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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurFor philosophically minded Isabel Dalhousie, editor of the of Applied Ethics, getting

through life with a clear conscience requires careful thought. And with the arrival of baby Charlie, not to

mention a passionate relationship with his father Jamie, fourteen years her junior, |sabel enters deeper and
rougher waters. Late motherhood is not the only challenge facing Isabel. Even as she negotiates a truce with
her furious niece Cat, and struggles for authority over her son with her formidable housekeeper Grace, |sabel

finds herself drawn into the story of a painter's mysterious death off the island of Jura. Perhaps most
serioudly of all, Isabel's professional existence and that of her beloved come under attack from the
machiavellian and suspiciously handsome Professor Dove. A master storyteller whether debating ethicsin


/file.html?id=B002TXZTPC

Edinburgh or pursuing lady detectivesin Africa, here Alexander McCall Smith is as witty and wise as his
irresistibly spirited heroine..com A Message from Author Alexander McCall Smith Three great placesto
visit in Scotland: The Scottish National Portrait Gallery, Edinburgh This gallery, housed in an extraordinary
red sandstone building topped with spikes and twirls, contains a pictorial record of Scots over the ages--the
handsome, the deluded, the unfortunate, the inventive--theyre all there. Falkland Palace A lovely little palace
in lush countryside, where the father of Mary Queen of Scots turned his face to the wall and predicted the
end of the Stuart dynasty. The Isle of Muck Y ou reach this charming littleisland on atiny boat. Thereis
nothing to do on the island but to contemplate its beauty--and its name. Note to readers: | would liketo
thank you for all your support. If it werent for the encouragement this has given me, my long conversation
with Mma Ramotswe would have ended far earlier. Asitis, | feel that we still have quite a bit to hear from
her as we do, too, from Isabel Dalhousie, heroine of my Edinburgh novels, and al the denizens of 44
Scotland Street. Each of these series will have a new novel written thisyear, and | am also planning to revisit
the three German professors of the Portuguese Irregular verbs series. | wasin the United States in the spring
thisyear and will return in the Fall. These visits give me the chance to meet many readers of these books, so
if we have not yet met, perhaps we shall do so before too long. And if we do, please do not hesitate to give
me your views on what should happen to the characters in the future: all (reasonable) suggestions gratefully
accepted! --Alexander McCall Smith ExtraitChapter OneTake one hundred people, said Isabel.Jamie
nodded. One hundred.Now, out of those one hundred, Isabel continued, how many will mean well?It was
typical of the sort of trying question Isabel asked herself, in the way in which we sometimes ask ourselves
guestions that admit of no definitive answer. She was an optimist when it came to humankind, unfashionably
so, and so she thought the answer was ninety-eight, possibly even ninety-nine. Jamie, the realist, after afew
moments thought, said eighty.But this was not a question which could be disposed of so easily; it raised in
its wake other, more troubling questions. Were those one or two people the way they were because of the
throw of the genetic dicea matter of patterns and repeats deep in the chemistry of their DNAor wasiit
something that went wrong for them along time ago, in some dark room of childhood, and stayed wrong?
Of course there was quite another possibility: they chose. She was sitting in a delicatessen when she
remembered this conversation with Jamie. Now, from that convenient vantage point, she looked out of the
windowthat man who was crossing the road right then, for example; the one with the thin mouth, the
impatient manner, and the buttoned collar, was perhaps one of that tiny minority of the malevolent. There
was something about him, she felt, that made one uneasy; something in his eyes which suggested
ruthlessness, a man who would not wait for others, who did not care, who would suffer from road rage even
whilewalking . . . She smiled at the thought. But there was certainly something unsettling in his demeanour,
a hint of poisoned sexuality about him, she felt; awhiff of cruelty, something not quite right.She looked
away; one did not want such a person to see one staring; nor, she reminded herself, did she want to catch
herself engaging in such idle speculation. Imagining things about perfect strangers might seem a harmless
enough pursuit, but it could lead to all sorts of ridiculous fantasies and fears. And Isabel was aware that of
all her manifold failings, thinking too much about things was one of the most egregious.Of course a
delicatessen in Edinburgh was not the most obvious place to entertain such thoughts on the nature of good
and evil, but Isabel was a philosopher and knew full well that philosophical speculation came upon one in
the strangest places and at the strangest times. The delicatessen was owned by her niece, Cat, and in addition
to selling the usual things that such shops soldthe sun-dried tomatoes and mozzarella cheese, the fresh
anchovy fillets and the small bars of Austrian marzipanthis delicatessen served coffee at the three or four
small marble-topped tables that Cat had found on atrip to the Upper Loire valley and that she had carted
back to Scotland in a hired self-drive van.lsabel was sitting at one of these tables, afreshly made cappuccino
before her, a copy of that mornings Scotsman newspaper open at the crossword page. Her coffee had been
made by Cats assistant, Eddie, a shy young man to whom something terrible and unexplained had happened
some time ago and who was still awkward in his dealings with Isabel and with others. Eddie had gained in
confidence recently, especially since he had taken up with ayoung Australian woman who had taken ajob
for afew months in the delicatessen, but he still blushed unexpectedly and would end a conversation with a
murmur and a turning away of the head.Y oure by yourself, said Eddie, as he brought I sabels coffee to her
table. Wheresthe. . . Hetrailed off.Isabel smiled at him encouragingly. The baby? Hes called Charlie, by
the way.Eddie nodded, glancing in the direction of Cats office at the back of the delicatessen. Y es, of course,
Charlie. How old is he now?Three months. More or less exactly.Eddie absorbed this information. So he cant
say anything yet?lsabel began to smile, but stopped herself; Eddie could be easily discouraged. They dont



say anything until theyre quite a bit older, Eddie. A year or so. Then they never stop. He gurgles, though. A
strange sound that means Im perfectly happy with the world. Or thats the way | understand it.Id like to see
him sometime, said Eddie vaguely. But | think that . . . He left the sentence unfinished, yet Isabel knew what
he meant.Y es, she said, glancing in the direction of Cats door. Well, that is a bit complicated, as you
probably know.Eddie moved away. A customer had entered the shop and was peering at the counter display
of antipasti; he needed to return to his duties.Isabel sighed. She could have brought Charlie with her, but she
had decided against it, leaving him instead at the house with her housekeeper, Grace. She often brought him
to Bruntsfield, wheeling him, a wrapped-up cocoon, in his baby buggy, negotiating the edge of the pavement
with care, proud in the way of anew mother, almost surprised that here she was, 1sabel Dalhousie, with her
own child, her son. But on these occasions she did not go into Cats delicatessen, because she knew that Cat
was still uncomfortable about Charlie.Cat had forgiven Isabel for Jamie. When it had first become apparent
that |sabel was having an affair with him, Cat had been incredulous. Him? My ex-boyfriend? Y ou? Surprise
had been followed by anger, expressed in breathless staccato: Im sorry. | cant. | just cant get used to it. The
idea. There had been acceptance, later, and reconciliation, but by that stage Isabel had announced her
pregnancy and Cat had retreated in a mixture of resentment and embarrassment.Y ou disapprove, said | sabel.
Obviously.Cat had looked at her with an expression that Isabel found impossible to interpret.l know he was
your boyfriend, Isabel continued. But you did get rid of him. And | didnt set out to become pregnant.
Believe me, | didnt. But now that | am, well, why shouldnt | have a child?Cat said nothing, and Isabel
realised that what she was witnessing was pure envy; unspoken, inexpressible. Envy makes us hate what we
ourselves want, she reminded herself. We hate it because we cant have it.By the time that Charlie arrived,
tumblingor so it felt to Isabelinto the world under the bright lights of the Royal Infirmary, Cat was talking to
Isabel again. But she did not show much warmth towards Charlie; she did not offer to hold him or to kiss
him, although he was her cousin. Isabel was hurt by this, but decided that the best thing to do was not to
flaunt Charlie before her niece, but allow her to come round in her own time.Y ou cant carry on disliking a
baby for long, said Grace, who, imbued with folk wisdom, was often right about these things. Babies have a
way of dealing with indifference. Give Cat time.Time. She looked at her watch. She had put Charlie down
for his nap amost two hours ago and he would be waking up shortly. He would want feeding then, and
although Grace could cope with that, Isabel liked to do it herself. She had stopped breast-feeding him only a
few days after his birth, which had made her feel bad, but the discomfort had been too great and she had
found herself dreading the experience. That was not away to bond with ones child, she thought; babies can
pick up the physical tension in the mother, the drawing back from contact. So she had switched to a baby
formula.lsabel would not |eave the delicatessen without exchanging a few words with Cat, no matter how
strained relations might be. Now she rose from her table and made her way to the half-open door to the
office. Eddie, standing at the counter, glanced briefly in her direction and then looked away again.Are you
busy?Cat had a brochure in front of her, her pen poised above what |ooked like a picture of ajar of honey.Do
people buy lots of honey? Isabel asked. It was abanal questionof course people bought honeybut she needed
something to break the ice.Cat nodded. They do, she said, distantly. Do you want some? |ve got a sample
somewhere here. They sent me ajar of heather honey from the Borders.Grace would, said Isabel. She eats a
lot of honey.There was a silence. Cat stared at the photograph of the jar of honey. Isabel drew in her breath;
this could not be allowed to go on. Cat might come round in the endand Isabel knew that she wouldbut it
could take months, months of tension and silences.Look, Cat, she said, | dont think that we should let this go
on much longer. Y oure freezing me out, you know.Cat continued to stare fixedly at the honey. | dont know
what you mean, she said.But you do, said Isabel. Of course you know what | mean. And all that Im saying is
that itsridiculous. Y ou have to forgive me. Y ou have to forgive me for having Charlie. For Jamie. For
everything.She was not sure why she should be asking her nieces forgiveness, but she was. When it came to
forgiveness, of course, it did not matter whether somebody was wronged or not what counted was whether
they felt wronged. That was quite different.l dont have to forgive you, said Cat. Y ou havent done anything
wrong, have you? All youve done is have ababy. By my . . . Shetrailed off.Isabel was astonished. By your
what? she asked. Y our boyfriend? Is that what youre saying?Cat rose to her feet. Lets not fight, she said
flatly. Letsjust forget it.From the Hardcover edition.



