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[ CHAPTER L]

This time there would be no witnesses.

Thistime there wasjust the dead earth, arumble of thunder, and the onset of that interminable light
drizzle from the north-east by which so many of the world’s most momentous events seem to be
accompanied.

The storms of the day before, and of the day before that, and the floods of the previous week, had now
abated. The skies4till bulged with rain, but dl that actudly fell in the gathering evening gloom wasa
dreary kind of prickle.

Some wind whipped across the darkening plain, blundered through the low hills and gusted across a
shallow valey where stood a structure, akind of tower, donein anightmare of mud, and leaning.

It was a blackened stump of atower. It stood like an extrusion of magmafrom one of the more
pestilentid pitsof hell, and it leaned at apeculiar angle, asif oppressed by something dtogether more
terrible than its own consderable weight. It seemed a dead thing, long ages dead.

The only movement wasthat of ariver of mud that moved duggishly dong the bottom of the valley past
thetower. A mile or so further on, the river ran down aravine and disappeared underground.

But asthe evening darkened it became apparent that the tower was not entirely without life. Therewasa
sngledim red light guttering degp withiniit.

Thelight was only just visible—except of course that there was no one to see, no witnesses, not this
time, but it was neverthdessalight. Every few minutesit grew alittle stronger and alittle brighter and
then faded dowly away amost to nothing. At the sametime alow keening noise drifted out on the wind,
built up to akind of wailing climax, and then it too faded, abjectly, away.

Time passed, and then another light appeared, asmaller, mobilelight. It emerged at ground level and
moved in asingle bobbing circuit of the tower, pausing occasondly onitsway around. Thenit, and the
shadowy figure that could just be discerned carrying it, disappeared inside once more.

An hour passed, and by the end of it the darkness was total. The world seemed deed, the night a



blankness.

And then the glow appeared again near the tower’ s pesk, thistime growing in power more purposefully.
It quickly reached the peak of brightnessit had previoudy attained, and then kept going, increasing,

increasing. The keening sound that accompanied it rosein pitch and stridency until it became awailing

scream. The scream screamed on and on till it became a blinding noise and the light a deafening redness.

And then, abruptly, both ceased.
There wasamillisecond of slent darkness.
An astonishing pae new light billowed and bulged from deep within

the mud beneath the tower. The sky clenched, amountain of mud convulsed, earth and sky bellowed at
each other, there was a horrible pinkness, a sudden greenness, alingering orangenessthat stained the
clouds, and then the light sank and the night at last was deeply, hideously dark. There was no further
sound other than the soft tinkle of water.

But in the morning the sun rose with an unaccustomed sparkle on aday that was, or seemed to be, or at
least would have seemed to be if there had been anybody there to whom it could seem to be anything at
al, warmer, clearer and brighter -- an altogether livelier day than any yet known. A clear river ran
through the shattered remains of the valey.

And time began serioudy to pass.

High on arocky promontory sat an Electric Monk on abored horse. From under its rough woven cowl
the Monk gazed unblinkingly down into another valey, with which it was having a problem.

The day was hot, the sun stood in an empty hazy sky and beat down upon the grey rocks and the
scrubby, parched grass. Nothing moved, not even the Monk. The horse' stall moved alittle, swvishing
dightly to try and move alittle air, but that was al. Otherwise, nothing moved.

The Electric Monk was alabour-saving device, like adishwasher or avideo recorder. Dishwashers
washed tedious dishesfor you, thus saving you the bother of washing them yoursdlf, video recorders
watched tedioustdevison for you, thus saving you the bother of looking at it yoursdlf; Electric Monks
believed thingsfor you, thus saving you what was becoming an increasingly oneroustask, that of believing
al the things the world expected you to believe.

Unfortunately this Electric Monk had developed afault, and had started to believe dl kinds of things,
more or less at random. It was even beginning to bdievethingsthey’ d have difficulty believing in SAt
Lake City. It had never heard of Salt Lake City, of course. Nor had it ever heard of aquingigillion, which
was roughly the number of miles between thisvalley and the Great Salt Lake of Utah.

The problem with the valey wasthis. The Monk currently believed that the valey and everything in the
valey and around it, including the Monk itself and the Monk’ s horse, was a uniform shade of pae pink.
Thismade for acertain difficulty in distinguishing any one thing from any other thing, and therefore made
doing anything or going anywhereimpaossible, or at least difficult and dangerous. Hence theimmohbility of
the Monk and the boredom of the horse, which had had to put up with alot of slly thingsinitstime but
was secretly of the opinion that thiswas one of the silliest.



How long did the Monk believe these things?

Wéll, asfar asthe Monk was concerned, forever. Thefaith which moves mountains, or at least believes
them againg dl the available evidence to be pink, was a solid and abiding faith, agreat rock againgt
which theworld could hurl whatever it would, yet it would not be shaken. In practice, the horse knew,
twenty-four hourswas usualy about itslot.

So what of thishorse, then, that actually held opinions, and was sceptical about things? Unusua
behaviour for ahorse, wasn't it? An unusual horse perhaps?

No. Although it was certainly ahandsome and well-built example of its species, it was nonethdessa
perfectly ordinary horse, such as convergent evolution has produced in many of the placesthet lifeisto
be found. They have ways understood a great deal more than they let on. Itisdifficult to besat on all
day, every day, by some other creature, without forming an opinion about them.

On the other hand, it is perfectly possibleto sit al day, every day, on top of another creature and not
have the dightest thought about them whatsoever.

When the early models of these Monkswere built, it was felt to be important that they be ingtantly
recognisable as artificid objects. There must be no danger of their looking at dl like red people. You
wouldn’'t want your video recorder lounging around on the sofadl day whileit waswatching TV. You
wouldn't want it picking its nose, drinking beer and sending out for pizzas.

So the Monks were built with an eye for originality of design and aso for practical horse-riding ability.
Thiswasimportant. People, and indeed things, looked more sincere on ahorse. So two legswere held
to be both more suitable and cheaper than the more norma primes of seventeen, nineteen or
twenty-three; the skin the Monks were given was pinkish-looking instead of purple, soft and smooth
instead of crendlated. They were aso restricted to just one mouth and nose, but were given instead an
additiona eye, making for agrand tota of two. A strange-looking crestureindeed. But truly excellent &
believing the most preposterous things.

ThisMonk had first gone wrong when it was Smply given too much to believein oneday. It was, by
mistake, cross-connected to avideo recorder that was watching eleven TV channels smultaneoudy, and
this caused it to blow abank of illogic circuits. The video recorder only had to watch them, of course. It
didn’'t haveto believethem al aswdl. Thisiswhy ingtruction manuas are so important.

So after a hectic week of believing that war was peace, that good was bad, that the moon was made of
blue cheese, and that God needed alot of money sent to a certain box number, the Monk started to
believe that thirty-five percent of al tables were hermaphrodites, and then broke down. The manfrom
the Monk shop said that it needed awhole new motherboard, but then pointed out that the new
improved Monk Plus models were twice as powerful, had an entirely new multi-tasking Negative
Capability feature that allowed them to hold up to sixteen entirely different and contradictory ideasin
memory simultaneoudy without generating any irritating System errors, weretwice asfast and at least
threetimes as glib, and you could have awhole new one for less than the cost of replacing the
motherboard of the old mode!.

That wasit. Done.

Thefaulty Monk wasturned out into the desert where it could



believewhat it liked, including theideathat it had been hard done by. It was alowed to keep its horse,
since horses were so cheap to make.

For anumber of days and nights, which it varioudy believed to be three, forty-three, and five hundred
and ninety-eight thousand seven hundred and three, it roamed the desert, putting its Smple Electric trust
inrocks, birds, clouds and aform of non-existent e ephant-asparagus, until at last it fetched up here, on
this high rock, overlooking avalley that was not, despite the deep fervour of the Monk’ s blief, pink. Not
evenalittlebit.

Time passed.
[ CHAPTER 3]
Time passed.
Susan waited.

The more Susan waited, the more the doorbell didn’t ring. Or the phone. She looked at her watch. She
felt that now was about the time that she could legitimately begin to fedl cross. She was cross aready, of
course, but that had been in her own time, so to speak. They werewell and truly into histime now, and
even dlowing for traffic, mishaps, and generd vagueness and dilatoriness, it was now well over half an
hour past the time that he had indsted was the latest time they could possibly afford to leave, so she'd
better be ready.

Shetried to worry that something terrible had happened to him, but didn’t believe it for amoment.
Nothing terrible ever happened to him, though she was beginning to think that it wastime it damn well
did. If nothing terrible happened to him soon maybe she'd do it hersalf. Now there was an idea.

Shethrew hersdf crosdy into the armchair and watched the news on television. The news made her
cross. Sheflipped the remote control and watched something on another channel for abit. Shedidn’t
know what it was, but it also made her cross. Perhaps she should phone. She was damned if she was
going to phone. Perhapsif she phoned he would phone her at the same moment and not be able to get

through.
Sherefused to admit that she had even thought that.

Damn him, where was he? Who cared where he was anyway? She didn’t, that was for sure.

Threetimesin arow he'd donethis. Threetimesin arow was enough. She angrily flipped channdsone
moretime. There was a programme about computers and some interesting new developmentsin thefield
of things you could do with computers and music.

That wasit. That wasredly it. She knew that she had told hersef that that wasit only seconds eerlier,
but thiswas now thefind red ultimateit.

She jumped to her feet and went to the phone, gripping an angry Filofax. Sheflipped briskly throughit
and dided anumber.

“Hello, Michad? Yes, it's Susan. Susan Way. You said | should cal you if | wasfreethisevening and |
said I’ d rather be dead in aditch, remember? Well, | suddenly discover that | am free, absolutdly,
completely and utterly free, and thereisn't adecent ditch for milesaround. Make your move while



you' ve got your chanceis my adviceto you. I'll be at the Tangiers Club in half an hour.”

She pulled on her shoes and coat, paused when she remembered that it was Thursday and that she
should put afresh, extra-long tape on the answering machine, and two minutes later was out of the front
door. When at last the phone did ring the answering machine said sweetly that Susan Way could not
cometo the phonejust at the moment, but that if the caller would like to leave amessage, she would get
back to them as soon as possible. Maybe.

[ CHAPTERA ]
It was achill November evening of the old-fashioned type.

The moon looked pale and wan, asif it shouldn’t be up on anight like this. It rose unwillingly and hung
likeanill spectre. Silhouetted againgt it, dim and hazy through the dampness which rose from the
unwholesome fens, stood the assorted towers and turrets of St Cedd” s, Cambridge, aghostly profusion
of buildings thrown up over centuries, medieva next to Victorian, Odeon next to Tudor. Only risng
through the mist did they seem remotely to belong to one another.

Between them scurried figures, hurrying from one dim pool of light to another, shivering, leaving wraiths
of breath which folded themselvesinto the cold night behind them.

It was seven o' clock. Many of the figureswere heading for the college dining hal which divided First
Court from Second Court, and from which warm light, reluctantly, streamed. Two figuresin particular
seemed ill-matched. One, ayoung man, wastal, thin and angular; even muffled ingde aheavy dark coat
hewaked alittle like an affronted heron.

The other was small, roundish, and moved with an ungainly restlessness, like anumber of ederly
squirrelstrying to escape from asack. His own age was on the older side of completely indeterminate. If
you picked a number at random, he was probably alittle older than that, but -- well, it wasimpossible to
tdl. Certainly hisface was heavily lined, and the small amount of hair that escaped from under hisred
woollen skiing hat was thin, white, and had very much its own ideas about how it wished to arrange itself.

He too was muffled insde aheavy coat, but over it he wore a billowing gown with very faded purple
trim, the badge of his unique and peculiar academic office.

Asthey walked the older man was doing dl thetalking. He was pointing at items of interest along the
waly, despite the fact that it wastoo dark to see any of them. The younger man was saying “Ahyes,” and
“Redly? How interesting...” and “Well, well, well,” and “ Good heavens.” His head bobbed serioudy.

They entered, not through the main entrance to the hall, but through a small doorway on the east side of
the court. Thisled to the Senior Combination Room and a dark-panelled anteroom where the Fellows of
the college assembled to dap their hands and make “brrrrrr” noises before making their way through their
own entrance to the High Table.

They were late and shook off their coats hurriedly. Thiswas complicated for the older man by the
necessity first of taking off his professorial gown, and then of putting it back on again once his coat was
off, then of stuffing hishat in his coat pocket, then of wondering where he' d put his scarf, and then of
redising that he hadn’t brought it, then of fishing in his coat pocket for his handkerchief, then of fishingin
his other coat pocket for his spectacles, and findly of finding them quite unexpectedly wrapped in his
scarf, which it turned out he had brought after all but hadn’t been wearing despite the damp and bitter
wind blowing in like awitch’s breath from acrossthe fens.



He bustled the younger man into the hall ahead of him and they took the last two vacant seats at the High
Table, braving aflurry of frowns and raised eyebrows for interrupting the Latin grace to do so.

Hall wasfull tonight. It was always more popular with the undergraduates in the colder months. More
unusudly, the hal was candldlit, asit was now only on very few specid occasons. Two long, crowded
tables siretched off into the glimmering darkness. By candllight, peopl€ sfaceswere more dive, the
hushed sounds of their voices, the clink of cutlery and glasses, seemed more exciting, and in the dark
recesses of the great hall, al the centuriesfor which it had existed seemed present a once. High Table
itself formed a crosspiece at the top, and was rai sed about afoot above therest. Sinceit was aguest
night, the table was set on both sdes to accommodate the extra numbers, and many diners therefore sat
with their backsto therest of the hall.

“So, young MacDuff,” said the Professor once he was seated and flapping his napkin open, “pleasureto
seeyou again, my dear fellow. Glad you could come. No ideawhat al thisisabout,” he added, peering
round the hdl in congternation. “All the candles and silver and business. Generally meansaspeciad dinner
in honour of someone or something No one can remember anything about except that it means better food
foranight.”

He paused and thought for amoment, and then said, “1t seems odd, don't you think, that the quality of
the food should vary inversely with the brightness of the lighting. Makes you wonder what culinary heights
the kitchen staff could riseto if you confined them to perpetud darkness. Could beworth atry, | think.
Got some good vaultsin the college that could be turned over to the purpose. | think | showed you round
them once, hmmm? Nice brickwork.”

All this came as something of ardlief to hisguest. It wasthefirgt indication his host had given that he had
the faintest recollection who hewas. Professor Urban Chronatis, the Regius Professor of Chronology, or
“Reg” asheingsted on being caled had amemory that he himsalf had once compared to the Queen
Alexandra Birdwing Butterfly, in that it was colourful, flitted prettily hither and thither, and was now, aas,
amost completely extinct.

When he had telephoned with the invitation afew days previoudy, he had seemed extremely keen to see
hisformer pupil, and yet when Richard had arrived thisevening, alittle on thelate Sde, admittedly, the
Professor had thrown open the door apparently in anger, had started in surprise on seeing Richard,
demanded to know if he was having emotiond problems, reacted in annoyance to being reminded gently
that it was now ten years since he had been Richard' s college tutor, and finally agreed that Richard had
indeed come for dinner, whereupon he, the Professor, had started talking rapidly and at length about the
history of the college architecture, a sure sign that his mind was elsewhere entirely.

“Reg” had never actudly taught Richard, he had only been his college tutor, which meant in short that he
had had charge of his generad welfare, told him when the exams were and not to take drugs, and so on.
Indeed, it was not entirely clear if Reg had ever taught anybody at al and what, if anything, he would
have taught them. His professorship was an obscure one, to say the least, and since he dispensed with his
lecturing duties by the smple and time-honoured technique of presenting al his potentia studentswith an
exhaudtive list of booksthat he knew for afact had been out of print for thirty years, then flying into a
tantrum if they failed to find them, no one had ever discovered the precise nature of his academic
discipline. He had, of course, long ago taken the precaution of removing the only extant copies of the
books on hisreading list from the university and college libraries, asaresult of which he had plenty of
timeto, well, to do whatever it was he did.

Since Richard had dways managed to get on reasonably well with the old fruitcake, he had one day
plucked up courage to ask him what, exactly, the Regius Professorship of Chronology was. It had been



one of those light summery days when the world seems about to burst with pleasure at Smply being itsdlf,
and Reg had been in an uncharacteristicaly forthcoming mood as they had walked over the bridge where
the River Cam divided the older parts of the college from the newer.

“Sinecure, my dear fellow, an absolute sSinecure,” he had beamed. “A smal amount of money for avery
small, or shall we say non-existent, amount of work. That puts me permanently just ahead of the game,
which isacomfortableif fruga placeto spend your life. | recommend it.” He leaned over the edge of the
bridge and started to point out a particular brick that he found interesting. “But what sort of study isit
supposed to be?” Richard had pursued. “Isit history? Physics? Philosophy? What?”

“Wel,” said Reg, dowly, “sinceyou'reinterested, the chair was originaly ingtituted by King Georgellll,
who, asyou know, entertained a number of amusing notions, including the belief that one of thetreesin
Windsor Great Park was in fact Frederick the Grest.

“It was his own gppointment, hence“Regius’. Hisown ideaaswel, which is somewhat more unusud.”

Sunlight played dong the River Cam. People in punts happily shouted at each other to fuck off. Thin
natura scientistswho had spent months locked away in their rooms growing white and fishlike, emerged
blinking into thelight. Couples walking aong the bank got so excited about the genera wonderfulness of
it al that they had to pop inside for an hour.

“The poor beleaguered fellow,” Reg continued, “ George 11, | mean, was, as you may know, obsessed
withtime. Filled the paace with clocks. Wound them incessantly. Sometimeswould get up inthe middle
of the night and prowl! round the palace in his nightshirt winding clocks. He was very concerned that time
continued to go forward, you see. So many terrible things had occurred in hislife that he was terrified that
any of them might happen again if time were ever dlowed to dip backwards even for amoment. A very
understandable fear, especidly if you're barking mad, as|’ m afraid to say, with the very greatest
sympathy for the poor fellow, he undoubtedly was. He appointed me, or rather | should say, my office,
this professorship, you understand, the post that | am now privileged to hold to—where was |? Oh yes.
Heingtituted this, er, Chair of Chronology to seeif there was any particular reason why onething
happened after another and if there was any way of stopping it. Since the answersto the three questions
were, | knew immediately, yes, no, and maybe, | realised | could then take the rest of my career off.”

“And your predecessors?’

“Er, were much of the samemind.”

“But who werethey?’

“Who were they? Wdll, splendid fellows of course, splendid to aman.

Remind meto tell you about them some day. See that brick? Wordsworth was once sick on that brick.
Great man.”

All that had been about ten years ago.

Richard glanced around the great dining hall to see what had changed in the time, and the answer was, of
course, absolutely nothing. In the dark heights, dimly seen by theflickering candldight, were the ghosily
portraits of prime ministers, archbishops, politica reformers and poets, any of whom might, in their day,
have been sick on that same brick.



“Wadl,” said Reg, inaloudly confidentiad whisper, asif introducing the subject of nipple-piercingina
nunnery, “1 hear you' ve suddenly done very wdll for yoursdf, a last, hmmm?’

“Er, well, yes, infact,” said Richard, who was as surprised at the fact as anybody else, “yes, | have.”

Around the table severd gazes stiffened on him.

“Computers,” he heard somebody whisper dismissively to aneighbour further down thetable. Thediff
gazes relaxed again, and turned away.

“Excdlent,” said Reg. “I"m s0 pleased for you, so pleased.”

“Tell me” hewent on, and it was amoment before Richard redlized that the Professor was't talking to
him any more, but had turned to the right to address his other neighbour, “what’sal this about, this” he
flourished avague hand over the candles and college silver, “...tuff?’

His neighbour, an ederly wizened figure, turned very dowly and looked a him asif he wasrather
annoyed at being raised from the dead like this.

“Coleridge,” hesaid inathin rasp, “it’ sthe Coleridge Dinner you old fool.” He turned very dowly back
until he wasfacing the front again. His name was Cawley, he was a Professor of Archaeology and
Anthropology, and it was frequently said of him, behind his back, that he regarded it not so much asa
serious academic study, more as a chance to relive his childhood.

“Ah, isit,” murmured Reg, “isit?’ and turned back to Richard. “It' sthe Coleridge Dinner,” he said
knowledgeably. “ Coleridge was amember of the college, you know,” he added after amoment.
“Coleridge. Samuel Taylor. Poet. | expect you've heard of him. ThisishisDinner.

Wil not literally, of course. It would be cold by now.” Silence.

“Here, have some salt.”

“Er, thank you, | think I'll wait,” said Richard, surprised. There was no food on the table yet.

“Go on, takeit,” ingsted the Professor, proffering him the heavy Slver sdt cdllar.

Richard blinked in bemusement but with an interior shrug he reached to takeit. In the moment that he
blinked, however, the sdt cellar had completely vanished.

He started back in surprise.

“Good one, en?’ said Reg as he retrieved the missing cruet from behind the ear of his deathly right-hand
neighbour, provoking asurprisingly girlish giggle from somewheredse at thetable. Reg amiled impighly.
“Very irritating habit, | know. It'snext on my list for giving up after smoking and leeches.”

Wéll, that was another thing that hadn’t changed. Some people pick their noses, others habitually best
up old ladies on the streets. Reg’ svice was aharmlessif peculiar one -- an addiction to childish conjuring
tricks. Richard remembered thefirst time he had been to see Reg with a problem—it was only the normal
Angst that periodicaly takes undergraduatesinto its grip, particularly when they have essaysto write, but
it had seemed adark and savage weight at the time. Reg had sat and listened to his outpouringswith a
deep frown of concentration, and when at |ast Richard had finished, he pondered serioudy, stroked his



chinalot, and at |ast leaned forward and looked him in the eye.
“| suspect that your problem,” he said, “isthat you have too many paper clips up your nose.”
Richard stared at him.

“Allow meto demongtrate,” said Reg, and leaning across the desk he pulled from Richard’ snose achain
of eleven paper clipsand asmal rubber swan.

“Ah, thered culprit,” he said, holding up the swan. “They comein cered packets, you know, and cause
no end of trouble. Well, I'm glad we ve had thislittle chat, my dear fellow. Pleasefed freeto disturb me
again if you have any more such problems.”

Needlessto say, Richard didn't.

Richard glanced around the table to see if there was anybody el se he recognised from histime at the
college.

Two places away to the left was the don who had been Richard’ s Director of Studiesin English, who
showed no sgns of recognising him at dl. Thiswas hardly surprisng since Richard had spent histhree
years here assduoudy avoiding him, often to the extent of growing a beard and pretending to be
someone dse.

Next to him was aman whom Richard had never managed to identify. Neither, in fact, had anyone else.
Hewasthin and vole-like and had the most extraordinarily long bony nose -- it really was very, very long
and bony indeed. Infact it looked alot like the controversia ked which had helped the Australianswin
the America's Cup in 1983, and this resemblance had been much remarked upon at the time, though not
of courseto hisface. No one had said anything to hisface at all.

No one.
Ever.

Anyone meeting him for the first time was too startled and embarrassed by his nose to speak, and the
second time was worse because of thefirst time, and so on. Y ears had gone by now, seventeeninal. In
al that time he had been cocooned in silence. In hdl it had long been the habit of the college servantsto
position a separate set of sdt, pepper and mustard on either side of him, since no one could ask him to
pass them, and to ask someone sitting on the other side of him was not only rude but completely
impaossible because of hisnose being inthe way.

The other odd thing about him was a series of gestures he made and repested regularly throughout every
evening. They consgsted of tapping each of the fingers of hisleft hand in order, and then one of the fingers
of hisright hand. He would then occasionaly tap some other part of hisbody, a knuckle, an elbow or a
knee. Whenever he was forced to stop this by the requirements of eating he would start blinking each of
his eyesinstead, and occasiondly nodding. No one, of course, had ever dared to ask him why he did
this, though dl were consumed with curiosity.

Richard couldn’t see who was sitting beyond him.

In the other direction, beyond Reg' s deathly neighbour, was Watkin,



the Classics Professor, aman of terrifying dryness and oddity. His heavy rimless glasseswere dmost
solid cubes of glasswithin which his eyes gppeared to lead independent existences like goldfish. Hisnose
was straight enough and ordinary, but benesth it he wore the same beard as Clint Eastwood. Hiseyes
gazed swimmingly around the table as he sel ected who was going to be spoken at tonight. He had
thought that his prey might be one of the guests, the newly appointed Head of Radio Three, who was
sitting opposite -- but unfortunately he had aready been ensnared by the Music Director of the college
and a Professor of Philosophy. These two were busy explaining to the harassed man that the phrase “too
much Mozart” was, given any reasonable definition of those three words, an inherently self-contradictory
expression, and that any sentence which contained such a phrase would be thereby rendered meaningless
and could not, consequently, be advanced as part of an argument in favour of any given
programme-scheduling strategy. The poor man was aready beginning to grip his cutlery too tightly. His
eyes darted about desperately looking for rescue, and made the mistake of lighting on those of Watkin.

“Good evening,” said Watkin with smiling charm, nodding in the most friendly way, and then letting his
gaze settle glassly on to hisbowl of newly arrived soup, from which position it would not alow itself to
be moved. Yet. Let the bugger suffer alittle. He wanted the rescue to be worth at least a good half dozen
radio talk fees.

Beyond Watkin, Richard suddenly discovered the source of the little girlish giggle that had greeted Reg's
conjuring trick. Agtonishingly enough it wasalittle girl. She was about eight years old with blonde hair
and aglumlook. Shewas Sitting occasondly kicking pettishly at thetable leg.

“Who'sthat?’ Richard asked Reg in surprise.
“Who' swhat?’ Reg asked Richard in surprise.

Richard inclined afinger surreptitioudy in her direction. “Thegirl,” hewhispered, “thevery, very littlegirl.
Isit some new maths professor?’

Reg peered round at her. “Do you know,” he said in astonishment, “I haven't the faintest idea. Never
known anything likeit. How extraordinary.”

At that moment the problem was solved by the man from the BBC, who suddenly wrenched himsdlf out
of thelogica haf-nelson into which his neighbours had got him, and told the girl off for kicking the table.
She stopped kicking the table, and instead kicked the air with redoubled vigour. Hetold her to try and
enjoy hersdlf, so she kicked him. Thisdid something to bring abrief glimmer of pleasureinto her glum
evening, but it didn’t last. Her father briefly shared with the table at large his fedings about baby-gitters
who |et people down, but nobody felt able to run with the topic.

“A maor season of Buxtehude,” resumed the Director of Music, “isof course clearly long overdue. I'm
sureyou' |l belooking forward to remedying this Situation at the first opportunity.”

“Oh, er, yes,” replied the girl’ sfather, spilling hissoup, “er, that is... he’ snot the same one as Gluck, is
I,,g?!

Thelittlegirl kicked the tableleg again. When her father looked sternly &t her, she put her head on one
side and mouthed aquestion at him.

“Not now,” heinssted at her as quietly as he could.

“When, then?’



“Later. Maybe. Later, we'll see”
She hunched grumpily back in her seat. “Y ou dways say later,” she mouthed at him.

“Poor child,” murmured Reg. “Thereisn't adon at thistable who doesn't behave exactly like that inside.
Ah, thank you.” Their soup arrived, distracting his attention, and Richard’s.

“Sotell me” said Reg, after they had both had a couple of spoonsful and arrived independently at the
same conclusion, that it was not ataste explosion, “what you' ve been up to, my dear chap. Something to
do with computers, | understand, and aso to do with music. | thought you read English when you were
here—though only, | redise, in your sparetime.” Helooked at Richard significantly over therim of his
soup spoon. “Now walit,” he interrupted before Richard even had achanceto start, “don’'t | vaguely
remember that you had some sort of computer when you were here? When wasit? 19777

“Well, what we called acomputer in 1977 wasredly akind of electric abacus, but...”

“Oh, now, don’'t underestimate the abacus,” said Reg. “In skilled handsit’ savery sophisticated
caculaing device. Furthermore it requires no power, can be made with any materials you have to hand,
and never goes bing in the middle of an important piece of work.”

“So an eectric onewould be particularly pointless,” said Richard.

“True enough,” conceded Reg.

“Thererealy wasn't alot this machine could do that you couldn’t do yoursdf in hdf thetimewith alot
lesstrouble,” said Richard, “but it was, on the other hand, very good at being asow and dim-witted

pupil.”

Reg looked a him quizzicdly.

“I had no ideathey were supposed to bein short supply,” he said.

“I could hit adozen with abread roll from wherel’m stting.”

“I'msure. But look at it thisway. What really isthe point of trying to teach anything to anybody?’

This question seemed to provoke amurmur of sympathetic approva from up and down the table.
Richard continued, “What | mean isthat if you really want to understand something, the best way isto
try and explain it to someone ese. That forcesyou to sort it out in your own mind. And the more dow
and dim-witted your pupil, the more you have to break things down into more and more Smpleidess.
And that’ sredlly the essence of programming. By thetime you' ve sorted out acomplicated ideainto little
sepsthat even astupid machine can ded with, you' ve certainly learned something about it yourself. The
teacher usudly learns more than the pupil. Isn't that true?’

“It would be hard to learn much less than my pupils,” came alow growl from somewhere on thetable,
“without undergoing a pre-frontal |obotomy.”

“So | used to spend days struggling to write essays on this 16K machine that would have taken a couple
of hours on atypewriter, but what was fascinating to me was the process of trying to explain to the



machinewhat it was | wanted it to do. | virtualy wrote my own word processor in BASIC. A smple
search and replace routine would take about three hours.”

“| forget, did you ever get any essaysdoneat al?’

“Wal, not as such. No actud essays, but the reasons why not were absolutely fascinating. For instance,
| discovered that...”

He broke off, laughing a himsdf.
“1 was dso playing keyboardsin arock group, of course,” he added.
“That didn’'t help.”

“Now, that | didn’'t know,” said Reg. “Y our past has murkier thingsin it than | dreamed possible. A
quality, | might add, thet it shareswith thissoup.” He wiped his mouth with his napkin very carefully. “I
must go and have aword with the kitchen staff one day. | would like to be sure that they are keeping the
right bits and throwing the proper bitsaway. So. A rock group, you say. Well, well, well. Good
heavens.”

“Yes,” said Richard. “We cdled ourselves The Reasonably Good Band, but in fact we weren't. Our
intention was to be the Bestles of the early eighties, but we got much better financia and lega advice than
the Beatles ever did, which wasbasicaly “Don’'t bother”, sowedidn’t. | left Cambridge and starved for
three years.”

“But didn’t | bump into you during that period,” said Reg, “and you said you were doing very wel?’

“Asaroad sweeper, yes. There was an awful lot of mess on the roads. More than enough, | fdlt, to
support an entire career. However, | got the sack for sweeping the mess on to another sweeper’ s patch.”

Reg shook hishead. “The wrong career for you, I’'m sure. There are plenty of vocations where such
behaviour would ensure rgpid preferment.”

“I tried afew -- none of them much grander, though. And | kept none of them very long, because | was
alwaystoo tired to do them properly.

I’ d be found adeep dumped over the chicken sheds or filing cabinets -- depending on what the job was.
Been up dl night with the computer you see, teaching it to play “Three Blind Mice’. It was an important

god for me”

“I’'m sure,” agreed Reg. “Thank you,” he said to the college servant who took his half-finished plate of
soup from him, “thank you very much. “Three Blind Mice’, en? Good. Good. So no doubt you
succeeded eventually, and this accounts for your present celebrated status. Yes?’

“Wdl, there sabit moreto it than that.”

“| feared there might be. Pity you didn’t bring it with you though. It might have cheered up the poor
young lady who is currently having our dull and crusty company forced upon her. A swift burst of “Three
Blind Mice” would probably do much to revive her spirits.” He leaned forward to look past histwo
right-hand neighbours a the girl, who was till Stting sagging in her chair.



“Helo,” hesaid.

She looked up in surprise, and then dropped her eyes shyly, swinging her legs again.
“Which do you think isworse,” enquired Reg, “the soup or the company?’

She gave atiny, rductant laugh and shrugged, till looking down.

“I think you' rewise not to commit yourself at thisstage,” continued Reg. “Mysdf, I’'m waiting to seethe
carrots before | make any judgements. They’ ve been bailing them since the weekend, but | fear it may
not be enough. The only thing that could possibly be worse than the carrotsis Watkin. He' sthe man with
the slly glasses Stting between us. My name' s Reg, by theway. Come over and kick me when you have
amoment.” Thegirl giggled and glanced up at Watkin, who stiffened and made an appdlingly
unsuccessful attempt to smile good-naturedly.

“Wadll, little girl,” he said to her awkwardly, and she had desperately to suppress ahoot of laughter at his
glasses. Little conversation therefore ensued, but the girl had an aly, and began to enjoy hersdlf atiny
littlebit. Her father gave her ardieved amile.

Reg turned back to Richard, who said, suddenly, “ Do you have any family?’

“Er... no,” said Reg, quietly. “But tdl me. After “Three Blind Mice’, what then?

“Well, to cut along story short, Reg, | ended up working for WayForward Technologies...”

“Ah, yes, thefamous Mr. Way. Tell me, what'shelike?’

Richard was dways faintly annoyed by this question, probably because he was asked it so often.

“Both better and worse than he’ srepresented in the press. | likehim alat, actudly. Likeany driven man
he can be abit trying at times, but I’ ve known him since the very early days of the company when neither
he nor | had abean to our names. He' sfine. It'sjust that it sagood idea not to let him have your phone
number unless you possess an industrid-grade answering machine.”

“What? Why' sthat?’

“Wdll, he' sone of those people who can only think when he' stalking. When he hasidess, he hasto talk
them out to whoever will ligten. Or, if the people themselves are not available, which isincreasingly the
case, thelr answering machineswill do just aswell. He just phones them up and talks at them. He has one
secretary whose solejob isto collect tapes from people he might have phoned, transcribe them, sort
them and give him the edited text the next day in ablue folder.”

“A blueone, en?’

“Ask mewhy he doesn’t smply use atape recorder,” said Richard with a shrug.

Reg consdered this. “I expect he doesn’t use atape recorder because he doesn't like talking to
himsdf,” hesad. “Thereisalogic there. Of akind.”

Hetook amouthful of hisnewly arrivedporc au poivre and ruminated on it for awhile before gently
laying hisknife and fork asde again for the moment.



“Sowhat,” hesad a lagt, “istherole of young MacDuff in dl this?’

“WEell, Gordon assigned me to write amajor piece of software for the Apple Macintosh. Financid
gpreadsheet, accounting, that sort of thing, powerful, easy to use, lots of graphics. | asked him exactly
what hewanted init, and he just said, “ Everything. | want the top piece of al-singing, dl-dancing
business software for that machine.” And being of adightly whimsica turn of mind | took him literaly.

“Y ou see, a pattern of numbers can represent anything you like, can be used to map any surface, or
modulate any dynamic process—and so on. And any set of company accounts are, intheend, just a
pattern of numbers. So | sat down and wrote a program that’ |l take those numbers and do what you like
with them. If you just want abar graph it’ll do them asabar graph, if you want them asapie chart or
scatter graph it’ll do them asapie chart or scatter graph. If you want dancing girls jumping out of the pie
chart in order to digtract attention from the figures the pie chart actualy represents, then the program will
do that aswell. Or you can turn your figuresinto, for instance, aflock of seagulls, and the formation they
fly in and the way in which the wings of each gull best will be determined by the performance of each
divison of your company. Great for producing animated corporate logos that actuallymean something.

“But the silliest feature of al wasthat if you wanted your company accounts represented as a piece of
music, it could do that aswell. Wéll, | thought it was silly. The corporate world went bananas over it.”

Reg regarded him solemnly from over apiece of carrot poised ddicately on hisfork in front of him, but
did not interrupt.

“Y ou see, any aspect of apiece of music can be expressed as a sequence or pattern of numbers,”
enthused Richard. “Numbers can express the pitch of notes, the length of notes, patterns of pitchesand

lengths”

“You mean tunes,” said Reg. The carrot had not moved yet.
Richard grinned.

“Tuneswould be avery good word for it. | must remember that.”

“It would help you speak more easily.” Reg returned the carrot to his plate, untasted. “And this software
did well, then?’ he asked.

“Not so much here. The yearly accounts of most British companies emerged sounding like the Dead
March fromSaul, but in Japan they went for it like apack of rats. It produced lots of cheery company
anthemsthat started well, but if you were going to criticise you’ d probably say that they tended to get a
bit loud and squesky at the end. Did spectacular businessin the States, which was the main thing,
commeradly. Though the thing that’ sinteresting me most now iswhat happensif you leave the accounts
out of it. Turn the numbersthat represent the way a swallow’ swings best directly into music. What
would you hear? Not the sound of cash registers, according to Gordon.”

“Fascinating,” said Reg, “ quite fascinating,” and popped the carrot at last into his mouth. He turned and
leaned forward to speak to hisnew girlfriend.

“Watkin loses,” he pronounced. “The carrots have achieved anew al-timelow. Sorry, Watkin, but
awful asyou are, the carrots, I’ m afraid, are world-beaters.”



Thegirl giggled more easly than last time and she smiled at him. Watkin wastrying to take dl this
good-naturedly, but it was clear as his eyes swam at Reg that he was more used to discomfiting than
being discomfited.

“Please, Daddy, can | now?” With her new-found, if dight, confidence, the girl had dso found avoice.
“Later,” indsted her father.

“Thisisdready laer. I'vebeentiming it.”

“Wdll...” He hesitated, and was|ost.

“WEe ve been to Greece,” announced the girl inasmall but awved voice.

“Ah, have you indeed,” said Watkin, with alittle nod. “Wél, well. Anywherein particular, or just Greece
generaly?’

“Patmos,” she said decisvely. “It was beautiful. | think Patmosisthe most beautiful place in the whole
world. Except the ferry never camewhen it said it would. Never, ever. | timedit. Wemissed our flight
but I didn't mind.”

“Ah, Patmos, | see,” said Watkin, who was clearly roused by the news. “Well, what you haveto
understand, young lady, isthat the Greeks, not content with dominating the culture of the Classical world,
are dso responsible for the grestest, some would say the only, work of true creative imagination
produced this century aswell. | refer of course to the Greek ferry timetables. A work of the sublimest
fiction. Anyonewho hastravelled in the Aegean will confirm this. Hmm, yes. | think s0.”

Shefrowned a him.
“I found apot,” she said.

“Probably nothing,” interrupted her father hadtily. “Y ou know theway itis. Everyone who goesto
Greecefor thefirgt time thinks they’ ve found a pot, don’t they? Ha, ha.”

Therewere genera nods. Thiswastrue. Irritating, but true,

“I found it in the harbour,” she sad, “in the water. While we were waiting for the damn ferry.”

“Sarah! I'vetold you...”

“It'sjust what you caled it. And worse. You caled it words| didn't think you knew. Anyway, | thought
that if everyone here was meant to be so clever, then someone would be ableto tell meif it was a proper
ancient Greek thing or not. | think it'svery old. Will you please let them seeit, Daddy?”

Her father shrugged hopelesdy and started to fish about under hischair.

“Did you know, young lady,” said Watkin to her, “that the Book of Revelation was written on Patmos?
It wasindeed. By Saint John the Divine, asyou know. To meit showsvery clear signsof having been
written whilewaiting for aferry. Oh, yes, | think so. It arts off, does’t it, with that kind of dreaminess

you get when you' re killing time, getting bored, you know, just making things up, and then gradudly
growsto asort of climax of hallucinatory despair. | find that very suggestive. Perhaps you should write a



paper onit.” He nodded at her.

Shelooked a him asif he were mad.

“Well, hereitis” said her father, plonking the thing down on thetable. “Just apot, asyou see. She's
only sx,” he added with agrim smile, “aren’t you, dear?’

“Seven,” said Sarah.

The pot was quite small, about five inches high and four inches across a itswidest point. The body was
amost spherical, with avery narrow neck extending about an inch above the body. The neck and about
half of the surface areawere encrusted with hard-caked earth, but the parts of the pot that could be seen

were of arough, ruddy texture.

Sarah took it and thrugt it into the hands of the don Sitting on her right.

“Youlook clever,” shesaid. “Tel mewhat you think.”

The don took it, and turned it over with adightly superciliousair. “I’'m sureif you scraped away the mud
from the bottom,” he remarked wittily, “it would probably say “Madein Birmingham”.”

“That old, en?” said Sarah’ sfather with aforced laugh. “Long time since anything was made there.”
“Anyway,” said the don, “not my field, I'm amolecular biologist. Anyone else want to have alook?’

This question was not greeted with wild yel ps of enthusiasm, but neverthel ess the pot was passed from
hand to hand around the far end of the table in a desultory fashion. 1t was goggled &t through pebble
glasses, peered at through horn-rims, gazed at over haf-moons, and squinted at by someone who had
left hisglassesin his other suit, which he very much feared had now goneto the cleaner”s. No one
seemed to know how old it was, or to care very much. Theyoung girl’ sface began to grow

downhearted again.
“Sour lot,” said Reg to Richard. He picked up asilver sdt cellar again and held it up.

“Young lady,” he said, leaning forward to address her.
“Oh, not again, you old fool,” muttered the aged archaeologist Cawley, sitting back and putting his hands
over hisears.

“Young lady,” repeated Reg, “regard thissmple slver st cellar. Regard thissmple hat.”

“You haven't got ahat,” said thegirl sulkily.

“Oh,” said Reg, “amoment please,” and he went and fetched hiswoally red one.

“Regard,” hesaid again, “thissmple silver sdt cdllar. Regard thissmplewoolly hat. | put the sdt cdllar
inthe hat, thus, and | passthe hat to you. The next part of thetrick, dear lady... isup to you.”

He handed the hat to her, past their two intervening neighbours, Cawley and Watkin. She took the hat

and looked inddeit.



“Where' sit gone?’ she asked, staring into the hat.
“It' swherever you put it,” said Reg.
“Oh,” said Sarah, “I see. Wdll... that was't very good.”

Reg shrugged. “A humbletrick, but it gives me pleasure,” he said, and turned back to Richard. “Now,
what were we talking about?’

Richard looked a him with adight sense of shock. He knew that the Professor had always been prone
to sudden and erratic mood swings, but it was asif dl the warmth had drained out of himin aningtant. He
now wore the same distracted expression Richard had seen on hisface when first he had arrived at his
door that evening, apparently completely unexpected. Reg seemed then to sense that Richard was taken
aback and quickly reassembled asmile.

“My dear chap!” he said. “My dear chap! My dear, dear chap! What was| saying?’

“Er, you were saying “My dear chap”.

“Yes, but | fed sureit wasaprelude to something. A sort of short toccata on the theme of what a
splendid fellow you are prior to introducing the main subject of my discourse, the nature of which |
currently forget. Y ou have no ideawhat | was about to say?’

“ NO_"

“Oh. Wdl, | suppose | should be pleased. If everyone knew exactly what | was going to say, then there
would be no point in my saying it, would there? Now, how’ s our young guest’s pot doing?’

In fact it had reached Watkin, who pronounced himsalf no expert on what the ancients had made for
themselvesto drink out of, only on what they had written asaresult. He said that Cawley wasthe oneto
whose knowledge and experience they should dl bow, and attempted to give the pot to him.

“I said,” he repeated, “ yours was the knowledge and experience to which we should bow. Oh, for
heaven’ s sake, take your hands off your ears and have alook at the thing.”

Gently, but firmly, he drew Cawley’ sright hand from his ear, explained the Stuation to him once again,
and handed him the pot. Cawley gaveit acursory but clearly expert examination.

“Yes,” hesad, “about two hundred years old, | would think. Very rough. Very crude example of its
type. Utterly without value, of course.”

He put it down peremptorily and gazed off into the old mingtrel gdlery, which gppeared to anger him for
Some reason.

The effect on Sarah wasimmediate. Already discouraged, she was thoroughly downcast by this. She bit
her lip and threw hersalf back againgt her chair, feding once again thoroughly out of place and childish.
Her father gave her awarning look about misbehaving, and then gpologised for her again.

“Wadll, Buxtehude,” he hurried on to say, “yes, good old Buxtehude. W€ |l have to see what we can do.
Tdl me..”



“Young lady,” interrupted a voice, hoarse with astonishment, “you are clearly amagician and
enchantress of prodigious powers!”

All eyesturned to Reg, the old show-off. He was gripping the pot and staring at it with manic fascination.
Heturned hiseyesdowly to thelittle girl, asif for thefirst time assessing the power of afeared
adversary.

“I bow to you,” he whispered. “1, unworthy though | am to speak in the presence of such apower as
yours, beg leave to congratulate you on one of the finest feats of the conjurer’ sart it has been my
privilegeto witness!”

Sarah gared a him with widening eyes.
“May | show these people what you have wrought?’ he asked earnestly.

Very faintly she nodded, and he fetched her formerly precious, but now sadly discredited, pot asharp
rap on thetable.

It split into two irregular parts, the caked clay with which it was surrounded falling in jagged shards on
thetable. One side of the pot fell away, leaving the rest standing.

Sarah’ seyes goggled at the stained and tarnished but clearly recognisable silver college salt cellar,
gtanding jammed in the remains of the pot.

“Stupid old fool,” muttered Cawley.

After the generd disparagement and condemnation of this cheap parlour trick had died down -- none of
which could dim the awe in Sarah’ s eyes—Reg turned to Richard and said, idly:

“Who was that friend of yours when you were here, do you ever see him? Chap with an odd East
European name. Svlad something. Sviad Cjeli. Remember thefdlow?’

Richard looked a him blankly for amoment.

“Svlad?’ he said. “Oh, you mean Dirk. Dirk Cjdli. No. | never stayed in touch. I've bumped into hima
couple of timesin the street but that’ s all. 1 think he changes his name from timeto time. Why do you
ak?’

High on hisrocky promontory the Electric Monk continued to sit on ahorse which was going quietly and
uncomplaningly spare. From under its rough woven cowl the Monk gazed unblinkingly down into the
valley, with which it was having a problem, but the problem was a new and hideous one to the Monk, for
it was this—Doult.

He never suffered it for long, but when he did, it gnawed at the very root of hisbeing.

The day was hot; the sun stood in an empty hazy sky and beat down upon the grey rocks and the
scrubby, parched grass. Nothing moved, not even the Monk. But strange thingswere beginning tofizzin
itsbrain, asthey did from time to time when a piece of data became misaddressed as it passed through
itsinput buffer.



But then the Monk began to bdieve, fitfully and nervoudy at firgt, but then with agreat searing white
flame of bdlief which overturned dl previous beliefs, including the stupid one about the valey being pink,
that somewhere down in the valey, about amile from where he was sitting, there would shortly open up
amysterious doorway into astrange and distant world, adoorway through which he might enter. An
astounding idea.

Astoundingly enough, however, on this one occasion he was perfectly right.
The horse sensed that something was up.

It pricked up its ears and gently shook its head. It had goneinto asort of trance looking at the same
clump of rocksfor so long, and was on the verge of imagining them to be pink itself. It shook itshead a
little harder.

A dight twitch on the reins, and a prod from the Monk’ s hedl's and they were off, picking their way
carefully down therocky incline. Theway wasdifficult. Much of it was|oose shale—loose brown and
grey shde, with the occasiond brown and green plant clinging to a precarious existence onit. The Monk
noticed thiswithout embarrassment. It was an older, wiser Monk now, and had put childish things behind
it. Pink valeys, hermaphrodite tables, these were dl natural stages through which one had to pass on the
path to true enlightenmen.

The sun beat hard on them. The Monk wiped the sweat and dust off its face and paused, leaning
forward on the horse' s neck. It peered down through the shimmering heat haze a alarge outcrop of rock
which stood out on to the floor of the valey. There, behind that outcrop, was where the Monk thought,
or rather passionately believed to the core of its being, the door would appear. It tried to focus more
closdy, but the details of the view swam confusingly inthe hot risng air.

Asit sat back in its saddle, and was about to prod the horse onward, it suddenly noticed arather odd
thing.

On aflattish wall of rock nearby, in fact so nearby that the Monk was surprised not to have noticed it
before, was alarge painting. The painting was crudely drawn, though not without a certain stylish sveep
of line, and seemed very old, possibly very, very old indeed. The paint was faded, chipped and patchy,
and it was difficult to discern with any clarity what the picture was. The Monk approached the picture
more closdly. It looked like a primitive hunting scene.

The group of purple, multi-limbed crestures were clearly early hunters. They carried rough spears, and
werein hot pursuit of alarge horned and armoured creature, which appeared to have been wounded in
the hunt aready. The colourswere now so dim asto be dmost non-existent. In fact, al that could be
clearly seen wasthe white of the hunters’ teeth, which seemed to shine with awhiteness whose lustre
was undimmed by the passage of what must have been many thousands of years. In fact they even put
the Monk’ s own teeth to shame, and he had cleaned them only that morning.

The Monk had seen paintingslike thisbefore, but only in picturesor onthe TV, never inred life. They
were usualy to be found in caves where they were protected from the el ements, otherwise they would
not have survived.

The Monk looked more carefully at the immediate environs of the rock wall and noticed that, though not
exactly in acave, it was neverthdess protected by alarge overhang and was well sheltered from thewind
and rain. Odd, though, that it should have managed to last so long. Odder till that it should appear not to



have been discovered. Such cave paintings asthere were were al famous and familiar images, but this
was not one that he had ever seen before.

Perhaps thiswas a dramatic and historic find he had made. Perhapsif he were to return to the city and
announce this discovery he would be welcomed back, given anew motherboard after al and dlowed to
believe -- to believe -- believe what? He paused, blinked, and shook his head to clear amomentary
system error.

He pulled himself up short.

He believed in adoor. He must find that door. The door wastheway to... to...

The Door was The Way.

Good.

Capita |etters were aways the best way of dealing with things you didn’'t have agood answer to.

Brusgquely he tugged the horse’ s head round and urged it onward and downward. Within afew minutes
more of tricky manoeuvring they had reached the valey floor, and he was momentarily disconcerted to
discover that thefinetop layer of dust that had settled on the brown parched earth wasindeed avery
pale brownish pink, particularly on the banks of the duggish trickle of mud which wasdl that remained, in
the hot season, of the river that flowed through the valey when the rains came. He dismounted and bent
down to fed the pink dust and run it through hisfingers. It was very fine and soft and felt pleasant ashe
rubbed it on hisskin. It was about the same colour, perhaps alittle paer.

The horse waslooking at him. Heredlised, alittle belatedly perhaps, that the horse must be extremely
thirdy. He was extremely thirsty himsdlf, but had tried to keep his mind off it. He unbuckled the water
flask from the saddle. 1t was patheticdly light. He unscrewed the top and took one single swig. Thenhe
poured alittle into his cupped hand and offered it to the horse, who durped at it greedily and briefly.

Thehorselooked at him again.
The Monk shook his head sadly, resed ed the bottle and replaced it.

Heknew, inthat smal part of his mind where he kept factua and logical information, that it would not
last much longer, and that, without it, neither would they. 1t was only his Belief that kept him going,
currently hisBelief in The Door.

He brushed the pink dust from his rough habit, and then stood looking at the rocky outcrop, amere
hundred yards distant. Helooked at it not without adight, tiny trepidation. Although the mgor part of his
mind wasfirminits eternal and unshakeable Bdlief that there would be a Door behind the outcrop, and
that the Door would be The Way, yet the tiny part of his brain that understood about the water bottle
could not help but recall past disappointments and sounded a very tiny but jarring note of caution.

If he elected not to go and see The Door for himself, then he could continueto believein it forever. It
would be the lodestone of hislife (what little was | ft of it, said the part of his brain that knew about the
water bottle).

If on the other hand he went to pay his respectsto the Door and it wasn't there... what then?



The horse whinnied impatiently.

The answer, of course, was very smple. He had awhole board of circuits for dealing with exactly this
problem, in fact thiswas the very heart of hisfunction. Hewould continueto believein it whatever the
factsturned out to be, what € se was the meaning of Belief?

The Door would still be there, even if the door was not.

He pulled himsdlf together. The Door would be there, and he must now go to it, because The Door was
TheWay.

Instead of remounting hishorse, heled it. The Way was but a short way, and he should enter the
presence of the Door in humility.

He walked, brave and erect, with solemn downess. He approached the rocky outcrop. He reached it.
He turned the corner. He looked.

The Door wasthere.
The horse, it must be said, was quite surprised.

The Monk fell to hiskneesin awe and bewilderment. So braced was hefor dealing with the
disappointment that was habitually hislot that, though he would never know to admit it, hewas
completely unprepared for this. He stared a The Door in sheer, blank system error.

It was adoor such as he had never seen before. All the doors he knew were great sted-reinforced
things, because of al the video recorders and dishwashers that were kept behind them, plus of course all
the expensive Electric Monks that were needed to believeinit dl. Thisone was smple, wooden and
amall, about hisown sze. A Monk-sze door, painted white, with asingle, dightly dented brass knob
dightly lessthan halfway up onesde. It was set smply in the rock face, with no explanation asto its

origin or purpose.

Hardly knowing how he dared, the poor startled Monk staggered to hisfeet and, leading his horse,
waked nervoudy forward towardsit. He reached out and touched it. He was so startled when no darms
went off that he jumped back. Hetouched it again, morefirmly thistime.

Helet hishand drop dowly to the handle—again, no darms. He waited to be sure, and then heturnedit,
very, very gently. Hefdt amechanism rdease. He held hisbreath. Nothing. He drew the door towards
him, and it came easily. He looked inside, but the interior was so dim in contrast with the desert sun
outsde that he could see nothing. At last, dmost dead with wonder, he entered, pulling the horse in after
him.

A few minutes later, afigure that had been Sitting out of sight around the next outcrop of rock finished

rubbing dust on hisface, stood up, stretched his limbs and made hisway back towards the door, patting
his clothesashe did so.

“In Xanadu did KublaKhan

A dately pleasure-dome decree’”



The reader clearly belonged to the school of thought which holds that a sense of the seriousness or
greatness of apoem isbest imparted by reading it in asilly voice. He soared and swooped at the words
until they seemed to duck and run for cover.

“Where Alph, the sacred river ran

Through caverns measureless to man

Down to asunlesssea”

Richard relaxed back into his seet. Thewordswere very, very familiar to him, asthey could not help but
beto any English graduate of St Cedd' s College, and they settled easily into hismind.

The association of the college with Coleridge was taken very serioudly indeed, despite the man’s
well-known predilection for certain recreationa pharmaceuticals under the influence of which this, his
greatest work, was composed, in adream.

The entire manuscript was lodged in the safe-keeping of the college library, and it wasfrom thisitself, on
the regular occasion of the Coleridge Dinner, that the poem was read.

“So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round:

And there were gardens bright with snuousrills,
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;

And herewere forests ancient asthe hills,

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.”

Richard wondered how long it took. He glanced sideways at hisformer Director of Studies and was
disturbed by the sturdy purposefulness of his reading posture. The sSngsong voiceirritated him at first, but
after awhileit began to lull him instead, and he watched arivulet of wax seeping over the edge of a
candle that was burning low now and throwing aguttering light over the carnage of dinner.

“But oh! that deep romantic chasm which danted

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!

A savage place! asholy and enchanted

As¢€ er beneath awaning moon was haunted



By woman wailing for her demon-lover!”

Thesmall quantities of claret that he had alowed himsalf during the course of the meal seeped warmly
through his veins, and soon his own mind began to wander, and provoked by Reg’s question earlier in
the meal, he wondered what had lately become of hisformer... was friend the word? He seemed more
like asuccession of extraordinary eventsthan aperson. Theideaof him actudly having friendsas such
seemed not so much unlikely, more asort of mismatching of concepts, like the idea of the Suez crisis
popping out for abun.

Svlad Cjdlli. Popularly known as Dirk, though, again, “popular” was hardly right. Notorious, certainly;
sought after, endlesdy speculated about, those too were true. But popular? Only in the sensethat a
serious accident on the motorway might be popular -- everyone dows down to have agood look, but no
onewill get too close to the flames. Infamouswas morelikeit. Sviad Cjdli, infamoudy known as Dirk.

He was rounder than the average undergraduate and wore more hats. That isto say, therewasjust the
one hat which he habitualy wore, but he wore it with apassion that was rare in one so young. The hat
was dark red and round, with avery flat brim, and it appeared to move asif balanced on gimbals, which
ensured its perfect horizontality at dl times, however its owner moved hishead. Asahat it wasa
remarkable rather than entirely successful piece of personal decoration. It would make an elegant
adornment, stylish, shapely and flattering, if the wearer were asmall bedside lamp, but not otherwise.

People gravitated around him, drawn in by the stories he denied about himself, but what the source of
these storiesmight be, if not hisown denids, was never entirdly clear.

Thetaes had to do with the psychic powersthat he' d supposedly inherited from his mother’ s side of the
family who he clamed, had lived at the smarter end of Transylvania That isto say, he didn’t make any
such clam at al, and said it was the most absurd nonsense. He strenuoudy denied that there were bats of
any kind at dl in hisfamily and threstened to sue anybody who put about such mdicious fabrications, but
he affected nevertheless to wear alarge and flappy leather coat, and had one of those machinesin his
room which are supposed to help cure bad backs if you hang upside down from them. Hewould alow
peopleto discover him hanging from thismachine a all kinds of odd hours of the day, and more
particularly of the night, expressy so that he could vigoroudy deny thet it had any significance
whatsoever.

By means of an ingenious series of Strategicaly deployed denids of the most exciting and exotic things,
he was able to create the myth that he was a psychic, mystic, telepathic, fey, clairvoyant, psychosassic
vampire bat.

What did “psychosassc’ mean?

It was his own word and he vigoroudy denied that it meant anything at all.

“And from this chasm, with ceasdess turmoil seething,

Asif thisearth in fast thick pantswere breathing,

A mighty fountain momently wasforced:



Amid whose swift haf-intermitted burst

Huge fragments vaulted...”

Dirk had aso been perpetualy broke. Thiswould change.

It was his room-mate who started it, a credulous felow called Mander, who, if the truth were known,
had probably been specidly sdlected by Dirk for his credulity.

Steve Mander noticed that if ever Dirk went to bed drunk he would talk in hisdeep. Not only that, but
the sort of things he would say in his deep would be things like, “ The opening up of trade routesto the
mumble mumble burble was the turning point for the growth of empirein the snore footle mumble.
Discuss”

“...like rebounding hail,

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’sflail:”

Thefirgt time this happened Steve Mander sat bolt upright in bed. Thiswas shortly before prdim exams
in the second year, and what Dirk had just said, or judicioudy mumbled, sounded remarkably like avery
likely question in the Economic History paper.

Mander quietly got up, crossed over to Dirk’ s bed and listened very hard, but other than afew
completely disconnected mumblings about Schleswig-Holstein and the Franco-Prussian war, the latter
being largely directed by Dirk into his pillow, helearned nothing more.

News, however, spread—quietly, discreetly, and like wildfire.

“And “mid these dancing rocks a once and ever

It flung up momently the sacred river.”

For the next month Dirk found himself being constantly wined and dined in the hope that he would deep
very soundly that night and dream-speak afew more exam questions. Remarkably, it seemed that the
better he was fed, and the finer the vintage of the wine he was given to drink, the less he would tend to
deepfacing directly into hispillow.

His scheme, therefore, wasto exploit hisalleged giftswithout ever actualy claiming to have them. Infact
he would react to stories about his supposed powers with open incredulity, even hodtility.

“Fve miles meandering with amazy motion

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,



Then reached the caverns measurd essto man,

And sank in tumult to alifeless ocean:

And “mid thistumult Kubla heard from far

Ancestral voices prophesying war!”

Dirk was dso, he denied, a clairaudient. He would sometimes hum tunesin his deep that two weeks
later would turn out to be a hit for someone. Not too difficult to organise, redly.

In fact, he had always done the bare minimum of research necessary to support these myths. Hewas
lazy, and essentidly what he did was dlow peopl€e s enthusiastic credulity to do thework for him. The
laziness was essentia—if his supposed feats of the paranormal had been detailed and accurate, then
people might have been suspicious and looked for other explanations. On the other hand, the more vague
and ambiguous his“predictions’ the more other people’ sown wighful thinking would close the credibility

gep.

Dirk never made much out of it—at |east, he gppeared not to. Infact, the benefit to himsdlf, asastudent,
of being continually wined and dined at other peopl€' s expense was more considerable than anyone
would expect unlessthey sat down and worked out the figures.

And, of course, he never claimed -- in fact, he actively denied— that any of it was even remotely true.

Hewastherefore well placed to execute avery nice and tasty little scam comethetime of finals.

“The shadow of the dome of pleasure

Hoated midway on the waves,
Where was heard the mingled measure

From the fountain and the caves.

It wasamiracle of rare device,

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!”

“Good heavens...!” Reg suddenly seemed to awake with agtart from the light doze into which he had
gently dipped under the influence of the wine and the reading, and glanced about himsdf with blank
surprise, but nothing had changed. Coleridge swords sang through awarm and contented silence that
had settled on the great hall. After another quick frown, Reg settled back into another doze, but thistime
adightly more aitentive one.



“A damsd with adulcimer
Inavison oncel saw:

It was an Abyssinian maid,

And on her dulcimer she played,

Singing of Mount Abora.”

Dirk dlowed himsdlf to be persuaded to make, under hypnoss, afirm prediction about what questions
would be set for examination that summer.

He himsdf firgt planted the idea by explaining exactly the sort of thing that he would never, under any
circumstances, be prepared to do, though in many ways he would like to, just to have the chance to
disprove his aleged and strongly disavowed ahilities.

And it was on these grounds, carefully prepared, that he eventually agreed -- only because it would once
and for al scotch thewhole slly -- immensdly, tedioudy silly -- business. Hewould make his predictions
by means of automatic writing under proper supervision, and they would then be sedled in an envelope
and deposited at the bank until after the exams.

Then they would be opened to see how accurate they had beenafter the exams.

Hewas, not surprisingly, offered some pretty hefty bribes from a pretty hefty number of peopleto let
them see the predictions he had written down, but he was absolutely shocked by theidea. That, he said,
would bedishonest ...

“Could | revivewithinme
Her symphony and song,

To such adeep delight “twould win me,

That with music loud and long,

| would build that domein air,

That sunny dome! Those cavesof icel”

Then, ashort timelater, Dirk alowed himsdlf to be seen around town wearing something of avexed and
solemn expression. At first he waved aside enquiries asto what it was that was bothering him, but
eventualy helet dip that his mother was going to have to undergo some extremely expensive denta work
which, for reasons that he refused to discuss, would have to be done privately, only there wasn't the

money.

From here, the path downward to accepting donations for his mother’ s supposed medical expensesin



return for quick glances at hiswritten exam predictions proved to be sufficiently steep and well-oiled for
him to be ableto dip down it with aminimum of fuss.

Then it further transpired that the only dentist who could perform this mysterious denta operation was an

East European surgeon now living in Maibu, and it was in consequence necessary to increase the level of
donations rather sharply.

He gtill denied, of course, that his abilitieswere all that they were cracked up to be, in fact he denied that
they existed at dl, and indgsted that he would never have embarked onthe exercise at dl if it wasn't to
disprove the whole thing -- and also, since other people seemed, at their own risk, to have afaithin his
abilitiesthat he himsdf did not, he was happy to indulge them to the extent of |etting them pay for his
sainted mother’ s operation.

He could only emerge well from this Situation.

Or s0 he thought.

“And al who heard should see them there,

And al should cry, Beware! Beware!

Hisflashing eyes, hisfloating hair!”

The exam papers Dirk produced under hypnosis, by means of automatic writing, he had, in fact, pieced
together smply by doing the same minimum research that any student taking examswould do, studying
previous exam papers, and seeing what, if any, patterns emerged, and making intelligent guesses about
wha might come up. He was pretty sure of getting (as anyone would be) a strike rate that was sufficiently
high to satisfy the credulous, and sufficiently low for the whole exercise to look perfectly innocent.

Asindeed it was.

What completely blew him out of the water, and caused afurore which ended with him being driven out
of Cambridge in the back of aBlack Maria, wasthe fact that al the exam papers he sold turned out to
be the same as the papers that were actually set.

Exactly. Word for word. To the very comma.
“Waveacircleround him thrice,

And close your eyeswith holy dread,

For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drunk the milk of Paradise...”

And that, apart from aflurry of sensationa newspaper reports which exposed him asafraud, then
trumpeted him asthe redl thing so that they could have another round of exposing him asafraud again



and then trumpeting him asthe red thing again, until they got bored and found anicejuicy snooker player
to harassinstead, was that.

In the years since then, Richard had run into Dirk from time to time and had usudly been greeted with
that kind of guarded haf smile that wantsto know if you think it owesyou money before it blossomsinto
onethat hopesyou will lend it some. Dirk’ s regular name changes suggested to Richard that he wasn't
adonein being treated like this.

Hefdt atug of sadnessthat someone who had seemed so shiningly aive within the smal confines of a
university community should have seemed to fade so much in the light of common day. And he wondered
at Reg sasking after him like that, suddenly and out of the blue, in what seemed altogether too airy and
casud amanner.

He glanced around him again, at hislightly snoring neighbour, Reg; at little Sarah rapt in Slent attention;
at the degp hal swathed in darkly glimmering light; at the portraits of old prime ministers and poets hung
high in the darkness with just the odd glint of candldight gleaming off their teeth; at the Director of English
Studies standing reading in his poetry-reading voice; at the book of “KublaKhan” that the Director of
English Studieshdd in hishand; and findly, surreptitioudy, a hiswatch. He settled back again.

The voice continued, reading the second, and atogether stranger part of the poem...
[ CHAPTER 7 o]

Thiswas the evening of thelast day of Gordon Way’ slife, and he was wondering if therain would hold
off for the weekend. The forecast had said changeable -- amisty night tonight followed by bright but
chilly days on Friday and Saturday with maybe afew scattered showers towards the end of Sunday
when everyone would be heading back into town.

Everyone, that is, other than Gordon Way.

The weather forecast hadn’t mentioned that, of course, that wasn't the job of the weather forecast, but
then his horoscope had been pretty mideading aswell. It had mentioned an unusual amount of planetary
activity in hissign and had urged him to differentiate between what he thought he wanted and what he
actudly needed, and suggested that he should tackle emotiona or work problemswith determination and
complete honesty, but had inexplicably failed to mention that he would be dead before the day was out.

He turned off the motorway near Cambridge and stopped at asmdll filling station for some petrol, where
he sat for amoment, finishing off acal on hiscar phone.

“OK, look, I'll call you tomorrow,” he said, “or maybe later tonight. Or cal me. | should be at the
cottage in haf an hour. Yes, | know how important the project isto you. All right, I know how important
itis, full gop. Youwant it, | want it. Of course | do. And I’m not saying that we won't continue to
support it. I'mjust saying it's expengve and we should look at the whole thing with determination and
complete honesty. L ook, why don’t you come out to the cottage, and we can talk it through. OK, yeah,
yes, | know. | understand. Well, think about it, Kate. Tak to you later. Bye”

He hung up and continued to St in his car for amoment.
It wasalarge car. It wasalarge silver-grey Mercedes of the sort that they use in advertisements, and

not just advertisements for Mercedes. Gordon Way, brother of Susan, employer of Richard MacDuff,
was arich man, the founder and owner of WayForward Technologies 1. WayForward Technologies



itself had of course gone bugt, for the usua reason, taking hisentirefirst fortune withiit.
Luckily, he had managed to make another one.

The“usud reason” wasthat he had been in the business of computer hardware when every
twelve-year-old in the country had suddenly got bored with boxes that went bing. His second fortune had
been made in software ingtead. Asaresult of two magor pieces of software, one of which wasAnthem
(the other, more profitable one had never seen thelight of day), WFT-I1 wasthe only British software
company that could be mentioned in the same sentence as such mgjor U.S. companies as Microsoft or
Lotus. The sentence would probably run aong the lines of “WayForward Technologies, unlike such
maor U.S. companies as Microsoft or Lotus...” but it was astart. WayForward wasin there. And he
owned it.

He pushed atape into the dot on the stereo console. It accepted it with a soft and decorous click, and a
moment or two later Ravel’ sBoléro floated out of eight perfectly matched speakers with fine-meshed
matte-black grilles. The stereo was so smooth and spacious you could almost sense the wholeice-rink.
He tapped hisfingerslightly on the padded rim of the steering whedl. He gazed at the dashboard. Tagteful
illuminated figures and tiny, immeaculate lights gazed dimly back a him. After awhile he suddenly redised
thiswas asdf service sation and got out to fill the tank.

Thistook aminute or two. He stood gripping thefiller nozzle, samping hisfeet in the cold night air, then
walked over to the smal grubby kiosk, paid for the petrol, remembered to buy a couple of loca maps,
and then stood chatting enthusiasticaly to the cashier for afew minutes about the directions the computer
industry waslikely to take in the following year, suggesting that parallel processing was going to bethe
key to redly intuitive productivity software, but aso strongly doubting whether artificia intelligence
researchper se, paticularly artificid intelligence research based on the ProLog language, wasredly
going to produce any serious commercidly viable productsin the foreseeable future, at least asfar asthe
office desk top environment was concerned, atopic that fascinated the cashier not at all.

“Theman just liked to talk,” hewould later tell the palice. “Man, | could have walked away to the toilet
for ten minutes and hewould' vetold it dl to thetill. If I'd been fifteen minutesthetill would have walked
away too. Yeah, I'm surethat’'shim,” he would add when shown a picture of Gordon Way. “1 only
wasn't sure at first because in the picture he' sgot his mouth closed.”

“And you' re absolutdly certain you didn’t see anything else suspicious?’ the policeman inssted. “Nothing
that struck you asodd inany way at al?’

“No, likel said, it was just an ordinary customer on an ordinary night, just like any other night.”

The policeman stared at him blankly. “Just for the sake of argument,” he went on to say, “if | were
suddenly to do this...”—he made himsdf go cross-eyed, stuck histongue out of the corner of hismouth
and danced up and down twigting hisfingersin his ears—"would anything strike you about that?’

“Wadll, er, yeah,” said the cashier, backing awvay nervoudy. “I’d think you' d gone stark raving mad.”

“Good,” said the policeman, putting his notebook away. “It’ sjust that different people sometimeshave a
different ideaof what “odd” means, you see, Sir. If last night was an ordinary night just like any other
night, then | am apimple on the bottom of the Marquess of Queensbury’ saunt. We shdl berequiring a

statement later, Sir. Thank you for your time.”

That was dl yet to come.



Tonight, Gordon pushed the mapsin his pocket and strolled back towards his car. Standing under the
lightsinthe mist it had gathered afinely beaded coat of matte moisture on it, and looked like—wedll, it
looked like an extremely expensive Mercedes-Benz. Gordon caught himsdlf, just for amillisecond,
wishing that he had something like that, but he was now quite adept at fending off that particular line of
thought, which only led off in circles and left him fedling depressed and confused.

He patted it in a proprietorid manner, then, walking around it, noticed that the boot wasn't closed
properly and pushed it shut. It closed with agood hedlthy clunk. Well, that madeit dl worthiit, didn’t it?
Good hedthy clunk like that. Old-fashioned vaues of quaity and workmanship. He thought of adozen
things he had to talk to Susan about and climbed back into the car, pushing the auto-dia code on his
phone as soon as the car was prowling back on to the road.

“..20if you'dliketo leave amessage, I’ [l get back to you as soon as possible. Maybe.”

Beep.

“Oh, Susan, hi, it'sGordon,” he said, cradling the phone awkwardly on his shoulder. “Just on my way to
the cottage. It'ser, Thursday night, and it”"s, er... 8.47. Bit misty on theroads. Ligten, | have those
people from the States coming over thisweekend to thrash out the distribution onAnthem Version 2.00,
handling the promotion, al that stuff, and look you know | don’t like to ask you this sort of thing, but you
know | dways do anyway, S0 hereitis.

“I just need to know that Richard is on the case. | meanreally on the case. | can ask him, and he says,
Oh aure, it'sfine, but haf the time—shit, that lorry had bright lights, none of these bastard lorry drivers
ever dipsthem properly, it sawonder | don’t end up dead in the ditch, that would be something,
wouldn't it, leaving your famous last words on somebody’ s answering machine, there’ s no reason why
these lorries shouldn’t have automatic light-activated dipper switches. Look, can you make a note for me
to tell Susan -- not you, of course, secretary Susan at the office -- to tell her to send aletter from meto
that fellow at the Department of the Environment saying we can provide the technology if he can provide
thelegidation? It sfor the public good, and anyway he owes me afavour pluswhat’ sthe point in having
aCBE if you can't kick alittle ass? You can tell I’ ve been talking to Americans all week.

“That reminds me, God, | hope | remembered to pack the shotguns. What isit with these Americans
that they’ re dways so mad to shoot my rabhits? | bought them some mapsin the hopethat | can
persuade them to go on long hedlthy walks and take their minds off shooting rabbits. | redly fed quite
sorry for the creatures. | think | should put one of those sgns on my lawn when the Americansare
coming, you know, like they havein Beverly Hills, saying “ Armed Response’.

“Make anote to Susan, would you please, to get an “ Armed Response” sign made up with asharp
spike on the bottom at the right height for rabbitsto see. That’s secretary Susan at the office not you, of
course.

“Wherewas|?

“Ohyes. Richard andAnthem 2.00. Susan, that thing has got to be in betatesting in two weeks. Hetdls
meit’'sfine. But every timel see him he’' sgot a picture of a sofa spinning on his computer screen. He
saysit’'san important concept, but dl | seeisfurniture. People who want their company accountsto sing
to them do not want to buy arevolving sofa. Nor do | think he should be turning the erosion patterns of
the Himdayasinto aflute quintet a thistime.



“And asfor what Kate' s up to, Susan, well, | can't hide the fact that | get anxious at the sdlariesand
computer timeit’ seating up. Important long-term research and development it might be, but thereisaso
the possibility, only apossibility, I'm saying, but neverthelessapossbility which | think we oweit to
oursavesfully to evauate and explore, which isthat it'salemon. That's odd, there’ s anoise coming from
the boot, | thought I’ d just closed it properly.

“Anyway, themain thing’sRichard. And the point isthat there’sonly one personwho'sredly ina
position to know if he' s getting the important work done, or if he' sjust dreaming, and that one personiis,
I’m afraid, Susan.

“That’ syou, | mean, of course, not secretary Susan at the office.

“Socanyou, | don't liketo ask you this, | really don't, can you redlly get on his case? Make him see
how important it is? Just make sure he redlises that WayForward Technologiesis meant to be an
expanding commercia business, not an adventure playground for crunch-heads. That’ sthe problem with
crunch-heads—they have one gresat ideathat actualy works and then they expect you to carry on funding
them for yearswhile they sit and ca culate the topographies of their navels. I’'m sorry, I’m going to have
to stop and close the boot properly. Won't be amoment.”

He put the telephone down on the seat beside him, pulled over on to the grass verge, and got out. Ashe
went to the boot, it opened, afigure rose out of it, shot him through the chest with both barrels of a
shotgun and then went about its business.

Gordon Way' s astonishment at being suddenly shot dead was nothing to his astonishment at what
happened next.

“Comein, dear fdlow, comein.”

The door to Reg' s set of roomsin college was up awinding set of wooden stairsin the corner of
Second Court, and was not well lit, or rather it was perfectly well lit when the light was working, but the
light was not working, so the door was not well lit and was, furthermore, locked. Reg was having
difficulty infinding the key from a collection which looked like something that afit Ninjawarrior could
hurl through the trunk of atree.

Roomsin the older parts of the college have double doors, like airlocks, and like airlocks they arefiddly
to open. The outer door isasturdy dab of grey painted oak, with no festures other than avery narrow
dit for letters, and aY alelock, to which suddenly Reg at last found the key.

He unlocked it and pulled it open. Behind it lay an ordinary white-panelled door with an ordinary brass
doorknaob.

“Comein, comein,” repeated Reg, opening this and fumbling for the light switch. For amoment only the
dying embers of afirein the stone grate threw ghostly red shadows dancing around the room, but then
electric light flooded it and extinguished the magic. Reg hesitated on the threshold for amoment, oddly
tense, asif wishing to be sure of something before he entered, then bustled in with at least the appearance
of cheeriness.

It was alarge pandled room, which a collection of gently shabby furniture contrived to fill quite
comfortably. Againg thefar wall stcood alarge and battered old mahogany table with fat ugly legs, which



was laden with books, files, folders and teetering piles of papers. Standing in its own space on the desk,
Richard was amused to note, was actualy a battered old abacus.

Therewasasmal Regency writing desk standing nearby which might have been quite valuable had it not
been knocked about so much, aso a couple of elegant Georgian chairs, a portentous Victorian
bookcase, and so on. It was, in short, adon’sroom. It had adon’sframed maps and prints on the walls
athreadbare and faded don’s carpet on the floor, and it looked asif little had changed in it for decades,
which was probably the case becauseadon lived in it.

Two doorsled out from ether end of the opposite wal, and Richard knew from previous visitsthat one
led to astudy which looked much like asmaller and more intense version of thisroom—Iarger clumps of
books, taler piles of paper in moreimminent danger of actudly fdling, furniture which, however old and
vauable, was heavily marked with myriad rings of hot tea.or coffee cups, on many of which the origind
cups themsdveswere probably il stlanding.

The other door led to asmall and rather basically equipped kitchen, and atwisty internal staircase at the
top of which lay the Professor’ s bedroom and bathroom.

“Try and make yourself comfortable on the sofa,” invited Reg, fussing around hospitably. “1 don’t know
if you'll manageit. It dwaysfedsto measif it's been suffed with cabbage leaves and cutlery.” He
peered a Richard serioudy. “Do you have agood sofa?’ he enquired.

“Wadl, yes” Richard laughed. He was cheered by the silliness of the question.

“Oh,” said Reg solemnly. “Wadll, | wish you'd tell mewhereyou got it. | have endless trouble with them,
quite endless. Never found acomfortable onein dl my life. How do you find yours?’ He encountered,
withadight air of surprise, asmal slver tray he had left out with a decanter of port and three glasses.

“Well, it'sodd you should ask that,” said Richard. “I've never sat oniit.”

“Vay wise” indsted Reg earnestly, “very, very wise.” He went through apaaver smilar to his previous
onewith his coat and hat.

“Not that | wouldn't liketo,” said Richard. “It’ sjust that it' s stuck hafway up along flight of stairswhich
leadsupintomy flat. Asfar as| can makeit out, the delivery men got it part way up the sairs, got it
stuck, turned it around any way they could, couldn’t get it any further, and then found, curiousdly enough,
that they couldn’t get it back down again. Now, that should beimpossible.”

“Odd,” agreed Reg. “I’ ve certainly never come across any irreversible mathemeticsinvolving sofas.
Could be anew field. Have you spoken to any spatia geometricians?’

“1 did better than that. | called in aneighbour’ s kid who used to be able to solve Rubik’ s cubein
seventeen seconds. He sat on astep and stared at it for over an hour before pronouncing it irrevocably
stuck. Admittedly he' safew years older now and hasfound out about girls, but it’s got me puzzled.”

“Carry ontaking, my dear felow, I’'m most interested, but let me know firgt if there sanything | can get
you. Port perhaps? Or brandy? The port | think isthe better bet, laid down by the collegein 1934, one
of thefinest vintages| think you'll find, and on the other hand | don't actudly have any brandy. Or
coffee? Some more wine perhaps? There' s an excdlent Margaux |’ ve been looking for an excuse to
open, though it should of course be alowed to stand open for an hour or two, which isnot to say that |
couldn’t... no,” he said hurriedly, “probably best not to go for the Margaux tonight.”



“Teaiswhat | would redly like,” said Richard, “if you have some.”
Reg raised his eyebrows. “ Areyou sure?’
“I haveto drive home.”

“Indeed. Then| shal beamoment or two in the kitchen. Please carry on, | shal still be able to hear you.
Continueto tell me of your sofa, and do fed freein the meantimeto St on mine. Has it been stuck there

for long?’

“Oh, only about three weeks,” said Richard, sitting down. “I could just saw it up and throw it away, but
| can't believethat thereisn't alogical answer. And it dso made methink -- it would bereally useful to
know before you buy a piece of furniture whether it' s actualy going to fit up the stairs or around the
corner. So I've modelled the problem in three dimensions on my computer—and o far it just saysno

way.”
“It sayswhat?’ called Reg, over the noise of filling the kettle.

“That it can’t bedone. | told it to compute the moves necessary to get the sofaout, and it said there
aen'tany. | sad“What?' and it said therearen’'t any. | then asked it, and thisisthe really mysterious
thing, to compute the moves necessary to get the sofainto its present position in thefirst place, and it said
that it couldn’t have got there. Not without fundamenta restructuring of thewdls. So, either there's
something wrong with the fundamenta structure of the maiter in my wallsor,” he added with asigh,
“there’ s something wrong with the program. Which would you guess?’

“And areyou married?’ called Reg.

“What? Oh, | seewhat you mean. A sofa stuck on the stairs for amonth. Well, no, not married as such,
but yes, thereisa specific girl that I'm not married to.”

“What' s she like? What does she do?’

“She' saprofessiond cdlist. | have to admit that the sofa has been abit of atalking point. Infact she's
moved back to her own flat until | get it sorted out. She, well...”

He was suddenly sad, and he stood up and wandered around the room in adesultory sort of way and
ended up in front of the dying fire. He gave it abit of a poke and threw on acouple of extralogsto try
and ward off the chill of the room.

“She' s Gordon' ssigter, infact,” he added at last. “But they are very different. I'm not sure sheredly
approves of computers very much. And she doesn’t much like his attitude to money. | don’t think |
entirdly blame her, actualy, and she does't know the half of it.”

“Whichisthe haf she doesn’t know?’

Richard sighed.

“Wadl,” hesad, “it' sto do with the project which first made the software incarnation of the company
profitable. 1t was calledReason , and in itsown way it was sensationd.”



“What wasit?’

“Well, it was akind of back-to-front program. It'sfunny how many of the best ideas arejust an old idea
back-to-front. Y ou see there have aready been severd programswritten that help you to arrive at
decisons by properly ordering and andysing dl the relevant facts so that they then point naturally
towardsthe right decison. The drawback with theseis that the decision which al the properly ordered
and analysed facts point to is not necessarily the one you want.”

“Yeeeess...” said Reg' s voice from the kitchen.

“Wadl, Gordon’ s great insight was to design a program which alowed you to specify in advance what
decison you wished it to reach, and only then to giveit al the facts. The program’ stask, which it was
able to accomplish with consummate ease, was Smply to construct a plausible series of logica-sounding
steps to connect the premises with the conclusion.

“And | haveto say that it worked brilliantly. Gordon was able to buy himself a Porsche amost
immediately despite being completely broke and ahopeless driver. Even his bank manager was unableto
find fault with hisreasoning. Even when Gordon wrote it off three weeks later.”

“Heavens. And did the program sdll very well?’
“No. We never sold asingle copy.”
“You astonish me. It soundslike ared winner to me.”

“Itwas” sad Richard hesitantly. “ The entire project was bought up, lock, stock and barrel, by the
Pentagon. The ded put WayForward on avery sound financia foundation. Itsmora foundation, on the
other hand, is not something | would want to trust my weight to. I’ ve recently been anadlysing alot of the
arguments put forward in favour of the Star Wars project, and if you know what you' re looking for, the
pettern of the dgorithmsisvery clear.

“So much so, in fact, that looking at Pentagon policies over thelast couple of years| think | can befairly
sure that the US Navy isusing version 2.00 of the program, while the Air Force for some reason only has
the betartest version of 1.5. Odd, that.”

“Do you have acopy?’

“Certainly not,” said Richard, “1 wouldn't have anything to do with it. Anyway, when the Pentagon
bought everything, they bought everything. Every scrap of code, every disk, every notebook. | wasglad
to see the back of it. If indeed we have. | just busy mysdlf with my own projects.”

He poked at the fire again and wondered what he was doing here when he had so much work on.
Gordon was on at him continualy about getting the new, super version of Anthem ready for taking
advantage of the Macintosh 11, and he waswell behind with it. And asfor the proposed module for
converting incoming Dow Jones stock-market information into MIDI datain red time, he'd only meant
that as ajoke, but Gordon, of course, had flipped over the ideaand ingisted on its being implemented.
That too was meant to be ready but wasn't. He suddenly knew exactly why it was he was here.

Wéll, it had been a pleasant evening, even if he couldn’t see why Reg had been quite so keen to see him.
He picked up acouple of books from the table. The table obvioudy doubled as adining table, because
athough the pileslooked asif they had been there for weeks, the absence of dust immediately around



them showed that they had been moved recently.

Maybe, he thought, the need for amiable chit-chat with someone different can become as urgent as any
other need when you live in acommunity as enclosed as a Cambridge college was, even nowadays. He
was alikeable old fellow, but it was clear from dinner that many of his colleagues found his eccentricities
formed rather arich sustained diet -- particularly when they had so many of their own to contend with. A
thought about Susan nagged him, but he was used to that. He flipped through the two books he' d picked

up.

One of them, an elderly one, was an account of the hauntings of Borley Rectory, the most haunted house
in England. Its spine was getting raggedy, and the photographic plates were so grey and blurry asto be
virtudly indiginguishable. A picture he thought must be avery lucky (or faked) shot of aghostly
gpparition turned out, when he examined the caption, to be a portrait of the author.

The other book was more recent, and by an odd coincidence was a guide to the Greek idands. He
thumbed through it idly and a piece of paper fell out.

“Earl Grey or Lapsang Souchong?’ cdled out Reg. “Or Darjeding? Or PG Tips?It' sall teabags
anyway, I'm afraid. And none of them very fresh.”

“Darjeding will dofine” replied Richard, stooping to pick up the piece of paper.
“Milk?’ cdled Reg.

“Er, please.”

“One lump or two?’

“One, please.”

Richard dipped the paper back into the book, noticing as he did so that it had a hurriedly scribbled note
onit. The note said, oddly enough, “ Regard thissmple silver sdt cdlar. Regard thissmple hat.”

“Sugar?’
“Er, what?" said Richard, startled. He put the book hurriedly back on the pile.

“Just atiny joke of mine,” said Reg cheerily, “to seeif people arelisening.” He emerged beaming from
the kitchen carrying asmall tray with two cups on it, which he hurled suddenly to the floor. Thetea
splashed over the carpet. One of the cups shattered and the other bounced under the table. Reg leaned
againgt the door frame, white-faced and staring.

A frozen ingtant of time did slently by while Richard was too startled to react, then he legped
awkwardly forward to help. But the old man was dready apologising and offering to make him another
cup. Richard helped him to the sofa.

“Areyou dl right?’ asked Richard helplesdy. “Shdl | get adoctor?’
Reg waved him down. “It'sdl right,” heinsisted, “I’m perfectly well. Thought | heard, well, anoise that

dartled me. But it was nathing. Just overcome with the teafumes, | expect. Let mejust catch my bregth.
| think alittle, er, port will revive me excdlently. So sorry, | didn’t mean to startle you.” He waved in the



generd direction of the port decanter. Richard hurriedly poured asmal glassand gaveit to him.
“What kind of noise?’ he asked, wondering what on earth could shock him so much.

At that moment came the sound of movement upstairs and an extraordinary kind of heavy breathing
noise,

“That...” whispered Reg. The glass of port lay shattered at hisfeet. Upstairs someone seemed to be
gamping. “Did you heer it?’

“Wel, yes”

Thisseemed to relieve the old man.

Richard looked nervoudy up &t the celling. “Isthere someone up

there?’ he asked, feding thiswas alame question, but one that had to be asked.

“No,” said Regin alow voicethat shocked Richard with thefear it carried, “no one. Nobody that
should bethere”

“Then...”
Reg was struggling shakily to hisfeet, but there was suddenly afierce determination about him.
“I must go up there” hesaid quietly. “1 must. Please wait for me here.”

“Look, what isthis?” demanded Richard, standing between Reg and the doorway. “What isit, a
burglar? Look, I'll go. I'm sureit’ snothing, it'sjust thewind or something.” Richard didn’t know why he
wassaying this. It clearly wasn't thewind, or even anything like the wind, because though the wind might
conceivably make heavy breathing noises, it rarely samped itsfeet in that way.

“No,” the old man said, palitely but firmly moving him aside, “it isfor meto do.”

Richard followed him hel plesdy through the door into the small halway, beyond which lay thetiny
kitchen. A dark wooden staircase led up from here; the steps seemed damaged and scuffed.

Reg turned on alight. 1t was adim one that hung naked at the top of the stairwell, and he looked up it
with grim apprehension.

“Wait here,” he said, and walked up two steps. He then turned and faced Richard with alook of the
most profound seriousness on hisface.

“| am sorry,” he said, “that you have becomeinvolved inwhat is... the more difficult Sdeof my life. But
you areinvolved now, regrettable though that may be, and there is something I must ask you. | do not
know what awaits me up there, do not know exactly. | do not know if it is something which | have
foolishly brought upon mysdf withmy... my hobbies, or if it is something to which | havefalen an
innocent victim. If it isthe former, then | have only mysdlf to blame, for | am like adoctor who cannot
give up smoking, or perhaps worse ill, like an ecologist who cannot give up his car—if thelatter, then |
hope it may not happen to you.



“What | must ask you isthis. When | come back down these stairs, dways supposing of coursethat |
do, then if my behaviour strikes you as being in any way odd, if | gppear not to be mysdlf, then you must
leap on me and wrestle me to the ground. Do you understand? Y ou must prevent me from doing anything
| may try to do.”

“But how will I know?” asked an incredulous Richard. “Sorry | don’t mean it to sound like that, but |
don’t know what...?’

“Youwill know,” said Reg. “Now please wait for mein the main room.
And close the door.”

Shaking his head in bewilderment, Richard stepped back and did as he was asked. From insdethelarge
untidy room he listened to the sound of the Professor’ stread mounting the stairsone a atime.

He mounted them with aheavy ddiberation, liketheticking of agrest, dow clock.

Richard heard him reach the top landing. There he paused in sllence. Seconds went by, five, maybe ten,
maybe twenty. Then came again the heavy movement and breath that had first so harrowed the
Professor.

Richard moved quickly to the door but did not open it. The chill of the room oppressed and disturbed
him. He shook his head to try and shake off the fedling, and then held his breath as the footsteps sarted
once again dowly to traverse the two yards of the landing and to pause there again.

After only afew seconds, thistime Richard heard the long dow squeak of adoor being opened inch by
inch, inch by cautiousinch, until it must surely now at last be stlanding wide agape.

Nothing further ssemed to happen for along, long time.

Then at last the door closed once again, dowly.

The footsteps crossed the landing and paused again. Richard backed afew dight paces from the door,
garing fixedly at it. Once more the footsteps started to descend the stairs, dowly, ddiberately and
quietly, until at last they reached the bottom. Then after afew seconds more the door handle began to
rotate. The door opened and Reg walked calmly in.

“It'sdl right, it'sjust ahorsein the bathroom,” he said quietly.

Richard legped on him and wrestled him to the ground.

“No,” gasped Reg, “no, get off me, let me go, I'm perfectly dl right, damnit. It'sjust ahorse, aperfectly
ordinary horse.” He shook Richard off with no greet difficulty and sat up, puffing and blowing and
pushing his handsthrough hislimited hair. Richard stood over him warily, but with grest and mounting
embarrassment. He edged back, and let Reg stand up and Sit on achair.

“Jugt ahorse,” said Reg, “but, er, thank you for taking me at my word.” He brushed himsdlf down.

“A horse,” repeated Richard.

“Yes” sid Reg.



Richard went out and looked up the stairs and then came back in.
“Ahorse 7" hesaid again.

“Yes, itis” sadthe Professor. “Wait—" he motioned to Richard, who was about to go out again and
investigate—"let it be. It won't belong.”

Richard stared in dishdlief. “Y ou say there’ sahorsein your bathroom, and al you can do is stand there
naming Besetles songs?”’

The Professor |ooked blankly at him.

“Ligen,” hesaid, “I'msorry if I... darmed you earlier, it wasjust adight turn. These things happen, my
dear fellow, don’t upset yoursdf about it. Dear me, I ve known odder thingsin my time. Many of them.
Far odder. She'sonly ahorse, for heaven'ssake. I'll go and let her out later. Please don’'t concern
yoursdlf. Let usrevive our spirits with some port.”

“But... how did it get in there?’
“Wall, the bathroom window’ s open. | expect she came in through that.”

Richard looked at him, not for the first and certainly not for the last time, through eyesthat were
narrowed with suspicion.

“You'redoing it deliberately, aren’'t you?’ he sad.
“Doing what, my deer flow?’

“I don’'t believe there sahorsein your bathroom,” said Richard suddenly. 1 don’'t know what isthere, |
don’t know what you' re doing, | don’t know what any of this evening means, but | don’t believethere's
ahorsein your bathroom.” And brushing aside Reg' s further protestations he went up to look.

The bathroom was not large.

Thewallswere panelled in old oak linenfold which, given the age and nature of the building, was quite
probably priceless, but otherwise the fittings were stark and ingtitutiondl .

Therewas old, scuffed, black-and-white checked linoleum on the floor, asmall basic bath, well cleaned
but with very ederly stainsand chipsin the enamd, and also asmall basic basin with atoothbrush and
toothpaste in a Duraex beaker standing next to the taps. Screwed into the probably priceless panelling
above the basin was atin mirror-fronted bathroom cabinet. It looked asif it had been repainted many
times, and the mirror was stained round the edges with condensation. The lavatory had an old-fashioned
cagt-iron chain-pull cistern. There was an old cream-painted wooden cupboard standing in the corner,
with an old brown bentwood chair next to it, on which lay some neetly folded but threadbare small
towes. Therewas aso alarge horse in the room, taking up most of it.

Richard stared at it, and it stared at Richard in an gppraising kind of way. Richard swayed dightly. The
horse stood quite still. After awhileit looked at the cupboard instead. It seemed, if not content, then at
least perfectly resigned to being whereit was until it was put somewhere ese. It also seemed... what was
it?



It was bathed in the glow of the moonlight that streamed in through the window. The window was open
but small and was, besides, on the second floor, so the notion that the horse had entered by that route
was entirdy fanciful.

There was something odd about the horse, but he couldn’t say what. Well, there was one thing that was
clearly very odd about it indeed, which wasthat it was standing in a college bathroom. Maybe that was
dl.

He reached out, rather tentatively, to pat the creature on its neck. It felt normd -- firm, glossy, it wasin
good condition. The effect of the moonlight on its coat was alittle mazy, but everything looks alittle odd
by moonlight. The horse shook its mane alittle when he touched it, but didn’t seem to mind too much.

After the success of patting it, Richard stroked it afew times and scratched it gently under the jaw. Then
he noticed that there was another door into the bathroom, in the far corner. He moved cautioudy around
the horse and approached the other door. He backed up againgt it and pushed it open tentatively.

It just opened into the Professor’ s bedroom, asmall room cluttered with books and shoes and asmall
snglebed. Thisroom, too, had another door, which opened out on to the landing again.

Richard noticed that the floor of the landing was newly scuffed and scratched asthe stairs had been, and
these marks were cong stent with the idea that the horse had somehow been pushed up the stairs. He
wouldn’'t have liked to have had to do it himsalf, and he would have liked to have been the horse having it
doneto him even less, but it was just about possible.

But why? He had one last look at the horse, which had one last ook back at him, and then he returned
downdairs.

“l agree” hesaid. “You have ahorsein your bathroom and | will, after al, have alittle port.”

He poured some for himself, and then some for Reg, who was quietly contemplating the fireand wasin
need of arefill.

“Just aswell | did put out three glasses after dl,” said Reg chattily. “1 wondered why earlier, and now |
remember.

“You asked if you could bring afriend, but appear not to have done so. On account of the sofano
doubt. Never mind, these things happen. Whoa, not too much, you'll spill it.”

All horse-rdated questionsleft Richard’ smind abruptly.

“I did?" hesad.

“Ohyes. | remember now. Y ou rang me back to ask meif it would beall right, as| recal. | said | would
be charmed, and fully intended to be. I'd saw thething up if | were you. Don’'t want to sacrifice your
happinessto a sofa. Or maybe she decided that an evening with your old tutor would be blisteringly dull
and opted for the more exhilarating course of washing her hair instead. Dear me, | know what | would

have done. It'sonly lack of hair that forces me to pursue such a hectic socia round these days.”

It was Richard’ sturn to be white-faced and staring.



Y es, he had assumed that Susan would not want to come.

Y es, he had said to her it would beterribly dull. But she had inssted that she wanted to come because it
would be the only way she’ d get to see hisface for afew minutes not bathed in the light of a computer
screen, o he had agreed and arranged that he would bring her after all.

Only he had completdly forgotten this. He had not picked her up.

Hesaid, “Can | use your phone, please?’

Gordon Way lay on the ground, unclear about what to do.

He was dead. There seemed little doubt about that. There was a horrific holein his chest, but the blood
that was gobbing out of it had dowed to atrickle. Otherwise there was no movement from his chest at
al, or, indeed, from any other part of him.

Helooked up, and from side to side, and it became clear to him that whatever part of him it was that
was moving, it wasn't any part of his body.

Themidt rolled dowly over him, and explained nothing. At afew feet distant from him his shotgun lay
smoking quietly inthe grass.

He continued to lie there, like someone lying awake at four o’ clock in the morning, unable to put their
mind to rest, but unable to find anything to do with it. He redlised that he had just had something of a
shock, which might account for hisinability to think clearly, but didn’t account for his ability actualy to
think at al.

In the great debate that has raged for centuries about what, if anything, happensto you after degth, be it
heaven, hell, purgatory or extinction, one thing has never been in doubt -- that you would at least know
the answer when you were dead.

Gordon Way was dead, but he smply hadn’t the dightest idea what he was meant to do about it. It
wasn't asituation he had encountered before.

He sat up. The body that sat up seemed asreal to him asthe body that <till lay dowly cooling on the
ground, giving up itsblood heet in wraiths of steam that mingled with the migt of the chill night air.

Experimenting abit further, hetried standing up, dowly, wonderingly and wobblingly. The ground
seemed to give him support, it took hisweight. But then of course he gppeared to have no weight that
needed to be taken. When he bent to touch the ground he could fed nothing save akind of distant
rubbery resistance like the sensation you get if you try and pick something up when your arm has gone
dead. Hisarm had gone dead. Hislegstoo, and his other arm, and al historso and his head.

His body was dead. He could not say why his mind was not.
He stood in akind of frozen, deepless horror while the mist curled dowly through him.

Helooked back down at the him, the ghastly, astonished-looking him-thing lying still and mangled on the
ground, and his flesh wanted to creep. Or rather, he wanted flesh that could creep. He wanted flesh. He



wanted body. He had none.

A sudden cry of horror escaped from his mouth but was nothing and went nowhere. He shook and felt
nothing.

Music and a pool of light seeped from hiscar. He walked towardsit. Hetried to walk sturdily, but it
wasafaint and feeble kind of walking, uncertain and, wel, insubstantia. The ground fdlt frail beneath his
feet.

The door of the car was till open on the driver’ s Side, as he had Ieft it when he had legped out to dedl
with the boot lid, thinking he’d only be two seconds.

That wasdl of two minutes ago now, when he' d been dive. When he' d been aperson. When he'd
thought he was going to be legping straight back in and driving off. Two minutes and alifetime ago.

Thiswasinsane, was't it? he thought suddenly.
He waked around the door and bent down to peer into the externa rear-view mirror.

Helooked exactly like himsdlf, abeit like himsef after he' d had aterrible fright, which wasto be
expected, but that was him, that was norma. This must be something he wasimagining, some horrible
kind of waking dream. He had a sudden thought and tried breathing on the rear-view mirror.

Nothing. Not asingle droplet formed. That would satisfy adoctor, that’s what they alwaysdid on
televison—if no mist formed on the mirror, there was no bresth. Perhaps, he thought anxioudy to
himsdf, perhapsit was something to do with having heated wing mirrors. Didn't this car have heated wing
mirrors? Hadn't the salesman gone on and on about hegted this, electric that, and servo-assisted the
other? Maybe they were digital wing mirrors. That wasit. Digitd, heated, servo-assisted,
computer-controlled, bresth-resistant wing mirrors...

Hewas, he redlised, thinking complete nonsense. He turned dowly and gazed again in gpprehension at
the body lying on the ground behind him with half its chest blown away. That would certainly satisfy a
doctor. Thesight would be gppalling enough if it was somebody else' s body, but hisown...

Hewas dead. Dead... dead... Hetried to make the word toll dramaticaly in hismind, but it wouldn't.
Hewas not afilm sound track, he was just dead.

Peering at hisbody in appalled fascination, he gradualy became distressed by the expression of asinine
gupidity onitsface.

It was perfectly understandable, of course. It was just such an expression as somebody who isin the
middle of being shot with his own shotgun by somebody who had been hiding in the boot of his car might
be expected to wear, but he nevertheless didiked the idea that anyone might find him looking like thet.

He kndlt down beside it in the hope of being able to rearrange his features into some semblance of
dignity, or at least basic intelligence.

It proved to be amost impossibly difficult. Hetried to knead the skin, the Sickeningly familiar skin, but
somehow he couldn’t seem to get aproper grip on it, or on anything. It wasliketrying to mode plagticine
when your arm has gone to deep, except that instead of hisgrip dipping off the modd, it would dip
throughit. In this case, hishand dipped through hisface.



Nauseated horror and rage swept through him at his sheer bloody blasted impotence, and he was
suddenly startled to find himsdlf throttling and shaking his own dead body with afirm and furious grip. He
staggered back in amazed shock. All he had managed to do wasto add to the inanely stupefied look of
the corpse atwisted-up mouth and a squint. And bruises flowering on its neck.

He started to sob, and this time sound seemed to come, a strange howling from deep within whatever
thisthing he had becomewas. Clutching his handsto hisface, he staggered backwards, retreated to his
car and flung himsdlf into the seet. The seat received him in aloose and distant kind of way, like an aunt
who disgpproves of the last fifteen years of your life and will therefore furnish you with abasic sherry, but
refusesto catch your eye.

Could he get himsdlf to adoctor?

To avoid facing the absurdity of the idea he grappled violently with the steering whedl, but his hands
dipped throughiit. Hetried to wrestle with the automatic transmission shift and ended up thumping it in
rage, but not being able properly to grasp or pushit.

The stereo was il playing light orchestra music into the telephone, which had been lying on the
passenger sedt ligtening patiently dl thistime. He stared at it and redlised with agrowing fever of
excitement that he was till connected to Susan’ s tel ephone-answering machine. 1t was the type that
would smply run and run until he hung up. Hewas il in contact with theworld.

Hetried desperately to pick up the receiver, fumbled, let it dip, and wasin the end reduced to bending
himsdlf down over itsmouthpiece. “ Susan!” he cried into it, his voice ahoarse and distant wail on the
wind. “Susan, help me! Help mefor God' s sake. Susan, I'mdead... I'mdead... I'm dead and... | don’t
know what to do...” He broke down again, sobbing in desperation, and tried to cling to the phone like a
baby clinging to its blanket for comfort.

“Help me, Susan...” hecried again.
“Beep,” sad the phone.

Helooked down at it again where he was cuddling it. He had managed to push something after dl. He
had managed to push the button which disconnected the call. Feverishly he attempted to grapplethe thing
again, but it congtantly dipped through hisfingers and eventualy lay immobile on the seet. He could not
touchit. He could not push the buttons. In rage heflung it at the windscreen. 1t responded to that, al
right. 1t hit the windscreen, careered straight back though him, bounced off the seat and then lay till on
the transmission tunnel, imperviousto dl hisfurther attemptsto touch it.

For several minutes till he sat there, his head nodding dowly asterror began to recede into blank
desolation.

A couple of cars passed by, but would have noticed nothing odd—a car stopped by the wayside.
Passing swiftly in the night their headlights would probably not have picked out the body lying in the grass
behind the car. They certainly would not have noticed aghogt Stting insdeit crying to himsdlf.

Hedidn't know how long he sat there. He was hardly aware of time passing, only that it didn’t ssem to
pass quickly. Therewaslittle externa stimulusto mark its passage. Hedidn't fed cold. Infact he could
amost not remember what cold meant or felt like, he just knew that it was something he would have
expected to fed at this moment.



Eventudly he gtirred from his pathetic huddle. He would have to do something, though he didn’t know
what. Perhaps he should try and reach his cottage, though he didn’t know what he would do when he got
there. He just needed something to try for. He needed to make it through the night.

Pulling himself together he dipped out of the car, hisfoot and knee grazing easily through part of the
door frame. He went to look again at hisbody, but it wasn't there.

Asif the night hadn’t produced enough shocks already. He started, and stared at the damp depression in
thegrass.

His body was not there,

[ CHAPTER 10z

Richard made the hastiest departure that politeness would alow.

He said thank you very much and what a splendid evening it had been

and that any time Reg was coming up to London he mugt et him, Richard, know and was there anything
he could do to help about the horse. No? Wdll, dl right then, if you' re sure, and thank you again, so
much.

He stood there for amoment or two after the door finaly closed, pondering things.

He had noticed during the short time that the light from Reg’ sroom flooded out on to the landing of the
main staircase, that there were no marks on the floorboards there at al. 1t seemed odd that the horse
should only have scuffed the floorboards inside Reg’ s room.

Wéll, it al seemed very odd, full stop, but here was yet another curiousfact to add to the growing pile.
Thiswas supposed to have been areaxing evening away from work.

On an impulse he knocked on the door oppositeto Reg’s. It took such along time to be answered that
Richard had given up and was turning to go when at last he heard the door creak open.

He had adight shock when he saw that staring sharply up at him like asmall and suspicious bird was the
don with the racing-yacht kedl for anose.

“Er, sorry,” said Richard, abruptly, “but, er, have you seen or heard a horse coming up this Staircase
tonight?’

The man stopped his obsessve twitching of hisfingers. He cocked his head dightly on one sde and then
seemed to need to go on along journey inside himsdlf to find avoice, which when found turned out to be

athin and soft little one.

Hesaid, “That isthefirst thing anybody has said to me for seventeen years, three months and two days,
five hours, nineteen minutes and twenty seconds. I’ ve been counting.”

He closed the door softly again.

Richard virtually ran through Second Court.



When he reached First Court he steadied himself and dowed down to awalking pace.
The chill night air was rasping in hislungs and there was no point in running. He hadn’t managed to talk

to Susan because Reg' s phone wasn't working, and this was another thing that he had been mysteriously
coy about. That at least was susceptible of arational explanation. He probably hadn’t paid his phone bill.

Richard was about to emerge out on to the street when instead he decided to pay aquick visit to the
porter’ slodge, which was tucked away insgde the great archway entrance into the college. 1t wasasmdl
hutchlike placefilled with keys, messages and asingle dectric bar heater. A radio nattered to itsdlf in the
background.

“Excuseme,” he said to the large black-suited man standing behind the counter with hisarmsfolded.

1] I -"”

“Yes, Mr. MacDuff, what can | do for you?’

In his present state of mind Richard would have been hard-pressed himself to remember his own name
and was startled for amoment. However, college porters are legendary for their ability to perform such
feats of memory, and for their tendency to show them off at the dightest provocation.

“Isthere,” said Richard, “ahorse anywhere in the college—that you know of ? 1 mean, you would know
if there was ahorsein the college, wouldn't you?”

The porter didn’t blink.
“No, sr, and yes, gir. Anything elsel can help you with, Mr. MacDuff, Sr?’

“Er, no,” said Richard and tapped hisfingers a couple of times on the counter. “No. Thank you. Thank
you very much for your help. Niceto seeyou again, er... Bob,” he hazarded. “ Good-night, then.”

Heleft.
The porter remained perfectly still with hisarmsfolded, but sheking hishead avery, very little bit.

“Here ssome coffee for you, Bill,” said another porter, ashort wiry one, emerging from an inner
sanctum with asteaming cup. “Getting a bit colder tonight?’

“I think it is, Fred, thanks,” said Bill, taking the cup.

Hetook asip. “You can say what you like about people, they don't get any less peculiar. Fellow inhere
just now asking if there wasahorsein the college.”

“Ohyes?’ Fred sipped at his own coffee, and let the sseam smart hiseyes. “I had achap in here earlier.
Sort of strange foreign priest. Couldn’t understand aword he said at first. But he seemed happy just to
stand by the fire and listen to the news on the radio.”

“Foreigners, eh.”

“Intheend | told him to shoot off. Standing infront of my firelikethat. Suddenly he saysisthat redly



what he must do? Shoot off? | said, in my best Bogart voice, “Y ou better believeit, buddy.”*

“Redly? Sounded more like Jmmy Cagney to me.”

“No, that'smy Bogart voice. Thisismy Jmmy Cagney voice—"Y ou better believeit, buddy.”*
Bill frowned a him. “Isthat your Immy Cagney voice? | dways thought that was your Kenneth
McKellar voice”

“You don't listen properly, Bill, you haven't got the ear. Thisis Kenneth McKdlar. “Oh, you take the
highroad and I [l take thelow road...”®

“Oh, | see. | wasthinking of the Scottish Kenneth McKdlar. Sowhat did this priest fellow say then,
Fred?
“Oh, hejust looked me straight in the eyes, Bill, and said in this strange sort of ...”

“SKkip the accent, Fred, just tell mewhat he sad, if it'sworth hearing.”

“Hejust said he did believe me.”

“So. Not avery interesting story then, Fred.”

“Well, maybe not. | only mention it because he aso said that he’ d left his horse in awashroom and
would | seethat it wasal right.”

[ CHAPTER 1 ]
Gordon Way drifted miserably along the dark road, or rather, tried to drift.

Hefdt that as a ghost—which iswhat he had to admit to himself he had become -- he should be able to
drift. He knew little enough about ghosts, but he felt that if you were going to be one then there ought to

be certain compensationsfor not having a physica body to lug around, and that among them ought to be
the ability amply to drift. But no, it ssemed he was going to have to wak every step of the way.

Hisaimwasto try and makeit to hishouse. He didn’t know what he would do when he got there, but
even ghosts have to spend the night somewhere, and he felt that being in familiar surroundings might help.
Help what, hedidn’t know. At least the journey gave him an objective, and hewould just have to think of

another one when he arrived.

He trudged despondently from lamppost to lamppost, stopping at each oneto look at bits of himsdlf.

Hewas definitely getting abit wraithlike,

At times he would fade dmost to nothing, and would seem to belittle more than a shadow playing inthe
mist, adream of himsdlf that could just evaporate and be gone. At other times he seemed to be almost
solid and red again. Once or twice hewould try leaning againgt alamppogt, and would fdl straight

throughit if hewasn't careful.

At last, and with greet reluctance, he actualy began to turn hismind to what it was that had happened.
Odd, that reluctance. Heredly didn’'t want to think about it. Psychologists say that the mind will often try



to suppress the memory of traumatic events, and this, he thought, was probably the answer. After dl, if
having astrange figure jump out of the boot of your own car and shoot you dead didn’t count asa
traumatic experience, he' d like to know what did.

He trudged on wesarily.

Hetried to recdl thefigureto hismind’ seye, but it was like probing a hurting tooth, and he thought of
other things.

Like, was hiswill up-to-date? He couldn’t remember, and made amenta noteto call hislawyer
tomorrow, and then made another menta note that he would have to stop making mental notes like that.

How would his company survive without him? He didn’t like either of the possible answersto that very
much.

What about his obituary? There was athought that chilled him to his bones, wherever they’ d got to.
Would he be ableto get hold of a copy? What would it say? They’ d better give him agood write-up, the
bastards. Look at what he’ d done. Single-handedly saved the British software industry: huge exports,
charitable contributions, research scholarships, crossing the Atlantic in a solar-powered submarine
(failed, but agood try) -- al sorts of things. They’ d better not go digging up that Pentagon stuff again or
he' d get hislawyer on to them. He made amenta noteto cal himinthemor...

No.

Anyway, can adead person suefor libel? Only hislawyer would know, and he was not going to be able
to cdl himinthemorning. He knew with a sense of creeping dread that of al the things he had left behind
intheland of the living it was the telephone that he was going to missthe most, and then he turned his
mind determinedly back to whereit didn’t want to go.

Thefigure.

It seemed to him that the figure had been amost like afigure of Desath itsdlf; or wasthat hisimagination
playing tricks with him?Was he dreaming that it was a cowled figure? What would any figure, whether
cowled or just casudly dressed, be doing in the boot of hiscar?

At that moment a car zipped past him on the road and disappeared off into the night, taking its oasis of
light withit. He thought with longing of the warm, |eather-upholstered, climate-controlled comfort of his
own car abandoned on the road behind him, and then a sudden extraordinary thought struck him.

Was there any way he could hitch alift? Could anyone actualy see him? How would anyone react if
they could? Well, there was only one way to find out.

He heard another car coming up in the distance behind him and turned to faceit. Thetwin pools of hazy
lights approached through the mist and Gordon gritted his phantom teeth and stuck his thumb out at them.
The car swept by regardless.

Nothing.

Angrily hemade an indistinct V sign at the receding red rear lights, and realised, looking straight through



his own upraised arm, that he wasn't a hismost visble at the moment. Was there perhaps some effort of
will he could make to render himsalf more visible when he wanted to? He screwed up hiseyesin
concentration, then realised that he would need to have his eyes open in order to judge theresults. He
tried again, forcing hismind as hard as he could, but the results were unsatisfactory.

Though it did seem to make some kind of rudimentary, glowing difference, he couldn’'t sustain it, and it
faded dmost immediately, however much he piled on the menta pressure. He would have to judge the
timing very carefully if hewas going to make his presencefdt, or at least seen.

Another car gpproached from behind, travelling fast. He turned again, stuck histhumb out, waited till the
moment was right and willed himsdf visble.

The car swerved dightly, and then carried onitsway, only alittle more dowly. Well, that was something.
What else could he do? He would go and stand under alamppost for a start, and he would practise. The
next car he would get for sure.

[ CHAPTER 12

“..20if you'dliketo leave amessage, I’ [l get back to you as soon as possible. Maybe.”
Beep.

“Shit. Damn. Hold onaminute. Blagt. Look... er...”

Click.

Richard pushed the phone back into its cradle and dammed his car into reverse for twenty yardsto have
another look at the sign-post by the road junction he' d just sped past in the mist. He had extracted
himsdlf from the Cambridge one-way system by the usua method, which involved going round and round
it faster and faster until he achieved a sort of escape velocity and flew off a atangent in arandom
direction, which he was now trying to identify and correct for.

Arriving back at the junction he tried to correlate the information on the signpost with the information on
the map. But it couldn’t be done. The road junction was quite ddliberately Stting on a page divide on the
map, and the Sgnpost was revolving malicioudy inthewind. Ingtinct told him that he was heading in the
wrong direction, but he didn’t want to go back the way he' d comefor fear of getting sucked back into
the gravitationa whirlpool of Cambridge straffic system.

Heturned |eft, therefore, in the hope of finding better fortune in that direction, but after awhilelost his
nerve and turned a speculative right, and then chanced another exploratory |eft and after afew more such
manoeuvres was thoroughly lost.

He swore to himsalf and turned up the heating in the car. 1f he had been concentrating on where he was
going rather than trying to navigate and telephone a the sametime, he told himself, hewould at least
know where he was now. He didn’t actudly like having atelephonein hiscar, he found it abother and an
intruson. But Gordon had insisted and indeed had paid for it.

He sighed in exasperation, backed up the black Saab and turned around again. Ashe did so he nearly
ran into someone lugging abody into afied. At least that waswhat it looked like for asecond to his
overwrought brain, but in fact it was probably aloca farmer with asackful of something nutritious,
though what he was doing with it on anight like thiswas anyone s guess. As his headlights swung around



again, they caught for amoment asilhouette of the figure trudging off acrossthe field with the sack on his
back.

“Rether him than me,” thought Richard grimly, and drove off again.

After afew minutes he reached ajunction with what looked alittle more like amain road, nearly turned
right down it, but then turned left instead. There was no signpost.

He poked at the buttons on his phone again.

“...get back to you as soon as possible. Maybe.”

Beep.

“Susan, it' sRichard. Where do | start? What amess. Look I’'m sorry, sorry, sorry. | screwed up very
badly, andit’sdl my fault. And look, whatever it takesto make up for it, I'll doit, solemn promise...”

He had adight feeling that this wasn't the right tone to adopt with an answering machine, but he carried
draight on.

“Honestly, we can go away, take a holiday for aweek, or even just thisweekend if you like. Redly, this
weekend. We |l go somewhere sunny. Doesn’'t matter how much pressure Gordon triesto put on me,
and you know the sort of pressure he can muster, heisyour brother, after dl. I'll just... er, actudly, it
might have to be next weekend. Damn, damn, damn. It'sjust that | redlly have promised to get, no, 100k,
it doesn't matter. WE Il just doiit. | don’t care about gettingAnthem finished for Comdex. It s not the end
of theworld. W€l just go. Gordon will just have to take arunning jump—Gaaarghhhh!”

Richard swerved wildly to avoid the spectre of Gordon Way which suddenly loomed in his headlights
and took arunning jump at him.

He dammed on the brakes, started to skid, tried to remember what it was you were supposed to do
when you found yoursdf skidding, he knew he’ d seen it on some television programme about driving
he' d seen ages ago, what was the programme? God, he couldn’t even remember the title of the
programme, let alone—oh yes, they’ d said you mustn’t dam on the brakes. That wasit. Theworld
swung sickeningly around him with dow and appalling force as the car dewed across the road, spun,
thudded againgt the grass verge, then dithered and rocked itself to ahdlt, facing the wrong way. He
collgpsed, panting, againgt the steering whed.

He picked up the phone from where he' d dropped it.
“Susan,” he gasped, “I'll get back to you,” and hung up.
Heraised hiseyes.

Standing full in the glare of his headlights was the spectra figure of Gordon Way staring straight in
through the windscreen with ghastly horror in its eyes, dowly raising its hand and pointing at him.

Hewasn't sure how long he just sat there. The gpparition had melted from view in afew seconds, but
Richard smply sat, shaking, probably for not more than aminute, until a sudden squedl of brakesand
glare of lightsroused him.



He shook his head. He was, he redlised, stopped in the road facing the wrong way. The car that had just
screeched to an abrupt hat almost bumper to bumper with him was apolice car. He took two or three
deep breaths and then, <tiff and trembling, he climbed out and stood up to face the officer who was
walking dowly towards him, silhouetted in the police car’ s headlights.

The officer looked him up and down.

“Er, I'm sorry, officer,” said Richard, with as much calmness as he could wrench into hisvoice. “I, er,
skidded. Theroadsare dippery and I, er... skidded. | spun round. Asyou seg, |, I’'m facing the wrong
way.” He gestured a his car to indicate the way it wasfacing.

“Liketo tdl mewhy it was you skidded then, exactly, Sr?’ The police officer waslooking him straight in
the eye while pulling out anotebook.

“Wel, as| said,” explained Richard, “the roads are dippery because of the migt, and, well, to be
perfectly honest,” he suddenly found himself saying, in spite of dl hisattemptsto stop himsdlf, “1 wasjust
driving dong and | suddenly imagined that | saw my employer throwing himslf in front of my car.”
Theofficer gazed a him levelly.

“Guilt complex, officer,” added Richard with atwitch of asmile, “you know how itis. | was
contemplating taking the weekend off.”

The police officer seemed to hesitate, balanced on aknife edge between sympathy and suspicion. His
eyes narrowed alittle but didn’t waver.

“Been drinking, Sr?’

“Yes” sad Richard, with aquick sigh, “but very little. Two glasses of winemax. Er... and asmdl glass
of port. Absolute max. It wasredly just algpse of concentration. I'm fine now.”

“Name?’

Richard gave him his name and address. The policeman wroteit dl down carefully and neetly inhis
book, then peered at the car registration number and wrote that down too.

“And who isyour employer then, Sir?’

“HisnameisWay. Gordon Way.”

“Oh,” said the policeman raising his eyebrows, “the computer gentleman.”

“Er, yes, that’sright. | design software for the company. WayForward Technologies|l.”

“WEe ve got one of your computers down the station,” said the policeman. “Buggered if | can get it to
work.”

“Oh,” said Richard wearily, “which modd do you have?’

“l think it'scaled aQuark 11.”



“Oh, wdl that' ssmple” said Richard with relief. “1t doesn’'t work. Never has done. Thethingisahegp
of shit”

“Funny thing, S, that’ swhat I’ ve dways said,” said the policeman. “ Some of the other lads don't
agree.”

“Wdl, you're dbsolutely right, officer. Thething ishopdess. It'sthe mgor reason the origina company
went bust. | suggest you useit asabig paperweight.”

“Wel, | wouldn’'t liketo do that, Sir,” the policeman persisted. “The door would keep blowing open.”
“What do you mean, officer?’ asked Richard.

“1 useit to keep the door closed, sir. Nasty draughts down our station thistime of year. In the summer,
of course, we beat suspects round the head with it.”

Heflipped hisbook closed and prodded it into his pocket.

“My adviceto you, Sir, isto go nice and easy on the way back. Lock up the car and spend the weekend
getting completdy pissed. | findit’sthe only way. Mind how you go now.”

Hereturned to his car, wound down the window, and watched Richard manoeuvre his car around and
drive off into the night before heading off himsdlf.

Richard took a deep breath, drove camly back to London, let himsdf calmly into hisflat, clambered
camly over the sofa, sat down, poured himsdf a<tiff brandy and began serioudy to shake.

There were three things he was shaking aboui.

Therewas the smple physica shock of his near-accident, which isthe sort of thing that dways churns
you up alot more than you expect. The body floodsitsdlf with adrenaline, which then hangs around your
System turning sour.

Then there was the cause of the skid -- the extraordinary apparition of Gordon throwing himself in front
of hiscar at that moment. Boy oh boy. Richard took amouthful of brandy and gargled with it. He put the
glassdown.

It waswell known that Gordon was one of the world' s richest natural resources of guilt pressure, and
that he could ddliver aton on your doorstep fresh every morning, but Richard hadn’t realised he had let it
get to him to such an unholy degree.

Hetook up hisglass again, went upstairs and pushed open the door to his workroom, which involved
shifting astack of BY TE magazines that had toppled againgt it. He pushed them away with hisfoot and
walked to the end of the largeroom. A lot of glassat thisend let in views over alarge part of north
London, from which the mist was now clearing. St Paul’ s glowed in the dark distance and he stared at it
for amoment or two but it didn’t do anything specid. After the events of the evening he found this came
as apleasant surprise.

At the other end of the room were a couple of long tables smothered in, at the last count, Six Macintosh
computers. Inthe middie wasthe Mac Il on which ared wire-frame modd of his sofawaslazily
revolving within ablue wire-framemode of hisnarrow staircase, complete with banister rail, radiator and



fuse-box details, and of course the awvkward turn halfway up.

The sofawould start out spinning in one direction, hit an obstruction, twist itself in another plane, hit
another obstruction, revolve round athird axis until it was stopped again, then cycle through the moves
aganin adifferent order. Y ou didn’t have to watch the sequence for very long before you saw it repest
itsdf.

The sofawas clearly stuck.

Three other Macs were connected up vialong tangles of cable to an untidy agglomeration of
synthesisers—an Emulator 11+ HD sampler, arack of TX modules, aProphet VS, aRoland JX 10, a
Korg DW8000, an Octapad, aleft-handed Synth-Axe MIDI guitar controller, and even an old drum
machine stacked up and gathering dust in the corner -- pretty much the works. Therewasadso asmall
and rarely used cassette tape recorder: al the music was stored in sequencer files on the computers
rather than on tape.

He dumped himsdf into aseat in front of one of the Macsto seewhat, if anything, it wasdoing. It was
disolaying an“Untitled” Excel spreadsheet and he wondered why.

He saved it and looked to seeif he' d left himsdlf any notes and quickly discovered that the spreadsheet
contained some of the data he had previoudy downloaded after searching theWorld Reporter and
Knowledge on-line databases for facts about swallows.

He now had figureswhich detailed their migratory habits, their wing shapes, their aerodynamic profile
and turbulence characteritics, and some sort of rudimentary figures concerning the patternsthat aflock
would adopt in flight, but as yet he had only the faintest idea asto how he was going to synthesise them
al together.

Because hewastoo tired to think particularly constructively tonight he savagely selected and copied a
whole swathe of figures from the spreadsheet at random, pasted them into his own conversion program,
which scaled and filtered and manipulated the figures according to his own experimenta agorithms,
loaded the converted fileintoPerformer , a powerful sequencer program, and played the result through
random MIDI channelsto whichever synthes sers happened to be on at the moment.

The result was ashort burst of the most hideous cacophony, and he stopped it.

He ran the conversion program again, thistime ingtructing it to force-map the pitch vauesinto G minor.
Thiswas a utility he was determined in the end to get rid of because heregarded it as cheating. If there
was any basisto hisfirmly held belief that the rhythms and harmonies of music which he found most
satisfying could befound in, or at least derived from, the rhythms and harmonies of naturaly occurring
phenomena, then satisfying forms of modality and intonation should emerge naturaly aswell, rather than
being forced.

For the moment, though, he forced it.

Theresult was a short burst of the most hideous cacophony in G minor.

So much for random shortcuts.

Thefird task was ardatively smple one, which would be smply to plot the waveform described by the
tip of aswalow swing asit flies, then synthesise that waveform. That way he would end up withasingle



note, which would be agood start, and it shouldn’t take more than the weekend to do.

Except, of course, that he didn’t have aweekend available to do it in because he had somehow to get
Verson 2 of Anthem out of the door sometime during the course of the next year, or “month” as Gordon

cdledit.
Which brought Richard inexorably to the third thing he was shaking about.

There was absolutely no way that he could take the time off this weekend or next to fulfil the promise he
had made to Susan’ s telephone-answering machine. And that, if this evening’ s débacle had not dready
done so, would surely spell thefina end.

But that wasit. Thething wasdone. Thereis nothing you can do about amessage on someoneelse's
answering machine other than let eventstake their course. It was done. It wasirrevocable.

An odd thought suddenly struck him.

It took him by considerable surprise, but he couldn’t really see what waswrong with it.
[ CHAPTER 13 ]

A pair of binoculars scanning the London night skyline, idly, curious, snooping. A littlelook here, alittle
look there, just seeing what' s going on, anything interesting, anything useful.

The binoculars settle on the back of one particular house, attracted by a dight movement. One of those
large late-Victorian villas, probably flats now. Lots of black iron drainpipes. Green rubber dustbins. But

dark. No, nothing.

The binoculars are just moving onwards when another dight movement catchesin the moonlight. The
binocularsrefocus very dightly, trying to find adetail, ahard edge, adight contrast in the darkness. The
mist has lifted now, and the darkness glistens. They refocus avery, very little more.

Thereitis. Something, definitdy. Only thistime alittle higher up, maybe afoot or so, maybeayard. The
binoculars settle and relax -- steady, trying for the edge, trying for the detail. There. The binoculars settle
again -- they have found their mark, straddled between awindowsi|l and adrainpipe.

Itisadark figure, splayed against the wall, looking down, looking for a new foothold, looking upwards,
looking for aledge. Thebinoculars peer intently.

Thefigureisthat of atdl, thin man. His clothes areright for the job, dark trousers, dark swester, but his
movements are awkward and angular. Nervous. Interesting. The binocularswait and consider, consider
and judge.

The manisclearly arank amateur.

Look a hisfumbling. Look at hisineptitude. Hisfeet dip on the drainpipe, his hands can’t reach the
ledge. He nearly fdls. He waitsto catch his breath. For amoment he tartsto climb back down again,
but seemsto find that even tougher going.

Helunges again for the ledge and thistime catchesit. Hisfoot shoots out to steady himsdlf and nearly
missesthe pipe. Could have been very nasty, very nasty indeed.



But now theway iseasier and progressis better. He crosses to another pipe, reaches athird-floor
window ledge, flirts briefly with desth as he crawls painfully on to it, and makes the cardina error and
looks down. He sways briefly and sits back heavily. He shades his eyes and peersinside to check that
theroom is dark, and sets about getting the window open.

One of thethingsthat distinguish the amateur from the professiona isthet thisisthe point when the
amateur thinksit would have been agood ideato bring along something to prise the window open with.
Luckily for thisamateur the householder is an amateur too, and the sash window dides grudgingly up.
The climber crawls, with somerdlief, inade.

He should be locked up for his own protection, think the binoculars. A hand startsto reach for the
phone. At the window aface looks back out and for amoment is caught in the moonlight, then it ducks
back insdeto carry on with itsbusiness.

The hand stays hovering over the phone for amoment or two, while the binoculars wait and consider,
consider and judge. The hand reaches instead for the A-Z street map of London.

Thereisalong studious pause, alittle more intent binocular work, and then the hand reaches for the
phoneagain, liftsit and dids.

[ CHAPTER 14 )

Susan' sflat was small but spacious, which was atrick, reflected Richard tensely as he turned on the
light, that only women seemed ableto pull off.

It was't that observation which made him tense, of course -- he' d thought it before, many times. Every
time he' d beenin her flat, infact. It dways struck him, usualy because he had just come from hisown
flat, which was four times the sze and cramped. He d just come from hisown flat thistime, only viaa
rather eccentric route, and it wasthis that made his usua observation unusualy tense.

Despite the chill of the night he was swegting.

He looked back out of the window, turned and tiptoed across the room towards where the telephone
and the answering machine stood on their own small table.

There was no point, hetold himsdf, in tiptoeing. Susan wasn't in. Hewould be extremdly interested to
know where she was, in fact—just as she, hetold himself, had probably been extremely interested in
knowing where he had been at the beginning of the evening.

Heredised hewas il tiptoeing. He hit hisleg to make himsdlf stop doing it, but carried on doing it none
theless.

Climbing up the outsde wall had been terrifying.

He wiped hisforehead with the arm of his oldest and greasiest sweater. There had been anasty moment
when hislife had flashed before his eyes but he had been too preoccupied with falling and had missed dl
the good bits. Most of the good bits had involved Susan, he redlised. Susan or computers. Never Susan
and computers -- those had largely been the bad bits. Which waswhy he was here, hetold himsdlf. He
seemed to need convincing, and told himsalf again.



Helooked at hiswatch. Eleven forty-five.

It occurred to him he had better go and wash hiswet and dirty hands before he touched anything. It
wasn't the police he was worried about, but Susan’ sterrifying cleaner. She would know.

He went into the bathroom, turned on the light switch, wiped it, and then stared at his own startled face
in the bright neon-lit mirror as he ran the water over his hands. For amoment he thought of the dancing,
warm candldight of the Coleridge Dinner, and theimages of it welled up out of the dim and distant past
of the earlier part of the evening. Life had seemed easy then, and carefree. The wine, the conversation,
ample conjuring tricks. He pictured the round pale face of Sarah, pop-eyed with wonder. Hewashed his
own face.

He thought:

“...Beware! Bewarel

Hisflashing eyes, hisfloating hair!”

He brushed hisown hair. He thought, too, of the pictures hanging high in the darkness above their heeds.
He cleaned histeeth. Thelow buzz of the neon light snapped him back to the present and he suddenly
remembered with gppaled shock that he was herein his capacity asburglar.

Something made him look himsdlf directly in the face in the mirror, then he shook his head, trying to clear
it.

When would Susan be back? That, of course, would depend on what she was doing. He quickly wiped
his hands and made hisway back to the answering machine. He prodded at the buttons and his
conscience prodded back at him. The tape wound back for what seemed to be an interminable time, and
he realised with ajolt that it was probably because Gordon had beenin full flood.

He had forgotten, of course, that there would be messages on the tape other than his own, and listening
to other peopl€e s phone messages was tantamount to opening their mall.

He explained to himsdf once again that al he wastrying to do was to undo a mistake he had made
beforeit caused any irrevocable damage. Hewould just play thetiniest snippetstill he found hisown
voice. That wouldn't be too bad, he wouldn’t even be able to distinguish what was being said.

He groaned inwardly, gritted his teeth and stabbed at the Play button so roughly that he missed it and
g ected the cassette by mistake. He put it back in and pushed the Play button more carefully.

Beep.

“Oh, Susan, hi, it' sGordon,” said the answering machine. “1’m just on my way to the cottege. It’s, er...”
Hewound on for acouple of seconds. “...need to know that Richard ison the case. | meanreally on...”
Richard set his mouth grimly and stabbed at the Fast Forward again. He really hated the fact that Gordon
tried to put pressure on him via Susan, which Gordon always stoutly denied he did. Richard couldn’t
blame Susan for getting exasperated about hiswork sometimesif this sort of thing was going on.”



Click.

“...Response. Make anote to Susan would you please, to get an “Armed Response” sign made up with
asharp spike on the bottom at the right height for rabbitsto see.”

“What?” muttered Richard to himself, and hisfinger hesitated for a second over the Fast Forward
button. He had afedling that Gordon desperately wanted to be like Howard Hughes, and if he could
never hope to be remotely asrich, he could at least try to be twice as eccentric. Anact. A palpable act.
“That’ s secretary Susan at the office, not you, of course,” continued Gordon’ s voice on the answering
mechine. “Where was |? Oh yes. Richard andAnthem 2.00. Susan, that thing has got to bein beta
testing intwo...” Richard stabbed at the Fast Forward, tight-lipped.

“...point isthat there's only one person who'sredly in apostion to know if he' s getting the important
work done, or if he' sjust dreaming, and that one person...” He stabbed angrily again. He had promised
himsdf hewouldn’t listen to any of it and now here he was getting angry a what he was hearing. He
should redlly just stop this. Wdll, just one moretry.

When he listened again hejust got music. Odd. He wound forward again, and still got music. Why
would someone be phoning to play music to an answering machine? he wondered.

The phonerang. He stopped the tape and answered it, then amost dropped the phone like an electric
ed asheredised what hewas doing. Hardly daring to breathe, he held the telephoneto his ear.

“Rule Onein housebresking,” said avoice. “Never answer the telephone when you' rein the middle of a
job. Who are you supposed to be, for heaven's sake?’

Richard froze. It was amoment or two before he could find where he had put hisvoice.

“Who isthis?’ he demanded at last in awhisper.

“Rule Two,” continued the voice. “Preparation. Bring theright tools. Bring gloves. Try to havethe
faintest glimmering of an idea of what you' re about before you start dangling from window ledgesin the
middle of the night.

“Rule Three. Never forget Rule Two.”

“Whoisthis?” exclamed Richard again.

The voice was unperturbed. “Neighbourhood Watch,” it said. “If you just look out of the back window
you'll see...”

Trailing the phone, Richard hurried over to the window and looked out. A distant flash startled him.
“Rule Four. Never stand where you can be photographed.

“RuleFive... Areyou ligening to me, MacDuff?’

“What?Yes...” said Richard in bewilderment. “How do you know me?’

“Rule Five. Never admit to your name.”



Richard stood silent, breathing hard.
“I runalittle course” sad thevoice, “if you'reinterested...”
Richard said nothing.

“You'relearning,” continued the voice, “dowly, but you'relearning. If you were learning fast you would

have put the phone down by now, of course. But you’ re curious—and incompetent—and so you don't. |
don’t run acourse for novice burglars asit happens, tempting though theideais. I'm sure there would be
grantsavailable. If we have to have them they may aswell betrained.

“However, if | did run such acourse | would dlow you to enroll for free, because | too am curious.
Curiousto know why Mr. Richard MacDuff who, | am given to understand, is now aweslthy young
man, something in the computer industry, | believe, should suddenly be needing to resort to
house-bresking.”

“Who -- 7’

“So | do alittle research, phone Directory Enquiries and discover thet the flat into which heisbregking is
that of aMissS. Way. | know that Mr. Richard MacDuff’ s employer isthe famous Mr. G. Way and |
wonder if they can by any chance be related.”

“Who -- 7’

“Y ou are gpesking with Svlad, commonly known as*“ Dirk” Cjdli, currently trading under the name of
Gently for reasonswhich it would be otiose, at this moment, to rehearse. | bid you good evening. If you
wish to know more | will be at the Pizza Expressin Upper Street in ten minutes. Bring some money.”

“Dirk?" exclamed Richard. “You... Areyou trying to blackmail me?’
“No, you fool, for the pizzas.” Therewasaclick and Dirk Gently rang off.

Richard stood transfixed for amoment or two, wiped hisforehead again, and gently replaced the phone
asif it werean injured hamater. His brain began to buzz gently and suck itsthumb. Lots of little syngpses
deep insde his cerebral cortex dl joined hands and started dancing around and singing nursery rhymes.
He shook his head to try and make them stop, and quickly sat down at the answering machine again.

He fought with himsdlf over whether or not he was going to push the Play button again, and then did so
anyway before he had made up hismind. Hardly four seconds of light orchestral music had oozed
soothingly past when there came the sound of akey scratching in the lock out in the hallway.

In panic Richard thumped the Eject button, popped the cassette out, rammed it into his jeans pocket and
replaced it from the pile of fresh cassettes that lay next to the machine. Therewasasimilar pile next to his
own machine a home. Susan at the office provided them—poor, long-suffering Susan at the office. He
must remember to fee sympathy for her in the morning, when he had the time and concentration for it.

Suddenly, without even noticing himself doing it, he changed hismind. In aflash he popped the substitute
cassette out of the machine again, replaced the one he had stolen, rammed down the rewind button and
made alunge for the sofawhere, with two seconds to go before the door opened, he tried to arrange
himsdf into anonchaant and winning posture. On an impulse he stuck hisleft hand up behind his back



whereit might comein useful.

Hewasjust trying to arrange hisfeaturesinto an expression composed in equa parts of contrition,
cheerfulness and sexua alurement when the door opened and in walked Michagl Wenton-Weakes.

Everything stopped.

Outside, thewind ceased. Owlshdted in mid-flight. Well, maybethey did, maybethey didn’t, certainly
the centra heating chose that moment to shut down, unable perhaps to cope with the supernatura chill
that suddenly whipped through the room.

“What are you doing here, Wednesday?’ demanded Richard. He rose from the sofaasif levitated with
anger.

Michad Wenton-Weakes was a large sad-faced man known by some people as Michael
Wednesday-Week, because that was when he usudly promised to have things done by. He was dressed
inasuit that had been superbly well tailored when hisfather, the late Lord Magna, had bought it forty
years previoudy.

Michael Wenton-Weakes came very high on the smal but sdect list of people whom Richard thoroughly
didiked.

He didiked him because he found the idea of someone who was not only privileged, but was aso sorry
for himsalf because he thought the world didn’t redly understand the problems of privileged people,
deeply obnoxious. Michael, on the other hand, didiked Richard for the fairly smple reason that Richard
didiked him and made no secret of it.

Michael gave adow and lugubriouslook back out into the halway as Susan waked through. She
stopped when she saw Richard. She put down her handbag, unwound her scarf, unbuttoned her coat,
dipped it off, handed it to Michadl, walked over to Richard and smacked him in the face.

“I"ve been saving that up dl evening,” she said furioudy. “And don't try and pretend that’ s a bunch of

flowers you' ve forgotten to bring which you' re hiding behind your back. Y ou tried that gag last time.”
Sheturned and stalked off.

“It'sabox of chocolates| forgot thistime,” said Richard glumly and held out his empty hand to her
retreating back. “I climbed up the entire outsde wal without them. Did | fed afool when | gotin.”

“Not very funny,” said Susan. She swept into the kitchen and sounded asif she was grinding coffee with
her bare hands. For someone who always |ooked so neat and sweet and delicate she packed ahell of a

temper.
“It'strue,” said Richard, ignoring Michad completdly. “1 nearly killed mysdf.”

“I’mnot going to riseto that,” said Susan from within the kitchen. “If you want something big and sharp
thrown at you why don’t you comein here and be funny?’

“I suppose it would be pointless saying I'm sorry &t this point,” Richard called out.

“You bet,” said Susan, sweeping back out of the kitchen again. Shelooked at him with her eyesflashing,
and actudly stamped her foot.



“Honestly, Richard,” she said, “I suppose you' re going to say you forgot again. How can you have the
gdl to stand there with two arms, two legs and ahead asif you' re ahuman being? Thisis behaviour that
about of amoebic dysentery would be ashamed of. | bet that even the very lowest form of dysentery
amoeba shows up to take its girlfriend out for aquick trot around the ssomach lining once in awhile.
Wi, | hope you had alousy evening.”

“I did,” said Richard. *Y ouwouldn't haveliked it. There was ahorse in the bathroom, and you know
how you hate that sort of thing.”

“Oh, Michad,” said Susan brusquely, “don’t just stand there like asinking pudding. Thank you very
much for dinner and the concert, you were very sweet and | did enjoy listening to your troubles al
evening because they were such anice change from mine. But | think it would be best if | just found your
book and pushed you out. I"ve got some serious jumping up and down and ranting to do, and | know
how it upsats your delicate sensihilities.”

Sheretrieved her coat from him and hung it up. While he had been holding it he had seemed entirely
taken up with thistask and oblivious to anything ese. Without it he seemed alittle lost and naked and
wasforced to stir himsalf back into life. He turned hisbig heavy eyesback on Richard.

“Richard,” hesaid, “I, er, read your piecein... inFathom . On Musicand, er...”

“Fractal Landscapes,” said Richard shortly. He didn’t want to talk to Michadl, and he certainly didn’t
want to get drawn into a conversation about Michael’ s wretched magazine. Or rather, the magazine that
used to be Michad”s.

That was the precise aspect of the conversation that Richard didn’t want to get drawn into.

“Er, yes. Very interesting, of course,” said Michadl in hisslky, over-rounded voice. “Mountain shapes
and tree shapes and dl sorts of things. Recycled dgee.”

“Recurdgve dgorithms”

“Yes, of course. Very interesting. But so wrong, so terribly wrong.

For the magazine, | mean. Itis, after dl, anarts review. | would never have allowed such athing, of
course. Ross has utterly ruined it. Utterly. He' Il haveto go. Haveto. He has no sengbilitiesand he'sa
thief.”

“He snot athief, Wednesday, that' s absolutely absurd,” snapped Richard, instantly getting drawn into it
in spite of hisresolution not to. “He had nothing to do with your getting the push whatsoever. That was
your own slly fault, and you...”

There was asharp intake of breath.

“Richard,” said Michad in his softest, quietest voice— arguing with him was like getting tangled in
parachute silk -- “1 think you do not understand how important...”

“Michad,” said Susan gently but firmly, holding open the door.

Michagl Wenton-Weakes nodded faintly and seemed to deflate.



“Your book,” Susan added, holding out to him asmal and ederly volume on the ecclesastical
architecture of Kent. Hetook it, murmured some dight thanks, looked about him for amoment asif he'd
suddenly realised something rather odd, then gathered himsdlf together, nodded farewell and | ft.

Richard didn’t appreciate quite how tense he had becomertill Michael |eft and he was suddenly ableto
relax. He' d always resented the indul gent soft spot that Susan had for Michael evenif shedid try to
disguiseit by being terribly rudeto him al thetime. Perhaps even because of that.

“Susan, what can | say...?7" he started lamdly.

“You could say “Ouch” for agtart. You didn’'t even give methat satisfaction when | hit you, and |
thought | did it rather hard. God, it’' sfreezing in here. What' s that window doing wide open?’

Shewent over to shut it.
“I told you. That'show | got in,” said Richard.
He sounded sufficiently asif he meant it to make her look round at himin surprise.

“Redly,” hesad. “Likein the chocolate ads, only | forgot the box of chocolates...” He shrugged
sheepishly.

She gared a him in amazement.

“What on earth possessed you to do that?’ she said. She stuck her head out of the window and looked
down. “Y ou could have got killed,” she said, turning back to him.

“Well, er, yes...” hesaid. “It just seemed the only way to... | don’'t know.” Herdlied himself. “Y ou took
your key back remember?’

“Yes. | got fed up with you coming and raiding my larder when you couldn’t be bothered to do your
own shopping. Richard, you redly climbed up thiswal?’

“Wadll, | wanted to be here when you got in.”

She shook her head in bewilderment. “It would have been agreat ded better if you' d been herewhen |
went out. Isthat why you' re wearing thosefilthy old clothes?’

“Yes. Youdon't think | went to dinner at St Cedd' slike this?’

“Wéll, | no longer know what you consider to be rationa behaviour.”

She sighed and fished about in asmall drawer. “Here” shesad, “if it sgoing to save your life,” and
handed him a couple of keyson aring. “I’m too tired to be angry anymore. An evening of being lobbied
by Michadl hastaken it out of me.”

“Widl, I'll never understand why you put up with him,” said Richard, going to fetch the coffee.

“I' know you don't like him, but he' s very sweet and can be charming in his sad kind of way. Usudly it's
very relaxing to be with someone who' s so salf-absorbed, because it doesn’t make any demands on you.



But he' s obsessed with theideathat | can do something about his magazine. | can't, of course. Life
doesn't work likethat. | do fed sorry for him, though.”

“I don’'t. HE shad it very, very easy dl hislife. Hedtill hasit very, very easy. He' sjust had histoy taken
away from himthat'sdl. 1t shardly unjust, isit?’

“It'snot a matter of whether it’sjust or not. | fed sorry for him because he’ s unhappy.”

“Wall, of course he' sunhappy. Al Ross has turnedFathom into aredly sharp, inteligent magazine that
everyone suddenly wantsto read. It wasjust abumbling shambles before. Itsonly red function wasto let
Michael have lunch and toady about with whoever he liked on the pretext that maybe they might liketo
writealittle something. He hardly ever got an actual issue out. The wholething wasasham. He
pampered himsdlf withit. | redly don't find that charming or engaging. I'm sorry, I'm going on abouit it
and | didn't meanto.”

Susan shrugged uneasily.

“I think you overreact,” shesaid, “though | think | will haveto steer clear of him if he’ sgoing to keep on
at meto do something | smply can't do. It'stoo exhausting. Anyway, listen, I'm glad you had alousy
evening. | want to talk about what we were going to do this weekend.”

“Ah,” said Richard, “well...”

“Oh, I'd better just check the messagesfirst.”

She walked past him to the telephone-answering machine, played the first few seconds of Gordon’s
message and then suddenly gected the cassette.

“I can’'t be bothered,” she said, giving it to him. “Could you just give this Straight to Susan at the office
tomorrow? Save her atrip. If theré sanything important on it she can tell me.”

Richard blinked, said, “Er, yes,” and pocketed the tape, tingling with the shock of the reprieve.
“Anyway, the weekend—" said Susan, Sitting down on the sofa.

Richard wiped hishand over hisbrow. “Susan, I...”

“I’'mafraid I've got to work. Nicola' ssick and I’'m going to have to dep for her at the Wigmore on
Friday week. There' ssome Vivadi and some Mozart | don’t know too well, so that meansalot of extra
practice thisweekend, I'm afraid. Sorry.”

“Well, infact,” said Richard, “1 have to work aswell.” He sat down by her.

“I know. Gordon keeps on at meto nag you. | wish hewouldn’t. It s none of my businessand it puts me
inaninvidious pogtion. I'mtired of being pressurised by people, Richard. At least you don't do that.”

Shetook asip of her coffee.

“But I'm sure,” she added, “that there's some kind of grey area between being pressurised and being
completely forgotten about that I’ d quite like to explore. Give meahug.”



He hugged her, feding that he was monstroudy and unworthily lucky. An hour later helet himsdlf out and
discovered that the Pizza Express was closed.

Meanwhile, Michael Wenton-Weakes made hisway back to hishomein Chelsea. As he sat in the back
of thetaxi he watched the treetswith ablank stare and tapped hisfingerslightly against thewindow ina
dow thoughtful rhythm.

Rap tap tap arap tap arap atap.

He was one of those dangerous people who are soft, squidgy and cowlike provided they have what they
want. And because he had always had what he wanted, and had seemed easily pleased with it, it had
never occurred to anybody that he was anything other than soft, squidgy and cowlike. Y ouwould have
to push through alot of soft squidgy bitsin order to find abit that didn’t give when you pushed it. Thet
wasthe bit that al the soft squidgy bits were there to protect.

Michael Wenton-Weakes was the younger son of Lord Magna, publisher, newspaper owner and
over-indulgent father, under whose protective umbrellait had pleased Michadl to run hisown little
magazine & amagnificent loss. Lord Magna had presided over the graduad but dignified and
well-respected decline of the publishing empire originally founded by hisfather, thefirst Lord Magna

Michad continued to tap hisknuckleslightly on the glass.

A rap tap arap atap.

He remembered the gppalling, terrible day when hisfather had eectrocuted himsalf changing aplug, and
hismather, hismother , took over the business. Not only took it over but started running it with
completely unexpected verve and determination. She examined the company with avery sharp eyeasto
how it was being run, or walked, as she put it, and eventualy even got around to looking at the accounts
of Michad’ smagazine.

Tap tap tap.

Now Michael knew just enough about the business side of thingsto know what the figures ought to be,
and he had smply assured hisfather that that was indeed what they were.

“Can’t dlow thisjob just to be asinecure, you must see that, old fellow, you have to pay your way or
how would it look, how would it be?” hisfather used to say, and Michael would nod serioudy, and start
thinking up the figuresfor next month, or whenever it was he would next manage to get an issue out.

His mother, on the other hand, was not so indulgent. Not by alorryload.

Michadl usualy referred to his mother as an old battleaxe, but if shewasfairly to be compared to a
battleaxe it would only beto an exquisitely crafted, beautifully balanced battleaxe, with an elegant
minimum of fine engraving which stopped just short of its gleaming razored edge. One swipe from such
an instrument and you wouldn’t even know you’ d been hit until you tried to look at your watch abit later
and discovered that your arm wasn’t on.

She had been waiting patiently—or at least with the appearance of patience -- in thewingsal thistime,
being the devoted wife, the doting but strict mother. Now someone had taken her -- to switch metaphors
for amoment—out of her scabbard and everyone was running for cover.



Induding Michad.

It was her firm belief that Michael, whom she quietly adored, had been spoiled in the fullest and worst
sense of the word, and she was determined, at thislate stage, to stop it.

It didn’t take her more than afew minutesto see that he had been smply making up the figures every
month, and that the magazine was haemorrhaging money as Michad toyed with it, dl thetime running up
huge lunch hills, taxi accounts and staff costs that he would playfully set againgt fictitious taxes. Thewhole
thing had smply got lost somewhere in the gargantuan accounts of MagnaHouse.

She had then summoned Michadl to see her.

Tap tap arap atappa.

“How do you want meto treat you,” she said, “as my son or asthe editor of one of my magazines?|’m
happy to do ether.”

“Y our magazines? Wdl, | am your son, but | don’t see...”

“Right. Michadl, | want you to look at thesefigures,” she said briskly, handing over a sheet of computer
printout. “The ones on the left show the actual incomings and outgoings of Fathom , the ones on the right
are your own figures. Does anything strike you about them?’

“Mother, | can explain, |—"

“Good,” sad Lady Magnasweetly, “I’'m very glad of that.”

She took the piece of paper back. “Now. Do you have any views on how the magazine should best be
run in the future?”

“Yes, absolutdly. Very strong ones. [—”
“Good,” said Lady Magna, with abright smile. “Wadll, that’ sdl perfectly satisfactory, then.”
“Don’'t you want to hear -- 7’

“No, that’ sdl right, dear. I'm just happy to know that you do have something to say on the matter to
clear itdl up. I'm sure the new owner of Fathom will be glad to listen to whatever it is”

“What?’ said astunned Michad. “Y ou mean you're actudly sdllingFathom 7’

“No. | mean|’vedready sold it. Didn’t get muchfor it, I’'m afraid. One pound plus a promise that you
would be retained as editor for the next three issues, and after that it’ s a the new owner’ s discretion.”

Michael stared, pop-eyed.

“Wél, come now,” said his mother reasonably, “we could hardly continue under the present
arrangement, could we?'Y ou always agreed with your father that the job should not be asinecure for
you. And since | would have agreet ded of difficulty in either believing or resisting your stories, | thought
| would hand the problem on to someone with whom you could have amore objective relationship.
Now, | have another appointment, Michad.”



“Well, but... who have you sold it to?’ spluttered Michadl.
“Gordon Way.”
“Gordon Way! But for heaven’s sake, Mother, he’s—"

“He svery anxiousto be seen to patronise the arts. And | think | do mean patronise. I'm sureyou'll get
on splendidly, dear. Now, if you don’t mind—"

Michael stood his ground.
“I’ve never heard of anything so outrageous! 1—”

“Do you know, that’ s exactly what Mr. Way said when | showed him these figures and then demanded
that you be kept on as editor for threeissues.”

Michad huffed and puffed and went red and wagged hisfinger, but could think of nothing moreto say.
Except, “What difference would it have madeto dl thisif I’ d said treat me as the editor of one of your

magazines?’
“Why, dear,” said Lady Magnawith her sweetest smile, “I would have called you Mr. Wenton-Wesakes,

of course. And | wouldn't now betdling you straighten your tie,” she added, with atiny little gesture
under her chin.

Rap tap tap rap tap tap.

“Number seventeen, wasit, guv?’
“Er... wha?' said Michael, shaking his head.
“It was seventeen you said, wasit?’ said the cab driver, ““ Causewe're“ere.”
“Oh. Oh, yes, thank you,” said Michadl. He climbed out and fumbled in his pocket for some money.
“Tap tap tap, eh?’
“What?’ said Michagl handing over thefare.
“Tap tap tap,” said the cab driver, “dl the bloody way here. Got something on your mind, eh, mate?’
“Mind your own bloody business,” snapped Michad savagely.
“If you say s0, mate. Just thought you might be going mad or something,” said the cabbie and drove off.
Michad let himsdlf into his house and walked through the cold hdl to the dining room, turned on the
overhead light and poured himself a brandy from the decanter. He took off his coat, threw it acrossthe
Iarge mahogany dining table and pulled achair over to the window where he sat nuraing hisdrink and his
grievances.

Tap tap tap, he went on the window.



He had sullenly remained as editor for the stipulated three issues and was then, with little ceremony, let
go. A new editor wasfound, acertain A. K. Ross, who was young, hungry and ambitious, and he
quickly turned the magazine into aresounding success. Michad, in the meantime, had been lost and
naked. Therewas nothing dsefor him.

He tapped on the window again and looked, as he frequently did, at the small table lamp that stood on
thegll. It wasarather ugly, ordinary little lamp, and the only thing about it that regularly transfixed his
attention was that thiswas the lamp that had electrocuted his father, and this was where he had been
gtting.

The old boy was such afool with anything technical. Michagl could just see him peering with profound
concentration through his half moons and sucking his moustache as he tried to unravel the arcane
complexities of athirteen-amp plug. He had, it seemed, plugged it back in thewall without first screwing
the cover back on and then tried to change the fusein situ . From this he received the shock which had
dtilled hisareedy dicky heart.

Such asmple, ample error, thought Michadl, such as anyone could have made, anyone, but the

consequences of it were catastrophic. Utterly catastrophic. Hisfather’s desth, his own loss, the rise of
the appalling Ross and his disastroudy successful magazine and...

Tap tap tap.
He looked at the window, at his own reflection, and at the dark shadows of the bushes on the other side
of it. He looked again at thelamp. Thiswasthe very object, thisthe very place, and the error was such a

ampleone. Smpleto make, Smpleto prevent.

The only thing that separated him from that smple moment wasthe invisible barrier of the months that
had passed in between.

A sudden, odd cam descended on him asif something inside him had suddenly been resolved.

Tap tap tap.

Fathomwas his. It wasn't meant to be asuccess, it was hislife.

Hislife had been taken from him, and that demanded a response.

Tap tap tap crack.

He surprised himsdlf by suddenly punching his hand through the window and cutting himsdlf quite badly.
[ CHAPTER 15 ]

Some of the less pleasant aspects of being dead were beginning to creep up on Gordon Way as he
good in front of his*cottage’.

It wasin fact arather large house by anybody else’ s standards but he had aways wanted to have a
cottage in the country and so when the time camefor him finally to buy one and he discovered that he
had rather more money available than he had ever serioudy believed he might own, he bought alarge old
rectory and cdled it acottage in spite of its seven bedrooms and its four acres of dank Cambridgeshire



land. Thisdid little to endear him to people who only had cottages, but then if Gordon Way had dlowed
his actions to be governed by what endeared him to people he wouldn’t have been Gordon Way.

Hewasn't, of course, Gordon Way any longer. He was the ghost of Gordon Way .
In his pocket he had the ghosts of Gordon Way' s keys.

It was this redlisation that had stopped him for amoment in hisinvisbletracks. Theideaof walking
through wallsfrankly revolted him. It was something he had been trying strenuoudy to avoid dl night. He
had ingtead been fighting to grip and grapple with every object he touched in order to render it, and
thereby himsdlf, substantial. To enter hishouse, his own house, by any means other than that of opening
the front door and dtriding inin aproprietorid manner filled him with ahurtling sense of loss.

Hewished, ashe stared at it, that the house was not such an extreme example of Victorian Gothic, and
that the moonlight didn’t play so coldly on its narrow gabled windows and its forbidding turrets. He had
joked, stupidly, when he bought it that it looked asif it ought to be haunted, not redlising that one day it
would be—or by whom.

A chill of the spirit gripped him as he made hisway silently up the driveway, lined by the looming shapes
of yew treesthat were far older than the rectory itsdf. It wasadisturbing thought that anybody €se might
be scared walking up such adriveway on such anight for fear of meeting something such ashim.

Behind ascreen of yew trees off to hisleft ood the gloomy bulk of the old church, decaying now, only
used in rotation with othersin neighbouring villages and presided over by avicar who was aways
breathless from bicycling there and dispirited by the few who were waiting for him when he arrived.
Behind the steeple of the church hung the cold eye of the moon.

A glimpse of movement seemed suddenly to catch hiseye, asif afigure had moved in the bushes near
the house, but it was, hetold himsdf, only hisimagination, overwrought by the strain of being dead. What
was there here that he could possibly be afraid of ?

He continued onwards, around the angle of the wing of the rectory, towards the front door set deep
within its gloomy porch wreathed inivy. He was suddenly startled to redise that there was light coming
from within the house. Electric light and dso thedim flicker of firdight.

It was amoment or two before he readlised that he was, of course, expected that night, though hardly in
his present form. Mrs. Bennett, the elderly housekeeper, would have been in to make the bed, light the
fireand leave out alight supper for him.

Thetelevison, too, would be on, especialy so that he could turn it off impatiently upon entering.

Hisfootsteps failed to crunch on the gravel as he approached. Though he knew that he mugt fail at the
door, he nevertheless could not but go therefirst, to try if he could open it, and only then, hidden within
the shadows of the porch, would he close hiseyes and let himsdlf dip ashamedly through it. He stepped
up to the door and stopped.

It was open.
Just haf aninch, but it was open. Hisspirit fluttered in fearful surprise. How could it be open? Mrs.

Bennett was always so conscientious about such things. He stood uncertainly for amoment and then with
difficulty exerted himsdlf againgt the door. Under the little pressure he could bring to bear oniit, it swung



dowly and unwillingly open, itshinges groaning in protest. He stepped through and dipped dong the
sone-flagged halway. A wide staircase led up into the darkness, but the doorsthat led off from the
hallway al stood closed.

The nearest door led into the drawing room, in which the fire was burning, and from which he could hear
the muted car chases of the late movie. He struggled futilely for aminute or two with its shiny brass door
knob, but was forced in the end to admit ahumiliating defeat, and with a sudden rage flung himself
graight at the door -- and throughiit.

Theroom insgde was a picture of pleasant domestic warmth. He staggered violently into it, and was
unable to stop himself floating on through asmall occasiond table set with thick sandwichesand a
Thermosflask of hot coffee, through alarge overstuffed armchair, into the fire, through the thick hot
brickwork and into the cold dark dining room beyond.

The connecting door back into the sitting room was aso closed. Gordon fingered it numbly and then,
submitting himsdif to theinevitable, braced himsdlf, and did back through it, calmly, gently, noticing for
thefirst timetherich interna grain of the wood.

The coziness of the room was amost too much for Gordon, and he wandered distractedly around it,
unableto sttle, letting the warm liveliness of thefirdight play through him. Him it couldn’t warm.

What, he wondered, were ghosts supposed to do al night?

He sat, uneasily, and watched the television. Soon, however, the car chases drifted peacefully to aclose
and there was nothing left but grey snow and white noise, which he was unable to turn off.

He found he' d sunk too far into the chair and confused himsalf with bits of it as he pushed and pulled
himsdf up. Hetried to amuse himsdlf by standing in the middle of atable, but it did littleto dleviate a
mood that was diding inexorably from despondency downwards.

Perhaps he would deep.

Perhaps.

Hefdt no tiredness or drowsiness, but just adeadly craving for oblivion. He passed back through the
closed door and into the dark halway, from which the wide heavy stairsled to the large gloomy
bedrooms above.

Up these, emptily, hetrod.

It wasfor nothing, he knew. 1f you cannot open the door to a bedroom you cannot deep initsbed. He
did himsdf through the door and lifted himsalf on to the bed which he knew to be cold though he could
not fed it. The moon seemed unableto leave him alone and shone full on him ashelay there wide-eyed

and empty, unable now to remember what deep was or how to do it.

The horror of hollowness lay on him, the horror of lying ceasdesdy and forever awake at four o' clock in
the morning.

He had nowhere to go, nothing to do when he got there, and no one he could go and wake up who
wouldn't be utterly horrified to see him.



Theworst moment had been when he had seen Richard on the road, Richard' s face frozen whitein the
windscreen. He saw again hisface, and that of the paefigure next to him.

That had been the thing which had shaken out of him the lingering shred of warmth at the back of his
mind which said that thiswas just atemporary problem. It ssemed terrible in the night hours, but would
bedl right in the morning when he could see people and sort things out. He fingered the memory of the
moment in hismind and could not let it go.

He had seen Richard and Richard, he knew, had seen him.
It was not going to be dl right.

Usudly when hefelt thisbad at night he popped downstairsto see what wasin the fridge, so he went
now. It would be more cheerful than this moonlit bedroom. He would hang around the kitchen going
bump inthenight.

He did down -- and partidly through -- the banisters, wafted through the kitchen door without a second
thought and then devoted dl his concentration and energy for about five minutesto getting the light switch
on.

That gave him areal sense of achievement and he determined to celebrate with a beer.

After aminute or two of repeatedly juggling and dropping a can of Fosters he gaveit up. He had not the
dightest conception of how he could manage to open aring pull, and besides the stuff was dl shaken up
by now—and what was he going to do with the stuff even if he did get it open?

Hedidn't have abody to keep it in. He hurled the can away from him and it scuttled off under a
cupboard.

He began to notice something about himsdlf, which wasthe way in which hisability to grasp things
seemed to grow and fadein adow rhythm, asdid hisvishility.

Therewas an irregularity in the rhythm, though, or perhapsit was just that sometimes the effects of it
would be much more pronounced than at others. That, too, seemed to vary according to adower
rhythm. Just a that moment it seemed to him that his strength was on the increase.

In asudden fever of activity hetried to see how many thingsin the kitchen he could move or use or
somehow get to work.

He pulled open cupboards, he yanked out drawers, scattering cutlery on the floor. He got abrief whirr
out of the food processor, he knocked over the el ectric coffee grinder without getting it to work, he
turned on the gas on the cooker hob but then couldn’t light it, he savaged aloaf of bread with acarving
knife. He tried stuffing lumps of bread into his mouth, but they smply fell through his mouth to the floor. A
mouse appeared, but scurried from the room, its coat eectric with fear.

Eventudly he stopped and sat at the kitchen table, emotionally exhausted but physically numb.

How, he wondered, would people react to his death?

Who would be most sorry to know that he had gone?



For awhile there would be shock, then sadness, then they would adjust, and he would be afading
memory as people got on with their own liveswithout him, thinking that he had gone on to wherever
people go. That was athought that filled him with the most icy dread.

He had not gone. Hewas il here.

He sat facing one cupboard that he hadn’t managed to open yet because its handle was too iff, and
that annoyed him. He grappled awkwardly with atin of tomatoes, then went over again to thelarge
cupboard and attacked the handle with the tin. The door flew open and his own missing bloodstained
body fdl horribly forward out of it.

Gordon hadn't realised up till this point that it was possible for aghost to faint.
Heredlised it now and did it.

He was woken a couple of hourslater by the sound of his gas cooker exploding.
[ CHAPTER 16 ]

Thefollowing morning Richard woke up twice.

Thefirg time he assumed he had made amistake and turned over for afitful few minutes more. The
second time he sat up with ajolt asthe events of the previous night insisted themsalves upon him.

He went downgtairs and had amoody and unsettled breakfast, during which nothing went right. He
burned the toast, spilled the coffee, and redlised that though he' d meant to buy some more marmaade
yesterday, he hadn’'t. He surveyed hisfeeble attempt at feeding himself and thought that maybe he could
at least dlow himself the timeto take Susan out for an amazing medl tonight, to make up for last night.

If he could persuade her to come.

Therewas arestaurant that Gordon had been enthusing about at great |ength and recommending that
they try. Gordon was pretty good on restaurants—he certainly seemed to spend enough time in them. He
sat and tapped histeeth with apencil for a couple of minutes, and then went up to hisworkroom and
lugged atelephone directory out from under apile of computer magazines.

L’ Esprit of Escalier.

He phoned the restaurant and tried to book a table, but when he said when he wanted it for this seemed
to cause alittle amusement.
“Ah, non, m”’ieur,” said the maitred”, “| regret that it isimpossible. At thismoment it is necessary to
make reservations at least three weeksin advance. Pardon, m'sieur.”

Richard marvelled at the ideathat there were people who actudly knew what they wanted to do three
weeks in advance, thanked the maitre d” and rang off. Well, maybe a pizzaagain instead. Thisthought
connected back to the gppointment he had failed to keep last night, and after amoment curiosity
overcame him and he reached for the phone book again.

Gentleman...



Gentles...
Gentry.

Therewasno Gently at dl. Not asingle one. He found the other directories, except for the S-Z book
which hiscleaning lady continualy threw away for reasons he had never yet fathomed.

Therewas certainly no Cjdli, or anything likeit. There was no Jently, no Dgently, no Djently, no
Dzently, nor anything remotely smilar. He wondered about Tjently, Tsentli or Tzentli and tried Directory
Enquiries, but they were out. He sat and tapped his teeth with a pencil again and watched his sofadowly
revolving on the screen of his computer.

How very peculiar it had been that it had only been hours earlier that Reg had asked after Dirk with such
urgency.

If you redlly wanted to find someone, how would you set about it, what would you do?

He tried phoning the police, but they were out too. Wdll, that was that. He had done all he could do for
the moment short of hiring a private detective, and he had better ways of wasting histime and money. He
would run into Dirk again, ashe did every few years or so.

Hefound it hard to believe there were redlly such people, anyway, as private detectives.

What sort of people were they? What did they look like, where did they work?

What sort of tiewould you wear if you were a private detective? Presumably it would have to be exactly
the sort of tie that people wouldn’'t expect private detectives to wear. Imagine having to sort out a
problem like that when you'd just got up.

Just out of curiogity as much as anything e se, and because the only aternative was settling down to
Anthem coding, he found himsdf lesfing through the Y ellow Pages.

Private Detectives—see Detective Agencies.
The words|ooked almost odd in such asolid and businesdike

context. He flipped back through the book. Dry Cleaners, Dog Breeders, Dental Technicians, Detective
Agencies...

At that moment the phone rang and he answered it, alittle curtly.

Hedidn't like being interrupted.

“ Something wrong, Richard?’

“Oh, hi, Kate, sorry, no. | was... my mind was dsawhere.”

Kate Ansalm was another star programmer at WayForward Technologies.

She wasworking on along-term Artificia Intelligence project, the sort of thing that sounded like an
absurd pipe dream until you heard her talking about it. Gordon needed to hear her talking about it quite



regularly, partly because he was nervous about the money it was costing and partly because, well, there
was little doubt that Gordon liked to hear Kate talking anyway.

“I didn’t want to disturb you,” she said. “It’sjust | wastrying to contact Gordon and can’'t. There sno
reply from London or the cottage, or hiscar or hisbleeper. It'sjust that for someone as obsessvely in
contact as Gordon it'sabit odd. Y ou heard he' s had aphone put in hisisolation tank? True.”

“I haven’t spoken to him since yesterday,” said Richard. He suddenly remembered the tape he had
taken from Susan’ s answering machine, and hoped to God there wasn't anything more important in

Gordon’ s message than ravings about rabbits. He said, “1 know he was going to the cottage. Er, | don’t

know where heis. Have you tried --" Richard couldn’t think of anywheredseto try—"...er. Good
God.”

“Richard?’

“How extraordinary...”

“Richard, what' sthe matter?”’

“Nothing, Kate. Er, I'vejust read the most astounding thing.”

“Redlly, what are you reading?’

“Wadll, the telephone directory, in fact...”

“Redly? | must rush out and buy one. Have the film rights gone?’

“Look, sorry, Kate, can | get back to you? | don’t know where Gordon is a the moment and—"
“Don’t worry. | know how it iswhen you can't wait to turn the next page. They aways keep you
guessing till the end, don’t they? It must have been Zbigniew that did it. Have agood weekend.” She
hung up.

Richard hung up too, and sat staring at the box advertisement lying openin front of himinthe Ydlow
Pages.

DIRK GENTLY”S

HOLISTIC DETECTIVE AGENCY

We solve thewhole crime

Wefind thewhole person

Phone today for thewhole solution to your problem
(Missing cats and messy divorces a specidity)

33a Peckender St., London N1 01-354 9112

Peckender Street was only afew minuteswalk away. Richard scribbled down the address, pulled on his



coat and trotted downgtairs, stopping to make another quick ingpection of the sofa. There mugt, he
thought, be something terribly obviousthat he was overlooking. The sofawas jammed on adight turnin
thelong narrow stairway. At this point the stairs were interrupted for a couple of yards of flat landing,
which corresponded with the position of theflat directly beneeth Richard’s. However, hisingpection
produced no new ingghts, and he eventualy clambered on over it and out of the front door.

In Idington you can hardly hurl abrick without hitting three antique shops, an etate agent and a
bookshop.

Evenif you didn’t actudly hit them you would certainly set off their burglar darms, which wouldn’t be
turned off again till after the weekend. A police car played its regular game of dodgems down Upper
Street and squedled to ahalt just past him. Richard crossed the road behind it.

The day was cold and bright, which he liked. He walked across the top of 1dington Green, where winos
get beaten up, past the site of the old Collins Music Hall which had got burnt down, and through Camden
Passage where American tourists get ripped off. He browsed among the antiques for awhile and looked
at apair of earringsthat he thought Susan would like, but hewasn't sure. Then hewasn't surethat he
liked them, got confused and gave up. He looked in a abookshop, and on an impulse bought an
anthology of Coleridge spoemssinceit wasjust lying there,

From here he threaded hisway through the winding back streets, over the cana, past the council estates
that lined the cana, through anumber of smaler and smdler squares, till finaly he reached Peckender
Street, which had turned out to be a good ded farther than he' d thought.

It was the sort of street where property developersin large Jaguars drive around at the weekend
ddivating. It wasfull of end-of-lease shops, Victorian industrid architecture and a short, decaying
late-Georgian terrace, dl just itching to be pulled down so that sturdy young concrete boxes could sprout
intheir places. Edtate agents roamed the areain hungry packs, eyeing each other warily, their clipboards
onahair trigger.

Number 33, when he eventually found it neatly sandwiched between 37 and 45, wasin apoorish Sate
of repair, but no worse than most of the rest.

The ground floor was adusty travel agent’ swhose window was cracked and whose faded BOAC
posters were probably now quite valuable. The doorway next to the shop had been painted bright red,
not well, but at least recently. A push button next to the door said, in neatly pencilled lettering,
“Dominique, French lessons, 3me Foor”.

The most gtriking feature of the door, however, was the bold and shiny brass plague fixed in the dead
centre of it, on which was engraved the legend “ Dirk Gently’ sHolistic Detective Agency”.

Nothing else. It looked brand new—even the screwsthat held it in place were still shiny.
The door opened to Richard’ s push and he peered inside.

He saw a short and musty halway which contained little but the stairway that led up fromiit. A door at
the back of the hall showed little sign of having been opened in recent years, and had stacks of old metal
shelving, afish tank and the carcass of abike piled up againgt it. Everything dse, thewalls, the floor, the
gtairs themselves, and as much of the rear door as could be got at, had been painted grey in an attempt to
smarten it up cheaply, but it was al now badly scuffed, and little cups of fungus were peeking from a
damp stain near the ceiling.



The sounds of angry voices reached him, and as he started up the stairs he was able to disentangle the
noises of two entirely separate but heated arguments that were going on somewhere above him.

One ended abruptly -- or at least half of it did -- as an angry overweight man came clattering down the
dairspulling hisraincoat collar raight. The other half of the argument continued in atorrent of aggrieved
French from high above them. The man pushed past Richard, said, “ Save your money, méate, it'sa
complete washout,” and disappeared out into the chilly morning.

The other argument was more muffled. As Richard reached thefirst corridor adoor dammed
somewhere and brought that too to an end. He looked into the nearest open doorway .

It led into asmdl ante-office. The other, inner door leading from it wasfirmly closed. A youngish
plump-faced girl in achesp blue coat was pulling sticks of make-up and boxes of Kleenex out of her
desk drawer and thrugting them into her bag.

“Isthisthe detective agency?’ Richard asked her tentatively.

The girl nodded, biting her lip and keeping her head down.

“AndisMr. Gently in?’

“Hemay be,” she said, throwing back her hair, which wastoo curly for throwing back properly, “and
then again hemay not be. | am not inapostiontotdl. It isnot my busnessto know of hiswhereabouts.
Hiswhereabouts are, as of now, entirely his own business.”

Sheretrieved her last pot of nail varnish and tried to dam the drawer shut. A fat book sitting upright in
the drawer prevented it from closing. Shetried to dam the drawer again, without success. She picked up
the book, ripped out aclump of pages and replaced it. Thistime she was able to dam the drawer with
ease.

“Areyou his secretary?’ asked Richard.

“l am hisex-secretary and | intend to stay that way,” she said, firmly snapping her bag shut. “If he
intends to spend his money on stupid expensive brass plaques rather than on paying me, then let him. But
| won't Stay to stand for it, thank you very much. Good for business, my foot. Answering the phones
properly isgood for businessand I’ d like to see hisfancy brass plaque do that. If you'll excusemel’d
liketo storm out, please.”

Richard stood aside, and out she stormed.

“And good riddance!” shouted avoice from theinner office. A phone rang and was picked up
immediately.

“Yes?" answered the voice from the inner office, testily. The girl popped back for her scarf, but quietly,
S0 her ex-employer wouldn't hear. Then shewasfindly gone.

“Yes, Dirk Gently’ sHolistic Detective Agency. How can we be of help to you?’

The torrent of French from upstairs had ceased. A kind of tense calm descended.



Inside, the voice said, “ That' sright, Mrs. Sunderland, messy divorces are our particular specidity.”
There was a pause.

“Y es, thank you, Mrs. Sunderland, not quite that messy.” Down went the phone again, to be replaced
ingantly by theringing of another one.

Richard looked around the grim little office. Therewasvery littleinit. A battered chipboard veneer
desk, an old grey filing cabinet and adark green tin wastepaper bin. On thewall wasaDuran Duran
poster on which someone had scrawled in fat red fdt tip, “ Take this down please’.

Benesath that another hand had scrawled, “No”.

Benesth that again the first hand had written, “I ingst that you take it down”.
Benesth that the second hand had written, “Won't!”

Benegath that—"Y ou'refired”.

Benesth that—" Good!”

And there the matter appeared to have rested.

He knocked on the inner door, but was not answered. Instead the voice continued, “I’m very glad you
asked methat, Mrs. Rawlinson. Theterm “holigtic” refersto my conviction that what we are concerned
with hereisthe fundamenta interconnectedness of dl things. | do not concern mysdlf with such petty
things asfingerprint powder, telltale pieces of pocket fluff and inane footprints. | see the solution to each
problem as being detectable in the pattern and web of the whole. The connections between causes and
effects are often much more subtle and complex than we with our rough and ready understanding of the
physical world might naturally suppose, Mrs. Rawlinson.

“Let me giveyou an example. If you go to an acupuncturist with toothache he sticks aneedle instead into
your thigh. Do you know why he doesthat, Mrs. Rawlinson?

“No, neither do I, Mrs. Rawlinson, but we intend to find out. A pleasuretalking to you, Mrs. Rawlinson.
Goodbye.”

Another phone was ringing as he put this one down.
Richard eased the door open and looked in.

It was the same Svlad, or Dirk, Cjdli. Looking alittle rounder about the middle, alittle looser and
redder about the eyes and the neck, but it was still essentialy the same face that he remembered most
vividly smiling agrim smile asits owner climbed into the back of one of the Black Marias of the
Cambridgeshire congtabulary, eight years previoudy.

Hewore aheavy old light brown suit which looked asif it has been worn extensively for bramble
hacking expeditionsin some distant and better past, ared checked shirt which failed entirely to harmonise
with the suit, and a green striped tie which refused to speak to either of them. He also wore thick
metal-rimmed spectacles, which probably accounted at least in part for his dress sense.



“Ah, Mrs. Bluthal, how thoroughly uplifting to hear from you,” hewas saying. “1 was so distressed to
learn that Miss Tiddles has passed over. Thisis desperate newsindeed. And yet, and yet... Should we
alow black despair to hide from usthefairer light in which your blessed moggy now forever dwells?

“I think not. Hark. | think | hear Miss Tiddles miaowing even now. She cdlsto you, Mrs. Bluthal. She
says sheis content, sheis at peace. She says she' |l be even more at peace when you' ve paid some bill or
other. Doesthat ring abell with you at dl, Mrs. Bluthal? Cometo think of it | think | sent you one mysalf
not three months ago. | wonder if it can bethat which isdisturbing her eternd rest.”

Dirk beckoned Richard in with abrisk wave and then motioned him to pass the crumpled pack of
French cigarettes that was Sitting just out of hisreach.

“Sunday night, then, Mrs. Bluthdl, Sunday night at eight-thirty. Y ou know the address. Yes, I'm sure
Miss Tiddleswill appear, as1’m surewill your cheque book. Till then, Mrs. Bluthdl, till then.”

Another phone was dready ringing as he got rid of Mrs. Bluthal. He grabbed &t it, lighting his crumpled
cigarette at the sametime.

“Ah, Mrs. Sauskind,” he said in answer to the caller, “my oldest and may | say most valued client. Good
day to you, Mrs. Sauskind, good day. Sadly, no sign asyet of young Roderick, I'm afraid, but the search
isintengfying asit movesinto what | am confident areits closng stages, and | am sanguine that within
mere days from today’ s date we will have the young rasca permanently restored to your arms and
mewing prettily, ah yesthehill, | waswondering if you had received it.”

Dirk’s crumpled cigarette turned out to be too crumpled to smoke, so he hooked the phone on his
shoulder and poked around in the packet for another, but it was empty.

He rummaged on his desk for a piece of paper and astub of pencil and wrote a note which he passed to
Richard.

“Yes, Mrs. Sauskind,” he assured the telephone, “1 am listening with the utmost attention.”
Thenotesaid “Tell secretary get cigs’.

“Yes,” continued Dirk into the phone, “but as| have endeavoured to explain to you, Mrs. Sauskind,
over the seven years of our acquaintance, | incline to the quantum mechanicd view in this matter. My
theory isthat your cat isnot lost, but that hiswaveform has temporarily collgpsed and must be restored.
Schrodinger. Planck. And soon.”

Richard wrote on the note “ Y ou haven't got secretary” and pushed it back.

Dirk consdered thisfor awhile, then wrote“ Damn and blast” on the paper and pushed it to Richard
again.

“I grant you, Mrs. Sauskind,” continued Dirk blithely, “that nineteen yearsis, shdl wesay, a
distinguished age for acat to reach, yet can we alow ourselvesto believe that a cat such as Roderick has
not reached it?

“And should we now in the autumn of hisyears abandon him to hisfate? Thissurely isthetimethat he
most needs the support of our continuing investigations. Thisisthe time that we should redouble our
efforts, and with your permission, Mrs. Sauskind, that iswhat | intend to do. Imagine, Mrs. Sauskind,



how you would face him if you had not done thissmplething for him.”

Richard fidgeted with the note, shrugged to himself, and wrote “ 1’|l get them” on it and passed it back
once more.

Dirk shook his head in admonition, then wrote “I couldn’t possibly that would be most kind”. Assoon
as Richard had read this, Dirk took the note back and added “ Get money from secretary” toit.

Richard looked at the paper thoughtfully, took the pencil and put atick next to where he had previoudy
written “Y ou haven't got secretary”. He pushed the paper back across the table to Dirk, who merely
glanced a it and ticked “1 couldn’t possibly that would be most kind”.

“Well, perhaps,” continued Dirk to Mrs. Sauskind, “you could just run over any of the areasin the hill
that causeyou difficulty. Just the broader aress.”

Richard let himsdlf out.

Running down the stairs, he passed a young hopeful in adenim jacket and close-cropped hair peering
anxioudy up the sairwell.

“Any good, mate?’ he said to Richard.
“Amazing,” murmured Richard, “just amazing.”

He found a nearby newsagent’ s and picked up a couple of packets of Disque Bleu for Dirk, and a copy
of the new edition of Personal Computer World , which had a picture of Gordon Way on the front.

“Pity about him, isn'tit?’ said the newsagent.

“What? Oh, er... yes” said Richard. He often thought the same himself, but was surprised to find his
fedings so widely echoed. He picked up aGuardian aswell, paid and lft.

Dirk was gill on the phone with hisfeet on the table when Richard returned, and it was clear that he was
relaxing into his negotiations.

“Yes, expenses were, well, expensve in the Bahamas, Mrs. Sauskind, it isin the nature of expensesto
be s0. Hence the name.” He took the proffered packets of cigarettes, seemed disappointed there were
only two, but briefly raised his eyebrowsto Richard in acknowledgement of the favour he had done him,
and then waved himto achair.

The sounds of an argument conducted partly in French drifted down from the floor above.

“Of course | will explain to you again why thetrip to the Bahamas was so vitally necessary,” said Dirk
Gently soothingly. “Nothing could give me greater pleasure. | believe, as you know, Mrs. Sauskind, in
the fundamental interconnectedness of dl things. Furthermore | have plotted and triangulated the vectors
of theinterconnectedness of al things and traced them to abeach in Bermudawhich it istherefore
necessary for meto visit from timeto timein the course of my investigations. | wish it were not the case,
snce, sadly, | am dlergic to both the sun and rum punches, but then we &l have our crossesto bear, do
we not, Mrs. Sauskind?’

A babble seemed to break out from the telephone.



“Y ou sadden me, Mrs. Sauskind. | wish | could find it in my heart to tell you that | find your scepticism
rewarding and invigorating, but with the best will intheworld | cannot. | am drained by it, Mrs. Sauskind,
drained. | think you will find anitemin thebill to that effect. Let me see”

He picked up aflimsy carbon copy lying near him.

““ Detecting and triangulating the vectors of interconnectedness of dl things, one hundred and fifty
pounds.” WE ve dedlt with that.

““Tracing same to beach on Bahamas, fare and accommodation.” A merefifteen hundred. The
accommodation was, of course, distressingly modest.

“Ahyes, herewe are, “ Struggling on in the face of draining scepticism from client, drinks -- three
hundred and twenty-seven pounds fifty.”

“Would that | did not have to make such charges, my dear Mrs. Sauskind, would that the occasion did
not continudly arise. Not believing in my methods only makes my job more difficult, Mrs. Sauskind, and
hence, regrettably, more expensive.”

Updtairs, the sounds of argument were becoming more heated by the moment. The French voice
seemed to be verging on hysteria

“I do appreciate, Mrs. Sauskind,” continued Dirk, “that the cost of the investigation has strayed
somewhat from the original estimate, but | am sure that you will in your turn appreciate that ajob which
takes seven years to do must clearly be more difficult than one that can be pulled off in an afternoon and
must therefore be charged at ahigher rate. | have continualy to revise my estimate of how difficult the
task isinthelight of how difficult it has so far proved to be.”

The babble from the phone became more frantic.

“My dear Mrs. Sauskind—or may | cal you Joyce? Very wdl then. My dear Mrs. Sauskind, let me say
this. Do not worry yourself about thisbill, do not let it darm or discomfit you. Do not, | beg you, let it
become a source of anxiety to you. Just grit your teeth and pay it.”

He pulled hisfeet down off the table and leaned forward over the desk, inching the telephone receiver
inexorably back towardsits cradle.

“Asaways, the very greatest pleasure to speak with you, Mrs. Sauskind. For now, goodbye.”

He at last put down the receiver, picked it up again, and dropped it for the moment into the waste
basket.

“My dear Richard MacDuff,” he said, producing alarge flat box from under his desk and pushing it
acrossthetable a him, “your pizza”

Richard started back in astonishment.
“Er, no thanks,” hesaid, “1 had breakfast. Please. Y ou haveit.”

Dirk shrugged. “1 told them you’ d pop in and settle up over the weekend,” he said. “Welcome, by the



way, to my offices.”
He waved avague hand around the tatty surroundings.

“Thelight works,” he said, indicating the window, “the gravity works,” he said, dropping a pencil on the
floor. “ Anything else we have to take our chanceswith.”

Richard cleared histhroat. “What,” hesad, “isthis?’
“What iswhat?’

“This,” exclamed Richard, “dl this. Y ou appear to have aHalistic Detective Agency and | don’t even
know what oneis.”

“| provide aservicethat isuniquein thisworld,” said Dirk. “Theterm “holigtic” refersto my conviction
that what we are concerned with here isthe fundamenta interconnectedness of all—"

“Yes, | got thet bit earlier,” said Richard. “1 haveto say that it sounded abit like an excuse for exploiting
gullibleold ladies”

“Exploiting?’ asked Dirk. “Well, | suppose it would beif anybody ever paid me, but | do assure you,
my dear Richard, that there never seemsto be the remotest danger of that. | livein what are known as
hopes. | hope for fascinating and remunerative cases, my secretary hopesthat | will pay her, her landlord
hopes that she will produce some rent, the Electricity Board hopesthat he will settle their bill, and so on.
| find it awonderfully optimistic way of life.

“Meanwhilel givealot of charming and silly old |adies something to be happily cross about and virtualy
guarantee the freedom of their cats. Isthere, you ask—and | put the question for you because | know
you know | hate to beinterrupted -- isthere asingle case that exercises thetiniest part of my intellect,
which, asyou hardly need metotell you, is prodigious? No. But do | despair? Am | downcast? Yes.
Until,” he added, “today.”

“Oh, well, I'm glad of that,” said Richard, “but what was al that rubbish about cats and quantum
mechanics?’

With asigh Dirk flipped up the lid of the pizzawith asingleflick of practised fingers. He surveyed the
cold round thing with akind of sadness and then tore off ahunk of it. Pieces of pepperoni and anchovy
scattered over his desk.

“I am sure, Richard,” he said, “that you are familiar with the notion of Schrodinger’s Cat,” and he stuffed
the larger part of the hunk into his mouth.

“Of course,” said Richard. “Wdll, reasongbly familiar.”
“What isit?’ said Dirk through amouthful.

Richard shifted irritably in hisseat. “1t'sanillugtration,” he said, “of the principle that at aquantum level
al events are governed by probabilities...”

“At aquantum level, and therefore a al levels” interrupted Dirk. “Though at any level higher than the
subatomic the cumulative effect of those probabilitiesis, in the norma course of events, indistinguishable



from the effect of hard and fast physicd laws. Continue”
He put some more cold pizzainto hisface.

Richard reflected that Dirk’ swas aface into which too much had aready been put. What with that and
the amount he talked, the traffic through his mouth was dmost incessant. His ears, on the other hand,
remained dmogt totaly unused in normal conversation.

It occurred to Richard that if Lamarck had been right and you were to take aline through this behaviour
for severd generations, the chances were that some radica replumbing of the interior of the skull would
eventudly take place.

Richard continued, “Not only are quantum level events governed by probabilities, but those probabilities
aren't even resolved into actua events until they are measured. Or to use aphrasethat | just heard you
usein arather bizarre context, the act of measurement collapses the probability waveform. Up until thet
point al the possible courses of action open to, say, an eectron, coexist as probability waveforms.
Nothing isdecided. Until it'smeasured.”

Dirk nodded. “Moreor less” he said, taking another mouthful. “But what of the cat?”’

Richard decided that there was only one way to avoid having to watch Dirk eat hisway through al the
rest of the pizza, and that wasto eat the rest himsdlf. Herolled it up and took atoken nibble off the end.
It was rather good. He took another bite.

Dirk watched thiswith startled dismay.

“S0,” said Richard, “theideabehind Schrodinger’ s Cat wasto try and imagine away in which the
effects of probabilistic behaviour at aquantum level could be considered at amacroscopic level. Or let's
say an everyday leve.”

“Yes, let's,” said Dirk, regarding the rest of the pizzawith astricken look. Richard took another bite and
continued cheerfully.

“So you imagine that you take acat and put it in abox that you can sea completely. Alsointhe box you
put asmall lump of radioactive materid, and aphia of poison gas. Y ou arrangeit so that within agiven
period of timethereisan exactly fifty-fifty chance that an atom in the radioactive lump will decay and emit
an eectron. If it does decay then it triggersthe release of the gas and killsthe cat. If it doesn't, the cat
lives. Fifty-fifty. Depending on the fifty-fifty chance that asingle atom does or does not decay.

“Thepoint as| understand it isthis: Since the decay of asingle atom isaquantum level event that
wouldn’t be resolved either way until it was observed, and since you don't make the observation until
you open the box and see whether the cat isdive or dead, then there' sarather extraordinary
consequence.

“Until you do open the box the cat itsdlf existsin an indeterminate state. The possihbility thatitisdive,
and the possibility that it is dead, are two different waveforms superimposed on each other insde the
box. Schrodinger put forward thisideato illustrate what he thought was absurd about quantum theory.”

Dirk got up and padded over to the window, probably not so much for the meagre view it afforded over
an old warehouse on which an dternative comedian was lavishing his vast lager commercia fees
developing into luxury apartments, asfor the lack of view it afforded of the last piece of pizza



disappearing.
“Exactly,” said Dirk, “bravo!”
“But what'sal that got to do with this—this Detective Agency?’

“Oh, that. Wdll, some researchers were once conducting such an experiment, but when they opened up
the box, the cat was neither dive nor dead but wasin fact completely missing, and they called meinto
investigate. | was able to deduce that nothing very dramatic had happened. The cat had merely got fed
up with being repeatedly locked up in abox and occasionally gassed and had taken the first opportunity
to hoof it through the window. It was for me the work of amoment to set a saucer of milk by the window
and cal “Bernice’ in an enticing voice—the cat’ s name was Bernice, you understand—"

“Now, wait aminute—" said Richard.

“—and the cat was soon restored. A smple enough matter, but it seemed to creste quite an impression
in certain circles, and soon one thing led to another asthey do and it al culminated in the thriving career
you see before you.”

“Wait aminute, wait aminute,” inssted Richard, dapping thetable.

“Yes?’ enquired Dirk innocently.

“Now, what are you talking about, Dirk?’

“Y ou have aproblem with what | havetold you?’

“Wadll, I hardly know whereto begin,” protested Richard. “All right. Y ou said that some people were
performing the experiment. That’ s nonsense. Schrédinger’s Cat isn't area experiment. It'sjust an
illugtration for arguing about theidea. It' s not something you' d actudly do.”

Dirk wasweatching him with odd attention.

“Oh, redly?’ hesaid a last. “Andwhy not?’

“Wadll, there s nothing you can test. The whole point of the ideaisto think about what happens before

you make your observation. Y ou can’'t know what’ s going on inside the box without looking, and the
very instant you look the wave packet collapses and the probabilitiesresolve. 1t's sdlf-defesting. It's

completely purposdess.”

“You are, of course, perfectly correct asfar asyou go,” replied Dirk, returning to his seet. He drew a
cigarette out of the packet, tapped it severa times on the desk, and leant across the desk and pointed the
filter a Richard.

“But think about this” he continued. “ Supposing you were to introduce a psychic, someone with
clairvoyant powers, into the experiment—someone who is able to divine what state of hedththe cat isin
without opening the box. Someone who has, perhaps, a certain eerie sympathy with cats. What then?
Might that furnish uswith an additiond ingght into the problem of quantum physics?’

“Isthat what they wanted to do?’



“It' swhat they did.”

“Dirk, thisiscomplete nonsense .”

Dirk raised his eyebrows chalengingly.

“All right, dl right,” said Richard, holding up hispams, “let’sjust follow it through. Even if | accepted --
which | don’'t for one second—that there was any basis at dl for clairvoyance, it wouldn't dter the
fundamenta undoableness of the experiment. As| said, the whole thing turns on what hgppensinside the
box before it’s observed. 1t doesn’t matter how you observe it, whether you look into the box with your
eyesor -- wel, with your mind, if youins<. If clairvoyance works, then it'sjust another way of looking
into the box, and if it does’t then of courseit’sirrdlevant.”

“It might depend, of course, on the view you take of clairvoyance...”

“Oh yes? And what view do you take of clairvoyance? | should be very interested to know, given your
higory.”

Dirk tapped the cigarette on the desk again and looked narrowly at Richard.

There was adegp and prolonged silence, disturbed only by the sound of distant crying in French.
“| take theview | have dwaystaken,” said Dirk eventualy.

“Whichis?’

“That | am not clairvoyant.”

“Redlly,” said Richard. “Then what about the exam papers?’

The eyes of Dirk Gently darkened at the mention of this subject.

“A coincidence,” he said, in alow, savage voice, “astrange and chilling coincidence, but nonethelessa
coincidence. One, | might add, which caused me to spend a consderable timein prison. Coincidences
can befrightening and dangerousthings.”

Dirk gave Richard another of hislong appraising looks.

“I have been watching you carefully,” he said. “Y ou seem to be extremely relaxed for aman in your
postion.”

This seemed to Richard to be an odd remark, and he tried to make sense of it for amoment. Thenthe
light dawned, and it was an aggravating light.

“Good heavens,” he said, “he hasn't got to you aswell, has he?’
Thisremark seemed to puzzle Dirk in return.

“Who hasn't got to me?’ he said.

“Gordon. No, obvioudy not. Gordon Way. He hasthis habit of trying to get other peopleto bring



pressure on meto get on with what he sees asimportant work. | thought for amoment -- oh, never mind.
What did you mean, then?’

“Ah. Gordon Way has this habit, has he?’
“Yes. | don't likeit. Why?’
Dirk looked long and hard at Richard, tapping apencil lightly on the desk.

Then heleaned back in his chair and said asfollows: “ The body of Gordon Way was discovered before
dawn thismorning. He had been shot, strangled, and then his house was set on fire. Police are working
on the theory that he was not actualy shot in the house because no shotgun pellets were discovered there
other than those in the bodly.

“However, pelletswere found near to Mr. Way’ s Mercedes 500 SEC, which was found abandoned
about three milesfrom hishouse. This suggeststhat the body was moved after the murder. Furthermore
the doctor who examined the body is of the opinion that Mr. Way wasin fact strangled after he was shat,
which seemsto suggest a certain confusion inthe mind of thekiller.

“By agtartling coincidence it gppears that the police last night had occasion to interview avery
confused-seeming gentleman who said that he was suffering from some kind of guilt complex about
having just run over hisemployer.

“That man was aMr. Richard MacDuff, and his employer was the deceased, Mr. Gordon Way. It has
further been suggested that Mr. Richard MacDuff is one of the two people most likely to benefit from
Mr. Way’ s degth, since WayForward Technologies would dmost certainly pass at least partly into his
hands. The other personishisonly living relative, Miss Susan Way, into whose flat Mr. Richard MacDuff
was observed to break last night. The police don’t know that bit, of course. Nor, if we can helpit, will
they. However, any reationship between the two of them will naturally come under close scrutiny. The
news reports on the radio say that they are urgently seeking Mr. MacDuff, who they believe will be able
to help them with their enquiries, but the tone of voice saysthat he' sclearly guilty ashell.

“My scale of chargesisasfollows: two hundred pounds a day, plus expenses. Expenses are not

negotiable and will sometimes strike those who do not understand these matters as somewhat tangential.
They are al necessary and are, as| say, not negotiable. Am | hired?’

“Sorry,” sad Richard, nodding dightly. “Would you start that again?’

[ CHAPTER X7 o]

The Electric Monk hardly knew what to believe any more.

He had been through abewildering number of belief systemsin the previous few hours, most of which
had failed to provide him with the long-term spiritua solace that it was his bounden programming
eternaly to seek.

Hewasfed up. Frankly. And tired. And dispirited.

And furthermore, which caught him by surprise, he rather missed hishorse. A dull and menid cregture,

to be sure, and as such hardly worthy of the preoccupation of one whose mind was destined forever to
concern itself with higher things beyond the understanding of asimple horse, but nevertheless he missed



it.
Hewanted to Sit on it. He wanted to pat it. He wanted to fed that it didn’t understand.
He wondered where it was.

He dangled hisfeet disconsolately from the branch of the tree in which he had spent the night. He had
climbed it in pursuit of some wild fantastic dream and then had got stuck and had to stay theretill the
morning.

Even now, by daylight, he wasn't certain how he was going to get down. He came for amoment
periloudy closeto believing that he could fly, but aquick-thinking error-checking protocol cut in and told
him not to be so slly.

It was a problem though.

Whatever burning fire of faith had borne him, inspired on wings of hope, upwards through the branches
of thetree in the magic hours of night, had not also provided him with instructions on how to get back
down again when, like dtogether too many of these burning fiery night-timefaiths, it had deserted himin
the morning.

And spesking—or rather thinking—of burning fiery things, there had been amagjor burning fiery thing a
little distance from herein the early pre-dawn hours.

It lay, he thought, in the direction from which he himsdf had come when he had been drawn by adeep
spiritua compulson towards thisinconveniently high but otherwise embarrassngly ordinary tree. He had
longed to go and worship &t thefire, to pledge himself eterndly to its holy glare, but while he had been
struggling hopelesdly to find away downwards through the branches, fire engines had arrived and put the
divine radiance out, and that had been another creed out of the window.

The sun had been up for some hours now, and though he had occupied the time as best as he could,
believing in clouds, believing intwigs, believing in apeculiar form of flying beetle, he believed now that he
was fed up, and was utterly convinced, furthermore, that he was getting hungry.

He wished he' d taken the precaution of providing himsalf with some food from the dwelling place he had
visited in the night, to which he had carried his sacred burden for entombment in the holy broom
cupboard, but he had left in the grip of awhite passion, bdieving that such mundane matters asfood
were of no consequence, that the tree would provide.

Well, it had provided.

It had provided twigs.

Monks did not eat twigs.

Infact, now he cameto think of it, hefdt alittle uncomfortable about some of the things he had believed
last night and had found some of the results alittle confusing. He had been quite clearly instructed to
“shoot off” and had felt strangely compelled to obey but perhaps he had made amistake in acting so

precipitately on an indruction given in alanguage he had learned only two minutes before. Certainly the
reaction of the person he had shot off at had seemed alittle extreme.



In his own world when people were shot at like that they came back next week for another episode, but
he didn’t think this person would be doing that.

A gust of wind blew through the tree, making it sway giddily. He climbed down alittleway. Thefirst part
was reasonably easy, Snce the brancheswere dl fairly closetogether. It wasthe last bit that appeared to
be an insuperable obstacle -- a sheer drop which could cause him severeinterna damage or rupture and
might in turn cause him to start believing things that were serioudy strange.

The sound of voices over in adistant corner of the field suddenly caught his attention. A lorry had pulled
up by the sde of the road. He watched carefully for amoment, but couldn’t see anything particular to
believein and so returned to hisintrospection.

Therewas, he remembered, an odd function call he had had last night, which he hadn’t encountered
before, but he had afedling that it might be something he' d heard of called remorse. Hehadn't felt at all
comfortable about the way the person he had shot a had just lain there, and after initialy walking avay
the Monk had returned to have another look. There was definitely an expression on the person’ sface
which seemed to suggest that something was up, that thisdidn’t fit in with the scheme of things. The
Monk worried that he might have badly spoiled hisevening.

Stll, hereflected, solong asyou did what you believed to be right, that was the main thing.

The next thing he had believed to be right was that having spoiled this person’ s evening he should at least
convey him to his home, and a quick search of his pockets had produced an address, some maps and
some keys. Thetrip had been an arduous one, but he had been sustained on the way by hisfaith.

Theword “bathroom” floated unexpectedly acrossthefield.

Helooked up again at the lorry in the distant comer. Therewasaman in adark blue uniform explaining
something to aman in rough working clothes, who seemed alittle disgruntled about whatever it was. The
words “until we trace the owner” and “ completely batty, of course” were gusted over on thewind. The
man in the working clothes clearly agreed to accept the Situation, but with bad grace.

A few moments later, ahorse wasled out of the back of the lorry and into the field. The Monk blinked.
Hiscircuitsthrilled and surged with astonishment. Now here at last was something he could believein, a
truly miraculous event, areward at last for hisungtinting if rather promiscuous devotion.

The horse walked with a patient, uncomplaining gait. It had long grown used to being wherever it was
put, but for onceit felt it didn’t mind this. Here, it thought, was a pleasant field. Here was grass. Here
was a hedgeit could ook at. There was enough space that it could go for atrot later oniif it felt the urge.
The humans drove off and |€ft it to its own devices, to which it was quite content to be left. It went for a
little amble, and then, just for the hell of it, topped ambling. 1t could do what it liked.

Wheat pleasure.

What very great and unaccustomed pleasure.

It dowly surveyed the whole field, and then decided to plan out anice relaxed day for itsdf. A littletrot
later on, it thought, maybe around threeish. After that abit of alie down over on the east Sde of thefield
wherethe grasswasthicker. It |looked like a suitable spot to think about supper in.

Lunch, it rather fancied, could be taken at the south end of the field where asmall stream ran. Lunch by



astream, for heaven’s sake. Thiswashliss.

It dso quite liked the notion of spending half an hour walking dternately alittle bit to theleft and thena
little bit to the right, for no apparent reason. It didn’t know whether the time between two and three

would be best spent swishing itstail or mulling things over.

Of coursg, it could always do both, if it so wished, and go for itstrot alittle later. And it had just spotted
what looked like afine piece of hedge for watching things over, and that would easily while away a
pleasant pre-prandial hour or two.

Good.

An excdlent plan.

And the best thing about it was that having made it the horse could now completely and utterly ignoreit.
It went instead for aleisurdly stand under the only treein thefield.

From out of its branches the Electric Monk dropped on to the horse’ s back, with a cry which sounded
suspicioudy like* Geronimo”.

[ CHAPTER 18]
Dirk Gently briefly ran over the salient facts once more while Richard MacDuff’ sworld crashed dowly

and slently into adark, freezing seawhich he hadn’t even known was there, waiting inches beneath his
feet. When Dirk had finished for the second time the room fell quiet while Richard stared fixedly at his

fece.

“Where did you hear this?’ said Richard at |ast.

“Theradio,” said Dirk, with adight shrug, “at least themain points. It'sal over the news of course. The
details? Well, discreet enquiries among contacts here and there. There are one or two people | got to
know at Cambridge police station, for reasons which may occur to you.”

“I don’'t even know whether to believe you,” said Richard quietly.

“May | usethe phone?’

Dirk courteoudy picked atelephone receiver out of the wastepaper bin and handed it to him. Richard
didled Susan’snumber.

The phone was answered dmost immediately and afrightened voice said, “Hello?’
“Susan, it sSRi—"

“Richard! Where are you? For God' s sake, where are you? Areyou dl right?’
“Don’t tel her whereyou are,” said Dirk.

“Susan, what' s happened?’

“Don'tyou-- 7



“Somebody told me that something’ s happened to Gordon, but...”

“Something’ shappened -- ? He sdead , Richard, he’ s beenmurdered --”

“Hang up,” said Dirk.

“Susen, ligen. 1—"

“Hang up,” repeated Dirk, and then leaned forward to the phone and cut him off.
“The police will probably have atrace ontheline,” he explained.

He took the receiver and chucked it back in the bin.

“But | haveto go to the police,” Richard exclaimed.

“Go to the police?’

“What else can | do? | haveto go to the police and tell them that it wasn't me.”

“Tel them that it wasn't you?” said Dirk increduloudy. “Well | expect that will probably makeit al right,
then. Pity Dr Crippen didn’t think of that. Would have saved him alot of bother.”

“Yes, but hewas guilty!”

“Yes, soit would appear. And so it would appear, at the moment, are you.”

“Butl didn't doiit, for God's sakel”

“Y ou are taking to someone who has spent timein prison for something he didn’t do, remember. | told
you that coincidences are strange and dangerous things. Believe me, it isagreat dedl better to find
cast-iron proof that you' re innocent, than to languish in acell hoping that the police—who aready think
you' re guilty—will find it for you.”

“I can’t think straight,” said Richard, with his hand to hisforehead. “ Just stop for amoment and let me
think this out—"

“If | may—"
“Let methink -- 1”
Dirk shrugged and turned his attention back to his cigarette, which seemed to be bothering him.

“It'sno good,” said Richard shaking hishead after afew moments, “I can't takeit in. It'sliketrying to
do trigonometry when someone’ s kicking your head. OK, tell mewhat you think | should do.”

“Hypnotism.”

“WI,H?1



“Itishardly surprising in the circumstances that you should be unable to gather your thoughts clearly.
However, it isvita that somebody gathersthem. 1t will be much smpler for both of usif you will alow
meto hypnotise you. | strongly suspect that thereisavery great ded of information jumbled up in your
head that will not emerge while you are shaking it up so—that might not emerge a al because you do not
rediseitssgnificance. With your permission we can short-cut dl that.”

“Wall, that’ s decided then,” said Richard, standing up, “I’m going to the police.”

“Very wel,” said Dirk, leaning back and spreading his palms on the desk, “I wish you the very best of
luck. Perhaps on your way out you would be kind enough to ask my secretary to get me some matches.”

“You haven't got asecretary,” said Richard, and |l ft.

Dirk sat and brooded for afew seconds, made avaiant but vain attempt to fold the sadly empty pizza
box into the wastepaper bin, and then went to look in the cupboard for a metronome.

Richard emerged blinking into the daylight. He stood on the top step rocking dightly, then plunged off
down the street with an odd kind of dancing wak which reflected the whirling dance of hismind. Onthe
one hand he smply couldn’t believe that the evidence wouldn’t show perfectly clearly that he couldn’t
have committed the murder; on the other hand he had to admit that it al looked remarkably odd.

Hefound it impossibleto think clearly or rationaly about it. The ideathat Gordon had been murdered
kept blowing up in hismind and throwing al other thoughtsinto total confusion and disruption.

It occurred to him for amoment that whoever did it must have been adamn fast shot to get the trigger
pulled before being totaly overwhemed by waves of guilt, but ingtantly he regretted the thought. Infact
hewas alittle gppaled by the generd qudlity of the thoughtsthat sprang into hismind. They seemed
inappropriate and unworthy and mostly had to do with how it would affect his projectsin the company.

He looked about inside himsdlf for any fedling of great sorrow or regret, and assumed that it must be
there somewhere, probably hiding behind the hugewall of shock.

He arrived back within sight of 1dington Green, hardly noticing the distance he had waked. The sudden
sght of the police squad car parked outside his house hit him like ahammer and he swung on his hed and
stared with furious concentration a the menu displayed in the window of a Greek restaurant.

“Dolmades” he thought, frantically.

“Souvlaki,” hethought.

“A smdl spicy Greek sausage,” passed hecticaly through hismind.

Hetried to reconstruct the scenein hismind' s eye without turning round. There had been a policeman
standing watching the street, and as far as he could recall from the brief glance he had, it looked asif the
Sde door of the building which led up to hisflat was standing open.

The policewerein hisflat. Inhisflat. FassoliaPlaki! A filling bowl of haricot beans cooked in atomato
and vegetable sauce!

Hetried to shift his eyes Sdeways and back over his shoulder. The policeman waslooking a him. He
yanked his eyes back to the menu and tried to fill his mind with finely ground meat mixed with potato,



breadcrumbs, onions and herbsrolled into small bals and fried. The policeman must have recognised him
and was at that very moment dashing across the road to grab him and lug him off in aBlack Mariajust as
they had doneto Dirk all those years ago in Cambridge.

He braced his shoulders againgt the shock, but no hand came to grab him. He glanced back again, but
the policeman was looking unconcernedly in another direction. Stifado.

It was very apparent to him that his behaviour was not that of one who was about to go and hand
himsdf into the palice.

So what else was heto do?

Trying in adtiff, awkward way to wak naturaly, he yanked himsdlf away from the window, strolled
tensaly down theroad afew yards, and then ducked back down Camden Passage again, walking fast
and breathing hard. Where could he go? To Susan? No—the police would be there or watching. To the
WEFT officesin Primrose Hill? No—same reason. What on earth, he screamed silently at himself, was he
doing suddenly asafugitive?

Heinssted to himsdlf, as he had inssted to Dirk, that he should not be running away from the police.
The police, hetold himself, as he had been taught when he was a boy, were there to help and protect the
innocent. Thisthought caused him ingtantly to breek into arun and he nearly collided with the proud new
owner of an ugly Edwardian floor lamp.

“Sorry,” hesaid, “sorry.” Hewas startled that anyone should want such athing, and dowed his paceto

awadk, glancing with sharp hunted looks around him. The very familiar shop frontsfull of old polished
brass, old polished wood and pictures of Japanese fish suddenly seemed very threatening and aggressive.

Who could possbly have wanted to kill Gordon? Thiswas the thought that suddenly hammered at him
as heturned down Charlton Place. All that had concerned him so far wasthat he hadn't.

But who had?

Thiswasanew thought.

Plenty of people didn’t care for him much, but there is ahuge difference between didiking somebody --
maybe even didiking them alot -- and actudly shooting them, strangling them, dragging them through the
fieldsand setting their house on fire. 1t was a difference which kept the vast mgority of the population
divefrom day to day.

Wasit just theft? Dirk hadn’t mentioned anything being missing but then he hadn’t asked him.

Dirk. Theimage of hisabsurd but oddly commanding figure Stting like alarge toad, brooding in his
shabby office, kept indggting itsdf upon Richard’ smind. He redlised that he was retracing the way he had
come, and deliberately made himsdlf turn right instead of |ft.

That way madnesslay.

Hejust needed a space, a bit of timeto think and collect his thoughts together.

All right—so where was he going? He stopped for amoment, turned around and then stopped again.



Theidea of dolmades suddenly seemed very attractive and it occurred to him that the cool, calm and
collected course of action would have been smply to walk in and have some. That would have shown
Fate who was boss.

Instead, Fate was engaged on exactly the same course of action. It wasn't actudly sitting in a Greek
restaurant eating dolmades, but it might aswell have been, becauseit was clearly in charge. Richard’'s
footsteps drew him inexorably back through the winding streets, over the cand.

He stopped, briefly, at acorner shop, and then hurried on past the council estates, and into devel oper
territory again until he was standing once more outside 33, Peckender Street. At about the sametime as
Fate would have been pouring itsdf the last of the retsina, wiping its mouth and wondering if it had any
room left for baklavas, Richard gazed up at the tal ruddy Victorian building with its soot-darkened
brickwork and its heavy, forbidding windows. A gust of wind whipped aong the street and asmall boy
bounded up to him.

“Fuck off,” chirped thelittle boy, then paused and looked at him again.

““Ere, migter,” he added, “can | have your jacket?’

“No,” said Richard.

“Why not?” said the boy.

“Er, because| likeit,” said Richard.

“Can’'t seewhy,” muttered the boy. “Fuck off.” He douched off moodily down the street, kicking a
stone at a cat.

Richard entered the building once more, mounted the stairs uneasily and looked again into the office.
Dirk’s secretary was Sitting at her desk, head down, arms folded.

“I’'mnot here,” she said.

“| see” said Richard.

“1 only came back,” she said, without looking up from the spot on her desk at which she was saring
angrily, “to make sure he noticesthat I ve gone. Otherwise he might just forget.”

“Ishein?’ asked Richard.
“Who knows? Who cares? Better ask someone who works for him, because | don’t.”
“Show himin!” boomed Dirk’ svoice.

She glowered for amoment, stood up, went to the inner door, wrenched it open, said “ Show himin
yourself,” dammed the door once more and returned to her set.

“Er, why don’t | just show mysdlf in?” said Richard.

“I can’'t even hear you,” said Dirk’ s ex-secretary, staring resolutely at her desk. “How do you expect me



to hear you if I’'m not even here?’

Richard made a placatory gesture, which was ignored, and walked through and opened the door to
Dirk sofficehimsdf. He was startled to find the room in semi-darkness. A blind was drawn down over
thewindow, and Dirk waslounging back in his seet, hisface bizarrdly lit by the strange arrangement of
objects sitting on the desk. At the forward edge of the desk sat an old grey bicyclelamp, facing
backwards and shining afeeble light on ametronome which was ticking softly back and forth, with a
highly polished silver teaspoon strapped to its metal rod.

Richard tossed a couple of boxes of matches on to the desk.
“Sit down, relax, and keep looking at the spoon,” said Dirk, “you are dready feding deepy...”

Another police car pulled itsdf up to a screeching hdt outside Richard’ sflat, and agrim-faced man
climbed out and strode over to one of the constables on duty outside, flashing an identity card.

“Detective Inspector Mason, Cambridgeshire CID,” he said. “Thisthe MacDuff place?’

The constable nodded and showed him to the side-door entrance which opened on to the long narrow
staircase leading up to the top flat. Mason bustled in and then bustled straight out again.

“There sasofahafway up the stairs,” hetold the constable. * Get it moved.”

“Some of thelads have dready tried, Sir,” the constable replied anxioudy. “It seemsto be stuck.
Everyone s having to climb over it for the moment, sir. Sorry, gr.”

Mason gave him another grim look from avast repertoire he had developed which ranged from very,
very blackly grim indeed at the bottom of the scale, al the way up to tiredly resigned and only faintly
grim, which hereserved for his children’ s birthdays.

“Get it moved,” he repeated grimly, and bustled grimly back through the door grimly hauling up his
trousers and coat in preparation for the grim ascent ahead.

“Nosgnof himyet?’ asked the driver of the car, coming over himsdf. “Sergeant Gilks” he introduced
himsdf. He looked tired.

“Not asfar as| know,” said the congtable, “but no one tells me anything.”

“Know how you fed,” agreed Gilks. “Oncethe CID getsinvolved you just get relegated to driving them
about. And I’'m the only one who knows what he looked like. Stopped him in the road last night. We just
camefrom Way’ s house. Right mess”

“Bad night, eh?’

“Varied. Everything from murder to hauling horses out of bathrooms.

No, don’t even ask. Do you have the same cars as these?’ he added, pointing at hisown. “Thisone' s
been driving me crazy dl theway up. Cold even with the heater on full blast, and the radio keepsturning
itsdf on and off.”
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The same morning found Michad Wenton-Weakesin something of an odd mood.

Y ou would need to know him fairly well to know that it was an especially odd mood, because most
people regarded him as being alittle odd to start with. Few people knew him that well. His mother,
perhaps, but there existed between them a state of cold war and neither had spoken to the other now in
weeks.

He also had an elder brother, Peter, who was now tremendoudly senior in the Marines. Apart from at
their father’ sfunerd, Michagl had not seen Peter since he came back from the Falklands, coveredin
glory, promotion, and contempt for hisyounger brother.

Peter had been ddlighted that their mother had taken over Magna, and had sent Michael aregimental
Christmas card to that effect. Hisown grestest satisfaction still remained that of throwing himsdf into a
muddy ditch and firing amachine gun for at least aminute, and he didn’t think that the British newspaper
and publishing industry, even inits current state of unrest, waslikely to afford him that pleasure, at least
until some more Augtrdians moved intoit.

Michael had risen very late after anight of cold savagery and then of troubled dreams which il
disturbed him now in the late morning daylight.

His dreams had been filled with the familiar sensations of 1oss, isolation, guilt and so forth, but had aso
been inexplicably involved with large quantities of mud. By the telescopic power of the night, the
nightmare of mud and loneliness had seemed to stretch on for terrifying, unimaginable lengths of time, and
had only concluded with the appearance of dimy thingswith legsthat had crawled on thedimy sea. This
had been atogether too much and he had woken with astart in acold swest.

Though al the business with the mud had seemed strange to him, the sense of loss, of isolation, and
above dl the aggrievement, the need to undo what had been done, these had dl found an easy homein
hisspirit.

Even the dimy things with legs seemed oddly familiar and ticked away irritably at the back of hismind
while he made himself alate breskfast, a piece of grapefruit and some Chinates, alowed hiseyesto rest
lightly on the arts pages of theDaily Telegraph for awhile, and then rather clumsily changed the dressing
on the cuts on his hand.

These small tasks accomplished, he was then in two minds as to what to do next.

Hewas able to view the events of the previous night with a cool detachment that he would not have
expected. It had been right, it had been proper, it had been correctly done. But it resolved nothing. All
that mattered was yet to be done.

All what? He frowned at the odd way his thoughts ebbed and flowed.

Normaly hewould pop aong to hisclub at about thistime. It used to be that he would do thiswith a
luxurious sense of the fact that there were many other things that he should be doing. Now there was
nothing else to do, which made time spent there, as anywhere e se, hang somewhat heavy on his hands.

When he went he would do as he dways did—indulgein agin and tonic and alittle light conversation,
and then allow his eyesto rest gently on the pages of theTimes Literary Supplement ,Opera , The New
Yorker or whatever elsefell easily to hand, but there was no doubt that he did it these dayswith less



verve and relish than previoudy.

Then therewould be lunch. Today, he had no lunch date planned -- again -- and would probably
therefore have stayed a his club, and eaten alightly grilled Dover sole, with potatoes garnished with
pardey and boiled to bits, followed by alarge heap of trifle. A glassor two of Sancerre. And coffee.
And then the afternoon, with whatever that might bring.

But today hefdt oddly impelled not to do that. He flexed the musclesin his cut hand, poured himself
another cup of tea, looked with curious digpassion at the large kitchen knife that still lay by the fine bone
chinategpot, and waited for amoment to see what he would do next. What he did next, in fact, wasto
wak updtairs.

His house wasrather chill initsforma perfection, and looked much as people who buy reproduction
furniture would like their housesto look. Except of course that everything here was genuine -- crystd,
mahogany and Wilton -- and only looked asif it might be fake because there was no life to any of it.

Hewalked up into hisworkroom, which was the only room in the house that was not sterile with order,
but here the disorder of books and papers was instead sterile with neglect. A thin film of dust had settled
over everything. Michael had not been into it in weeks, and the cleaner was under gtrict instructionsto
leaveit well done. He had not worked here since he edited the last edition of Fathom . Not, of course,
the actual last edition, but the last proper edition. The last edition asfar ashe was concerned.

He st his chinacup down in the fine dust and went to ingpect his elderly record player. Onit he found
an elderly recording of some Vivadi wind concertos, st it to play and sat down.

Hewaited again to see what he would do next and suddenly found to his surprise that he was dready
doingit, and it wasthis: he waslistening to the music.

A bewildered ook crept dowly across hisface as he redlised that he had never done this before. He had
heard it many, many times and thought that it made avery pleasant noise. Indeed, hefound that it made a
pleasant background againgt which to discuss the concert season, but it had never before occurred to him
that there was anything actudly tolisten to.

He sat thunderstruck by the interplay of melody and counterpoint which suddenly stood reveded to him
with a clarity that owed nothing to the dust-ridden surface of the record or the fourteen-year-old stylus.

But with thisreveation came an dmost immediate sense of disappointment, which confused him dl the
more. The music suddenly reveded to him was oddly unfulfilling. It was asif his capacity to understand
the music had suddenly increased up to and far beyond the music’ s ability to satisfy it, dl in one dramétic
momen.

He drained to listen for what was missing, and fdlt that the music waslike aflightless bird that didn’t
even know what capacity it had lost. It walked very well, but it walked whereit should soar, it walked
whereit should swoop, it walked where it should climb and bank and dive, it waked where it should
thrill with the giddiness of flight. It never even looked up.

He looked up.
After awhile he became aware that dl he was doing was smply staring supidly &t the celling. He shook

his head, and discovered that the perception had faded, leaving him feding dightly sick and dizzy. It had
not vanished entirely, but had dropped deep inside him, deeper than he could reach.



The music continued. It was an agreeable enough assortment of pleasant sounds in the background, but
it no longer stirred him.

He needed some clues asto what it was he had just experienced, and a thought flicked momentarily at
the back of hismind asto where he might find them. Helet go of the thought in anger, but it flicked a him
again, and kept onflicking at him until at last he acted upon it.

From under his desk he pulled out the large tin wastepaper bin. Since he had barred his cleaning lady
from even coming in herefor the moment, the bin had remained unemptied and hefound in it the tattered
shreds of what he was |ooking for with the contents of an ashtray emptied over them.

He overcame his distaste with grim determination and dowly jiggled around the bits of the hated object
on hisdesk, clumsily sticking them together with bits of sticky tape that curled around and stuck the
wrong bit to the wrong bit and stuck the right bit to his pudgy fingers and then to the desk, until at last
therelay before him, crudely reassembled, a copy of Fathom . As edited by the execrable creature A. K.

Ross.

Appdling.
Heturned the sticky lumpish pages asif he was picking over chicken giblets. Not asingle line drawing of

Joan Sutherland or Marilyn Horne anywhere. No profiles of any of the magjor Cork Street art dealers, not
aone.

His series on the Rossettis: discontinued.

“Green Room Gossip”: discontinued.

He shook his head in incredulity and then he found the article he was after.

“Music and Fractal Landscapes’ by Richard MacDuff.

He skipped over thefirst couple of paragraphs of introduction and picked it up further on:

Mathematical analysis and computer modelling are revedling to us that the shapes and processes we
encounter in nature— the way that plants grow, the way that mountains erode or riversflow, the way that
snowflakes or idands achieve their shapes, the way that light plays on a surface, the way the milk folds
and spinsinto your coffee asyou dir it, the way that laughter sweeps through a crowd of people -- al
these thingsin their seemingly magica complexity can be described by the interaction of mathematical
processesthat are, if anything, even more magica intheir smplicity.

Shapes that we think of asrandom arein fact the products of complex shifting webs of numbers obeying
amplerules. Thevery word “naturd” that we have often taken to mean “unstructured” in fact describes
shapes and processes that appear so unfathomably complex that we cannot conscioudy perceive the
smple naturd laws at work.

They can al be described by numbers.

Oddly, thisidea seemed less revolting now to Michadl than it had done on hisfirst, scant reading.

He read on with increasing concentration.



We know, however, that the mind is cgpable of understanding these mattersin adl their complexity andin
al therr amplicity. A bal flying through the air is responding to the force and direction with which it was
thrown, the action of gravity, thefriction of the air which it must expend its energy on overcoming, the
turbulence of the ar around its surface, and the rate and direction of the bal’s spin.

And yet, someone who might have difficulty conscioudy trying to work out what 3 x 4 x 5 comesto
would have no trouble in doing differential calculus and awhole host of related calculations so
agtoundingly fast that theycan actually catch a flying ball.

Peoplewho cdl this*ingtinct” are merdy giving the phenomenon aname, not explaining anything.

| think that the closest that human beings come to expressing our understanding of these natural
complexitiesisinmusic. It isthe most abstract of the arts -- it has no meaning or purpose other than to
beitsdf.

Every single aspect of apiece of music can be represented by numbers. From the organisation of
movementsin awhole symphony, down through the patterns of pitch and rhythm that make up the

mel odies and harmonies, the dynamics that shape the performance, dl the way down to the timbres of the
notes themselves, their harmonics, the way they change over time, in short, al the eements of anoise that
distinguish between the sound of one person piping on a piccolo and another one thumping adrum—all
of these things can be expressed by patterns and hierarchies of numbers.

And in my experience the more interna relationships there are between the patterns of numbers at
different levels of the hierarchy, however complex and subtle those rel ationships may be, the more
satisfying and, well, whole, the music will seemto be.

In fact the more subtle and complex those relationships, and the further they are beyond the grasp of the
conscious mind, the more the ingtinctive part of your mind—by which | mean that part of your mind that
can do differentid calculus so astoundingly fast that it will put your hand in theright place to catch aflying
ball -- the more that part of your brain revelsinit.

Music of any complexity (and even “Three Blind Mice’ iscomplex initsway by the time someone has
actualy performed it on an instrument with its own individua timbre and articulation) passes beyond your
conscious mind into the arms of your own private mathematica geniuswho dwellsin your unconscious
responding to al theinner complexities and relationships and proportions that we think we know nothing
about.

Some people object to such aview of music, saying that if you reduce music to mathematics, where
doesthe emotion comeintoit? | would say that it's never been out of it.

The things by which our emotions can be moved -- the shape of aflower or aGrecian urn, theway a
baby grows, the way the wind brushes across your face, the way clouds move, their shapes, the way light
dances on the water, or daffodils flutter in the breeze, the way in which the person you love movestheir
head, the way their hair follows that movement, the curve described by the dying fall of the last chord of a
piece of music—all these things can be described by the complex flow of numbers.

That’ s not areduction of it, that’ s the beauty of it.

Ask Newton.



Ask Eingen.

Ask the poet (Keats) who said that what the imagination seizes as beauty must be truth.
He might also have said that what the hand seizes as aball must be truth, but he didn’t, because he was

apoet and preferred | oafing about under trees with a bottle of laudanum and a notebook to playing
cricket, but it would have been equdly true.

Thisjogged athought a the back of Michadl’s memory, but he couldn’t immediately placeit.

Because that is at the heart of the relationship between on the one hand our “ingtinctive’ understanding of
shape, form, movement, light, and on the other hand our emotional responses to them.

And that iswhy | believe that there must be aform of music inherent in nature, in natural objects, in the

patterns of natural processes. A music that would be as deeply satisfying as any naturaly occurring
beauty -- and our own degpest emotions are, after al, aform of naturaly occurring beaty ...

Michadl stopped reading and let his gaze gradudlly drift from the page.

Hewondered if he knew what such amusic would be and tried to grope in the dark recesses of hismind
for it. Each part of hismind that he visited seemed asif that music had been playing there only seconds
before and al that was|eft wasthe last dying echo of something he was unable to catch at and hear. He
laid themagazine limply aside.

Then he remembered what it was that the mention of Keats had jogged in his memory.

Thedimy thingswith legsfrom hisdream.

A cold cdm came over him as hefdt himsalf coming very close to something.

Coleridge. That man.

Y ea, dimy thingsdid crawl with legs

Upon thedimy sea.

“The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.”

Dazed, Michad waked over to the bookshelf and pulled down his Coleridge anthology. He took it back
to his seet and with a certain gpprehension heriffled through the pages until he found the opening lines.

Itisan ancient Mariner,

And he stoppeth one of three.

The wordswere very familiar to him, and yet as he read on through them they avoke in him strange
sensations and fearful memoriesthat he knew were not his. Therereared up insgde him asense of loss



and desolation of terrifying intensity which, while he knew it was not his own, resonated so perfectly now
with his own aggrievements that he could not but surrender to it absolutely.

And athousand thousand dimy things

Livedon; and sodid .

[ CHAPTER 20
The blind rolled up with a sharp rattle and Richard blinked.

“A fascinating evening you appear to have spent,” said Dirk Gently, “even though the most interesting
aspects of it seem to have escaped your curiosity entirely.”

He returned to his seat and lounged back in it pressing his fingertips together.

“Pease” hesad, “do not disappoint me by saying “wheream 1?7 A glance will suffice.”

Richard looked around him in dow puzzlement and felt asif he were returning unexpectedly from along
sojourn on another planet where al was peace and light and music that went on for ever and ever. Hefdt

so relaxed he could hardly be bothered to breathe.

The wooden toggle on the end of the blind cord knocked afew times against the window, but otherwise
al wasnow glent. The metronomewas gtill. He glanced at hiswatch. It was just after one 0’ clock.

“Y ou have been under hypnosisfor alittle lessthan an hour,” said Dirk, “during which | havelearned
many interesting things and been puzzled by some otherswhich | would now like to discusswith you. A
little fresh air will probably help revive you and | suggest abracing siroll dong the canal. No onewill be
looking for you there. Janice!”

Slence.

A lot of thingswere dtill not clear to Richard, and he frowned to himsalf. When hisimmediaie memory
returned a moment later, it was like an e ephant suddenly barging through the door and he sat up with a
dartled jolt.

“Janicel” shouted Dirk again. “Miss Pearce! Damn thegirl.”

He yanked the tel ephone receivers out of the wastepaper basket and replaced them. An old and
battered leather briefcase stood by the desk, and he picked this up, retrieved his hat from the floor and
stood up, screwing his hat absurdly on his head.

“Come,” he said, sweeping through the door to where Miss Janice Pearce sat glaring at apencil, “let us
go. Let usleavethisfestering hellhole. Let usthink the unthinkable, let us do the undoable. Let us prepare
to grapple with the ineffable itsdlf, and seeif we may not ff it after dl. Now, Janice—"

“Shut up.”

Dirk shrugged, and then picked off her desk the book which earlier she had mutilated when trying to



dam her drawer. Heleafed through it, frowning, and then replaced it with asigh. Janice returned to what
she had clearly been doing a moment or two earlier, which was writing along note with the pencil.

Richard regarded dl thisin silence, Hill fedling only semi-present. He shook his head.

Dirk said to him, * Events may seem to you to be atangled mass of confusion at the moment. And yet we
have some interesting threads to pull on. For of dl the things you have told me that have happened, only
two are actudly physcaly impossble”

Richard spoke at last. “Impossble?’ he said with afrown.
“Yes” sad Dirk, “completely and utterly impossible.”
Hesmiled.

“Luckily,” hewent on, “you have cometo exactly the right place with your interesting problem, for there
isno suchword as“impossble’ in my dictionary. Infact,” he added, brandishing the abused book,
“everything between “herring” and “marmdade’ gppearsto be missing. Thank you, Miss Pearce, you
have once again rendered me sterling service, for which | thank you and will, in the event of a successful
outcome to this endeavour, even attempt to pay you. In the meantime we have much to think on, and |
leave the office in your very capable hands.”

The phone rang and Janice answered it.

“Good afternoon,” she said, “Wainwright' s Fruit Emporium. Mr. Wainwright is not ableto take calls at
thistime since heisnot right in the head and thinks he isa cucumber. Thank you for cdling.”

She dammed the phone down. Shelooked up again to see the door closing softly behind her
ex-employer and his befuddled client.

“Impossible?’ said Richard again, in surprise.

“Everything about it,” inssted Dirk, “completely and utterly --well, let us say inexplicable. Thereisno
point in using theword “impossible’ to describe something that has clearly happened. But it cannot be
explained by anything we know.”

The briskness of the air dong the Grand Union Cand got in among Richard’ s senses and sharpened
them up again. He was restored to his normal faculties, and though the fact of Gordon’ s desth kept
jumping a him dl over again every few seconds, he was a least now able to think more clearly about it.
Oddly enough, though, that seemed for the moment to be the last thing on Dirk’ smind. Dirk wasinstead
picking on the most trivid of the night’ s sequence of bizarre incidents on which to cross-examine him.

A jogger going oneway and acyclist going the other both shouted at each other to get out of the way,
and narrowly avoided hurling each other into the murky, dow-moving waters of the cand. They were
watched carefully by avery dow-moving old lady who was dragging an even dower-moving old dog.

On the other bank large empty warehouses stood startled, every window shattered and glinting. A
burned-out barge lolled brokenly in thewater. Within it acouple of detergent bottles floated on the
brackish water. Over the nearest bridge heavy-goods | orries thundered, shaking the foundations of the
houses, bel ching petrol fumesinto the air and frightening amother trying to cross the road with her pram.



Dirk and Richard were walking aong from the fringes of South Hackney, amile from Dirk’ s office, back
towards the heart of Idington, where Dirk knew the nearest lifebelts were positioned.

“But it was only aconjuring trick, for heaven'ssake,” said Richard. “He doesthem dl thetime. It'sjust
deight of hand. Looksimpossible but I'm sureif you asked any conjurer he'd say it’s easy once you
know how these things are done. | once saw aman on the stireet in New Y ork doing—"

“I know how thesethings are done,” said Dirk, pulling two lighted cigarettes and alarge glazed fig out of
hisnose. Hetossed the fig up into theair, but it somehow failed to land anywhere. “Dexterity,
misdirection, suggestion. All thingsyou can learnif you have alittle timeto waste. Excuse me, dear lady,”
he said to the elderly, dow-moving dog-owner asthey passed her. He bent down to the dog and pulled a
long string of brightly coloured flagsfromits bottom. “I think he will move more comfortably now,” he
said, tipped his hat courteoudy to her and moved on.

“Thesethings, you see,” he said to aflummoxed Richard, “ are easy. Sawing alady in hdf iseasy.
Sawing alady in haf and then joining her up together again isless easy, but can be done with practice.
Thetrick you described to me with the two-hundred-year-old vase and the college sdlt cellar is—" he
paused for emphass -- “completely and utterly inexplicable.”

“Well there was probably some detail of it | missed, but...”

“Oh, without question. But the benefit of questioning somebody under hypnosisisthat it dlowsthe
guestioner to see the scenein much greater detail than the subject was even aware of at thetime. Thegirl
Sarah, for instance. Do you recal what she was wearing?’

“Er, no,” said Richard, vaguely, “adress of somekind, | suppose—*
“Colour? Fabric?’

“Well, | can’'t remember, it was dark. Shewas Sitting severad places away from me. | hardly glimpsed
I,H.H

“She was wearing a dark blue cotton velvet dress gathered to a dropped waist. 1t had raglan deeves
gathered to the cuffs, awhite Peter Pan collar and sx smdl pearl buttons down the front—the third one
down had asmadll thread hanging off it. She had long dark hair pulled back with ared butterfly hairgrip.”

“If you'regoing to tell me you know al that from looking at a scuff mark on my shoes, like Sherlock
Holmes, thenI’'m afraid | don’t believe you.”

“No, no,” said Dirk, “it'smuch smpler than that. Y ou told me yoursaf under hypnosis”

Richard shook his head.

“Not true,” hesaid, “1 don’t even know what a Peter Pan collar is”

“But | do and you described it to me perfectly accurately. Asyou did the conjuring trick. And that trick
was not possiblein the form inwhich it occurred. Bdieveme. | know whereof | speak. There are some
other things | would like to discover about the Professor, like for instance who wrote the note you

discovered on the table and how many questions George 111 actualy asked, but—"

“What?”’



“—but | think 1 would do better to question the fellow directly.

Except...” Hefrowned deeply in concentration. “Except,” he added, “that being rather vain in these
matters | would prefer to know the answers before | asked the questions. And | do not. | absolutely do
not.” He gazed abstractedly into the distance, and made arough caculation of the remaining distance to
the nearest lifebet.

“And the second impossible thing,” he added, just as Richard was about to get aword in edgeways, “or
a leadt, the next completely inexplicable thing, isof course the matter of your sofa”

“Dirk,” exclamed Richard in exasperation, “may | remind you that Gordon Way is dead, and that |
appear to be under suspicion of his murder! None of these things have the remotest connection with thet,
and |—’

“But | am extremely inclined to believe that they are connected.”
“That’ sabsurd!”
“I believein the fundamentd inter—"

“Oh, yeah, yeah,” said Richard, “the fundamenta interconnectedness of dl things. Listen, Dirk, | am not
agullible old lady and you won't be getting any tripsto Bermudaout of me. If you' re going to help me
then let’ sstick to the point.”

Dirk bridled at this. “1 believe that al things are fundamentally interconnected, as anyone who followsthe
principles of quantum mechanicsto their logical extremes cannat, if they are honest, help but accept. But

| 0 believe that some things are agreat deal more interconnected than others. And when two
apparently impossible events and a sequence of highly peculiar onesdl occur to the same person, and
when that person suddenly becomes the suspect of ahighly peculiar murder, then it seemsto methat we
should look for the solution in the connection between these events. Y ou are the connection, and you
yoursdlf have been behaving in ahighly peculiar and eccentric way.”

“I have not,” said Richard. Y es, some odd things have happened to me, but I—"

“Y ou were lagt night observed, by me, to climb the outside of a building and break into the flat of your
girlfriend, Susan Way.”

“It may have been unusua,” said Richard, “it may not even have been wise. But it was perfectly logica
andrationd. | just wanted to undo something | had done beforeit caused any damage.”

Dirk thought for amoment, and dightly quickened his pace.

“And what you did was a perfectly reasonable and norma response to the problem of the message you
had |eft on the tape—yes, you told me al about that in our little sesson—it’ swhat anyone would have
done?’

Richard frowned asif to say that he couldn’t seewhat al the fusswas about. “1 don't say anyone would
have doneit,” hesaid, “I probably have adightly morelogica and literd turn of mind than many people,
whichiswhy | can write computer software. It wasalogica and literal solution to the problem.”



“Not alittle disproportionate, perhaps?’

“It was very important to me not to disappoint Susan yet again.”

“So you are absolutdly satisfied with your own reasons for doing what you did?’

“Yes,” indggted Richard angrily.

“Doyou know,” said Dirk, “what my old maiden aunt who lived in Winnipeg used to tell me?’

“No,” said Richard. He quickly took off al hisclothes and dived into the cana. Dirk legpt for the lifebdlt,
with which they had just drawn level, yanked it out of its holder and flung it to Richard, who was
floundering in the middle of the cand looking completely lost and disoriented.

“Grab hold of this,” shouted Dirk, “and I’ ll haul you in.” “It'sal right,” spluttered Richard, “1 can

“No, you can’t,” ydled Dirk, “now grab it.”

Richard tried to strike out for the bank, but quickly gave up in consternation and grabbed hold of the
lifebet. Dirk pulled on the ropetill Richard reached the edge, and then bent down to give him ahand out.
Richard came up out of the water puffing and spitting, then turned and sat shivering on the edge with his

handsin hislap.

“God, it'sfoul inthere!” he exclaimed and spat again. “It’ sabsolutdy disgusting. Y euchh. Whew. God.
I’'m usually apretty good swvimmer. Must have got some kind of cramp. Lucky coincidence we were so
closetothelifebdt. Ohthanks.” Thislast he said in response to the large towd which Dirk handed him.

He rubbed himsalf down briskly, dmost scraping himsalf with the towel to get thefilthy cana water off
him. He stood up and looked about. “Can you find my pants?’

“Young man,” said the old lady with the dog, who had just reached them. She stood looking at them
gternly, and was about to rebuke them when Dirk interrupted.

“A thousand apologies, dear lady,” he said, “for any offence my friend may inadvertently have caused
you. Please,” he added, drawing adim bunch of anemonesfrom Richard’ s bottom, “accept these with
my compliments.”

The lady dashed them out of Dirk’s hand with her stick, and hurried off, horror-struck, yanking her dog
after her.

“That was't very nice of you,” said Richard, pulling on his clothes underneath the towel that was now
draped drategicaly around him.

“I don’'t think she' savery nicewoman,” replied Dirk, “she’ sadways down here, yanking her poor dog
around and telling people off. Enjoy your svim?’

“Not much, no,” said Richard, giving hishair aquick rub. “1 hadn’t redlised how filthy it would bein
there. And cold. Here,” he said, handing the towel back to Dirk, “thanks. Do you dways carry atowel
around in your briefcase?’



“Do you dways go swimming in the afternoons?’

“No, | usudly go in the mornings, to the swimming pool on Highbury Fields, just to wake mysdf up, get
the brain going. It just occurred to me | hadn’t been thismorning.”

“And, e—that waswhy you just dived into the cana ?’

“Well, yes. | just thought thet getting abit of exercise would probably help me ded with al this”

“Not alittle disproportionate, then, to strip off and jump into the cand.”

“No,” hesaid, “it may not have been wise given the sate of the water, but it was perfectly—"

“Y ou were perfectly satisfied with your own reasons for doing what you did.”

HY$_H

“And it was nothing to do with my aunt, then?’

Richard’ s eyes narrowed suspicioudy. “What on earth are you talking about?’ he said.

“I'll tell you,” said Dirk. He went and sat on a nearby bench and opened his case again. He folded the
towel away into it and took out instead a small Sony tape recorder. He beckoned Richard over and then
pushed the Play button. Dirk’s own voice floated from the tiny spesker in alilting Sing-song voice. It said,
“Inaminute | will click my fingers and you will wake and forget dl of thisexcept for theingructions|

shdl now giveyou.

“Inalittle whilewewill go for awak aong the cana, and when you hear me say the words*“my old
maiden aunt who lived in Winnipeg”—*

Dirk suddenly grabbed Richard’sarm to restrain him.

The tape continued, “ Y ou will take off al your clothesand diveinto the cand. Y ou will find that you are
unable to swim, but you will not panic or sink, you will smply tread water until | throw you the lifebdt...”

Dirk stopped the tape and looked round at Richard’ s face which for the second time that day was pale
with shock.

“I would be interested to know exactly what it was that possessed you to climb into Miss Way' sflat last
night,” said Dirk, “and why.”

Richard didn’t respond -- he was continuing to stare at the tape recorder in some confusion. Thenhe
said in ashaking voice, “There was a message from Gordon on Susan’ stape. He phoned from the car.
Thetape sinmy flat. Dirk, I’'m suddenly very frightened by dl this”

[ZZZ CHAPTER 2L ZZZIIIZZZZZZIIIZZZZZZIIIZZZZZZIIIZZZZZZZIIZZZZZZZIIZZZZ]

Dirk watched the police officer on duty outside Richard’ s house from behind avan parked afew yards
away. He had been stopping and questioning everyone who tried to enter the smal side aley down which
Richard’ s door was situated, including, Dirk was pleased to note, other policemen if hedidn’t
immediately recognise them. Another police car pulled up and Dirk started to move.



A police officer climbed out of the car carrying asaw and walked towards the doorway. Dirk briskly
matched his pace with him, astep or two behind, striding authoritatively.

“It'sdl right, he' swith me,” said Dirk, sweeping past at the exact moment that the one police officer
stopped the other.

And hewasinsde and climbing the sairs.

The officer with the saw followed himin.

“Er, excuseme, gr,” he cdled up after Dirk.

Dirk had just reached the point where the sofa obstructed the stairway. He stopped and twisted round.
“Stay here,” hesaid, “guard thissofa. Do not let anyone touch it, and | mean anyone. Understood?’
The officer seemed flummoxed for amoment.

“I’'ve had ordersto saw it up,” he said.

“Countermanded,” barked Dirk. “Waich it like ahawk. | shdl want afull report.”

He turned back and climbed up over the thing. A moment or two later he emerged into alarge open
area. Thiswasthelower of the two floorsthat comprised Richard' sflat.

“Have you searched that?" snapped Dirk at another officer who was Sitting a Richard’ sdining table
looking through some notes. The officer looked up in surprise and started to stand up. Dirk was pointing
at the wastepaper basket.

“ EI', ya_n

“Searchit again. Keep searching it. Who's here?’

“Er, well—"
“I haven't got dl day.”
“Detective Ingpector Mason just left, with—"

“Good, I'm having him pulled off. I’ll be upgtairsif I'm needed, but | don’t want any interruptions unless
it' svery important. Understood?’

“Er, who—"
“1 don't see you searching the wastepaper basket.”
“Er, right, ar. I"ll—"

“1 want it deep-searched. Y ou undersand?’



13 Er_”
“Get cracking.” Dirk swept on upstairs and into Richard’ s workroom.

The tape was lying exactly where Richard had told him it would be, on the long desk on which the Six
Macintoshes sat. Dirk was about to pocket it when his curiosity was caught by theimage of Richard's
sofadowly twisting and turning on the big Macintosh screen, and he sat down at the keyboard.

He explored the program Richard had written for a short while, but quickly realised that in its present
form it wasless than sdf-explanatory and helearned little. He managed at last to get the sofaunstuck and
moveit back down the stairs, but he redlised that he had had to turn part of thewall off in order to doit.
With agrunt of irritation he gave up.

Another computer he looked at was displaying a steady sine wave. Around the edges of the screen were
the smdl images of other waveforms which could be sdlected and added to the main one or used to
modify it in other ways. He quickly discovered that this enabled you to build up very complex waveforms
from smple ones and he played with thisfor awhile. He added asmple sine waveto itself, which had
the effect of doubling the height of the peaks and troughs of the wave. Then he did one of the waves hdf
astep back with respect to the other, and the peaks and troughs of one smply cancelled out the peaks
and troughs of the other, leaving acompletdly flat line. Then he changed the frequency of one of thesine
waves by asmdl extent.

The result of thiswasthat at some positions aong the combined waveform the two waves reinforced
each other, and at others they cancelled each other out. Adding athird smplewave of yet another
frequency resulted in acombined wave in which it was hard to see any pattern at al. Theline danced up
and down seemingly at random, staying quite low for some periods and then suddenly building into very
large pesks and troughs as al three waves came briefly into phase with each other.

Dirk assumed that there must be amongst thisarray of equipment ameansfor trandating the waveform
dancing on the Macintosh screen into an actua musical tone and hunted among the menus availablein the
program. He found one menu item which invited him to transfer the wave sampleinto an Emu.

Thispuzzled him. He glanced around the room in search of alarge flightless bird, but was unableto
locate any such thing. He activated the process anyway, and then traced the cable which led from the
back of the Macintosh, down behind the desk, aong the floor, behind a cupboard, under arug until it
fetched up plugged into the back of alarge grey keyboard called an Emulator I1.

This, he assumed, was where his experimenta waveform hasjust arrived. Tentatively he pushed akey.

The nagty farting noise that surged instantly out of the speakerswas so loud that for amoment he didn’t
hear thewords “ Svlad Cjelli!” that were barked ssmultaneoudy from the doorway.

Richard sat in Dirk’ s office and threw tiny screwed-up balls of paper at the wastepaper bin which was
dready full of telephones. He broke pencils. He played mgor extracts from an old Ginger Baker solo on
hisknees.

Inaword, he fretted.
He had been trying to write down on a piece of Dirk’ s notepaper al that he could remember of the

events of the previous evening and, asfar as he could pinpoint them, the times at which each had
occurred. He was astonished at how difficult it was, and how feeble his conscious memory seemed to be



in comparison with his unconscious memory, as Dirk had demonstrated it to him.

“Damn Dirk,” hethought. He wanted to talk to Susan.

Dirk had told him he must not do so on any account as there would be a trace on the phone lines.
“Damn Dirk,” he said suddenly, and sprang to hisfeet.

“Have you got any ten-pence pieces?’ he said to the resolutely glum Janice.

Dirk turned.

Framed in the doorway stood atall dark figure.

Thetadl dark figure appeared to be not at al happy with what it saw, to be rather cross about it, in fact.
To be more than cross. It appeared to be atal dark figure who could very easily yank the heads off half

adozen chickens and till be cross at the end of it.

It stepped forward into the light and revedled itsdlf to be Sergeant Gilks of the Cambridgeshire
Congtabulary.

“Do you know,” said Sergeant Gilks of the Cambridgeshire Constabulary, blinking with suppressed
emoation, “that when | arrive back here to discover one police officer guarding a sofawith asaw and
another dismembering an innocent wastepaper basket | have to ask myself certain questions? And | have
to ask them with the disquieting sense that | am not going to like the answers when | find them.

“I then find mysdlf mounting the sairswith ahorrible premonition, Sviad Cjelli, avery horrible
premonition indeed. A premonition, | might add, that | now find horribly justified. | suppose you can't
shed any light on ahorse discovered in abathroom aswell? That seemed to have an air of you about it.”

“I cannot,” said Dirk, “asyet. Though it interests me strangely.”

“| should think it bloody did. It would have interested you strangely if you' d had to get the bloody thing
down abloody winding staircase a one o' clock in the morning aswell. What the hell are you doing
here?’ said Sergeant Gilks, wearily.

“I am here” sad Dirk, “in pursuit of justice.”

“Wdl, | wouldn't mix with methen,” said Gilks, “and | certainly wouldn't mix with the Met. What do
you know of MacDuff and Way?’

“Of Way? Nothing beyond what is common knowledge. MacDuff | knew at Cambridge.”

“Oh, you did, did you? Describe him.”

“Tdl. Tdl and absurdly thin. And good-natured. A bit like apreying mantisthat doesn't prey -- a
norn-preying mantisif you like. A sort of pleasant genia mantisthat’ s given up preying and taken up tennis
instead.”

“Hmm,” said Gilks gruffly, turning away and looking about the room.



Dirk pocketed the tape.

“Sounds likethe same one,” said Gilks.

“And of course” said Dirk, “completely incapable of murder.”
“That’sfor usto decide.”

“And of courseajury.”

“Tchah! Juriedl”

“Though, of course, it will not cometo that, since the facts will spesk for themselveslong before it
comesto acourt of law for my client.”

“Y our bleeding client, eh? All right, Cjelli, whereishe?’

“I haven't the faintest idea”

“I'll bet you' ve got abilling address.”

Dirk shrugged.

“Look, Cjdli, thisisaperfectly norma, harmless murder enquiry, and | don’t want you mucking it up.
So congder yourself warned off as of now. If | seeasingle piece of evidence being levitated I’ Il hit you

s0 hard you won't know if it’ stomorrow or Thursday. Now get out, and give me that tape on the way.”
He held out his hand.

Dirk blinked, genuinely surprised. “What tape?’

Gilkssghed. “You'reaclever man, Cidli, | grant you that,” he said, “but you make the same mistake a
lot of clever people do of thinking everyone elseisstupid. If | turn away it’sfor areason, and the reason
was to see what you picked up. | didn’t need to seeyou pick it up, | just had to see what was missing

afterwards. We are trained you know. We used to get haf an hour Observation Training on Tuesday
afternoons. Just asabreak after four hours solid of Senseless Brutdity.”

Dirk hid hisanger with himsalf behind alight smile. He fished in the pocket of hisleather overcoat and
handed over the tape.

“Pay it,” sad Gilks, “let’s see what you didn’t want usto hear.”

“Itwasn't that | didn’t want you to heer it,” said Dirk, with ashrug. “1 just wanted to heer it first.” He
went over to the shelf which carried Richard’ s hi-fi equipment and dipped the tape into the cassette

player.
“So do you want to give me alittleintroduction?’

“It'satape,” sad Dirk, “from Susan Way’ s tel ephone answering machine. Way apparently had this
habit of leaving long...”

“Yeah, | know about that. And his secretary goes round picking up his prattlingsin the morning, poor



devil.”

“Wll, I believe there may be amessage on the tape from Gordon Way' s car last night.”
“l see. OK. Playit”

With agracious bow Dirk pressed the Play button.

“Oh, Susan, hi, it'sGordon,” said the tape once again. “Just on my way to the cottage—"
“Cottage!” exclamed Gilks, sttirically.

“It's, er, Thursday night, and it's, er... 8.47. Bit misty ontheroads. Listen, | have those people from the
States coming over thisweekend...”

Gilksraised his eyebrows, looked at hiswatch, and made anote on his pad.
Both Dirk and the police sergeant experienced achill asthe dead man’ s voicefilled the room.

“—it’sawonder | don’t end up dead in the ditch, that would be something wouldn't it, leaving your
famous last words on somebody’ s answering machine, there sno reason—"

They listened in atense silence as the tape played on through the entire message.

“That’ sthe problem with crunch-heads -- they have one great idea that actually works and then they
expect you to carry on funding them for yearswhile they st and calculate the topographies of their navels.

I’m sorry, I’m going to have to stop and close the boot properly. Won't be amoment.”

Next came the muffled bump of the telephone receiver being dropped on the passenger seat, and afew
seconds later the sound of the car door being opened. In the meantime, the music from the car’ s sound
system could be heard burbling away in the background.

A few secondslater till camethe distant, muffled, but unmistakable double blam of a shotgun.

“Stop the tape,” said Gilks sharply and glanced a hiswatch. “ Three minutes and twenty-five seconds
sncehesadit was8.47.” He glanced up at Dirk again. “ Stay here. Don’'t move. Don't touch anything.
I’ve made anote of the podition of every particle of air in thisroom, so | shall know if you' ve been
bresthing.”

Heturned smartly and left. Dirk heard him saying as he went down the stairs, “ Tuckett, get onto
WayForward' s office, get the details of Way’ s carphone, what number, which network...” Thevoice
faded away downdairs.

Quickly Dirk twisted down the volume control on the hi-fi, and resumed playing the tape.

Themusic continued for awhile. Dirk drummed hisfingersin frusiration. Still the music continued.

Heflicked the Fast Forward button for just amoment. Still musc. It occurred to him that he was looking
for something, but that he didn’t know what. That thought stopped him in histracks.

He was very definitely looking for something.



Hevery definitdy didn’t know what.

Theredisation that he didn’t know exactly why he was doing what he was doing suddenly chilled and
dectrified him. He turned dowly like afridge door opening.

There was no onethere, at least no one that he could see. But he knew the chill prickling through hisskin
and detested it above dl things.

Hesad inalow savage whisper, “If anyone can hear me, hear this. My mindismy centre and everything
that happensthereismy responshbility. Other people may believe what it pleases them to believe, but |
will do nothing without I know the reason why and know it clearly. If you want something then let me
know, but do not you dare touch my mind.”

He was trembling with adeep and old rage. The chill dropped dowly and dmost patheticaly from him
and seemed to move off into the room. Hetried to follow it with his senses, but was ingtantly distracted
by asudden voice that seemed to come at him on the edge of his hearing, on adistant howl of wind.

It was ahollow, terrified, bewildered voice, no more than an insubstantial whisper, but it wasthere,
audible, on the telephone-answering machine tape.

It said, “ Susan! Susan, help me! Help mefor God' s sake. Susan, I'm dead—"
Dirk whirled round and stopped the tape.
“I'msorry,” he said under his breath, “but | have the welfare of my client to consder.”

He wound the tape back avery short distance, to just before where the voice began, twisted the Record
Level knob to zero and pressed Record. Heleft the tape to run, wiping off the voice and anything that
might follow it. If the tape was going to establish the time of Gordon Way' s death, then Dirk didn’t want
any embarrassing examples of Gordon speaking to turn up on the tape after that point, even if it was only
to confirm that he was, in fact, dead.

There seemed to be agreat eruption of emotion inthe air near to him. A wave of something surged
through the room, causing the furniture to flutter in itswake. Dirk watched where it seemed to go,
towards a shelf near the door on which, he suddenly redised, sood Richard’ s own tel ephone-answering
machine. The machine started to jigglefitfully whereit sat, but then sat till as Dirk approached it. Dirk
reached out dowly and calmly and pushed the button which set the machine to Answer.

The disturbancein the air then passed back through the room to Richard' slong desk where two
old-fashioned rotary-dia telephones nestled among the piles of paper and micro floppy disks. Dirk
guessed what would happen, but eected to watch rather than to intervene.

One of the telephone receiverstoppled off its cradle. Dirk could hear the didling tone. Then, dowly and
with obvious difficulty, the did began to turn. 1t moved unevenly round, further round, dower and dower,
and then suddenly dipped back.

Therewas amoment’ s pause. Then the receiver rests went down and up again to get anew dialing
tone. Thedid began to turn again, but creaking even morefitfully than the last time.

Againit dipped back.



Therewas alonger pause thistime, and then the entire process was repeated once more.

When the did dipped back athird time there was a sudden explosion of fury -- the whole phone legpt
into the air and hurtled across the room. The receiver cord wrapped itsalf round an Anglepoiselamp on
the way and brought it crashing down in atangle of cables, coffee cups and floppy disks. A pile of books

erupted off the desk and on to the floor.
The figure of Sergeant Gilks stood stony-faced in the doorway.
“I’mgoing to comein again,” hesaid, “and when | do, | don’t want to see anything of that kind going on

whatsoever. |sthat understood?’

He turned and disappeared.

Dirk legpt for the cassette player and hit the Rewind button. Then he turned and hissed a the empty air,
“I don’'t know who you are, but | can guess. If you want my help, don’t you ever embarrass me like that

mn! ”
A few moments|later, Gilkswalked in again. “Ah, thereyou are,” he said.

He surveyed the wreckage with an even gaze. “I'll pretend | can’'t see any of this, so that | won’t haveto
ask any questions the answers to which would, | know, only irritate me.”

Dirk glowered.

In the moment or two of slence that followed, adight ticking whirr could be heard which caused the
sergeant to look sharply at the cassette player.

“What' sthat tape doing?’
“Rewinding.”

“Giveittome”

The tape reached the beginning and stopped as Dirk reached it. Hetook it out and handed it to Gilks.
“Irritatingly, this seemsto put your client completely inthe clear,” said the sergeant. “ Cdlnet have
confirmed that the last call made from the car was a 8.46 pm last night, at which point your client was

lightly dozing in front of saveral hundred witnesses. | say witnesses, in fact they were mostly students, but
we will probably be forced to assume that they can’t dl belying.”

“Good,” sad Dirk, “wdl, I'm glad that’sall cleared up.”

“We never thought he had actudly doneit, of course. Smply didn't fit. But you know us—we like to get
results. Tel him we il want to ask him some questions, though.”

“| shal be sureto mentionitif | hgppen to runinto him.”

“You just do thet littlething.”



“Wadll, | shan't detain you any longer, Sergeant,” said Dirk, airily waving at the door.

“No, but | shdl bloody detain you if you' re not out of herein thirty seconds, Cjdli. | don’'t know what
you'reup to, but if I can possibly avoid finding out | shal deep easier in my office. Out.”

“Then| shdll bid you good day, Sergeant. | won't say it’s been apleasure because it hasn't.”
Dirk swept out of the room, and made hisway out of the flat, noting with sorrow that where there had

been alarge chesterfield sofawedged magnificently in the daircase, there was now just asmall, sad pile
of sawdust.

With ajerk Michagl Wenton-Weakes looked up from his book.

His mind suddenly was dive with purpose. Thoughts, images, memories, intentions, al crowded in upon
him, and the more they seemed to contradict each other the more they seemed to fit together, to pair and
Stle.

The match a last was perfect, the teeth of one dowly aligned with the teeth of another.

A pull and they were zipped.

Though the waiting had seemed an eternity of eternitieswhen it wasfilled with failure, with fading waves
of weakness, with feeble groping and lonely impotence, the match once made cancdlled it dl. Would
cancd it al. Would undo what had been so disastroudy done.

Who thought that? It did not matter, the match was made, the match was perfect.

Michael gazed out of the window across the well-manicured Chelsea street and did not care whether
what he saw were dimy things with legs or whether they weredl Mr. A. K. Ross. What mattered was
what they had stolen and what they would be compelled to return. Ross now lay in the past. What he

was now concerned with lay il further iniit.

Hislarge soft cowlike eyes returned to the last few lines of “KublaKhan”, which he had just been
reading. The match was made, the zip was pulled.

He closed the book and put it in his pocket.

His path back now was clear. He knew what he must do. It only remained to do alittle shopping and
thendoit.

[ CHAPTER 22 o]

“Y ou? Wanted for murder? Richard what are you talking about?’

The telephone wavered in Richard’ s hand. Hewas holding it about half an inch away from hisear
anyway because it seemed that somebody had dipped the earpiece in some chow mein recently, but that
wasn't so bad. Thiswasapublic telephone so it was clearly an oversight that it wasworking at al. But
Richard was beginning to fed asif the whole world had shifted about half an inch away from him, like

someone in adeodorant commercidl.

“Gordon,” said Richard, hesitantly, “Gordon’ s been murdered -- hasn't he?”



Susan paused before she answered.

“Yes, Richard,” she said in adistressed voice, “ but no one thinks you did it. They want to question you
of course, but—"

“So there are no police with you now?’
“No, Richard,” indgsted Susan, “L ook, why don’t you come here?’
“And they’ re not out searching for me?’

“No! Where on earth did you get the ideathat you were wanted for—that they thought you had done
it?’

“Er—well, thisfriend of minetold me”

“Who?’

“Wdl, hisnameisDirk Gently.”

“Y ou' ve never mentioned him. Whoishe? Did he say anything es£?’

“He hypnotised me and, er, made me jump in the cand, and, er, well, that wasit redly—"

There was aterribly long pause at the other end.

“Richard,” said Susan at lagt with the sort of camness that comes over people when they redlise that
however bad things may seem to be, thereis absolutely no reason why they shouldn’t smply get worse
and worse, “come over here. | was going to say | need to see you, but | think you need to see me.”

“I should probably go to the police.”

“Gotothe policelater. Richard, please. A few hourswon't make any difference. I... | can hardly even
think. Richard, it'sso awful. It would just help if you were here. Where areyou?’

“OK,” sad Richard, “I'll be with you in about twenty minutes.”
“Shdl | leave the window open or would you liketo try the door?’ she said with a sniff.
[ CHAPTER 23]

“No, please,” said Dirk, restraining Miss Pearce’ s hand from opening aletter from the Inland Revenue,
“there are wilder skiesthan these.”

He had emerged from aspdll of tense brooding in his darkened office and therewas an air of excited
concentration about him. It had taken his actua signature on an actua salary cheque to persuade Miss
Pearce to forgive him for the latest unwarrantable extravagance with which he had returned to the office
and hefdt that just to St there blatantly opening letters from the taxman was to take his magnanimous
gesturein entirdy the wrong spirit.



She put the envelope aside.

“Comel” hesaid. “1 have something | wish you to see. | shall observe your reactionswith the very
greatest of interest.”

He bustled back into his own office and sat at his desk.

Shefollowed himin patiently and sat opposite, pointedly ignoring the new unwarrantable extravagance
Stting on the desk.

The flashy brass plague for the door had stirred her up pretty badly but the silly phone with big red push
buttons she regarded as being beneath contempt. And she certainly wasn't going to do anything rash like
smile until she knew for certain that the cheque wouldn’t bounce. The last time he Signed a chequefor her
he cancelled it before the end of the day, to prevent it, as he explained, “faling into the wrong hands’.
The wrong hands presumably, being those of her bank manager.

Hethrust a piece of paper across the desk.

She picked it up and looked at it. Then sheturned it round and looked at it again. She looked at the
other sde and then she put it down.

“Wdl?" demanded Dirk. “What do you make of it? Tell me!”

Miss Pearce sighed.

“It'salot of meaningless squiggles donein bluefelt tip on apiece of typing paper,” shesaid. “It looks
likeyou did them yourself.”

“No!” barked Dirk, “Wéll, yes,” he admitted, “but only because | believe that it isthe answer to the
problem!”

“Wheat problem?’
“The problem,” ingsted Dirk, dapping thetable, “of the conjuring trick! | told you!”

“Yes, Mr. Gently, severa times. | think it wasjust aconjuring trick. Y ou seethem onthetelly.”
“With this difference—that this one was completely impossiblel”

“Couldn’t have been impossible or he wouldn’t have doneit. Standsto reason.”

“Exactly!” sad Dirk excitedly. “Exactly! Miss Pearce, you are alady of rare perception and insight.”

“Thank you, Sir, can | go nhow?”’

“Wait! | haven't finished yet! Not by along way, not by abucketful! Y ou have demondtrated to methe
depth of your perception and insight, alow me to demonstrate mine!”

Miss Pearce dumped patiently in her seat.
“I think,” said Dirk, “you will beimpressed. Consider this. An intractable problem. Intrying to find the



solutiontoit I was going round and round in little circlesin my mind, over and over the same maddening
things. Clearly | wasn't going to be ableto think of anything ese until | had the answer, but equdly clearly
| would haveto think of something elseif | was ever going to get the answer. How to breek thiscircle?
Ask me how.”

“How?’ said Miss Pearce obediently, but without enthusiasm.

“By writing down what the answer id” exclamed Dirk. “And hereit isl” He dapped the piece of paper
triumphantly and sat back with asatisfied smile.

Miss Pearce looked at it dumbly.

“With theresult,” continued Dirk, “that | am now able to turn my mind to fresh and intriguing problems,
like, for ingance...”

Hetook the piece of paper, covered with its aimless squiggles and doodlings, and held it up to her.
“What language,” hesaid in alow, dark voice, “isthiswrittenin?’
Miss Pearce continued to look at it dumbly.

Dirk flung the piece of paper down, put hisfeet up on the table, and threw his head back with his hands
behind it.

“You seewhat | have done?’ he asked the ceiling, which seemed to flinch dightly a being yanked so
suddenly into the conversation. “1 have trandformed the problem from an intractably difficult and possibly
quiteinsoluble conundrum into amerelinguistic puzzle. Albait,” he muttered, after along moment of silent
pondering, “an intractably difficult and possibly insoluble one.”

He swung back to gaze intently at Janice Pearce.

“Goon,” heurged, “say that it' sinsane—but it might just work!”

Janice Pearce cleared her throat.

“It'sinsang,” shesaid, “trust me.”

Dirk turned away and sagged sideways off his chair, much asthe sitter for The Thinker probably did
when Rodin went off to be excused.

He suddenly looked profoundly tired and depressed.

“I know,” he said in alow, dispirited voice, “that there is something profoundly wrong somewhere. And
| know that | must go to Cambridgeto put it right. But | would fed lessfearful if | knew what it was...”

“Can | get on now, please, then?’ said Miss Pearce.
Dirk looked up at her glumly.

“Yes” hesadwithasigh, “but jus—just tell me—" heflicked at the piece of paper with his
fingertips—"what do you think of this, then?’



“Wel, | think it'schildish,” said Janice Pearce, frankly.
“But -- but -- but!” said Dirk thumping the table in frustration.

“Don’t you understand that we need to be childish in order to understand? Only achild seesthings with
perfect clarity, because it hasn't developed dl those filters which prevent us from seeing things that we
don't expect to see?’

“Then why don’'t you go and ask one?’

“Thank you, Miss Pearce,” said Dirk reaching for his hat, “ once again you have rendered me an
inestimable service for which | am profoundly grateful.”

He swept out.
[ CHAPTER 24 o]

The weather began to bleaken as Richard made hisway to Susan’ sflat. The sky which had started out
with such verve and spirit in the morning was beginning to lose its concentration and dip back into its
norma English condition, that of adamp and rancid dish cloth. Richard took ataxi, which got him therein
afew minutes.

“They should dl be deported,” said thetaxi driver asthey drew to ahalt.
“Er, who should?’ said Richard, who redlised he hadn’t been listening to aword the driver said.

“Er --"said the driver, who suddenly redlised he hadn’t been ligtening either, “er, the whole lot of them.
Get rid of the whole bloody lot, that’ swhat | say. And their bloody newts,” he added for good measure.

“Expect you'reright,” said Richard, and hurried into the house.

Arriving at the front door of her flat he could hear from within the sounds of Susan’s cello playing adow,
dately melody. Hewas glad of that, that she was playing. She had an amazing emotiona sdf sufficiency
and control provided she could play her cello. He had noticed an odd and extraordinary thing about her
relationship with the music she played. If ever shewasfedling emotional or upset she could sit and play
some music with utter concentration and emerge seeming fresh and calm.

The next time she played the same music, however, it would dl burst from her and she would go
completely to pieces.

Helet himsdf in asquietly as possible so as not to disturb her concentration.

He tiptoed past the small room she practised in, but the door was open so he paused and looked at her,
with the dightest of sgnasthat she shouldn't stop. She waslooking pale and drawn but gave him a
flicker of asmile and continued bowing with a sudden intengity.

With an impeccable timing of whichitisvery rarely capable the sun chose that moment to burst briefly
through the gathering rainclouds, and as she played her cello astormy light played on her and on the deep
old brown of thewood of the instrument. Richard stood transfixed. The turmoil of the day stood ill for a
moment and kept arespectful distance.



Hedidn't know the music, but it sounded like Mozart and he remembered her saying she had some
Mozart to learn. He waked quietly on and sat down to wait and listen.

Eventudly she finished the piece, and there was about a minute of silence before she came through. She
blinked and smiled and gave him along, trembling hug, then released herself and put the phone back on
the hook. It usudly got taken off when she was practising.

“Sorry,” shesad, “1 didn’'t want to stop.” She briskly brushed away atear asif it wasadight irritation.
“How areyou Richard?’

He shrugged and gave her abewildered look. That seemed about to cover it.

“And I’m going to haveto carry on, I'm afraid,” said Susan with asigh “I’'m sorry. I’vejust been...” She
shook her head. “Who would do it?’

“I don't know. Some madman. I'm not sure that it matterswho.”

“No,” shesaid. “Look, er, have you had any lunch?’

“No. Susan, you keep playing and I'll seewhat’sin the fridge. We can talk about it dl over some lunch.”

Susan nodded.

“All right,” shesaid, “except...”

HYS?!

“Wll, just for the moment | don't really want to talk about Gordon. Just till it Snksin. | fedl sort of
caught out. 1t would be easier if I'd been closer to him, but | wasn't and I’ m sort of embarrassed by not
having areaction reedy. Taking about it would be adl right except that you have to use the past tense and
that' swhat”s...”

She clung to him for amoment and then quieted hersdf with asigh.

“There snot much in the fridge at the moment,” she said, “some yoghurt, | think, and ajar of roll-mop
herrings you could open. I'm sureyou'll be ableto muck it up if you try, but it’ sactudly quite
graightforward. Themain trick isnot to throw them al over thefloor or get jam on them.”

She gave him a hug, akiss and aglum smile and then retreated back to her music room.

The phonerang and Richard answveredit.

“Hello?’ hesaid. Therewas nothing, just afaint sort of windy noiseon theline.

“Helo?’ he said again, waited, shrugged and put the phone back down.

“Was there anybody there?’ caled Susan.

“No, noone,” said Richard.



“That’ s happened a couple of times,” said Susan. “I think it' sa sort of minimaist heavy breather.” She
resumed playing.

Richard went into the kitchen and opened the fridge. He was | ess of a hedlth-conscious eater than Susan
and wastherefore less than thrilled by what he found there, but he managed to put some roll-mop
herrings, some yoghurt, some rice and some oranges on atray without difficulty and tried not to think that

acouple of fat hamburgers and frieswould round it off nicely.
Hefound abottle of white wine and carried it al through to the smdl dining table.

After aminute or two Susan joined him there. She was a her most calm and composed, and after afew
mouthsful she asked him about the cand.

Richard shook his head in bemusement and tried to explain about it, and about Dirk.

“What did you say hisnamewas?’ said Susan with afrown when he had come, rather lamdly, toa
concluson.

“It"s, er, Dirk Gently,” said Richard, “inaway.”

“Inaway?’

“Er, yes,” sad Richard with adifficult Sgh. He reflected that just about anything you could say about
Dirk was subject to these kind of vague and shifty quaifications. There was even, on hisletter heading, a
string of vague and shifty-looking quaifications after hisname. He pulled out the piece of paper on which

he had vainly been trying to organise histhoughts earlier in the day.
“1...” he started, but the doorbell rang. They looked at each other.
“If it sthepolice,” said Richard, “I"d better seethem. Let’sget it over with.”

Susan pushed back her chair, went to the front door and picked up the Entryphone.

“Hdlo?’ shesad.

“Who?’ she said after amoment. She frowned as she listened then swung round and frowned a
Richard.
“You'd better come up,” she said in alessthan friendly tone of voice and then pressed the button. She

came back and sat down.
“Your friend,” shesaid evenly, “Mr. Gently.”

The Electric Monk’ s day was going tremendoudy well and he broke into an excited gallop. Thet isto
say that, excitedly, he spurred his horseto agalop and, unexcitedly, hishorse broke into it.

Thisworld, the Monk thought, was agood one. Heloved it. He didn’'t know whose it was or whereiit
had come from, but it was certainly adeeply fulfilling place for someone with his unique and extraordinary

gifts
He was appreciated. All day he had gone up to people, fallen into conversation with them, listened to



their troubles, and then quietly uttered those three magic words, “1 believe you.”

The effect had invariably been dectrifying. It wasn't that people on thisworld didn’t occasionally say it
to each other, but they rardly, it seemed, managed to achieve that deep timbre of sincerity which the
Monk had been so superbly programmed to reproduce.

On hisown world, after all, he was taken for granted. People would just expect him to get on and
believe thingsfor them without bothering them. Someone would come to the door with some great new
idea or proposa or even anew religion, and the answer would be “Oh, go and tell that to the Monk.”
And the Monk would st and listen and patiently believeit dl, but no one would take any further interest.

Only one problem seemed to arise on this otherwise excellent world. Often, after he had uttered the
magic words, the subject would rapidly change to that of money, and the Monk of course didn’t have
any—ashortcoming that had quickly blighted anumber of otherwise very promising encounters.

Perhaps he should acquire some—but where?

Hereined hishorse in for amoment, and the horse jerked gratefully to ahalt and started in on the grass
on the roadside verge. The horse had no ideawhat dl this galloping up and down wasin aid of, and
didn’t care. All it did care about wasthat it was being made to gallop up and down past aseemingly
perpetua roadside buffet. It made the best of its moment whileit had it.

The Monk peered keenly up and down the road. It seemed vagudly familiar. Hetrotted alittle further up
it for another look. The horse resumed its meal afew yards further along.

Yes. TheMonk had been herelast night.

He remembered it clearly, well, sort of clearly. He believed that he remembered it clearly, and thet, after
al, wasthe mainthing. Here was where he had walked to in amore than usualy confused state of mind,
and just around the very next corner, if he was not very much mistaken, again, lay the small roadside
establishment at which he had jumped into the back of that nice man’s car -- the nice man who had
subsequently reacted so oddly to being shot at.

Perhaps they would have some money there and would et him haveit. He wondered. Well, hewould
find out. He yanked the horse from its feast once again and galloped towardsit.

As he approached the petrol station he noticed acar parked there at an arrogant angle. The angle made
it quite clear that the car was not there for anything so mundane asto have petrol put into it, and was
much too important to park itsalf neetly out of the way. Any other car that arrived for petrol would just
have to manoeuvre around it as best it could. The car was white with stripes and badges and important
looking lights.

Arriving at the forecourt the Monk dismounted and tethered his horse to a pump. He walked towards
the small shop building and saw that ingde it there was aman with his back to him wearing adark blue
uniform and a peaked cap. The man was dancing up and down and twisting hisfingersin hisears, and
thiswas clearly making a deep impression on the man behind thetill.

The Monk watched in transfixed awe. The man, he believed with an ingtant effortlessness which would
have impressed even a Scientologist, must be aGod of some kind to arouse such fervour. He waited
with bated breath to worship him. In amoment the man turned around and waked out of the shop, saw
the Monk and stopped dead.



The Monk realised that the God must be waiting for him to make an act of worship, o he reverently
danced up and down twisting hisfingersin hisears.

His God stared at him for amoment, caught hold of him, twisted him round, dammed him forward
gpreadeagled over the car and frisked him for weapons.

Dirk burst into theflat like asmal podgy tornado.

“MissWay,” hesad, grasping her dightly unwilling hand and doffing his aosurd hat, “it isthe most
inexpress ble pleasure to meet you, but also the matter of the deepest regret that the occasion of our
meeting should be one of such great sorrow and one which bids me extend to you my most profound
sympathy and commiseration. | ask you to believe methat | would not intrude upon your private grief for
al theworld if it were not on amatter of the gravest moment and magnitude. Richard -- | have solved the
problem of the conjuring trick and it’ s extraordinary.”

He swept through the room and deposited himsdlf on aspare chair at the small dining table, on which he
put hishat.

“Y ou will haveto excuse us, Dirk—" said Richard, coldly.

“No, | am afraid you will haveto excuse me,” returned Dirk. “The puzzleis solved, and the solution isso
astounding that it took a seven-year-old child on the street to give it to me. But it is undoubtedly the
correct one, absolutely undoubtedly. “What, then, isthe solution?’ you ask me, or rather would ask meif
you could get aword in edgeways, which you can’t, S0 | will save you the bother and ask the question
for you, and answer it aswel by saying that | will not tell you, because youwon't believe me. | shdl
instead show you, this very afternoon.

“Rest assured, however, that it explains everything. It explainsthetrick. It explains the note you found --
that should have madeit perfectly clear to me but | wasafool. And it explainswhat themissng third
guestion was, or rather -- and thisisthe sgnificant point—it explains what the missing first question wad!”

“What missing question?’ exclaimed Richard, confused by the sudden pause, and legping in with thefirst
phrase he could grab.

Dirk blinked asif a anidiot. “The missng question that George |11 asked, of course,” he said.

“Asked who?’

“Well, the Professor,” said Dirk impatiently. “Don’t you listen to anything you say? The whole thing was
obvioud!” he exclamed, thumping the table, “ So obvious that the only thing which prevented me from
seaing the solution was the trifling fact that it was completdly impossible. Sherlock Holmes observed that
once you have diminated the impossible, then whatever remains, however improbable, must bethe
answer. |, however, do not like to diminate theimpossible. Now. Let usgo.”

“ NO_”

“What?" Dirk glanced up a Susan, from whom this unexpected—or &t least, unexpected to
him—opposition had come.

“Mr. Gently,” said Susan in avoice you could notch agtick with, “why did you deliberately midead



Richard into thinking that he was wanted by the police?’

Dirk frowned.

“But hewaswanted by the police,” hesaid, “and Hill is”

“Yes, but just to answer questions! Not because he' s a suspected murderer.”
Dirk looked down.

“MissWay,” hesad, “the police are interested in knowing who murdered your brother. 1, with the very
greatest respect, am not. It may, | concede, turn out to have abearing on the case, but it may just as
likely turn out to be a casud madman. | wanted to know, still need desperately to know,why Richard
climbed into thisflat last night .”

“I told you,” protested Richard.

“What you told meisimmaterid—it only revedsthe crucid fact that you do not know the reason
yoursdlf! For heaven' s sake | thought | had demonstrated that to you clearly enough at the candl!”

Richard smmered.

“It was perfectly clear to mewatching you,” pursued Dirk, “that you had very little ideawhat you were
doing, and had absolutely no concern about the physica danger you werein. At firs | thought, watching,
that it was just abrainlessthug out on hisfirst and quite possibly last burgle. But then the figure looked
back and | redlised it was you -- and | know you to be an intelligent, rationa, and moderate man.
Richard MacDuff? Risking his neck cardesdy climbing up drainpipes a night? It seemed to me that you
would only behave in such areckless and extreme way if you were desperately worried about something
of terribleimportance. Isthat not true, Miss Way?’

Helooked sharply up a Susan, who dowly sat down, looking at him with an darm in her eyeswhich
said that he had struck home.

“And yet, when you came to see me this morning you seemed perfectly cam and collected. Y ou argued
with me perfectly rationally when | talked alot of nonsense about Schroédinger’s Cat. Thiswas not the
behaviour of someone who had the previous night been driven to extremes by some desperate purpose. |
confessthat it was at that moment that | stooped to, well, exaggerating your predicament, smply in order
to keep hold of you.”

“Youdidn't. | left.”

“With certain ideasin your head. | knew you would be back. | gpologise most humbly for having mided
you, er, somewhat, but | knew that what | had to find out lay far beyond what the police would concern
themsdlveswith. And it wasthis-- if you were not quite yoursaf when you climbed thewall last night...
thenwho were you, -- and why 7’

Richard shivered. A slencelengthened.

“What hasit got to do with conjuring tricks?’ he said &t last.

“That iswhat we must go to Cambridgeto find out.”



“But what makesyou so sure-- 7’
“It disturbs me,” said Dirk, and adark and heavy look cameinto hisface.
For one so garrulous he seemed suddenly oddly reluctant to speak.

He continued, “It disturbs me very greetly when | find that | know things and do not know why | know
them. Maybe it isthe same ingtinctive processing of data that alows you to catch aball dmost before
you've seenit. Maybeit isthe degper and less explicable ingtinct that tells you when someone iswatching
you. Itisavery great offence to my intellect that the very thingsthat | despise other people for being
credulous of actualy occur to me. Y ou will remember the... unhappiness surrounding certain exam
questions.”

He seemed suddenly distressed and haggard. He had to dig deep inside himsdlf to continue speaking.

Hesaid, “The ability to put two and two together and come up instantly with four is one thing. The ability
to put the square root of five hundred and thirty-nine point seven together with the cosine of twenty-six
point four three two and come up with... with whatever the answer to that is, is quite another. And ...
well, let me giveyou an example”

He leant forward intently. “Last night | saw you climbing into thisflat. Iknew that something was wrong.
Today | got you to tell me every last detail you knew about what happened last night, and dready, asa
result, usng my intellect lone, | have uncovered possibly the greatest secret lying hidden on this planet. |
swear to you that thisistrue and that | can proveit. Now you must believe mewhen | tell you that |
know, | know that thereis something terribly, desperatdly, gppallingly wrong and that we must find it.
Will you go with me now, to Cambridge?’

Richard nodded dumbly.

“Good,” said Dirk. “What isthis?’ he added, pointing at Richard’ s plate.

“A pickled herring. Do you want one?’

“Thank you, no,” said Dirk, rising and buckling hiscoat. “Thereis,” he added as he headed towards the
door, steering Richard with him, “no such word as* herring” in my dictionary. Good afternoon, Miss
Way, wish us God speed.”

[ CHAPTER G o]

Therewas arumble of thunder, and the onset of that interminable tight drizzle from the north-east by
which so many of the world’ s most momentous events seem to be accompanied.

Dirk turned up the collar of hisleather overcoat againgt the weather, but nothing could dampen his
demonic exuberance as he and Richard approached the great twelfth-century gates.

“St Cedd's College, Cambridge,” he exclaimed, looking at them for thefirgt timein eight years.
“Founded in the year something or other, by someone | forget in honour of someone whose namefor the
moment escapes me.”

“St Cedd?’ suggested Richard.



“Do you know, | think it very probably was? One of the duller Northumbrian saints. His brother Chad
was even duller. Hasacathedrd in Birmingham if that givesyou someidea. Ah, Bill, how good to see
you again,” he added, accosting the porter who was just walking into the college aswell. The porter
looked round.

“Mr. Cjdli, niceto see you back, sir. Sorry you had a spot of bother, hope that’ s al behind you now.”
“Indeed, Bill, itis. Youfind methriving. And Mrs. Roberts? How is she? Foot il troubling her?”

“Not since she had it off, thanks for asking, sir. Between you and me, sir, | would’ ve been just as happy
to have had her amputated and kept the foot. | had alittle spot reserved on the mantelpiece, but there we
are, we have to take things as we find them.

“Mr. MacDuff, sir,” he added, nodding curtly a Richard. “Oh that horse you mentioned, sir, when you
were herelast night, I’ m afraid we had to have it removed. 1t was bothering Professor Chronotis.”

“I wasonly curious, er, Bill,” said Richard. “1 hopeit didn’t disturb you.”
“Nothing ever disturbs me, sir, so long asit isn't wearing a dress.
Can't abide it when the young fellerswear dresses, Sir.”

“If the horse bothers you again, Bill,” interrupted Dirk, patting him on the shoulder, “send it up to me and
| shall speak withit. Now, you mention the good Professor Chronatis. Ishein a the moment? We' ve

comeon an erand.”

“Far as| know, sir. Can't check for you because his phone’ s out of order. Suggest you go and look
yoursdf. Far left corner of Second Court.”

“I know it well, Bill, thank you, and my best to what remains of Mrs. Roberts.”

They swept on through into First Court, or at least Dirk swept, and Richard walked in his normal
heron-like gait, wrinkling up hisface againgt the meady drizzle.

Dirk had obvioudy mistaken himself for atour guide.

“St Cedd’s,” he pronounced, “the college of Coleridge, and the college of Sir Isaac Newton, renowned
inventor of the milled-edge coin and the catflap!”

“Thewhat?’ said Richard.

“The catflgp! A device of the utmost cunning, perspicuity and invention. It isadoor within adoor, you
see a..”

“Yes” sad Richard, “there was a so the smadl matter of gravity.”

“Gravity,” said Dirk with adightly dismissve shrug, “yes, there wasthat aswell, | suppose. Though that,
of course, was merely adiscovery. It was there to be discovered.”

Hetook a penny out of his pocket and tossed it casualy on to the pebbles that ran dongside the paved



pathway .

“You see?’ hesaid, “They even keep it on at weekends. Someone was bound to notice sooner or later.
But the cetflap... ah, thereisavery different matter. Invention, pure cregtive invention.”

“I would have thought it was quite obvious. Anyone could have thought of it.”

“Ah,” said Dirk, “it isarare mind indeed that can render the hitherto non-existent blindingly obvious. The
cry “1 could have thought of that” isavery popular and mideading one, for the fact isthat they didn™t,

and avery sgnificant and reveding fact itistoo. Thisif | amn not mistaken isthe Saircase we seek. Sl
we ascend?’

Without waiting for an answer he plunged on up the sairs. Richard, following uncertainly, found him
aready knocking on the inner door. The outer one stood open.

“Comein!” caled avoicefromwithin. Dirk pushed the door open, and they werejust in timeto seethe
back of Reg’ swhite head as he disappeared into the kitchen.

“Just making sometea,” hecaled out. “Like some? Sit down, Sit down, whoever you are.”

“That would bemost kind,” returned Dirk. “We aretwo.” Dirk sat, and Richard followed hislead.
“Indian or China?’ caled Reg.

“Indian, please.”

There was ardttle of cups and saucers.

Richard looked around the room. 1t seemed suddenly humdrum. Thefirewas burning quietly away to
itsdlf, but the light wasthat of the grey afternoon. Though everything about it was the same, the old sofa,
the table burdened with books, there seemed nothing to connect it with the hectic strangeness of the
previous night. The room seemed to Sit there with raised eyebrows, innocently saying “Y es?’

“Milk?’ called out Reg from the kitchen.

“Please” replied Dirk. He gave Richard a smile which seemed to him to be half-mad with suppressed
excitement.

“Onelump or two?’ called Reg again.
“One, please,” said Dirk, “...and two spoons of sugar if you would.”

There was asuspension of activity in the kitchen. A moment or two passed and Reg stuck his head
round the door.

“Svlad Cjdli!” heexclamed. “Good heavens! Wéll, that was quick work, young MacDuff, well done.
My dear fellow, how very excdlent to see you, how good of you to come.”

He wiped his hands on ateatowel he was carrying and hurried over to shake hands.

“My dear Svlad.”



“Dirk, please, if youwould,” said Dirk, grasping his hand warmly,

“| prefer it. 1t has more of asort of Scottish dagger fed toiit, | think. Dirk Gently isthe name under
which I now trade. There are certain eventsin the pagt, I'm afraid, from which | would wish to
disassociate mysdlf.”

“Absolutely, | know how you fed. Most of the fourteenth century, for instance, was pretty grim,” agreed
Reg earnedtly.

Dirk was about to correct the misapprehension, but thought that it might be somewhat of along trek and
leftit.

“So how have you been, then, my dear Professor?’ he said instead, decoroudy placing his hat and scarf
upon the arm of the sofa.

“Wadl,” said Reg, “it’ sbeen an interesting time recently, or rather, adull time. But dull for interesting
reasons. Now, Sit down again, warm yoursalves by thefire, and | will get the tea and endeavour to
explain.” Hebustled out again, humming busily, and left them to settle themsdvesin front of thefire.

Richard leant over to Dirk. “1 had no ideayou knew him so well,” he said with anod in the direction of
the kitchen.

“I don't,” sad Dirk ingtantly. “We met once by chance at some dinner, but there was an immediate
sympathy and rapport.”

“So how come you never met again?’

“He studioudy avoided me, of course. Close rapports with people are dangerousif you have a secret to
hide. And as secrets go, | fancy that thisis somewhat of abiggie. If thereisabigger secret anywherein
theworld | would very much care,” he said quietly, “to know what it is.”

He gave Richard asignificant look and held his hands out to thefire. Since Richard had tried before
without successto draw him out on exactly what the secret was, he refused to rise to the bait on this
occasion, but sat back in hisarmchair and looked about him.

“Did 1 ask you,” said Reg, returning at that moment, “if you wanted any tea?’

“Er, yes,” said Richard, “we spoke about it at length. | think we agreed in the end that we would, didn’t
we?’

“Good,” said Reg, vaguely, “by ahappy chance there seemsto be some ready in the kitchen. You'll
havetoforgiveme. | haveamemory likea.. likea... what are those thingsyou drain ricein? What am |
talking about?’

With apuzzled ook he turned smartly round and disappeared once more into the kitchen.

“Very interegting,” said Dirk quietly, “I wondered if hismemory might be poor.”

He stood, suddenly, and prowled around the room. His eyesfdl on the abacus which sood on the only
clear space on the large mahogany table.



“Isthisthetable,” he asked Richard in alow voice, “where you found the note about the sdt cdllar?’

“Yes,” said Richard, standing, and coming over, “tucked into thisbook.” He picked up the guide to the
Greek idands and flipped through it.

“Yes, yes, of course” said Dirk, impatiently. “We know about dl that. I'm just interested that thiswas
thetable” Heran hisfingersaong itsedge, curioudy.

“If you think it was some sort of prior collaboration between Reg and the girl,” Richard said, “then |
must say that | don’t think it possibly can have been.”

“Of courseit wasn't,” said Dirk testily, “1 would have thought that was perfectly clear.”
Richard shrugged in an effort not to get angry and put the book back down again.
“Wadll, it'san odd coincidence that the book should have been...”

“Odd coincidence!” snorted Dirk. “Hal We shall see how much of acoincidence. We shdl see exactly
how odd it was. | would like you, Richard, to ask our friend how he performed the trick.”

“| thought you said you knew aready.”

“I do,” sad Dirk arrily. “I would liketo hear it confirmed.”

“Oh, | see” said Richard, “yes, that’ s rather easy, isn't it? Get him to explain it, and then say, “Yes,
that’ s exactly what | thought it was!” Very good, Dirk. Have we come dl the way up herein order to
have him explain how he did aconjuring trick? 1 think | must be mad.”

Dirk bridled at this.

“Pleasedo as| ask,” he snapped angrily. “Y ou saw him do the trick, you must ask how he did it.
Bdieve me, thereis an astounding secret hidden withiniit. 1 know it, but | want you to hear it from him.”

He spun round as Reg re-entered, bearing atray, which he carried round the sofaand put on to the low
coffeetablethat sat in front of thefire.

“Professor Chronotis...” said Dirk.

“Reg,” said Reg, “please”

“Very, wdl,” said Dirk, “Reg...”

“Sevel” exclamed Reg.

“What?'

“Thing you drainricein. A seve. | wastrying to remember the word, though | forget now the reason

why. No matter. Dirk, dear fellow, you look asif you are about to explode about something. Why don't
you St down and make yoursalf comfortable?’



“Thank you, no, | would rather fed freeto pace up and down fretfully if | may. Reg...”
He turned to face him square on, and raised asingle finger.
“I must tell you,” hesaid, “that | know your secret.”

“Ah, yes, er -- do you indeed?” mumbled Reg, looking down awkwardly and fiddling with the cups and
teapot. “| see”

The cupsrattled violently as he moved them. “Yes, | wasafraid of that.”

“ And there are some questions that we would like to ask you. | must tell you that | await the answers
with the very grestest apprehension.”

“Indeed, indeed,” Reg muttered. “Well, perhgpsitisat last time. | hardly know mysdlf what to make of
recent events and am... fearful mysdf. Very wel. Ask what you will.” Helooked up sharply, hiseyes

glittering.
Dirk nodded curtly at Richard, turned, and started to pace, glaring at the floor.

“Er,” sad Richard, “well. I’d be... interested to know how you did the conjuring trick with the st cellar
last night.”

Reg seemed surprised and rather confused by the question. “Theconjuring trick?’ he said.

“Er, yes,” sad Richard, “the conjuring trick.”

“Oh,” said Reg, taken aback, “well, the conjuring part of it, I'm not sure | should -- Magic Circlerules,
you know, very dtrict about revealing these secrets. Very drict. Impressivetrick, though, don’t you
think?” he added dyly.

“Wdll, yes” said Richard, “it seemed very naturd at thetime, but now that I... think about it, | haveto
admit that it was abit dumbfounding.”

“Ah,wdl,” said Reg, “it' sskill. you see. Practice. Makeit ook natural.”

“It did look very natural,” continued Richard, feding hisway, “I was quite taken in.”
“Youlikedit?’

“It was very impressive.”

Dirk was getting alittleimpatient. He shot alook to that effect at Richard.

“And | can quitesee,” said Richard firmly, “why it' simpossible for you to tdl me. | wasjust interested,
that'sall. Sorry | asked.”

“Well,” said Reg in asudden seizure of doubt, “1 suppose... well, so long as you absolutely promise not
totell anyone ese” hecarried on, “1 suppose you can probably work out for yoursdlf that | used two of
the st cellars on the table. No one was going to notice the difference between one and another. The
quickness of the hand, you know, deceivesthe eye, particularly some of the eyes around that table.



Whilel wasfiddling with my woolly hat, giving, though | say so myself, avery cunning Smulation of
clumsinessand muddle, | smply dipped the salt cdllar down my deeve. Y ou see?’

Hisearlier agitation had been swept awvay completely by his pleasure in showing off his craft.

“It'sthe oldest trick in theworld, in fact,” he continued, “but nevertheless takes agreat deal of kill and
deftness. Then alittlelater, of course, | returned it to the table with the appearance of Smply passing it to
someone ese. Takesyears of practice, of course, to make it look natural, but | much prefer it to smply
dipping the thing down to the floor. Amateur stuff that. Y ou can’t pick it up, and the cleaners never
noticeit for at least afortnight. | once had a dead thrush under my seat for amonth. No trick involved
there, of course. Cat killed it.”

Reg beamed.

Richard felt he had done his bit, but hadn’t the faintest ideawhere it was supposed to have got them. He
glanced a Dirk, who gave him no help whatsoever, so he plunged on blindly.

“Yes” hesad, “yes, | understand that that can be done by deight of hand. What | don’t understand is
how the salt cellar got embedded in the pot.”

Reg looked puzzled once again, asif they were dl talking at cross purposes. He looked at Dirk, who
stopped pacing and stared at him with bright, expectant eyes.

“Wadll, that”s... perfectly straightforward,” said Reg, “didn’t take any conjuring skill at dl. 1 nipped out
for my hat, you remember?’

“Yes” sad Richard, doubtfully.

“Waell,” said Reg, “while| was out of the room | went to find the man who made the pot. Took some
time, of course. About three weeks of detective work to track him down and another couple of daysto
sober him up, and then with alittle difficulty | persuaded him to bake the sdt cdllar into the pot for me.
After that | briefly stopped off somewhereto find some, er, powder to disguise the suntan, and of course
| had to time the return alittle carefully so asto makeit al look naturd. 1 bumped into myself inthe
ante-room, which | dwaysfind embarrassing, | never know whereto look, but, er... wel, there you have
it”

He smiled arather blesk and nervous smile.

Richard tried to nod, but eventualy gave up.

“What on earth are you talking about?’ he said.

Reg looked at him in surprise.

“I thought you said you knew my secret,” he said.

“| do,” said Dirk, with abeam of triumph. “He, asyet, does not, though he furnished al theinformation |
needed to discover it. Let me” he added, “fill in acouple of little blanks. In order to help disguise the fact
that you had in fact been away for weeks when asfar as anyone sitting at the table was concerned you

had only popped out of the door for a couple of seconds, you had to write down for your own reference
thelast thing you said, in order that you could pick up the thread of conversation again as naturaly as



possible. Animportant detail if your memory isnot what it oncewas. Yes?’

“What it oncewas,” said Reg, dowly shaking hiswhite head, “1 can hardly remember what it once was.
But yes, you are very sharp to pick up such adetail.”

“And then thereisthe little matter,” continued Dirk, “of the questionsthat George |11 asked. Asked
yw.”

This seemed to catch Reg quite by surprise.

“He asked you,” continued Dirk, consulting asmall notebook he had pulled from his pocket, “if there
was any particular reason why one thing happened after another and if there was any way of stoppingit.
Did he not also ask you, and ask you first, if it was possible to move backwardsin time, or something of
that kind?’

Reg gave Dirk along and appraising look.

“I wasright about you,” he said, “you have avery remarkable mind, young man.” He waked dowly
over to the window that looked out on to Second Court. He watched the odd figures scuttling through it
hugging themsdvesinthedrizzle or pointing at things.

“Yes” said Reg at last in asubdued voice, “that is precisely what he said.”

“Good,” sad Dirk, snapping shut his notebook with atight little smile which said that he lived for such
praise, “then that explains why the answers were yes, no and maybe—in that order. Now. Whereisit?’

“Whereiswhat?’

“Thetime machine”

“You'redandinginit.” said Reg.

[ CHAPTER 26 ]

A party of noisy people spilled into the train a Bishop’ s Stortford. Some were wearing morning suits
with carnations looking alittle battered by aday’ s festivity. The women of the party werein smart
dresses and hats, chattering excitedly about how pretty Juliahad looked in dl that silk taffeta, how Raph
gl looked like asmug oaf even done up indl hisfinery, and generdly giving the whole thing about two
weeks.

One of the men stuck his head out of the window and hailed a passing railway employee just to check
that thiswastheright train and was stopping a Cambridge. The porter confirmed that of course it bloody
was. The young man said that they didn’t al want to find they were going off in the wrong direction, did
they, and made asound alittle like that of afish barking, asif to indicate that thiswas apricelesdy funny
remark, and then pulled his head back in, banging it on the way.

The acohol content of the atmospherein the carriage rose sharply.
There seemed to be agenerd feding in the air that the best way of getting themsdlvesin the right mood

for the post-wedding reception party that evening was to make aforay to the bar so that any members of
the party who were not aready completely drunk could finish the task. Rowdy shouts of acclamation



greeted this notion, the train restarted with ajolt and alot of those till standing fell over.

Three young men dropped into the three empty seats round one table, of which the fourth was aready
taken by adeekly overweight man in an old-fashioned suit. He had alugubrious face and hislarge, wet,
cowlike eyes gazed into some unknown distance.

Very dowly hiseyesbegan to refocus al the way from infinity and gradualy to homein on hismore
immediate surroundings, his new and intrusive companions. There was aneed he felt, as he had felt
before.

The three men were discussing loudly whether they would dl go to the bar, whether some of them would
go to the bar and bring back drinks for the others, whether the ones who went to the bar would get so
excited by al the drinks there that they would stay put and forget to bring any back for the otherswho
would be gtting here anxioudy awaiting their return, and whether even if they did remember to come
back immediately with the drinks they would actually be capable of carrying them and wouldn’t Ssmply
throw them al over the carriage on the way back, incommoding other passengers.

Some sort of consensus seemed to be reached, but amost immediately none of them could remember
what it was. Two of them got up, then sat down again asthe third one got up. Then he sat down. The
two other ones stood up again, expressing the ideathat it might be smpler if they just bought the entire
bar.

The third was about to get up again and follow them, when dowly, but with unstoppable purpose, the
cow-eyed man Sitting opposite him leant across, and gripped him firmly by the forearm.

The young man in hismorning suit looked up as sharply as his somewnhat bubbly brain would allow and,
dartled, sad, “What do you want?’

Michael Wenton-Weskes gazed into his eyeswith terrible intengity, and said, in alow voice, “1 wason a
ghip..”

“What?’
“A ship...” said Michad.
“What ship, what are you talking about? Get off me. Let go!”

“We came,” continued Michadl, in aquiet, dmost inaudible, but compelling voice, “amonstrous
distance. We cameto build aparadise. A paradise. Here.”

His eyes swam briefly round the carriage, and then gazed briefly out through the spattered windows at
the gathering gloom of adrizzly East Anglian evening. He gazed with evident loathing. Hisgrip onthe
other’ sforearm tightened.

“Look, I'm going for adrink,” said the wedding guest, though feebly, because he clearly wasn't.

“Weleft behind those who would destroy themsdalves with war,” murmured Michadl. “Ourswasto bea
world of peace, of music, of art, of enlightenment. All that was petty, adl that was mundane, dl that was

contemptible would have no placein our world...”

The dtilled reveller looked at Michadl wonderingly. Hedidn’t ook like an old hippy. Of course, you



never could tell. His own elder brother had once spent a couple of yearsliving in a Druidic commune,
eating L SD doughnuts and thinking he was atree, since when he had gone on to become a director of a
merchant bank. The difference, of course, wasthat he hardly ever still thought he was atree, except just
occasiondly, and he had long ago learnt to avoid the particular claret which sometimes triggered off that
flashback.

“There were those who said we would fail,” continued Michad! in hislow tonethat carried clearly under
the boisterous noise that filled the carriage, “who prophesied that we too carried in us the seed of war,
but it was our high resolve and purpose that only art and beauty should flourish, the highest art, the
highest beauty—music. We took with us only those who believed, who wished it to betrue.”

“But what are you talking about?’ asked the wedding guest though not chalengingly, for he had falen
under Michael’smesmeric spell. “When wasthis? Where wasthis?’

Michadl breathed hard. “Before you were born—" he said at lagt, “be dill, and | will tell you.”
[ CHAPTERZ7 o]

Therewas along startled silence during which the evening gloom outs de seemed to darken appreciably
and gather theroom into itsgrip. A trick of the light wreethed Reg in shadows.

Dirk was, for one of the few timesin alife of exuberantly prolific loquacity, wordless. Hiseyes shone
with a child’ swonder asthey passed anew over the dull and shabby furniture of the room, the pandlled
walls, the threadbare carpets. His handswere trembling.

Richard frowned faintly to himself for amoment asif he wastrying to work out the square root of
something in his head, and then looked back directly at Reg.

“Who areyou?’ he asked.

“I have absolutely noidea,” said Reg brightly, “much of my memory’ s gone completely. | amvery old,
you see. Satlingly old. Yes, | think if | wereto tell you how old | wasit would befair to say that you
would be startled. Odds are that so would I, because | can’t remember. I ve seen an awful lot, you
know. Forgotten most of it, thank God. Troubleis, when you start getting to my age, which, as| think |
mentioned earlier, isasomewhat startling one—did | say that?”’

“Yes, you did mention it.”

“Good. I’ d forgotten whether | had or not. Thething isthat your memory doesn't actualy get any
bigger, and alot of Stuff just fallsout. So you see, the mgor difference between someone of my age and
someone of yoursis not how much | know, but how much I’ ve forgotten. And after awhile you even
forget what it isyou’ ve forgotten, and after that you even forget that there was something to remember.
Then you tend to forget, er, what it was you were talking about.”

He stared helplesdly at the tegpot.

“Thingsyou remember...” prompted Richard gently.

“Smdlsand earrings.”

“I beg your pardon?’



“Those arethingsthat linger for somereason,” said Reg, shaking his head in a puzzled way. He sat down
suddenly. “The earrings that Queen Victoriawore on her Silver Jubilee. Quite startling objects. Toned
down in the pictures of the period, of course. The smell of the streets before there were carsin them.
Hard to say which wasworse. That'swhy Cleopatraremains so vividly in the memory, of course. A
quite devastating combination of earringsand smell. | think that will probably bethe last thing that remains
when dl dsehasfindly fled. | shal sit donein adarkened room,sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans
everything but alittle grey old head, and in that little grey old head a peculiar vison of hideous blue and
gold dangling things flashing in the light, and the smell of sweat, catfood and degth. | wonder what | shall
make of it...”

Dirk was scarcdly bresthing as he began to move dowly round the room, gently brushing hisfingertips
over thewadls, the sofa, the table.

“How long,” he said, “ has this been—"

“Here?’ said Reg. “Just about two hundred years. Ever sincel retired.”

“Retired from what?”

“Search me. Must have been something pretty good, though, what do you think?’

“Y ou mean you' ve been in this same set of rooms here for... two hundred years?” murmured Richard.
“You' d think someone would notice, or think it was odd.”

“Oh, that' s one of the delights of the older Cambridge colleges,” said Reg, “everyoneis so discreet. If
we al went around mentioning what was odd about each other we' d be heretill Christmas. Svlad,
e—Dirk, my dear fellow, please don’t touch that just at the moment.”

Dirk’s hand was reaching out to touch the abacus standing on its own on the only clear spot on the big
table.

“What isit?’ said Dirk sharply.
“It'sjust what it looks like, an old wooden abacus,” said Reg.

“I'll show you inamoment, but first | must congratulate you on your powers of perception. May | ask
how you arrived a the solution?’

“I haveto admit,” said Dirk with rare humility, “that | did not. Intheend | asked achild. | told himthe
story of thetrick and asked him how he thought it had been done, and he said and | quote, “It’ s bleedin”
obvious, innit, hemust’ ve“ad ableedin” time machine.” | thanked the little fellow and gave him ashilling
for histrouble. He kicked me rather sharply on the shin and went about his business. But he was the one
who solved it. My only contribution to the matter was to see that hemust beright. He had even saved me
the bother of kicking mysdif.”

“But you had the perception to think of asking achild,” said Reg.
“Wadl then, | congratulate you on that instead.”

Dirk was gtill eyeing the abacus suspicioudly.



“How... doesit work?’ he said, trying to makeit sound like a casua enquiry.

“Wadll, it'sredly terribly smple,” said Reg, “it works any way you want it to. Y ou see, the computer that
runsit isarather advanced one. Infact it ismore powerful than the sum tota of all the computerson this
planet including -- and thisisthetricky part -- including itsalf. Never really understood that bit mysdif, to
be honest with you. But over ninety-five per cent of that power isused in smply understanding whet it is
you want it to do. | smply plonk my abacus down there and it understandsthe way | useit. | think | must
have been brought up to use an abacuswhen | wasa... well, achild, | suppose.

“Richard, for instance, would probably want to use his own personal computer. If you put it down there,
where the abacus is the machine' s computer would smple take charge of it and offer you lots of nice
user-friendly time-travel gpplications complete with pull-down menus and desk accessoriesif you like.
Except that you point to 1066 on the screen and you' ve got the Battle of Hastings going on outside your
door, er, if that’ sthe sort of thing you' reinterested in.”

Reg' stone of voice suggested that his own interests lay in other aress.

“It"s, er, redly quitefuninitsway,” he concluded. “ Certainly better than televison and agreat ded
eader to use than avideo recorder. If | missaprogrammel just pop back intime and watchiit. I'm
hopeessfiddling with al those buttons.”

Dirk reacted to this revelation with horror.
“Y ou have atime machine and you useit for... wetching televison?’

“Wadll, | wouldn't useit a al if | could get the hang of the video recorder. It' savery delicate business,
timetravel, you know. Full of appdling traps and dangers, if you should change thewrong thing in the
past, you could entirely disrupt the course of history.

“Plus, of course, it mucks up thetelephone. I'm sorry,” he said to Richard alittle sheepishly, “that you
were unable to phone your young lady last night. There seemsto be something fundamentaly inexplicable
about the British telephone system, and my time machine doesn't likeit. There' s never any problem with
the plumbing, the eectricity, or even the gas. The connection interfaces are taken care of at some
quantum level | don't entirely understand, and it’s never been aproblem.

“The phone on the other hand is definitely a problem. Every time | usethetime machine, whichis, of
course, hardly at al, partly because of this very problem with the phone, the phone goes haywire and |
have to get some lout from the phone company to come and fix it, and he starts asking stupid questions
the answers to which he has no hope of understanding.

“Anyway, the point isthat | have avery drict rule that | must not change anything in the past at dl --”
Reg sghed—"whatever the temptation.”

“What temptation?’ said Dirk, sharply.

“Oh, it'sjudt alittle, er, thing I'minterested in,” said Reg, vaguely, “it is perfectly harmless because |
dtick very drictly totherule. 1t makes me sad, though.”

“But you broke your own rule!” inssted Dirk. “Last night! Y ou changed something in the past—"



“Wadl, yes” said Reg, alittle uncomfortably, “but that was different. Very different. If you had seen the
look on the poor child' sface. So miserable. She thought the world should be amarvelous place, and dl
those appalling old dons were pouring their withering scorn on her just because it wasn't marvellous for
them anymore.

“I mean,” he added, appeding to Richard, “remember Cawley. What a bloodless old goat. Someone
should get some humanity into him even if they have to knock it in with abrick. No, that was perfectly
judifidble. Otherwise, | makeit avery drict rule—"

Richard looked at him with dawning recognition of something.

“Reg,” hesad palitdy, “may | giveyou alittle advice?’

“Of course you may, my dear fellow, | should adoreyou to,” said Reg.

“If our mutua friend here offersto take you for astroll dong the banks of the River Cam,don’t go .”
“What on earth do you mean?’

“Hemeans,” said Dirk earnestly, “that he thinks there may be something alittle disproportionate
between what you actudly did, and your stated reasonsfor doing it.”

“Oh. Well, odd way of saying it—"

“Wadll, he savery odd fellow. But you see, there sometimes may be other reasons for things you do
which you are not necessarily aware of. Asin the case of post-hypnotic suggestion—or possession.”

Reg turned very pae.

“Possesson—" hesaid.

“Professor -- Reg—I believe there was some reason you wanted to see me. What exactly wasit?’
“Cambridge! thisis... Cambridge!” camethe lilting squawk of the station public address system.
Crowds of noisy revellers spewed out on to the platform barking and honking at each other.

“Where' sRodney?” said one, who had clambered with difficulty from the carriage in which the bar was
Stuated. He and his companion looked up and down the platform, totteringly. Thelargefigure of Michad
Wenton-Weakes |oomed silently past them and out to the exit.

They jostled their way down the Sde of the train, looking in through the dirty carriage windows. They
suddenly saw their missing companion sl Stting, trance-like, in his seat in the now almost empty
compartment. They banged on the window and hooted a him. For amoment or two he didn’t react, and
when he did he woke suddenly in a puzzled way asif seeming not to know where hewas.

“He spie-eyed!” his companions bawled happily, bundling themselves on to the train again and bundling
Rodney back off.

He stood woozily on the platform and shook his head. Then glancing up he saw through therailingsthe
large bulk of Michad Wenton-Weakes heaving himself and alarge heavy bag into ataxi- cab, and he



stood for amoment transfixed.

““ Straordinary thing,” he said, “that man. Telling me along story about some kind of shipwreck.”

“Har har,” gurgled one of histwo companions, “get any money off you?’

“What?’ said Rodney, puzzled. “No. No, | don’t think so. Except it wasn't a shipwreck, more an
accident, an exploson -- ? He seemsto think he caused it in someway. Or rather there was an accident,
and he caused an explosion trying to put it right and killed everybody. Then he said there was an awful lot
of rotting mud for years and years, and then dimy thingswith legs. It wasdl abit peculiar.”

“Trust Rodney! Trust Rodney to pick a madman!”

“I think he must have been mad. He suddenly went off on atangent about some bird. He said the bit
about the bird was adl nonsense. He wished he could get rid of the bit about the bird. But then hesaid it
would be put right. 1t would al be put right. For somereason | didn't like it when he said that.”

“Should have come dong to the bar with us. Terribly funny, we—"
“| dsodidn’t likethe way he said goodbye. | didn’t likethat at all.”
[ CHAPTER 28]

“Y ou remember,” said Reg, “when you arrived this afternoon | said that times recently had been dull, but
for... interesting reasons?’

“I remember it vividly,” said Dirk, “it happened amere ten minutes ago. Y ou were standing exactly there
as| recall. Indeed you were wearing the very clotheswith which you are currently apparelled, and --”

“Shut up, Dirk,” said Richard, “let the poor man talk, will you?”
Dirk made adight, gpologetic bow.

“Quites0,” said Reg. “Wéll, thetruth isthat for many weeks, months even, | have not used thetime
machine at al, because | had the oddest fedling that someone or something wastrying to make medo it.

It started asthe very faintest urge, and then it seemed to come at me in stronger and stronger waves. It
was extremdy disturbing. | had to fight it very hard indeed because it was trying to make me do
something | actualy wanted to do. | don’t think | would have redlised that it was something outside of me
creating this pressure and not just my own wishes assarting themsalvesif it wasn't for thefact that | was
sowary of dlowing mysdlf to do any such thing. Assoon as| began to redise that it was something else
trying to invade me things got redlly bad and the furniture began to fly about. Quite damaged my little
Georgian writing desk. Look at the marks on the—"

“Isthat what you were afraid of last night, upstairs?” asked Richard.

“Ohyes,” said Reg in ahushed voice, “mogt terribly afraid. But it was only that rather nice horse, so that
wasdl right. | expect it just wandered in when | was out getting some powder to cover up my suntan.”

“Oh?’ said Dirk, “And where did you go for that?’ he asked. “I can't think of many chemigtsthat a
horsewould belikdly to vist.”



“Oh, there saplanet off in what’ s known here asthe Pleiades where the dust is exactly the right—"

“Youwent,” said Dirk in awhisper, “to another planet? To get face powder?’

“Oh, it'sno distance,” said Reg cheerfully. “Y ou see, the actud distance between two pointsin the
whole of the space\time continuum isamogt infinitely smaller than the gpparent distance between
adjacent orbits of an electron. Redlly, it'salot lessfar than the chemist, and there’ s no waiting about at
thetill. I never have the right change, do you? Go for the quantum jump isaways my preference. Except
of coursethat you then get al the trouble with the telephone. Nothing' s ever that easy, isit?’

He looked bothered for a moment.

“I think you may beright in what | think you' re thinking, though,” he added quietly.

“Whichis?’

“That | went through arather elaborate bit of businessto achieve avery small result. Cheering up alittle
girl, charming, delightful and sad though she was, doesn’t seem to be enough explanation for -- well, it
was afairly mgor operation in time-engineering, now that | cometo face up to it. There' sno doubt that it
would have been smpler to compliment her on her dress. Maybethe... ghost -- we are talking of aghost
here, aren’t we?’

“I think we are, yes,” said Dirk dowly.

“A ghost?’ sad Richard, “Now come on—"

“Wait!” said Dirk, abruptly. “Please continue,” he said to Reg.

“It'spossible that the... ghost caught me off my guard. | wasfighting so strenuoudy againgt doing one
thing that it easily tripped meinto another—"

“And now?’
“Oh, it' sgone completely. Theghost left melast night.”
“And where, wewonder,” said Dirk, turning his gaze on Richard, “did it go?’

“No, please,” said Richard, “not this. I'm not even sure |’ ve agreed we re talking about time machines
yet, and now suddenly it’ sghosts?’

“So what wasit,” hissed Dirk, “that got into you to make you climb thewall?’
“Wal, you suggested that | was under post-hypnotic suggestion from someone—"

“I did not! | demonstrated the power of post-hypnotic suggestion to you. But | believe that hypnosisand
possession work in very, very smilar ways. Y ou can be made to do al kinds of absurd things, and will
then cheerfully invent the most transparent rationdisations to explain them to yourself. But -- you cannot
be made to do something that runs against the fundamenta grain of your character. Youwill fight. You
will ress!”



Richard remembered then the sense of relief with which he had impulsively replaced the tapein Susan’s
machinelagt night. It had been the end of astruggle which he had suddenly won. With the sense of
another struggle that he was now losing he sighed and related thisto the others.

“Exactly!” exclamed Dirk. “Y ouwouldn’'t do it! Now we' re getting somewhere! Y ou see, hypnosis
works best when the subject has some fundamenta sympathy with what he or sheisbeing asked to do.
Find the right subject for your task and the hypnosis can teke avery, very deep hold indeed. And |
believe the same to be true of possession. So. What do we have?

“We have aghost that wants something done and islooking for the right person to take possession of to
do that for him. Professor—"

“Reg—" sid Reg.

“Reg -- may | ask you something that may beterribly persond? | will understand perfectly if you don’t
want to answer, but | will just keep pestering you until you do. Just my methods, you see. Y ou said there
was something that you found to be aterrible temptation to you. That you wanted to do but would not
alow yoursdlf, and that the ghost was trying to make you do? Please. Thismay be difficult for you, but |
think it would be very helpful if you would tell uswhat itis”

“I will not tell you.”
“Y ou must understand how important—"
“I'll show you ingtead,” said Reg.

Silhouetted in the gates of St Cedd' s stood alarge figure carrying alarge heavy black nylon bag. The
figure was that of Michael Wenton-Wesakes, the voice that asked the porter if Professor Chronotis was
currently in hisroom wasthat of Michagl Wenton-Weakes, the earsthat heard the porter say he was
buggered if he knew because the phone seemed to be on the blink again wasthat of Michael
Wenton-Weakes, but the spirit that gazed out of his eyeswas hisno longer.

He had surrendered himsalf completely. All doubt, disparity and confusion had ceased.
A new mind had himin full possesson.

The spirit that was not Michael Wenton-Weakes surveyed the college which lay beforeit, to which it
had grown accustomed in the last few frudtrating, infuriating weeks.

Weeks! Mere microsecond blinks.

Although the spirit -- the ghost -- that now inhabited Michael Wenton-Weskes’ body had known long
periods of near oblivion, sometimes even for centuries at a stretch, the time for which it had wandered the
earth was such that it seemed only minutes ago that the creatures which had erected these walls had
arived. Mogt of hispersond eternity—not redly eternity, but afew billion years could easily seem like
it-- had been spent wandering across interminable mud, wading through ceasel ess seas, watching with
stunned horror when the dimy things with legs suddenly had begun to crawl from those rotting sees—and
here they were, suddenly walking around as if they owned the place and complaining about the phones.

Deepinadark and slent part of himself he knew that he was now mad, had been driven mad dmost
immediately after the accident by the knowledge of what he had done and of the existence he faced, by



the memoaries of hisfdlowswho had died and who for awhile had haunted him even as he had haunted
the Earth.

He knew that what he now had been driven to would have revolted the saf he only infinitesmally
remembered, but that it was the only way for him to end the ceasel ess nightmare in which each second of
billions of years had been worse than the previous one.

He hefted the bag and started to walk.
[ CHAPTER 20 ]

Degpintherain forest it was doing what it usualy doesin rain forests, which wasraining: hencethe
name,

It was agentle, persstent rain, not the heavy dashing which would come later in the year, in the hot
season. It formed afine dripping mist through which the occasiona shaft of sunlight would bresk, be
softened and pass through on itsway towards the wet bark of a calvariatree on which it would settle and
gligen. Sometimesit would do this next to a butterfly or atiny motionless sparkling lizard, and then the
effect would be dmost unbearable.

Away up in the high canopy of the trees an utterly extraordinary thought would suddenly strike abird,
and it would go flapping wildly through the branches and settle at last in adifferent and atogether better
tree whereit would St and consider things again more camly until the same thought came aong and
struck it again, or it wastime to est.

Thear wasfull of scents—the light fragrance of flowers, and the heavy odour of the sodden mulch with
which the floor of the forest was carpeted.

Confusions of roots tangled through the mulch, moss grew on them, insects crawled.

In aspace in the forest, on an empty patch of wet ground between acircle of craning trees, appeared
quietly and without fussaplain white door. After afew secondsit opened alittle way with adight
sgueak. A tal thin man looked out, looked around, blinked in surprise, and quietly pulled the door closed

agan.
A few seconds later the door opened again and Reg looked out.

“It'sred,” hesaid, “1 promise you. Come out and seefor yourself.” Walking out into the forest, he
turned and beckoned the other two to follow him.

Dirk stepped boldly through, seemed disconcerted for about the length of time it takesto blink twice,
and then announced that he saw exactly how it worked, that it was obvioudy to do with the unred
numbersthat lay between minimum quantum distances and defined the fractal contours of the enfolded
Universe and hewas only astonished at himsdlf for not having thought of it himself.

“Likethe catflap,” said Richard from the doorway behind him.

“Er, yes, quite 0,” said Dirk, taking off his spectacles and leaning against atree wiping them, “you
spotted of coursethat | waslying. A perfectly naturd reflex in the circumstances as| think you'll agree.
Perfectly naturd.” He squinted dightly and put his spectacles back on. They began to mist up again
amog immediatdy.



“Agounding,” he admitted.

Richard stepped through more hesitantly and stood rocking for amoment with one foot till on the floor
in Reg’ sroom and the other on the wet earth of the forest. Then he stepped forward and committed
himsdf fully.

Hislungsingantly filled with the heady vapours and his mind with the wonder of the place. Heturned
and looked at the doorway through which he had walked. It was till a perfectly ordinary door frame
with a perfectly ordinary little white door swinging openinit, but it was standing free in the open forest,
and through it could clearly he seen the room he had just stepped ouit of .

He walked wonderingly round the back of the door, testing each foot on the muddy ground, not so
much for fear of dipping asfor fear that it might Ssmply not bethere. From behind it was just a perfectly
ordinary open door frame, such asyou might fail to find in any perfectly ordinary rain forest. He walked
through the door from behind, and looking back again could once more see, asif he had just stepped out
of them again, the college rooms of Professor Urban Chronotis of St Cedd’ s College, Cambridge, which
must be thousands of milesaway. Thousands? Where were they?

He peered off through the trees and thought he caught adight shimmer in the distance, between the
trees.

“|sthat the sea?’ he asked.

“You can seeit alittle more clearly from up here,” called Reg, who had walked on alittleway up a
dippery incline and was now leaning, puffing, againg atree. He pointed.

The other two followed him up, pulling themsalves noisily through the branches and causing alot of
cawing and complaining from unseen birds high above.

“The Pecific?’ asked Dirk.

“The Indian Ocean,” said Reg.

Dirk wiped his glasses again and had another 1ook.
“Ah, yes, of course,” hesad.

“Not Madagascar?’ said Richard. “I’ ve been there—"

“Haveyou?’ said Reg. “One of the most beautiful and astonishing places on Earth, and onethat isaso
full of the most gppdling... temptationsfor me. No.”

Hisvoicetrembled dightly, and he cleared histhroat.

“No,” he continued, “Madagascar is-- et me see, which direction are we—where' sthe sun? Yes. That
way. Westish. Madagascar is about five hundred milesroughly west of here. Theidand of Réunionlies
roughly in-between.”

“Er, what' sthe place called?’ said Dirk suddenly, rapping his knuckles on the tree and frightening a
lizard. “Place where that slamp comes from, ee—Mauritius.”



“Stamp?’ said Reg.

“Yes, you must know,” said Dirk, “very famous stamp. Can't remember anything about it, but it comes
from here. Mauritius. Famousfor its very remarkable stamp, al brown and smudged and you could buy
Blenheim Pdacewithit. Or am | thinking of British Guiana?’

“Only you,” said Richard, “know what you are thinking of.”

“Isit Mauritius?’

“Itis” said Reg, “itisMauritius.”

“But you don’t collect samps?’

“ NO_"

“What onearth 'sthat?’ said Richard suddenly, but Dirk carried on with histhought to Reg, “Fity, you
could get some nicefirst-day covers, couldn’t you?’

Reg shrugged. “Not redly interested,” he said.
Richard dithered back down the dope behind them.

“So what' sthe grest attraction here?’ said Dirk. “It’snot, | have to confess, what | was expecting. Very
niceinitsway, of course, dl this nature, but I'm acity boy mysdlf, I'm afraid.” He cleaned his glasses
once again and pushed them back up hisnose.

He started backwards at what he saw, and heard a strange little chuckle from Reg. Just in front of the
door back into Reg’' s room, the most extraordinary confrontation was taking place.

A large cross bird was looking at Richard and Richard waslooking at alarge crossbird. Richard was
looking at the bird asif it was the most extraordinary thing he had ever seen in hislife, and the bird was
looking a Richard asif defying him to find its beak even remotdy funny.

Onceit had satisfied itsdlf that Richard did not intend to laugh, the bird regarded him instead with a sort
of grimirritable tolerance and wondered if hewas just going to stand there or actualy do something
useful and feed it. It padded a couple of steps back and a couple of stepsto the side and then just a
single step forward again, on great waddling yellow feet. It then looked a him again, impatiently, and
squarked an impatient squark.

The bird then bent forward and scraped its great absurd red beak across the ground asif to give
Richard theideathat this might be agood areato look for thingsto giveit to edt.

“It eatsthe nuts of the calvariatree,” caled out Reg to Richard.

The big bird looked sharply up a Reg in annoyance, asif to say that it was perfectly clear to any idiot
what it ate. It then looked back at Richard once more and stuck its head on one sde asif it had suddenly
been struck by the thought that perhapsit wasanidiot it had to ded with, and that it might need to
reconsder its strategy accordingly.



“There are one or two on the ground behind you,” called Reg softly.

In atrance of astonishment Richard turned awkwardly and saw one or two large nutslying on the
ground. He bent and picked one up, glancing up at Reg, who gave him areassuring nod.

Tentatively Richard held the thing out to the bird, which leant forward and pecked it sharply from
between hisfingers. Then, because Richard’ s hand was gill stretched out, the bird knocked it irritably
asde with its besk.

Once Richard had withdrawn to arespectful distance, it stretched its neck up, closed itslarge yellow
eyes and seemed to gargle gracelesdy asit shook the nut down its neck into its maw.

It appeared then to be at least partialy satisfied. Whereas before it had been a cross dodo, it was at
least now a cross, fed dodo, which was probably about as much asit could hopefor in thislife.

It made a s ow, waddling, on-the-spot turn and padded back into the forest whence it had come, asif
defying Richard to find the little tuft of curly feaethers stuck up on top of its backside even remotely funny.

“I only cometo look,” said Regin asmall voice, and glancing a him Dirk was discomfited to see that the
old man’ s eyes were brimming with tearswhich he quickly brushed away. “Redly, itisnot for meto
interfere—"

Richard came scurrying breathlesdy up to them.
“Wasthat adodo 7’ he exclaimed.

“Yes” sad Reg, “oneof only threeleft at thistime. The year is 1676. They will dl be dead within four
years, and after that no onewill ever seethem again. Come,” hesaid, “let usgo.”

Behind the stoutly locked outer door in the corner staircase in the Second Court of St Cedd's College,
where only amillisecond earlier there had been adight flicker asthe inner door departed, there was
another dight flicker asthe inner door now returned.

Walking through the dark evening towardsit the large figure of Michael Wenton-Weskes |ooked up at
the corner windows. If any dight flicker had been visible, it would have gone unnoticed in the dim dancing
firdight that spilled from the window.

The figure then looked up into the darkness of the sky, looking for what it knew to be there though there
was not the dightest chance of seeing it, even on aclear night which thiswas not. The orbits of Earth
were now so cluttered with pieces of junk and debris that one more item among them—even such alarge
one asthiswas—would pass perpetua ly unnoticed. Indeed, it had done so, though its influence had from
timeto time exerted itsdf. From timeto time. When the waves had been strong. Not for nearly two
hundred years had they been so strong as now they were again.

And dl at last was now in place. The perfect carrier had been found.
The perfect carrier moved his footsteps onwards through the court.
The Professor himself had seemed the perfect choice at firgt, but that attempt had ended in frustration,

fury, and then—inspiration! Bring aMonk to Earth! They were designed to believe anything, to be
completdly malesble. 1t could be suborned to undertake the task with the greatest of ease.



Unfortunately, however, this one had proved to be completely hopeless. Getting it to believe something
was very easy. Getting it to continue to believe the same thing for more than five minutes a atime had
proved to be an even more impossible task than that of getting the Professor to do what he fundamentaly
wanted to do but wouldn't allow himsdlf.

Then another failure and then, miraculoudly, the perfect carrier had come et last.

The perfect carrier had dready proved that it would have no compunction in doing what would have to
be done.

Damply, clogged in migt, the moon struggled in acorner of the sky to rise. At the window, a shadow
moved.

[ CHAPTER 0 o]

From the window overlooking Second Court Dirk watched the moon. “We shal not,” he said, “have
long towait.”

“Towait for what?’ said Richard.
Dirk turned.

“For theghost,” he said, “to return to us. Professor --" he added to Reg, who was Sitting anxiously by
thefire, “do you have any brandy, French cigarettes or worry beadsin your rooms?’

“No,” said Reg.
“Then| shall haveto fret unaided,” said Dirk and returned to staring out of the window.

“I have yet to be convinced,” said Richard, “that there is not some other explanation than that of ...
ghoststo—"

“Just asyou required actudly to see atime machine in operation before you could accept it,” returned
Dirk. “Richard, | commend you on your scepticism, but even the sceptical mind must be prepared to
accept the unacceptable when thereis no dternative. If it lookslike aduck, and quacks like aduck, we
have a |least to consder the possihility that we have asmal aquatic bird of the family Anatidae on our
hands.”

“Then what isaghost?”’

“I think that aghogt...” said Dirk, “is someone who died either violently or unexpectedly with unfinished
business on his, her -- or its-- hands. Who cannot rest until it has been finished, or put right.”

He turned to face them again.
“Whichiswhy,” he said, “atime machine would have such afascination for aghost onceit knew of its
exigence. A time machine providesthe meansto put right what, in the ghost’ s opinion, went wrong in the

past. Tofreeit.

“Whichiswhy it will be back. It tried first to take possession of Reg himsdlf, but heressted. Then came



the incident with the conjuring trick, the face powder and the horse in the bathroom which I—" he
paused—"which even | do not understand, though | intend to if it killsme. And then you, Richard,
appear on the scene. The ghost deserts Reg and concentrates instead on you. Almost immediately there
occurs an odd but sgnificant incident. Y ou do something that you then wish you hadn’t done.

“I refer, of course, to the phone call you made to Susan and left on her answering machine.

“The ghost saizesits chance and triesto induce you to undo it. To, asit were, go back into the past and

erase that message—to change the mistake you had made. Just to seeif youwould do it. Just to seeif it
wasin your character.

“If it had been, you would now betotally under its control. But at the very last second your nature
rebelled and you would not do it. And so the ghost gives you up as abad job and desertsyou in turn. It
must find someone else.

“How long hasit been doing this? | do not know. Does this now make sense to you? Do you recognise
the truth of what | am saying?’

Richard turned cold.

“Yes” hesad, “I think you must be absolutely right.”

“And at what moment, then,” said Dirk, “did the ghost leave you?’
Richard swallowed.

“When Michadl Wenton-Weskes walked out of the room,” he said.

“So | wonder,” said Dirk quietly, “what possibilitiesthe ghost saw in him. | wonder whether thistime it
found what it wanted. | believe we shdl not have long to wait.”

There was aknock on the door.

When it opened, there stood Michael Wenton-Weakes.
Hesaid smply, “Please, | need your help.”

Reg and Richard stared at Dirk, and then at Michadl.

“Doyoumindif | put thisdown somewhere?’ said Michad. “It”srather heavy. Full of scuba-diving
equipment.”

“Oh, | see” said Susan, “oh well, thanks, Nicola, I'll try that fingering. I'm sure heonly put the Eflat in
there just to annoy people. Yes, I've been a it solidly al afternoon. Some of those semiquaver runsin the
second movement are absolute bastards. Well, yes, it helped take my mind off it al. No, no news. 1t'sdll
just mystifying and absolutely horrible. 1 don’t want even to—look, maybe I’ ll give you acdl again later
and see how you'refeding. | know, yes, you never know which isworse, do you, theillness, the
antibiotics, or the doctor’ s bedside manner. Look after yoursdlf, or at least, make sure SSmon does. Tdl
him to bring you gdlons of hot lemon. OK. Wdll, I'll talk to you later. Keep warm. Bye now.”

She put the phone down and returned to her cello. She had hardly started to reconsider the problem of



theirritating E flat when the phone went again. She had smply left it off the hook for the afternoon, but
had forgotten to do so again after making her own call.

With asigh she propped up the cdllo, put down the bow, and went to the phone again.
“Hello?’ she demanded.

Again, there was nothing, just adistant cry of wind. Irritably, she dammed the receiver back down once
more.

She waited afew seconds for the line to clear, and then was about to take the phone off the hook once
more when she redised that perhaps Richard might need her.

She hesitated.

She admitted to hersdlf that she hadn’t been using the answering machine, because she usudly just put it
on for Gordon’ s convenience, and that was something of which she did not currently wish to be
reminded.

Stll, she put the answering machine on, turned the volume right down, and returned again to the E flat
that Mozart had put in only to annoy cdligs.

In the darkness of the offices of Dirk Gently’ sHoligtic Detective Agency, Gordon Way clumsly fumbled
the telephone receiver back on to itsrest and sat dumped in the degpest dgjection. Hedidn’t even stop
himsdf dumping dl the way through the seat until he rested lightly on thefloor.

Miss Pearce had fled the office the first time the telephone had started actudly using itself, her patience
with dl thissort of thing findly exhausted again, since which time Gordon had had the office to himsdlf.
However, his attemptsto contact anybody had failed completely.

Or rather, his attempts to contact Susan, which was all he cared about. It was Susan he had been
gpeaking to when he died and he knew he had somehow to speak to her again. But she had left her
phone off the hook most of the afternoon and even when she had answered she could not hear him.

He gave up. Heroused himself from the floor, stood up, and dipped out and down into the darkening
sreets. He drifted aimlesdy for awhile, went for awak on the canal, which was atrick that paled very
quickly, and then wandered back up to the Street again.

The houses with light and life streaming from them upsat him most particularly since the welcome they
seemed to extend would not be extended to him. He wondered if anyone would mind if he smply dipped
into their house and watched television for the evening. He wouldn’t be any trouble.

Or acinema.

That would be better, he could go to the cinema.

He turned with more positive, if ill insubstantia, footsteps into Noel Road and started to walk up it.

Noed Road, he thought. It rang avague bell. He had afeding that he had recently had some dedlings
with someonein Noel Road. Who wasit?



Histhoughts were interrupted by aterrible scream of horror that rang through the street. He stood stock
dill. A few secondslater adoor flew open afew yards from him and awoman ran out of it, wild-eyed
and howling.

[ CHAPTER 3L ]

Richard had never liked Michad Wenton-Weakes and he liked him even lesswith aghost in him. He
couldn’t say why, he had nothing against ghosts persondly, didn’t think a person should be judged
adversdy smply for being dead, but—he didn't likeit.

Nevertheless, it was hard not to fed alittle sorry for him.

Michael sat forlornly on astool with his elbow resting on the large table and his head resting on his
fingers. He looked ill and haggard. He looked deeply tired. He looked pathetic. His story had been a
harrowing one, and concluded with his attempts to possessfirst Reg and then Richard.

“Youwere,” he concluded, “right. Entirdy.”

He sad thislast to Dirk, and Dirk grimaced asif trying not to beam with triumph too many timesina
day.

The voicewas Michag’sand yet it was not Michadl”s. Whatever timbre avoice acquiresthrough a
billion or so0 years of dread and isolation, this voice had acquired it, and it filled those who heard it with a
dizzying chill akin to that which clutchesthe mind and scomach when standing on adliff at night.

Heturned his eyes on Reg and on Richard, and the effect of the eyes, too, was one that provoked pity
and terror. Richard had to look away.

“I owe you both an gpology,” said the ghost within Michael “which | offer you from the depths of my
heart, and only hope that as you come to understand the desperation of my predicament, and the hope
which thismachine offers me, you will understand why | have acted as| have, and that you will find it
within yoursalvesto forgiveme. And to help me. | beg you.”

“Givethe man awhisky,” said Dirk gruffly.

“Haven't got any whisky,” said Reg. “Er, port? There’ sabottle or so of Margaux | could open. Very
fine one. Should be chambréd for an hour, but | can do that of course, it’svery easy, |—"

“Will you hdp me?” interrupted the ghost.
Reg bustled to fetch some port and some glasses.
“Why have you taken over the body of thisman?’ said Dirk.

“I need to have a voice with which to speak and abody with which to act. No harm will cometo him,
no harm—"

“Let me ask the question again. Why have you taken over the body of thisman?’ insisted Dirk.

The ghost made Michadl’ sbody shrug.



“Hewaswilling. Both of these two gentlemen quite understandably resisted being... well,
hypnotised—your analogy isfar. Thisone? Well, | think his sense of sdf isat alow ebb, and he has
acquiesced. | am very grateful to him and will not do him any harm.”

“Hissense of Sf,” repeated Dirk thoughtfully, “isat alow ebb.”

“| suppose that is probably true,” said Richard quietly to Dirk. “He seemed very depressed last night.
The one thing that was important to him had been taken away because he, well, he wasn't redly very
good at it. Although he' s proud | expect he was probably quite receptive to the idea of actualy being
wanted for something.”

“Hmmm,” said Dirk, and said it again. He said it athird time with feding. Then hewhirled round and
barked at the figure on the stoal.

“Michadl Wenton-Weakes”

Michael’ s head jolted back and he blinked.

“Yes?' hesad, in hisnorma lugubriousvoice. Hiseyesfollowed Dirk as he moved.
“You can hear me,” said Dirk, “and you can answer for yoursdf?’

“Oh, yes” said Michad, “mogt certainly | can.”

“This... being, thisspirit. Y ou know heisinyou? Y ou accept his presence? Y ou are awilling party to
what he wishesto do?’

“That is correct. | was much moved by hisaccount of himsdlf, and am very willing to help him. Infact |
think it isright for meto do s0.”

“All right,” said Dirk with asnap of hisfingers, “you can go.”

Michadl’ s head dumped forward suddenly, and then after asecond or so it dowly rose again, asif being
pumped up frominsdelikeatyre.

The ghost was back in possession.

Dirk took hold of achair, sounit round and sat adtride it facing the ghost in Michadl, peering intently into
itseyes.

“Agan,” hesad, “tel meagain. A quick snap account.”

Michad’ s body tensed dightly. It reached out to Dirk’sarm.

“Don't -- touch me!l” snapped Dirk. “Just tdl methefacts. Thefirst time you try and make mefed sorry
for you I'll pokeyou intheeye. Or at least, the one you' ve borrowed. So leave out dl the stuff that

sounded like... e—"

“Coleridge,” said Richard suddenly, “it sounded exactly like Coleridge. It waslike“ The Rime of the
Ancient Mariner”. Well bitsof it were”



Dirk frowned. “Coleridge?’ he said.

“I tried to tell him my story,” admitted the ghost, “1—"

“Sorry,” said Dirk, “you’ll have to excuse me—I’ ve never cross-examined afour-billion-year-old ghost
before. Arewetaking Samuel Taylor here? Are you saying you told your story to Samuel Taylor
Coleridge?’

“I was ableto enter hismind at... certain times. When he wasin an impressionable sate.”

“Y ou mean when he was on laudanum?’ said Richard.

“That is correct. He was more relaxed then.”

“I'll say,” snorted Reg, “1 sometimes encountered him when he was quite astoundingly relaxed. Look,
I”[l make some coffee.”

He disappeared into the kitchen, where he could be heard laughing to himself.
“It' sanother world,” muttered Richard to himsdlf, Stting down and shaking his head.

“But unfortunately when hewas fully in possession of himself 1, so to spesk, wasnot,” said the ghog,
“and so that failed. And what he wrote was very garbled.”

“Discuss,” said Richard, to himsdlf, raising his eyebrows.

“Professor,” called out Dirk, “this may sound absurd. Did -- Coleridge ever try to... er... useyour time
machine? Fed free to discuss the question in any way which agppealsto you.”

“Wall, do you know,” said Reg, looking round the door, “he did comein prying around on one
occasion, but | think hewasin agreat deal too relaxed a state to do anything.”

“I see” said Dirk. “But why,” he added turning back to the strange figure of Michad dumped oniits
stoal, “why hasit taken you so long to find someone?’

“For long, long periods | am very weak, amogt totally non-existent, and unable to influence anything at
dl. And then, of course, before that time there was no time machine here, and... no hopefor meat dl--"

“Perhaps ghosts exi<t like wave patterns,” suggested Richard, “ like interference patterns between the
actud with the possible. Therewould beirregular peaks and troughs, likein amusica waveform.”

The ghost snapped Michad’ s eyes around to Richard.
“You...” hesad, “you wrote that article...”
“Er, yes—"

“It moved me very gregtly,” said the ghogt, with asudden remorseful longing in his voice which seemed
to catch itsdf dmost as much by surprise asit did itslisteners.

“Oh. | see” said Richard, “Wadll, thank you. You didn't likeit so much last time you mentioned it. Well,



| know that wasn't you as such --”

Richard sat back frowning to himsaif.

“S0,” said Dirk, “to return to the beginning—"

The ghogt gathered Michadl’ s bresth for him and started again. “Wewereon aship—" it said.
“A spaceship.”

“Yes. Out from Salaxda, aworldin... well, very far from here. A violent and troubled place. We—a
party of some nine dozen of us— set out, as people frequently did, to find anew world for ourselves. All
the planetsin this system were completely unsuitable for our purpose, but we stopped on thisworld to
replenish some necessary minerd supplies.

“Unfortunately our landing ship was damaged on its way into the atmosphere. Damaged quite badly, but
dill quite reparadle.

“I wasthe engineer on board and it fell to me to supervisethe task of repairing the ship and preparing it
to return to our main ship. Now, in order to understand what happened next you must know something
of the nature of ahighly-automated society. Thereis no task that cannot be done more easily with theaid

of advanced computerisation. And there were some very specific problems associated with atrip with an
am such asours—"

“Whichwas?" said Dirk sharply.
Theghost in Michael blinked asif the answer was obvious.

“Well, to find anew and better world on which we could dl live in freedom, peace and harmony forever,
of course,” hesad.

Dirk raised his eyebrows.

“Oh, that,” he said. “Y ou'd thought thisall out carefully, | assume.”

“We d had it thought out for us. We had with us some very specialised devices for helping usto continue
to believein the purpose of thetrip even when things got difficult. They generally worked very wdll, but |
think we probably cameto rely on them too much.”

“What on earth were they?’ said Dirk.

“It’ s probably hard for you to understand how reassuring they were. And that waswhy | made my fatal
mistake. When | wanted to know whether or not it was safe to take off, | didn’t want to know that it
mightnot be safe. | just wanted to be reassured that itwas . So instead of checking it mysdlf, you see, |
sent out one of the Electric Monks.”

[ CHAPTER R o]

The brass plague on the red door in Peckender Street glittered asit reflected the yellow light of a street
lamp. It glared for amoment asit reflected the violent flashing light of apassing police car sweeping by.



It dimmed dightly asapae, pdewraith dipped slently throughiit. It glimmered asit dimmed, because
the wraith was trembling with such terrible agitation.

In the dark halway the ghost of Gordon Way paused. He needed something to lean on for support, and
of course there was nothing. Hetried to get agrip on himself, but there was nothing to get agrip on. He
retched at the horror of what he had seen, but there was, of course, nothing in his ssomach. Hehdlf
sumbled, haf swam up the gairs, like adrowning man trying to grapple for agrip on the water.

He staggered through the wall, through the desk, through the door, and tried to compose and settle
himsdlf in front of the desk in Dirk’ s office.

If anyone had happened into the office afew minuteslater -- anight cleaner perhaps, if Dirk Gently had
ever employed one, which he didn’t on the grounds that they wished to be paid and he did not wish to
pay them, or aburglar, perhaps, if there had been anything in the office worth burgling, which there
was' t—they would have seen the following sight and been amazed by it.

The receiver of the large red telephone on the desk suddenly rocked and tumbled off itsrest on to the
desk top.

A didling tone arted to burr. Then, one by one, seven of the large, easily pushed buttons depressed
themsdlves, and after the very long pause which the British telephone system alows you within which to
gather your thoughts and forget who it is you’ re phoning, the sound of aphoneringing at the other end of
the line could be heard.

After acouple of ringsthere wasaclick, awhirr, and asound as of a machine drawing breath. Thena
voice darted to say, “Hdllo, thisis Susan. | can’'t cometo the phone right a the moment becauseI’'m
trying to get an E flat right, but if you'd like to leave your name...”

“So then, on the say so of an—I can hardly bring mysdlf to utter the words -- Electric Monk,” said Dirk
inavoice ringing with derison, “you attempt to launch the ship and to your utter astonishment it explodes.
Sincewhen -- 7’

“Sincewhen,” said the ghogt, abjectly, “1 have been done on this planet. Alone with the knowledge of
what | had doneto my fdlowson the ship. All, dl done..”

“Yes, skip that, | said,” snapped Dirk angrily. “What about the main ship? That presumably went on and
continued its search for—"

“No.”

“Then what happened to it?’

“Nothing. It still there”

“Sillthere ?’

Dirk legpt to hisfeet and whirled off to pace the room, his brow furioudy furrowed.

“Yes.” Michael’ s head drooped alittle, but he looked up pitieoudy at Reg and a Richard. “All of us

were aboard the landing craft. At first | felt mysdlf to be haunted by the ghosts of the ret, but it was only
inmy imagination. For millions of years, and then billions, | stalked the mud utterly alone. Itisimpossble



for you to conceive of even thetiniest part of the torment of such eternity. Then,” he added, “just recently
lifearose on the planet. Life Vegetation, thingsin the sea, then, a lagt, you. Intdligent life. | turn to you to
release me from the torment | have endured.”

Michadl’ s head sank abjectly on to his chest for some few seconds. Then dowly, wobblingly, it roseand
dtared at them again, with yet darker firesin hiseyes.

“Takemeback,” hesaid, “1 beg you, take me back to the landing craft. Let me undo what was done. A
word from me, and it can be undone, the repairs properly made, the landing craft can then return to the
main ship, we can be on our way, my torment will be extinguished, and | will ceaseto be aburdento

you. | beg you.”

Therewasashort dlencewhile hispleahung intheair.

“But that can’'t work, can it?’ said Richard. “If we do that, then thiswon't have happened. Don’'t we
generate al sorts of paradoxes?’

Reg gtirred himsdlf from thought. “No worse than many that exist dlready,” he said. “If the Universe
cameto an end every time there was some uncertainty about what had happened init, it would never
have got beyond the first picosecond. And many of course don't. It’s like ahuman body, you see. A few
cuts and bruises here and there don’t hurt it. Not even mgjor surgery if it’sdone properly. Paradoxes are
just the scar tissue. Time and space hed themselves up around them and people Smply remember a
version of events which makes as much sense asthey require it to make.

“That isn't to say that if you get involved in a paradox afew thingswon't strike you as being very odd,
but if you' ve got through life without that aready happening to you, then | don’t know which Universe
you'vebeenliving in, butitisv't thisone”

“Wel, if that’ sthe case,” said Richard, “why were you so fierce about not doing anything to save the
dodo?

Reg sghed. “You don't understand at al. The dodo wouldn't have died if | hadn’t worked so hard to
save the codlacanth.”

“The codlacanth? The prehigtoric fish? But how could one possibly affect the other?’

“Ah. Now there you're asking. The complexities of cause and effect defy analysis. Not only isthe
continuum like ahuman bodly, it isalso very like apiece of badly put up wallpaper. Push down abubble
somewhere, another one pops up somewhere else. There are no more dodos because of my

interference. Intheend | imposed the rule on mysdalf because | smply couldn’t bear it any more. Theonly
thing that redlly gets hurt when you try and changetimeisyourself.” He smiled bleakly, and looked away.

Then he added, after along moment’ sreflection, “No, it can be done. I'm just cynica becauseit’sgone
wrong SO many times. This poor fellow’ s story isavery pathetic one, and it can do no harm to put an end
to hismisery. It happened so very, very long ago on adead planet. If we do thiswe will each remember
whatever it isthat has happened to usindividualy. Too bad if the rest of the world doesn't quite agree. It
will hardly bethefirgt time.”

Michad’ s head bowed.



“You'revery dlent, Dirk,” said Richard.
Dirk glared angrily a him. “1 want to see this ship,” he demanded.

In the darkness, the red tel ephone receiver dipped and did fitfully back acrossthe desk. If anybody had
been there to seeit they might just have discerned a shape that moved it.

It shoneonly very faintly, lessthan would the hands of aluminouswaich. It seemed more asif the
darkness around it was just that much darker and the ghostly shape sat within it like thickened scar tissue
benesth the surface of the night.

Gordon grappled one last time with the recalcitrant receiver. At length he got afind grip and dipped it
up on to the top of the instrument.

From thereit fell back on to itsrest and disconnected the call. At the same moment the ghost of Gordon
Way, hislast cdl finally completed, fell back to his own rest and vanished.

[ CHAPTER 33

Swinging dowly round in the shadow of the Earth, just one more piece of debris among that which
floated now forever in high orbit, was one dark shape that was larger and more regularly formed than the
rest. And far, far older.

For four billion yearsit had continued to absorb data from the world below it, scanning, anaysing,
processing. Occasiondly it sent pieces back if it thought they would help, if it thought they might be
received. But otherwise, it watched, it listened, it recorded. Not the lapping of awave nor the beating of
aheart escaped its attention.

Otherwise, nothing indgde it had moved for four billion years, except for the air which circulated till, and
the motes of dust within the air that danced and danced and danced and danced... and danced.

It was only avery dight disturbance that occurred now. Quietly, without fuss, like adew drop
precipitating from the air on to aleaf, there appeared in awall which had stood blank and grey for four
billion years, adoor. A plain, ordinary white-pandled door with asmall dented brasshandle.

This quiet event, too, was recorded and incorporated in the continua stream of data processing that the
ship ceasdessy performed. Not only the arrival of the door, but the arrival of those behind the door, the
way they looked, the way they moved, the way they felt about being there. All processed, all recorded,
al transformed.

After amoment or two had passed, the door opened.

Within it could be seen aroom unlike any on the ship. A room of wooden floors, of shabby upholstery, a
room in which afire danced. And asthe fire danced, its data danced within the ship’s computers, and the
motes of dust in the air also danced withit.

A figure stood in the doorway—alarge lugubrious figure with astrange light that danced now inits eyes.
It stepped forward across the threshold into the ship, and its face was suddenly suffused with acalm for
which it had longed but had thought never again to experience.

Following him stepped out asmaller, older man with hair that was white and wayward. He stopped and



blinked with wonder as he passed from out of the realm of hisroom and into the realm of the ship.
Following him came athird man, impatient and tense, with alarge leather overcoat that flapped about
him. He, too, stopped and was momentarily bewildered by something he didn’t understand. With alook
of degpest puzzlement on hisface he walked forward and looked around at the grey and dusty walls of
the ancient ship.

At last came afourth man, tal and thin. He stooped as he walked out of the door, and then instantly
stopped asif he had walked into awall.

He had waked into awall, of akind.

He stood transfixed. If anyone had been looking at hisface at that moment, it would have been
abundantly clear to them that the Single most astonishing event of this man’ s entire existence was currently

happening to him.

When dowly he began to move it waswith acurious gait, asif he was swimming very dowly. Each
tiniest movement of his head seemed to bring fresh floods of awe and astonishment into hisface. Tears
wdled in hiseyes, and he became breathless with gasping wonder.

Dirk turned to look a him, to hurry him aong.
“What' sthe matter?” he called above the noise.
“The... musc...” whispered Richard.

Thear wasfull of music. So full it seemed there was room for nothing else. And each particle of air
seemed to have its own music, so that as Richard moved his head he heard anew and different music,
though the new and different music fitted quite perfectly with the music that lay besideitintheair.

The modulations from one to another were perfectly accomplished -- astonishing leapsto distant keys
made effortlesdy in the mere shifting of the head. New themes, new strands of melody, al perfectly and
astoundingly proportioned, congtantly involved themsalvesinto the continuing web. Huge dow waves of
movement, faster dancesthat thrilled through them, tiny scintillating scampers that danced on the dances,
long tangled tunes whose ends were so like their beginnings that they twisted around upon themselves,
turned inside out, upside down, and then rushed off again on the back of yet another dancing melody ina
digtant part of the ship.

Richard staggered against the wall.
Dirk hurried to grab him.

“Comeon,” hesad, brusqudly, “what’ s the matter? Can’t you stand the music? It' sabit loud, isn't it?
For God' s sake, pull yoursdlf together. There's something herel still don’t understand. 1t' snot right.
Comeon—"

Hetugged Richard after him, and then had to support him as Richard’ s mind sank further and further
under the overwheming weight of music. Thevisonsthat werewoven in hismind by themillion thrilling
threads of music asthey were pulled through it, were increasingly aweter of chaos, but the more the
chaos burgeoned the more it fitted with the other chaos, and the next greater chaos, until it al becamea
vast exploding bal of harmony expanding in hismind faster than any mind could ded with.



And thenit wasdl much smpler.

A single tune danced through hismind and al his attention rested upon it. 1t was atune that seethed
through the magica flood, shaped it, formed it, lived through it hugely, lived through it minutely, wasits
very essence. It bounced and trilled dong, &t first alittle tripping tune, then it dowed, then it danced again
but with more difficulty, seemed to founder in eddies of doubt and confusion, and then suddenly revesled
that the eddies were just thefirgt ripples of ahuge new wave of energy surging up joyfully from beneeth.

Richard began very, very dowly to faint.

Helay very 4ill.

Hefdt he was an old sponge steeped in paraffin and left in the sun to dry.

Hefdt like the body of an old horse burning hazily in the sun. He dreamed of ail, thin and fragrant, of
dark heaving seas. He was on awhite beach, drunk with fish, stupefied with sand, bleached, drowsing,
pummelled with light, Sinking, estimating the dengity of vapour cloudsin distant nebulag, pinning with
dead ddight. He was a pump spouting fresh water in the springtime, gushing into amound of reeking
newmown grass. Sounds, dmost unheard, burned away like distant deep.

Heran and wasfdling. Thelights of aharbour spuninto night. The sealike adark spirit dapped
infinitesmaly at the sand, glimmering, unconscious. Out where it was deegper and colder he sank easily
with the heavy sea swelling like oil around his ears, and was disturbed only by adistant burr burr as of
the phoneringing.

He knew he had been ligtening to the music of lifeitself. The music of light dancing on water that rippled
with the wind and the tides, of thelife that moved through the water, of thelife that moved on theland,
warmed by the light.

He continued to lie very Hill. He continued to be disturbed by adistant burr burr as of a phone ringing.

Gradually he became aware that the distant burr burr as of a phone ringing was a phone ringing.

He sat up sharply.

Hewaslying on asmal crumpled bed in asmall untidy panelled room that he knew he recognised but
couldn’t place. It was cluttered with books and shoes. He blinked at it and was blank.

The phone by the bed wasringing. He picked it up.
“Hedlo?’ hesad.

“Richard!” It was Susan’ svoice, utterly distraught. He shook his head and had no recollection of
anything useful.

“Hello?’ hesaid again.
“Richard, isthat you?Where are you? ” “Er, hold on, I'll go and look.”

He put the receiver down on the crumpled sheets, whereit lay squawking, climbed shakily off the bed,
staggered to the door and opened it.



Here was a bathroom. He peered at it suspicioudy. Again, he recognised it but felt that there was
something missng. Oh yes. There should beahorseinit. Or at least, there had been ahorseiniit thelast
time he had seen it. He crossed the bathroom floor and went out of the other door. He found hisway
shakily down the stairs and into Reg’ s main room.

He was surprised by what he saw when he got there.

[ CHAPTER 34 ]

The storms of the day before, and of the day before that, and the floods of the previous week, had now
abated. The skiesill bulged withrain, but al that actudly fell in the gathering evening gloom wasa
dreary kind of prickle.

Some wind whipped across the darkening plain, blundered through the low hills and gusted across a
shallow valey where stood a structure, akind of tower, donein anightmare of mud, and leaning.

It was ablackened stump of atower. It stood like an extrusion of magma from one of the more
pestilentia pitsof hell, and it leaned at apeculiar angle, asif oppressed by something altogether more
terrible than its own considerable weight. 1t seemed a dead thing, long ages dead.

The only movement wasthat of ariver of mud that moved duggishly dong the bottom of the valley past
thetower. A mile or so further on, theriver ran down aravine and disappeared underground.

But asthe evening darkened it became apparent that the tower was not entirely without life. Therewasa
angledim red light guttering deep within it.

It was this scene that Richard was surprised to see from asmall white doorway set in the side of the
vadley wall, afew hundred yards from the tower.

“Don’t step out!” said Dirk, putting up an arm, “ The atmosphere is poisonous. I'm not surewhat’sin it
but it would certainly get your carpets nice and clean.”

Dirk was standing in the doorway watching the valey with degp mistrugt.
“Where arewe?’ asked Richard.
“Bermuda,” said Dirk. “It' sabit complicated.”
“Thank you,” said Richard and walked groggily back across the room.
“Excuseme,” he said to Reg, who was busy fussing round Michagl Wenton-Weakes, making sure that
the scuba diving suit he was wearing fitted snuggly everywhere, that the mask was secure and that the
regulator for the air supply was working properly.
“Sorry, can | just get past?’ said Richard. “Thanks.”

He climbed back up the stairs, went back into Reg’'s bedroom, sat shakily on the edge of the bed and
picked up the phone again.

“Bermuda,” hesad, “it'sabit complicated.”



Downdtairs, Reg finished smearing Vasdine on dl thejoins of the suit and the few pieces of exposed
skin around the mask, and then announced that all was ready.

Dirk svung himsdlf away from the door and stood aside with the utmost bad grace.

“Wdl then,” he said, “be off with you. Good riddance. | wash my hands of the whole affair. | suppose
we will haveto wait herefor you to send back the empty, for what it’ sworth.” He stalked round the sofa
with an angry gesture. Hedidn't likethis. Hedidn't like any of it. He particularly didn’t like Reg knowing
more about spaceitime than he did. 1t made him angry that he didn’t know why hedidn’t likeit.

“My dear fdlow,” said Reg in aconciliatory tone, “consder what avery small effort it isfor usto help
the poor soul. I'm sorry if it seemsto you an anti-climax after dl your extraordinary feats of deduction. |
know you fed that amere errand of mercy seems not enough for you, but you should be more
charitable”

“Charitable, ha!” said Dirk. “I pay my taxes, what more do you want?’

Hethrew himsdlf on to the sofg, ran his hands through his hair and sulked.

The possessed figure of Michadl shook hands with Reg and said afew words of thanks. Then he waked
giffly to the door, turned and bowed to them both.

Dirk flung his head round and glared at him, his eyesflashing behind their spectaclesand hishair flying
wildly. The ghost looked at Dirk, and for amoment shivered inside with gpprehension. A superditious
ingtinct suddenly made the ghost wave. He waved Michagl’ s hand round in acircle, three times, and then
said asingleword.

“Goodbye,” hesad.

With that he turned again, gripped the sides of the doorway and stepped resolutely out into the mud, and
into the foul and poisonous wind.

He paused for amoment to be sure that hisfooting was solid, that he had his balance, and then without
another look back he walked away from them, out of the reach of the dimy thingswith legs, towards his
ship.

“Now, what on earth didthat mean?’ said Dirk, irritably mimicking the odd triple wave.

Richard came thundering down the stairs, threw open the door and plunged into the room, wild-eyed.

“Ross has been murdered!” he shouted.

“Who the hdll’s Ross?’ shouted Dirk back at him.

“Whatsisname Ross, for God' s sake,” exclaimed Richard, “the new editor of Fathom .”

“What' sFathom ?’ shouted Dirk again.

“Michad’ sbloody magazine, Dirk! Remember? Gordon chucked Michad off the magazine and gave it
to thisRossguy to fun instead. Michael hated him for that. Well, last night Michael went and bloody



murdered him!”

He paused, panting. “At least,” he said, “he was murdered. And Michael wasthe only one with any
reason to.”

Heran to the door, looked out at the retreating figure disappearing into the gloom, and spun round
agan.

“Ishe coming back?’ said Richard.
Dirk legpt to hisfeet and stood blinking for amoment.

“That'sit...” hesad, “ that’ swhy Michadl was the perfect subject. That’ swhat | should have been
looking for. The thing the ghost made him do in order to establish hishold, the thing he had to be
fundamentalywilling to do, the thing that would match the ghost’ s own purpose. Oh my dear God. He
thinks we' ve supplanted them and that' s what he wantsto reverse.

“Hethinksthisistheir world not ours. Thiswas where they were going to settle and build their blasted
paradise. It maiches every step of the way.

“You see,” hesaid, turning on Reg, “what we have done? | would not be surprised to discover that the
accident your poor tormented soul out thereistrying to reverseisthe very thing which started life on this
planet!”

Heturned his eyes suddenly from Reg, who was white and trembling, back to Richard.
“When did you hear this?’ he said, puzzled.

“Er, just now,” said Richard, “on... on the phone. Updtairs.”

“What?’

“It was Susan, | don’t know how—said she had a message on her answering machine telling her about
it. She said the message... wasfrom -- she said it was from Gordon, but | think she was hysterical. Dirk,

what the hell is happening? Where are we?’

“Wearefour billion yearsin the past,” said Reg in ashaking voice, “please don't ask mewhy it isthat
the phone works when we are anywhere in the Universe other than where it s actually connected, that’sa
matter you will have to take up with British Telecom, but—"

“Damn and blast British Telecom,” shouted Dirk, the words coming easily from force of habit. Heran to
the door and peered again at the dim shadowy figure trudging through the mud towards the Sdaxadan
ship, completely beyond their reach.

“How long,” said Dirk, quite cdmly, “would you guessthat it's going to take that fat salf deluding
bastard to reach his ship? Because that is how long we have.

“Come. Let usst down. Let usthink. We have two minutes in which to decide what we are going to do.
After that, | very much suspect that the three of us, and everything we have ever known, including the
coelacanth and the dodo, dear Professor, will cease ever to have existed.”



He sat heavily on the sofa, then stood up again and removed Michadl’ s discarded jacket from under
him. Ashe did so, abook fell out of the pocket.

[ CHAPTER G o]
“I think it'san gppalling act of desecration,” said Richard to Reg, asthey sat hiding behind a hedge.

The night was full of summer smellsfrom the cottage garden, and the occasional whiff of seaar which
camein on the light breezes that were entertaining themsel ves on the coast of the Bristol Channel.

There was abright moon playing over the sea off in the distance, and by itslight it was also possibleto
see some distance over Exmoor stretching away to the south of them.

Reg sighed.

“Yes maybe,” hesaid, “but I'm afraid he' sright, you know, it must be done. It wasthe only sureway.
All theingtructions were clearly contained in the piece once you knew what you were looking for. It has
to be suppressed. The ghost will dways be around. In fact two of him now. That is, assuming thisworks.

Poor devil. Still, I suppose he brought it on himsdif.”

Richard fretfully pulled up some blades of grass and twisted them between hisfingers.

He held them up to the moonlight, turned them to different angles, and watched the way light played on
them.

“Suchmudc,” hesad. “I’'mnot religious, but if | were | would say it waslike aglimpse into the mind of
God. Perhapsit wasand | ought to bereligious. | have to keep reminding myself that they didn’t creste
the music, they only created the instrument which could read the score. And the scorewaslifeitself. And
it sdl up there”

He glanced into the sky. Unconscioudy he started to quote:

“Could | revivewithinme

Her symphony and song

To such adeep delight “twould win me

That with music loud and long

| would build that domein air,

That sunny dome! Those caves of ice!”

“Hmmm,” said Reg to himsdlf, “I wonder if he arrived early enough.”

“What did you say?’



“Oh, nothing. Just athought.”

“Good God, he can talk, can't he?” Richard exclaimed suddenly. “He sbeen in there over an hour now.
| wonder what' s going on.”

He got up and looked over the hedge at the small farm cottage basking in the moonlight behind them.
About an hour earlier Dirk had walked boldly up to the front door and rapped on it.

When the door had opened, somewhat reluctantly, and adightly dazed face had looked out, Dirk had
doffed hisabsurd hat and said in aloud voice, “Mr. Samud Coleridge?

“| wasjust passing by, on my way from Porlock, you understand, and | was wondering if | might trouble
you to vouchsafe me an interview? It' sjust for alittle parish broadsheet | edit. Won't take much of your
time | promise, | know you must be busy, famous poet like you, but | do so admire your work, and...”

The rest was logt, because by that time Dirk had effected his entry and closed the door behind him.
“Would you excuse meamoment?’ said Reg.
“What? Oh sure,” said Richard, “I’ m just going to have alook and see what’ s happening.”

While Reg wandered off behind atree Richard pushed open the little gate and was just about to make
hisway up the path when he heard the sound of voices gpproaching the front door from within.

He hurriedly darted back, asthe front door started to open.

“Well, thank you very much indeed, Mr. Coleridge,” said Dirk, as he emerged, fiddling with his hat and
bowing, “you have been most kind and generous with your time, and | do appreciateit very much, asI’'m
surewill my readers. I'm sureit will work up into avery nicelittle article, acopy of which you may rest
assured | will send you for you to peruse at your leisure. 1 will most certainly welcome your commentsif
you have any, any points of style, you know, hints, tips, things of that nature. Well, thank you again, so
much, for your time, | do hope | haven't kept you from anything important—"

The door dammed violently behind him.

Dirk turned with another in along succession of triumphant beams and hurried down the path to
Richard.

“Wall, that's put astop to that,” he said, patting his hands together, “|I think he' d made a start on writing
it down, but he won't remember another word, that’sfor certain. Where' sthe egregious Professor? Ah,
thereyou are. Good heavens, I’d no idea |’ d been that long. A most fascinating and entertaining fellow,
our Mr. Coleridge, or at least I'm sure he would have been if I’ d given him the chance, but | was rather
too busy being fascinating mysdf.

“Oh, but | did do as you asked, Richard, | asked him at the end about the a batross and he said what
abatross? So | said, oh it wasn't important, the albatross did not signify. He said what albatross didn’t
sgnify, and | said never mind the albatross, it didn’t matter, and he said it did matter—someone comesto
his house in the middle of the night raving about abatrosses, he wanted to know why. | said blast the
bloody a batross and he said he had agood mind to and he wasn't certain that that didn’t give him an
ideafor apoem he was working on. Much better, he said, than being hit by an asteroid, which he thought
was dtretching credulity abit. And so | came away.



“Now. Having saved the entire human race from extinction | could do with apizza. What say you to
such aproposad?”’

Richard didn’t offer an opinion. He was staring instead with some puzzlement at Reg.
“Something troubling you?’” said Reg, taken aback.

“That’sagood trick,” said Richard, “1 could have sworn you didn’t have a beard before you went
behind the tree”

“Oh --" Reg fingered the luxuriant three-inch growth—"yes,” he said, “just carelessness,” he said,
“carelessness.”

“What have you been up to?’
“Oh, just afew adjustments. A little surgery, you understand.
Nothing drastic.”

A few minuteslater as he ushered them into the extra door that a nearby cowshed had mysterioudy
acquired, helooked back up into the sky behind them, just in timeto seeasmall light flare up and

disappear.

“Sorry, Richard,” he muttered, and followed themiin.

[ CHAPTER 36 ]

“Thank you, no,” said Richard firmly, “much as| would love the opportunity to buy you apizzaand
watch you edt it, Dirk, | want to go straight home. | have to see Susan. Isthat possible, Reg? Just straight
to my flat? 1’1l come up to Cambridge next week and collect my car.”

“We are dready there,” said Reg, “smply step out of the door, and you are homein your own flat. Itis
early on Friday evening and the weekend lies before you.”

“Thanks. Er, look, Dirk, I’ll seeyou around, OK? Do | owe you something? | don’t know.”
Dirk waved the matter asdeairily. “Y ou will hear from my Miss Pearcein due course” he said.
“Fine, OK, well I'll see you when I’ ve had somerest. It's been, well, unexpected.”

He walked to the door and opened it. Stepping outside he found himsdf hafway up hisown Saircase, in
thewal| of which the door had materialised.

He was about to start up the stairs when he turned again as athought struck him. He stepped back in,
closing the door behind him.

“Reg, could we make onetiny detour?’ he said. “I think it would be agood moveif | took Susan out for
amed tonight, only the place | have in mind you have to book in advance. Could you managethree
weeksfor me?’



“Nothing could be easier,” said Reg, and made a subtle adjustment to the disposition of the beads on the

abacus. “There” hesad, “We have travelled backwardsin time three weeks. Y ou know where the
phoneis”

Richard hurried up the internal staircase to Reg's bedroom and phoned L’ Esprit d’ Escalier. The maitre
d” was charmed and ddlighted to take his reservation, and looked forward to seeing him in three weeks’
time. Richard went back downstairs shaking his head in wonder.

“I need aweekend of solid redlity,” he said. “Who wasthat just going out of the door?’

“That,” said Dirk, “was your sofabeing ddivered. The man asked if we minded him opening the door so
they could manoeuvreit round and | said we would be delighted.”

It was only afew minuteslater that Richard found himself hurrying up the stairsto Susan’sflat. Ashe
arrived at her front door he was pleased, as he dways was, to hear the deep tones of her cello coming
fantly fromwithin. He quietly let hims=lf in and then as he walked to the door of her music room he
suddenly froze in astonishment. The tune she was playing was one he had heard before. A littletripping
tune, that dowed, then danced again but with more difficulty...

Hisface was so amazed that she stopped playing the instant she saw him.

“What' swrong?’ she said, alarmed.

“Where did you get that musc?’ said Richard in awhisper.

She shrugged. “Wadl, from the music shop,” she said, puzzled. Shewasn't being facetious, she smply
didn’t understand the question.

“What isit?’

“It'sfrom acantatal’ m playing in a couple of weeks,” she said, “Bach, number six.”
“Who wrote it?’

“Wdll, Bach | expect. If you think about it.”

“Who?’

“Watch my lips. Bach. B-A-C-H. Johannes Sebastian. Remember?’

“No, never heard of him. Who is he? Did he write anything el se?’

Susan put down her bow, propped up her cello, stood up and came over to him.
“Areyoudl right?’ shesad.

“Er, it'srather hard to tell. What's...”

He caught sight of apile of music books sitting in acorner of the room with the same name on the top

one. BACH. Hethrew himsdf at the pile and Sarted to scrabble through it. Book after book—J. S.
BACH. Cdlo sonatas. Brandenburg Concertos. A Massin B Minor.



Helooked up at her in blank incomprehension.
“I’ve never seen any of thisbefore,” he said.

“Richard my darling,” she said, putting her hand to his cheek, “what on earth’ sthe matter? It sjust Bach
sheet musc.”

“But don’'t you understand?’ he said, shaking ahandful of the stuff. “I’ ve never, ever seen any of this
before!”

“Wadl,” she said with mock gravity, “perhapsif you didn’t spend al your time playing with computer
musc...”

Helooked at her with wild surprise, then dowly he sat back against the wall and began to laugh
hysericdly.

On Monday afternoon Richard phoned Reg.

“Reg!” hesaid. “Y our phoneisworking. Congratulations.”

“Ohyes, my dear fdlow,” said Reg, “how delightful to hear fromyou. Yes. A very capable young man
arrived and fixed the phone alittie earlier. 1 don't think it will go wrong again now. Good news, don’t you
think?’

“Very good. You got back safely then.”

“Oh yes, thank you. Oh, we had high excitement here when we returned from dropping you off.
Remember the horse? Well he turned up again with hisowner. They’ d had some unfortunate encounter
with the constabulary and wished to be taken home. Just aswell. Dangerous sort of chap to have on the
loose | think. So. How are you then?

“Reg... Themusc—’

“Ah, yes, | thought you' d be pleased. Took abit of work, | can tell you. | saved only thetiniest tiniest
scrap, of course, but even so | cheated. 1t was rather more than one man could actudly do in alifetime,
but | don’t suppose anybody will look at that too serioudy.”

“Reg, can’t we get some more of it?’

“Wdl, no. The ship has gone, and besides—"

“We could go back in time—"

“No, well, | told you. They’ ve fixed the phone so it won’t go wrong again.”

1] &)?’

“Wdl, the time machine won’'t work now. Burnt out. Dead as adodo. | think that’sit I’ m afraid.
Probably just aswdll, though, don’t you think?’



On Monday, Mrs. Sauskind phoned Dirk Gently’ s Holistic Detective Agency to complain about her bill.

“| don’'t understand what all thisisabout,” she said, “it’'s complete nonsense. What' sthe meaning of it?’

“My dear Mrs. Sauskind,” hesaid, “I can hardly tell you how much | have been looking forward to
having this exact same conversation with you yet again. Where shal we begin today? Which particular
itemisit that you would liketo discuss?’

“None of them, thank you very much, Mr. Gently. | do not know who you are or why you should think
my cat ismissng. Dear Roderick passed away in my armstwo years ago and | have not wished to
replacehim.”

“Ah, well Mrs. Sauskind,” said Dirk, “what you probably fail to appreciateisthat it isasadirect result
of my effortsthat—If | might explain about the interconnectedness of dl...” He stopped. It was pointless.

He dowly dropped the telephone back onits cradle.

“Miss Pearcel” he cdled out, “Kindly send out arevised bill would you to our dear Mrs. Sauskind. The
new bill reads* To saving human race from tota extinction—no charge.”*

He put on his hat and | eft for the day.



