moved around the room in a pretty blue dress. I dressed Hannah in
more robust style. With a florid complexion, she smiled at me as she went about her kitchen
chores and gave me a knowing wink. Then I slept without dreaming.

The morning was fine and the frost was soon melting in the patches where the strengthening sun
could reach. As it was the second week of February and such a fine day | had the urge to plant
those first-early potatoes 1I’d sent for. But first, | decided to send Yvonne a text. Thinking of
selling cottage. Agreed? Not five minutes later, came her reply - Don’t you DARE! x

Thus encouraged, I lugged the seed potatoes out into the garden, calculated, dug two long
furrows and pushed them into the soil which, six inches down, was surprisingly not that cold. |
searched in vain for a momento - a coin, a clay pipe, a brooch - dropped by a previous
incumbent. Here, Susan must have stood in warmer months, the last of her young life, looking at
the distant wood and its long-fallen generations of trees, just as | stood looking then at bare
branches, hoping to see a green haze, the first sign of change. Perhaps she had walked in that
early wood for relief. I thought of all the leaves which had uncurled, faded and fallen since then,
and of the new life-forms their rotting had nourished, wondering if she had entertained similar
thoughts - which were almost religious.

*Occasionally, 1 would be forced to rephrase (in red, as above) where deletions had been made or gaps left, particularly in very
intimate entries where Susan had clearly been reluctant to discuss delicate sexual matters, and reluctant to use words which might
well have been part of her passive vocabulary. (I referred to the Internet and was astonished to find a website with Victorian
obscenities — though it was of course impossible to decide the extent of Susan’s knowledge of them, her being from a sheltered,
respectable home. That said, at other times, particularly later in the diary, she would be amazingly explicit — and even crude.)



| felt close to her but knew the notion of closeness was absurd. She lay in some local graveyard,
unlamented for a century, her ambitions unfulfilled, beneath a slab of sandstone, the least durable
of material, encrusted with lichen, turned illegible. And yet, and yet...of all people on earth, was
I not the closest to her? Below my pillow lay her diary.

“Did you really mean me to find and read it, Susan?”” | whispered. “Have you really been
waiting all these years for me - for us - to come?”

A robin alighted on the handle of my spade and cocked his head at me, as if questioning my
sanity. Then he was gone. | decided to walk towards those trees along the path where, no doubt,
Hannah had come and gone, carrying her farm eggs. What had altered? | thought again of our
daughter Morwenna’s rocking chair. On that solid landscape we were all shadows drifting by.

The spinney rooks were discussing or disputing landing and nesting rights. It struck me that their
ancestors had done likewise in the trees long vanished and had even looked down on the
foundations of the cottage.

The spinney was cold and damp. It was impossible to believe that those winter-scorched grasses
and stalks would soon be overwhelmed by anemones, then bluebells - features of the true
miraculousness most people either took for granted or ignored. Suddenly, I felt unwelcome there
and turned to look back at the cottage, my home. It looked wonderfully and naturally permanent
in its setting, and beyond it | could see for miles. The pinnacles of Gloucester cathedral’s tower
glinted in the sun. This was my dream - and unable any longer to stem the tide of pressure built
up over weeks, I began to weep.

As | picked my way back through the thawing puddles, a man - the shepherd? - was hailing me
from the direction of his bleating herd. He came closer, looking grim, seeming bent on telling me
off - no doubt for being there while his sheep were lambing. But when | waved and smiled, he
smiled and his grimace melted.

“Mr Hind? From yon cottage?”

“Yes.”

He studied me more closely, looking concerned. He asked if | was alright. As he was a total
stranger, | said | was upset because my wife was ill. He sympathised and admitted he had heard
something of it at The Fox. | remembered then mentioning it to Marion one night the previous
week when | had popped in to buy peanuts for Yvonne.

“Bad business there with Clive Hobbis and all,” he drawled, and | agreed.

“Yes,” he said. “Cain and Abel job, that...”

This startled me. But | shook my head and replied that | had met Kenneth - a decent enough guy
- and reported how much he deplored the rumours being spread about him. The farmer shielded
his eyes and glanced at the sun, weakening now in the mist.

“Deplored be buggered,” he sneered. “Common knowledge round here how much they hated
each other. Fought like cat and dog. | was allays a-pulling ‘em apart when we were at school.
Kenny were bigger and older - and a right bully. Clive got his revenge though. Made sure the
place would never sell. Told Kenny in front of everybody in the Fox bar, he’d never come into
his inheritance.”

“But Kenneth was in Prague when Clive got killed!”

“Too true. But there’s ways and means. | know of a bloke in Pitherstock’d kill your granny for a
week’s wages.”

“Police haven’t arrested him.”

“No, but my brother knows a Cheltenham bobby - says they can’t pin anything on him, but they



ain’t looking for anybody else. Everybody knew round here Clive hadn’t got two brass
halfpennies. Why target him?”

“But it was in the paper - about the cottage. Maybe villains from Cheltenham...”

“Naw - I’m telling you - when that article appeared, Kenny saw his chance. Especially with the
mention of the jinx. Godsend!”

All of a sudden, Yvonne’s crazy theory seemed vindicated....and it was my fault - at least in
part! Now the farmer looked at me narrowly.

“You don’t believe in it, do you? The jinx?....Hey, you do!”

“Rubbish!”

“It is rubbish! Clive and his dad used to plague the mother with ghosts when they’d had a drink,
God rest her poor soul....and then he spread the story to put buyers off the cottage - another way
of winding up Kenny.”

“But George at The Fox -”

“George Stubbs! That silly old bugger! He was Clive’s accomplice. Any strangers in the pub
asking about the cottage, they got the old, old tale - headless ghosts, stuff being thrown about,
doors banging shut, blood on the floor, the works. | couldn’t believe it when it all appeared in the
paper. Well, rebounded on Clive, big time, not that he deserved it, poor lad.”

“I’m thinking of putting it on the market. My wife can’t settle.”

“The jinx!” he said with a laugh.

“No, no, I told you, she’s not so well.”

I made an excuse about being cold and hurried off.

I had been about an hour at the front window watching the light fade, looking for signs of
snowdrops, when my mobile rang. | was expecting Yvonne, but it was Hobbis. He had a heard a
rumour that | wished to sell up. I racked my brains. | had had a few at The Fox the previous night
- but surely I had not revealed a plan not even half-formed? Had the farmer just given him a
ring?

“Where on earth did you hear that, Mr Hobbis?”

“Is it true?”

I denied it, though I sounded less than convincing.

“I hear your crazy Missus has done a bunk.”

“What business is that of yours? How dare you!”

This then was the unvarnished version of Hobbis - the one I had first encountered on the phone.
The one with the champagne, sticking his ugly nose in to have a good gawp around, was the
imposter. Instantly, | knew he was Cain to Clive’s Abel. He told me he would welcome first
refusal if 1 sold, and | played him along.

“So, how much would you be prepared to offer?”

“The same as you paid me.”

Immediately | thought of the candle and the face at the window. Was it paranoia to conclude that
he was the ghost?? | took a deep breath and kept my cool.

“Well, Mr Hobbis, we’ve spend at least twenty-five thousand putting it straight - from the way
Clive leftit.”

“Okay - I’'ll give you an extra five. Buyer’s market - unless they’re desperate to buy - like you
was. You could hang on for months and months for a better price. Especially with the reputation
the place has....and if it‘s driving your missus round the twist...”

“You think you’ve stitched us up like a pair of kippers, don’t you? Well - my wife is not as nutty



as you think...she saw straight through you. She’s visiting friends if you must know.....and if
you think a few cheesy ghost stories can frighten us into selling this place back to you, then you
have a very low opinion of our intelligence. Thank you for the champagne. Good evening -
please don’t call again.”

For consolation, | cooked myself some tagliatelli with prawns in a rich garlicky tomato sauce and
drank a bottle of red. I thought over what the shepherd had said about Clive’s cultivation of the
ghost story. Maybe, as part of a campaign to deter potential buyers - and to infuriate his brother
further - he had played up the story of the bloodstain on the floor.

I rolled back the rug and was subjecting the faint outline to torchlight from various angles and
distances when a completely novel thought hit me like a train. I got very close and sniffed the
redness. If Kenneth was a furniture restorer, then he would have a whole range of varnishes,
resins and colour agents at his disposal. Was it too fanciful to suppose that he had decided to
carry on where his brother had left off? The face at the window! A lookout? Was Kenneth
downstairs touching up or altering the profile on the floor when we had arrived back from
Dom’s?? The back garden would provide an easy escape route into the fields.

That it would all prove enough to frighten us into selling would be a gamble. Perhaps my
suspicious mind was jumping to mad conclusions after a few glasses of wine, but maybe
Hobbis’s plan all along had been to get someone else to renovate the cottage for him for little or
nothing. If he had hatched a plan to kill his brother, scaring us off would be no big deal.

Unable to make up my mind, I built up the fire and made a mental note to change the locks. As
the flames curled around the log, | settled down in the rocking chair with the diary and my
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jﬁw/z/i(/ﬂ thase 1%0274 which are %ﬁ/ﬂ}éﬁ/ conceri cw&// of a married (W;ﬁ 4//) ﬁ //1/
o 7 -
miind L/([/ﬁﬁﬂ}é(irj(’/ letters te fer doﬁ// 19 /quylm allusicns and /f(;ﬁe//e/zé e/y)é(f/m/?}md that fé{:{/
- ‘ 5 Sy aya) ‘
are ridicwlows. (/)%Zf Sould rflll/}’{'/ﬂ /?/zdfedc/.f@ %ﬁ@ , % %ﬂl? 4 nol clpm/er
D Clyyo 7, 10 CYz Yy . ,
futsband - (ﬂ he 2 How can ff//.«(’)) - W Wason dvinks; he snores: he is
mo«o«c&//; foe /My/(wﬁj and lgneres me: he lalkes the side ¢ /ﬂy maid and disdains my
17 174 174 - 17
cpinions fe will nol honcur his //@9& lo Tather - &/mly/z/ She o%(/i///fim/ that cul scen
R ) e , . s
e/w/gﬁ/) fz%w mmu/ c/ thade eriticisms mzyéé (yﬁ/ﬁm/fdwz ey/m//y lo iy ounn Q%éeﬂ @
¢ 7 C 1 17
o)
%ﬁ({/{/ ﬂ&/{i@ dyﬁﬁdfﬁl’%f - lthat my maid i undertband and. éy/&«r/ﬂ'«a/g %
o ) 7
/(1@ hable. O)/f@iﬂ'{/@ Qf(/(e(}/)m}/ﬂ. @/j//ﬂo/e come lo me in a dream - hold my frand and
C &

/(1/4(,’/ me ((/{'//l//yﬁll/.



il 14

T . 78 . 3 \ys
hiis morning, f?{?ﬂ/?ﬂﬂ/&, without daying @ waord lo me, had moved the ditling rocm
c C

>

) ﬁ//fm'l(//m inlo qf/@r@z//&d/fwmyﬁ t% was qﬂw//m/é (%ﬂ//@/gﬁ lo my cm/émv"ly/. %{74
ﬂcwe come lo hale the room in any case ~ very NAXretrness //1/4 me in 77?1?/24/ 0/ mny
hushand s restricted intellect - and foow - dvead the Serite cvenings fpent there in his
company /- this was a prevocalion I could searce tgnare.. . I summened and
commanded her lo restore a/ay%[/g/(// lo s /é/fem'a//d /é/cwe ~ /ﬂé@/{é{;ﬁ@/z she hiad the
feﬁmﬁly lo 7/[&)'[{;0//?/ me. %fée seltle not cosier cl/(m/yd/(/f the hearth, rather than
0/)/50‘4//6?) 6%4/(/ {%))/(// /w///ft/mﬂ hés armdchacr nearer //a? //WO) g/wa/(/ we nol raltlher
wad /y)cw fés (?‘élfnécw/t when ne came wme.()) . jﬁ?ll/ﬁ/ fave (/(/)é/qy/'{/ do ﬁ/?(/{/?ﬂ(lﬁ/ an acr
that She a’f}fclfyé[may ﬁlﬁffdfyf[/ and égyaw/ lo mnove fﬁ[/gﬁd back ~ albeit with a eﬁfmemg/é/ﬂ
exactitude so em({y/ymfa[a/ that she o’(me(/y/ meant lo mock and i?z/f/(//fiafe me. eﬁﬂad
determined not to Show my irvitation and went /;/)mefm . %2 e/([ relurned she had

gene inlo the fdlehen, A((ll{?% /(// ~ y///f/@ é/z/e/z/[(r‘f/m{/y - /A(.’//é(i/{?(,’//’/ stand on the hearth
rug. L%)(/ . f/ﬂé{f/z fer lo /ac%/o‘//ﬂ thés, she would, c/ course, have denied that i was a
deliberate ad. %A she sels f/rﬂﬁ /{,5,5 me. «j M avoid them. cj /ﬂ//l/ maore determined
lo del a t/f(yg or her and arrange fer dismissal. @/}/ éam.?) %d// eﬂ([ﬂﬁ maeney //y//g/(/,
7z R 2
or /1/)4////7 drunte bottle ﬂ/ (L(/‘eﬁ//yﬁ 4 /mfﬂ(yﬁﬂ fer f(//ﬂa/ and be feﬂy)/(%/.@ % /)/17#/0

. DR TEIRS X0 . .
/{/zld/mz/? Sere? There é5 ne such fﬁuy/

:%7;// thés eﬂeﬂm/{,, what humdialion ﬂ(wﬁ d{ﬁ/{f{l/ Q%Mm/& mudt have 9&0 ven lo
(@é@y@ about ler rearrangement 0/ the room, Jor, q/ey we had dined, fe had her move
4his chair, and the lable where he rests his wine and y/(lfjo lo the fire. B she turned te
leave, d/mymw me suclh a smile and wink of ﬁm%(ﬂy/ and f/f{'/m;///é/ T shall and must

/{/m’ the means le have her dismissed. . .



I 5 @/{/1{/{///7 ﬁmmmy and &P(/yf hats /m/yd risen, o in the absence (yé Qaﬂj/mr/‘ )y
relurned to 46{/5?//07)?/57 174 é((% (/a/ gfldée cm,/(/m?f(gﬁ g/ my solitude lo write.
%ﬁwfmm&, low as %@y were, have laken a lurn mei?ﬁ//é the werse. %)I /?gyé[,
g(’ﬁ/’yf was unable /ﬁ/@/ﬁwm a@s a husband again and Wamed this al first on the state of
hés mind, deeming /c»/f»/y(// that at dinner and afferwards he had consumed /?(%M’//// lwwo
boltles ‘0/ wine. . S 2/{6’6{/ lo assure him that hiés /é/f&é/ﬂﬁ?/ would be fe’ﬂ}é@/{(@y - and that it
did not leﬂyj - which comment he lock as an indication o my ézzq//ﬁ%mzm@. %
arncyed fiim, e Shouled, lhat af/ﬁ(’lé/ 46 é‘///(a//ékﬂzjﬂ/m in his allentions, and e declared
that le be lhe /M?(Aelyhy/ case 7 hiés lack (/ ereclion. Q% a@/a/mm«/ caused me lo
erimson and he misconstrued my embarrassment as an admiéissiion that fie had hit on the
truth. @éﬂ/{ %//a - lrue - gf(/c naot latke any, //eao/mm - but «f(ﬂﬂﬂﬂf/}/{f/@ﬂ(/
what j do /w(/?d - and liotw Showld a woman belave 6?4(//((7/18/7/ nlercotrse @ %1 e/([
could not convinee him that he was wrong in hés /f(/(f/m/wm fe almast became violent and
/)m%(e(/ me ol / the room.
%;teﬂm Z

O)%c{/z gg()(/yf//m///y came c/aw//?,/é//f/ a late é/fea(%)’t gﬂa(/ resolved to tell fim Lf/ﬂao’
/mﬁﬂ/}{)y/. ;%/)/maé fad returned m//g/ with qﬁ(z//ﬁyﬂ dinner. so c,j/ﬁ'dﬁuwef/ éﬂ{fﬂﬁ/ﬂ»

the fitehen to the bakehowse as F am sure dhe hovers te listen.
D) g . Z . . Cypo .
%q%m Q/w///(/ 7&6@4 my mind Cgmy; e said foe had e)’d/}i&fih/% lo tell me. Q)"%A business
~ C e le
cﬁh@’ were nere (I%(((// than fe hiad admitted - and this was wﬁ// fe had been c/whz/a)gy
: 7% : . ‘
a little loc much. ﬁ)ﬁé reddened a little and admélted that alechal was a well -fncwn cawse
0/ - what he /%/wa(/ lo - as his “little (a%(w/{// T f(/m/ nol fencur where lo lock. L%
(y)(/«/ou}je(z%w 1és é/t/ﬁﬂ%,ﬂﬂd(f belhavicur (,/ //z(f/)/f(flfl,'//{/d m){//z/ and even lock 777 fand. . f
A - 7 7
burst inte tears and he embraced me.
ej’/é(wyﬁ[ that this weuld be an ideal amad/fmzﬁw me lo Show how 700(/ my/ m//? y y/m/[/[ed
Y, - ‘ g

. . . , . Cyyo ,
mgy/z/ e, and said that il was a (/(%/’6((’(.’/ that /s aslomer, t/_/ﬂ/jﬁ”/, was /(///Am/y/ lo seltle



1és bill and . j /(/ ered to be his o/e{,‘//’f/(l/{’/// and write @ (/4?/)/1(/)78(//%//%(/%7/&6/21 lo him. %
did not have %ﬁﬁﬁ%{’(’f <,ﬂ¢f( /?/i/ on the (f‘{ml/f(/u/f{/ . ﬁ/ Ae/%m inlo andlther rage . {%;ﬂ
did . S, /,/mom, fe stormed, the name ‘q”%/d c/ﬁa//f cslemer .2(7) Oﬂc/ . ﬂef//z/ //Aé/‘z///(// /}b/'ed O)
%A{b’, Q/(f(w/(/ écmf(///y admit that %?mmé, my servant, was the souree q” the
é/z/()/é/'//mzm and y/a'(r‘é//y/ invented a lie - that he had been 9’/)6(04(‘/% in s dep. O)%;Z a
commution this caused! & never Spolee in hés e, fe Shouted., le which - f'/&/?{(z{}je//
relorted that he would 5[1/’(@ /{"ywa{ / e e (lfjlfe/ﬁ %Dfﬂﬂﬁ thés as /é/m@ sarcasm and
went lo strifee me, bl ﬂa/é/ 14 (yé the way. L%;ﬂ could e/({ /46/ yf//a/ even louder, a
ﬁwlfey/fw/, 64;’9@(’1.‘/ lo be Y ‘assistance lo him in a business 7/@(1//(&/4.-9 . f showld rather. e
continued. J/y)(fml}k/ ///17 maid a lot belter - 6/ this he ran /él{f Uy(.’/l‘ ((/oﬂ/y(/ w é/{/yf lo
S me 04/0/) ~and. 9/)@/2/(/ les5 féme///)/({y[/y /ly ‘damned ’;ﬁ('(um/ eﬁm&}ef/ ﬁg arng
in ashow ﬁ/é ((e/mwe - ﬁ/{ %{&M/ﬂ&/ al fﬁﬂ//ﬁw’w/ not to be q/géa/f(/ g%/zf é////é/i/g 7 - and
foe dﬁ/{tﬂ{(// //@ée(/ wp a sall cellar and threw i at me, 772/)%/}/1///(/ me éy qﬁﬁf and é/{(ﬂﬁd}"&df/
a small windeow pane é(%/f(/ u/l("//f/ﬁllffy(/ out and. sz/hy/cm C%umﬁ lo clean /;é the
‘damned " mess. ﬁ dhe came, fjﬁuf//?ﬁy that damned smile, Acu/{fﬂ/y d/&/{(f//y/ feard every
word - //'0%66/ /;é the Maﬁﬂ/ﬂ///fafd c/ the ccllar. w//'/a’gy(f[/ in mock deﬂt[/{fy/ and /(% the
room lo me and a lerrible @/}W/MM and silence.
Qf amdaze ﬁyd{f//jf///, G%afmfm/, that «,f(//k/ not ("{///(//}9/6 onlo a sim, )67’07/ %{%/) mﬁ(ml y”
t(: L/a/)/mﬂﬁ, but instead (ﬁ/)l}/)(/dﬁ[/ m/j% determined neither /(f:(y//m fer the »j(//{}/ Gelion ﬂ/
dﬁf/@y me in distress, nor fﬁy(//[/@ fer more 77?afer¢d%ryﬂa’dﬁb. (/%2 %nz came
back in qﬁm mements laler, ij/feméd%/ but could not move away. Qﬂcm///fgémfa/ a
little gﬁaﬂﬁﬁ, resolved to tell fim j ;’(f{(/(/ not be femf%@/ into compliance, resolved to tell
him that le was a diferent man (&/2[6/@[/,1/ lo hime whe had come c(///é/y(i/ on s in
C(,?Ox/ze/le/z/zcmn L%)/m/”(%/ al me (/(1//449, gy&f narrowed in /11}; /?1/ chedls - - - and said
fe was fj(f'/{iy/'/ The tone qy the (9&0/0/y/y was maore cﬁ(/a/ fﬁmz/( genuine- as /éﬁ fdld me
/a/f///y lo é/(l/ﬁ?fﬁ% hiés M{J@éﬁg/ conduet. f hen, lo ﬁgyﬁ/}ffﬁﬁ}‘ astonisfoment he éiydyz/ lo

Yy . ), . . . . ,
lﬂe(/fé, <%772y4/ ée/m(//gz/fﬂmmm/ V2 foe dﬁéé(%l{ and said that i was cul (/ the



7/mjf¢'ﬂn ncw that he could reswme his commiitment le //1/ q%;ﬁe/ﬂ. q%fjee V7 /e(//(&m
consumed in nm'qé(/[c/ 4'/7/(7{;/,4 s altractiveness, bl Qj CUCrEAINe 7}3/1/ revulsion and laid a
( -
a” -
frand an fiis Shoulder. % delermination lo 9(56(1/4‘/5/67[7?/%/ vanished and rj ewen
@éﬁ/ayi/%(/ lo hfmﬁ//ﬂ 77?{// nler é/@/?(f@, 67?[6’«60}’0% (/[z{(é[é/z/(/ that jm(«///(/ ever be (l//él’ﬁ/éﬂ/ﬂ
474 - “ - ‘/

wife lohim - a mfé whiclh Lf(w((/(/ a%/m @ proper - a counsellor, a srang support.. V24
alone a /ﬂy?/) which /1_? ﬁuyéf f/f//l(’ as /)/fﬁ/)e//ﬂ - 7/{/’@1(«0/% ..and /Mz/feo/e/z/m% ()//(5////16/0 on
bed.
Yy . / Cyp ; .
L%) recovered. é&mde/ and told me fov/yf/ /f(’d@/(// f(l/yﬁ ol QJ‘%) wanted lo r}bem{” with his
brether-in-law %{/ﬂiﬂ/ﬁf a solicilor in %/m/fm%wﬁt lo see what @d/ oflions he m//f(/ﬁl

1 c
frawe. Wetad a danding invilation lo lake g/m(/(/y lec with his sister, he said, of which
fe nowe intended to lake advantage. - Zz view q%a distress, cﬂa(/ ne c/)f('mz/ bt le
d/fw/ﬁ?ﬂ, but the 1%0@741 q/ 211}11767/%// V7 MWF//%M me with (Ifb’mdy;. /074 we had fhad a éﬂ'{/-

féazg/(/é /0/5/(/ mwlyé - conversalion al 7}/17 zéte[/c/[/%.

el 7, y T O L

inelia @9}’0&@' & a loud, /)mm/ dorl (/ wWoman. Q%j &/{0{/{% live in a/y/(m/tc/
%%f/[eﬂéa/m fauwse, /2&(/@6///@#@ the (?/ffdf %éw/, in the %;J;é( ler distriet.
L%eﬁn could searce conceal her disdain when j Mm’lkf/ that ﬂ(&{fdﬁ?{% howse was
dituated on the other Side G lown near the race course. % caused me a find % /?/Mw/f /y/('f

lo dee //fy/m/ m}é/fe(}jmn (/ her ('1///%/07714%/ ~ that She was (fafmf(/y/ the maodel of weman - a

//)/felz‘y/, J//;/)/I(/ crnament 7/ little wse - which & 60///76 (%Ié(‘/a/ lo (/@}é//je - //ef Jrcur éeﬁwne(/

aver fher! %ﬁ i, F m///u/ nol unallraclive, %ﬁ/{dr/ﬁ lier maoutl i a little too wide -
f/lifﬁly/& ﬂ//6/5~€ﬂi€7f/l'(/7?/? - and $he i rather émy. L)gﬁé/)f/fm(y allire was (/')//('M/Ag/ worlh
maore than my entire wardrobe and ler conversation (/lf(zﬂgy(e[/ /{'///(f/;ﬁfﬂl/f ribbons and lace
- wunless il was lo mention the %/&d/{é[(ee@j c/ ? dewwrnemaoudle - cowsins fée/ lusband,
with whom %F/ were lo vt in ¢ L@ Qﬂ//f/ lo hear (// their (Kﬂ/?yﬁﬁ/ Situation on the
%ﬁ/?ﬁ, 70/%&7/1//(/4(0/0/2(1{5, / their mansion, their (4‘/{///(//71) - and (/ course, g/fﬁa)fyf{%ﬂ/

(’é[/(/l’@/?ﬁ, cne 0/ (lléﬁ 77, ([yl/’/ % f/éﬁ"fﬁ@l?/, [10726’ lﬂﬁ(l/(/ dtrear lo éf/ ar 9&6//(({/6'(/‘/ :;%[)([, were



P
ane lo hear her o’i/g(fwy/ wunseen in a distant reom. e%/) Lowerer was fjm}ég/ a /)}’(ffewt
& C
/{m Ler le boast f/éﬁmﬂ Gl (/a/yﬁle% C(;Z’)y(/maé)/w 4 (l('["(/«i//)//%ﬁlﬂ/l/z, and we had o endure
) /{////y an howr q%e//)/dyugy fﬁe/ém//w ~ gj admil 7/([/6 dfﬁl&l’ﬁ{y/g/ﬂ 61///(/[7(/ qﬂ cleven - bl
. Cypo . . : .
fer voice! ﬂ/fnf/y ane note could She a//g in tune - and nene a/éeﬂ relatives seemed lo
natice, save her mischicvous little brother Jamudl whe sat neat to me., digging me in the
75 to lry te matee me Start or f’ff/() whenever She came very é(m@/ / the note, Onee
7 ), 7,
fie /(/41?}’&@%{/ le me that %ﬂ({o’ ﬁcl//é(tﬂ//f/ /ﬁl/'y% “and g/(i 741%6/{6[/ that fee mudl fiave heard
15 mather wller this al dﬁﬁ?ﬂ/ﬁéﬂf/ﬂbdﬂ lo cor visl.
o
L%w/m/ o nine-and. /(MWQ/ whereas her husband és a stern, gray man even alder than
C C &
7 ' . . . . , ,
(gemf(ﬁ. G/Z(/ msl /46/6/67’(7 lave been in my Siluation al her ((/4”1/(4’/?//7; . %J/(l(/lfl/ fer for
secrel égf/mw’ cy//z//z/m/}/)é/mﬂ but sauer nene as she chattered on lifee a bird. O?/%;mﬁ/eﬂ e%ﬂﬂé
invdted te comment - not %éﬂ/ ~on the trivial matters c/mnmﬂlzf/y/ fer mind. «j/&m}@(/
7 )
little to da/y/, which made me ﬂ//ﬁﬂ/{ dull. 7§ corge ()I/)/(/‘//ze// while %//mm/ Smirked, that
my dilence was due le My/mﬁ, me éeiny "(uﬂay/@m amzwyy’/ my/ cwn find.” % was
p o W, - 1 17
) f)
80 /51///7?{/6&/{:/% - 771(04’[/2/7 me cul almadt le be a %M‘(i /e cr / a lower @/{/{fw ~ that c/
erimsoned up - lo %ﬁ/éﬂk/afe a{a//yﬁf (/ (%F//f/ /ﬂé(/y/mmr%/ o’/’(k[ﬂ(/yo’ al fier Aﬂ/fy/{g/
. ( C
/ 72/ /,-/, . 72 .”
% @(//fﬂllfd, as / lo o/({y what ay(mde.
97 ) .
aﬁ our /(/1/(/ fomeward -bound, &6’0 /yf wowld net answer my y/m/fm)’ as le the advice fe
(4N, 17 1
fad é(m//mm/ 1iés brother (ﬂé//ﬂ afe/mf(w(%/ 1é5 néece S ezz%[éz’/wﬂ) , dayé/g]w cw(y/, with
- C ¢ O
2
dame impatience, that //11,777/} were progresing. I we neared the collage fie /Twl(e//n/f(¢f€[/
7 C V7 /
1iés é/fo‘(j(éf/zy lo acese me o/ (/(’/fé(’//f(ll(’Q/ m(/ﬁiy my conlempl Cr his sister dear é/
W - ¢ -
% )
/%/Am/y lo foin in fer conversation. i cmza/)wd mzf/%ml/(/éa/ me. (/m S asted
- C C
fim, could ﬁaﬂzégf contribute /fgyd/fc/(fﬂ/y/ Lats, silhes and satins - lopics which she had s¢
wﬂ}é e[ey/ eathausted : Ind /ﬁem 77&4/(/€([’(((j/7/, as S emfyf/ ag/ﬂdla/ fés dea[u% lo ywe me
¢ @ 7 ¢ ¢ o
165 cold Showlder, the word “%ll(l////)/(,’(fﬁ "//fw (nlc my fead (ﬂm)’i/y me lo ylyy le as (f
N i ?/ - //
fad not done o’m(fe/ﬂ'{m lo hiés /)/fc/féo‘dcz/ % mmw’cyﬁ. %(/ <j(2011/(/ nol o”/(%/ 37/;

/71/7/7/@ lurned te ée%/edd /cugyﬁ[e/ﬂ and then lo sobs and tears. &mgm s c&fgymjtef/,



a/exz/an)y me lo be mad. /)ﬁrjfjf?zﬁ(f(({ lo be in need o a doctor ...
% 7 ;’(Z now, arcund m/'f//zgéf, the howse i darke and silent: é/(( / J Zﬁ/f/ my breath,
{f (a/ym)/ fear my futsband. J/mnf/gy in s bed - where he has been since two minales
%ﬂ our éwiweamhgy,/, when we yzmwm//edﬁw/ée/ﬂ. % cgy(mz émzyﬁf hés allack arcund
lo casligating mefor nol fmﬁzgyf/@&ﬂmg in his /(wﬂﬁmé(iﬂy, (7)%;/2 I asked him éﬂ/{//y
in what manner I sfould behave to o’(l/{% hés expectalions, he beeame even more
ﬁﬁ/ll@ﬁ}é/[(ﬁ([d. G%Fll fe had fncwn, fe said. hiad mﬁm&ﬁ@/ 1%(%){/ lecsire c%e//z//y
and ‘2/0(%7{0@//% . (% myéf lo have made me crimson bul ﬂ«;&/ my nerve and asted
fime as (J{/«(/‘//y as Qf(%/‘///(d what noéses or words Qﬁi/zcw/(/ use. <% embarrassied him.!
t%)ééw/e/fa/ that it showld come so /?(1/(0/6({//// that he had no need to be explicd. {%j(xw/(/
not understand my reserve " - neither in the bedehamber, nor in ﬁ(//l}éﬂliy with his

7 ﬁlm//y - (e view c// my (7//{//0% and. //)cf//z/mzec»/(o/ manners  which éac//{ya}i do altracted
fim.
@/}/ fotw can cﬂ(e/ that /{(/()///’&M crealivre A(’//@/ a[ﬁ)ziwe(/.() . f(mw litfee /Aeym@/fzmﬁ
which loved lo whistle and. dé/g/%vﬁ& the //((f(fl(/«‘é 722 /é({ya//f(m& until %Aﬂ/ﬂ fad i (%c/)/)(%/
down., (yﬁ/ which he came no more. cj /ée/ @ lest and fomeless as le.
L%t, Lf(emmwt deltle or 00/))}(5(}0'6 mw’e/ (e//w/gﬁ fafya lo bed. %ﬁ mind i in turmaoll.
@)%;/ can be m/fc»/f// with me that the act 7//)/%&/!(4(// UNEON causes me /m/)/fﬂd////fm@ %A{)
‘women le had fncwn " were li(;/[ the norm and me. dﬂﬁ?fﬁéﬂﬁ@ Sear (%/@/J(é/ were
their /zefﬁe//f//écm/fj lo mine that., within a moment, /ﬁ(;y could be ém@yﬁl éy C{gm/yf inlo
some slale a// %¢f10/6 @ O) . fwa/(/c///fe/ﬂ/m/ that éf,é/ﬁ(/d@)’ me, but /50(1/6.‘?) %ﬁﬂ/{/ f
/a({/(%@ (6/(1 0///@ jﬁe fenows what te ea/?ﬁmf, then any, /ﬁl«’f[@/?(’@ would be abswrd and
(ﬁ}gy/(rjfhy lo fim. %/y age, @s cz;/o((yy/(tzflf/, I discovered, {fmgy%  that special
area in me which i very sendtlive lo the lowuch. ?Z/ej the way which &ﬂ/yf directs himself
does not engage i, but how dare j /fe// fim do, fim, a man gﬂ m/@(@/zee(’) @;/ 4és other
wmnm?ﬁf(mmﬁ have a maore extensive area within themselves, an area more sensitive and

. . D T . . s CYyo
maere m/j(//// 65(2‘(?(/(15/(’/.‘(/) 17/1; //ma/y/z/ that Q%j/w/(/(/ raise these subyects with Jéfuma/z/



/{r//%@j acress m/ mind bul Qfo//;&/é/fﬁjd . memm lorment me whiclh (//y COMINCI
’ o ‘
r)’flf/ﬂ}ly){?f could answer with a /(1/74 and loss (j{/ the head. L/ % ane can advise me and lo
wrile G/rjlmﬁ%}’/ﬂﬂlﬁ malters males 77&1// ace burn. (/%f crwel dowbts and ditemmas - j
mSsl enceere al ar (gyf when should be carefree. (@ f}ﬁ?ﬂ A /f(//mna///y c// these z%ugau lo
my Lusband és éﬁ%{/&ﬁ/%/e; lo remain Silent i le suffer in silence: le remain sitent in bed és
le invile hiis conlempl: lo express what . j(‘(l//?w/(/‘f/?f()/ il invite his anger and ridicale. . S
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On the next page, undated, | found a letter which had been much crossed out and altered. | wrote
it out to make it more easily accessible, and | rephrased it a little. It was a letter which caused me
to feel great pity, for it seemed poor Susan had rehearsed in it a speech which she had never felt
able to give to her dogmatic husband, for at no point later in the diary did she refer to it:

Dear George.

I know I am young, yes, but | am sensible, and may be able to give advice which has never
occurred to you regarding your business affairs. Should a wife, no matter how inexperienced,
not be permitted to state her opinion, even if it should prove worthless? Your difficulty with Mr
Hazel has come home with you to affect me directly, and, if you love and cherish me, you will
allow that | have a right to be concerned. | have to admit, George, that the person | have seen in
you recently is not the jovial person | married. How | wish he would return! I tell myself that you
are sorely troubled and that this affects your outlook, mood - and another matter which you
yourself alluded to. Moreover, | do understand that you are unable to expose your innermost
disquiet to business acquaintances and employees, and am even gratified that you are honest and
unashamed enough show me, within the home, the depth of your anguish, distressing for me as



that has been. | beg you now to find less comfort in your bottle and more in me! Let us be candid
with each other in all that troubles us, for only then can we build a marriage which is truly a
shelter from the storms of life! Let us not quarrel more, but support each other as we swore to do
at the altar.

The emotional intensity of her writing illuminated the page. Like a pressed flower it had survived
a century and more, and my reading eyes seemed to restore it to full vigour, causing me to
tremble so much that | was forced to close the book.

I could not sleep. Against the screen of my inner darkness I tried to see - as | had been taught to
do by a sleep therapist at the time of our marital crisis - ribbons and shapes of light as
distractions from my thoughts, the precursors of first images and then faces, characters at the
threshold of a dream world, beckoning me in. It was beginning to work and I was looking along
a street when, out of the dark sky, there emerged the face of a young woman distorted with
misery, filling that inner void. | open my eyes in terror, continued to see that face for a second -
and immediately heard a terrific din.

Voices, below, now loud, now soft seemed to be arguing. I shivered. The volume grew to a
crescendo and stayed there. It seemed to be coming out of the walls. I turned on the bedroom
light and was shocked to see a ghastly face - my face - in the mirror. Down the stairs | crept, legs
turning weaker. As | edged along the passageway, the voices, | realised, were not coming from
the lounge as | had assumed, but from the kitchen. The noise by now was deafening.....but it was
not an argument.....of all things, paintings were being discussed...... a woman mentioned
Michaelangelo. | pushed open the door and switched on the light....the radio was blaring, turned
up as far as it would go. The windows, curtains drawn back, were mirrors against the pitch black
outside. I turned off the programme and the light, and stared out into the moonlit greyness of the
front garden. The gate was swinging in the wind. | knew | had closed it. | put on a coat and went
out. The conifer was bending and whispering, but there was something else - a distant car
accelerating through the gears, then silence. I went in and found my phone and sent a text - nice
try Hobbis.

My first job of the morning would be to get a locksmith to call. | checked the lounge - empty -
put a log on the kitchen fire, and settled down to sleep in the rocking chair. My friend, the owl,
hooted for a while...the fridge hummed contentedly and the log crackled...... Then the kitchen
door flew open and slammed shut! I jumped up out of my semi-doze but Hobbis - it had to be
him! - had already gone by the time | got to the front door. He must have been hiding under the
stairs.

“You won’t scare me, Hobbis, you bastard!” I yelled into the night. Of course, there came no
reply. My heart was pounding, my ears ringing, my skin crawling.

“There is no ghost!” I said aloud to myself. “Calm down. Be rational. Think...”

Having put on all the downstairs lights, | rummaged under the stairs until | found the length of
spare skirting board and the saw. Within fifteen minutes | had screwed two panels across the
door jambs, back and front, leaving me secure for the night. For good measure, | taped over the
letter box.

Back in the kitchen, I read for a while - but not the diary, feeling too spooked. Eventually, after
four, I must have fallen asleep because a terrible dream which had seemed so vivid, woke me. So
vivid that | had no choice but to check the lounge to see if blood really had come through from
the face below the rug.

The light which | had definitely turned off was on. There was a sweet smell of tobacco. Clive



Hobbis was sitting in his scruffy armchair with his back to me smoking. The blood had come
through.... It was shaped as a profile in which the mouth was wide open as if

screaming......... Then.l opened my eyes. | was still in the kitchen. By the fire. Drenched in
sweat.

This time, truly awake, | did check the lounge. It was dark. It was clean and empty. There was no
ghost. Finally, I checked the front door. The panel screwed at a hasty angle across the door and
jamb told me that Hobbis had not been part of the nightmare, but real enough.

When I woke - properly after some attempts - it was late morning. There was a face staring at me
through the window and I realised the noise | had heard in a drowse was of a knuckle rapping on
glass. The face shouted the name Karen Edwardes. It was a name | knew from somewhere. My
body ached. | had slept fitfully in that rocking chair, too alarmed to drop off until the day began
to break, bringing, with the light, a feeling of comfort and safety. It took me a while to register
where | was and I couldn’t place the woman. She was blonde like Yvonne but younger, in her
thirties and her hair was tied back in a businesslike way. Those staring eyes were large and
concerned, as if | looked like death warmed up. | got to my feet and asked her what she wanted.
“Richard Hind? Don’t you remember me? You phoned me at the paper. | sent you the press
cuttings.”

“Hold on...I’ve got to look for the screwdriver...”

She frowned at this and left the window.

“It’s alright” I said, holding the piece of skirting board as | opened the door. “I haven’t gone
mad. Come in.”

She looked me over, particularly my stubbly chin, hesitated and then made up her mind that |
was probably safe and sane after all.

She looked around the kitchen and said the place has altered a bit since she had talked to Clive.
“I couldn’t believe it when the landlady said a Mr Richard Hind had bought it.”

She had called at The Fox for a coffee and had hardly been able to get away.

“Marion was a reporter’s dream! She seems to know everybody’s business.”

“Including mine.”

“Well....”

I pulled her up a chair and put the kettle on, leaving the skirting board and screws on the table. |
beat her to the question.

“I had a visitor in the middle of the night. Not a welcome one.”

“The ghost?”

“That’s what he wants me to think. But this ghost had a key. Milk and sugar?”

“And who might the ghost be?

“Previous owner. Not Clive. And not Susan.... ... So, are you here on business - or pleasure?”
“Bit of both. We had an anonymous phone call on Wednesday to say that Clive Hobbis’s
murderer was the brother.”

“Well, you can’t print that!”

“Of course not. But the editor was curious. Sent me down to do a bit of snooping. The landlady
didn’t take long to mention the rumour when I mentioned Clive. Opinion seems divided. Are you
here alone?”

“If you’ve been talking to Marion, you know I am.”

She stood up and looked out of the window at the front garden. | could not help but admire her
shapely back and legs - a stance for me to admire? She winced at the coffee and promised not to



print anything I told her, so I welcomed the chance to discuss our experiences since moving in -
about Yvonne’s illness and my fears for her.

I showed her the stain in the lounge and allowed her to take a snap with her phone. In the strong
light of the afternoon the outline was quite pronounced. In her opinion, it didn’t look much like a
profile. Then, to my surprise and unease, she turned and walked straight into Susan’s corner. For
a split second, I had the strangest of experiences; the room seemed to blink and alter, the
furniture was different and older. | felt dizzy and went to sit down in the kitchen, putting the
diary into the drawer of the table.

“You went straight to the corner which Susan Mason is supposed to haunt,” I told her as she
followed me in. She laughed and replied that she just wanted to look at the view out of the
window. Then a mischievous gleam entered her eye.

“When | was a little girl - a very little girl - I used to see a nurse with a candle in the upstairs of
our old house. When | told my mother she dropped a plate. I never knew it at the time, but the
place had been a convalescent home for First World War veterans. After 1 told her about it, the
nurse stopped coming.”

“So you’re psychic?”

“Maybe. Something here makes me tingle.”

“Not me by any chance?”

She laughed again, seemingly out of embarrassment, and then changed the subject.

“You met Kenneth Hobbis. Did you think him capable of murdering his own brother?”

“No. He’s too sly and too much of a coward. He hired someone else to do it and went to Prague.
There’s no proof - so he’s probably got away with it.”

I told her of his outrageous offer to buy me out.

“I don’t know for sure, but | reckon he was making plans all along. Just seems everything has
fallen into place very sweetly for him.”

Time was getting on so | offered to make her a late lunch. She accepted.

After a second glass of wine she said she would not be able to drive. | didn’t look up or respond.
Then, with a look that made my heart skip, she said she had never spent a night in a haunted
house. I thought immediately of poor Susan’s desperate attempts to rise above the temptations of
the flesh, and told her she could have the spare room. By five she had sobered up and was on her
way, leaving me feeling very noble, though bothered by the thought that, had she been a little
less tall and a little prettier, my desire for company and solace might have overruled virtue.
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Here below, an attempt had been made to scribble out the next few lines, and for a while |
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6(1)1’/(* me rebels, bt have Qf’/w/ vowed lo caég(// ﬁlm@ eﬂ/mm my resolve lo be obedient

Z L .
and resistant lo Zeﬁ;éfa/[cw would be M/f(f/glﬁ(ﬂ/@(fd éy é()/i/z/y/ o @90(/ 4 house bud lo m//’é/(aﬂ
( C (

Qj mmj[f/)/@y lo 7/M// ((/i/ bitterness which hés stubbornness 029’&0{@2 fﬁmﬂlﬁm)y lo unde

//% delermination to love and /fef}’éeﬁ/ fiim. L@/}Z (tz(/{ ye[ be )f/'a/z/y and. Jflfdﬂ/yf/ﬂ/ j



shall write ne /mgymf/ i this f//(/‘//fy but., instead, devote all my e//w/y/f()/j lo my lashs at
é(fiﬁ?ﬂ.

I too, Susan, live in relative luxury, in a peaceful corner of rural England which most people on
earth would adore. | should not be depressed by problems which those people would willingly
swap for their own. But you have no idea what awaits you barely two months after this entry.
Nothing so brutal can be my fate. I would hold hands with you across the chasm of time which

divides us, were such a thing possible. I will not be able to see a person cry now without feeling
compassion. You have taught me that. You were a brave girl.

Y ) qd

% /(/10)’1‘1?/27/ dreams have been a/(})’fll//fém]w my d/e{%, %Nm and zﬂdﬂﬁ need., cﬁwf
& 174 1 17 _
all, lo write here cgy(mzf, lo cadt them oul (y” me. @/2/7 mm%wmzf!y fave . f//fa/yed the
,/ 7/ . ‘ . . ,
whaole (é{y /{w I tock vows 67%//«% the %ﬁgjﬁ/y lo mmmnﬁxl/y{(/, f(»/(fw/fo((ée all cthers
in honcur and love for my Lusband. whatever /iis d/mwfmmhyxj I my dreams a man
comes lo me whae locles lifee the %éz‘&w and lifre ,ﬁna/ﬁmz; and with him L/(/(/ﬂ
~ z
/mgéemédé/e fﬁéig/(/d . I have sinned in mind, I have brefen the @k@% %R(/i/l/l}ld/?ﬂ/ﬁ?ﬁ/?/
oe f/z/o/f/(//zf and . j an /Mf(?/(/zen%w . aj fad made /f(fo’a//(//'ﬂﬁd, bt what can (/W(Wﬁw
alone do (/yalno// duch /?y/z/mm’ed and visicns which invade //y /m,ém% and awaolen
¢ C
fead witheul w{lwz/lf/y(/ 2 There must be a ﬁ@;}n{/n within me bent mz//[/fny ﬁy éﬁ(//y/ with
- C ¢ ¢
lewd and Grods ﬁ/}é{(/j@j, bent cn (//’(177//9(/ me to Damnation. @/z/y my %{/i{i{m can
17 d ¢ 1 17
— —. ) _
cast this @emmz ol - / 0/2/7,/ eﬁ(’(l/[/’/ 7[/ lo @/410)’0/&/ @/ew and cver, jﬁ(m@ read
) Yy ), ) i ‘ X i
@//c}mz t%/’/”» 4 accoun! 0/ the (,fm//m/(/ ol % he Q}(e/ma/z/ in the goung man ém(yﬁ/ é/
_ . & (
. 2 . O . CYz oo, ;
his /Zé/é@/ﬂ lo ﬂﬂ/é (1/(//’ his Q%/ﬂ%/am’cd«w o . %f;m/ Tinai , have fissed the very
/ . P AL ) , 4 ' (o g / . 4/ . ' / ) /,

leat, have /d(w/}fﬁdf/fﬂ/(i o /};y bed, /ﬁ/m,(/uy/ /%/f //37 Qm/, ﬁﬂ,ﬁf/{/ﬁ (/ this dz(ﬁ/ éﬂ(/@ lo
be deliverec ﬁwﬁ/ s /ﬁ/f('(fﬁ«/?f. ﬂaxm desired ef¢mfﬂlmﬂ i a mortal sense - /{/// é/mmi/y
that it &5 alsc )////// lo fiave suicidal /Aﬁ@yﬁ//’ - /ﬁ(f(yﬁ unable ever le co /z/(w}é/(//ﬁ /’(I/L)’/?ﬂ/y/
ﬂzy cun fand qyﬂl/?/)f Ilﬁy/)% g/ mSsl Fﬂﬂ/é’aj lo 44/(&/% 7@7 breatly and fe//u;y/ //ﬁy /500/
//@

e ] , . Cyo
feart lo e, D, slcp, Hop ~ but focurr can i Tuch an ad of scharalion lies 0//1//// within Qz%j

)
L—@Wﬁ/ﬂ. «,ﬂ(f/‘» /ﬁwf%/() a //%%M/M a’(/)(m((l/fcw - lo 7//%// and subdu 6/ the o”/;/)/f(f/ﬁw



%/M (/é the GW the lusts (/ Mf/{ﬂ% and le release my %/{/ lo soar 4(34//@%0(1%//‘7/(%

and untainted, ﬁfm as the enviable white dove <,]rj€€ﬂwn //1/ windeouw.

jﬁcw@ lalken lea, an calmer and can think }f(lﬂ(fﬂﬂ///y/ al lastl.

) \‘(q% 77/ C/ )7 4 ), 4 ) /f/ . /, /] 2/, 2 w7 100070
gm/f /) l(i(//’((/)%//t)f as {/ fave learned to /fe%(/, lo perfect //;// }/)ff(A, (o /é/({y ﬁzy /)m:/m

- 72y
and fﬁ/)/fﬂ/f//}je yﬂ(ﬁ(/ manners, S am convineed that <,j(«(m/ leacl myfje% with &({/ 4
7 - 7 -

Z J .
(glfdw, lo /21{//%/ 7/;(///ééydma/ wy(d .
Q%j, / Lf/)@/o}é/?/@, cann « f/mt c//y and cool ﬂgyﬁ/ al that a/écw/ (ll(??ﬂ/(i(l!/? gﬁf an
ﬁuyy{y, can :j/l(/f/(/ﬂzjf and. d//}/)/(ff}j all %ﬂly/lfd (y”/?m( ﬁ/f a lime @ Q% a ﬁwﬁm{y/
trcables me, have I not the imaginalion lo thinke (y{/zj(ﬂfﬂel/zﬁy mﬂ//fﬁ/é/(f(w(ml in stead?
L/(é/z/ gl mallers, jd/ﬂ&/ nol a o’/cwe/ O%r%&/{/(/ the M%awy@/ﬁéyg’k«/ /7)}5((/(16 0/ all be

Y V. V. _
m;y less o/(dﬁgéf{ﬁ/e lo J/;é/é/fewla/z, éy the /A ‘ Zfée /A J{(ﬁe/e/zz‘//y trained o malch
y D (b ) ) - .
the dl/fe/y//& g” the éﬁ}é/{/ﬁ(f @ % (fél%lﬁ%/(’/, ﬂaﬂﬂ the @(e/lfymad @W/ﬂﬂd c/ the @;’1 s
(/” %S%//f('df lo my)zm me. er/(/ nat have the ﬂé/ﬁ'f/@ lo command my breath and fieart o
rjff}é, bt cﬁﬂﬂ/ command ebsewtere.
% g%mwc/m /wmée/rm/y/ the 177/9&/1//@ /ﬁmyﬁlf) and dreams g/ that /mjﬁl/(@%(m()/d o
ﬂgy/ dreans al len, loche d/&/b len lomes lo //iy maost a@/idd{ﬂ@/ﬂ/{é dowree of all my wees,
wntil . I could bear the pain ne mare, % g(//mm/@y night S shall be healed. . I am
resolved nowe, that each lime such a é/m%/zl/)e/zel/f(z/&i My AXIMCUE, OF wen sende that ene
& dose . as the ewﬂmmy/wa/mea/&j the rise c// the sun., gfjé(c////é[(zla/m fﬁe//éé/z lo a@ée/
that /ﬁﬁllyﬁé cz/wayd /4647)17727/ cond. Wl/@ jﬁ(c// enter the dosel f(i//mz}% m/,zjf//,/ j
17 17 74 - ( -
. ) % 5

will congier his sin, (/72&1(1. ﬁ/’ as Cg(/(/ i the %W{/ and %ﬁfeﬂ qﬂ the (/)%f/(/ . do shall
jée / 7//7,/f éo(///, and net vice-versa.

WMoy 5"

Jaly

% . g . 7, . 7 2 g .
/7 (/()9&(4/{(1/% (/(edngd é(ed}fﬁ/ai and L/édﬂey//«’(’df(ﬁﬂ cace f miind. & (,’(i///fy(.’/ d ﬁlmywm/

. . . . 878 , .
worries have eased since the sale W/A main howse and Qz//@e/ fcts (’ﬂ(’//l///)ﬂld dcme (///lej
— ( -



bill (//P/’ “ (,?/W(’Fd wrcte hine an (/f(w/‘/ letter. Qj an /)/F{/JP// lo be told (/éo//(% malters.
%g& m;é/mt@.

%’/A/ we ale 46’61//?‘{/// (y/ d/{yeaw//g 7 %a(/ made under q%)/mczé 4 m;é@xf eye and
Qf“y/owﬁf/ ((/('/ﬁ/)ﬂ'(/e lo be mﬁ%/éme//zfe(/ on the advances {j }m//(f/ made in the (’////;/I/(l//fy/
arls. gfﬁlfyf will reach /%/f// in Oeteber and he talles o this a greal deal, /ém'/((///m'y
when le has dranke wine. J§/ was al ﬁ/df ch eeery al dinner and . )é(ée gﬂ a2 (mzcre{/ foe
was al /ﬁe/éﬂ(u;ﬁfd qﬂ éecmn//?y/ an old man ", e “not /ﬂ/y all C/ breeches %d/(/fy/;/;/(// abeoul
with hoop and stick . - T asured /Mmym% that his talk of aq eing was premature but as loe
reached maore 7 t”/l Gr 1o decanter his lone allered 34 o/y/ // \(%U/ /é/()c&}a/z/// fe aslred
ficeer f%ﬁ({/{/ @yfy éai/;y married lo a (§l€df~ (/Zéw/e - /%//6 1é5 eledest brother L/%}ew J
married son L%‘;&c//g & aboul lo become qﬁ//w/a gj ;lld(f wunable to matke a sensible /fgé ly
lo this and. ée/e// dilent (0/?,(/%4/)%%/ nle /ﬁe/fm. % 6%41, %)/maé came in as wsual le
clear the lable and fe asted ler hiow she would ’ (/fy éel)/%// married lo an old man. cf

almaest died with eméa//f//fﬂfjo’mmzfﬁr fiim, and when her /ff//(% /m'/»//)/fo(///{a(%/ a //([//7{1//6
?/ 4 R . . . 7
convment ~ “L%/edzjé e wowld yd a y[((/ m’yﬁi 4 )/€¢ “she said - maﬁmy/ fim roar
7 / 7 /
with /(1@7&/6/&, aj fad te leave the talble.
o7z . 7 Cypo . . .
Q% weke me mmuzy/ le bed al <ﬂ72€/ﬂ/ not what howr. - 29/ was waf/f//gy with hés
&
- (o
candle and mu/f@mfn/y and (/‘/Mfd/)n///m Qj//)mf(m(/ff/ lo be aslech. Q)ﬁé cven held the candle
, ] - 72 . .
dose lo ﬁgy/(we, but still Lf/fe/{/z)’a/ lo c/éelz //% eyea . 3]5? belched and emilted a noiseme
. - ( O

' ‘( /7/ D ' ) . /// .

wind. Jﬁ?/yﬁ/ inte bed and snored o lowd that cjﬁ[ﬁ??ﬁ c/aw/ﬂdf(um’, where now ?jf)(l

/(//zlé'//{d(/fy{w shall coertake me again, when cf shall (Wfa/ﬂ,é /}é inle the /yllfdf 166N

Y h

May 0

O)%c{/z e%ﬂ(’ be the howse was silend. Lﬁz cuwr bedroom - (’/I}é/f/ - Q%/mc/ ancther leller.

P :

% frand was /ﬁa@ and there were ﬁmﬂy/ W(w’déﬂyé —cul and e/zmyfd q” mind - («/@W//y
C C 17 ¢ -

the letter fiad been written under the /?/z/%m/zm (/ el wine, /{w there were scarlel (/w(}é/(%/d



on t loc. efm/)y i cul here, withoul 7/1/2&}&@///)516 and errers (yé rammar, lo be beller able

lo /f/}/)}ffﬂ'f//e /28 ﬁ// ﬁﬂ»j[/ﬁly/ lo my interests - and te e as 4/)(&;@(,:/2,,

OM @/}/J/(&/?{. it 65 time . I rechon to ée//é/m'f/z/ about cerlain matters which . I ve been
Silent on thies far. < S hhave lo admit that my feining /M%/(jm dic net suit certain members

L :

of l/m/?wm’////. 17/1;;7 thawe Sunk capilal inte this business of mine and have shares - but I

7 ’ L
will not trouble y(r/uf//é/rd{y fead with how it 5 all drawn /;é. a/// you need lo fenow & that

O ¢ C
e/@ ve decided in this 07%0/{1‘473( %%/5 qy éew/ﬁzéﬁyﬁ /’fy lo yel 7/11// affairs ayk&j/m/ lo lalke
¢ - - o o an ‘

acectnl % youw while not (,fw);/)mwu}jhyn the interests o )lgy/ é{?/c/f% - brothers and /87&4&#&

‘ /’L > N )
- o%o‘w/, le matke a new will. % brothers @/&CM’A% and L@e/e/ﬂ/ﬂ/ﬁ that (1/17 hild

¢ - &

bern to ws wowld fiarm the interests 0// their dldest lads. @/{/{ é(/iy should we have one,
wcw/c/{ 7/{0(0 (¢ as the /ﬂg&/{ sharchalder mﬁe/////y /@y //)c//f/m/z and 7/274/ be c/é a
mind le cause the bisiness to be sold (/ym?/wt their wishes. Mn wie, I must tatke that inte
aceoinnt, Jor my brothers have Stood éy me in bad ltimes (f/ﬂwy/w - as /A(y fave /((fee/z/& -

1 1 &
when new commiissions were as rare as blue moons. (%« ag/}m/)ﬁde that, were we le have
a son, he would infierit, //Mfﬂlzy 2 m// decease, his /r(yéf (/1//26//150//)@" share al the (/yﬂ (/

7 7 g -
[/lleﬂf///- ane, bl Showld fe wish te sell it, it could 0/?9/ be sold to fés y/////«////()g(/ undles or
COUSLNS. f%‘; the business to be sold cwl/'{yéf, d///(ﬁ’f[(ed would fiave lo agree. %0{(/6/' we
édﬂeﬁwféﬁlﬂ %f}é///y - d/ma(//y/ a remdle chance in view ﬂﬁm M(/éi/[f// )0//0/ lo be with
. ; . . . . 7%
é M/a{ Qj/ﬂo«(//(/ m//(/o/f m// will further f@/}f(/{/{(&/ maodest annuilies /?//f them - /?m, (,ga(/
‘ ‘ i ]
dammn it - SFotarted in /y(”) with /mé/ufnd(// ayzf/ﬁa//zﬁ/ée(/c/my did many a richer lad than
Y,
me cw/y/ farm. cawsing them le dyinte cm(/yamé/(f their maoney away in stoth. New . J
7 Z Z Z 7
come lo y&m eﬁ@f?d@, as /ym(/ /{”yww, féafym& are a//fea(/y/ tired with the malch y(,«/(/ fave
17 [ 17
macde, and think ymmjejé ay(((/ deal é{yﬁe/ﬂ- minded and maore /@%ﬁﬁ[dé/@ fécm/oaw
C - O [

7 ) , . : .
ald &6(’7(’ Q%ﬁw/ with /és /(/‘/{7/1/ frands and manners, é/{/ycw/ COMe /((,-m, a//am({y/
naotr as /)00//6 a@s churcl mice becase 0/}0{(%/2//1{&/6 4 /'//yh{{%%/ neestiments. fm /mg/w/

a /fmafg'af/yﬁ c/é Z/f(kéd and morlar, and ﬁeﬂo’e a o/@//mﬂ and (z{f/fmme o ycw/ - a
7 ¢ g 7 g P



(/a/(*///ﬂlé)yyé/f/ beneath that ﬁ/lﬂﬁ(ﬁﬂ(ﬁ{‘d(l//ﬁ - whe i he, //;7 lo come tnlo q/fw/mm when
/)ot(r:r ald U)'m{;/fw hats cocled i toes up. @/cw/ wonld 6(3/0{07?(,/ mw@yﬁ when that lime
comes (o remarry - and nice ezwqyﬁ /00/{”(?/% lo allract Sudlors. %}Mé&/m& réch would
altracl the wrong sort, $c gj mean lo (neesl ﬂlwlyﬁ maeney thés  year - o cade ej die - lo
provide g with 42 00/). @. ~ an adequate incame lo live. e collage would be sold
under the terms of the will and the maney bequeathed ﬁ//ﬂﬂg/ between all parlics inelu ling
/0(0 40 /%df/yﬂl& would have fgﬁﬂ(/ domewlere lo rend. ?%{0 would be f(é’@/{(/y’ and
ﬁmﬂﬂ'dymé/a g%/wwzgy five, Showld Lff/le (dﬁ/{y -//1/6/0(0 wonld receive £ 300, at
//z///y <z 400 and so on é/wmmﬁ/z/(l/(@/ éy L0 eacéyf(tw zﬁy/mwe/. {%ﬁ annelies
would (?6*/8///?//[/(///’/ /47?{/(%@ 4 er my death, in which lime, / rechon, g should be
able /q%/@(/ a new mate lo dote on as 6/8//{176(/{/// and as /afm/y//y as /0(// do an me. ﬁ
would /Aﬂ/%we 5@/{%)%{}/& lo lock q/%é/é old //em/f/r/e inle lo his (&ﬂ/ﬁ/zm//@ /fam, mzf//o‘m
would be a ///f/p/%ﬂ/ lo enlertain ﬂ/y f/lﬁ{yéﬁj lo the ﬁmzt/faf%, éyﬁ/ ezm/ﬁ}é/e r///fé/y

m% / them red mushrecms in the (;é/?/mgﬂ lo Jois /fdéé/’//i(f/.

~ 2, Y
% then, sel (1;(/1/}/1,5[ the value g’é/}j relations, was the sum 0// //1/ value lo % %@m
Lﬁﬁ(}i)ﬁﬁ /);7 Uocd and dissolved wwy and mz/ resclution le fech /;b the e/ﬁr//j ﬂ(/{/ do
/2,/;5 ainfully made te restrain iy w{ymwm/ m;éaé(ed and ﬂzy r)//}é/é/f(f/)//)/e(/ inclination le
dislifee frime. f almaest threw the leller onle %e/fm bt a sudden féalf/(/éf chgyfl/ 7}9{/ fand.
Cypo , . VA . . . ,
e had written it when very druntk. %/@/ recolleclion y” it and then wiser counse have
N
//«’d/d//(f(/ (/,,,,5,y, a o’(}éﬁ/f&/% (/{14//@ S orhats. upon 1és relurn hiome, he will, /mméy
(l/)(r/(ygf Gr thase insills.
Cypo . . . .
J’% fad aceused e ¢, m//z//zm/y/, and with that in mmd, Q%ﬂm?f wp le the égf/mam, /51/[
the lelter in aﬁ@% @fwe/(//e and (//f(/é/a/ i behind the chest c/ drawers /;éa//z/ which he had
dood it 4%/107/ (11/[1//1()’/ the wall.
V4 7
y 7 ,
1%610/7ﬁ(5€//00€(/ correcl. Yy (fﬁ//y(z o NS reliern, locled ('If«ﬁl/é/t%f//y/ aé(//)'/ma{ and u(?

/émt(?/(/// composed //&yd% was able to /é/d/y f/ﬁe/émfé c// fée/@z ecl (nnceend. eﬂm[/a/ and



//efle(/ fime with a fiss on the (%ﬁfﬁ /?w//?(/ Y2 rj////)()/@ (/)H(//C’(///«’()[/ fim (/y/(/do/ of wine
which he /f(f/{//a”(f(/ with aq mf////() (/ isq j/// )17 f/m/;/)()(/ /;/AJ/(///J and im me(/r//()//
redescended. looked at me /?awfam///// and cw/{m?{ %j A@({ﬁ/mc/ a lelter which fie had

/)/dﬁfﬂ/ “absent - mé/m{%///y/ “on the fa//égy in the bedroom. :%; ezwe/nlé@ fad not been
addressed lo anyone and - I could tell fre was praying - T had not cpened . Qfma//?(gyf%/
/(f/?{j//z deurprise and assiured him . I had not seen i, c/fﬂ%/y then lo pul him in a

//feﬂf’ﬁamwd é/ 61%7@7(/1/7 that it m{yﬁl éaztg/d/de/z/ behind the drawers onle fég/bm@ and
‘f&/fa/ /c/y( wp lo o’ea/m/gﬁw i, wéﬁm/;émz foe r;é/fmy lo /41}4 vel and said he wa((/ai g
(47/((%0/1)/;/(// mee lo the filehen lo asfe {%)/uzd/z lo balke an c;é/é/rf // (72 /é/w/(ﬁ/y,

%1 fe came back down he said with a weak smile that le had /w‘( cund i, and must

fave mislaid it dbewhere. ef/? 4és clenched hand eﬁ(’((/é/ dee ﬂ//a/{%/ % white, and as j ,
turned to arrange a bowl g%me/@ , a%é/‘?y %jmf the letler was my/ﬁufy (i/ /Jﬁ;é(iw/ﬂ/ﬂ(ee,
efy/ﬁ/}éo/mf Aif}?yﬁ/z/itf/y i on %ﬁﬁ/{(@ as he /fﬁ///ﬂ/ in the /zgya/{kre, d(/ly//?y o was (i//z{/y/ 17
reminder te a customer lo seltle an account.
ﬂmze/ﬂa/e now that /s Shame /qy (s in /AQ’%W’W&([/(I/((/M and content (r//)/l(A /mw(r‘/(é//zy
denliments /’(?[(///’6745/% fiés 9/)0//0’6, than in /%e//aﬁt that he liad been so wwise - due lo
nloxiealion - /fo%é/g/(/ them 5eé/g/7é%ﬂ)}7ﬂllﬁf€{// diseovered éy fer. «%/}/ 1és 9’/)0://,% fots
the ac ﬂm?lgfm ‘q%ﬁm éﬁ(i{/ﬂiﬂ/y/ nowe hés true mind, while he harbowrs no suspicion that she
fenouws.

(o, S frawe deen yel anclher agpect o Wy Weson which s cven mare repellent than his
/:/waén@, il~temper and viclence ~ thase - Fhave even excused mzymm?(zﬁ //fm('o‘mj//y/
stated. But this was an act o (//d/g/(//{y compounded é/ mwzc/mv‘{y, and whitst I fonow
that a second sin i /209?(4{‘%6{/ or /211//?%[/ éy Qﬁm’l;. what was my little (Ae(«e/ﬁf[(m/ with the
letter - or indeed m;///ﬁ/fi(/d[e fé(i{gﬁlﬁj am//mzme acts ;/M/pﬁ z/@ %a(/ been ashamed -
ccw;é(///f(%/ with hés uller ccw/z/(f///;é( /m’/ //z(/@ > / 1hés 6 hés idea c// ///aé/'y and (f/w/f/a/z/?/y,
why sthould - j/w/mm’/ and o‘é‘gy/ fim @ . j/ e will dissemble, then so will A /



(1

»

Y0 . .
Hannal has drawn lo M// allention the Sate / //z/e//(//://f(/e/z/. @M are /Aweﬂle/wy lo
& - C
cictee the df}’d(ﬂéﬂ/f///fy/ //[m/o’ 7 (ﬂéé’(%ﬁ({{]fj are a/wam’yﬁmna/ and some /';bﬂ/zz@y/. @/}p
é(m//a//a/ dome cul, She said, bul it needed (/ﬁm/(/ more 1%0/{0{(74@/ and my///mf/y/, and
& 17 7, 174 174
. (Y Py . . .
éﬂﬁmﬁg that “Waster " did not want me te gel my fands (éwy - 6/1{) daid thés with that
. , . . - L, Yo .
rﬁ//y wm/é) - dhe had ancther duggestion which {fimy/zi consider. Her cousin. Yacob
was @/’(ﬁ((//&/zgy/ﬁmm and what with /a//}zézfﬂyﬁm'déef/, and with m%e/y'ﬁéj 172 féeﬁe/afj less
C C & -
my@zf cy%/f o/a(¢/zfy2/n, éeﬁmm/ Almdejg 55 in demand. Jé vr a o%(//lfny/ @ (/(cy fﬁ/ay/mﬂ V7
¢ - C - - 17 17 -
vy
(l/ﬁ, foe could come odd limes lo /1'(49/ //l(fywl(ﬂ/,ﬂ/?/, / C/,%l/}/ﬁ/’/ wowdd alle.
% //wly/w c/ the Strawberries /(;b(f/u'/y and / 72 ak@yan/(m/ /éj my z}ééﬂ'/d an thés dull
77 _ 7 (’ 7/ (’
Wiy afperncon. I hnow that & U refuse it for, Jaeats te b engaged,
/zy %gmmam ¢ nor hal 60//?6 will /%oe mz// /feya@//fm wacch lo e e/ﬂyaye /,
[ - 1 1 - 74
ClYy
80 (f shall assert /};y (?/zr/e//)mn/e/me and en @ye fim ﬁu/dejé withoul fe//m;/a fiém. Jﬁé
never bothers lo look oul the back and /ﬂ(xié o away éyﬁ(m in the (%@M?ﬂ(w foe will
never fncw he has been. ﬂm’// ch the d/u'//é/z/y//fom lly Lcwsehald allowance. s shall
& - ¢
2,
be cur secrel and Q%zwaﬁ shall fencee it is.
% 771,ci//0/u77;7/, she showed me how le draw mz(//)/fgﬁﬂ/m a/éw/ and «j am/nwr/ j
could do a yﬁaa?bé. «jf should make a éeﬂ//l%?/ dtew with the enions and carrols
2, ' : 7z
L%/)mwmﬁ écwyéf. ¢ /(/ Shall My and do /w%zfﬂy/ lo anncy Cg&r‘w /€. a%%d// c%/eaw lo be
O 17 17 17 e
the attentive /(% and w//y?)wm lo hés e;z%ef/aﬂ'(wd - ﬁ//f/ as /(r/zy as thés mqu'cgye lests.

% //zy inward //w{yé//j and intentions are shall remain my/ (rww//f///(//(a business - as
( 1

1éS der.

Q% hats become clear lo me that hés dedlarations qﬂ love were lthe resull G dcme
/{7/@%@7}%&5/@ delision. %)a/(em deems lo lake less /ﬁd%y’mm 1722 7}/27 éa(//y/ and even (e55 in
my conypany ~ why showld he. when he lias his bottle @ Qf// fé(;/?//iwm(ﬂf case, may be
becaise e,f/zame lalen lo mad/z/i/y/ less (1/)’0’6‘(146(}(/47, the more lo malch hés slale / /zyymue
%&f @&/{M(/ﬂ/% S decided to m/é/ e/;ma‘/// the /%745 le makes when . ...ch, i i loc



a@ymﬂhy lo deseribe, but it seemed f(/; y/a///j fim.

%@/ﬂ was @ m/y)/e maore il-matched! QZ/ Qf/)m/)(rzje a walle, he winees d//?(///)(/()?//j lo hhés
dore fenecs: / a game. 0// back ganmen, fe declares that it bores fhim.: / f /e/ lo /é/ﬂ vy o
read e him, he stritees his head, and say: /J that masic and books raltle lis brains. J‘%
conversation 6 meagre. - ﬁ/ be tells me the tale of fow s %1()}/?// Yom a ,((,,(/f
and (gt wp quite wunscathed again, I swear - I shall ran dereaming 7 from the room.
aﬁa Lf/oﬂ/ﬁ() that reom.! ()/d///g/’ /(r/@/ /c/fmm dayuzy nolhi ting. me /((11&4/27 or
d€{lli/£/(/; fiim d/)/)//z o /y(///éugy wine. @/2/ many COCAS I, gf/(r(r/é /}é le ﬁﬂ(/ fim
daring al me with a scoal which F return with a false smite. SF nine, /m[ yawns and
strelehes and ullers the same /r/zym() — I it be up al five, lo sty alive, away é/ diw, lo
build my bricks. "

%{/ then, fémp%//y, eﬂﬂﬂﬂ ny solitude.

a” ) 2
Moy 17"
/) , g . . 72,
]/Mﬂé & a tall, handsome /{e//ﬂm (y/ aboul three-and - fmeﬂ/y/ will (w///// blend hair. Qz%j
- - &
fyﬁj are e and méschicrcws lifee 1is cowsin 5 but there i (ly(ﬁf(%lfé/ﬁ 0/@/&/2@’4 and
. .., . . R4 ) . R
//(IF//ZF//@)'IQ/ q@b/y{/[f (00 hhés countenance and manners than in that %1 a/é @ maid. g%
“ cz/we//;%/ bronzed //l//fﬁly(/l/ /ﬂ(zﬁ%()y(/ in the cpen and his ey()/)/m//o’ and ()749/(1/ hes are
7 7 7 Y, 7
(wmuw//é/ dun-Ueached. Jay and. fune, he said with a/z/mamzi blt and é/(yﬂ/) were a
dlack lime on /ﬁeﬁwmfj and fe was Ky/aﬂ/’ lo be able to earn a little and do me a little y[/(/(/.
%ﬁ/o /cz/ie/é/béyffl/je foe smiéled 50 5671(1/(7727@/, that gfea((/c/ @/zﬁ// relurn hiés y//é/a
7 747 1 [«
. . . ) 72, .
(/@//f(/[/zy my resclve lo mainlain a/é/fa/éeyé distance. L)%/ma/f Streech i 700(/ ~
ST T 7
natwredly across the rj/w/(/(/ﬂ//()w 15 “(;7/%/6(/(’//?(,‘(7 ’ //w{gy/z/ e,f/él%(/ lo 4pcl in what ”"fﬂ' /e
fad 0/(?/2(/{%0{
gﬁaaleﬁer/ /5177/2/5?077& the bedroom as he ercuched (/(iw//z, 0/)6/@-/@79/«/ f(i/ﬁ/ﬁf weeds inle hés
buclet. % din had come round le shine inle /ly windeow o that %ﬂﬂd dere that its

. ., Clypo . . .
/’(/1%/(0/2/ wowld conceal me - but it did nat. ﬁ)%fé(/}/ loc ”m/{/ /;é and then raised /is bare



, . Cypo
armn tlo wave al ne. Q% the same indtand, Tannal came cul (/ the balehowse and was
/00#/1/2/// wup al e loo, dmz/hy//. Qf/(glyfr/ al the curlains - as / thetr doswre had been //1/
1 c 4
inlention all ({/ﬁ/g/(/ — and drew the scene le a 0/06@, féa@yﬁ ﬂm& dere gfw/(/c/ frear

them /alg/(/éé/%,

Fhnow noew, (/ﬂ%/w/ //m/ywm dilence belatens ane of twe //mgd. Cither &w// will
nol d//(uﬂ/cw lo é/fm;y me sclace in a dream - in which case he i a eruel éa?/z/y/; or there
s ne such fééﬂy/, ne heaven, ne mgydj ~ d//l(//(/‘(&, @@/{d , are f/mé/ dead. as dead as
O ¢ ¢ &
the mallard (é%[(%,é/{[ thése 7/00‘77?/// //may/z/a” inlo my fead, // (y%% ﬁﬂ/é fad gone.
7 7 7 “ - - <
P
ﬁewy& relurned l(//?(f{lf‘//)(%’/(’(lgy/ (7(6/(//7/ and tessed the mallard he had hat en the river lo
Cyy> ) . , . . .
C‘)é/mwmﬁﬁw fer te draw mzc//)/lmé, Arww;yﬁ//}l lalren the axe lo ils head. . da/ymgy w was
‘ 7
loc thin le have e‘//m{g/ﬁ meal (mﬁw a meal bl would be nice in the Jf(/("/”/)ﬂf. QW[(
) o
musl fhave Sown (ﬁjymﬂ, /5/6 @5/60776 /{/:/(7%6[/ at me and said that there were //()/?/7 mare
17 - & & 17
y//a(%jn/y/ cul there.
aj// was a é(fa///ﬁ/ crealire, é/f/'[/&)’(*ﬁ/?/ywe(m and blue. . ﬁcw/z/ naol A(f%é but (fvm/éa//'(e/ 7
, 2 ©
slechness with %f/dl/mﬁ / &eﬂ/yﬁ and /is /éﬁ(rfé- marked e 7/9/)/&1*/?0’//7/. (/)/%2/ fhad y/kfe//z/
- - 7 7
Jiém the ré/rjéf lo afé/)/f/k/e i, lifee e, (f ///?@

Yy ) S L
Cyr . . .
% malher has wrilten le me le ash how we fare and whether there i any J/y/z o a
é(}é//ﬁ/ event.” ﬂlmm naot whether lo /d{gyﬁ orery al the nalion. Q//&ﬁ/{/{/ ef/fe/)//y/ and
: )
tell 0/%6/6 qﬂ the myfl/ deene al %I{/d@/{ly é/fem%)’f in late L(’///f{/ @/46/6 my recovery when,
= . - Yy ‘ _ Y Py
in positive and oplimistic mood - I raised that very y/mjfimz/.«@ ¢ ﬂ,f«w/(/ coneeive and
glve birth, . I tcld him. then my nervcs depressions and anaielies would (. Feven
p :
. . Z .
dllyyfdfm/ that we lie maore 0/%/2/ faya%mf and that on these myﬁly’ ﬁfﬁlyf should restrict
AT - % ¢ %
. . 7 . . Clyyo .
hés /7/(«})’66 of wine. I shudder lo recall his reaclion. J_%m could we %ﬂ/ a child, fe

Shouded, unlil his bisiness cﬁu@ were 4(%///(1/,9 (/%y/ was e,fw éﬁ;/)/@//f/c'(ﬂ/ and. o///é/ 72



) (Yo . .. .
77/ 6.9 Q'Z/% ﬂ(fm/f[/, fie o/m(/, 1S wine lo rela A//m/jf/ (//%e/f (Iﬁ///«’ﬂll/yﬁf (/@7 al we w/é,
., 7% , .
stracneng mmy/ém lo earn m(m(y lo clothe mzr///ea/ me. J')(?///w could e treal as sincere
‘ / ‘
my (ﬂ{}%/g/ﬂ 72 m(rmﬁ()y//mz[ inlercourse - fiouwr Qf(v/féma’mmd lo hear that word - when he
éﬂem/fz// well what a chore i was lo me.(/)

e . . , . ]
Teannah had been in the fitehen and. /tﬁ/f//é(’f/ told e she fad lieard (%W//ylém 'y 1iés
raised veice had wltered. (Hhe smirksed later as . I ashed her to tange cur bed linen.
% what reascn O) - dhe seemed le be (560/2(@/{02/7/.

“, . vz . ‘ , 7% o
ter Still that (/ay/, /ewye renewed héis attack on me, Aaﬂmy/ feard Hannal 41/7111/(/
17 17 17 ( 7
a dmg/ Qj fad composed which sthe had coerfiead 7/1(%//%1«(1})’/777. (/9/@ Qj /ﬁﬁ/é(/(m and
. /. . ) Ty .. . . . Gy,
/mm/g/ maid in question P I denied it of course, but my erimson face said otherwise. e
souted that e wonld have fée/imm remaoved and sold - my oistrement, nol s - ﬁf
wasted m// lime on such méserable nensense.
O
T Z) T 7=
Yl d///(/, wunderband mﬁ/mmz/ (9)/%?/2 (gewyﬁ é(m{ 7@/&(4 lo % (92(:) o dhe came lo me
lo a///ﬁ/ﬂyz}% Gr being 5o /ﬁﬁ(yé[/(w mz(//mﬁﬂ'dﬁf/ never lo 411127/ the dmy/ aqain. @/ef Qf
a7 7 7 Y Y e

am certain that She dang i on furpose m/@/menj trcuble between ws.

%ﬂ// wa//f/f(& and tell my molher / all these matters and mcvm.@ %a// S /,fel/ fer how

) /(406/’(}%?/ {j /((/4 Grward to &()ﬁ/y/ 4 /«'flaw?ﬁwfi/ the inn and to our ;z/y)/m/ bliss in the
dark as he tries cursing me, with éff//y Jumes, lo become ()///)///é/()@ NG, rather this. qj/
wzf/y/ mm/éeydmz/ shall discover ﬁgy/'(wwm/ one distant (/dy and read q/ my stttectttert

//U/ ieaniernt, when ﬂ(uf() laten m{//y'/(z 728 d////f(f/y/ mu, then f%a// Va4 (’{Iij

%(l// Lfaw/z/éﬁéf lo g/ﬁ?éﬁﬂ ere . fyﬁ @

a” )
Moy 14"
i %I[,‘(ié foats ém//yﬁl the yaw(/(w/ (b@f(y%m condition and now aﬁm?/ (y)/waafe////df Lo
. p g . %
) L )
mmy/ strawberries there will be / the warm weather holds. % with the :(/jﬁ(’f@/‘ and

Senathan, I cannc prevent images a/ﬁ(wé entering my head and S have fareswarn



the (é’é/)ﬂ//fﬂlﬁ remedies Qf a(r/(/r/)fe(/f % Qj Ad//)y and contented with //Ly Lucshand, were
Qf an older woman , then {j would, éaateymmmﬁ f(//éﬁ()// /(/m'//y - /{,,( the /Aﬁ/g/él which
C - C O -
; = )
/)/f(%fﬁ(/ed the deed is, as the @0@/@/2&1 %&/iﬂa’m& never lired q/ddyzfnfy, as wicked as the
S0 [/zjef ﬁw((/c/ tell foime that my armaoir “ /)/6/"(’6(/ - nol éy ﬁ;y/ lack qﬂ delerminalion
- bt é/ the /lfl/f/ly(’//m(’/ and ins, ?‘/kz/zﬂy ﬂ/ the very man in whase Cuuse it was donned.
A A -~ 7 -
S have to admit to mm”% that my young émy 4 c/(‘o”dc/l(%(%é fenece my dreams and
7 Va7 - 17
EI7¢ ', (% 4 2 ,/g/ /, A y 104 '/,,‘ / a /,7 4
c/(gﬂ/ﬂfdﬁld ~ fégy/ w;/y{/fm 74 C/zé/ loo /ﬁ()meyfl///, Q% does nol éfﬁ or (J{yﬂyj that L//eﬁa//
%
the doclrine that the union (// the seaes i3 the instriment c/ @90(//?/ the /ﬁ/f(m/fe[mfmz c/ neur
7 Yy , . ,
/(// //f . ﬂ/w{{/ﬂ now thal 5/1%/:/(/( 1%012/ does not desire a child - or does not /(yaﬂ/ o
a cl//éﬂ'cw'(y cver the inlerests c// 165 brothers and their 0/9/&/@7/% - or, indeed, ﬁ/ 165 clare.
° ! ¢ ) )
%{7%’ re then, am efﬁm//wle(ﬂ) e%/cw/mt end Should my/ vou 0/%/’//%2//2015 be /"e/f»,

§
even I%(ilyﬁ e%%(l// nevey éefﬂ(y/ i in an aclual (éﬂa/?)

Y 4
%{ 7S
% three (/ﬂ%o/ c,ﬂﬂﬂﬁ been unable lo summaon (;ﬁ the inclination te write in fiere. %
merning &60 rqe weas agacn /m;y///}éa/éefw when L/e%é/(u/za/ that my Mgﬁ?d/ /f/ﬁcl/yy
Cyro . . . i
fad returned. <J§/ e was in an evil fﬁﬁ}é@}’/ dute le an eaeess o/ wine last /zg/(/éf and acesed
me n/ éaf/gy/ mom/?eé/ﬁ than an dld weman, 0/ lrying lo malee him o/(/«/»’//{(/ﬁ% me when il
017/1( le be lhe oppedite, for fe had te bear greal /f&;écw/w'é&/{?y oy weary Shoudleders,
Z 7
fwen/y;yeawj aleler than mine. c%é/d forse was dull and /cljﬂy fe said, with a clear threat
- A
2
i his vaiee, he look a whip lo il. L%(/ then he lefl with a greal stam of the deocr.
2
ar . . i 7
% an howr e/([(’(’{(/(/ e /m/ﬁ///zy, /é/(l my mind te /w{%my/. Q%ymaﬁ émayéf me a
17 C 17 O
chamaomile tea and scme é/’(%{/ﬂ/é&% bt gf(%w/(/ eal /m//z/)/gj//. M/{(/ lold e that the c/ay

was warm and 0/(,’60/‘, that the strawberries were /’95(’//?{7/?/?/ and ma//y almaest /((fac/r?/ /o‘//{%,

ej/(i(///?(/’ myde// 7/{(’1‘6 alone there and the warm acr did revive me a little. LZI fﬁe/{f/c/

é(ymm{ the /1/17 lamdbs w(em/(aékf (/15/ (ma%o‘///& the woods the roaks /m/}JIZI/ ('{1//67/?//(1/.
C C - & & 17



g/)ﬂf/g/ was al i /}Mdi/’/;/ﬁ//é and. 9’&(/%//7727/ s ﬁ@%@% (/éy/f()ﬂ/z/ liveries. Qj should have
( bV, 17, _ _ Yy,
7 = e
been at the feart 7/ all this, not at its F[//(,ﬂ/ hen foé(wdr/éf with dread (y” C///ﬂ:jmz 4
relurn in the ()1/672(?/%, q” the lerrible /0/17 ditences, q%(})’ (/1’677?/{”(;/%, q//f/})’ decwds, 0//4/6
- 2,

cdowr - and as j/ﬁﬁ/é’f[/ ~invain - le the heavens /@/f/ a dy//z 0/ %ﬂ%// @a@ L o
durans (%mze/@hy aver, so dose, lo each ather, so much in harmaony, in such mcf(%wy (j”

Y 17 A -
my mquye that - ﬂ/mjf ol q‘/ycmw o (ﬂ()/%m/y.
ef/?f// al that instant a dl//'cw/y/ emzdﬁ/m/y/ frand en ﬁy Jéaa/a/(&/@ and %0%1?/% %d{f, (%{&/ﬂ

7
all, ﬁgy/ /)/fa/ymf fad been answered, and that &F[f}yf fad returned te make amends, f
lurned. .. .mm’ﬁmﬂ(/ 7751/,4?/ daring. nel inte hés narrow eyes, bt inte the find eyes (/
SJacob. I could nat prevent myself sobbing and ran from him and past an astonised
Cyyo - Ly ) . .
Jﬁfmm% wup lo my/ reem, where L/(ié/fede/zf/y/ /cm/(/mdé on éaf/- éyﬁzﬁ //% cerlains drawn
Z / 7 - 7
?/ N
lo. % distress has eatasted 7/&6%(/}‘//&6//6 and Q//M'///Mée naoe.
/ -

Q% was méd - fl/(,’//’//l/(/i(/iﬁ/ when aﬁl’{}é& c% was warm and af'(/)(e//w(/ a winddour. «’3/7/:;//1
//l(.’/yll/l’(/(f//b . j/l(.’{l//’(l// /e//({(//(é dy//(fa/i as //((i?ﬂ/ a rabbit (ﬂ/g/z/ ina /wc;é, and //117/2/4(2/&/(1/
C_L ﬂilﬂd/ﬁ fad set one toc dlose to the é(i/fd(y@ a/ya(?mjf /@y 649’&/{@’4 wishes, j %mw'a/ dotwn
lo see what could be done. @/2/ 6&77(7{7 the back door, j ;rea/ide(/ that the eries where not
/’07}2/ an animal é/(//m/i/& %D/ma/{ - audible /47/(%(574 the lop windouw / the balelowse.
(/% sthe il - or worse, waoﬁc(/é (d/ac/”(?/y 4()/(@ - /f/’ fe was nowlere lo be seen. j
was about to (}éeﬂ,/ the door when the Jyllméf turned to cries 0// elation. ﬂcw/c/ not /te/ﬁ but
/)emﬂ o z%mlg]ﬁ the window and was rewarded with the d{yﬁf (//émﬂ on her bed 7/(//6
nated, with her /ryd erossed cver the /Aw/oj/én///(// back / ver eylzd/{// nated cousin/ C/)Lﬂ/ﬂ/)f
7 /(&c() was contorted in W)/cu((m[ ageny but Se was ﬁmééfy/ the sounds gﬂ M’é%dﬂ(/ (/(//yﬁf
%{/ 7720%6//%4/}«’{;//// c/)(w(%/ fer (;yﬁj d////(e///(/ daw me, bl did not breatk cf (/% mst my
ﬁﬁ(/&()ﬂ, unable lo lock ((/my/, fave ltold éﬂ/ﬂ?) {feﬁ//zimaa/ lo wateh until all was 7/(/'([
and was ulterly astonisfed to see, Jacob roll away cnte i3 back . revealing a male

7 , )
member 6427(’66(477??/ Cgﬁ(xlyf 5 lhree- 0/’/%((%/{/ in /6/?7/4/, almast as /G/y a’ my/ﬁ,@@,’m/
o o S 7 : -



with such ﬂ//),/ﬁly) (&/2(//7/7. aliin le a ywe(/i o”//fawéemy. e,f Juerried d(//(l%a went upslacrs
17 17 &
and dlosed m/ door. <,f(¢cw/(/ ﬁmf(/// breathe, /;y chest was s fg'/f/ﬁ/. 1f realised with
(/l}g/(////jt that rj wats wel belour il could nol resist the /0/3/6 lo o’fl//%@/dﬁ/éﬂ/y desire within
ﬁ;{d@ﬁ,ﬂ wntil rj loo was m&mu’@o (ﬂ(’/ﬁ//fdrj/&/@, as (?/zyé/feﬂ('aﬂd (/@yaéfmmd q{%ﬂ({/ LI
¢ R R ,/, . ) . .
and Decter Runnels, andy thés time much mere 5o, @s S imagined ' Jaccb lying with
y . . '
me, NeV - on me, within me, maving that /ugiﬁ c;/}/)(am/c{{/ﬁ back awa%//fé/z/.
‘ ¢
1L J‘%m//mﬁ came inte the /éd//f/ﬁll/l«’/ much later gﬂa(/ co 7/}0&4{%{/ ﬁgyzjejé aymw and
¢ - &
was o//arzf/gy/ nle /ﬁe/{nﬂ. @/;f daid that she had seen me in /Aﬁyﬂd@{eﬂ/ carlier an while
dhe was (f/?/(fw/m)ni/y(/ﬁwé, and assumed - I frad é(fe/z/)/’(%/?/y strawberries. <Srom
belind frer é(mﬁ with suclh a /»’67(/('(1/1/ loch in //md@/b/’(flly/ (.’1/(.’{5, e J/{/w/y/)m(éw(%/ w/éo/ c/
7 7 17 -
g
crean ﬂ//?(//ﬁ/aﬁf(/ it an the table. @4{) went le the window and locked cut le where ,f&(«vé
g Cyro .
weas ﬁyy//?y j sood mzc//mf/za/ foer there. C')é/e//ﬂ /l/vj were/)ﬂ/rfe(/ and %cw/(/ dee fer
V4T 17 7
teeth clenched as she /y/}fy}/)a/ the sill. ﬁﬁﬁé twrned and thrust the »}/)/’/ (y’ the z}/)a(de dech into
. . Cypo .
the scil te the A{//, waved al Jﬁé&mmﬁ and bowed (%zziract(glaw////y lowards me with a
o )
/0‘({//((}%/ c/ the hand. Q%ﬂ/ foe thrudt i3 feands inte fiis /éa(%e/d and locked at the w{y
Cyo , Yo . ‘ ‘
Q)%//ma/z/ ylyy/ﬂ/ L)Qé (s an my)/w/,ﬂﬂf/?//mﬂ, she declared - fe /Acwyﬁl fe was a 7ﬁﬂ(/
g IO - & ,/
7% . .
ﬁm‘(%ﬁw mfy 7”/ — bt She could resist him. L‘Z%w was e,jfﬁ: inlerprel this ather than as a
- 7 O
f{e(w’é'@]w mﬁc’/{”e//y / me, /g‘//ﬂ she had dmf(/{(,/ deen me al the window / the éaé(%ﬁ(/dm@ gji
even cecurred lo me that, éy the velume q”/m/f/ eries, she had f/e/[éeﬂaffé/ swwmmaoned me
there to wateh.. I turned lo fer and told her she was a éy,&oem’/e - at which e /myéf%/
even lowder. - ﬂ/cy/)(%/ her face. (Jhe dowly ook her head and asted what was wrong
with me, é/w{y/z/ fer eyes said she fnew. s made me blush and Qj/(% the windeow.
Ve > 7 = 7 N
%}fe caime a fa/é al /ﬁfﬁ(uﬁ[ docr. <%/fe dlaaa{ %&(«05, 0(9& in hand, as ”(?/g/ /é@ m{yﬁf
. : o . - 72 - '
fave a drink c/ water. Ljﬁé came in and g/(/ watched as L)_'%yuméﬁ//e[/ foim ay/aw and
. . 3 . ., Y
l/e/y/ a”/ﬁw@ fanded il le fhim. {6/050//0 dsmiled al me as / é/ /é/feuwwmz/{ﬁ//wn/. fﬁamzd/&
C & ¢
declared that new the sun was come ol Se ({/ﬁ/{/{//}/{fé strawberries /0/ me unless Qf/m(/

maore M{yﬁ/zi maltlers /0/’ ler lo attend lo. gﬁg load tried a//{ﬁ)%, rope dt/{m/xéemy earlter
c - 7



and it lvad been very //)/f(//,j(um she said. /2//[&/}/1;/(// ,]&mé who 9/)///6(/ 4is water and looked
& C
/)//jj/ﬁ// and furt. %1 foe was y@/w o, e asted m///tﬁ/j@ CONCerI / tj was il or

A _ _

embarrassed. ej/fﬁ/[/ fer “neither” - the air had @/2{% become ﬂely dose.
( O
~ , , P 3 . ”
'%am yow al the windeowr, %,} %@m "Soe a%&}b@md “(/%;e/re/ﬁ/ayugy a /yame
C ¢

“Hgame?”

I was d/wa/m{leyam& (// theirs, she declared, /fm é/mﬁ/@'t lime (1u%yﬁ/z(zifzﬁ (Mwm@.
o LY, -
g/w daid she frnew Qj could /zcz{f/dy/ %ﬂfyﬂﬁl@ with @/c/ %cn “and fnew that Qj
& C
wodd nat tell fiime qé what ﬂa{/ witnessed becase, / j lid, and i landed fier in
B
/m(/é/e, sthe waowld tell the whale % @Z/mm/ﬁ@é that (f/zac/ ('ycy(/f/ /M(/{f/[{iﬁy and wanted
lo foin in. 17/170 astonished me /t{///y m/m/a but é%//’(f/ e,jm(//(/ answer e /zac%imw(%/
(Yo
into the Kymm/e//?/ fa/mz ﬁﬁﬁﬁ «fwﬂlc/w(/ - and e saww me wath - as Q')ﬁﬁ//mﬂﬁ bent
and 4/(1’«(%6(/ (n aprovocalive manner /o/iﬂﬁ fﬁeﬁwll gﬁg locked at me loe and. with a
WY/ ) 77 20/, 1eI L rae one (Lo NeEr 1 ) o) " 2
smle, /é(%//)m/ a af/’dméepy, a ﬂ@/f(/ /r///yf one, e fer mcw/ﬁ, /’0//0?7 /;/) fer (;ypo lo the
whiles. f(/m//ﬁ the curtain. - /’wafj //’(;é/é(f(/ in a terrible ma/lw'@yﬁ and at the m(//'('y of an
T

lf’/?dd/(f//?/ ﬁ?(ll'(/ (MZ(/ a /(ld///l/ydd‘(/ﬁ/?ﬂl‘.

Yy, th

Mey 19

- s )

% %ﬁ%/?ﬂﬁ«ﬂ. Sannal was all smiles as y’i//@jfe/f ay liad not /m//)e//ze(rf %() had, e

daid, a J////f/)l'/}je /?»/ me, ay&/fefjeﬂf g,ﬁma/c/ /fm//;// @/%/rm'a/e. %/m/ 72 éﬂ/f/ e drew cul a
_ 7 17
bottle which contained a /6'7/{/?6/ 0/é 72 M//y /éa/eﬂfm{@ coloar. @Z@ daid she hiad talen all the
0{/6/0/;256 and m/m?y,/ drawberries inle the bakchouse, mashed them. added warm water,
C
o’/lyaw/ and yfﬂdf. t% was /ﬁe/eﬂﬁwﬂfa/ /f@)’/(/l, a gécmé/é/zy dl/fcmtéemy wne. tﬂ(m/
7 < - 7 o
d/mc;//d cund wine my/a/amé/e and harsh, and told fer I lad ne desive to dvink what
e cj[?/a/ g/;() smiled and /(;é/(()(/ that hers was sweel and nol strong (f/zmy/z/ lo cause
me /Wd, e/(l walched as she lock cul the J/(/ééek a//zc//éamfa/ a y/(wj . % was ﬁfdy//fmzf and
7 AN
%M@/w/m @/{6@7}2[/7@ é{/l'[%%idﬁ?/, and she took the y (701 d/aw& lo the windeow, mﬁm/z]a/
- 17 - 17 A Y,

therein the sun 5 brilliance. . f(‘(’(l/ﬂ/ nol l(efj/}j(/c/f//olaé/y fer, 6&/@(///{[ the y/a/}j lo my 4//5 as



e /)m}ja/ i lo me with a (‘/(/l’f/jﬁy/. Q% was ot Amfd/z/;, nol soer, but 4/4(4‘1%?«//4/// sureet.
7 - ' ) e ' :
‘ ﬁ/{di/é/ Qj drant and. Mf///()// 7}3/// /y/ag}j (//yam/. L%c/ ({7/102/. % Lead became @é[
7, ) 7 7 ; i,t - 7' ; 72/ ) ’”
and qfo’am lwo 0/%6/6 dmz/m///(//d(«e and fiad lo 5il down. Q}}wz& %f}f&ﬂ, Se
mé/};é@m(l @/;e fad. she said, ancther d/{//ﬁ/{oe even beller than the wine. j remember
fer raising é/my/afjd le my é/}) and dinging a 00/ /////aéy/. Thien, ina daze, unable lo
7 VA , Y 2
protes, SFwas /%(fa/ and carried in Jé/z()ﬂyﬁwé/ﬂ/ arms, wipy with blond hairs, and
, 7 et 0 er,
‘ /?,/l cld» f ﬁa@ /{yugy
%z/ (/@ came maore dear 7 lo ml/ denses, <j was 9{/17 I ”y cun bed, 7/{#@ nated. f
-/ -/ ¢ / ¢
. 3 Cyyo . .
tried te move bul could net. %y/m///y nated., aﬁ{lmm/& was /)/(/z}j//y fer /;M - ol horror,
: , 0 /
ol Dliss - o /Iy breasts and /l%//{’xj. gw’/ tead maoved down and <ﬁ6‘d/(’/(k// /m/(///[ the
f¢ »(r//ée//f/ fcw/yae nle my navel, t/(//f//uf/gy/ ﬁf/{ (77{6(/1 gyaj lo lock /¢ atl e with that m/y{//}%
dmile. %K 4//4{'/}&@(&/ e fad read in 7/;7/ gy@f, meﬂ?y/ fﬁm(yﬁ the bakchowse windeouw,
>
what 7/@// decrel wishes were. eﬁ/@'&/ lo /{(’//)/7 bt could (m/y/ 7/!04//1/. % whole 56(:/17/ (s
7 Z 747 Jé 7
cw/m as she maoved even lower /cv/[c/@ me with her /cwy/m %4(/ was éﬂ(%e/m/y an the bed
with her ﬂm}é raised. /@yé (/% ane fand She u’/wa/é/ rubbed. é@/{def and %{%{W}é@ﬂ(e{/ ~
o
/)mrf/y/ with lorror, /yeo/, but alse with a tervible desire. %f ﬁ[’ﬂé a/é/ﬂﬁf(%/ nlo my
¢ &
view, albso naled, 7%4/)’(547{7/%/ Y272 ﬁﬂyﬁ rod, d#?(///’ﬂ(‘@?ﬂlfl/ lo Sinke it rj/(/m/y/ and (Ae()/) nle
17 17 1
1)
fer ﬂmﬁ/% fer /(uyﬁ and (’/y ol - and me Shudder. Q%%/w fe moved. d/aw/y/, then
7a{n€(/ mementin unlil she seemed al the /é(ré/zf a/é é{«d/af)’y/ ~ when e )/(/é/éel/ and
g - Z
. . 3 . g Cyo oL . .
withdrew lhe fﬁm/y/, nouwr /y/xfjfenm/y/ with Hannah s jjuice (?). an incly al alime, for a
. . L o L L )
a’ef/ﬁmgw €[€/}~’//Mfy/. LC)‘/% Jfgé/ée(/ mmy/% m her and came lo the end 0/ the é(%&{ loch m//
¢ 7 - - C
/mmdl}jfm? andes in his hands and. z}ﬁma(/ my/ /fyd cy)mft ////zflll%(y am///(/yﬁ ne /@/{/ﬁw&
Y, g / : -
I an instant he was entering me very o’/awg//, ///uy me ch//// that - 5. //m(y(/zf I wwoidd
die with the ageny and the f/ufl//c/ it It did not take /(//7 éf/w() SFwas d/wa/xiny and
7, 7 B 7. V7
0’67(6077?[/2/7/ as a lide qﬂ (/f/g'yﬁi 6107% fé}fd{gﬁ meﬁmn fead te lee. Q%ZJ sl haee been
what 7/% sester O)%/ﬂl’{d m/’éeme/zea?f /0//6 fer lo lock 5 é/[og/f/[ %ﬁl//ﬂ/ there be a maore

. , .. 0
intense emation than this ‘_)



f f g Clyro .
Qfmmft éﬂﬁ(ﬁ/}ﬂ,ﬂ%/ cut and when Qﬁﬂ(/ée {f was under the covers. Q)%m/ i been
(Y , )
andther ¢, my wicked dreans @ N W Q,Zﬂ(//j nateed and between my /Ay/d was a huge
(/cm{”/(//ﬁ/z - jﬁ?ﬁlfﬂéfd[‘(/y/ J féaa/(/éf 0/ &f[f}yf 5 relurn. the sun éeuzy le the /(7/4{ in the
7 I / / iz

window, and. é{(//f//f('ff/é/ Lf/f;é/éel/ the z%ﬁf////?aﬁ@ the bed m?(//é(/l i inte the /6{10/2(//;(//. j
Jfilled a bath and sat for a while in the cool but com Crting water, /m Sached and was

dore. P the mirror my eyes were wide and my cheeks (/tﬁ/{%ﬂ/é/m(l S was @ proper

woman al last, il had . fjm//w(/? % fad been achieved qy(mzrjf my will becase g” the

wne. %cj lo UWeame %] fad en ,'(iyf[/ the acl z/@ fad éa{‘a/.ﬁo) %/yﬁyff/@ %f a

- ¢ 1o ¢ g

weak and wa/(ﬂy word lo deseribe such an eaperience!

77 . y . : . 7z

&(707{’/ 2 /;&)’/(11//@’ snoring as /ﬁﬁﬁ;&/{f/e/ this enlry. t/%) said /mw//é/(ﬂd(%/ e was lo see

me y/a'/e recovered and ay/om with lealth - and 5 could not /g&/y Lﬂ/// ezfe/ziyz/y/ we sal

in silenee, fiim a///f(i/%m//a and /l/AIW/é/%; me /@(1{/{7/27/ withoul /a/”//f/z;/f// in what e/(’ read.

a» 7 ‘7 ~ - )

%ﬁ(ﬁ hédden behind thase book covers, e/(’ could ﬁ{iyzdfa/z/(/// relive the events (// the

- 17 -
CYz, Z . 7 .
q/emmcv/z/. L%ﬁfe o, s (Y corge remarked, y/a/e c/od/y(e(zf ﬂr/)(ﬁw/zm the yzfo‘(/ and
natural date c/ Zﬁé/ﬁy alive - /y(%"(//él‘ me (mq%w (1// / my dex. . j{(m and ﬁa///(//(/// /(/1/1//
Cl ; . . 7
noe maere. “/‘%7/%”7 e85 than thés conlentment is due, Lf/zmﬂ/ («ﬂ/?(«//c(/(f, lo the fy}fmuﬁy
p p % c

cy//?/z//:(/eyllr/[e men (Izﬂﬂl’fl;ﬁy/ their power coer ws.

I could not resist flicking through the next pages and was horrified that after five or six the rest

were blank. How her infidelity had come, or had been brought, to George’s attention was now

my most prominent thought. My chief suspect was Hannah, but perhaps he had walked in on

another steamy scene. Or had Susan blurted out the truth in a quarrel? | was terrified that the

diary would end without an explanation. | began to see an alteration in her language and

handwriting - and the dates disappeared, as if time had ceased to be of importance, causing me to

wonder if she had had a presentiment of her death - or had even desired it. | had no way of telling

how many days had elapsed between the previous and next entry.

Qﬂm/e nol wrillern /M/ffﬁr a while, dearest @1]}/{/ ﬁ/ﬂ Qj have been much ﬂ(e(«/;/)/!()[é

7 ,/ ( ;)’ ) .

%}fﬂ & now no need te be maodest in my/ maode (j{/ address lo ym//. {g(/ L///ﬂfjcw can drink

away 1iés cares, tgnering me, then do can lgnaring him. Fam a&ﬂdy& qule sober 6/

the howur q%&ﬁ relrn.



g2 7L . . , g
L%(/mz/ as &%m//mﬁ é/(m/ya’ o a éa/f/e, 7}37/ Ae//z//ffﬂ/ﬂ(am and thmmé/e. Qj frear the
f}ém/e which ﬁ[’{/é wields 6&'//1//%/ Stammed into the earth and frnow that within minales he

2, , Y y - (Y
will be fere. % addressies ﬁ;{/ ////yfd wuntil cjﬂ/y J/f@ %@% while a%//)/maé
; ‘ I
mafﬁﬁaj, zjfmm/(?ﬂy/ /fyzj Kﬁéaﬁﬁ a/iﬁ/za@/z/(/ lo her mmzyé leasure. <Ihen il s my/ lrn lo walcl
7 1% 17 Y
1iés  great thick @né/)ud/z in and cul y”/m/f/. fmﬁny Jer dhing inside. Can she seream
lowder than me? e wager. Jace  protests that we prelend - but not I Tt i5 as s my
E 17
whale é(ra?/ o lrae w{/ /5/6 demelimes he can émfe/y/ maove inside me, «f aAn 8¢ Narree.
O - - ¢
CYy o . .. . . .
{Z%ﬂ/ﬂdﬁ'  like a cae, well visited coer /A@/yfﬂm dinee she was little maere than a dhild éy
¢ &
’ j . . .., / % D
fer dlder ém//mw, e declares. . /rj/w bore a child, it mﬁ(//c//a// cul on its head! How we
/my/w al pocr, eatiawsted, ﬂﬂr‘é s we drink maore wine which refindles cwr lists, (‘(mdlizy/
fréme fch//)/ffle/zc/ faﬁ//‘/m ef/myﬁ lo think (/ ﬁ;/// reserve and /ly CONSelence. %émfef/
aboul me.?) W cared that e/(’ was ranscmed inle marital J/mte/fy/ lo a man (i/ wlter
> Y Yy, . ' 877, .
m&é’rmﬂ{/ @ f)%ﬁ dicl i5 //)ﬂ/ﬁe/m. L)ﬁ/ﬂ “ ﬁ/ and Smells (i/(%(d A tasles. i)%o/ brealh i
7%, . . / .
/wd C)%a warty Aém/a/d me in mind / a load. f almaest vemdl lo /{%/(%’/ that fe entered
me with that d/(gylfﬁ /ﬁ/?/y/ bar / three inclhes /mzy/. ﬂ(r e fe i salisfed, that, 5/ /éS
( . _
/2«7/«%, («M/{)//y/ and /J/M(/ey//(my/ «j an ﬁﬂﬁ}é/ele//,/ e//fyo/f(;é/mf %{/ ée, the /%ﬁ/ canncl

7 7 Y, Y -

P@é/(/‘m lo Aﬁmﬁk/é %ﬁ/ﬂ/’eﬂ[ (%//‘//fye i e, he is so Wind and insensitive in that mar//,
thick stin/ %ﬁ[l/ﬂ( e discover all and throw me cul c/ the heose, (él(,’//é/ﬂ//?/ lo be heslesses in

) 7 / R
@/é@/@faﬁﬁ and. ﬁwﬁ can be cur butler and car servant! ! W douldt, many a /cwe{y/

. y 78 :
S have a headache and a’/m//yﬁ/ lo bed é%m Weson retwrns home. Hannalh will
m;é/dm/.

Y .
Q%[/o’@/& foats hrad foya an business lo %@j[eﬂ ~ Joe will not af'w///ye what the nature of it
i, bl qﬂ/mm 1és /(Ué/’y{.’/l‘ & based /A(f//f(z and that il i //ék//y/ le concern his CHill, Q)%) will
’ ) .
be lwe /zg///d cuﬂ(y. /1/(10//'//&/(;/ decided /oycv an lo see his brother %/mrd% o t%ﬁ/uﬁﬂm tf
&

was é%cw(/ consolalion le be /q? do alone - mm{ﬁeﬁé naol ammm{ /5/ he foats been fiired,



lo aul 4(%(//?134 and dlear ditehes on dﬁ//f/m the olher side (yé %%(f/f@/?ﬁdﬂh
2 5 -

e,%//l/’ﬂ//’/ came lo o({y /00(/42{//%[ and fissed and embraced me, which was maore than
/)/eﬂz)’mzf. %@ 00/2/?&)’?[/ y/(/{/elz//y that she é(m//?///ﬂ/z in love with me which shocked me al
//fo/ w yma(f deal - but maore, t iled e with zjemfd/'ay/, becase jﬁad/?rm%/ myz)’e/

- 7 - 7. - 7
4 7 7y 27 {71 7, ) ('/J )/C:L y 7Py y ) y )
daydreaming nol 5o much 7(/{/«(05 -~ but of her. % reaclion was lo push her gently
R ,

(um///, J(ly//ﬁy that such a love could not b 2, that it was unnatural. @/{l . ﬂnow /1/17/?111 2

daid ctherwise. cj retired to bed and /(g/ restless, éﬂ(im/ﬁ/z/y that she was (r//z//y//aw(/)’ away

in the bakehouse. (j locted el/eﬂf{(a/y oul gﬂ the windeow and could see a candle é/mm)y

in her window - and as aj(‘(’//[/f/?(l(%/ /(«yglfe she came lo the windeow and locked wp. l/(’/

’, 1I1)7 ) y , 110 22077/ 11097 (I2e7 2 0 /00, v //4 1104 102 0 11000020000,
fwrried down lo /1{,4/4, threw % ///zy,,/ /zyﬁéy( wn and we /{{y /cye//&u/m ficers in a larmaod!

(/ caresses and fisses en /9//6 and cn a/e///fy/ inelh (// cach ather, until we could bare the wait

k3 / ’ v / 77/ o Y ’/ / /&/ ) ,,’/
ne /ﬂ/ye/f mz/c/( 7&1/6 cach other réo/yﬁl /M/(// all with coar A(///Z(/Jt /?/9(/6/), s, neses
and fmzymeé, é//f/%/m//y/ and //mm///m//o’&, al her wicked. o/(c/(/y@jtlfwz, end -on-end, with,
74 - ¢ 17 A
7 9 ) .
c/ all Mé/f/(/é, a///ama/ (,fawa// %@ Qﬁlx bamed u([a/m /m// (7)/%;/ need did we have,
M(y'(ﬁ/ﬂ/ a@ ///(f//’(éfd/’(({)', (/ %maé/
Y Clypo CY, . g .
L%(/ %ﬁﬂ, Q?f/////maﬁ, /157 Mzﬂwj whom jﬁ(/{/ fated and was convineed fiated me,
was z//(%e/)mf,ﬁ//ﬂ my Sate. @4@ held me //'yﬁf and told me she fhad a secret to tell. @i 174
- & 174

lrany, é/f(f[/, that /z{/(/éf, wuntil the dawn éqymz lo é/f()mé;. that sthe tld me all a// what had
éc;é/ée/ze(/ lo her becadse o }771/ Lutsband, ficee She loathed fiime and ficwe she planned te be

/fa/e/z/yeaf

It was mid-afternoon. | felt more lonely and vulnerable than | had for a long, long time. I lived in

an area where no-one could be trusted. | stood at the window watching the clouds come hunting

in from the west. With no great enthusiasm, | sowed rocket, lettuce and spring onions in the
propagator | had bought and went onto the front garden, trying to decide whether the shoots were
grasses or snowdrops. My mobile phone rang. It was a message from Yvonne. I’m not coming
back - I can‘t - it said. A surge of horror and a surge of joy ran through my body, leaving me
exhausted and bewildered. For an hour | walked between the car and the front door, unable to
decide whether to drive down to reason with her, or stay where - and as - | was. Finally, | sat
down heavily — and drunk - on the rustic bench. In the rockery, heads of crocuses and snowdrops

were rising sleepily from green shoots. | took a picture of them on my phone and sent it to her. It
began to rain, and | sat unable to move, reliving my first encounters with Yvonne.



Thoughts | had long suppressed, blended into white light, came crawling out of their hidey-holes
intact....Morwenna’s bushy hair...... almost black...... Yvonne’s sister’s dark hair...but not quite
so dark...not bushy, but fine.......Morwenna’s dark eyes and strange broad forehead........ her
musical gifts.....she takes after my Granny Morris for that, Richard.....she taught herself to play
piano....... the man in the street....that swarthy drunken man arguing with Yvonne.....he was a
beggar, Richard.....who had turned in tears and staggered away...a beggar?.....the

dates...... October the fifth — how could | ever forget that wonderful night ?.... the night I had
asked Yvonne round to try my paella........ June the nineteenth — Morwenna’s birthday....early,
but her weight....over eight pounds...... her quiet, introverted, self-obsessed, morose
personality...... determined to cause upset even when so tiny..... throwing her blackcurrant juice
everywhere...on the carpet, over the cat, over her rocking chair.....maliciously, so
maliciously............. A parade of images — some with sound captions, some without — a parade
still in the same order in spite of all my efforts to subvert and bring it to a conclusion...... was
Morwenna mine?

;%?mmﬁ § husband fhad died. a/ a//()ﬂz/y fnew. in a tavern braw!. @/?(’6 fé{/ﬁ//
clrenmslances were é //(mze{/ é/ <J§/ nnak, my loallin 7 /%,, /}0/1 /zwz//émf ée/ﬁ/z(/
what j th M/y/zl was /)ﬁoj/é/() aﬂ nnal 5 hisb (m(/ L/’(i/e/f was not a dranfard ﬁ/ ﬁf}/}»
it. Hewas a Radseal who had //fo%()///?//f Weon and was tived (/J(%)my men
1?y'1¢//f€4/ or filled fé/f&(gﬁ their ﬂl}yﬁ/ﬁl,ﬁ/‘ 4 /2(;7/{/7@@% and féa'(y%ﬁz/(/mj /q% destitute. c%)
fad 0@7}%@7/2«[/ yzad//y mnmg/ydf the w@/{/{”/é//f(fﬁw them lo (i//’y(tllgf a Combination te
/)/f@i«ﬁ/?m beller conditions and e 164, t%%(/c/ called a m(eelé/y o @;ﬁ(fw{a@é which
fad been discovered é/ ;%a/r 4 (/y and brefeen up é/ fired ///1{{1,5 . f/z the brawl
(f/?o/ll/f/y(/, @}(// had been d/)/f/(//(%/ ot and stabbed. <%/’6?(1{7/?7/ Q%?mzc% had been
z?yé//fme(/ (// his éy one who had K¢€/l/€(/ lo C(gﬁ(/ q%[d é(iwmf({/y allack. L//IW amdatnt (i//
//eanﬁ?y with the @Zﬁf fowever, had led to thés claim éeﬂy zflzzfajffyafe(/ and she had
been told é{ an (I//leyW%C(//l(f/{'(i' @/f(fﬂ that her luesband was a trowuble - maler who had
///o///y /’(xyj(%/ what he had sown.
%f/‘d@/z/ had fhad no idea, when he hired lier lo assist me, whase /{f/' e dhe had been, and
she S a/d(/v/rfaf fﬁ/wf//mz{y lo exvact /feﬂmgm. L(/’}%//J/ , dhe had liated me almast as much
as : 7/,,@/0‘73, and. 4(1[////@/212(%/ lo poison him, mﬂd/fn/y/ me lo be Wamed /éwa{{yﬁ my
ineaperience and cardesness as a coof. @(;(flfyz/(/, however, how é(m//(/ Lf/ﬂﬂo treated -

and. JW//// Joatrs y om/ff/// read //1/ diar / / - fiow f//)oﬂ//yf(// j o, dhe fad come wp



with a maore (e////mé/y/)/mz - lo m/w;/)i me and. //)/fe(l(/ the news g%léf ﬁ/mé(;/xhgyﬁw and

wide. %f lad even planned m/y/i w a %%émwmyf(w L@?/}/P in D therstock which

fad not seen one in //[l(?gﬂ memaery.

@/z!y she liad, (/69(5/’[6 ée//df/ C laken f)’/((%//é/[// on me that her heart had. 40/?&/2{11/ wuntil, in

the week when I frad lain ill in bed and had been my nurie. dhe realised what her lender
7 /?()/myffﬁx me had (1)(‘//(6//(/% become.

gﬁ@ asted me fa/wywe fer j//y atltacks and :j }/m/w without hesitation and (gﬂ(:/?/ we

held each other in d//é((/jo/lb/ﬂ/. L%/e/ra/an?fj, we swore elernal love a//zc//?///drjf adke/.

af'cmwée in the balechouse /({/98(/ fer gone. {%}C’(g é{/c/fwm(%/ me lthat Soe /za(/yﬁ//w (nlo
{@}%el@/f(ip/é and that j (»/{7%/ lo matke Ma@/y lo /erwg /é//f/ the storm would break
arcund (/b/ﬂ:}(iﬁ 4§ head as soon as he returned - the maorrow. %f would borrow her

] ﬁ/ﬁeyf 5 mare and cart that we/?/}/g/(// and we could lake a train from @?A@i@%fﬂ# lo
@ }(}j/c«/ where a relative ran a lavern and would be wi//z?y /cf//y/'ae ws Sheller until we

could %/M/ o‘m%(eé and live c/ cur wils - aﬂ(//é(e//%cy}o’ cwr cther assets”.

(.@w/ Ae//é me. g(’{/}ffﬁ ¢ Lj//jcw relurned fiome /z//mfgéeﬁfm@/ hés q/ﬂ/’//l(/(/’//& an /{?/ma/
me (/7677?/{”&/%/ what was /(f% e dz%mtéergy wine. %«’/I&/de(’{y/. gj %d[/ /Z(ifyéaﬁé(/d my
dothes and he has no /J/?/{”/(f/% g/ ﬁgy/é/mz L%Dé/(/é'ed me tnlo ff//{/gy fim fowr gﬂcm/
come é/ the wine, and Shouted that e would dismiss Heinnak on the . % an
é/my/ e went to lock for her bul of course She was not there. . /mmménf(fg/, hhe left to ge
to e T and - F was lerrified that the neas which Feirnah was s )/felmé)y would be
lalleed about there, but when he did not return ej /(,’('{l/(/ mz//y d/}é/éﬁr)’@ that, as /K/ o was
nat. j}/éd@éf,{/ my Aothes in hés absence but could not decide aﬁe/ﬁ@y]ajf lo leave or wail
/Zm t%?/ma//, /z(/r‘éé/zy that Qcyﬁj(m/ would o/ay /077/ e//zmy/w al the inn lo be ym’/e/
] “ ‘ “
/Jn(x/(écléﬁe (/ viclence.



* | googled this and found the following note: Skimmington Ride — a processional lampooning of cuckolds or
adulterers with effigies of the victims — viz The Mayor of Casterbridge, Thomas Hardy.

%}1, al seven, She came! %] with bad news. L%} mother had taken ill (gﬂiﬁ/ and
wunlil her aunt could é@/?feﬁ@g//f@m %%e/[e/%dﬂ& the maorrow, c%f/ﬁ/f unable to leave lier
bedsice. - I embraced fher and asiured her that ﬁ(w{f/gy/ endured nigh o fouer months of
g(’ll(’y{’ WMadon, one more evening would not o/y///yj Thhe merrow he would be at his
worke and we ecw/c/ﬂ% then! % a/e/awfef/, the door map’/%w% (/ée/z - and there fe
slood, Ma{ ﬁﬁf{/ and /MZ()'I‘Fd({ﬂ; ng/ﬁ/ﬂ a maoment gj ;é’dd dure that he liad discovered all.
@/}/ foe foad not! %Dc(lrne in and é(ya/ﬂ/ an allack on Q%M{/ 2 aﬁﬁlldzfly fer (//
(*(f¢4/f(;/)//7¢y(/ me with drink, al which she /(1@ ihed. @ ho was he, she said dcmq//z//y; lo
//)ea/é 7 f’(/‘WWI}/)/I?/«M éy drinte - one who (’1//07;/)/1”1/ /zﬂm?/ cery /2%/1/ with wine and could
never leave :%: ?rr'fﬂ'w sober @ %/z/ %fy /m//yyaf the belter »0//5@/6 and se said she had
lold the whaole c/é L@](j}ée/ﬁ/ﬁeﬁ what e had done o her liusband and what a /‘Zawﬂ “man
foe was/ 6%2/ fe demanded she t%l/%/ﬂ[ﬂf 4{7/@(// dhoe locked at me /cz(g//mz/y and cf
blushed. t%)//m/z/ lurned on me. OMZI was her ﬁuﬂwéﬁ/}(ﬁ O) - e demanded to fnow.
%z/ %}M/ffé/ shooke ﬁfy tead and gy{:‘(/ fim (/ﬁ/mzf//y fe went to Strifee me, (11/4/1//(/
me a o//y ﬁ/&}y, but ﬁ%/ﬂ;)/lﬂ(/ﬁf intervened mzc/ﬁmjé(%/ fim lo /ﬁ%wf and went to Stand
over him wilth é@/f/ﬁ(r/ on hés éecm(?/y/ hest. ﬁ 4és anger and shame leo have been bested
é/// a (wemann, /ﬁeyai lo A{/)/g’(’/ and stormed out, Ma«fhy/ that she was disméssed and fe
(//;;yé(fﬁf(/[/ fer lo é(fymw éy the lime fe /f()/mf//z(e((/??(}m/ % ¢ 0;23.

{%?’/NM(/&/ lock me in her arms and ﬂ/)(ﬂ/(y/jf/?f/ fer cutburst. - S was lo come with her
that cvening lo the farm for it would not be /my/ befere the truth y)/ea((ﬂwn the lown.
@7/[ gj asswred fer that fie w(w/(// g M/fm/fyﬁ[ lo bed and that gﬁma/(/ be dc%/%/ one
/2{74& % dyﬂﬁdl luele chearme she look (/é@/’ % (@én}j@éée/ﬂ medallion mm{ gave wilo
me. (he would be here in the marning as carly asshe could - just @s soon as ler aunt

/l(lC/ cone.

% o len iﬁ €/0@4 (MZ(/ ﬂ// “ y/((?l. @ll//y fé€ﬁ%€([’(iﬁf/ édf(Mé/ﬁJ/ (MZ(/ %6 0(6’/4 Fd// {_fd?}?”



nol fy?’m(/ (f J/ﬂ)mz Q%ﬂm / witnessed s // /1(1//1//1/14/0 all to the /%(;/ j /(%/
emboldened. l)%o /)(rwe/ﬂ aver me, life (\O(/‘(/«é(///é 4 /)cw/(a/ﬂ cver the tribe f/ Qd}/{'(//'d 7/2/(*07///7/
dlision, reliant on /ﬁe car he (?/zz;é(?/f&j éyﬁw 1CICC INANNECHS. g%)edn be 6/7(?(1/«/ %lf
4 ;wlf deen fim, a groan. nay. ar old man, dissolve inlo lears qfde//ﬂ-/é///y, lifee any
(/tﬁﬂéé‘y%.@ Fam therdore resolved that when he relurns from the inn in an cven grealer
dtate of drankenness and raging. - Tshall tell frim some of the trath sc that he shall be
(y/d(/ lo dee me (ymm L%;c/ j ,(mz némble. a%;y d/f@?}}éf he males lo strifee me f%{&//
ead///y mgﬁmmf

17/12 /)we(fc'cf//rj (/(a//(y shall be the essence ¢ my novel, Q%)A/za// naol /({y his coarse hands on
. C%/ the neat (%cy)/(f/f shall be /1/////)/(7 7z my dreans /o‘//zgl/z/, ere e,jwmﬁe lo a new
///éé, lo maock the er/o/(ﬁee c/é %/)Mmjy and te breach the invisible walls behiind which j /

as S¢ Ill(l/ly (/é m// disters, have been held in ﬂ/é?ﬁf (rﬂ/fim;/y,

And so her life ended. I closed the book and went into the lounge. | scraped out all the pebbles
from inside the skirting board until I found what | was looking for. It was a little dull but
otherwise no worse for wear, having lain in the dark for a hundred and thirty years.

It was gone nine 0’ clock and | needed company and a drink. | found the bar in uproar. Kenneth
Hobbis had been arrested on suspicion of conspiracy to murder. George Stubbs was triumphant
while Marion stood biting her lip. A Pitherstock woman - so the rumour went - a woman much
abused by her partner, had gone into a refuge after a fight in their front garden with him and
informed the police that he was Kenneth’s murderous accomplice.

I bought George a drink and sat with him.

“Cain and Abel all over again” he muttered. “I knowed it all along. Never did trust that Kenneth.
Eyes too close together for one thing.”

“Innocent till proven guilty, George.”

“I hear Yvonne cleared off, Richard. Ghost again?”

“You heard wrong. Gone to help a girlfriend out for a few days.”

“Oh, | see. Tongues will wag, though. Saying she’s not quite right upstairs. Nothing better to do
than talk about other folk...... some folk.”

“I know, George. She’s got just a touch of the February blues, that’s all.” I tugged old Toby
dog’s ear and looked his master in the eye. Pleasantly | said | hoped the gossip-mongers would
shut up.

He thought this over and slyly asked if Susan Mason had had anything to do with her going. |
was about to say no, but a different thought came to me. I told him that I’d had a strange dream
where a young woman in old-fashioned garb had told me what a terrible ordeal her marriage
was.



“And you believed her?”

“Well, the place is definitely haunted. Yes, | believe her. She was hardly more than a girl and
Mason was an alcoholic and impotent bully. She was a victim of ignorance, cruelty and
hypocrisy.”

“According to form, she was a wanton young woman who spent his money and made his life
misery.”

“Just rubbish and gossip again, George. Fact is, he was crap in bed, a bad businessman and he
took it out on her.” | reached into my pocket and showed him Hannah’s St Christopher 1’d found
under the wall. “Susan gave me this as a token she was telling the truth.”

He looked at me, alarmed.

“H-how many you had, Richard?”

Female laughter from the other end of the bar made him look up. A pretty young woman in
Gothic style, sporting studs and a neck tattoo had tossed back her head at something one of her
two male companions had said.

“Young women don’t know what modesty is these days,” growled George, to which I made no
reply. 1 went to get a refill at the bar.

“Looks like George was right all along, Marion.”

“Don’t rush to conclusions. They haven’t charged him yet. If the informant’s who they say she
is, well - if she told me it were raining, 1’d go outside to check!”

I asked her how long Kenneth had been at the police station.

“Since Tuesday afternoon.”

“Tuesday? Are you sure?”

“Haven’t you had the news on? It’s been....”

But I didn’t catch the rest. My ears were ringing. The night my mystery visitor had turned on the
radio, Kenneth Hobbis had been sitting in a police cell.

That night | did dream of a young woman. She stood at the end of the bed. | felt no fear. She told
me to burn the diary. When | awoke there was, of course, no-one there. | went downstairs and
found the book still on the table. The discoloration under the lounge rug looked nothing like a
face, more like a nebula. The rooms were quiet and relaxed. The cottage felt like home.

I rose late on a beautiful February morning. Wisps of cloud flicked like brush strokes across the
blue canvas sky, and frost lay like a white cloth in the shadows. | carried the barbecue to the
front into the sun, and after a few attempts, managed to get it going. As | fried my breakfast and
boiled water for coffee | watched the mist retreat further into the distant meadows. Two young
women on horseback came past, paused and waved before trotting on. | waved back. When the
coals had turned quite white | fetched the diary and laid it open, covers-side down, on the top.
Dark smoke rose again, and the heat turned the pages until one by one they caught fire. | fetched
down Morwenna’s tiny chair, pulled it to pieces and, along with its permanent stain, burnt it,
crying with anguish and joy as it spat and crackled.

A taxi pulled up and a figure emerged from the back and waved. She opened the gate and walked
slowly up the path, admiring the crocuses and snowdrops, towards the cottage.






