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CHAP TER 1

THE fra grance of burn ing leaves rose in the quiet golden haze
that hung over Godol phin Square. It stirred a mute nos tal gia in
the heart of the lit tle grey Welsh man sit ting un der the plane
trees on the di lap i dated bench be tween a pile of for got ten rub‐ 
ble and the soot-grimed rhodo den drons strag gling out into the
ragged un kempt path. Mr. Evan Pinker ton did not re ally be‐ 
long in Godol phin Square. It was still the ex clu sive West End
of Lon don, in spite of the sag ging wat tle fence that had re‐ 
placed the iron pal ings, taken for mu ni tions, and the four
bombed-out houses that made a broad gap be tween the chim‐ 
ney pots on the north side. On the south side the houses were
as they had al ways been, sim ple and el e gant, with only a few of
them con verted into ex clu sive ser vice �ats.

Mr. Pinker ton had come to one of them—No. 4 Godol phin
Square—for two quite sim ple rea sons. �e �rst was that his
own house in Gold ers Green had got an in cen di ary bomb on
the roof. �e sec ond was that No. 4 Godol phin Square was
part of Pinker ton Es tates, and so, cu ri ously enough, was Mr.
Pinker ton him self. In fact, Mr. Pinker ton was Pinker ton Es‐ 
tates, al though he still did not en tirely be lieve it. It was as in‐ 
cred i ble to him as it was to ev ery body else, in clud ing Miss
Myr tle Grim stead, the lady man ager of No. 4 Godol phin
Square. She would never, of course, have put him in a maid’s
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room on the third and top story, to share a bath with the chef
and the per ma nent valet, if she had had any idea of who he
was. Miss Grim stead had taken a long look at the es tate agent’s
or der for a �at and free main te nance, when Mr. Pinker ton had
timidly pre sented it, and a sin gle very brisk one at the lit tle
man. Some im pov er ished hanger-on, Miss Grim stead had de‐ 
cided; a dis tant rel a tive no doubt.

But Mr. Pinker ton was happy enough on the third �oor. It
made him a lit tle more con � dent that the late Mrs. Pinker ton,
from whom he had in her ited the Pinker ton Es tates, would not
sud denly re ma te ri al ize, wispy-haired and vine gary-cheeked, by
the sheer force of the agony of see ing him squan der her sub‐ 
stance. Never hav ing al lowed him more than a six pence at a
time, even out of his own earn ings, she would hardly care to
see him ri ot ing away her whole prop erty. Mr. Pinker ton knew
very well she would never have left it to him at all if she could
have brought her self to lay out six pence for a will form at the
cor ner sta tioner’s.

But on the whole he was hap pier out side the house than in
it. Down in the square, he was at least out of range of Miss
Myr tle Grim stead’s man age rial eye. �e strag gling rhodo den‐ 
drons also con cealed him from the eter nal scru tiny of Miss
Car o line Win ship, who sat all day at the win dow of her �at on
the �rst �oor, brood ing over the ru ins of her bombed-out
house across the Square. He felt rea son ably happy there on the
di lap i dated bench, and rea son ably se cure; and when it rained,
he could go to the cin ema.

�at it was not rain ing to day was un usual for sev eral rea‐ 
sons. One was that it had rained all through Au gust. An other
was that if it had not just stopped, Mr. Pinker ton would not
have been in the Square to see Daniel Mc Grath. �at was
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some thing he would not have liked to miss. Daniel Mc Grath,
com ing res o lutely, was in search of a dream, and no one in all
Lon don knew more about dreams than the lit tle Welsh man sit‐ 
ting there on the wooden bench be hind the rhodo den drons in
Godol phin Square. He had two of his own. One was Scot land
Yard, in the tawny and stolid per son of J. Humphrey Bull, his
only friend, his wife’s for mer lodger in Gold ers Green, and
now a chief in spec tor of the Crim i nal In ves ti ga tion Di vi sion of
the Met ro pol i tan Po lice. �e other was the cin ema, where, on
rainy days and in the least ex pen sive seat avail able, Mr. Pinker‐ 
ton sat with breath less en chant ment, not un touched with envy,
view ing the life and loves of those strange and fas ci nat ing peo‐ 
ple, the Amer i cans. He knew more about them, their habits
and their lan guage, than they did them selves.

In the pale golden haze of the late au tumn af ter noon, Mr.
Pinker ton was un aware that his two dreams were poised, in full
bud, ready to burst into the most ex tra or di nary fruition.

Daniel Mc Grath came swing ing along into Godol phin
Square. Mr. Pinker ton saw him �rst as he turned to the left,
glanc ing up at the num bers uni formly in scribed on the broad
el lip ti cal fan lights over the painted Adam door ways. �e �rst
be ing, as Mr. Pinker ton knew, il leg i bly dimmed, it was not un‐ 
til he reached the third house that he made a prompt about-
face and set back to ward the right and the north side of the
Square. Hav ing no busi ness of his own and be ing in vet er ately
cu ri ous about other peo ple’s, Mr. Pinker ton watched. A devo‐ 
tee of New Scot land Yard, he liked to make de duc tions about
peo ple, their char ac ter and in tent, in which he was al most in‐ 
vari ably and some times no tably in cor rect, as the time he had
mis taken the Bermond sey dog poi soner for the cu rate’s wife
and would have helped her catch a mis er able lit tle ter rier if it
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had not for tu nately bit ten him and got away. Now, even at
some dis tance, he rec og nized that there was some thing pe cu liar
about the young man in the Square. He was a stranger, ob vi‐ 
ously, hunt ing for a par tic u lar house. �en, as he came nearer,
Mr. Pinker ton straight ened up on his bench, his wa tery grey
eyes bright en ing be hind his lozenge-shaped steel-rimmed
spec ta cles. It was no won der the young man looked pe cu liar;
Mr. Pinker ton rec og nized the rea son for it in stantly. He was an
Amer i can. It stood out all over him. His whole air was quite
un mis tak able: the free and un tram melled way he swung along,
im per turbable and un con cerned, as at ease and at home as if he
owned the en tire place.

Not that Mr. Pinker ton re garded that as off en sive, as some
peo ple did. Never hav ing been truly at ease or at home in any
part of the con stricted uni verse he had moved in, it was the one
thing that could stir a mo men tary envy in his tim o rous heart.
His child hood had been rig or ously reg i mented by a pair of
dour Welsh aunts. �e un for tu nate in ter reg num be tween them
and Mrs. Pinker ton had been a night mare spent as an un der‐ 
fed, un der paid un der mas ter in a small Welsh school, a night‐ 
mare so un for get table that never with out trem bling did he see
two or more small boys un ac com pa nied by their par ents or
keep ers. His re lease from all of it had come too late. Even Mrs.
Pinker ton’s last and un in tended act of grace in leav ing him the
free and pre sum ably sole ar biter of him self and some £75,000
in cash and prop erty had been too late for him ever to get over
what had gone be fore. Nev er the less, the sight of any body
young and un trod on, serene, calmly sure the world was a
friendly and de cent place and as much his as any body else’s,
had an ex tra or di nary eff ect on him; it lifted vi car i ously the col‐ 
or less load of his in fe ri or ity.
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He felt it now, watch ing Daniel Mc Grath com ing along,
look ing up at the street num bers, and he sat boldly erect, ig‐ 
nor ing the fact that the rhodo den dron branches no longer pro‐ 
tected him from Miss Car o line Win ship’s brood ing gaze. �e
young man had come to an empty hole in the row of houses,
two doors from Miss Win ship’s own. He stopped and looked
ahead, then back again, as if shocked; as if a hole where a house
had been had not been part of what he had ex pected to �nd.
Mr. Pinker ton ad justed his spec ta cles and waited anx iously.
�e young man went back and looked up again at Num ber 19,
then came on, al most run ning, it seemed to Mr. Pinker ton, his
long legs cov ered the space so quickly.

“Oh, dear!” Mr. Pinker ton thought sud denly. “�e house
he’s hunt ing for isn’t there any more. It’s—it’s de stroyed. And
he didn’t know it.”

He got up from his bench. �e young man had gone back
again and was count ing up once more, slowly, stop ping to look
about him, as if in a be wil dered daze. If Mc Grath had been an
En glish man—or if he him self had been one—Mr. Pinker ton
would never in the world have done what he did do. He scur‐ 
ried across the gar den to the �imsy gate in the wat tle fence,
opened it and hur ried along to where the young man was
stand ing, look ing over the four-foot wall erected to keep
passers-by from plung ing down into the ru ins of what had been
Miss Car o line Win ship’s base ment kitchen area. Ferns and the
white silk seed-pods of wil low herb grew there now, sprung
mirac u lously out of the brick and rub ble of the blast-shred ded
walls.

Mr. Pinker ton looked over too, glanc ing anx iously at the
young man star ing down into the area, his jaw tight, his lean
�g ure mo tion less as a statue.
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“Are—are you—look ing for some body?”
Mr. Pinker ton said it, and then died a sud den trem bling

agony of ap pre hen sion. He was be ing grossly and in ex cus ably
offi  cious, and maybe by some hor ri ble mis chance the man was
not an Amer i can, but some body in the dis guise of one—or, if
he was one, per haps not a friendly one. He might be diff er ent
from all the oth ers of his race Mr. Pinker ton had known—
there had been two, ac tu ally, and in the �esh, not �lm. He
might re sent peo ple pry ing into his per sonal aff airs. Mr.
Pinker ton si dled a few steps away along the wall. �e young
man was turn ing his head, slowly, like some body struck a dull
blow be hind the ear. His frosty blue eyes, cu ri ously light in a
lean face sun tanned the color of juice from a green wal nut,
were blank and un see ing. Mr. Pinker ton re treated an other step
along the wall.

“I—I’m very sorry,” he said hastily. “I didn’t mean to in‐ 
trude.”

“In trude? You’re not in trud ing.”
�e young man spoke like a be wil dered au tom a ton as his

gaze turned back to the ru ins of the house in front of him. His
eyes trav elled slowly up the grace ful curve of the stone stair case
that swept, fan tas ti cally sup port ing one weather-stained pale
grey plas tered wall rather than be ing sup ported by it, up to the
trans verse hall on the �rst �oor, curv ing there at the end of the
hall and sweep ing on up, its del i cate or na men tal brass rail ing
still in tact, to the open sky. Over the trans verse hall a por tion
of at tic roof still re mained to make it all look like some for got‐ 
ten stage set, left stand ing when the play was ended. A cen tral
chim ney col umn stood solidly in tact be hind it, the �re places
with their carved roses and bas kets of fruit and �ow ers pro‐ 
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tected from the weather, the faded peach damask still pan el ing
the over man tel.

�e young man turned his head slowly back to the lit tle
Welsh man stand ing un cer tainly and at a dis creet dis tance from
him.

“Is this Num ber Twenty-two Godol phin Square?”
His voice had a lost, un be liev ing tone in it, as if he was

awed and stricken, and thor oughly sunk, as Mr. Pinker ton
imag ined he might put it.

“Yes. �is is Num ber Twenty-two.”
�e Amer i can still spoke out of a be wil dered fog. “What

hap pened? Do you know what hap pened?”
Liv ing at Num ber 4 Godol phin Square, Mr. Pinker ton

knew only too well what had hap pened. A com par a tive late-
comer, he had been what he be lieved the Amer i cans would call
a nat u ral, to hear the story long af ter ev ery body else, each with
his own ma jor or mi nor catas tro phe to tell, had heard it, ad in‐ 
�ni tum, ad nau seam, from both Miss Car o line Win ship and her
sis ter Mrs. Scott Win ship. If their ac counts diff ered from Miss
Myr tle Grim stead’s, it was not un rea son able, as they had been
there and Miss Grim stead had been safely on the op po site side
of the Square, where the bombs did not hit; and if the story
im proved with the telling and retelling, that was nat u ral
enough, as Mr. Pinker ton knew from try ing to im prove his
own sorry tale. �ere was noth ing par tic u larly dra matic, ba si‐ 
cally, about an in cen di ary bomb in the at tic, es pe cially as he
was at In spec tor Bull’s house in Hamp stead that night. But the
Win ships’ story was diff er ent, and hav ing heard it so of ten
from the two sis ters, and ev ery one else, he could tell it al most
as vividly as he had been there at the top of the hang ing stair‐ 
case him self.
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“Miss Car o line Win ship’s a very de ter mined woman,” he
ended breath lessly. “She said no Ger mans would drive her out
of the house into a shel ter to catch pneu mo nia. Some peo ple
think she ought to have let her sis ter Mrs. Scott Win ship go,
even if she didn’t care to her self, be cause Mrs. Win ship isn’t as
strong a char ac ter as Miss Car o line. (She mar ried a cousin,
that’s why the name’s the same.) Some peo ple say that sit ting
up there in that hall all night, with the whole front of the
house blasted in, made her even less strong-minded than she
was. �ey didn’t get out till morn ing, and even then Miss Car‐ 
o line re fused to go. She hung on to the ban nis ter, and fought
like a harpy, Miss Grim stead says, be fore the po lice came and
dragged her bod ily down and out into the street. Oh, she’s a
one. She’s— re ally a one.”

Mr. Pinker ton blinked his eyes and ad justed his spec ta cles.
“Of course it was quite ex tra or di nary. �e other three houses

you can see went com pletely down. Miss Win ship’s would have
done too, only her fa ther had it shored up with those iron gird‐ 
ers when he put cen tral heat in be fore the last war, Miss Car o‐ 
line says. �ey used the hall chim ney for the �ue, and dis cov‐ 
ered the back part of the house was sag ging, so that’s when he
had the sup ports put in.”

He paused and looked up anx iously at the young man,
whose mind and gaze seemed to have wan dered back to the ru‐ 
ined walls, in stead of fo cussing re spect fully on the broad iron
trans verse sup port that was what had held up the hang ing
stair case.

“It was—sort of iron i cal,” Mr. Pinker ton ended lamely. “I
mean, to have es caped the blitz, and ev ery thing, and then get it
in 1944, when things were—were al most over.”

�e young man turned and looked at him then.
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“What hap pened to the—the girl? �ere was a girl here,
wasn’t there?”

He did not seem too sure, but Mr. Pinker ton bright ened up
at once. Of course, he thought. �is was it. �e �lms should
have taught him.

“Oh, you mean Mary Win ship!” he said. “Oh, she’s all right.
She wasn’t here. She—”

“She’s—mar ried, I sup pose?”
“Oh, no,” Mr. Pinker ton said hastily. “She’s not mar ried. I

don’t think her aunt would ever let—”
He stopped in stantly, re al iz ing that that might be hardly a

tact ful thing for him to be say ing.
“I mean, I think her aunt and her mother sort of de pend on

her—per haps more than they should, as a mat ter of fact,” he
�n ished hur riedly. But the young man did not seem much con‐ 
cerned with the two el der Win ship ladies. A light had kin dled
some where in the depths of his blue eyes, mak ing him seem a
lit tle less re mote and slightly more tractable.

“You don’t hap pen to know where they are now, do you?” he
in quired ca su ally.

“Cer tainly,” Mr. Pinker ton said. “�ey live just over the
Square. At Num ber Four. �ey have the �rst-�oor �ats. In‐ 
deed, if you’ll look over, you’ll see her aunt, Miss Car o line
Win ship. She’s al ways at the win dow. She’s sup posed to have
bribed the gar dener to cut off some of the branches so she
could see across. It an noyed the other res i dents of the Square.
It’s a ser vice �at. I live there too.”

He was aware that he could have sounded a lit tle pet tish, as
if he had a record of om ni science that he did not care to have
ques tioned, which could not have been fur ther from the truth.
It was sim ply that he had been dis ap pointed at the off hand
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fash ion the in quiry had been put in. It was as im per sonal and
dis in ter ested as if the young Amer i can had got an un paid bill
in his pocket and was in sti tut ing a rou tine in quiry as to the
debtor’s where abouts. A sud den chill struck Mr. Pinker ton. He
swal lowed painfully, his heart lurch ing into the pit of his stom‐ 
ach.

“Oh, dear!” he thought. What if that was the case? What if
he was just there to make trou ble for ev ery body? He glanced
quickly at the Amer i can. He was stand ing there, �sh ing about
in his pocket. To Mr. Pinker ton’s re lief it was his pipe he
brought out. He looked at it for a mo ment as if it was some‐ 
thing he hadn’t him self ex pected to �nd there, and put it in his
mouth. He was smil ing a lit tle, but not very much, as he turned
and glanced across the gar den in the di rec tion Mr. Pinker ton
had pointed when he said the Win ships were at Num ber 4.
�en he looked at Mr. Pinker ton again.

“�anks,” he said. He added slowly, “Mary Win ship. It’s a
pretty name. I never knew what it was. All I knew was she
lived at Twenty-two Godol phin Square. I came to see her here,
a cou ple of times, but I got cold feet just out side the door. I
hung around hop ing she’d come out, but she never did. �en
my out �t shoved off and I never got back to Eng land again. I
guess I’d have got ten up nerve enough if we’d stuck around a
lit tle longer, but just an or di nary G. I. punk ring ing the bell
and ask ing Can I see the girl with dreamy lashes and curly hair
—I guess I �g ured I’d get booted out on my im per ti nent be‐ 
hind.”

He gave Mr. Pinker ton a qui etly amused smile. “So, thanks
a lot, pal. I’ll shove along now, but I’ll be see ing you. Mc‐ 
Grath’s my name, Dan Mc Grath.”

“Pinker ton’s mine,” said Mr. Pinker ton.
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Dan Mc Grath turned to go, and turned back. “By the way,
Mr. Pinker ton—do you know if her fa ther ever came back?”

“Her fa ther?”
Mr. Pinker ton looked at him blankly.
“I—I didn’t know she had a fa ther. I mean, I thought her

mother was a—a widow. I thought her fa ther had been dead a
great many years. In fact, I’m quite sure of it—Miss Car o line
Win ship told me so her self. You’re sure—I mean, we’re talk ing
about the same girl, aren’t we?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Pinker ton.” Dan Mc Grath was pleas ant
and im per turbable. “All I know is she lived at Twenty-two
Godol phin Square. I met her in an air raid shel ter. �at was in
forty-three. She was with her cousin and they’d got ten sep a‐ 
rated. She wasn’t the maid—I know that darn well, be cause I
held her hand all night.”

“Oh,” Mr. Pinker ton said. His shat tered il lu sions quickly
an nealled them selves. Dan Mc Grath was hu man af ter all. He
could hold a girl’s hand. He could also grin. �e one he gave
Mr. Pinker ton as he set off up the road again was proof of that.

Mr. Pinker ton stood blink ing af ter him for a mo ment be fore
he turned and scur ried hap pily across the Square, his heart �ut‐ 
ter ing with ex cite ment like the dun-coloured wings of a moth
miller ris ing from a dusty �oor.



16

CHAP TER 2

INSIDE the door and half way up the �rst �ight of green-car‐ 
peted stairs, Mr. Pinker ton re mem bered Miss Car o line Win‐ 
ship. Eter nally watch ing from her win dow, she must have seen
him talk ing to the Amer i can in front of her ru ined house. He
started hastily down again. His im pulse had been to hurry back
where he could ex am ine and en joy the ro man tic po ten tials of
Dan Mc Grath’s re turn to Lon don over a nice hot cup of weak
tea in the pri vacy of his own room. Half way up the stairs he re‐ 
al ized how mis taken he was. He could not see Miss Win ship’s
door open, or her stand ing in it like a vir u lent spi der, her web
al ready spun to catch his un sus pect ing feet, but he was mor tally
cer tain that was the case. He hur ried back down again. It was
too late. Pe gott, the per ma nent valet, ma te ri al ized from the
shad owy re cesses of the lower hall, was block ing his way, his
cus tom ary in so lence more thinly veiled than usual.

“Miss Win ship would like to speak to you.”
He had dropped the “sir” a few days af ter he came to Num‐ 

ber 4 Godol phin Square and had had an op por tu nity to in spect
Mr. Pinker ton’s be long ings, which were as mea gre and unim‐ 
pres sive as their owner. When he did use it oc ca sion ally, it had
the eff ect of cock ing a thumb and mak ing a nose, so that Mr.
Pinker ton was rather hap pier when he didn’t bother. He had
small close-set green-blue eyes that sel dom met any body’s di‐ 
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rectly, but he was able to stare down the lit tle grey man with a
su per cil ious ness that Mr. Pinker ton had no de fence against.

“I’ll see Miss Win ship later.” It took un usual courage for
Mr. Pinker ton to say it, but say it he did. “I’m go ing out now,”
he added stoutly. He ad justed his steel-rimmed spec ta cles and
tried to sound as adamant as pos si ble.

“Miss Win ship saw you come in,” Pe gott said care lessly.
“I’m go ing off, and I wouldn’t want Miss Win ship to think I’d
not given you her mes sage. She’s or dered up tea es pe cially for
you. I’m sure she wouldn’t want it wasted.”

Mr. Pinker ton blinked. Faced with a per sonal re spon si bil ity
for the waste of food when it was so diffi  cult to get, he felt
him self weak en ing mis er ably.

“Well,” he said. “… Well, I ex pect I can go out later.”
He turned and trudged un hap pily back up the stairs. �e

per ma nent valet stood where he was, not at tempt ing to dis‐ 
guise the smirk on his face. And Miss Car o line Win ship was
wait ing in her door way—de ter mined, im pe ri ous, her heavy
cheeks rad dled with bit ter ness.

“Come in here.” She crooked a bony �n ger in a peremp tory
sum mons. “Close the door. Put your hat on the chair—don’t
stand there �d dling with it. Who was that man over there at
my house? What does he want? Don’t try any tricks with me. If
he’s an other of those Town and Coun try plan ning peo ple, I’ll
call my so lic i tor. An swer me im me di ately. Don’t stand there
gap ing. An swer me!”

Mr. Pinker ton was in deed stand ing there gap ing, but his
mind was busily at work.

“Oh, dear—she’s dread ful,” he was think ing rapidly. “She’s
re ally dread ful.” He had never thought of her as par tic u larly
pleas ant, but she’d al ways been po lite, and if a lit tle con de‐ 
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scend ing, no more than Mr. Pinker ton knew was war ranted,
con sid er ing she was born to wealth and Godol phin Square and
he had only ac ci den tally in her ited both—which ac ci den tal hap‐ 
pen ing, fur ther more, Miss Car o line Win ship had no con ceiv‐ 
able way of know ing about. When ever she had sum moned him
into her �at be fore it had been when she was bored with look‐ 
ing out of the win dow and ir ri ta ble with her in valid sis ter, and
wanted some one else to lis ten to her with out in ter rupt ing. Mr.
Pinker ton had lis tened. He had lis tened pa tiently and in ter‐ 
minably, to her rem i nis cences of the past and her bit ter ness
about the present, to �ings in Gen eral and her in come tax and
the so cial ists in par tic u lar. But she had al ways cov ered up the
cor ro sive vit riol that was work ing now like an evil fer ment in
her thick lips and quiv er ing nos trils. She was fright en ing. �e
rouge on her cheeks stood out in dull pur ple splotches, and her
brown eyes �ashed un der their heavy twitch ing lids. A heavy-
set, large boned, dom i nant woman, she al ways made Mr.
Pinker ton feel even smaller and scrawnier than he was. He felt
now that he could have stood erect un der the ori en tal car pet on
the �oor.

“An swer me!” Miss Car o line Win ship said.
“He’s—he’s not. He wasn’t at all,” Mr. Pinker ton stam‐ 

mered. His hands were trem bling. A mild �ush of adrenalin,
di luted at best, was all that en abled him to an swer her with out
his voice trem bling too. “He’s not from the Town and Coun try
plan ning peo ple at all. He’s from Amer ica. He’s just over here
on—on a visit.”

“A visit? What for? Is he an other of their an tique deal ers
try ing to buy my stair case and man tel? If he is tell him they’re
not—”
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“No, no,” Mr. Pinker ton said hastily. “He’s not try ing to buy
any thing. He was—he was just look ing.”

For some rea son that he had not put into words, he would
rather have cut his tongue out than tell her what Dan Mc Grath
was re ally look ing for. He hadn’t the re motest doubt, born of
his pre vi ous ob ser va tion of her re la tion ships with Mary Win‐ 
ship, Mary Win ship’s mother Mrs. Scott Win ship, and her
nephew Eric Dal rym ple-Hughes, and crys tal lized by the vi o‐ 
lence of her present emo tion, that she would spoil ev ery thing if
she knew Dan Mc Grath had come all the way from Amer ica to
see Mary again.

“He’s re ally not try ing to buy any thing at all, Miss Win‐ 
ship.”

“I don’t be lieve it.” Miss Car o line Win ship’s heavy lids
drooped omi nously over her bril liant an gry eyes. “He wants
some thing. What is it?”

“—Oh, Car o line…”
Mr. Pinker ton started and turned quickly around. Mrs.

Scott Win ship, frail and wan, had come from the ad join ing
room and was there in the door way, her worn quilted dress ing
gown hud dled about her. Her nos trils were pinched with cold,
and the droop ing queru lous lines of the per pet ual in valid
robbed her of all the del i cate beauty that she may once have
had. Look ing at her was like look ing at an im age of her daugh‐ 
ter re �ected in a tar nished mildewed mir ror in a dark ened hall‐ 
way, all the vi tal ity and youth ful love li ness faded and with ered
by the killing frost of years and de pen dence.

“Please don’t be so cross, Car o line. Per haps Mr. Pinker ton
doesn’t know. You re ally mustn’t let your self get so worked up
and ir ri ta ble.”
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Car o line Win ship had never had her sis ter’s beauty, but she
had all the con cen trated pas sion and vi tal ity the other lacked.

“I’ll deal with this in my own way, Louise,” she said shortly.
“Go back to your �re. You’ll catch cold in here.”

She turned to Mr. Pinker ton. “What did that man want?”
“He—he wanted to know if Mr. Win ship had ever come

back.”
Mr. Pinker ton had not in tended to say it; it had just popped

out of his mouth, some how, as he saw Mrs. Win ship draw her
robe more tightly around her frail body and start to obey her
sis ter’s com mand to go back to her room. It had just popped
out, and in some ter ri ble and in ex pli ca ble fash ion re mained,
undis si pated, the words as tan gi ble as if they were solidly cre‐ 
ated ob jects, vis i bly formed and frozen.

“Oh, dear!” Mr. Pinker ton thought with a mute and hor ri‐ 
�ed gasp. “What have I done now!”

As well he might. It was as if he had by chance stum bled
onto a magic for mula that turned ev ery thing in the room into
stone or life less clay. �e two women stood mo tion less, pet ri‐ 
�ed into speech less si lence, life sus pended. �ere was some‐ 
thing so ghastly about the whole at mos phere of the room and
the un ut ter able quiet of both of the women there, that small
beads of icy prick ing per spi ra tion broke out all over him.

“He—just asked. �at’s all,” he man aged to say. “He just
asked me if I knew.”

His voice sounded hol low and very loud, as if he was
scream ing in an empty room.

�en Miss Car o line spoke. “Go to your room, Louise.” Her
voice was so low and so deathly quiet that Mr. Pinker ton took
an in vol un tary step back ward and put his hand out, try ing to
reach the door.
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“Stay where you are, Mr. Pilk ing ton. Don’t go. Come over
here. Come over and sit down.”

Mr. Pinker ton was not sure how he did it. He was aware of
Louise Win ship some how fad ing away and the solid white
door �ll ing the place she had stood in. He was aware of him self
sit ting bolt up right on the ex treme edge of the chair that Miss
Car o line’s thick knot ted hand had in di cated. And of her
hooded brown eyes level with his own, veiled and in tent, �xed
steadily on him.

“Mr. Pinker ton…” Her voice was still low, hardly above a
whis per, with none of a whis per’s forced or sibi lant qual ity.
“Mr. Pinker ton—Scott Win ship has not come back. He can’t
ever come back. Scott Win ship is dead. Do you un der stand
that? He’s dead. He’s been dead for a great many years. He is
dead— and his name is never men tioned in this house.”

Mr. Pinker ton swal lowed. He nod ded his head mutely. He
was shak ing so that he couldn’t have spo ken if he had wanted
to. He nod ded again. Miss Win ship was ris ing. He rose too.

“You un der stand, Mr. Pinker ton?”
Mr. Pinker ton nod ded again, hastily. “I do. I—I un der stand,

per fectly.” He man aged to get con trol of his voice. “And I’m
ter ri bly sorry. I—I didn’t mean to up set ev ery body. And it’s—
it’s none of my busi ness any way, Miss Win ship.”

Miss Car o line Win ship was mov ing with him to ward the
door. He re trieved his hat and clutched it tightly in his trem‐ 
bling hands.

“How very cor rect you are in say ing so.” She reached out
and opened the door for him. “It is no busi ness of yours what‐ 
so ever. I hope you’ll re mem ber and not for get it. My sis ter is an
in valid. I have no in ten tion of al low ing her to be dis turbed. I’d
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be happy if you’d re mem ber that too. Good af ter noon, Mr.
Pinker ton. �ank you for com ing.”

She closed the door. Mr. Pinker ton’s knees were as weak as
tepid wa ter. He leaned against the wall and pulled at his nar‐ 
row cel lu loid col lar that was like a con strict ing iron band round
his throat.

“Oh, dear me!” he whis pered. “Dear, dear, how dread ful.”
He started to close his eyes, and blinked them abruptly

open. As he leaned against the wall the an gle of his vi sion
brought into view a small seg ment of the stair case that oth er‐ 
wise he could not have seen—nor would he in all prob a bil ity
have no ticed it then if his ears had not caught the clink of a
heel on one of the brass rods se cur ing the thick car pet at the
base of each riser. It was a stealthy clink, and as Mr. Pinker ton
looked quickly he saw the brush of white across the nar row
seg ment of stair case—Arthur Pe gott’s white shoul der, his head
bent for ward to con ceal his pres ence as he slipped down the
stairs.

Mr. Pinker ton straight ened up, his heart cu ri ously still. Pe‐ 
gott had been lis ten ing at the door. He knew it as per fectly as if
he had seen him there, or seen the im print of his pointed shoes
on the �g ured car pet. But why? What had he hoped to hear
that would make him, af ter wait ing in the lower hall, in so lently
watch ing Mr. Pinker ton come up the stairs, nip up be hind him
and risk his job to lis ten to? Un less… Mr. Pinker ton stead ied
him self and glanced at the solid ivory-painted door panel. How
much had he heard? He lis tened now him self, to see if Pe gott
could have heard at all. �e sis ters would cer tainly be talk ing,
whether Scott Win ship’s name was ever men tioned in the
house or not.
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Miss Car o line Win ship’s voice was muted but quite dis tinct.
“… Amer i can must have seen him. �at’s all I know. You’d bet‐ 
ter come at once, Sid ney. I think he’s here. In Lon don.”

Mr. Pinker ton heard the faint click of the bell as the tele‐ 
phone was re placed, and the scrape of a chair be ing pushed
back and stop ping sharply, as if Miss Car o line Win ship had
be come aware of some thing. Of him, pos si bly—of his heart
pound ing against his ribs. For a par a lyzed frac tion of an in stant
Mr. Pinker ton stood rooted there, un able to move. �en an in‐ 
de �n able ter ror gave his feet a sud den power of speed and si‐ 
lence he did not know they could pos sess, and he was down the
stairs and out the front door into the twilit se cu rity of the
Square with an al most fan tas tic sense of re lief. It died as
quickly as it had come as he looked up at the �rst-�oor win dow
and saw Miss Car o line’s solid �g ure loom ing darkly against the
light be hind her.

She was hold ing the cur tain to one side, look ing down at
him, heavy and mo tion less. She knew he had been lis ten ing to
her. �e same in tu itive aware ness that had spo ken to him from
Pe gott’s stealthy move ments on the stair way told him that. He
quick ened his steps un til at the end of the road he found he
was al most run ning and quite out of breath.

�ere was some thing fright en ing about the whole thing that
was more fright en ing be cause it seemed to have an in ten sity
en tirely out of ra tio nal bounds. Mr. Pinker ton stopped to get
his breath and his bear ings. Scott Win ship was not dead, of
course; Miss Car o line Win ship knew he was not. But it was
more than that. Mr. Pinker ton had not be lieved he was dead,
for the sim ple rea son that she had been so de ter mined to force
him to be lieve it. At least, Scott Win ship was not phys i cally
dead. Mr. Pinker ton had started to take off his brown bowler
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to wipe the per spi ra tion off his mea gre fore head. He set it
down on his head again, blink ing. Miss Win ship had not said
he was phys i cally dead. All she had said was that he was dead,
had been dead a long time, and that his name was never men‐ 
tioned in that house.

As Mr. Pinker ton ex am ined it now, in the cool and peace ful
quiet of the evening Square, he breathed a lit tle more freely.
�ere might be noth ing so ter ri bly fright en ing about it, now
that he had thought it over. Miss Win ship be longed, as he
him self did, to a gen er a tion that could and fre quently did re‐ 
gard its black sheep kins men as metaphor i cally dead. He
thought back to her short tele phone con ver sa tion. “… Amer i‐ 
can must have seen him. �at’s all I know. You’d bet ter come at
once, Sid ney. I think he’s here. In Lon don.”

�e name Sid ney seemed fa mil iar to him, and he re mem‐ 
bered, sud denly, the ini tials on the small car that had fre quently
stood in front of Num ber 22 Godol phin Square, and of Num‐ 
ber 4, and the quiet and rather aus tere mid dle-aged man they
be longed to. Mr. Sid ney Copeland. And Mr. Pinker ton had
heard about him, from Betty the lit tle Welsh cham ber maid,
when he �rst came to the �at.

“�ey have the most fright ful rows, the sis ters I mean. Miss
Car o line wants Mrs. Win ship to marry him.”

Mr. Pinker ton blinked again. If Scott Win ship re ally was
not dead… But it was all com ing back to him now, and very
clearly: the lit tle Welsh girl, her soiled apron torn and pinned
to gether, lean ing on the vac uum telling him about the ro mance
of the shad owy in valid on the �rst �oor.

“Mr. Copeland’s a very nice gen tle man, sir. He’s been af ter
her ever so long, and I know she likes him. I’ve heard her laugh
when he’s there, and she doesn’t laugh very of ten. You’d think
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she’d marry him, just to get away from her sis ter. Miss Car o‐ 
line’s got a cruel and wicked tongue, sir. I’d marry if it was me.
�en maybe she wouldn’t be sick all the time like she is now.
And Miss Car o line Win ship’s al ways at her about it. He’s her
med i cal man, so it isn’t like he was a stranger or a for eigner, is
it, sir?”

And now Car o line Win ship was telling Mr. Sid ney
Copeland, whom she had been try ing to get her sis ter to marry,
to come at once be cause she thought her sis ter’s hus band was
back in Lon don. Mr. Pinker ton blinked again, in the deep est
per plex ity—and all be cause an Amer i can back in Lon don to
�nd a girl he had met on one sin gle oc ca sion had asked Mr.
Pinker ton a civil and quite sim ple ques tion.

As he sat at a cramped ta ble in a crowded tea shop eat ing
his com pote of game—the seven shillings six pence it cost fail‐ 
ing sig nally to dis guise the fact that it was ei ther rook or star‐ 
ling, call it what they would—he wished very much that he had
kept his mouth shut. �at not hav ing been eff ected, he wished
very much he had asked Dan Mc Grath where he was stop ping.
He would have liked to ex plain his own part in the un for tu nate
turn of events, and as quickly as pos si ble. He also wanted to
warn the young Amer i can. Plainly, for one rea son or an other,
the sit u a tion ruled out any po lite in quiries about Mary Win‐ 
ship’s fa ther. And on the other hand…

Mr. Pinker ton was not en tirely with out some por tion of the
na tive Welsh cau tion, and as he sat there think ing it all over, he
came to two sound con clu sions. �e �rst was that Dan Mc‐ 
Grath was un doubt edly far more ca pa ble of man ag ing his own
aff airs than Mr. Evan Pinker ton was of do ing it for him. �e
sec ond was that what ever fam ily skele ton Mr. Scott Win ship,
dead or alive, rep re sented, it was clearly the Win ships’ busi‐ 


