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Your main commentary should be focused on the uses of THAT. Other topics may also be addressed.


La looked up at Tim, who had reached out to take her hand. She had a handkerchief and wiped at her eyes. The tears had stopped, but her cheeks were still moist. 'Can I talk to you in private?' 

He nodded. 'Of course.’ He looked over her shoulder. 'Look, the truck can take everybody home. I've got my car this evening. I’ll drive you back to your place.' 

They did not wait until the hall had been closed up, but went out to Tim's car and drove back down the lane. Tim was quiet in the car, although he said, 'It's been a difficult day for you. I can tell that. I was pretty taken aback myself.' 

In the house, she put on the kettle and they sat down at the kitchen table. 

'So,' said Tim. 'Dab has been arrested. A nasty business.' She took a deep breath. 'It’s not that. Not the theft.’ 

He was puzzled. 'He's been arrested for something else? Where did you hear that?' 

'No, I don't mean the arrest at all. I want to talk about something else. I think that Feliks may be German.' For a few moments Tim said nothing. Then he reached into a pocket and took out a packet of cigarettes. 'I see.' He extracted a cigarette and tapped it against the table. La watched him. 'And why do you think that?' 

She told him about the slips - the uncle in Frankfurt and the we rather than they. He listened carefully, and raised an eyebrow over the we. 

'Does that sound fanciful to you?' La asked. 'I was listening to a story on the wireless about a landlady..’ 

He smiled. 'Oh yes, I heard that. I was in the mess having a cup of tea and it came on. I listened to the whole thing’ 

'It was silly,' said La. 'Very melodramatic. But it made me think' 'So you think that you and I are in the same position as that landlady? And Dab is our commercial traveler?' 

It sounded ridiculous, put that way, but that, she supposed, is what she thought. She nodded. 'Something like that.' 

Tim lit his cigarette. La did not like the smell of tobacco, but tolerated it. Everybody smoked now, it seemed, and one could hardly object to the RAF doing it. 

'All right,' he said. 'We can look into it. My first reaction, though, is that there's nothing to it. Remember that lots of Poles are German-speaking. Of course Hitler has grabbed many of those and made them join his army. But there must be some who are not too keen on the Nazis.' 

She listened. Confiding in him had been cathartic, and now she felt there was nothing more to say. She had decided it was her duty to betray Feliks, and now she had done it. 

Tim looked at her quizzically. 'I take it that there's nothing else. You didn't see him do anything that made you wonder?' She shook her head. ‘Nothing.’

'Well, then, there's a chap at the station who handles this sort of thing. He can get somebody down from London.'

It seemed so bleak. Somebody down from London would interrogate Feliks. And if they found out that he was an enemy agent, then they would execute him. War was like a game; one side did this and the other side did that. There were the rules, and these stipulated that those who played without uniforms would be shot out of hand. 

Tim blew smoke into the air. 'I wouldn't worry, La. It's highly unlikely that Dab is anything other than what he says he is. I like him. I don't think I would ever feel like that about a spy. I like to think I could tell.' 

She thought about this for a moment. What he said was reassuring, but there was still the question of the theft. They had not talked about that. La raised it now, and Tim shook his head vehemently. 

'Can't be; he said. 'I just can't imagine him taking anything. 

He's not a thief, he's…’ 

‘A gentleman?' La supplied. 

Tim laughed. 'Exactly. I told your policeman - what's his name?' 

'Percy Brown.' 

'Yes, I told Percy Brown it was highly unlikely. He telephoned me because Dab had given my name when he was arrested. He said I would speak for him. So this Brown chap phoned and I said that I didn't think it very likely that Dab would steal anything.’

La remembered what Henry had said about the possibility that the money would be found in Feliks's room. She asked Tim about this. 
Alexander McCall Smith, La’s Orchestra saves the world, Abacus 2008, UK. 772 words


