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PART |

It had been bright and clear as he left Keswick; but as he crossed the Styhead Pass two hours
later, the air smelled of rain. Five miles away, the cold expanse of Wastwater looked like a sheet of
metd. Therain clouds had covered the top of Scafell, but the snowline till showed below them. He sat
down on agranite boulder, allowing the paratroop rucksack to rest against the dope of the hill behind it.
The skin of hisback exhaed warm moisture. He stretched his arms above his head and yawned, fedling
the pleasant ripple of energy aong the shoulder muscles. If it had not been for the threat of rain, he would
have removed the rucksack and dept for half an hour, lulled by the sound of the wind and the cries of
sheep on the side of Green Gable. In this place, looking north toward Skiddaw and south to the lowlands
and the Irish sea, he always experienced an active sense of the benevolence of nature, adesireto
become arock pushing its shouldersinto the hills.

Thefirgt drops of rain blew againgt hisface. He stood up reluctantly and readjusted the pack. It
contained groceries and aheavy volume called A Treatise on Cosmic Fire, bought in Keswick for one
and sixpence.

A mile above Wasdde Head, he struck off the footpath over the dopes of Lingmell, his head
now bowed into the fine rain. He crossed a stream, removing his shoes and socks and walking with care
on the sharp stones. The water wasicy; dthough it was only six inches deep in the middle, he felt the pain
biting into the caves of hislegs, making him swear aloud. Sitting on the opposite bank and pulling on his
shoes, he became aware of someone watching him from afew feet away. A youth with adark gypsy's
face was grinning a him; the smile was as mirthless as the baring of adog'sfangs.

"Morning, Jef."

Theyouth said, "Cold?"

"Frozen. | must put the stones back sometime.”

There had been stepping stones across the stream, but it became atorrent every winter and
carried them away.

He stood up, asking, "How's the wife?"

"She'sdead. Last night.”

"Oh?I'm sorry."

The youth shrugged. He evidently felt that no further explanation was necessary. Pointing to the
gream, hesad, "Givemeacdl. I'll help you."

"Thank you."

Ashewaked on acrossthe hill, the youth called, "Someone &fter you."

Heturned. "Where?'

"In the post office an hour ago.”

"Who wasthat?"

The youth shrugged and turned away, but when he was ahundred yards off, he called something
else. Mogt of the words were carried away by the wind and the noise of the stream, but the last word
sounded like " policeman.”

Haf amile below hisown cottage, aman'svoice cdled, "Mr. Reade." It was Jeff's father. He
came out from behind the stone wall. There was nothing in the field beyond, so he must have been
waiting. He said without preliminaries, ™Y our goat ate our beans.”



"I'm sorry. | tied her in the shed.”

The dark face was asloutish as his son's, but more cunning. The left eye had a cast that gave his
gmileadisquieting air of malice. He stood there, grinning.

Reade sad findly, "Whereis she?'

"Tiedin my shed."

"Did she do much damage?’

"Canttell yet. They're dl shoots. Few bobs worth | reckon.”

Hefdlt in his pocket, took out aleather purse, and removed half acrown. He asked, "Will that
cover it?'

"Reckon s0." The hard hand closed over the money and pocketed it unceremonioudly.

Reade did not missthe glint of humor in the eyes. He said, "I'm sorry to hear your
daughter-in-law died.”

The man shrugged. "Her own fault. Shetook 'em of her own freewill." He turned away, then
added over his shoulder, "I'll bring the goat over. Reckon she need milkin'."

"Thank you."

The cottage felt cold. He poked out the ashes from under the logs and turned the charred sides
upward. Then he poured paraffin on thelogs and ignited it. The blaze was welcome. Afterward he went
to look at the ropein the open shed outside. He half expected to find that it had been cut through, but the
frayed ends showed that it had been gnawed. As he stood looking at it, he heard the goat's bl edt.
Bowden camein through the gate, leading her by alength of eectrica wiretied to her collar. Without
speaking, he released her, waved his hand, and went out the gate again.

Reade took her into the cottage to milk her; she stood quietly near the fire, the steam rising from
her flanks, as he squeezed the milk into abasin. As he milked, she relieved her bowels onto the sheet of
brown paper that he had spread behind her for that purpose. When he had finished, he set down the
bowl on the table and carefully folded the paper, then took it out to the sanitary pit at the end of the
garden. When he came back, the goat was deeping on the coconut matting in front of thefire.

For the next half hour he busied himsdlf preparing vegetables for abeef stew that would last for a
week. The meat had been cooked days before. Outside, the noise of the wind was audible above the
sound of the stream that ran down the rock face twenty feet from the cottage. This meant that it would
probably rain for the rest of the day. (In winter it would have meant a storm, probably hail or snow; but
then it had to contend with the thunder of awaterfall from November until March.) He was so intent on
dicing the carrots and onionsthat he failed to hear the knocks on the door. The wind that sucked smoke
across the room made him turn. The dark-coated man who stood in the doorway called, " Anyone home?
May | comein?'

"Please do." He hastened across to close the door.

"Mr. Damon Reade?"

"Yes. Do st down. Take your coat off. Areyou wet?"

Observing the man's ook of surprise asthe goat heaved hersdlf to her feet, he said, "Come on,
Judy, outsde. Welve got avistor."

Theman sad, "'l dont mind."

The goat went reluctantly outside, and then cantered through the rain to the open shed.

"No, but I'm afraid she stinks when she'swet. | don't notice it, but other people do. Do you mind
if 1 go on making thisstew? It's nearly ready."

"Not at dl. Please do, ar.”

"I shan't belong. | just want to get some water."

He picked up abucket and took the oilskin hat from beside the door as he went out. Therain
was now heavy. He held the bucket under the waterfall, alowed it to fill to the brim, then carried it
carefully back to the house without losing any water. The man watched this performance with interest.

"| supposethe water'squitedl right for drinking?”

"Oh, perfectly. It sometimes gets alittle muddy in winter, but it'sdl right if you let it settle for half
an hour. Theré's nothing up there but rock."



He gestured vaguely in the direction of Scafell Pike. The man watched him as he poured the
chopped vegetables and mest into the iron cooking pot, then hung it on the iron spike that projected from
the back of thefire.

Reade said conversationdly, "I could easily bring the water into the houseiif | wanted to. But it
doesn't seem worth the trouble -- except sometimesin winter when it rainsfor aweek onend. Thereisa
pipe that carries water to the boiler in the bathroom. . ." He threw another log on thefire, then sat down
inthe rocking chair. "Would you like a cup of tea?'

"That'saniceidea, ar."

He leaned forward and moved the heavy black kettle across the sones until the fire was
underneath it. The water began to Smmer immediately.

"Y ou came earlier today?"

"Two hours ago. Y our neighbor said he thought you'd be back later. Incidentaly, hewasin
here"

"Indde? When you came?'

"No. But | saw him come out of your front door. | thought he wasyou ét firet."

Reade shrugged. "I suppose he wastaking alook around. There's nothing worth stedling.”

"Don't you lock up when you go out?’

"What's the point? They could easily force awindow."

The man looked puzzled. "That's not very satisfactory. I've come across that character before.
I've seen himin court. I'd say hesaregular villain."

"Heis" Reade said. "But he's not abad sort al the same. Therés more stupidity than villainy."

"Mindif | smoke? Thanks."

Reade had time to examine his face as he suffed the pipe. He must have been about thirty-five --
Reade's own age -- with fair hair and blue eyes. At first sight he looked younger, but acloser ook
showed the lines of tiredness and worry.

Helooked up, smiling. "I ought to introduce mysdlf. My name's Lund. Detective sergeant.”

"From Kendd?'

"Calide”

The kettle was bailing. As Reade spooned tea into the tegpot, he said, "'I'm sorry | brought you
back twice. I've been in Keswick."

"Good thing you got back beforetherain.”

"Yes Itsanasty wak intherain.”

"Do you dwayswak?'

"It'sthe only way from here. It'sonly fifteen miles on foot. It's befifty by road.”

Lund took along pull at the pipe and visbly relaxed. He asked, "Y ou like living here?!

"Onthewhoale, yes. It's sometimesinconvenient in the winter -- it's difficult to get coa or wood
out here, and | sometimes get snowed in."

Lund said, grinning, "Not to mention your neighbors.”

"Oh, Bowden'sdl right. Y ou see, the trouble with that family isthat they dl look so awful, so
everyone disiruststhem. They're quite niceredlly.”

Lund said with gentle mockery, "Quite honest, in fact.”

"Oh, no. They're not honest. Why should they be? It's not their nature. They're rather like human
foxes. But theré's not much malicein them -- if they likeyou."

He was pouring the tealinto two large earthenware mugs, both labeled A Present from
Windermere.

Lund said, "I gather they didn't like their daughter-in-law?"

Reade handed him thetea. "I don't think they didiked her. The son Jeff islazy. Hetendsto stay
in bed dl day long. So the girl threstened to take awhole bottle of deegping tablets.”

"And helet her doit. And then let her crawl into hisbed. . ."

"Yes. But you don't understand how stupid these people are. He could have saved her if hed
forced her to make hersalf sick -- infact, | think shetried to make hersdlf sick later. But he didn't redlly



believe anything would happen.”

Lund said with sharp disgust, "Until she had convulsons. And even then he didn't get out of bed.”
Hisvoice took on atone of amazed disbelief. He said, coldly and violently, "He should be on amurder
charge.”

Reade said, "I'm not trying to defend them. But you don't understand. Y ou put yoursdlf in their
place, and that'samistake. Y ou probably imagine how you'd react if your own wife took poison. These
people have no values, lifeis meaninglessto them. They collect their dole money every week -- | think
it's national assistance now -- and then do nothing for aweek. At least, Jeff doesn't. He's completely
passive. They'reredly like something out of aRussian novel. | don't think he wanted hiswifeto die.”

Lund sad, "That'swhat they're saying in the village."

"They would. But they al hate the Bowdens. Why should Jeff have wanted her to die? He
doesn't redly want anything -- except perhapsto start to live. Perhaps held got rather bored with her.
She wanted him to moveto Carlide and get ajob on abuilding ste. But he didn't redly mind that. He just
didn't care”

He could see that Lund wastrying to repress hisirritation, so he said, "L et's change the subject.
That is, unlessthat's what you want to discuss.”

Lund seized thecue. "No, gr, itisn't.”

He amiled, and Reade saw that theirritation was only superficia. He thought, with atouch of
sadness: He doesn't redly care either. For him it's not atragedy, only acrime. He said, responding to the
amile, "1 must confessthat | haven't the remotest idea of what could bring a detective inspector out from
Lancaster to seeme.”

"Detective sergeant. No, | expect you couldn't guess. Smatter of fact, it'sonly avery routine
inquiry." He smiled apologeticdly. " Otherwise they wouldn't have sent me."

"Won't you take your coat off?"

"Thank you. | wouldn't mind. It's getting hot in here." He threw his coat into the old armchair in
the corner of the room, then sat down again. The stew was bubbling by now and sending up a pleasant
amell of onion and besf.

"Wéll, then, Sir, to come to the point. Y ou've read about these Thames murders?’

"No."

"No?'

"You see, | seldom read a newspaper. And although I've got a portable radio set, | don't think
I'veligened toit for ayear."

Lund looked asif he wanted to scratch his head with the stem of his pipe, but contented himself
with rubbing hischin.

"Can't say | blameyou. And of course you've no television out here. Hmm, so well have to sart
from scratch.” He fumbled in his pocket, then went over to the overcoat and took out a notebook.

"Would you like meto light alamp?'

"No, gr. It'sdl right. I'll stand by the window." He cleared histhroat. "Right. There have been
nine murders so far. Thefirst on February the tenth last year -- fourteen months ago. They'redl the work
of amadman.”

Reade asked, "How can you know that? Has he been caught?

"Unfortunately, no. But no one but amadman would chop up the bodies the way he does.”

Reade interrupted mildly. "My knowledge of crimind mattersis not extensive, but | believea
great many sane murderers have dismembered their victims."

"I know, Sir. There was one down at Lancaster -- Ruxton. But he only killed two women -- his
wife and the maid. But can you think of anybody who went on doing it -- for fun? Nine of them?"

"No. | seeyour point."

Lund smiled grimly, then went back to the notebook. "Anyway, let me cometo the point. At first
these murders didn't get alot of attention, because the compl ete bodies weren't recovered. In thefirst
case they only found an arm and aleg. Both on the mud below Wapping. Might've been medical students
having alark. But in August he left the complete body -- in severa pieces-- dl piled up outside afactory



wal in Salamanca Place -- alittle street that runs off the Albert Embankment. And on awall, about ten
yards away from the body, somebody had chalked up some words."

"And they were?'

Lund read from his notebook:

"Till his brain in a rock and his heart
In a fleshly slough formed four rivers
Obscuring the immense orb of fire."

Reade had leaped to hisfeet and exclaimed, "Good God!"

Lund lowered the notebook, smiling. He said, "'l thought that might surprise you.”

"My God! My God! Now | understand. Now | see why you came to me. But wait. . . How do
you know it wasthe murderer? May | see?'

In agitation he snatched the notebook from Lund's hands and stared &t the words; then, ashis
eyes went down the page, he said, "God, there'smore. . ."

"If youll dlow me, Sr.”

Lund took the notebook. He was obvioudy gratified by the effect he had produced but annoyed
about the snatching of the notebook.

Reade was too excited to care. He said, "Go on, please.”

Lund said gtiffly, "Well, as you've dready seen, there was more to come. About aweek later a
policeman on the river patrol saw some lines written on the wall under Chelsea Bridge. HEd seen the
writing in Sdlamanca Place and he thought there was asmilarity. To begin with, it was very thick writing.
| mean, it wasn't written with an ordinary stick of chalk, but ablock of it. It said:

Enraged and stifled with torment
He threw his right arm to the North
And his left arm to the South.

There was no sign of abody, but it was high tide. He thought that perhaps there'd been something on the
mud under the bridge. And afew hours later they found parts of abody in a sack near Vauxhdl Bridge."

"And did anyoneredizethat it was Blake?"

"No, gr. I'm afraid not. Asamatter of fact, no one redly connected the things together."

"But somebody must have wondered what it dl meant?”

"They did, dr." Therewas perceptibleirony in Lund'svoice. "They thought the bit about the ball
of fire was areference to the hydrogen bomb. Which isreasonable, if you cometo look at it. And then
the chalk -- it'sthe kind that people use for chaking up politica dogans. So they got theideait was
probably some kind of palitical crank -- some ban-the-bomber or something.”

"But what about the second quotation -- about flinging one arm to the North and the other to the
South?*

Lund shrugged. "Same thing. That'swhat you'd expect an exploding bomb to do, wouldn't you?
Anyway, the next one made them think they were &till ontheright lines”

"The next one? There was another?"

"Last December. Thistimein Pinchin Street, off Cable Street. That's the East End --
Whitechapd area. The body wasin eight pieces, same as before -- behind a hoarding under the railway
arches. Thistime hedd written up:

Then the inhabitants of those cities
Felt their nerves change into marrow
And the hardening bones began

In swift. . .

"That'sdl."



Readefinished:

"In swift diseases and torments

In shootings and throbbings and grindings
Through all the coasts; till, weakened,
The senses inward rushed, shrinking
Beneath the dark net of infection.”

Lund said, "l expect you'reright, Sir. Anyway, he was obvioudy interrupted that time, and broke
off. Then awoman came forward and said she'd seen aman come out from behind the fence at five
o'clock that morning. . ."

Reade interrupted. "But at five o'clock in December it would be pitch black.”

"Quite. But there was a street lamp. She couldn't give any description of him except that he was
very tal. And she thought he got into acar.”

"Didn't shelook behind the fence?"

"No. Why should she? She probably thought he'd been there for natural purposes.”

"Of course. And what happened when the quotation appeared in the newspapers?’

"It didn't. The ingpector in charge of the case had it rubbed off -- after having it photographed, of
course. You see, hethought al this stuff about nerves changing into marrow still pointed to somebody in
CND -- the nuclear disarmers. But he didn't want the pressto get hold of that angle, for obvious
reasons.”

"Why?"

Lund said wesarily, "1 wouldn't be sure. Perhaps they thought people might start lynching the
nuclear disarmers. | don't know. Anyway, it was washed off."

Reade said, smiling with cheerful mdice, "So they il didn't discover it was Blake?!

"Oh yes, eventudly. We're not as supid asdl that.”

"And how did you find out, asamatter of curiosity?'

"Through a professor at London University -- Dr. Fairclough. He knew it must be Blake, and
finaly dug out the quotations. Then hetold us about you."

"l see. Y ou have more quotations you want me to identify?*

"No, g, it'snot that. | told you, thiswas just aroutine check. Y ou see, we thought that aman
like this must be pretty well educated. But at the same time a bit dotty, to say the least. Now Dr.
Fairclough saysthat you're recognized as the leading Blake scholar in England.”

Reade sad, "That'skind of him."

"And Dr. Fairclough saysthat people like you do alot of corresponding with other people who
areinterested in Blake."

Reade stood up suddenly. He said, "Oh God. Now | understand. . ."

"Understand what, Sr?"

"I know, I know. | know what you're going to suggest. And if | kept filesof dl my letters, you'd
beright. . ."

L und's disgppointment was obvious. He said, Y ou mean you don't keep files?

Reade felt stupid and gpologetic; he felt he had somehow to make amends to this man who had
been brought so far on awild goose chase. He walked across the room, saying nervoudly,
"Unfortunately, no. At least, not dl of them. But you see, I'm lazy. | correspond periodicaly with alot of
other Blake scholars -- Northrop Frye, Foster Damon, Kathleen Raine -- and of course | keep their
letters. But as Dr. Fairclough rightly surmised, | aso get lettersfrom cranks. Y ou see, Blakeislikethe
Bible -- it'sahappy hunting ground for al kinds of maniacs and fanatics. It'samost as popular asthe
Book of Revelations with the end-of-the-worlders.”

Lund said gloomily, "That's why we thought you could help."

"Quite. But what would be the point in keegping these letters, or replying to them?1 smply throw
them onto thefire"



"Hmm. Y ou don't have any of them?'

"I don't think so. At least | suppose | may have one or two that struck me as interesting or
amusing. | redlly don't know."

Lund said with scarcely any hope, "Could you check?!

"By al means. I'll check now. Let mejust teke that stew off before it burns. Would you like to
join mein some, by theway?'

Lund did not reply, and Reade became aware of the depths of his depression. Ashe used a
wooden poleto lift the stewpot off the fire, he was thinking: It'sa pity, but I'm not to blame. After dl, he
wastaking an absurdly long shot. That | filedl my crank letters. That among them, thereisonefrom a
homicida maniac. . . He placed the pot on an asbestos mat beside the fire. He said, "I shan't bea

"Would you mind if | cametoo?'

"Not at dl. After you."

After the downstairs room, the upper part of the house felt damp and cold. The stairway was
completely black. Reade pressed the catch of his study door, and Lund went in first. Thiswasthe largest
room in the house, and it had an impressive view over Wastwater toward Greendale and the Copeland
Forest. At the moment the lake was amost invisible in the rain, and the harshness and bareness of the
hills were accentuated. The room had the faintly acrid and charred smell of aparaffin fire that has been
alowed to burnitsdlf out.

Thelight was poor. Reade lit atal Aladdin lamp on achest of drawers, and then opened the top
drawer. As Lund waited behind his shoulder, he said apologetically, "I'm afraid it might be along search.
You see, | don't have asecretary and | don't bother much with my correspondence. Now my Blakefiles
-- they're over there in that cabinet -- arein much better order. I'm doing a Blake concordance, you see,
and aline-by-line commentary -- the most thorough commentary that has ever been done."”

Hewastaking to cover his embarrassment at the chaos of |ettersin the drawer. They were piled
on top of one another with no more order than the litter in a paper chase. It seemed hopelessto try to
find anything in the confusion.

Lund asked accusingly, "Isthat thelot?"

"Er...no. Thereareothers. . ." He gestured vagudly at the other drawers.

Lund said glumly, "Oh gawd."

“It's... er. .. rather difficult when you have anatural didike of correspondence, as| do."

Lund sad, pointing, "lsn't that one unopened?'

"Isit? Yes, perhapsitis. You seg, | oftenfed | just can't be bothered. . . particularly when
they're obvioudy lettersfrom strangers.”

He was surprised that Lund was looking happier.

"Would you mind if | opened it?'

"Not at dl. Do."

Lund took the letter over to the window and tore it open. Reade was glad to have him on the
other side of the room. Heriffled hastily through the other Iettersin the drawer, but found nothing that
could be described as a crank letter. When he looked around, Lund was looking puzzled and
disappointed. He held out the | etter.

"Nothing much there. Just somebody who wants to know what authority you have for some date
yougive"

Reade said, smiling, ™Y ou seewhy | don't bother to open some of my |etters?!

"Yes, I'm afraid | do. But are there any others you haven't opened?’

"| think so. | occasiondly keep themin here”

He pulled open the bottom drawer and was embarrassed to discover that it seemed to be stuffed
to the top with unopened envelopes.

"All of these?' Lund said increduloudly.

"It would gppear so, I'm afraid.”

Lund said, smiling, "Don't gpologize. We might have something here. Would you mind very much



if wetook these dl downgtairs and went through them?”

Reade said hopefully, "Perhaps you'd like to take them away with you?'

"But of course! If you wouldn't object.”

"Not at dl. Y ou'd be doing meafavor!"

"Splendid!" Lund sounded more chearful than at any timesince hisarriva. "Let'sjust take the
drawer down.” At the door, heturned. "And if you don't mind, I'll accept your kind offer of some of that
Sew."

"Of course. With plessure.”

Ten minutes | ater, asthey sat on either side of the kitchen table and Reade spread chunks of new
bread with unsalted butter, Lund said, ™Y ou know, it's amazing how damned hungry you can get without
redizing it. I'd forgotten that | hadn't esten since breskfast." He sSpped amouthful of the stew cautioudy;
it was extremey hot. Hesaid, "Ah, that'sredly excellent." He laid down his spoon for amoment, taking a
diceof bread. "Y ou know, 1'd have thought aman like you would be a vegetarian.”

Reade acknowledged the point, smiling wryly. "I should be. But I'm such abad cook, and | think
I'd soon get bored with vegetable stew.”

Lund dropped all pretense of interest in the conversation, and ate voracioudy for ten minutes.
When Reade offered a second helping, he nodded without ceasing to chew. Then he said, by way of
gpology, "Marvelous sew. . ."

"Would you like aglass of beer withit? My own home brew?"

"That'skind of you. | think | would."

When Reade opened the heavy stone jars, the kitchen filled with the strong smdll of fermented
yeed.

Lund said, chuckling, "Reminds me of the brewery we used to live next door to when | wasa
kid." He tasted the heavy golden-looking liquid, and said, "That's good, but | don't think I'd better take
much of it."

"You'reright. Two glasseswould put you to deep.”

"Asdgrong asthat!" He drank haf the glassthirdtily, then set it down. "Don't mind my asking, Mr.
Reade, but were you ever married?’

"I'm afraid not. Areyou?'

"Ohyes. And threekids, the eldest eleven." Hetook up his spoon again and waved it
expandvely; hismanner had now lost al the professiona quaity and become friendly and open. "Y oull
excuse me saying o, but I'd have thought awife was just what you need here. After dl, you're ascholar.
Y ou shouldn't be bothered with domestic affairs.”

Reade felt himsdlf blushing, but was glad that he had his back to the window. "That's true, I'm not
amisogynist. But | can't imagine any woman wanting to come and livein this place. Asyou remarked
earlier, it'srather bleak and remote.”

"Even 0. . ." Lund grinned cheerfully; anyone lessinexperienced than Reade might have guessed
him to be dightly drunk. "Even so, if you don't mind me saying o, you strike me as the marrying kind.
And it'samazing what women'l do. Live anywhere. . ."

He turned his attention back to the second bowl of stew, and in five minutes had emptied it and
was cleaning up the remains of the gravy with bread.

Reade decided to anticipate more persond questions by changing the subject. "Tell me,
Detective Sergeant, why have they sent you here? Have you any connection with the case?’

Lund shook his head, chewing, then swallowed. "No, but it's not worth their while to send aman
al theway from London to seeyov, isit?'

Reade nodded.

Lund finished his beer in one swalow, and said, ™Y ou know, if you don't mind, I'll risk another
drop of that stuff."

Reade smiled, pouring it out, concealing hisimpatience to be alone. Therain wasinaudible, but



he could seeit running down the window behind Lund's head.

Lund seemed to read histhoughts; he said, "If thisrain'll let up for aminute, I'll make adash for it.
But it'squiteawalk to the village."

"I'm afraid it is. But don't worry, you're not in my way."

"Kind of you. Don't you want to get some work done?’

"I might -- |ater."

"Do you write every day, or just when you fed likeit?"

"Most days. . . it depends.”

Lund turned his chair Sdeways, to face thefire, and stretched out hislegs. He was obvioudy
comfortable and talkative, and Reade began to regret producing the beer. He d so knew what the next
question would be.

"Do you write for aset number of hours every day, or do you have to wait for inspiration?"

Hesad evasvey, "I usudly work best in the morning.”

"Mind if 1 smoke? 'm not supposed to on duty, of course, but | don't supposeit matters.” Ashe
stuffed the pipe, he said, "Yes, | envy you thiskind of life -- | sometimes dream about retiring to the
country -- quiet cottage somewhere, little garden, perhaps aboat to do abit of fishing. . ." He paused to
light the pipe, sucking dowly until the flame reached hisfingertips. "Still, I'm not sure | wouldn't get bored
withit."

Reade did not reply. There was nothing he could say. It would be impolite to answer: Of course
you would. Y ou obvioudy have nothing in your head. Besides, he felt no didike of the pleasant-faced,
pipe-smoking man, only tota indifference.

Lund leaned forward and picked up one of the letters from the drawer. He tore it open with his
thumb and glanced at the sSingle, typewritten shedt.

"Now thisis more interesting. Somebody who doesn't likeyou at dll." Heread doud: " 'ltistime
somebody exploded your nasty, vicious little conspiracies. A swinelike you has no right to pretend to
understand Blake. Y ou are obvioudy corrupt through and through. Blake was a poet, aman of the spirit.
..' It'ssgned Alison Waite. Do you know her?!

"It'saman, actualy. A strange crank who wrote a book trying to prove that Blake was awitch. |
reviewed it in an academic journd."

"Has he threatened you before?"

"Severd times. | know his handwriting now, so | don't open the letters.”

"Mmm. He might be worth checking up on. | can see we're going to have an interesting time
looking through those." He drank half the glass of beer in along draught, then set it down again. "There's
acetaninterest in being in the police force sometimes. | sometimesthink I'd missit if | retired. People
interest me, you know. Mogt of 'em have got something interesting about 'em if only you look for it. For
example, | wastalking with an old boy the other day, and it turned out that hisfather had been on that
last expedition with Scott of the Antarctic.”

Reade said, "l see your point.”

Lund suspected disagreement. He said, "But then, you don't really get achanceto judge, do
you?| mean, living in this place? Y ou don't see many people. Don't you ever get fed up with doing the
samething day after day -- no offense meant?"

"Thesamething?'

"Y es, you know, writing about Blake? If you'll excuse me saying so, it'snot the kind of thing I'd
enjoy. Mind, | enjoy reading, | read alot of stuff. Have you read Neville Shute? Thereésalot in him."

Reade shook his head, and the silence was heavy for a moment.

Lund had flushed dightly. He said, Y ou won't think I'm trying to be offensve?’

"Notat dl."

"But you know. . . writing about somebody el se's books dl the time. Or perhaps I'm wrong?
Perhapstheres moreto it than that?"

His sincerity was obvious, so it wasimpossible to be offended. Reade was struck with anideg;
he would claim that he had to walk to the village to do some shopping, and they could walk down



together. This cheered him, and the prospect of being aone again in half an hour made him decideto try
to answer the question. He said, " There's no need to apologize. But you see, | dwayswanted to live
aonein some quiet place. Even when | wasachild | used to dream about living on anidand -- or & the
North Pole, degp insde amountain of ice. | supposeyou'd call it escapism. | just didn't enjoy having to
live-- or rather, to do al the things that congtitute living. | used to read alot of adventure stories -- Rider
Haggard and Conan Doyle and dl that. Mind, | lived in quite a pleasant town -- Lichfield, in
Staffordshire. It would have been far worseif 1'd beenin Liverpool or Birmingham. But | smply had a
strong sense of wanting something €l se -- something gpart from the things people do with therr lives.”

Lund shrugged. He said, "But most people fed that way. Everybody wantsto be rich. Wed dl
like to be able to hop on aplane to Calcutta or Hong Kong."

"No, not to berich. | never wanted to be rich. Even when | was smal, | never dreamed about
money or travel. | enjoyed reading about King Solomon's mines, but | didn't really want to travel. | once
went to Scarborough in acar and wassick al theway. And | used to get so bored with train journeys
after thefirst half hour. But when | started reading poetry at the age of thirteen or so, | knew | wanted to
be apoet. Then when | eft schoal, | went to Sheffield University for three years, but | hated that too. |
was supposed to be studying literature with aview to becoming ateacher. Then an uncle died and left me
alittle money. He said he wasn't going to leave me much, because he didn't want to encourage my
laziness, but that held leave enough to give me agtart in life. He reckoned without my ingenuity. This
cottage cost me thirty pounds -- and then the locals said I'd been swindled. And | can live on amost
nothing -- on o little that you wouldn't believe meif | told you. And that's al | ever asked -- a place of
my own."

Lund said doubtfully, "And you write poetry?"

"No. | used to in my teens. But | soon discovered | hadn't the talent. But | read poetry -- Blake,
Wordsworth, Shelley. And | don't fed I'm wasting my life. . ."

He stopped. Lund was looking depressed. He was staring at the rain running down the windows.
Finaly he knocked out his pipe on the hearthstone and cleared histhroat. He said, "Well, to be honest. It
wouldn't suit meat dl, sr. I'd find it too quiet.”

Hisuse of "sr" indicated that their conversation had cometo akind of stop. Lund stood up and
went over to thewindow. He said, "I like peace and quiet, but not too much of it. | think you'd enjoy
being adetective. . ."

"Oh, but | am a detective -- or akind of one. So was Blake." He laughed at the expression of
incomprehension on Lund'sface. "That'swhy | awayswanted to live done. While you're engaged in
living -- dashing about and doing things -- you never have time to wonder what it'sall about. But | dways
wanted to know what it was al about. Then you look at people and wonder what's wrong with them.
They ought to be completely happy just to be dive -- and yet some of them commit suicide because
they'velogt dl their money, and others commit murder because their wives have been unfaithful. . . | can't
imagine how people can take life for granted. There's so obvioudy something wrong somewhere. It'sa
kind of detective story in which you don't know anything & al -- you don't know what kind of crime has
been committed or who isthe crimind. Y ou just know there's something wrong somewhere, and you've
got to keep your eyes open and keep putting two and two together. That'swhat al Blake's poetry is
about. That'swhy it'sal so full of violence and torture and people groaning. He just felt ingtinctively that
theré's something wrong."

At the mention of torture, Lund's face ceased to be uncomprehending; he looked distinctly
interested. "' So you think this madman might fed the same?*

"The same?' Reade stared back blankly.

"He might be akind of socid reformer? A man who thinks there's something wrong with the
world and wants to change it? Like these anarchists who throw bombs?"

The question threw Reade off balance. He said uncertainly, "That's not exactly what | meant. No.

"But | thought you said. . . something about aman who fedsthere's something wrong
somewhere?'



"Of course. Buit. . . what can you do about origind Sn?

"Origind 9n?'

It was at this point that Lund stood up and began to look around vaguely. Hesaid, "Yes, | see
what you mean. Er, what did | do with my coat?'

Reade helped him on with it, smiling. They then spent five minutes transferring the lettersfrom the
drawer to acardboard box. Reade was feding friendly again; the rain was till heavy and hewas glad
that he wouldn't have to use his excuse about walking to the village. He said, "'If you want my own
theories about this murderer, | can put them in afew sentences. | don't think he's the sort of person who
would write |ettersto me.”

"No?Why not?'

"Peoplewho like Blake have aparticular kind of mentality. And it's not the murderer's mentaity.”

"But what about the quotations?*

"That doesn't prove hel'sredlly interested in Blake. Peopleread al kinds of things nowadays.
You'l probably discover that he'srich, bored, and with some kind of record as a psychopath. He's
probably well educated but has a butterfly mind. Histype don't write letters to people like me."

Lund was standing by the table, waiting to pick up the box. His expression was at once bored,
impatient, and grudgingly interested. He said, "But how can you say that? How do you know? Why does
he write bits of Blake onwallsif he'snot redly interested in him?"

"Asakind of act of show-off, | think."

Lund perssted. "But surely that'sjust aguess? Y ou can't know."

"That'strue. | may be quite wrong. Y ou may find letters from him among those."

Lund smiled. "Let's hope we do. Wéll, sir, many thanks for your hospitdity. It's been apleasure
vigting you. | might be caling on you again sometime.”

He was halfway out of the door, the box in his hands, when he turned. "That reminds me. Isthere
any reference to someone called John Cox of Northampton in Blake?!

"I don't believe so. Infact, I'm certain thereés not. Why?'

"The ninth body was partly clothed, and there was a card stuck in the pocket with those words
onit. Wethought it might be the name of thevictim.”

Reade interrupted. "Y ou mean it wasaman?"

Lund looked surprised. "Yes. Six out of the nine were men." He stared at Reade's astonished
face, then sad, "Why?'

"l. ..l don't know, but | somehow assumed they were al women. Comeinside for amoment. I'll
check on John Cox."

Lund said, "Oh, dl right." He put the box on thefloor. "I didn't redly think it'd be anything to do
with Blake. If you're sure thereé's no mention of him. . ."

"I'm fairly certain theres nat, but I'll check in the biographiesif you'l wait amoment.”

When he came downgtairs again, afew minutes later, carrying five books, Lund was sitting down
on thewindowsiIl. He said, "Y ou assumed they were sex crimes, did you?'

"Inaway," Reade said. Hewas glancing at the index in each book. "It's an obvious assumption
to make, don't you think? A sort of Jack the Ripper?' He closed the last of the books. "No, I'm sorry, no
John Cox. But tell me -- what was this man wearing?'

"I haven't got anoteof it, but | believe it was araincoat and trousers.”

"Hewasn't dismembered, then?’

"He'd been disemboweled.” He watched the expression on Reade's face, and asked, "Why does
it interest you?"

"It's. .. dranger than | thought.”

"Inwhat way?'

Reade shrugged. "It's not too difficult to understand asadist killing women. . ."

"lantit?”

"| think not. Sexud frustration building up until it becomes morbid. Blake said:



'‘When thought is closed in caves
Then love shall show its root in deepest hell.’

But aman who kills men and women indifferently. . ."

He stopped, fedling awave of tiredness and depression washing over him, surprising him by its
suddenness. He wanted Lund to go; every additional minute with him was sucking away hisvitdity. Lund
stood, waiting for him to finish his sentence. Reade ddliberately made no attempt to finishit, letting the
slence between them lengthen, until Lund said awkwardly, "1 daresay you'reright. But I'd better be
getting back.”

"It israther late," Reade said.

He watched Lund turn through the gate and into the lane. Jeff Bowden was passing, hislong hair
plastered in rat tails around his eyes and ears. He stood aside to let Lund pass, athough there was plenty
of room in the lane; then he stood and glared after him. Lund turned to wave goodbye to Reade, caught
the scowl, and paused for amoment, his face hardening, asif about to return. Then he shrugged and
walked on. Thisinterlude made Reade feed more depressed than ever. As he closed the door, he found
himsdlf saying doud, "God, how | detest fools.”

He put the kettle on the fire and emptied the cold tea from the tegpot. Then he turned the chair to
thefire and sat down, closing hiseyes, trying to dispd the feding of gloom by reflecting onit. But when
he examined it, he realized that it had nothing to do with Lund. It was the thought of the murderer, and
everything associated with him: the idea of boredom, neurosis, materidism, willful supidity.

He emptied hismind of al ideas and fedlings, thinking of darkness and emptiness. Then he
brought it back to the thought of Blake, of aman sitting aone on the beach at Felpham, watching the
sunlight on the seaand becoming aware of wider horizons of meaning, a consciousness of someimmense,
universal source of purpose. For amoment the fatigue vanished; power came back to hisbrainlikea
current of eectricity. Then it faded again as he thought of adismembered body lying on the foreshore of
the Thames.

He madethetea, thinking: It isamistaketo be donedl the time. Thoughts that could be
dispelled in amoment cling like leeches when you're done.

He went to the window. The rain had stopped and the sun was shining on the smooth rock face
behind the cottage. The few dark cloudsin the sky were drifting eastward. To the west, the sky was
clear. Theideaof returning to Keswick cameto him, and the thought made him fed more cheerful. It was
not yet four o'clock; he could be there by seven. Urien Lewiswas aways glad to see him, and he could
anticipate the interest on Lewissface as he described Lund's vist.

Having made the decision, he resented the necessity of drinking the teac he poured in more milk,
then swallowed it in gulps. Outside, birds had begun to sing in the sunlight, increasing hisdesire to be
gone. He pulled on apair of gumboots and packed his shoesin the rucksack. Then, as an afterthought,
he went upstairs and stuffed the remainder of the lettersin the sack.

Hefilled the goat's manger with hay. She was unwilling to let him go; she followed him to the gate
and pushed her noseinto his hand, begging for affection like adog. When he closed the gate behind him,
she placed her forefeet on the bank and watched him disappear down the lane.

He enjoyed the first hour of the walk; then the fatigue came back. It wasimpossibleto st down;
the ground was too wet. The thin, tough grass on the high ground held the water and squel ched
underfoot. Then helooked at hiswatch, and remembered that the afternoon bus from Buttermere
reached Rosthwaite at a quarter past five. He covered the last mile to the main road at ajog trot, the
rucksack bumping between his shoulder blades. He reached the road at shortly after five, then sat ona
milestone to recover hisbresth, hisbody prickling with sweat. Five minutes|ater he sat at the front of the
bus, breathing in the smell of wet clothes and fedling the beginning of a headache. Now he was relaxed,
the depression came back again. He looked around the bus, and redlized that he would always associate
itssamdl of leather and wet clothes with the thought of murder.



The door at the bottom of the narrow stairs was open. The plate outside said: Urien Lewis,
Antiquarian and Bookseller.

Hecdled, "Areyou there, Hugh?'

The door above opened. A blonde girl looked out. "Hello, Damon. What are you doing here?”’

Her smile made him fed better. She was wearing a blue-checked dress and looked coal.

She asked, "Haven't you been home?"

"Yes. I've come back. Where's your uncle?!

"He's updtairs, doing some catdoguing. Tea?"

"Yes, that'samarvelousidea.”

"Let me hdp you off with that."

She went behind him, taking the weight of the sack. She said, "What on earth have you got in
here?'

"Letters. . . dl kinds of |etters.”

"Loveletters?!

"Unfortunately, no."

She glanced at him sideways as she went into the kitchen, and the look gave him a shock of
pleasure. He stared after her, trying to turn the impression into words. It seemed to him that in the course
of afew weeks she had ceased to be the schoolgirl that he could caress or tease with detachment. He
had known for years that she was fond of him, but it had not been important; shearoused in him only a
protective fondness that was intentional. Now, suddenly, she had developed new powers, powers that
came from adepth of ingtinct, and she was using them against him.

Shecameinwith acup of teaand sad, "I'll tell Uncle Hugh you've arrived.”

He smiled absently, taking the tea, and said, " Thank you, my love.”

It was play-acting, and he knew it. Luckily, she didn't. He thought with amusement: Thisiswhat
Lawrence called the sex war. Then as he thought about the ingtinctive assurance in her glance, joy rosein
him from some deep spring. At the same time he became aware that his reason for coming back to
Keswick had something to do with her aswell aswith her uncle. He ddiberately refrained from looking
up as she came back into the room.

"Uncl€'s nearly finished cataloguing. He sayswhy don't you take your tea up there.”

"Thanks. | will. I'm already feding better.”

Shesad, "Aren't you going to tell mewhat it's about?*

"Come up and listen. It's not a secret.”

"All right. Wait amoment. Uncle Hugh wants some more tea”

Ashewent up the gairs, smelling the familiar odor of dust and old books, a port-winy voice said,
"Wdl, Damon, what on earth brings you back?"

Urien Lewiswas seated on atea chest, another teachest full of books beside him and an open
ledger on his knee. He was an enormous man. Sitting down, he seemed dmost asfat ashewastall. His
teeth werelarge, irregular, and tobacco-stained, and his mouth was a so big and somehow irregular.
There was something about his face that reminded Reade of a crocodile. The gold-rimmed pince-nez
spectacles, attached to hislapd by athin gold chain, looked dmost asincongruous asthey would on a
crocodile. The big, square-fingered hands seemed to confirm this hint of power and violence contained in
the face. The voice was smooth and rich;, it dways reminded Reade of an actor he had known as a child,
who specidized in Dickens parts.

"Thisisamost pleasant surprise, Damon. | hear you've been home and returned.”

"Y es. Something rather interesting has turned up.”

"Good, good. | need alittle interest in my poor, feeble old life. Although books are a great
compensation. Isn't this beautiful ?*

It was acompact volumein finely tooled cafskin; thetitle on thejacket: Le Moyen de Parvenir.
Readetook it politely. Thiswas akind of gamethey played. He wasindifferent to books unlessthey



dedt with subjectsthat interested him; Lewis knew this.

"That's quite atreasure. Béroade de Vervillewas an imitator of Rabdais. Thelanguageis even
more scurrilous. Someone ought to trandateit. . ." He coughed, cleared histhroat, and spat into a
handkerchief. "Where the devil's Sarah with that tea? Sarah!"

"Coming."

She came up the stairs behind them. She had changed the checked school frock for a green and
yellow summer dressthat |eft her arms bare. It aso emphasized the shape of her smdll breasts. She had
to push past Reade to hand the tea to her uncle, and the contact of the bare arm disturbed him.

Lewissad, "Thank you, m'dear. Going out?"'

Shelooked at him innocently. "No."

"Getting pretty, isn't she, Damon?' Lewis put an arm around her waist and caressed the bare
am.

"Very," Reade sad.

"Growing up,” Lewis said with mock sadness. " Shelll be getting engaged next.”

"Don't beslly."

"Dresssslike ayoung lady. Look."

He raised the bottom of her skirt and showed the embroidered hem of an underskirt. But when
hetried to lift it higher, her handsingtinctively held it down.

Lewissaid reprovingly, "No need to be shy in front of Damon. He's known you since you were
tiny. What's the good of wearing nice underwear if nobody seesit?!

Shesaid, "They're not supposed to seeit.” But she dlowed Lewisto raise the skirt to the leve of
her navel, showing white panties that matched the underskirt.

Lewissaid, "Refusesto wear those green things any more."

Reade felt dightly repelled and was glad when Lewis alowed the skirt to drop. Sarah had
reddened and was looking away. Lewiss action implied that shewas a child trying to pretend to be a
woman. For amoment Reade fdlt irritation; then he reflected that, for Lewis, she was ill achild.

Lewissad, "Find a seat, Damon. Sarah, are you going or staying?'

"Staying. | want to hear what Damon hasto say.”

Reade sat on the edge of ateachest. He was observing for the first time that the relation between
these two had changed subtly. A year ago Lewiswas ill mildly impatient at having been madethe
guardian of a schoolgirl; she had been aware of this and had never been quite at ease with him. A year
ago she would have understood her guardian's question as an order to go away. Now she pulled up a
smdll stepladder and sat on the top step, with no trace of nervousness, asif it were her right to be there.

Lewissad, "Wel, tdl uswhat you found when you arrived home."

"A policeman.”

Sarah sad, "Good heavens, why?*

"It'srather along story. Have you heard about a series of murders that have been taking placein
London?"

She said, "Y ou mean these murders of progtitutes?' But for al her attempt at casua ness, she
could not keep hersdf from reddening.

Lewissad, "What on earth do you know about them?"

She sad defensively, "We tdk about them at school.”

Reade said, "Anyway, it seemsthat the murderer leaves quotations from Blake scrawled onwalls
near the bodies.”

"So they think it might beyou?' Lewissad.

"Not exactly. But | suppose their next step isto try to track down any cranks or madmen who
areinterested in Blake. So they wanted to know if 1'd had any letters from such people. And of course |
have adrawer full. So he took them away."

She asked, "What about the | etters you brought with you?

"Wadll, | told him -- the policeman -- that | was pretty certain there weren't any homicida cranks
among them. But now I'm not so sure. | thought we might look through some of them later.”



"Il help you," she said eagerly.

Reade said, "Incidentaly, do you know of a John Cox in literature?”

"John Cox. . . That wouldn't be the man in Cox and Box would it? | suppose not. There is
something. Ian't it acharacter mentioned in Bunyan's Mr. Badman? Sarah, look on that shelf over there
-- among the World Classic volumes. Seeif you can see Mr. Badman."

Reade said, with an admiration that was intended to flatter, Y ou're astonishing! Y ou must be
about the most well-read man I've ever met."

Lewis smiled at the compliment. He said, "But what has John Cox to do with these murders?'

"It was a name written on some paper on one of the corpses.”

Sarah had found the book. Lewis leafed through it for afew moments, then said, "Y es, | thought
0. John Cox isaman who committed suicide in Northampton. Bunyan describesit at rather gruesome
length."

"How did hekill himsdf?'

"Hemade aholein hissidewith arazor and pulled out hisintestines.”

Sarah grimaced. "Ooh, don't."

Reade said, "It fits. The murdered man had been disemboweled.”

"Thisisextraordinary,” Lewis said. Hisvoice wasleve, but Reade was aware of the depth of his
interest; it showed in hiseyes. "Y ou mean to say that this man sets out to make his murdersfit quotations
from Blake and Bunyan?'

"Oh no. The other quotations don't seem so relevant.”

Hetold them briefly al he could remember of what Lund had said. He would have preferred
Sarah not to be there, but realized, on reflection, that this was absurd; she read the newspapers and
discussed the murders at school.

After ten minutes he was finding the edge of the tea chest uncomfortable. He stood up, and
Lewisyawned and heaved himsdlf to hisfedt.

"Yes, | think that's an excdlent idea. Let's go and find more comfortable chairs. Wdll, well, thisis
al very strange. A literate murderer. It shouldn't be al that difficult to trace him. Infact, | should think it
quite likely that he'samong your correspondents. Do you get many |etters?”

"Quitealot, one or two aweek."

"Any from mentd homes?'

"Ohno."

"Any from people who mentioned being in amental home?"

"I don't think s0. But you see, | don't read them very carefully.”

"Do you reply to them?”

"Sometimes. Not very often. Writing letters bores me."

In the Sitting room, Sarah threw more coa onto the fire. Lewis relaxed in the enormous armchair
whose springs had been broken to hisweight.

"Spot of whiskey?'

"No, thanks. | haven't redlly recovered from last night.”

" think I'll have some."

Sarah took awhiskey bottle from a cupboard and poured adrink. Shefilled the glassamost to
the top with sodawater.

Lewissad, "Tdl me, Damon, why don't you go to London and seeif you can track this
murderer?"

Sarah said, "How on earth could he?'

Reade said, smiling, "I don't think I'd make avery efficient detective."

"Why not?Y ou're obvioudy interested in the case.”

"Not redly," Reade said uncomfortably.

"Of courseyou are. Why did you come dl the way back if you're not interested?”

Sarah had gone into the kitchen. Her absence made Reade fed less constrained. He sad, "'If you
want to know the redl reason, | felt horribly gloomy and depressed after the detective left. | et like



takingtoyou."

Lewissad, "Hmmm." Hetook along sp of the whiskey, then put the glass on the table. He
smiled. "Y ou know, Damon, I've often accused you of keeping your head in the sand. Well, isn't thisa
casein point? Why do afew murders depress you? There are thousands of murders every day."

"Yes, | know. It'sdifficult to explain. It's not just the fact of murder. Most murders aren't
premeditated -- they're just blows struck in anger. But there's something about thisman. . . He's
obvioudy educated. Worse till, he'sfamiliar with Blake. That's what baffles me. Do you see? If he
knows Blake, he can't be entirely alost soul, can he?!

"Why not?' Lewisasked, amiling blandly.

"Wadll. . . because atotal materidist never gets around to reading Blake. After dl, he's not taught
in schools”

"l don't see your point. Blakeisareligious poet. | don't regard mysdlf asreligious, so | don't find
him interesting. But theworld'sfull of people who've gone insane through too much brooding on religion.”

"That's not the point,” Reade said doggedly. "Religious cranks study the Apocaypse and the
Book of Daniel and dl that. Blake's adifferent matter entirely.”

Ashe said this he was aware that he was contradicting what he had said to Lund: that Blake was
ahappy hunting ground for cranks. He was not saying what he meant, and it depressed him. Luckily,
Lewis changed the direction of the conversation.

"| can seewhat you'retrying to say. But therésafalacy init. Look a me. I'm not what you call a
lost soul," am 1?1 livewhat you'd cdl the'life of the mind.' Doesit follow that I'm totally incapable of
murder?'

"l hope s0," Reade said, smiling.

"What you mean isthat you hope I'm never driven to the point where | commit one. I'm more
capable of murder than most peoplein thistown because I'm more intelligent, and consequently more
inclined to nervous strain. More frudtrated, if you like."

Reade did not like hissmile, nor the tone of hisvoice. He said quickly, "But that's only amanner
of speaking. We often say we'd like to murder someone. . ."

"Y ou're mistaken. It's not amanner of speaking. I'm speaking about the urge to release inner
tension by an act of violence. And the reason that most of us don't explodeinto violence is because we're
afraid. Why do you suppose most rapes are committed by men who've been drinking? Because they
ceaseto be afraid, they lose their inhibitions. The more intelligent you are, the more you detest modern
society, and the more inhibitions you have about expressing your feglings.”

Reade sad, laughing, "I've never noticed any inhibitionsin you!™

Sarah camein. Shesad, "Thejoint'sin the oven. It should take about three quarters of an hour.
Isanyonedying of hunger?'

Lewissaid, "No." Hewas obvioudy irritated at being interrupted.

Reade said, "I'd like to provide the wine thisevening, if | may. Will you excuse me for aquarter
of an hour?'

Sarah said, "I'll walk down with you."

"No homework?' Lewis asked.

"Not much. Damon can hedp me.”

Lewisshrugged. He said, " Get me another whiskey before you go."

Reade felt embarrassed and constrained; he would have preferred Sarah not to come. The
feding disgppeared when they were outside. The Sky was clear again; the late evening sunlight made the
houses golden. The breeze was coming from the direction of thelake, and it smelled of spring.

At the corner of the market square, agroup of boys was lounging; they watched Sarah with
interest. Reade expected someone to whistle, but no one did.

Hesad, "Don't you have a boy friend now?"

"Lord, no." She grimaced. "Mogt of the boysin this place are awful." She corrected hersdlf.
"Widl, not exactly awful, but not very bright. I'm afraid you and Uncle Hugh have spoiled mefor the
|eather-jacket crowd.”



"But there must be afew intelligent boysin this place.”

"l suppose so. But not very attractive.”

He said, with sudden compassion, "'Y ou must get pretty tired of smdl-town life.”

"Not exactly. | wasin London last Easter, you know, and | didn't like that much either.”

They had arrived at the wine shop. He bought two bottles of Beaujolais.

When they came out, she said, "Let'shave alook at thelake.”

It was a hundred yards away, at the end of the street. The boats on the foreshore were still wet
with rain. There was no breeze and the surface of the lakewas dl light, the dight ripples about ten yards
gpart. Acrossthe lake, ten miles away, he could see the outline of the hills he would climb on the way
home. They stopped and leaned on therailings. The smell of wet leaves was stronger now, and it brought
again asurge of joy that was amost painful. She looked at hisface as helooked acrossthe lake.

"Y ou lovethis place, don't you?'

"l. .. suppose so. | never thought of it quite that way."

"No?'

Hesad, "I don't think most peopleredly enjoy being dive. They spail it by being trivid and
stupid. Remember Wordsworth's phrase about seeing things 'apparelled in celestid light'? How can you
seethingsthat way if you're dwaysthinking about yoursdf?"

"Isthat why you never got married? Do you think awife would spail it?"

Hewas startled by the directness of the question. He said, "Er. . . not exactly. | don't suppose
I've met anyone | wanted to marry. Besides, who'd want to live with me in adamp cottage amile from
the nearest village?'

Shesaid, "I don't think that would worry someone who wasin love with you."

Again he was surprised by her salf-possession; looking at her face, cdm in profile, he thought:
Women grow up so much faster than men. He decided to change the subject.

"l sometimes wonder how much longer your Uncle Hugh can bear this place.”

Shesad, "Oh, he doesn't mind it."

At the mention of Lewiss name, they both turned in the direction of home. For afew minutes
neither spoke. Then he said, ™Y ou know, | felt dreadfully depressed this afternoon after that detective left
-- quite neurotic. That'swhy | came over. Now, quite suddenly, | feel happy again.”

She amiled a him, and helogt dl inclination to try and explain himsdlf. It was too complicated;
smpler to let her assume he meant because he was with her. Besides, it was not entirely untrue. . . but
that was only apart of it.

Asthey drew near to the front door of the house, both quickened their pace, fegling guilty about
Lewis, wondering if he resented their absence. But he wasin agood mood; he was reading B éroalde de
Vervilleand chuckling doud. The glass by hisebow was empty. He looked up, smiling, and said, "Back

dready?'

Lewisliked medsto beleisurdly affairs. He had once said, "If | ever becamerich, I'd moveto
London and spend my declining days cultivating good companions and good food." Reade often had the
uncomfortable fedling that he was rather a poor second best for the kind of companions Lewiswould
have preferred: Peacockian philosophers and connoisseurs of old claret.

Over supper, which lasted an hour, Reade made the acquaintance of another aspect of his host:
hisinterest in murder. Lewis began by talking about De Quincey, and histheory that Kant was murdered;
then he passed on to the Ratcliffe Highway murders. When Sarah objected that al murder is, by itsvery
nature, uninteresting, he took this as a challenge and spoke at length about the Lizzie Borden case, about
which his knowledge seemed to be detailed and encyclopedic.

While Sarah was out making the coffee, Reade said, "I take your point, of course. But while
you're talking about the interest of the murder, you seem to forget that it involved the deeth of ahuman
being. You spesk asif it'sall agame. I've never heard of this Edmund Pearson you keep quoting, but he
soundsanidiot.”



Lewissaid, Sghing, "Possibly he was. But you're dways so intolerant, Damon. He wrote well
and interestingly. Surdly that's enough?’

"W, no. Because it soundsto me asif hesakind of aliar aswell. HEstrying to pretend that
murder's something that it's not. HeE's trying to sound blase and cynica about it. . ."

He stopped, suddenly aware that the same criticisms gpplied to Lewis, and was unwilling to
make an issue of it. Sarah came in with the coffee, so that he hoped the thread of the conversation had
been logt. But when the coffee was poured, and he was seated in hisarmchair, hisfeet on astool, Lewis
sad, "I think you're both being unfair about this. Of course many murders are stupid. Most murdersare
stupid. Look at this youth in Cockermouth who murdered an old man for three poundsten.”

He sucked at the pipe, then waved its stem rhythmically back and forth -- one of hisfavorite
gestures when talking about something that interested him: asign that he did not wish to be interrupted.
"For after dl, Damon, what isthe essence of crime? Materidity! The grossness and stupidity of matter.
All trueidedigsfed that uglinessisacrime. They fed that supidity'sacrime. Everything that violates our
idedismisacrime. Didn't Blake say as much? Crimeisthe opposite of poetry, in theway that matter is
the opposite of spirit. Don't interrupt -- I'm coming to my point. Y ou must admit that by this standard
your Thames murderer has atouch of the artist.”

As Reade shook his head, Lewis said, "But you must agree that he has a sense of effect? Y ou
sad yoursdlf that he ssemsto be an exhibitionist. And what is an artist but an exhibitionist? Actors and
novelists and poets al set out to achieve effects. The means, the mode of expression are everything. On
the other hand, the common criminal cares only for the end -- the five poundsin thetill, or whatever it is.
He doesn't care if he uses abludgeon or arevolver or aknife.”

A bottle of the Beaujolais stood in the hearth; he bent down and filled his glass, then Spped it. He
said contentedly, "Y ou and | disagree on many things -- on most things, in fact. But | think theresone
thing that we undoubtedly have in common: aloathing of the ugly and the sordid and the stupid -- in
short, of matter. Were both builders of castlesin the air. Do you agree?"

Reade asked, smiling, "What are you trying to prove?'

"Nothing. I'm not arguing. I'm merely remarking on something that interests me. That your
Thames murderer's out of the common run -- he has atouch of the artist about him. Do you know how
I'd set about finding him?1'd make inquiries at art schools about pupilswho didn't quite make the grade.
I'd talk to Soho paintersand try to find out if they know of anyone who's talented but unsuccessful --
some man who's away's been morose but who's been getting steadily more paranoiac. That's how the
police ought to go about it, instead of making these mass checks on every half-witted sexua pervert.
They don't understand the kind of man they're looking for."

Reade said dowly, "But aman like that doesn't go around telling everybody that he's going
insane. It dl happensinside -- and so degp down that even his closest friends might never guess.”

Sarah sad, laughing, "I don't know why you think Damon ought to go to London. | think you
ought to go. Perhapstheresareward for him."

Lewisonly grunted. He had never taken kindly to anything that looked likeridicule.

Reade decided to change the subject. He said, "It'snearly nine o'clock. | think | might walk back
if therésamoon.”

Sarah said in dismay, "Y ou can't go tonight! I've made abed up now. Try and make him Stay,
Unde”

Lewissad, "If hewantsto get back, | don't see why he shouldn't.”

Reade was mildly surprised at thisreaction; it was usudly Lewiswho inssted on his staying.

Sarah threw open the window and leaned out. She said, "Well, you can't possibly go. Therésno
moon and it's Sarted to rain again!™

Reade sad, amiling, "Ah, well, that settlesit.”

"Good!"

Lewissaid, with mild annoyance, "Ian't it time you did your homework, young lady?"

"I suppose 0. Can Damon help me?’

"I don't think that's quite ethical. Off you go. Come down if you get stuck.”



Sarah went out of the room with arebellious shrug. Again Reade was struck by the changein her
relation to her unclein the past weeks. Lewis said, "I'm afraid she's growing up rather fast.”

An hour later Reade excused himsdlf, and left Lewisto finish the Beaujolais. When he stood up,
he became aware of the depth of hisfatigue. Seep was affecting him like an opiate, making him amost
unaware of hislegs.

He paused at her bedroom door, wondering whether to say good night, then decided againgt it
and went to the bathroom. The door was locked; when hetried the handle, her voice called, 'l shan't be
amoment.”

"It doesn't matter.”

He gtarted to go back to his bedroom, but the lock clicked and the door opened behind him.

"Y ou can comein. I've been washing my hair."

She was wearing a cotton dressing gown. The bathroom smelled of steam and scented toilet
soap. Her hair was loose down her back; she was sitting on the edge of the bath, drying it. He looked at
hisfacein themirror. It looked lesstired than he anticipated.

Shesad, "I don't think Uncle Hugh wanted you to stay the night.”

"What?' Helooked at her, gartled. "Why not?’

Shesaid cardlesdy, "I think he's getting a bit possessive about me.”

He said explosively, "But good God, 1've known you since you were ten!”

"Schh! Not so loud. Hethinks I'min bed."

Helooked at her inthe mirror, and reflected that if Lewiswere jedlous, it was understandable
enough. He was afrustrated man who fdt that life had treated him badly. He was solitary and secretive
by nature; there had been atime when Reade had suspected him of being homosexual. But he was
definitely not that. And now that Sarah was turning into an attractive woman, and becoming more of a
companion, it was naturd that he should want to keep her aslong as possible.

He washed his face with asponge, then swilled it in cold water. He said, "Come on, child, off to
your bedroom.”

When she had gone, he stripped to the waist and washed his chest and arms. He was surprised
to notice that the tiredness had vanished. From the bathroom airing cupboard he took the pajamas that
he kept here and changed into them. He crossed to his own bedroom, carrying his clothes; alight was
showing under her door. But when he opened his door, he found her sitting on the window-gll1, drying her
hair.

Hesad, "If you're not careful, you'll have your uncle forbidding me the house."

Shesad, "If hedoes, I'll come and live with you."

"That wouldn't belegd. HEs your guardian.”

He climbed into bed and sat watching her. Her dressing gown had falen open. The nightdress
undernesth was of loose pink cotton; it made her seem achild again.

Shesaid, "l aways used to say good night to you. | used to get into your bed in the mornings,
too. Do you remember?'

"Of course | do."

"Now Uncle Hugh'stalking about moving up here. He says his bedroom's damp.”

She was brushing her hair, and glanced at him sideways -- the same look he had caught earlier.

He said without conviction, "He won't. He doesn't like the Sairs.™

"| think he might. . ." She came over and sat on the bed.

Hesaid, "I think you ought to go back to your own room now. He might come up to say good
night.”"

Sheamiled at him, still brushing, and said, "No. | don't careif he does." She put the brush down
onthe bed. "I think he's getting rather odd.”

"Why?"

"Oh. . . he's possessive. He never used to worry if | stayed out until eight o'clock. Now he



aways wantsto know where I've been. Y ou remember Jill Parker, that girl | used to stay with at
Millbeck? She wanted me to stay there with her thisweekend. Uncle says| can't.”

"But it'sunderstandable. . ."

"Why? 1 wouldn't do anything that | shouldn't.”

"I know. | don't mean that. Y our unclesalonely man. I'm about hisonly closefriend, and |
sometimes don't see him for weeks."

"That's no reason to try to keep me on achain.”

"I know. | know. But you have to be patient. He obvioudy wants to show you that he'sfond of
you, but he's not used to expressing emations. | expect that's why he bought you that underwear.”

She glanced at him sideways. "No, it's not. He likesto see me wearing it."

"How can he?Y ou don't go around without adress.”

"l do sometimes. He asksmeto."

He repressed the surprise, fedling guilty at the thoughtsthat arosein hismind. "But. . . that's
nothing redly. . ." He stopped, aware that the comment wasinane.

She said, "And he's dways asking me about boys a school -- and about whether dl the girlsin
my classarevirgins.

Hesamiled. "And are they?'

"No."

"Oh. .. Wdll, inthat case, he's got some reason to be worried, hasn't he? | suppose that's why he
didn't want you to go and stay with thisfriend.”

She said nothing. He had afedling of helplessness that amounted to exasperation. He said, "But
what are you worried about?'

Shesad, "Jill Parker saysheskinky.”

"What?"

"Kinky. . . you know, sort of morbid about sex.”

He said with surprise, ™Y ou seem to know more about the subject than | thought.”

"Well, of course! I'm not ababy. And everybody talks about it enough. The boys| know think
about nothing dse"”

The door downstairs clicked. She jumped up and hurried to the door. Lewiss voice said, "Good
night, Sarah."

"Good night, Unde"

"Areyouin bed yet?'

"Yes. I'vejudt finished drying my hair.”

" Get to deep then. School tomorrow.”

The door closed. She turned back to Reade. ™Y ou see?”’

"What? He only wanted to say good night.”

"He never used to bother."

"I know. But you're getting older. He no longer trests you like achild.”

"Ohyes, hedoes."

She came back to the bed. He reached out and touched her forearm; it was cold.

"Y ou ought to get into bed. Y oull catch cold.”

"Shall I7?" She reached out for the bedclothes.

Hesad, "I meant your own!"

"Oh..."

He relented, seeing her hesitation; besides the thought of having her beside him was pleasant.

"All right, then. Get in. But if you hear your uncle on the stairs, you'll haveto hide!™

Shesad, "Jugt for afew moments.”

Her feet were cold againgt his. She sat up beside him and he adjusted a pillow for her back. This
sudden changein the Stuation produced in him afeding of congtraint, aneed to emphasize his
detachment. He said, "Y our friend Jill soundsabit maicious. | agreethat your unclesrather astrange
and complicated man. But | think he has astrong sense of his duty toward you."



Shesad, smiling, "1 wonder what held say if he knew | wasin bed with you?'

"Let'shope he doesn't find out.”

"He asked methe other day if | till wanted to marry you."

"What did you say?'

"l said no, of course."

Hesamiled. "That'sjust aswell."

"| thought of saying yes, just to see what he'd say. But | knew he'd be upset.”

"| don't seewhy. It used to be ajoke when you were ten.”

"l suppose so. | didn't think it was ajoke."

Hesad, "I think you ought to get into your own bed now. He might be outside the door,
ligening.”

"No. Thedairscreak. Anyway, | haven't told you everything yet.”

"No?' Helooked at her in surprise and saw that she had colored again.

She went on quickly, asif shewasafraid of being interrupted, "I don't suppose | ought to tell you
this, but | might aswell. You see. . . last time | went out with JlIl and two boys. . . we went for apicnic
down the lake. And Jill went off with one of the boysand | stayed with the other and. . . he wanted meto
have sex with him.”

The word made his heart contract. He said, in avoice that did not seem to be hisown, "And did
you?"

"Ohno. | didnt redly like him much. But | let him kissmeand. . . touch me."

"Does your uncle know about this?'

Tohissurpriseshesaid, "Yes. That'swhat | wasgoing to say. . ." She proceeded in arush, asif
glad to have got the worst over. "1 got home very late, and he wouldn't Iet me go to bed until he'd asked
me lots of questions. He knew 1'd been out with boys, and he could see grass stains on my dress. But he
wasnt at dl angry, you see. He said he knew | wasn't achild, and that if 1'd be frank with him, he
wouldn't be angry. So | told him that | hadn't let Gordon. . . do what he wanted. But he kept on asking
me about it. . . asif hedidn't believe me. He kept saying he wouldn't be angry if | told the truth.”

"You say heacted asif he didn't believe you?'

"Well, yes, at first. Then when | kept saying that nothing had happened, he asked me what else
Gordon had done. So | told him. Then he wanted to know &l the details. | wasrather frightened. |
thought he was going to try to get Gordon into trouble. But, somehow, he didn't seem angry. And finally
he let me go to bed.”

She stopped, and they both sat there, saying nothing. He had taken her hand as she talked, to
encourage her. Now they both stared at their linked hands. He said findly, ™Y ou say he wanted to know
details? How much detail ?*

She said eagerly, "Everything. How many times he kissed me. . . oh, you know, al therest.”

"Mmm. Andit'ssincethisthat he's been taking moreinterest in you?"'

"Y es. He made me promise not to go out with Gordon again, but he wasn't a al stern about it.
He suddenly started kissing me when | went out of the house. Then he gave me ten poundsto buy mysdlf
anightie and some underwear. And as soon as | came back, he made me change into it. | wanted to go
up to my room, but he said it was cold, and I'd better stay in front of thefire.”

"Didn't you mind?"

"Well, no. It seemed quite naturd. HE'd paid for the things and he wanted to see them. Buit after
that | began to wonder abit. | mean, he'd often lift up my dress, as he did today. And he kissesme and
touches me alot more than he used to. . ."

"Touchesyou!"

"I don't mean that. Just fondlesme. . . Oh, | know al this sounds stupid. There's something else.
He gave me abook to read afew weeks ago -- somefairy tales by Gogol. Thefirst one was about a
father who wantsto deep with hisdaughter. Little thingslike that, al thetime.”

"But why didn't you tdl methisbefore?’

"I. .. don't know. I'd begun to wonder whether | wasn't imagining it al. Perhaps| am. | don't



know. Perhaps he just wants to show me he likes me to be grown up. And for the past week he hasn't
been doing it so much. He's had alot of work, and he's even asked me why | don't go out to the
pictures. So | never know. . . Thentoday. . . | notice that drinking aways makes him want to touch me a
lot."

He sad dowly, "I don't quite know what to suggest. Theré's nothing illega about an unclekissing
hisniece

"Oh no, of course not. | didn't mean that.”

"And probably that'sal he wantsto do."

"Then why do you think he wantsto deep up here?

"Areyou sure he does? Anyway, | can't imagine him trying to force hisway into your room at
midnight, it'sjust not his style. Besides, if you object to being kissed by him, there are dways ddlicate
waysto discourage him without hurting hisfedings.”

Shesad, "I'm not so sure. He's terribly hard to live with when he's sulky.”

They both stopped to listen; a door downstairs had banged. She said, "It's only the downstairs
bathroom. That means he's going to bed.”

Hesad gently, "And | think you ought to follow hisexample.”

"Yes, inamoment. . . If Uncle Hugh guessed | was here, held question me for an hour to find out
what happened.”

He was shocked. "Oh nol He couldn't believethat 1'd try and. . . seduce you."

She laughed. Helooked at her curioudy. She said, "I'm not sureit's you he mistrustsl™

"Go on, now! Off to bed! You'reonly achild. . ."

"AmI?'

She threw back the bedclothes and sat on the edge of the bed. For amoment he felt regret at
being deprived of her warmth. Then she leaned forward and held out her mouth for akiss. He placed his
hand on the back of her head, aware as he did so that a hypnotic warmth was holding them together,
producing adesreto improve the flow by physica contact. Her lips were passive againg his. He found
himself thinking: If Hugh opened that door now. . .

Shesad, "Am | achild?'

"Of course. Now. . ."

Before he could go on, she kissed him again. The contact of their lipsdid not excite him. He
knew her too well and had kissed her often enough before, with this same knowledge that she would be
entirely hisfor the asking. He felt she was playing akind of game. She had lifted her legs back onto the
bed and rested her head on the pillow again. But the fedling of their physical contact brought a strange
glow of joy, asense of freedom. He made no attempt to stop her when she pushed back into the bed
again. But he ddliberately broke the kissto say, "Now back to bed.”

"No. Let medeep here”

"That would bedlly."

Shesaid, "Y ou know why | wouldn't let Gordon do what he wanted? | was thinking that you
were going to be thefirg."

"Not now, though.”

"No, dl right, not now. But let me stay afew minuteslonger. And put your light out.”

"No. You ought to go."

"Not yet. Lie down and kissme."

It was necessary to liefull length beside her, and to lean on his elbow, the other hand on her
wast. Thewaist was bare, and when he kissed her, he was also aware of the length of her bare legs
againgt him. He thought: Thisis exactly the right moment for Hugh to comein. . . Then he had amenta
image of Lewis outside the door on his knees, his eyeto the keyhole.

After amoment shesaid, "Y ou have more sdlf-control than Gordon.”

"That's arather tactlessthing to say!"

"But you don't mind, do you? | wouldn't try to lie to you. Do you want to marry me?"

"Y ou're too young to marry."



"I know. And you're twenty years my senior. Will you marry me, please? Am | being really
terrible?!

He propped himsalf up and looked down at her. Her eyes were open and candid. He said
quietly, "Yes, I'll marry you if you redly want meto.”

She amiled, and for amoment he wondered if she was going to cry; her eyestook on a strange,
clouded expression. She sad, "And youll tel Uncle Hugh tomorrow?

"l don't know."

"But we are engaged now, aren't we?'

"Y es, were engaged.”

"And s0 you're redly my husband now?"

"You're not Sixteen yet."

"| shdl be soon. Don't worry about that. | shan't ever change. | said I'd marry you when | was
ten. Turn the light out for amoment, please. | promise I'll go back to bed soon.”

He sat up and reached for the overhead cord; then the room was dark except for the reflection
of agtreet lamp. She was dso sitting up. He said, "What are you doing?”

"Taking this off. | just want to know we've been in bed together like this. Lie down."

Helay down beside her and held her warm body. Thistime he allowed himself to be drawn out
of hisdetachment, sinking into the kiss. He let hisleft hand wander over the small of her back, then over
the dim thighs and up to her breasts. As he kissed her, he tasted the salt on her nose.

Shesad, "Oh, | wish | could stay heredl night. . ."

The tone surprised him. Thelast of the child had vanished; it was the voice of awomanin love.

Heknew it would be impossible to ask her to leave now. If shewerein the other room, he would
haveto join her there. Shelay there, completely passive. He found himsdf wondering which roomin the
cottage they would deep in, and which room could be used as a nursery. He was wondering about
repainting the outside of the cottage when hefell adeep.

In the dawn he woke up to find her putting on her nightdress, standing beside the bed. She bent
over to kiss him, then went out. Hefell adeep again.

Hewoke up again at eight o'clock; shewas placing ateatray on the bedside table. She was
wearing her green school uniform. He massaged his eyes and looked at her. She sat on the bed and
gmiled.

It was difficult to associate this schoolgirl with the night before, until she leaned forward and
kissed him. They were the same soft, searching lips.

Shesad, "I'm afraid I've bad news. | think Uncle Hugh knows we dept together last night.”

"What!" He was wide awake ingantly. "How?"'

"I'm not sure. | left my light on. If he went into the kitchen, he could see the reflection on the
wadl."

"Does helook furious?

"l don't know. He's odd. He hasn't even kissed me this morning. That means there's something
onhismind."

Hesad, "Hmmm!" then reached for the teaand took alarge Sip.

Shesaid, "It doesn't matter, anyway, doesit?"

"No, of coursenot.”

"Y ou dill want to marry me?"

"Thismorning, if youlike"

"They wouldn't like that a school. Are you going home this morning?*

"l expect 0."

"When shdl | seeyou again?'

"That dependslargely on your uncle. | suppose he might try forbidding usto meet at dl."

"Could | come over at theweekend, if it'sall right?’



"Of course, if hell let you."

"Look, I'vewritten down the number of the telephone box outside our schoal. I'll be waiting
there at half past twelve today, so can you ring me? I'd better go down now."

When she was gone, he ate the buttered toast and finished histea, staring out of the window.
Below, he could hear the occasiondl rattle of crockery. She would leave for school at half past eight. He
felt no desire to see Lewis until she had |eft. Now that he thought back on the night, he had no regret. It
seemed asif he had promised to marry her years before and that nothing could prevent it. To passthe
time he began to work out figures on the back of an envelope. If they married when she was seventeen,
and he reinvested hismoney at eight percent. . . The prospect seemed reasonable. When he had finished
making plans, he regretted that Sarah was not there to discuss them with. Soon after haf past eight he
heard the door dam. He went into the bathroom and washed, then returned his pgjamas to the cupboard,
wondering if thiswould be for the last time. Hefelt no nervousness about seeing Lewis; it would be
necessary to explain the pogition clearly. He finished dressing carefully, combed his hair, and went
downgdtairs, carrying histray.

Lewiswas ill drinking coffee; the room smelled of eggs and bacon.

Reade sad, "Morning, Hugh."

"Good morning, Damon. Coffee?' The greeting sounded heavy with overtones.

"Thanks"

He thought it would be atemptation to avoid Lewiss eyes, but in fact, there was no difficulty. He
had never been afraid of Lewis, and he knew Lewis respected him. He poured the coffee and added
cream.

Lewissaid, "Would you like egg and bacon?'

"No, thanks. I've just had toadt. I'll have ameal when | get home."

"Y ou're going homethen?"

"Of course." Helooked up in surprise.

"Sarah will be disgppointed.”

He stirred his coffee without comment.

Lewissaid, "I hear that | have to congratulate you."

"What?' He stared across a Lewis.

"Sarah couldn't res & telling me before sheleft for schoal.”

"Oh, | see”

"May | ask you aquestion? Did you proposg, or did she?"

"Er...shedid"

"I...see. And you said yes, of course, being a polite and good-natured sort of chap.”

Reade asked, "Have you any objections?’

"Oh no. Of course not. She had to marry somebody. I'd rather it was you than any of the local
youths™"

"Thanks"

"And | presume you redlly want to marry her, and didn't say yes smply to avoid upsetting her?"

"Ohno."

"Forgive me prying, but are you in love with her?!

He amiled, saying "1 hadn't redly thought of it much, but. . . | suppose so. I'm very fond of her.
She has a swest nature. I've no doubt I'll get much more fond of her when were married.”

"And when were you thinking of marrying her?"

"I don't know. How do you fed about it?"

"Oh, tomorrow if you like. | supposeif it'sal settled, it may aswell be as soon as possble.”

Reade understood his attitude, and felt relieved. He was aso beginning to fed sorry for Lewis,
and distrusted the fedling. He finished the coffee and stood up, saying, "I think I'd better go. | fed rather
guilty about dl this."

"Dont," Lewissad, but there was no conviction in hisvoice.

"I. .. expect you'll seeagreat ded of us. . . if youwant to, of course. . ."



"Y ou mean to go on living in your cottage then?”

"I expect so0. For the time being, anyway."

Lewis poured himsdaf more coffee. His voice seemed cool and steady enough, but Reade noticed
that he had not yet looked at him directly. Againit struck him that Lewis should have been an actor.
Lewis dtirred his coffee carefully, and took asip, before he said, "How long do you think agirl of her age
will want to livein aplacelike thet?"

"I hadn't intended to stay there dl thetime. | thought | might take up an offer from Wisconsin
University to lecture therein the winter. Then there was atentative offer from the new university at
Southampton.”

Lewisasked sardonicaly, "Do you want to become auniversity hack?

He preferred to ignore the challengein this, and replied evenly, "Not redly. They'd want meto
teach literature and perhaps specidize in Blake, and 1'd much rather teach philosophy and specidizein
Whitehead. But | suppose that's rather much to ask.”

Hefound it hard not to fed acertain vagueirritation with Lewis for making things so difficult.
They were old friends, they had aways been on the footing of equas. Thisformality seemed absurd. He
sat down again suddenly, and helped himself to more coffee. He said, "L ook here, Hugh, 1'd much rather
you were quite frank. If you think I'm awildly unsuitable husband for Sarah, then say so, and I'll. . . well.

Lewislooked up at him for thefirst time; his eyeswereflat and inexpressive. He said, "Y ou'd
what? Give her up?'

Hefdt himsdf reddening ashe said, "'l suppose so. After dl, you're her guardian, and sheisa
minor."

Hewas interested to see aflicker of relief in Lewiss eyes, and he thought: Of course -- he
wonders how much she'stold me. Lewis said, smiling, "1 don't think that would solve anything. Shed hate
me and you'd sop coming here."

Reade said nothing, drinking his coffee and looking across at the hairy backs of Lewissfingers.
Lewissat back in his chair and seemed to be thinking, staring down at his scomach and at the top fly
button that was undone to alow it room for digestion. When he spoke, he gave the impression of saying
something he had aready thought out. "L et me put it thisway. Y ou're an old friend of mine -- the oldest
inthis part of the country, | suppose. . ." Reade nodded quickly in sympathy, but Lewiswas not looking
ahim.

"...and so I'm as concerned about you as about her. Frankly, I'm fond of you both.”

He now looked up, his face open and frank, and for amoment Reade was convinced that al this
was unrehearsed.

"So you see, Damon, it leaves me rather aproblem. Put it thisway. | don't redlly believe youre
madly inlovewith Sarah. . . no, let mefinish. | think that you're a gentle and good-natured sort of person
who'd say yesto any woman who asked you, even if shewas ninety. | don't doubt you're fond of Sarah.
.. But think of another thing. She's dways had a schoolgirl crush on you, but are you redlly doing the
kindest thing by giving way to her? How long do you think shelll be happy in that cottage, living with a
man who spends his days with his nose stuck in Process and Reality? She hasn't thought about it
because agirl of her age doesn't redly know what lifesal about. But shéll find out by thetime she's
twenty. Shelll find out that she wants excitement and travel, and perhapslove affars, who can tdl? If she
redlly knew what she wanted, sheld go and share aflat in London with agirl friend and try to see
something of the world. Y ou must agree that's reasonabl €7

Reade nodded gravely.

Lewiswent on quickly. "Asto yourself, are you sure sheldd suit you? She's quite abright child, but
shélll never understand the firgt thing about Blake or Whitehead or anyone else. Y ou might meet someone
who could redlly share these thingswith you. You see, | feel you're just a couple of innocents who don't
know what you're letting yourself infor. Y ou're about as practical as adormouse, and she never had any
experience of money."

Reade said mildly, "I wouldn't describe mysdlf asadormouse. And I'm not all that



inexperienced.”

Lewisglanced at him from under the bushy eyebrows, and hisface assumed for amoment a
Churchillian. expression. "No? Then let me ask you what might seem an impertinent question. Have you
ever had sexud intercourse?!

Reade said quietly and without embarrassment, "No. Although | dmost married once.”

For amoment he thought that Lewiswas going to laugh, then hisface straightened and he said
judicidly, "Wéll, that's perhaps aswell from a certain point of view, but. . ." He suddenly sighed and
shrugged. "I just don't know what to say. . . | don't know what to say. . ."

He picked up his coffee cup and emptied it with a determined movement, asif he had suddenly
made up his mind, then went on firmly. "Look here, Damon, we've been friendsfor long enough for meto
gpesk my mind. In many ways we haven't much in common. We disagree on amost every important
guestion. But we like and respect one another, so that doesn't matter much. | suppose this situation gives
me arather unfair advantage, but | may aswel befrank. Let me put it thisway. | may not see much of
the world up here, but | think I see more than you do. And | honestly think that you don't have thefirst
idea of what the modern world's al about. Y ou live in that cottage without ever seeing a newspaper, you
spend your days studying a philosopher who's been dead for a quarter of a century, and then you write
books about the crisisin the modern world. What on earth do you know of the modern world? And
while| agreethis doesn't matter a damn while you're writing books about philosophy, it'll matter a greet
dedl if you've got awife and four kids. Now look, take acasein point. A policeman calson you and tells
you about these murders -- which you hadn't even heard of -- and you get so depressed you have to
come dashing over hereto talk to me. Isthat true or not?"

Readefdt that it wastime for making concessons, and he nodded. Lewis gestured vagudly, asif
wordsfailed him. It was another ca culated effect; Reade had never known wordsto fail him. Then he
said vehemently, "But you see, Damon, that's what the modern world'slike -- murders and wars and
atomic bombs, and Blake and Whitehead have got nothing to do with it. So can't you seewhy 1'd fedl
happier if you and Sarah hadn't gone into thisthing quite so blindly?"

Reade asked, after a pause, "What would you suggest | do?"

"Wil, if you agreewithme. . . I'd suggest you try to cool Sarah's enthusiasm alittle. You can do
itand | can't. | don't mean disappoint her or go back on your word, but you could make her see that it
might be best to leave the whole thing in abeyance for now. . . just treat it as something you can discuss
again in ayear'stime, when she's out of school. Let her see you don't take it too serioudly. Oh, of course
| know you do, since you've given your word. But wouldn't it be better -- for her sake -- to pretend you
don't? You'realot older than sheisand you've got to do the thinking for both of you."

They sat slently for afew moments, both looking down at the tablecloth.

Then Reade said, "Very well. But let metry and put my point of view. | don't mean about Sarah.
Let'stakeit for granted that 1'd like to marry her. But about your other points. Y ou've a perfect right to
cal measimpracticd asadormouse, and to fed I'm out of touch with life. But thisis the point where we
smply can't see eye to eye. Weve nothing whatever in common. Don't you see. . . it's not an accident
that's drawn me from Blake to Whitehead, it'sa certain line of thought which isfundamenta to my whole
approach. Y ou see, there's something about them both. . . They trusted the universe. You say | don't
know what the modern world'slike, but that's obvioudy untrue. Anyone who's spent aweek in London
knowsjust what it'slike. . . if you mean neurosis and boredom and the rest of it. And | do read amodern
novel occasiondly, in spite of what you say. I've read Joyce and Sartre and Beckett and the rest, and
every aom in merejects what they say. They strike me asliarsand foals. | don't think they're dishonest
s0 much as hopelesdy tired and defeated.”

Lewishad lit hispipe. He did it asif Reade were speaking to someone ese. Now he said, smiling
fantly, "1 don't think were discussng modern literature.”

Reade had an impulse to call the debater'strick, but he repressed it. Instead he said quietly,
"Weé're discussing modern life, and you brought up the subject. And I'm trying to explain why | don't
think that murders and wars prove your point. I'm writing about Whitehead because his fundamental
intuition of the universeisthe sameasmy own. | believe like Whitehead that the universeisasingle



organism that somehow takes account of us. | don't believe that modern man is astranded fragment of
lifein an empty universe. I've an ingtinct that tells me that there's a purpose, and that | can understand that
purpose more deeply by trusting my instinct. | can't believe theworld ismeaningless. | don't expect lifeto
explode in my face a any moment. When | walk back to my cottage, | don't fed like ameaningless
fragment of lifewalking over alot of dead hills. | fed apart of the landscape, asif it's somehow aware of
me, and friendly.”

Lewissaid, growling, "Y oure welcometo fed what you like."

"Y ou mean it'sromanticism and nothing el se?*

Lewis said reasonably, "I mean it doesn't make any red difference whether you're right or wrong.
We'rediscussing Sarah.”

"I know. I'm discussing her too. You say | agreed to marry her because | was too good-natured
to refuse, and too stupid to see the consequences of accepting. It's not true. | agreed because | knew
indinctively it would bedl right."

Lewissad, smiling, "Well, Sarah had an Irish grandmother. | suppose the two of you ought to
produce some psychic children.”

Reade felt thiswas a ddliberate attempt at ared herring, but he took it up reasonably. "It's not
redly psychic. My psychic powers are rather undeveloped. It'samatter of aningtinct about life.”

Lewissad, "Wdll, tell me, would your ingtinct. . . would it help you to solve this murder, for
example? And if not, what'sit worth in practica terms?”

Reade shrugged. "'l don't supposeit would. I'm not interested in murders. | think the police are
probably going about it in thewrong way. If they got aman like old George Pickingill, for example. In his
younger days there was dmost no crimein the village because he could solve it without leaving his
cottage. He could tell where stolen goods had been hidden and who'd taken them. But that's besides the
point..."

He stopped speaking. It suddenly seemed that the discussion had come afull circle, and that
there was no point in going on. Lewis seemed to fed thistoo. He stood up and crossed to the fireplace.
Hisvoice sounded tired ashe said, "I don't know. It'sentirely up to you now. If | was one of those old
sepfathersin afairy tae, I'd tell you to go away for ayear and make your fortune, and then come and
clam her, like Dick Whittington. Or go to London and solve these murders,”" he added ironicaly.

Reade sad, "All right. Let'stalk about it later.”

Lewis seemed to welcome this suggestion. He said quickly, "Yes, let's. After dl, theré's plenty of
time. . . Think about it." He shrugged suddenly, then said tiredly, "I don't supposeit really matters what
happens.”

Reade found his coat. He said, "I'll come over later. Thank you for the entertainment.”

Lewissaid, "Not at al." Then, as Reade paused at the door, he added drily, "Thank Sarah.”

Instead of walking home, he spent the morning &t the Druidic Circle of stones near Keswick. It
wasacam, misty day. He sat for two hours, his back against the largest stone, Staring across at the
brown and scarred sides of Brackenthwaite Fell and Skiddaw. Again the quietness settled on him; Lewis
became as unimportant asif he had been dead for ten years. He walked back into Keswick at midday
and met Sarah out of school. She blushed with pleasure to see him. They walked to the side of the lake,
and hetold her about the talk with Lewis.

She said angrily, "He doesn't know me at al. | shan't be bored in the cottage. | loveit.”

"I know. But he'sbeing very reasonable, al the same. He could forbid meto seeyou.”

"How could he? He's too lazy to keep awatch on me. Anyway, why should he? | know exactly
what helll do. Hell advertise for some girl to come and look after him."

Her perception astonished him. "Do you think so?"

"Of course. He's often talked about it. And if you go to London, | want to come with you."

He sad, laughing, "That wouldn't be agood idea. Hugh wants meto go done.”

"Of course he does. He wantsto break us up.”



"I suppose he does. He probably thinksthat I'll get so sick of it that I'll want to rush back home
and live donefor therest of my life. Anyway, | think | shal haveto go done. | have someideasthat |
want to try out.”

"Not about this murder, | hope?!

"Not entirely. Do you remember that old wizard called Pickingill we once had an argument
about? The man who can make amowing machine stop by putting aspell onit?1'm going to take these
lettersdong to him."

"What on earth for? Y ou don't think he'sreally awizard, do you?'

"Perhaps not. . . But he has curious powers. |'ve seen him stop a clock. He walked into the local
pub one day at closing time and wanted adrink. It was anew landlord, and he refused to serve him. Just
then the clock started to Strike two. Pickingill stared at it and it stopped. The landlord was so astonished
that he gave him the pint. Pickingill drank it straight down -- and the clock finished striking as soon asthe
glasswasempty.”

"But how did hedoit?'

"I don't know. | could explain my theories, but they'd take hours. Therell be plenty of time later.
Meanwhile, you'd better get home for lunch. I'll ring you a homethisevening,”

The cottage stood aone in the corner of afield. Most of its windows were broken and covered
with boards. It was surrounded by a neat white fence. The garden was completely overrun with weeds
and nettles, many of them waist-high. The whole place had adepressing air of abandonment. No one
was visible behind the windows, but Reade had a sense of being observed as he approached. Ashe
pushed open the garden gate, the front door opened and Pickingill looked out.

Reade said cheerfully, "Afternoon, George."

Pickingill was atal man. Even now, with bent back and stooped shoulders, he waswell over six
fedt.

The old man said, "What bringsyou 'ere, Mr. Reade?"

His voice had none of the bluntness of the Cumberland accent; local legend placed hisoriginin

Reade said, "1 wonder if you can help me?’

"Might."

He placed the rucksack on the doorstep. Pickingill peered down at it with birdlike eyes. It was
obviousthat he wasill; the thin figure, wrapped in along, dirty overcoat, seemed to tremble as he stood
there. The knobby, arthritic hands were grimy.

Reade said, "I've got some letters here. | want to know if one of them isfrom amurderer.”

"What kind of amurderer?’

"Some sort of amadman, | think."

"All right. Would you liketo comeinsde?"

"No, thanks. | want to walk to the village to do some shopping. Anything | can get you?'

"Wouldn't mind afew cigarettes. And some eggs.”

"Right. I'll be back in half an hour."

Hetook histimewaking to the village. The 9ght of the hermit had saddened him. The old man
obvioudy needed someone to take care of him. But the localswere afraid of him, and most of them
would be glad when he was dead. There were many strange stories told about him. A boy who brought
vegetablesto his cottage one night claimed that the furniture in the room was dancing around when the
old man opened the door. Another legend declared that he had killed an old gypsy woman -- another
witch -- by boiling up adrop of her blood with vinegar. 1t was generdly believed among loca
schoolchildren that Pickingill kept afamiliar spirit in acasket asbig asathimble, and that if the familiar
could escape, it would destroy Pickingill and the cottage aswell.

Pickingill himsdlf had taken some care to foster these legends. Now, in hisnineties, hewas
suffering the consequences of his reputation. He was hated and avoided.



When Reade returned haf an hour later, the old man was waiting a the door. He said, "Comein
amoment. I've made a cup of tea."

Reade followed him reluctantly. He knew what it would be like and wanted to avoid it. It was
worse than he had anticipated. The place smelled of damp and stae urine. There were torn blankets at
the windowsingtead of curtains. Therewasthick dust on the chair that Pickingill offered him. Although it
was awarm day, theinsde of the cottage wasicy cold.

Hisrucksack was on the table. Besideit lay two letters. Reade asked, "Any luck?"

The old man nodded toward the table top. "Y es. It's the one underneath. That one on top's a bit
of avillain, but hewouldn't kill."

Reade picked up the top letter; the Sgnature was that of awell-known professor of literature.
The letter underneath was typed, and it was on headed notepaper. The printed words read: Bryce,
Furneaux and LIoyd, Estate Agents. The address was in Kensington Church Street. The signature read:
Oliver Bryce.

He knew better than to ask the wizard whether he was sure it was from amurderer, or how he
found out. He placed it in his pocket, saying, "Thanks, George. If theré's any reward, I'll see you get your
ghae”

Pickingill grinned, showing asingle brown fang. "Istherelikely to be?"

"There could be. It might be from the Thames murderer.”

Pickingill's face showed that this meant nothing to him. It was generaly supposed he could not
read. He said, "Wéll, don't be too long about it. | haven't got long now."

He poured tea from the brown earthenware tegpot; it was almost black. Reade accepted the
chipped, tea-stained mug with thanks. It tasted |ess bad than it looked. Pickingill sat in arocking chair
beside the empty fireplace and moved dowly back and forward as he sipped histea. He seemed to have
no desire to talk. Reade took the cigarettes and eggs out of the paper bag and placed them on the table.
The old man glanced at them, nodded, and went on rocking and sipping the tea.

After ten minutes of slence Reade stood up. "How much do | owe you, George?"

"That'sdl right. Glad to help.”

"L et me give you something, anyway -- to buy adrink.”

He offered the old man a pound note. The clawlike hand accepted it and stuffed it into the
overcoat pocket.

"Thank'ee sir. Don't drink much these days.”

"Don't come to the door."

"Tha'sdl right. Seeyou off."

Reade |ooked back when he was halfway acrossthefield. The old man was il sanding in the
doorway, staring after him, but he did not return the sa utation when Reade waved to him.

Theloca pub wasjust opening its doors as he arrived. He ordered a pint of beer and asked if he
could use the telephone.

Lewissvoice answered. When he asked for Sarah, Lewis said, " She's gone out to get
vegetables. She ought to be back soon. Can | give her amessage?”

"No, | think 1I'd better speak to her mysdlf. I'm going to London in the morning.”

"London?How long for?'

"I don't know. A few days. Perhaps weeks. I've decided to take up your challenge.”

Therewas a pause, then Lewis asked uncertainly, "Which chalenge?’

"The one about the murders. I'm going to try and solve them.”

"Good heavens, you're not serious!”

"Yes, completdy.”

"Wl | wasn't! Y ou must be mad! Y ou wouldn't know where to begin.”

Reade sad, smiling, "I think | would."

Therewas along pause, then Lewissaid, "Look here, | think you'd better come over hereand



talk about it. If Sarah thinksI'm responsible, shelll be furious.”

Hesad, "No, serioudy, | can't come over. I've decided to catch an early train in the morning,
and that involves getting up at about four o'clock. I'll ring Sarah back in twenty minutes and explain
everything. All right? See you soon.”

As he went back into the bar, the landlord said, "Y ou're looking pleased with yoursdlf this
evening, Mr. Reade.”

PART II

The telephone booths at Euston were occupied. He stood his case on one end againgt the wall
and sat down on it. At five-thirty in the afternoon the hest was till stifling. The twelve-hour journey had
left him with a heedache and afedling of congtipation.

A bowler-hatted man came and stood on the other side of the phone box and tapped a
threepenny piece againgt the cover of abook he carried in the other hand. The door of the nearest phone
box opened and awoman came out; Reade hurried past her, then regretted his rudeness and turned to
the man, intending to offer him precedence. The glare he met was so virulent that he changed hismind
and quickly turned away. The feding of depression increased.

He rang the number of the house agent in Kensington Church Street. A girl'svoicesaid, "I'm
sorry, Sr, Mr. Bryceleft five minutes ago.” His heart contracted as he heard the name. His voice sounded
different in hisown earsashe said, "Never mind, I'll try againin the morning.”

The heat wasintolerable. The telephone was sticky in his hand; the mouthpiece was covered with
the moisture of the previous user. Heloosened his collar and opened the door of the box dightly. He
dialed another number. The phone at the other end rang half adozen times. He was about to hang up
when awoman's voice said breathlesdy and with obvious annoyance, "Hello! Whoiisit?'

Hesaid, "I'm sorry to bother you. IsKit Butler there, please?"

"No, I'm afraid heian't,” the voice said, ill resentful. "He hasn't lived a home for two years

"Isthat his mother?'

"y es"

"Thisis Damon Reade. Y ou may remember me. | stayed at your house once.”

"Ahyes, Mr. Reade. Of course | remember." The voice ingtantly softened, confirming Reade's
memory of making agood impression on her. "I didn't know you lived in London."

He explained that he was down for afew days.

Shesad, "l don't seealot of Christopher these days. | don't know what he does with himself.
Last time he came helooked quiteill. 1 wish you could persuade him to come home for awhile.”

"Do you have his present address?"

"Y es, somewhere. He's living near the Portobello Road. That'sin Netting Hill. Wait amoment.”

A moment later she read out the address, adding, "I'm afraid he's not on the telephone.”

He promised to persuade Kit Butler to call on his mother, and hung up. The heat was making him
dizzy. Before leaving the phone box, it struck him that it might be worth trying directory inquiriesto check
about the telephone. The delay was interminable. Eventually the operator came on theline and said,

"Y es, hel's on the telephone. The number is Bayswater 9932."

He congratulated himself on hisinsight and diaed the number. The voice he recognized said,
"Who's speaking? Good God, Damon! What the hell are you doing in London? When did you arrive?”

"About half an hour ago."

"Have you got anywhere to stay? No. Well, grab ataxi over hereright away. No, wait. You'll
catch the rush hour now, so you may aswell take atube. Cometo Notting Hill Gate. I'll meet you there.
Incidentaly, who gave you my number?'



"| rang your mother."

"Good God, she hasn't got it, has she?'

"No. Shethinksyou're not on the phone.”

Therewas an explosve "Thank God!"

"Why?1 thought you got on well with your mother?"

"Never mind, I'll explain when | see you. Grab atrain now. See you in twenty minutes.”

He had dready recovered his cheerfulness on leaving the box, and the headache had vanished.
Butler was his oldest friend in London, athough they had not met or corresponded for three years. It was
comforting to hear hisvoice and to fed there had been no change.

Butler was standing on the other side of the ticket barrier at Notting Hill. He said, "Damon!
Marvelousto seeyou.”

His grip was as strong and warm as ever. His physica gppearance had changed since Reade last
saw him. The face was thinner and the unshaven chin emphasi zed the hollows in the cheeks. The dark
hair was bushy and uncombed. The tweed suit he was wearing had once been expensive; now it looked
worn and stained and there was a cigarette burn through the lapel. In spite of thetired look of the eyes,
which were underlined with blue circles, heradiated afriendliness and vitdity that made Reade forget the
boredom of hisjourney and hisdidike of London.

"Let metakethat."

In spite of Reade's protests, he took the case. Asthey emerged, Reade said, "Good God, what
have they doneto Notting Hill Gate?'

"Oh, it'sal changed from our day. But the Portobello Road's the same as ever. What are you
doing in London?"

"Severd things. . . Spending afew daysin the British Museum.”

"Good, I'll cometoo. I've got some work to do.”

Reade had no intention of concedling the reason for hisvisit from Butler, but it could wait until
later -- perhaps after he had seen Bryce. He asked, "Why don't you want to see your mother?”

"Oh, that's rather an absurd business. Y ou know she's alwaystrying to find awife for my brother
James?'

"No, but | can bdieveit. Ishe il teaching history at Cambridge?!

"Ohyes. Hewon' leave there. It'stoo comfortable. And he's making quite anice little reputation
with these books on British diplomacy in the seventeenth century. Anyway, my mother thinks he ought to
have awife, so shel's dways conspiring with her friendsto invite pretty girlsto the house when he's at
home."

Reade found himself smiling in anticipation; he could guesstherest of the story.

"Wadl, an aunt of mine brought rather adeliciousgirl called Isobel last Easter. | was supposed to
bein Brighton for Easter, but | got fed up and came back suddenly, and walked in on alittle tea party.
And the girl obvioudy found me moreinteresting than James." He gave asnort of laughter, then went on
withrdish. "'l didn't want to take the girl away from James. I'd be glad to see him married. Although |
must say, | don't think he stood a chance, even if | hadn't appeared. So | stayed for twenty minutes, then
left. Anyway, sherang me up the next day -- sheld got my address from my publisher, themusic
publisher, | mean. Wdll, what could | do. . . 7' He assumed a burlesque expression of innocent
victimization and bewilderment.

"What excuse did she makefor ringing you?'

"Oh, said she had afriend who was writing abook on music and wanted my advice. So naturaly
| gaveit to her." He gave asnort of glee. Then, resuming amock-pious expression, "I didn't want her, of
course. All thetime | was making loveto her, | wasthinking: Christopher, you are doing thisto save your
brother from an unhappy marriage. Because obvioudy, if she preferred me at this point, sheld obvioudy
desert James for me as soon as she got tired of Cambridge.”

"But how did your mother find out?"



"My Aunt Letitiatold her -- that was the one who introduced her in the first place. She called on
me one night, and 1sobel opened the door in my dressing gown. So Aunt L etitia turned and strode of f
without aword -- awful bitch -- and promptly phoned my mother." Helaughed. " So for the next few
months, family relaionswerealittle Srained. . ."

"But why aren't you seeing her now? She sounded worried.”

Butler grimaced. "Oh, I'm not avoiding her. But I'm never sure when that damned brother of
min€ell be there, and I'm not speaking to him at present. There are some things that shouldn't be forgiven
even to your own brother. He said some vile things.”

"What did he say?'

"Oh, you can guess. The usua stuff about being abum and awaster and a sex maniac. Then
when | pointed out that my name's still better known than his, he started to shout about all my music
being afake."

They had been walking aong the Portobello Road in the waning sunlight. At thishour ona
Thursday evening, it looked strangely quiet and deserted. A few empty carts, covered with canvas, stood
inthe gutter.

Butler said, "Turn left here. We're dmost there. It'sthat place acrossthe street Listen, do you
know how long you'l be staying?"

"A week or o, | expect.”

"Marvelous. I'll tell you why. There's aspare room on the top floor -- the tenant moved out this
morning -- and the landlord might let you useit for afew weeks."

They stopped in front of ascarred and dmost paintless front door. Butler produced aY aekey.

"It'sabit of adump, this place, but it's cheap. It'sasort of abrothel, by theway. Thefirst and
second floors are occupied by cdl girls”

The door opened as he wasinsarting the key. A short, brawny man in shirt deeves stood there.
He grinned a Butler and stood aside to let them pass.

Butler said, "Hdllo, Len! I'm glad we saw you. Len, isthat room at the top still empty? My friend
here needs aroom for about amonth. Damon, meset Len, my landlord.”

The small man took Reade's hand in apowerful grip. "Pleased tknow yer. Yers, | Sposeyou can
haveit for amonth. Two ten aweek. That suit you?'

"That's splendid,” Reade said.

" 'Sabit of amessat the moment. | was going to get the girl to tidy it up in the morning."

"Don't worry," Butler said, "Well do that between us."

"Okay. Seeyer later." He went out, closing the door behind him.

Reade said, "That's convenient.”

"Don't say that until you see the room. The last tenant was a Creole bloke, and he was pretty
filthy. You'll probably haveto scrub it out with disinfectant and flea powder. Y ou'd better stay in my
room for tonight.”

The stairswere narrow and dark. Butler'sroom was on the third floor. He opened the door with
akey.

"Well dump your case here for aminute. Come and look at your room."

The next flight of stairswas even narrower. Halfway up, set in the bend under the window, there
was asmal washbasin. A teatowd and severa cups had been left on the windowslll. Outside the
window there was asmdl, flat roof with a clothedine siretched above it. On the line were severa
stockings and anumber of pairs of pantiesin garishly bright colors -- red, mauve, pink and yellow.

The door at the top of the stairs stood open. A strong smell of carbolic disinfectant came out of
it. Asthey went in, the door next to it opened and a pale-skinned Negro girl looked out.

Butler said, "Hdlo, Sheila. How'sthings?'

Shesad, "You cant gointhere. It'sall wet."

"Who did it?"

"I did. It took me three bloody hours." She spoke with a cockney accent.

Butler said. "My friend'sjust taken the room.”



She gaped with dismay. "Oh no! Not after dl that!" She stared resentfully at Reade.

Butler asked, "Why?'

" 'Cause | was going to get afriend of mineinthere. | promised it to 'er this afternoon.”

"Have you spoken to Len about it?!

"No, | 'aven't seen'im."

Butler said, "I'm sorry about this, love, but we've just spoken to him downgtairs.”

Reade said awkwardly, "I can find another room."

She shrugged. "l suppose it doesn't matter.”

"Oh no. | wouldn't dream of taking your room."

She sad gloomily, "Hewouldn't et me haveit if he'sdready promised it to you."

Butler said, "She's probably right, Damon.” He said to her, "Listen, Sheila, why don't you ask
Len when you see him? If heswilling, your friend can have the room and Damon can share with mefor a
day or two until he can find somewhereelse."

Their concern obvioudly placated her. She smiled and her face became pretty. Far back in the
pink mouth, Reade could see gold teeth.

"Oh, never mind. It can't be helped.”

She gave Reade a coquettish Sideways glance, and he was suddenly struck by her resemblance
to Sarah.

Hefollowed Buitler into the room. It was larger than he had expected. The ceilling doped down
toward the window, outside of which ran the coping of the edge of the roof. The worn brown linoleum
shone with wetness. The furniture conssted of asmall, rickety table, an enormoustin chest covered with
adirty velvet curtain, two chairswith straw seats and alarge single bed with agreasy mattress. Torn
curtains flapped at the open window. The gasfire had most of its elements broken, but the bailer ringin
the hearth looked new.

Reade turned to the girl, who was standing behind them. He said, "Could | pay you for cleaning it
out for me?'

"Forgetit."

When they were back in Butler's room again, he said, " She seems rather sweet. What does she
dofor aliving?'

"Oh, has men up to her room mostly."

Reade said with astonishment, "But she only looks about fifteen.”

"No, about seventeen, | think. She'snot areal professiond, like the girls downgtairs. She works
in acoffee bar down the street and | think she just picks up customers shelikes. Like a cup of tea? Or
prefer whiskey?'

"l could do with adrink."

Butler produced a quart-size bottle without alabd. He said, "Thisis good stuff -- American army
issue. | get it at aquid abottle through agirl friend.”

Reade relaxed on the bed, his back against thewall, and let the raw, smoky liquid burn histhroat.
Butler sat on ahard-backed chair. He said, "Well, here'sto us both. It'sreally good to see you again,
Damon. | wish you'd moveto London."

A bdll rang threetimes.

Butler said, "Oh God, who could that be? Blagt it, | remember! It's probably agirl | met
yesterday. I'd forgotten all about her.”

"Shdl | answer it?"

"Would you please? And listen. . . don't fedl obliged to go for aminute or so. But if | wink at
you, dip off upgtairs, will you?'

"With plessure.”

He opened the front door, and faced adim, blonde girl in black. She had the kind of
high-cheeked beauty that 1abeled her ingtantly asamodd. She said, "Mr. Butler?'

"Yes, he's upstairs. Would you like to come up?'

She went ahead of him up the stairs. The patent-leather shoes seemed out of place on the broken



linoleum.

Reade sad, "I'm an old friend of Kit's. | only arrived in London an hour ago. I've taken the room
abovehim."

"Areyouamuscian?'

"No, akind of writer."

They went into Butler'sroom. He was standing in front of the mirror, now in his shirt deeves,
shaving with an dectric razor. He set this down on the bed, seized her and gave her ahearty kisson the
cheek.

"Mirabellel | didn't think you'd remember!”

"Did you think my memory was that bad?' She sat on the bed, crossing her long legs and leaning
back. It wasthe sort of pose that would advertise an expensive cigarette or atight-fitting dress. She
looked incongruous in the seedy room.

"Pour Mirabelle adrink, would you, Damon? Have you two introduced yourselves? Damon
Reade, England's foremost Blake scholar, Mirabelle Dixon.”

He went on shaving as Reade poured the drink. She stood up, crossed to the gramophone, and
looked at the record on the turntable. "When was this issued?"

"Oh, that. A couple of months ago.” He said to Reade, "It's my concerto for prepared piano and
gring. The Louisville peopledidit.”

Sheasked, "Can | put it on?'

"Yes, go ahead.”

The thin, strange sounds seemed to come from al over the room. The strings sounded distant,
dightly out of tune, asif heard in adream or under opium; then the piano entered with arun the length of
the keyboard. But some of the notes made awooden clicking noise; others made atinny twanging. One
of them made asharp hiss.

She asked, "What on earth was that?'

"A compressed ar vave activated by pressing the key. An engineer friend of minefixed it up.
Actudly, it was John Cage'sidea.”

The music had ahypnotic effect. For Reade, it summarized ingtantly al he knew about the
emotiona sde of Kit Butler's persondity: apanful nostalgia, a haunted, death-laden romanticism,
seasoned with sharpness and violence, and aquality of self-mockery. He looked at the girl, who was
leaning back on the bed, a pillow between her back and the wall. Thelong silk-clad legs were crossed at
the ankles; under the thin white sweater the breasts were sharply outlined. She waslooking at Kit Butler
as he finished trimming his sdeburns with an ordinary hand razor, and Reade could see that she was
trapped in the web of his persondity and the music. The expression in her eyes was dmost one of pain.
Without being aware of it, she was offering herself completely. Reade had to look away because the
insight was so sharp. Her expression said: Take me, but take all of me; don't leave any of me behind to
be aprey to my own boredom and fear of disillusion. Reade was suddenly overwhelmed by a sense of
the innocence of al women and their inability to defend themsalves.

When he looked again at the girl, she was leaning back, her eyes closed. Butler caught hiseye
and winked, then burlesqued alook of gloating desirein the direction of the silk-clad legs.

Reade stood up, saying, "I'll just go and get unpacked. See you both later.”

He hurried out of the room, carrying his case with him. As he mounted the stairs, he heard the
lock of Butler's door click.

In his own room, the sound of the music was till audible. Thefloor had dried in patches. The
smdll of Lysol brought back keen memories of aschool he had once attended. He closed the door and lit
the gasfire. A moment later there was aknock on hisdoor. It was the Negro girl.

Shesad, "Hey, ligen. If | wasyou, | wouldn't deep on that mattress. Greg Miller, who left this
mornin’, wasn't none too clean.”

"What do you suggest, then? Could | buy another mattress, do you think?"

"No need for that. Look, I've got aplastic cover here. It'sthe kind they put around new
mattresses. Y ou put it around that and nothing'll get out or in." Shelifted her head and listened for a



moment. "Gawd, ishe dill playin' that miserable Stuff?"

"Dontyoulikeit?'

"No. Makes mefed creepy.”

She came back amoment later carrying alarge plagtic bag. She held it open while he cautioudy
did the mattressinto it. It wasfar too big -- obvioudy it had housed a double mattress. She made him lay
the mattress on the bed, then folded the ends carefully underneath. She said, "There, now you should be
okay."

She patted it, pressed it with both hands, then lay down on it and bounced, raising her hips. The
motion was not coquettish; she obvioudy wanted to know how the mattressfelt. She said, "Now, if | was
you, | sh'd stick the ends with sticky tape.”

She bounced again, raising her knees. Against the dark thighs he caught a glimpse of underwear
in shocking-pink. Again the memory of Sarah returned strongly. He turned away and lifted his case onto
the chest. When he looked round again, she was standing by the door.

"What will you do for blankets?'

"I'll borrow some from Kit later."

"Okay. Like acup of teanow? Or coffee?"

"No, thanks. | think I'm going to rest for haf an hour.”

"Liketo borrow some of my blankets until later?’

"No, thanks. I'll use my overcoat."

She stopped hafway out of the door. "What do | call you?"

"Damon.”

"That'safunny name. Mines Shela. . ."

The music downstairs had stopped. He unpacked his pgjamas and rolled them into a pillow. He
covered the plastic surface of the mattress with his cotton dressing gown, then lay down onit, kicking off
his shoes. Helay there thinking about Sarah and the girl downgtairs. From the next room he could hear
Shella's voice anging a popular song. He thought: Innocence. The youthful harlot's curse.

The thought of Sarah returned, bringing afeeling of acute nostalgia. The unaccustomed sound of
traffic outsde disturbed him. A group of teen-agers passed under the window, playing pop music on a
portable radio; their laughter struck him as cold and without redl joy. Finaly he sat up and switched on
the light. The gasfire had burned itself out, but the room was warm. He closed the window and drew the
curtains, then went over to his case and took out the books. He arranged these on the windowsill:
Traherne's Centuries of Meditation, Blake's poems, the Theologia Germanica, the Bhagavad Gita,
Law's Serious Call and an anthology of Wordsworth and Coleridge. He had selected them partly
because they were dl pocket editions.

He climbed back into bed and opened the volume of Traherne. After reading only afew
sentences, awave of joy and well-being disspated the fatigue and the faint pulse of the headache. The
room became timeless and then ceased to exist dtogether. He was suddenly aware that under the
physica fatigue of the day, there had accumulated this deep spring of pure energy that now seemed to
spread upward over hisbody in faint but rhythmical waves.

When he closed his eyes, he became aware of the movement of dark formsthat seemed neither
aive nor dead; they were huge and diffused a sense of benevolence.

The sound of traffic woke him severd timesin the night, but toward dawn he went into a
dreamless deep. Whenever he dept very deeply, he became aware of sheets of color. Sometimesthey
were mixed; sometimesit wasasingle color: yelow, red, sometimes purple. Occasondly it became a
pale green or blue; when this happened, he experienced an ectric sense of pure delight; it waslike
receiving lifefrom some primitive source.

The heat of the room aroused him, and he realized it waslate. Looking at hiswatch he saw it was
half past ten. He sat up in bed and opened the windows; the cooler air came in with the sunlight; ashe lay
in bed he could see dust motesin theair.



He dressed quickly and went downgtairsin his dippers. He was struck by the silence of the
house, until he recollected that everyone here dept during the day. The lavatory on the ground floor smelt
of damp plaster. A cheap linoleum covered the floor boards, where it was torn across the corner, he
could seelight filtering up through the boards.

He knocked on Butler's door, then tried the handle. It was locked. Butler was dways a heavy
and late deeper.

He washed and shaved in cold water. He was fedling hungry, but the need to find a telephone
was stronger. He was sorry Butler was adeep; he would have liked an opportunity to talk it over with
himfirg.

He found atelephone box on the next corner. Inserting a thregpenny piece, his hand shook
dightly. The girl'svoice answered immediately. "Lloyd, Furneaux and Bryce."

"IsMr. Brycein yet, please?"

"Hold on amoment, gr. I'll try hisoffice.”

A moment later an attractive, low-pitched girl'svoice said, "Mr. Bryces office.”

"IsMr. Brycein, please?'

"Not yet, I'm afraid. Who's speaking?'

"My nameis Reade. He hasn't met me, but he wrote me aletter. Could I make an appointment?”

He expected her to ask what it was about; to his surprise, she said, "He should bein very shortly.
Would you liketo cal inthismorning?'

"Very much. At what time?"

"Twelveo'dock?

"Thank you very much. I'll bethere”

He hung up quickly, before she remembered to ask hisbusiness.

Now thiswas settled, he found himself suddenly noticing the smdlls of the morning with ddlight.
The sunlight and the vegetable alsin the Portobello Road crested aholiday atmosphere. Theair
smdled of fruit and coffeegrains.

The need to talk to Butler had now become urgent. He went back upstairs and knocked on the
door. When there was no reply, he knocked louder and caled, "Kit!" Therewasagroan frominsde. He
shook the door and knocked again. A door downstairs opened and awoman's voice caled, "For
Chrigt's sake, shut up!" He cdled, "Sorry," but went on knocking. It took nearly five minutesto get Butler
out of bed.

Butler opened the door a crack and peered out. "God, Damon, you awake aready? What time

isit?'

"Nearly eleven o'clock.”

"Isthat dl?' He yawned.

"Ligten, Kit, get dressed quickly. I've got to talk to you right away. It'simportant.”

Butler responded to the tone. "All right. Comeonin." He started to climb back into bed.

Reade said, "Come and have some breakfast. I've got an appointment in an hour, and I've got to
ed firg."

Butler said deepily, "It take me half an hour to shave and get dressed. What'sit al about?'

"Murder. These Thames murders.”

"What about them?"

"It'salong story and I'd rather tell you over coffee. Can you get some clothes on?

"All right." He sat up on the edge of the bed and massaged hisface. "Mirabelle didn't leave until
seven thismorning, so I'm pretty whacked. Ismy eectric razor on the shelf?'

Reade threw it over to him, then said, "Where's the nearest place we could have breskfast?'

"Right down below. And incidentaly, it's a place where this Thames murderer got one of his
victims. Did you know that?"

"No! Was he seen?’

"No, not asfar as| know. Anyway, Damon, go on down and order tea. I'll be with you in two
minutes”



The café was along yelow-painted room. Somehow it seemed wrong that it should be open
during the day. Everything about it suggested the activities of night. Even to Reade's unpracticed eye, the
few women gtting there seemed like tarts. Although severd of the men werein shirt deeves, nothing
about them suggested workmen. Nobody paid any attention to Reade. He found an empty table near the
window. When aboy in awhite jacket came over, he ordered two lots of egg and bacon and two teas.

When Buitler arrived about ten minutes later, the food was on the table. He said, "1 didn't want to
eat. Could you eat two?"

"No!"

"l suppose I'll haveto try, then. Anyway, go on.”

Reade said, "Did you redize that the Thames murderer |eaves quotations from Blake scrawled
near the bodies?'

"Good God, no! Areyou sure?

"Quitesure"

Reade handed him the notebook and began to eat. Between mouthfuls he described hisinterview
with Lund, then the visit to Pickingill. He ended by handing Butler theletter that Pickingill had selected.

"Kensington Church Street. Have you checked this address yet?!

Reade sad, "'I've got an gppointment with Brycein haf an hour.”

Butler gaped a him. "Y oureredly incredible. Why the hell didn't you tdl meal thislast night?
Oh, never mind. . . Do you want me to come with you to meet this Bryce character?”’

"If you dont mind."

Butler read the letter dowly and carefully while Reade drank tea. He said findlly, "I don't know
what to say. Thisman'sacrank dl right, but I'd like to bet you a hundred pounds he's not amurderer. All
this stuff about Blake's rlationship with his mother sounds the usua Freudian rubbish.”

"Perhaps. Hadn't we better go now?”

Asthey waked through the crowds of the Portobello Road, Butler said, "And you mean to tell
me that you came to London because this old witch told you that | etter was by amurderer?”

"l suppose so. . ."

"How much did you pay him?"

"A pound.”

"Hmm! And what do you intend to do when you meet this man?'

"Introduce mysdlf, talk about Blake with him. Find out where he lives. And after that. . . | don't
know."

It was difficult to talk among so many people. But on the other sde of Chepstow Villasthe road
was quieter.

Butler said, "Don't misunderstand me. I'm not being skeptica because | don't believein
clairvoyants. | do. I've known an old fortuneteller who was so accurate she made your hair stand on end.
But somehow | just don't believe you can track the Thames murderer as eadily asthat. And what's more,
| can't believe the Thames murderer's arespectable house agent in Kensington Church Street.”

They crossed the traffic lights into Kensington Church Street as the clock struck twelve. Reade
was glad he had Butler with him. The fedling of excitement disturbed the breskfast in his ssomach.

The building they were looking for was within twenty yards of the top of the Street. Insdethe
plate-glass doors a notice board gave the list of firmswho occupied the premises; Lloyd, Furneaux and
Brycewason thefirgt floor.

Thegirl intheinquiry office asked them to take a seat. A moment later she said, "Mr. Bryce's
secretary will be down in just amoment.”

The door opened and atall, dark-haired girl camein. She glanced curioudy at Reade, then
gared a Butler with recognition.

"Hello! What are you doing here?!

"Vivian! How areyou! I'm here with my friend Damon Reade. Do you work here?"

"I'm Mr. Bryce's secretary. Are you both here to see him?"

"Yes. .. unlessyouthink it'sabad idea"



"l dont mind."

"Let meintroduce you, Damon. Vivian. . ."

"Martin," the girl supplied. "Comeon updairs.”

Outside the door, Butler took her arm. "Viv, what's this Bryce chap like?!

Her smile was dazzling, and had atouch of mockery init. "He's charming. Y oull like him. Come
on."

She went ahead of them up the stairs. Her legs were dim and shapely. Butler glanced Sdeways at
Reade and licked hislips, blinking hiseyesfranticaly.

Vivian Martin opened afrosted-glass door and said, "Mr. Reade and Mr. Buitler."

Reade found himsdf gaping stupidly at the man who stood behind the desk. He was about
twenty-five yearsold, and wastall and thin. Hissmilewasfriendly and intelligent.

For amoment Reade ignored the outstretched hand. He said, "Buit. . . you can't be Mr. Bryce. . .
the Mr. Bryce who wrote me the | etter.”

"When wasit written?"

"Three yearsago."

"Inthat case, I'm not. It was written by my uncle, Oliver Bryce, who is now dead.”

"I. .. see" He shook the outstretched hand dazedly, then looked at Butler, who was grinning.

Butler said, "Here ends your chase."

Reade asked, "When did your uncle die?’

"Let mesee. . . it must have been nearly three years ago. In October, 1963. Would you mind
telling me what the letter was about? Do have aseat."

Reade was glad to sit down. He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out the | etter.

Butler suddenly said, "Good God, we should have redized! That |etter's headed Bryce, Furneaux
and Lloyd. Now thefirm's called Lloyd, Furneaux and Bryce."

Bryce sad, "I'm now thejunior partner. My uncle founded the firm." He glanced at the letter that
Reade had placed on his desk, then looked up, puzzled. "Excuse me. . . but I'd somehow assumed it was
about business. This seemsto be about poetry.”

"Yes, quite. . . I'm sorry if you fed I've wasted your time."

Butler said smoothly, "I should explain that my friend writes books about Blake. HE's known as
England's foremost Blake scholar. He corresponded with your uncle about Blake."

"Y et he didn't know my uncle was dead?"

Reade said apologeticaly, "Asamatter of fact, we only exchanged two letters.”

"Well, I'm awfully sorry you've had awasted journey. | fed somehow guilty about it."

"Oh, nonsense. It'sredly my own fault.”

Brycelooked at hiswatch. "Wdll, it's after opening time," he said. "Could | perhaps offer you a
drink by way of apology? There's an excellent pub acrosstheroad.”

Butler said promptly, "That's agood idea. I've got quite athirst. How about you, Viv? When's
your lunch?'

Bryce asked with surprise, "Y ou two know one another?"

She said smoothly, "Oh, for along time. Thisis Christopher Butler, the composer. We met at one
of Gerad Bloom's weekend parties.”

"Good heavens! Yes, of course | know you. You did that thing -- what was it? -- Mobile for
String Orchesira | was at thefirst performance at the Festival Hall! | saw you then. Well, thisis certainly
apleasure -- adistinguished Blake scholar and a distinguished composer dl in one go.”

The atmosphere in the pub was warm and pleasant. Sitting in acorner, next to Vivian Martin,
Reade experienced a quickening of life and pleasure, produced by the blending of smells-- of beer, of
cooking, and the faint scent of her make-up. Bryce was standing at the counter, ordering drinks.

Reade sad, "Incidentdly, Kit, | wish you wouldn't introduce me as a Blake scholar. It makesme
sound like akind of dinosaur.”



Vivian asked, "And aren't you?"

"Widl, no. . . not redly. I'm writing about Whitehead at the moment.”

She sad, "Taking of writing, you'll probably be asked to aliterary party this evening. Could you
bear it?'

"Will you bethere?' Butler asked.

"Waell, yes. | hdp with thedrinks.”

"Inthat case well go! Whose party isit?"

"Jeremy's -- or rather, hiswife's. She's very keen on literature and music. Shell swoon with
delight if she catchesyou two."

"Do you dwayscdl your employer Jeremy?'

Bryce returned before she could answer. He placed a haf pint of beer in front of Reade and
whiskies before Butler and the girl. "Wdll," he said, "let'sdrink to our fortunate meeting." When they had
drunk, he said, "Incidentally, | wonder if you two would be free during the early part of thisevening? My
wifeésgiving asmal cocktal party for afew literary friends. Shed be ddighted if you could both come.”

"I'dloveto, " Butler said.

Reade said awkwardly, "Well, yes, I'd love to accept, but. . ."

Butler interrupted. "Oh, come on, Damon!™

"...but | wasabout to say. .. wdll, | think | ought to be frank with you first."

Bryce asked with astonishment, "What about?"

"l...er. Thissoundsrather absurd. . ."

Butler said, "Shdl | explain?’

"Er, no, perhaps I'd better. Mr. Bryce, | hope you won't mind if | ask you arather impertinent
question? Y ou said just now that | probably wouldn't have liked your uncle. Why wasthat?!

Bryce exchanged aglance of amusement and complicity with Vivian Martin. Hesaid, "That's
rather along story. Hewes, er. . . it'srather hard to explain. Put it thisway: alot of people found him
rather. . . frightening. He was a man of very strong character, and he had akind of ruthlessness about
him. He wasn't the sort of person you'd expect to take an interest in poetry. Why do you ask?”'

Reade felt himsdlf reddening, and forced himsdf to go on, aware of Butler's concedled
amusement. Hesaid, "1 think 1'd better tell the story from the beginning.”

He described Lund's visit and the taking of the letters. Bryce continued to look mystified until
Reade explained about Pickingill. "So you see, | had this rather absurd idea of showing the other |etters
to Pickingill and seeing whether he could tell meif one of them came from amurderer.”

Bryce suddenly became pale. He said, "And he picked the one from my uncle?*

"es"

Brycetried to amile, but the smile was twisted. Asthey watched him, he turned to Vivian Martin.
"What do you think about that?"

Shesad, "It'sastounding.”

Bryce looked at them with sudden suspicion. "Y ou're sure thisisn't ajoke you've cooked up
between you?"'

She said, "Word of honor. | haven't seen Kit for nearly ayear.”

Butler said, "Was your uncle amurderer?'

While Bryce hestated, Vivian Martinsad, "Yes™"

Bryce said quickly, but without resentment, "No, that's not quite true. We can't be dogmatic
about it. . . and naturaly, it's not something I'd announce around the place. But | must say thet 1've
aways suspected it. As| said, hewasabit of an old pirate. Hisearly lifein South Americawas abit of a
rough-and-tumble. And my wife says she's certain hekilled hiswife."

Butler asked, "What makes her think so?"

"Oh, the circumstances of my aunt's degth. It's pretty certain my uncle married her for money
when the firm wasin difficulties. They never got on very well together -- she wasn't very intelligent. Then
in 1950 she died in a bathing accident at SantaMonica. He said she'd been seized by a shark when she
was a hundred yards out at sea. But when the body was recovered aweek |ater, there were no shark



bites. And hewas afar stronger swimmer than she was. In fact, she was known to be rather timid in the
water."

Reade said, shuddering, "Y ou think he deliberately drowned her?’

"Oh, | don't know. Perhaps not deliberately. Perhaps she got into difficulties and he really thought
sheld been seized by ashark. | believe they have them off Santa Monica. There's not ascrap of evidence
ether way. If anyone had called him amurderer during hislifetime, he could have sued them for every
penny they'd got.”

Butler asked, "Did he have any real motive for wanting her dead?’

"I couldn't redly say. | know they quarreled alot -- | often heard my father say so -- and she
was notorioudy stingy. He had alot of faults, but he certainly wasn't gingy. A most interesting manin
many way's, as you probably gathered from hisletter.”

Reade said with embarrassment, "Er. . . yes."

Bryce glanced at hiswatch. "Good heavens, I'm afraid I'll haveto leave you. I'm meeting aclient
for lunch a one. But I'd be ddlighted to see you this evening, if you'd like to come. Will you?'

Reade said, "That's mogt kind of you. | would."

"Marvelous My wifell givemeamedd. I'll ook forward to seeing you. Don't get up. ViVl give
you the address.”

Asthey passed the post office at Netting Hill, Reade said, "I'd like to send atelegram.”

"Who to?"'

"A friendin Keswick. . ."

Butler said, laughing, "How old is she?'

"Nearly Sxteen.”

"Far too young. Keep away from her."

He was tempted to tell Butler about the engagement, but decided againgt it There was dready
too much to discuss.

He sent the telegram to Sarah, giving Butler's address and tel ephone number, and added: "Please
send letters when possible.” Thisreferred to the letters taken away by Lund; Reade had asked him to
return them to the Keswick bookshop.

The afternoon heat was tifling. The two haf pints of beer he had drunk had made him deepy.

Asthey came out of the post office, Butler said, "What do we do now?"'

"I'd il liketo look a some of the murder sites. Could you ring your friend at the Express and
find out their locations?!

"I'll ring when we get back. What did you think of Bryce?'

"He seems an intdlligent sort of man."”

"Pretty obviousthat Viv's hismistress, wouldn't you say?"

"l think s0."

"Lousy swine. God, Damon, | must have her. Did you see her legs on the gairs?"

"How did you meset her?'

"Oh, at some house party ayear ago. | was after another girl so | didn't realy get achanceto
know her. She gave me her telephone number, but | lost it. Quick, that's our bus. Run for it."

They caught the Ladbroke Grove bus at the traffic lights as it started to move.

Reade said, "Thetroubleis, how do we get around to the sites? Do you have abicycle?"

"No, but I might be able to do better than that. I've got afriend with an old car. HEll usudly let
me borrow it. Were due at Bryce's at seven o'clock. . . that gives usfive hours. If | could get the car, we
could look at a couple of the Sitesthis afternoon.”

Back in the room, Butler opened both windows to their widest, and threw off hisjacket and
pullover. While Reade went to fill the kettle for tea, he rang thelibrary of the Daily Express. As Reade
cameback in, hesaid, "Hell ring back in ten minutes."

Reade kndlt down to light the gas. He said, Y ou know, Kit, I've been thinking about this. Why



does he keep choosing sites near the river unless he uses a boat to dump the bodies?’

"But does he? The Stesare near theriver. But then, lots of placesin London are near theriver."

Reade sat on the bed and leaned back against a pillow. The breeze from the window was cool
and pleasant. But the noises from the street il distracted him. He said, " Strange. | walk for milesin the
Lakeswithout getting tired. But half an hour on the London pavements gives me aching feet.”

Butler smoked in slence. He said findly, "How do you fedl about this, Damon. . . | mean about
al thisbusiness of the murders? It's not redlly your line of country, isit?'

"l...don't know. It'sstill rather strange for me. It has the freshness of variety.”

"Still, you don't redlly expect to find this Thames murderer.”

"No, | suppose | don't. Still, when | think about it, it doesn't seem so impossible. Looked at from
one point of view, it'sa hopeless task, one man among the millionsin London. But on the other hand,
these murders have a curious individudity. It ought to be possible to get some results with the use of
reason. It seemsto methat he'sleft hissgnature al over these murders. The only problem isto decipher
thesignature. Andif he. . ."

Theteephonerang. Butler answered it. A moment later he pulled awriting pad over to him and
began taking notes. Meanwhile, Reade made the tea.

Butler hung up and said, "He'sagood man, Ted. He's given usthe list of murders, their Sites, and
the names of the victims. Pass methat London atlas on the table. Ted saysthat sx of the nineare closeto
theriver. Can you see ared pencil on the table?’

When he had poured the tea, Reade moved his chair beside Butler's and looked over his
shoulder. Butler was marking red crossesin the atlas and making red dots to correspond to them on the
key map at the beginning of the book. He said, "He certainly seemsto gtick to the river. Do you notice
another thing? Mogt of the Sitesare closeto bridges.”

Reade said, "There's something el se too. Four out of the Six are on the south side of theriver.”

Butler said, "What conclusion would you draw from that?*

"That thekiller lives on the north sde. Don't you agree?’

"l suppose 0. . . It seems abit doubtful. One more site on the north side and the numbers would
beadmost equd.”

"Nevertheless, it'stwo againgt four. A man like thismight fed safer if heleft the bodies on the
other sde of theriver from hishome."

"| think perhaps you're being a bit too subtle. Anyway, | don't see that it makes any difference at
thisstage.”

Reade took the atlas off Butler's knees and turned to the key map, on which there were now nine
red spots. He stared at it for afew minutes, then said, "There's something odd about thistoo. Look at the
areaover which he's scattered the bodies -- from Putney to Whitechapel, adistance of ten milesor so."

"Wd|?'

"Why should he make the area so wide? It couldn't Smply be caution, fear of being seeninthe
same place twice. In London he could dump them over asquare mile with amost no chance of being
recognized.”

"l don't know, Damon. That might be true, but aman who'sjust committed amurder doesn't
want to take chances.

"But the further he goes, the bigger the risk hel'staking. Supposing apolice patrol saw hiscar a
fivein the morning and stopped him? That's more likely to happen at Putney than a Charing Cross,
where there's dways a certain amount of night traffic. No, I'm inclined to believe that he chooses awide
areafor the same reason that he prefers the south side of theriver -- he's choosing places that are pretty
digtant from hisown home."

Butler said, smiling, "In other words, he ought to live just about exactly midway between Putney
and Whitechapdl. . . that is. . . just about here, in Chelsea.”

"No, not in Chelsea. That'stoo near theriver. Say, up hereto the north. . . say, in Kensington or
Netting Hill."

Butler said, "By the same reasoning, it wouldn't bein Netting Hill. He picked up three of his



victimshere"

"All right. Then ether to the south or the north -- in Kensington or Paddington.”

"But you dont redly bdievedl this, do you?'

"No. .. it'sjust speculation. Still, I think it's not unsound.”

Butler threw away the cigarette stub and took an enormous gulp of tea. He stood up and said,
"Anyway, | think it'sworth seeing afew of the murder Stes. What'sthe time? Half past two. I'll go and
seeif we can borrow the car. Otherwise, this one near Wandsworth Bridgeis only haf an hour by bus.”

Left alone, Reade closed hiseyes and lay back on the pillow. Immediately an enormous sense of
happiness rosein him, and the bed seemed to rock like aboat on water. At the same time the absurdity
of hispresencein London struck him. He had no real reason to be here. He had been perfectly happy at
home. The murders held no morbid interest for him; they only aroused afeding of pity, and again, of
absurdity.

Theteephonerang. A girl'svoice asked, "Isthat Kit?'

"No. Who's spesking, please?"

"Mirabdle"

"Héello, thisis Damon Reade. Y ou met melast night.”

"Helo. When will Kit be back?'

"I'm not sure. Hewon't be long. But we may be going out immediately."

"l see. Will hebein thisevening?'

"No. Weve been invited to some kind of literary cocktail party.”

"I'll try and ring him back in ten minutes. Will you tel him | rang?"

He went and lay down on the bed again. Thistime he began to doze off. The opening of the door
woke him.

"It'sdl right, Damon. I've got it downgtairs. It's abit of abone-shaker, but it goes."

The car outside the door was a prewar Morris. As Reade was about to climb in, the telephone
upstairs sarted to ring; its sound could be heard clearly through the open windows.

Reade sad, "That'll bethat girl Mirabelle. She rang while you were out.”

"Oh God. What did she want?"

"'She wanted to come round tonight, but | said we'd be going out.”

"Good man!" He pulled the Sarter, and after afeeble whinny, the engine started.

Reade said, "'l thought you liked her.”

"| do. She'sanicegirl. But there's other game afoot!" He chortled as he pulled the car out into
theroad. "Y ou know, Damon, | wish you'd stay in London. It's fun having you around.”

"Thank you. Where are we going to, by the way?"

"Wandsworth firs.."

They turned right at the end of Wandsworth Bridge, then right again.

Butler said, "Pretty gloomy-looking place. | wonder where he left the body?"

"Didn't your librarian friend tdll you?"

"No. Hejust gave me the name of the street.”

Jaw Row was a narrow road of mean-looking houses; at the far end some of these were in the
process of demoalition, and workmen stood around among piles of rubble. The air smelled of the
gasworks that could be seen over the rooftops.

Butler stopped the car closeto apile of rubble. They got out and walked down to theriver.

Butler said, "Wadll, it's accessible from theriver, dl right. So he could have used aboat.” He
approached aworkman who was walking from the river with a bucket of water. "We're reporters doing
astory on these Thames murders. Do you happen to know the place where the body was found?’

Theman said, "Y es. Over there by them gates. Top corner. Y ou can sill seethe stain on the

The gates closed off apier that faced Wandsworth Bridge; on the pier, men were handling great



bales covered in gray sacking. They walked over to the spot the workman had pointed out. There were,
infact, afew brown smears on the pavement, but they were smal and dmost indigtinguishable.

Reade said, "Onething puzzlesme. If hewasin aboat, why didn't he smply dump the body in
the river? Why risk carrying it twenty yards up the street like this? And there might have been anight
watchman on duty at the pier.”

Butler said, "On the other hand, why choose a spot like this unless he came by boat?"

"Perhaps to confuse the police. He wanted them to think he came by river."

"Then why didn't he dump the body nearer theriver?'

Reade sighed. "This murder's a crazy business. | don't even begin to understand it.”

They walked back to the car. A big gray-haired man came over from the demoalition gang as they
climbed in. Butler lowered hiswindow. The man said, "'Y ou from a newspaper, areyou?"

"We're free-lances -- weekend papers mostly. Do you know anybody who thinksthey heard a
car or aspeedboat that night?'

"No. But I'll tell you onething. If he dumped the body &t the time he did -- five in the morning --
he didn't come by no boat. 'Cause the tide was out, and hed've had to walk over twenty feet of mud.”

"Areyou sure of that?'

"Absolutdy sure”

"Were you working here when the body was found?*

"No. We dtarted thiswork aweek later."

The man began to talk about the murders, but so ramblingly that it was clear hewas only
theorizing.

Butler said findly, " 'Fraid welll haveto get back. Many thanksindeed.” He Started the car and
made aturn intheroad. He said, "I can never get used to the fact that ordinary workingmen are so
ignorant and credulous. Y ou'd think that they'd be so much more shrewd and hard-headed.”

"I know. When | first moved to the country, | found it hard to get used to the ignorance of
countrymen about country matters. | once caught agrass snake, and the two most skilled poachersin the
village assured me it was an adder and ought to be killed.”

Butler turned west into Wandsworth High Street. He said, "Will you look up Welfare Road,
Putney, inthe atlas?'

"It'snot far from here -- you turn right into the Putney Bridge Road.”

Within five minutes Butler had stopped the car in the cul de sac called Wefare Road. It wasa
row of small semi-detached modern houses with front gardens, and the road had not yet been fully
tarmacked. At its end there was a piece of waste ground, separated from the road by a barbed-wire
fence.

Butler said, "Theriver'sjust behind these houses -- in fact, it looks like some kind of adock. But
it'snot ble from theriver." He sarted up the engine.

Reade said, "Don't you want to get out and look around?’

"What's the point? We know what we want to know. He must have used a car to dump the
body. Have you noticed another thing -- no wals around to scrawl his messages on. That might explain
why he only |eft Blake quotetionsin certain cases.”

"I'm not sure. If hereally wanted to leave one, he could write it on the pavement.”

Butler turned the car. A moment later they came out into the Putney Bridge Road.

"Where now?"' said Reade.

"| think there's one more we could cover on the way home -- the one in Chelsea. Herésthe
atlas. 1t's Sdamanca Place."

"It's off the Albert Embankment. | remember now. That detective described this oneto me.
Something about afactory entrance. . ."

It took them another ten minutes to find Salamanca Place.

Butler said, "These three places are close enough together anyway. It seemsto disprove your
theory that he wanted to scatter the bodies asfar gpart as possible.”

"It might also mean that held explored this areathoroughly and made anote of siteswhere he



could dispose of bodies. There's another one not far away, the other side of the Waterloo Road.”

A rallway embankment ran the full length of Sdamanca Place; at right anglestoit ranthewadl of a
factory.

Butler said, "That's the place -- Doultons. We should be ableto find the exact site thistime.”

Butler got out of the car and approached the timekeeper who stood at the factory gates. The old
man said, "Yes, it wasjust there, five yards away -- out in the road.”

The spot he indicated was about afoot in front of the car's bonnet.

"Did you seeit?' Butler asked.

"No. | wasn't on duty that night -- the night watchman found it. We work al night here, you see. .

Butler said, "I can't see any bloodstain there."

"No. | believe there wasn't much. They say the bits of the body had been boiled or roasted, so |
don't spose there'd be much blood, any more than on a Sunday joint."

"Did you hear if anyone saw the murderer?'

"No. He must have come pretty quiet, because the bloke who's on at night keeps pretty wide
awake. We've had afew theftslately, you see”

"Do you happen to know where they found the chalked message?*

"Message?' the old man said. "What message?"

The telephone in the timekeeper's office began to ring. He said, " 'Scuse me aminute.”

Butler got back into the car. He said, "L et's move while the going's good. | get the fedling that
he'satalker, like that onein Wandsworth."

Asthey turned back onto the Albert Embankment, Reade said, "' Shall we go and look at thisone
in Lambeth? It's about a quarter of amile avay."

"Inthat case, let'sskip it. I'm getting tired. If were going to Jeremy Bryce's at seven, I'd liketo
get ten minutes deep.” Asthey crossed Lambeth Bridge, he said, "What do you think about this business
of roasting the body?"

"Sounds pretty sickening. Perhaps he wanted to make it hard to identify."

"That'swhat | thought. | wish we knew somebody who knows about these murders -- some
detective on the case."

"I'm going to the Colinda e newspaper library tomorrow to get al the details| can.”

‘That'sagood idea. But | don't think we're going to stumble on anything useful. | mean, anything
the police don't know areedy.”

Reade said dowly, "I don't know. . ."

"Do you hopeto?

"No. . . not actua clues. But I've got an odd sort of feeling that we've got dl the clueswe need --
if only we could see what they meant.”

"In what way?'

"l can't explain exactly. . . I'll haveto think about it. But | can't believe that the only way to find
this murderer is by employing athousand or so policemen in amass search. There must be an easier
way. For example, my friend in Keswick -- abooksdller who takes an interest in murder -- suggested
that the murderer might be afrustrated artist of some sort, and that he'd make inquiries among the
painters of Soho and Chelsea”

"There's something in that. But it'd take weeks, perhaps months.”

"l suppose 0. I'll haveto think about it. I've got anirritating feding that something's eluding me."

It was hdf past five when they arrived back at the house. The girl cdled Sheilawas opening the
door with her key.

"Likeacup of tea?' Butler said.

"l wouldn't mind." She smiled a Reade.

Reade said, "Excuse me. I'll be back in amoment.”



He had no definite aim in leaving them, only a sudden over-powering need to be done. Thelink
between hisinner source of energy and the outer world had suddenly snapped, and he felt exhausted.
Everything that now demanded his attention became an irrdlevancy.

He washed hisface in cold water in the bathroom, then went up to his own room. He sat on the
bed and closed his eyes. The knowledge that Butler would cal him in afew minutesintensified the
pleasure of relaxation. He tried to concentrate his mind on the problem of the murders, to identify with
the mind of the murderer, but hisfatigue made it impossible. Then suddenly it struck him that he was
making amistake. His own habitua sense of vita purpose would be foreign to the murderer, whose
ordinary state of mind must contain an eement of fatigue, confusion. Reade tried to focus the idea of such
adate of mind, but it brought a sense of spiritud nausea, afaling sensation. He said doud, "Hed be
better dead.”

Butler'svoice cdled, "Damon. Teaup.”

"Downinamoment.”

But hefelt areluctance to go; it seemed, for asecond, that he had understood something
important.

Downgairs, Butler said, "'I've been having an interesting talk with Shella. She knew two of the
murdered girls." He added suddenly, "By the way, she'srather interested in you."

"Isshe?' Hetook histeato the armchair.

"But | wouldn't have her, if | wereyou. You might find. . ." Hisvoicetrailed off quickly as her
footsteps sounded outside the door. He went on casudly, "Y es, Sheilas been telling me some interesting
things. It wasagirl she knew who thought she saw the murderer. Tdl him, Sheila.”

"Oh, she said he was a big man, huge, about six foot Six."

"Y ou see, Damon. That narrows the search abit.”

Shesad, "But what are you going to doif you find him?”'

"We don't expect to find him,” Butler said. "At leadt, | don't. It'sakind of game, agame of logic
and deduction. It'samazing how interesting these things become when you get involved. For example,
we've been to look at three of the murder sites this afternoon -- the ones near the river -- and we've
discovered that he can't have used aboat to dump the bodies. It's somehow far more interesting learning
athing like that for yoursdf."

She said to Reade, "Isthat why you're looking for him?”

"I don't redly know. I've got severd reasons. It'snot just alogical game -- like a detective story.
| can't quite get to grips with the psychology of this man. Did Kit explain to you about the quotations
from Bleke?'

She nodded.

"Well, I want to know how aman who's read Blake can become amurderer. Somehow, it
doesn't make sense. Oh, I've no doubt thousands of people have read Blake, and a percentage of them
must have become criminas. But Blake must have meant something to this man -- otherwise, why does
he keep scrawling Blake quotations on walls?'

Butler said, smiling, "Perhaps he didn't want to learn Blake. Perhaps he had him rammed down
histhroat at school."

The words produced a cold sensation in Reade's scalp. He said, "1 wonder. . . Y ou might have
something there. Not at school, perhaps. They don't teach Blake's prophetic books in any school I've
come across.”

"At univergty?'

"No, not that either. Y ou're pretty well dlowed to choose your subject a university. If he hated
Blake, he wouldn't chooseit No. . . theré's something €l se here. He may have an ambiguous attitude
toward Blake. . ."

"I'vegot anideal” Butler said. " Supposing hisfather was a Blake fanatic and made him learn it as
achild?'

"That's nearer to what | had in mind," Reade said.

Butler said, "But in that case, the police are bound to find him sooner or later, if they're



investigating everyone with an interest in Blake."

"Not necessarily. For example, America has produced some of the finest Blake scholars. France
has produced at least one."

"In other words," Butler said, "Therésnot ahopein hell of following up that line?!

"No, that's not true either. But it would be difficult. I know most of the books on Blake. . . there
are at least twenty by American scholars. Then there are various books by Blake amateurs -- usudly
farly smdl things. It might be worth checking. I've got afriend in the Library of Congress. What'sthe
time -- haf past Six. . . that meansit's haf past onein Washington. | think it might be anideato send him
acablegram.”

"Do you think it'sworthwhile?!

"Why not? It wouldn't cost much. And my friend won't mind -- he owes me afew favors
anyway. Do you mind?'

"Go ahead," Butler said. He took the telephone off the table beside him and handed it to Reade.
Reade asked for overseas cables, and dictated atelegram to Elliot Schneider, Library of Congress,
Washington. The message ran: "Please cable me surnames al American authors twentieth century books
on Blake." He concluded the message with Butler's address and telephone number.

When he hung up, Butler said, "The next moveisto check in the British Museum. After dl, he's
more likely to be an Englishman.”

"| agree. I've got afriend in thereading room -- I'll ring him in the morning.”

Sheilasaid, "But what good will it do? What can you do with alist of names?

"Nothing," Butler said, "except useit to cross-check some other information.”

"And wherewill you get that?'

Butler placed ahand on her bare shoulder and caressed it. "Don't be such a defeatist, Sheilal
There arelots of ways."

Shesad, grinning, "Tell meone of them.”

"All right. We're going to a cocktall party in Kensington now. Now what do we know about this
murderer? He's big, he drives alarge car, he probably has somekind of private income -- | can't imagine
him as the sort who spends ninetill fivein an office -- and he probably livesin the Kensington area. It's
not a al improbable that someone might know somebody who fits that description. In which case, the
library list isacross-check. Come on, Damon, we've got to go.”

She asked, "Where you goin? Anywhere nice?"

"Jugt aliterary cocktail party.”

Reade said, "Want to come?”’

She amiled with delight. "Could 17?7

"l don't seewhy not.”

"I'll haveto get changed.”

"No need. Comejust asyou are. Y ou look fine."

"Do 1?Let mecomb my hair, anyway."

As sherushed updtairs, Butler said, "Do you think that's agood idea, Damon?"

"Why not? She was obvioudy dying to come. And if they don't likeit, itll be an excuseto leave
quickly."

"She'salovdly little thing. Hasn't she got addiciousfigure? It'sapity it'd be arisk degping with
her."

"Would it? Are you sure she goesin for progtitution?

Butler looked shocked at theword. "I didn't say that! But I've seen acouple of different men
coming out of her room. They might have been boy friends, for al | know. She'snot aregular, likethe
girlsdowndairs, anyway. . ."

She came back downgtairs, carrying a handbag. She was wearing the expression of achild who
has been invited to a party. It made them both smileto look at her.



Cars were double-parked outside the house. Butler rang, and the door was opened by abutler in
awhite jacket. He led them up the broad, thickly carpeted stairs. Sheilalooked around her with
unconcealed awe, and dipped her hand into Reade's as they came to the top of the dairs.

Bryce saw them from across the room and hurried over. "Delighted you made it. Come and meet
my wife"

Butler said, "I hope you don't mind -- we brought afriend. Thisis Shella”

"No, I'm delighted. How do you do?' He shook her hand; the warmth was obvioudy not
smulated.

A pretty blonde woman joined them. She had aweak face and large green eyes.

Brycesad, "Thisismy wife, Millicent."

Her handshake was warm and limp. There was anotable lack of cordidlity in her greeting to
Shela

A girl'svoice said, "What would you like to drink?" It was Vivian Martin, wearing a black
low-cut cocktail dress.

Reade, watching the face of Millicent Bryce, saw the amile harden. He said, "Has your husband
told you about our vist to hisoffice, Mrs. Bryce?'

"Ohyes. | was astonished. | dwaysthought Uncle Oliver wasan old pirate.”

Butler asked. "Do you have a photograph of him?'

"Yes I'll getit.”

Vivian Martin had goneto get the drinks. Butler leaned toward Reade; he said, grinning, "'l've got
afeding weve landed in the middle of adomestic rumpus. | must say, | think Jeremy's abit tactless
bringing Viv here. And | don't think Sheilaimprovesthe situation much. Did you see the way Jeremy
looked at her? That man's asatyr. He's worse than me.”

Millicent Bryce came toward them, carrying an dbum. She said, "Come and sit down here, and
I'll show you the pictures of Uncle Oliver."

They sat on elther Side of her on the settee, and she opened the dbum. The first photograph
showed a portly, completely baldheaded man in his sixties. He had ahooked nose and eyeslike afish.

Butler said, "He'san ugly bagtard!”

"And yet he wasn't dl that ugly when you talked to him. He had fantastic charm.”

"Didyoulikehim?'

"No. . . not exactly. He frightened me. But he had tremendous charm.”

Reade asked, "Where did helive?'

"Inthishouse. Hel€ft it to Jeremy.”

"Did you know hewasinterested in Blake?"

"Ohyes. He hasawholelibrary of books about Blake. Three of them are by you, incidentaly.
I've been reading one this afternoon.”

"I'm delighted. But tell me, do you know if your Uncle Oliver had any other friendsin London
who wereinterested in Blake -- particularly in thisarea?’

Shesad, "Ah, | know why you're asking me that! Jeremy told me about this murderer who
leaves quotations from Blake. But I'm afraid | can't help you there. I've no ideawhether Uncle Oliver
knew any other admirers of Blake."

Butler said, "Do you think your Uncle Oliver killed hiswife?"

"l. .. don't know. But he was certainly capable of it."

Reade said, "Could | possibly look at his collection of books on Blake?!

"Of course. They'reinthelibrary." By thistime Reade had finished the whiskey Vivian had
brought him. 1t had made histiredness vanish completely, but he now felt light-headed. Hewas glad to
leave the crowded room.

Mrs. Bryce said, "I'd like a chance to talk to you properly sometime, Mr. Reade. | find your
book quite fascinating. There are too many people here tonight though.” Sheled him into alarge room
that overlooked the garden. Bookcases stretched to the celling; agrand piano stood in one corner.

She said, "By theway, have you adrink? No? There's one up here -- whiskey, wasit? The



Blake books are in that case -- the one with the key in the door.”

The books were mostly the ones he expected, the standard works on Blake. But there were one
or two small volumes that he had never seen before. One of them was called Blake the Magician, by an
author who cadled himself Commander Chagworthy; an inscription insde the flyleaf reed: "To Oliver,
affectionately, from Cecil Chagworthy."

"Any ideawho this Chagworthy is, Mrs. Bryce?'

"Noneat dl. . . Oh, wait. Yes, it was an old man who lived down in Surrey. | remember meseting
him once. Why?'

"Was he married?’

"No. Anold bachelor."

"Ah. That settlesthat, then. I'm working on atheory that the murderer might be a man whose
father forced him to read Blake as achild -- someone who expresses hisrevolt againgt hisfather by
scrawling Blake quotations near the bodies. | know something about most of the standard works on
Blake-- | don't think any of them fit my theory. I'll make anote of thesetitles, if you don't mind.”

"Why are you so interested in these murders, Mr. Reade?’

"Solely because | can't imagine the mentality of amurder who admires Blake. It'sakind of
contradictionin terms™

"Isit?" Sheamiled. "Don't you think it'sjust as much a contradiction that aman who loved books
asmuch as Uncle Oliver should murder hiswife?

"Yes, | find that equaly hard to imagine. But perhaps the explanation there liesin the character of
hiswife. If they were redly incompatible, he might have come to hate her. Blake said: 'Rather murder an
infant in its cradle than nurse unsatisfied desire’ ™

"She was an awful old harridan -- utterly mean and bad-tempered. Still, that doesn't explainiit.”

Hesad, "Would you excuse me just amoment while | make anote of thesetitles?'

While he wrote, she took down abook and opened it. When helooked up, she said, "Do you
recognize this?"

"No, it'srather beautifully bound. What isit? Good heavens! My Blake of Lambeth!"

"Uncle Oliver must have thought agreet ded of it. Hesfilled it with pencil markings. I've been
meaning to ask you about something you wrote. . . ah, hereitis. You say: 'lf aman understood the
power of hisown mind, he would immediately recognize that crimeis another name for salf-destruction.’
Uncle Oliver's underlined it too. What did you mean by it?"

Reade sad, laughing, "Y ou shouldn't have given me so much whiskey if you want meto sound
coherent. However, I'll try to answer. | meant that crimeis essentidly negative, like meanness or
hypochondriaor chronic jedlousy. It harmsthe crimind far more than any of hisvictims. If men could
understand their own powers -- their capacity for freedom -- they'd redlize that the real objection to
crimeisnt itswickednessbut. . . but its absurdity, itsirrelevance. . . Sorry, I'm not very clear. I've had
too muchto drink."

"| think you're very clear. Especidly about jedousy.”

"Oh, | didn't mean. . ." He stopped, embarrassed.

Shesaid, laughing, "Don't worry, | didn't take it persondly. | know my husband's the type who
needs two mistresses aswell asawife. It'sthe kind of thing I've had to come to terms with."

He said awkwardly, "I hardly know your husband."

"I'm sorry. I'm embarrassing you. Shal we go downgtairs again?”

"If you like. | don't fee embarrassed. . . S0 much as helpless. What can | do?!

"Nothing. Just forget it. Tell me something ese. Do you redly believe that this old mind reader
knew that Uncle Oliver was amurderer?’

“l...1think s0."

"Have you any redl evidence that he possesses magic powers?'

"Not magic, perhaps. . . a least, not in the usual sense. It'svery hard to explain.”

Shesad, laughing, "What apity. I've dways wanted to meet someone with magic powers."

"Oh, I know. Everyone has. Nobody wantsto believe that the world's asinflexible asit looks."



"Do you have any magic powers?"

"Oh no. At least, they're only very dight. Y ou see, everybody has what you cal magic powers,
but we don't usethem.”

"Why not?'

"Oh, for dl kinds of reasons. Partly because we don't know much about them. Partly because it
wouldn't be good if we knew about them -- we'd get lazy and rely on them too much.”

"What can you do with your magic powers?'

"Wdll. . . veary little. | can't fly on abroomstick, if that'swhat you mean. Y ou see, they're only an
extension of quite ordinary powers. Anybody can seeinto the future by concentrating on it, but some
people can see further than others, and we say they have second sight.”

"Yes, but we can't really seeinto the future, can we? | mean, it'samatter of reasoning. . ."

"Noitisnt. It'samatter of inginct, of intuition. Y ou concentrate your forces, like aman trying to
see ahead in afog. Y ou don't reason, you concentrate. And in the same way, anybody who carefully
reed that pile of letters could have made some guesses about the character of the various people who
wrote them. But George Pickingill smply had the ability to afar greater extent.”

"Why couldn't you tell the letter was from amurderer if you have magic powers?'

Hesad, smiling, "l wish you'd stop caling them 'magic powers.’ They're not. My intuitions aren't
aswell developed as Pickingill's. They wouldn't be of any great useto me. | try to develop aquite
different kind of power -- an ability to see the magic undernegth the surface of the world. Or, to put it
another way, | try to make mysdlf into agood radio receiver, to pick up messages of purpose from the
amosphere.”

"Who sends the messages?"

"Nobody. Y ou might aswell ask who sends cosmic rays. Theair'sfull of purpose, like cosmic
rays, but people are too stuck insde themselvesto pick them up. . . I'm afraid I'm talking too much. Shall
we go downdars again?'

"Tell me one more thing. Why do you say that everybody has magic powers?'

"Oh, it's obvious. Most people can make somebody think about them by thinking very hard.
Most people can make somebody turn round by staring at the back of their neck.”

Shesad decigvdy, "Wdll, | can't. I've often tried it."

"Then you probably shielded your thoughts without intending to."

She said, "Could you demonstrate your powers when we get downstairs? Stare at somebody
and make him turn round?'

"Ohyes, | candothat.”

"Redly? Anybody?'

"Yes. If youlike, I'll try and do more than that. I'll try and make whoever it is come over and talk
tome

She said with animation, "If you can do that, you've convinced me that everything you say is
true”

"All right. Theresonly onething I'd like to ask you. Don't go around talking about it. And
particularly, don't tell whoever | get to talk to me."

"All right. But asametter of curiogty, why not?’

"Becauseit'sjust aparty trick, nothing worth talking about. | don't want to get asilly kind of
reputation. And it makes people angry if they think you've been trying something of the sort on them.”

They were at the bottom of the stairs by now. The drawing room was still crowded; more guests
seemed to have arrived while they had been upgtairs.

She pointed to aman in adark suit slanding near the window and talking to a pretty, plump girl.

"Try him. That'sHarley Fisher."

"Whoishe?'

"Don't you know? He writes spy stories that sall by the hundred thousand.”

The man was powerfully built and tal. Ten years earlier he had been athletic; now he was dightly
overweight. The fleshy face had the dubious and brutal handsomeness of ashark, and his bad teeth



increased thisimpression.

"Couldn't you choose someone e se? 1 don't much like thelook of him."

"I'd rather not. I've chosen him because he's rather stand-offish with strangers. So if you can
make him talk to you, you'l berather clever.”

Hesad, "Il try."

He stared at the fleshy man over her shoulder, concentrating on the side of hisneck. After a
moment the man glanced across the room at him. Reade |ooked down quickly and pretended to be
listening to Millicent Bryce. He said, "He'slooking over here”

"l wish | could see. Let me move over here”

She changed position; Reade felt exposed now that she was no longer in direct line with Fisher,
but he stared hard at the Sde of the noveist's face, relaxing his mind completely and telegraphing the
suggestion that he should come over and speek to them. Suddenly hefét an intuition that Fisher was
about to look around; he quickly looked away and began talking to Millicent Bryce.

Sheasked, "Any luck?"

"I don't know. He might be too interested in that girl he'staking to. Anyway, | can't do any
more. | think perhaps | ought to find that girl | brought. She might be feding abandoned.”

She said, with afaint smile of maice, "1 expect sheis."

Hefound Sheilain the corner of the room, and he wastaking to her afew minutes later when he
became aware that Millicent Bryce was gpproaching him with Harley Fisher.

Mrs. Bryce said, "Damon, Mr. Fisher would like to meet you."

Reade caught her smile of complicity, and looked away quickly.

Fisher's handshake was hard and abrupt. He said, "I hear you'rein London because you're
interested in the Thames murders.”

"y es"

"It'sasubject that quite interests me too. I've got dl the press cuttings on them, if you'd liketo
seethem.”

Reade said eagerly, "That's splendid. I'd loveto. It'll save me the trouble of going to Colindae
tomorrow."

Millicent Bryce drifted away. Reade noticed that Fisher was observing Shellawith interest; he
introduced her. She asked immediately, "Why isyour ear divided?'

Reade noticed for the first time that the |obe of Fisher's|left ear had aVV-shaped portion missing.

Fisher said, "That'samemento of a Jamaican gun runner. | wasin the intelligence during the war.
.." Heturned and snapped hisfingers as Vivian Martin went past with atray. He said, "Miss, could |
have another vodka and white Cinzano? The Russian vodka, not the English stuff."

Vivian asked, in aconversationd tone, "How can you tdll the differenceif you put Cinzano init?"

He stared a her amoment, asiif about to reply, then deliberately turned back to Reade. Vivian
Martin flushed and turned away. Fisher said, "Would you like to come back to my house? It's only round
the corner. I'll show you the press cuttings.”

"I'm not sure whether | can. | have Sheilawith me and another friend, and. . ."

"Bring them aong too. I'm expecting another friend of mine, Royston Meredith. Do you know
him?'

"l know of him, of course. . ."

"He'saso interested in these murders. He'd be fascinated to hear about this Blake business.”

"Well, thank you. I'd like to."

"Excdlent! I'll look out for you in about haf an hour. All right? Now would you excuse mea
moment; | want aword with our hostess. . ."

Twenty minutes later Reade was talking to Butler when Millicent Brycesvoice sad, "Wdll, it
worked. He came over to me of his own accord and asked to meet you."

"What worked?' Butler asked.

Reade said quickly, "Nothing. By the way, Harley Fisher wants usto go back to his house
afterward. He has alot of press cuttings on these murders.”



"Marveloud” Butler said. "Why don't you come, Millicent?'

She sad, laughing, "Because my husband wouldn't likeit. He doesn't trust Harley."

Fisher came out of the drawing room as they were speaking. He nodded at Reade. "Ready?'

"Y es, inamoment. Will you excuse me?!

It was pleasant to be alone in the lavatory. As he stood there, he noticed the swift rising and
faling of his ssomach as he breathed, and wished he could lie down on abed and fal adeep. At home he
never drank whiskey; it dways made him tired. The thought of going to Fisher's house was suddenly
disagreesble.

Butler waswaiting for him as he came out of the lavatory. He said in alow voice, "Do you think
we could take Viv dong to Fisher's?’

"l. .. suppose 0. He said | could invite anyone | liked. But | don't think shell go. He was rather
rude to her while she was serving the drinks. Where is she?'

"Outsde. | told her to go on ahead. | didn't want Jeremy to know she was leaving with me."

Harley Fisher was standing in the hall, talking to Shella; one of his hands rested lightly on her bare
arm. He dropped it when he saw Reade and Butler.

Vivian Martin frowned when she saw Fisher walking beside Buitler.

Butler said, "Viv, were going to Harley'sfor adrink. Come on aong.”

"I don't think | can. | haveto get home."

Fisher said to Butler, "Won't you introduce meto your friend?"

She said coldly, "We met in there. | served you with avodka and Cinzano."

"Of course! How stupid of me. Then please let me persuade you to come back to my house, and
let me return the service”

His smile was charming, concentrated on her like amagnifying glass. She hesitated, then smiled
and said, "Thank you. I'd liketo."

Fisher's house stood on a corner; it wasasmall two-story building, unobtrusive and expensive.
Thefront garden was paved in the manner of a Spanish courtyard, with afishpond and two acaciatrees.
There were roses in the border under the window.

The door opened before they reached it. A small golden-skinned man who might have been a
Javanese or aFilipino took Vivian Martin's coat. He said, "Mr. Meredith iswaiting for you, Sir.”

"Has he been herelong?"

"Only afew minutes, sr. He hasalady with him."

Fisher took Vivian Martin'sarm and steered her toward adoor, which he threw open. A small
man in adark suit was standing by the window, ablonde girl beside him. Fisher said, " Snap!" They both
laughed. Fisher said, " Sorry we're late, Royston. May | introduce Miss Martin?'

"You'renot late. We're early. We got sick of the reception. ThisisViolet de Merville.”

Reade and Butler were introduced. Again Reade noticed the unobtrusive but definite stir created
by Sheila. He observed Meredith with interest. He had seen photographs of the noveist; dl gavehima
grim and brooding appearance. In fact, helooked mild and nervous. Hisvoice was high and carefully
controlled, asif making along-distance call on abad line. The girl with him had the soft but stereotyped
beauty of amode.

Fisher said, "Mr. Reade writes books on Blake."

Meredith said, "Y es, one knows them well."

"I'm going to show him the cuttings on the Thames murder case. He has some rather interesting
information on it." He opened thelid of a cabinet and switched on atape recorder. "'I'm going to switch
on the tape recorder. 1'd like to get Mr. Reade's story down on tape. Do you mind?"

Reade said with embarrassment, "No, of course not.”

"Still, let'sget adrink first. What will everybody have? Whiskey? Missde Merville? Let me
persuade you to try thismat whiskey. It comesfrom afriend of minewho ownsasmall digtillery onthe
Ideof Mull. It'sfifteen yearsold.”

As Fisher talked, Reade stood up and glanced into the tape recorder. The tape was aready
revolving. He accepted aglass hdf full of apae straw-colored liquid from Fisher. It tasted deceptively



mild.

Fisher said, "Tingngh's bringing sandwichesin amoment. So do you think we could have your
story now? Let me put this microphone near you."

Reade felt embarrassed about being the center of attention, and not entirely happy about the tape
recorder. But since there seemed no help for it, he repeated the story again. It took along time, because
both Fisher and Meredith interrupted him frequently. He let Kit Butler tell what had happened that
morning in Bryces office.

Meredith asked finally, "But what happens now, Mr. Reade? Do you go back home?!

Reade shrugged. "1 expect s0."

Violet de Mervillesad, "Are you washing your hands of it?"

"Not quite. But | don't seewhat | can do. . . No, no more whiskey, thank you."

Meredith said, "And what do you suppose will happen to the murderer, Mr. Reade? Will he
keep on?'

"Oh, | suppose so. Until he commits suicide.”

Violet de Mervillesad, "Why should he commit suicide?"

Reade said haltingly, "I can't quiteexplain. . . It'slike aman walking into a.cul de sac. HES got to
reachtheend.”

Fisher sad, "l agree. But what'sto stop him from smply turning back?'

Reade was relieved when the door opened and the manservant appeared with atray of
sandwiches and salads. He realized suddenly that he had not esten since breakfast. It suddenly struck
him that his depression and boredom were probably due to hunger. He aso hoped that the food would
bring about a more genera conversation; he wanted to be left done. But it seemed that Fisher had no
intention of leaving him alone. He handed Reade a plate, helped him to abeef sandwich and some salad,
then said, "Explain why you think that suicideisinevitable”

Reade said, rather desperately, "Why me? Why not ask Kit? Or Sheila? She knew two of the
vidims"

Fisher said, "But you're our expert, Mr. Reade. So let's hear your views. Then well dlow you to
et in peace.”

Reade drew adeep bregth. He said with resignation, "All right. I'll try to explain. But it'srather
difficult. Y ou see, I've devoted my life to the problem of why certain men seevisons. Men like Blake and
Boehme and Thomas Traherne. A psychologist once suggested that it's a chemical in the bloodstream --
the same sort of thing that makes a dipsomaniac see pink e ephants. Now obvioudy, | can't accept this
view. But I've spent a certain amount of time studying the action of drugs, and taken some of them
mysdf. And it's become clear to methat what we cal ‘ordinary consciousness issimply aspecid, limited
case. .. But thisis obvious after asingle glass of whiskey. It causes a change in consciousness, akind of
deepening. In ordinary consciousness, were mainly aware of the world around us and its problems. This
isawfully difficult to explain. . ."

Fisher said, "Y ou're being very clear so far. Pleasego on.”

"Perhaps an analogy will help. In our ordinary state of consciousness, we look out from behind
our eyes as amotorist looks from behind the windscreen of acar. The car isvery smdl, and the world
out thereisvery big. Now if | take afew glasses of whiskey, the world out there hasn't redly changed,
but the car seems to have grown bigger. When | look insde mysdlf, there ssem to befar greater
gpaces than I'm normally aware of. And if | take certain drugs, the car becomesvas, asvast asa
cathedrd. There are great, empty spaces. . . No, not empty. They're full of al kinds of things -- of
memories of my past life and millions of things| never thought 1'd noticed. Do you see my point? Man
deliberately limits his consciousness. It would frighten him if he were aware of these vast spaces of
consciousness al thetime. He stays sane by living in anarrow little consciousness that seemsto be limited
by the outside world. Because these spaces aren't just inhabited by memories. There seem to be strange,
dienthings, other minds. . ."

Ashesadthis he saw Violet de Merville shudder. He said, laughing, "'I'm not trying to be
adarming. There's nothing fundamentally horrible about these spaces. One day we shall conquer them, as



we shal conquer outer space. They'relike agreat jungle, full of wild creatures. We build ahigh wall
around usfor safety, but that doesn't mean we're afraid of the jungle. One day we shdl build citiesand
dreetsin its spaces.”

Butler said restively, "But what about the murderer?!

"Ahyes, the murderer. | hadn't forgotten him. Y ou see, drugs and drink are one way of making
us aware of the jungle outside ordinary consciousness. Murder is another. When people go insane, they
are actually seeing deeper than most of us. Insanity isn't based on delusion; it'sbased on truth. And it
happens when people accidentaly destroy some of the wall that separates usfrom the jungle. Y ou see,
that wall isnt amply ameatter of ordinary perceptions. It'samatter of socid conventions, emotiona
habits, and s0 on. Insanity usudly begins with bad emotiona upsets.

"Now a man who decides to commit murder has aready broken the deegpest convention that
binds him to sanity and society. It's different, of course, in war. Society endorses the murder. But most
murderers are men who've killed in anger, so they're not genuine rebels. And then, alarge percentage of
murderers do it as a calculated risk to gain money -- like steeplgacks. They're not rebels so much as
gamblers. . . likedl professond criminals. That leaves avery smdl proportion of rea murderers, thetrue
rebels, the men who murder purdly for salf-gratification -- sadists, sex killers, and the rest. They know
they stand completely done. They don't belong to any crimind fraternity. In asense, they're like spoiled
children who know they shouldn't do certain things, but who think they can chesat the adults.

"But they miscalculate, like adiver who cuts his own air line because he wants more freedom.
They're knocking aholein thewall that protects them from the jungle. They fail to understand that the
sxth commandment isn't merely asocia convention. It'saconvention of consciousness too. Bresk it,
and you're cutting the lines that hold you to sanity. Y ou're destroying a part of yoursef.”

Meredith said, "Theres only one objection. Why, in that case, don't the mystics commit suicide
too?'

"Becausethey aim at bresking down thewall. Their whole attitude is different. They'relikea
well-equipped expedition setting out into the jungle. The murderer islike achild who accidentaly
wandersthere. His own terror does more damage than the actual dangers. He doesn't know the jungle
exigsbefore hefindshimsdf log init.”

Fisher said, "That's afascinating theory, but hardly borne out by fact. Because unfortunately,
most mass murderers don't commit suicide. Most of them get caught through their own stupidity -- like
Christieand Heeth."

"Oneisn't sure,” Meredith said reflectively. "One gets the impression that most of them want to
be caught, and make mistakes ddliberately. Surdly that'sakind of suicide?"

Reade took the opportunity of their conversation to edt. It was along time since he had been so
hungry. Helooked at them as he ate, thinking: Strange; we talk about the jungle, but no oneredly
believesit exids,

Fisher and Meredith were arguing on the question of suicide; both seemed to have awide
knowledge of murder cases; each cited examplesto prove his own point. Reade had never heard of most
of the cases they mentioned, although Urien Lewis had described afew of them. He interrupted for a
moment to say, "Excuse me, but | believe that about one third of al murderers commit suicide.”

"Asmany asthat? But evenif that figureis correct, surdly it's out of fear of detection?”

Meredith said mockingly, "A drastic way to avoid detection.”

Hefinished the last of the salad and emptied hiswhiskey glass. He stifled ayawn, and wondered
how he could politely take hisleave. He stood up, saying, "Could | find my way outsde?"

"Hrgt ontheleft,” Fisher said.

Ashe came out of the lavatory, hefound Butler ganding inthe hdl. Hesaid, "I'm afraid I'm going
homein amoment.”

"Tired?'

"Dreedfully.”

"| shan't come until I'm sure Viv wantsto leave."

Reade stared at him uncomprehendingly.



Butler said, "That bastard Fisher wantsto get her into bed. So if | say I'm leaving now, I'm pretty
aure helll find some excuse for getting her to stay.”

Reade said, "But she may not want to go to bed with him."

"Don't besdlly. Heslike us-- an expert in persuasion. Anyway, I'm not going to leave her here.
So I'll stick around until she'sready to leave. Y ou'd better take Shellahomewith you, if shelll go. | think
Fisher's hoping to screw her aswell.”

Reade said, "Surely that's her business? It might be to her advantage to get involved with him."

"No. He'd take her to bed, then get rid of her."

Fisher came out into the hal, carrying awater jug.

Reade sad, "I hope you won't mind, but | think I'll go home. I'm rather tired.”

"Already? But how about the press cuttings?'

"Could | possibly borrow them overnight?| could return them tomorrow."

"Or get Sheillato drop themin," Butler said. " She comes past here every day. . ."

Reade noticed the sarcastic grin on Butler's face as he went into the lavatory.

"Certainly. Borrow them by al means. I'll get them for you. Oh, Tingngh, would you fill thisjug
with water."

As Reade went back into the room, Meredith was saying in his high, ddliberate voice, "But |
think one can make anumber of likely guesses. He obvioudy hasacar. He must live more or lessaone,
or the other people in the house would soon begin to suspect something. He can't live in central London,
because held have too many curious neighbors. So my guessisthat he lives outside London, perhaps at
some old vicarage. It might even beamad vicar! | once knew avicar who hated the whole human race.”

Fisher said, "Anglican, of course?"

"Ohyes. A nasty man with hair growing out of hisearsand aglare like an angry bull. Now held
have been quite capable of these murders.”

Violet de Merville said, "But why does he pick hisvictimsin the Portobello Road area?”

"One can understand that easily enough. Because it's so dreadfully sordid. | should think that area
carries off the prize nowadays for sheer darkness and dirt, now that Whitechapel's being rebuilt. | once
knew a progtitute who came from St. Mark's Road, and she never washed. She was the filthiest woman
I've ever seen. And she had awhole string of clients who wanted her like that. | expect they dl came
from prim Methodist homes where everything smelled of disinfectant, and she gave them asense of
orgiadtic freedom.”

Reade said mildly, "1 don't find the Portobello Road at dl sordid.”

Meredith said, "Perhaps not. It's human nature | find sordid, and | think dum digtrictsreflect it
more honestly than placeslike this" He gestured out of the window.

Reade bent over Shella, saying, "I'm going home now. I'll leave you here with Kit."

She said immediately, "No, I'll cometoo.”

"Oh, you're not going," Meredith said.

"I'm afraid s0. I'm not used to whiskey."

Fisher said quietly to Sheila, "I gather you come by here sometimes? So perhaps you could drop
these press cuttingsin to me?”

She looked puzzled; Reade said quickly, "Don't worry, I'll make sure they get returned. Probably
tomorrow."

He adwaysfound leave-taking difficult; he shook handswith Violet de Merville and with Vivian
Martin, feding clumsy and awkward as he did 0.

Fisher handed him the large cardboard folder, saying, "It's been most fascinating, Mr. Reade. |
hope you find this useful. | shall hope to see you both again.”

Reade sad, "Yes, of course.”

It embarrassed him to stand there beside Shella, asif they were a husband and wife taking their
leave.



In the Street, the air was colder, and he was suddenly aware of how much he had drunk. She
took hisarm asthey crossed the road. He said, "Wouldn't you have preferred to stay?

"No. I'd rather stay with you."

A taxi cametoward them; he hailed it and opened the door for her. He touched the flesh of her
arm; it fet cold. She said, "'I'll soon get warm when we get back.”

She moved closer to him and took hisarm again. The gesture reminded him of Sarah, and
brought a stab of guilt. He closed hiseyes and said, "God, I'm tired. I'll degp assoon as| get into bed.”

"Y ou getting tired of London?"

"A little. People tire me. When I'm at home, | sometimes see no onefor severd days.”

"I'm not surel'd like that."

"Perhaps not. People become a habit -- like smoking or biting your nails. And once you've
broken yoursdf of the habit, it's hard to take up again. They taste bitter and nasty, like your first
cigaette.”

Hewastaking partly out of defensiveness. The feding of her hand in hisarm made him
uncomfortable. With Sarah, he had learned something of purely animal forces of attraction, of
communication of ingtinctive warmth in which the mind played no part. It was happening now with Sheila
At present it was no more than avibration of sympathy, intensfied dightly by his avareness of thewarm
body under the thin frock. But it was Sarah who had sharpened his awareness of these forces.

She sad, "Don't you know anybody where you live?'

"A few people. And | have friendsin Keswick, about fifteen miles away -- abooksdler and his
ward."

"Ward? What'sthat?'

"It means he's her guardian. Her parents are dead.”

"Doyou like her?'

"WHdll. . . yes. I'm engaged to her, in asort of way." It brought a sense of relief to spesk the
words.

She asked, smiling, "Why'd you say 'in asort of way'?"

"Because she's not Sixteen yet."

"What difference does that make?'

" She might change her mind by the time she's old enough to marry.”

"But did she want to get engaged, or did you?"

"Shedid. . . a leadt, she actualy made the suggestion.”

She said nothing for amoment, then asked, " Supposing you change your mind first?"

"That's not very likely. I'm older than sheis. I've known her since shewasten.”

"What does she look like? Do you have a photo?'

Her interest in Sarah surprised him. He was il talking about her when the taxi drew up.

Outside her door, she said, "Like acup of coffee?’

He wanted to refuse, but knew she would be disappointed. Besides, histhroat felt dry. "Well,
perhaps. . ."

Hisroom felt cold and unwelcoming; helit the gasfire, then sat on the bed and removed his
shoes. Helay for five minuteswith his eyes closed. Gradually the tiredness vanished; he felt hismind
becoming active again. He sat up and opened the folder that Fisher had lent him. It contained alarge
exercise book made of coarse paper; newspaper clippings had been stuck to its pages. Toward the
center of the book, the clippings were loose.

She tapped lightly on the door before coming in, carrying a coffee percolator.

Hesad, "Isit made already?’

"No. The gaswent. Can | useyours?'

"Yes, of course”

Shelit the gasring and placed the percolator on it; amoment later it began to make a soft,
bubbling noise.

"What you reading?"



"These press cuttings Fisher lent me."

"What's dl this about wanting me to take 'em back?"

"Kit said you went near there sometimes. Do you?"

"No! | don't know what he'stalking about."

Hesad, "l expect he's matchmaking again. | think Fisher found you rather attractive.”

"l know. He made that pretty clear. He wanted to know if | was deeping with you.”

"Good heavens! When?'

"While we were waiting downgtairs at the party. Want yours black?'

"No, white, please. | don't mind cold milk."

Hefound it difficult to concentrate on the newspaper cuttings. He was watching her move around
the room, enjoying the smooth movements of her body, observing, as she bent to take the coffee pat, the
line across the back of her dressthat showed the strap of her brassiere. Then he caught an automatic
reflex of desire, and looked away quickly. But he could still see her movements out of the corner of his
eye, and found himsdf thinking: Why not? How can one joy absorb another? Are not different joys holy,
infinite, eterna? Sarah ismild slver; sheisfurious gold. Would Sarah redly mind?

He closed his eyes, amoment later she said, "Come on. Wake up. Here'sthe coffee.”

Hetook the cup from her and placed it on the windowsill. Her own cup was on the bedside
table.

She sat on the edge of the bed, and he moved over so she could look at the press cuttings over
his shoulder. He was now aware that they were playing agame. She was attracted by him; she knew he
was attracted by her; both were deriving pleasure from playing with thisforce that tried to pull them into
contact. He knew that it only needed one move from ether of them. He had no intention of making that
move, but he was enjoying the game. He drank his coffee and tried to make the effort to read the
cuttings. He had a hallucinatory sense of being beside Sarah and a dreamlike inability to concentrate.

When she finished the coffee, she stood up. "I'll leave you doneto read.”

He said nothing; inaction was becoming a pattern of conduct. But as he heard the door close, he
regretted that he had allowed her to go; the room seemed colder.

He heard her moving around in the next room, then going downdtairs. He felt too lazy to get up
and undress; instead he placed the folder on the floor and lay down. When he closed his eyes, he knew
that he had drunk too much. He had falen into alight doze when she came back into the room.

"Sorry," shesaid. "Y ou adegp? | just want the sugar. Finished with your cup?’

As sheleaned across the bed, he allowed his hand to touch her leg through the dress; it was a
gesture of gpology. She sat on the edge of the bed. " Aren't you going to get undressed?

"Inamoment.”

Her hand was lying closeto hisface; it smelled of toilet soap. He reached up and touched it. She
took hold of hishand; her other hand reached up to caress the back of hisneck. A moment later he
heard the noise of her shoesfaling on the floor as she kicked them off; then she lay beside him. The
pressure of her body against him was pleasant. He thought of Sarah; but there was no fedling of
separation from her; it was asif she and Sheilawere somehow the same person. He placed hishand on
her waist, and realized that she was wearing almost nothing undernegth the dress.

She suddenly dirred. "Let's cover usup. I'm cold.”

She got up and went out of the room. Helay ill, hismind ablank. A moment later she came
back in, carrying abright pink elderdown. She covered him over with it and switched off the light before
she climbed back into bed. When his hand touched her again, he experienced a shock of physicd desire,
and his mind became awake. Her lips brushed againgt his; they were dry and rough. He tried to sink
back into the state of passive contentment, but her excitement made it difficult.

Now it wasimpossible to pretend that this was Sarah beside him; suddenly there was no
resemblance at dl. Sarah diffused afedling of innocence, of passvity; even in kissng, her inexperience
was obvious. Thisgirl wasin bed because she was physicaly excited and because -- it was suddenly
very obvious -- she enjoyed sex. Her body was aware of the hardness of his excitement, and her
response wasimmediate and smple. Her hand brushed histhigh, found itsway to the top of histrousers.



Hefdt the relaxation of the cloth around hiswai <, then again the dow warmth of her hand. He heard the
sharp intake of her breath as her hand encountered his nakedness, then her hips came forward to press
againg him as her tongue searched persstently. His own hand, traveling down the back of her thigh,
could fed only the cloth of the dress. She drew away from him, and her body lifted for amoment. When
she pressed againgt him again, her thighs were bare. Her hand moved again to touch his nakedness. She
was bresthing hard, her lips, now moist and soft, Strained againgt his. As she moved, hisflesh touched the
smoothness of her panties. She stirred impatiently, trying to remove the obstacle of damp nylon that
separated them. His passivity seemed to irritate her. She said, "Please, please.”

As he moved across her, he was dready detached from his own excitement. The contact
between them had become purdly animd. At this point it would have been easy to stop; the magic that
had possessed him so far was gone. He was making love to her because his body was capable of it, and
because she wanted him to. His mind observed that she no longer kept their lips together, absorbed by
the intenser contact, and that their bodies gave off amusky odor as they moved in broken rhythm. The
love-making had its eement of discomfort; the leg of her pantieswastight, and the violence of her
movements made it difficult to maintain contact. When their bodies became separated, she made
impatient, moaning noises, until he moved into her again. Her aamswere tight around him, her hands
locked behind hiswaist; and she kept repeating, "Oh,” asif starting a sentence that she was too excited
to finish. He was glad when her excitement rose to aclimax; his own desire had passed the point of
wanting to reach aclimax. Hewaited until she was quiet, then moved off her. A bead of sweat ran down
the side of hisnose and into the pillow. When he closed his eyes, he became aware that he was no longer
drunk.

Shesad, "That wasterrific."

Hefdt no desire to speak. A bubble had burst. He thought suddenly: " Thank God, Sarah doesn't
Sseem oversexed.”

Shesad, "Areyou awvake?'

Hesad, "Mmmm."

Her fingersran through hishair. It was aswet asif he had just washed it. Then sheleaned
forward and kissed hisforehead. She said in awhisper, "All right. I'll let you deep now.”

She dipped out of the bed; amoment later the door closed. He wanted to tell her to take the
elderdown, but was afraid she would want to talk. He lay there, unmoving, for afew minutes, until he
heard the bed-springsin her room creak. Then he cautioudy removed his trousers without getting out of
bed. He would have preferred to go downstairs and wash, but it would have revealed that he was not
adeep. He pulled back the bed-sheets under him, and dipped between them. They felt cool and dry. He
lay there, staring into the darkness, feeling cam and contented at the destruction of anilluson. Half an
hour ago he had felt that in certain respects Shellawas far older than he was; she seemed to possess
depths of ingtinctive wisdom that were hidden from his maeintelligence. Now he knew it was untrue. She
had the warmth, the ingtinctive sympathy and tenderness of amature woman; beyond that, shewasa
young animal who enjoyed the physical act of love-making asfrankly asachild enjoysice cream. He
knew, with sudden certainty, that he would never fed any enthusiasm for the act of physical intercourse.
This, initsalf, was unimportant; the negative certainty only threw into sharp relief his other, postive
certainties.

Slegp came upon him so quickly that he did not noticeit. Then Butler's voice roused him.
"Damon. Y ou awake?'

The door opened and light camein. Butler said, " Sorry to disturb you, Damon. Sarah just rang
up from Keswick."

He struggled into an upright position. "1s she till on the phone?!

"No. | said you'd gone to bed an hour ago, but that 1'd get you to ring back if you were awake.
She'sbeen trying to ring al evening but the place was empty, of course. | explained what had happened
and she seemed quite happy about it. She sounds asweet girl."

"What'sthetime?'

"Half pagt midnight.”



Hesad, "I think I'll skipit. I'll ring her tomorrow.”

"Okay. Go back to deep."”

But the time for deep had gone. Five minutes after Butler Ieft the room, he switched on the light
and dressed quietly. Then he sat on the edge of the bed and massaged his eyes with the backs of his
index fingers. He became aware of agreat darknessingde him, and of a sense of warmth and meaning.
He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, imagining the circle of druid stones and the rocky valleys on the
sde of Skiddaw. Almost immediately hismind and body relaxed. He became aware that he had afaint
headache, but it seemed unimportant, asif it were someone e se's headache. The breeze from the
window gtirred his hair. He deliberately concentrated, pushing himsdlf further into the inner darkness,
further away from his physica body and his persondity.

The ease with which he was able to achieve this surprised him. There was no effort, and it
happened more quickly than usua. His breathing became shalow, and it seemed asif the atoms of his
body werelosing their energy, so that he was sinking into a sate of suspended animation. A contentment
that was deegper than happiness flowed over him in waves of quiet. He had asensation asiif looking down
on his body, on the person called Damon Reade. The events of the past two days were present in his
mind, and he found himsdlf regarding them with akind of tolerant gaiety. Everything seemed absurd and
unimportant: his presence here, Butler'sintrigueswith Vivian Martin, his own involvement with Sheila. He
saw more clearly than ever before that dl hisideas about himself and the world were a misunderstanding.

It was tempting to drift away from himself, to leave his body sitting there and pass beyond it into
adate of contemplation of the immense silence that underlies human trividity. He ressted the temptation,
with an obscure fedling that there were other things to be done. For amoment he was unable to
remember what they were. Then it came back: his purpose in being there, the Thames murderer.

At firg it seemed infinitely boring, and then dightly absurd, amost funny. He resisted the
temptation to assessit in these moral terms, and tried to consider the facts of the case. Then, abruptly,
the centra facts became clear: guilt, obsession, and the need for purification. He redlized suddenly that he
had held dl the clues snce the talk with Lund, and had failed to see their significance. Now it was
sdf-evident. The need for contemplation vanished; hefelt asense of triumph.

Butler was Sitting in the armchair, hisfeet on the bed. The room wasfull of cigarette smoke.

"Hello Damon. Change your mind about tea? I'll make some more.”

Reade said, "I've been thinking about these murders. | think I've got the answer.”

Butler bent down and lit the gas. "Yes, go on. I'm listening."

"l was thinking about what we know, and it suddenly seemed obvious. What's the oddest fegture
of this case? That he writes Blake quotations on walls. Why? He only increases his chance of being
caught. . ."

He stopped. He wasfailing to express what he meant. Butler lit acigarette ashewaited. He
decided to start again.

"| try to get amentd picture of thisman. First of dl guilt, obsession, a powerful sexud urge. But
we know that he's not asort of homicidd gorilla. We know that he'sintelligent.”

Suddenly he knew what he wanted to say. He sat forward in the chair and began to speak with
haste and excitement, jabbing hisfinger at Butler for emphass.

"All that spells asdf-divided man, aman in conflict with himself. And | fed that'sthe answer to
the Blake quotations. | know thisis difficult to understand. But there's a certain kind of temperament that
wantsto believe that nothing you can ever do makes any difference. Like Father Joseph of Paris--
Huxley's Grey Eminence -- who was largely responsible for the Thirty Y ears War, and yet practiced
mystic contemplation. Y ou know Blake wrote 'The true soul of sweet delight can never be defiled." Well,
| think this man'sthe same. He wants to have his cake and et it. If you like, he'sa Jekyll and Hyde who
can't resst doing these horrible things, but who becomes Dr. Jekyll as soon as he's done them. And it's
the Jekyll half that writes the quotations from Blake. He wants to assert that he hasn't been defiled.”



Butler said, "Y ou're probably right. But where doesit get us?'

"I haven't finished yet. I'm trying to explain how | arrived a my conclusion. Once I'd seen why he
writes the quotations, | suddenly understood about the river too. It'sthis same split persondity. The
water represents purity, washing himsdf free of guilt. So while Mr. Hyde commits the murders, Dr. Jekyll
dumps the bodies near theriver. It'saway of keeping his baance, keeping himsef sane. It'slike apriest
who has sex for hedlth reasons. He commits the murdersto relieve amenta strain, and then somehow
triesto dissociate himself from them, to achieve mystical detachment. Father Joseph al over again.”

"l dill don'tsee.. "

"Wait, I'm just coming toit. Y ou remember | said that | thought hed end by committing suicide?
Thiswas because | fdt inginctively that his Jekyll would end by wanting to destroy Hyde. . . But |
suddenly realized that there's an dternative. He may have already gone through the suicide phase. It may
have been a suicide attempt that started him on these murders. He fights against the Hyde tendencies for
months until he can't sand it any longer, and he attemptsto kill himsdf in total despair. But it doesn't
work, he doesn't succeed. So he goesto the opposite extreme, he chooses the only other solution: total
surrender to Mr. Hyde. That'swhy these murders are so violent. It'sasuicidal violence turned againgt
other people.”

Butler was now listening with intense concentration. When the kettle started to whistle, he leaned
over and turned off the gas. He said, "I can see only one objection there. People who really want to
commit suicide don't fall. It'sthe otherswho fail -- the self-dramatizers who don't redlly want to die. And
that picture doesn't fit in with your ideaof thekiller."

"I agree. But how about the few people who do want to die but still don't succeed?’

Butler shook his head. "1t seldom happens. It's so easy to succeed. The gas oven, arazor blade,
an old belt and a clothes hook."

"But our man wouldn't use any of those methods. They're not clean enough. Only one way would
gpped to him -- drowning.”

Butler stared at him. "God, yes. . . of course.”

Reade went on quickly. "And a man who attempts drowning and gets pulled out istakento a
hospital. And we ought to be able to check on the hospitals dong the Thames.”

Butler wasslent. Hesaid findly, "I don't know whether it'singpiration or lunacy.”

Reade misunderstood him. He said, "Oh no, not redlly inspiration. It's something much more
commonplace. I've been doing just what | criticized the policefor. . . concentrating on minute particulars
and failing to see the wood for the trees. Y ou see, that was one of the reasons | came here. Sarah's
guardian and | had rather an argument about Sarah, and he accused me of being completely
inexperienced and impractical. And | wanted to make him understand that | just have atotdly different
sense of lifefrom his, that the universe is somehow a single organism and everything that happensis
connected with everything e se, so you haveto try to get to the root of thingsto understand them. . . not
just concentrate on minute particulars. It'slike letting your second sight work."

Butler said, ™Y ou mean these ideas about the killer were second sight?”

"Not exactly. Isit second sight when | set out to interpret adifficult passage in Whitehead? | have
to get beyond theindividua words. | haveto try to get aboveit dl -- to seeit in relation to Whitehead's
mind and al his other works. Well, there's no red difference between a murder case and a passage of
Whitehead -- they both need the same kind of insght. Anyway, that's not important. The next thing isto
find out how many hospitals dong the river would dedl with attempted suicide by drowning. Would any
hospita, do you think?"

"I don't know. But | know somebody who might. A doctor at St. Thomas's. Can you pass that
leather notebook? I'll ring him now. He's on night duty alot.”

Butler dided the number. After amoment he said, "Is Dr. Haggerty thereplease?. .. Yes, I'll
hold on. Well, theresthe first piece of luck. HEson duty. . . Hello, Mike. Kit Butler here, Mike. Sorry
to disturb you at thishour, but it'sfairly important. There's a piece of information | need urgently. Does
your hospital take attempted suicide casesin the casudty ward? Y es? Drowning? Would they bring dl
drowning casesin the central London areato you? No?. . . | see. .. | see.. . Well, it'srather difficult. . ."



He placed his hand over the receiver and said, "Damon, what was the date of the first murder?”

"Er. .. Feburary, sixty-four, | bdieve. . ."

"Well, thisisthe point, Mike. We're trying to trace aman who attempted suicide by drowning
about January, sixty-four. No, we don't know where he jumped in. . . No, we don't know his name
either. But we've got his description. HE's abig man, very powerful, quite young, well educated. Not sure
of his nationdity. He could be aforeigner, perhaps an American. And ared neurctic. .. Well, I'll explain
it al later. Will you be at Mary'stomorrow?. . . Good, 1'd liketo come. . . But one more question. How
many hospitals can you think of dong the Thames? That's right, where they might take adrowning case. .
.Hold on, I'll get apencil. . . &. Mary Abbot's. St. Stephen’'s. Hammersmith. Westmingter. Charing
Cross. Waterloo. . . No, | don't think it would be asfar away as Greenwich. I'm thinking of the central
London area. Guys. Fulham. . . No, not Ealing. . . St. Luke's. . . Yes, | think that'd be about enough. Do
you know any doctorsin any of these places?. . . Hold on. Hosmer a Fulham. Everett at St. Stephen's.
That'sdl?. .. Yes, that'smarvelous. . . In the meantime, could you check with some of your colleagues
about the suicide? Seeif they recall him. . . I'll tell you al about it tomorrow. . . Okay. Good night, Mike.
Many thanks. . ."

Ashehung up, hesaid, "Damn. | forgot to ask him if either of these doctors would be on night
duty."

"Never mind. How many did you get?'

"Nine, he knows doctors at two of them. | think I'll get him to do some of the work for us. He
can check with some of the hospitals. . ."

Reade was looking down the list of hospitalsin the London telephone directory. When he found
the namesin the London &tlas, he ringed them round in red.

Butler yawned and stretched. He said, "What are you doing?”

"Finding out how long it would take to vigit al these places.”

"I'll drive you round tomorrow."

"I think I'll go tonight.”

"What! At thishour!"

"Thisisthe right hour. People don't attempt suicide during the day -- there are too many people
to fish them out. They do it at thistime of the night. And in that case, the night porters would remember.”

"But night porters don't stay on duty forever. They go back on the day shift. In that case, you'd
have to check the day shift aswell."

"l don't know. . . But it'sworth trying. And | think it might be easier to talk to hospital porters at
night than during the day. It's quieter. Look, | could go round to six of these hospitalsin less than two
hours by taxi. Five out of Sx aredl in the same smal area, within haf amile of each other. I'll check the
onesin centra London tomorrow."

Butler said gloomily, "1 wish you'd skip it until morning.”

"Y ou don't haveto come. | can get ataxi from Radio Cabs."

Butler lit acigarette and shook out the match with aquick, irritable motion. Both drank teaiin
slence for amoment. Then Butler said, "1 don't know whether thisidea of yoursisan inspiration or a
wadte of time."

"Nether do 1. | just think it'sworth trying. Everything depends upon whether were right about
the psychology of thekiller. That is, that he's not Smply a hundred percent insane, aman who thinks he's
Genghis Khan or something.”

"Somehow, | don't think so0."

"Nor 1. | think he'saman who kills because he's under some sort of bad strain. If that's so, |
think I'm amost certainly right in guessing that he'sthe suicidd type. | believe anybody who commits
murder has astrong suicidal urge. Human sanity depends on feding secure, physically secure, assuming
that you'l still be diveinten years time. And aman who snuffs out a human being every few months
destroys his own feding of immortality. He fedsthat he would be snuffed out just as easily. He's
devaued hisown life

Butler said, "1 agreewith al that. 1t's not your psychology that worries me. It's your geography.



Thisman might live in Brighton or St. Albans and come to London once every month or so. He could be
theinmate of amenta hospital who's regarded as harmless and let out on his own. We're making too
many assumptions”

"I don't agree. | don't believe he could be the inmate of amenta hospital. They'rethefirst people
the police would check on. And the nurses would soon suspect something if there was amurder every
timetheir model patient went off to London for an airing. What'smore, | don't believe he'sever beenina
British mental hospita. The police would have checked on him by now asthey've checked on thousands
of other potentially dangerous ex-patients. That's another reason for believing he'saforeigner of some
sort -- if he'sbeen inamenta home, it must have been abroad.”

Butler threw the end of his cigarette into the hearth. He said, "Anyway, |et's get this over with. |
think it'samad idea, but | suppose we might aswell try it."

"Why don't you let me go aone?"

"No point. I'm wide awake now. Come on."

The car was parked fifty yards away, in the Portobello Road. Butler groped inside the lining of
the driving seat, and produced theignition key. He said, "Which isthefirst sop?"

"The neares,, | should think -- St. Mary Abbot'sin Marloes Road. Then St. Stephen's, St.
Luke'sand Fulham.”

Butler smoked as he drove. Neither of them spoke. It was soothing to drive through the streets
of London by night. Netting Hill Gate was deserted. The trees of Kensington Gardens |ooked strangely
beautiful in the neon lights of the Bayswater Road.

He was surprised when the car stopped; it had taken barely five minutes. The gates of the
hospital were closed, but the small side gate outside the porter'slodge was open. There was only one
man in the lodge; he was Sitting at the telephone switchboard. Butler waited until he had finished
speaking, then rapped on the window. The porter came over and opened it. He was short, baldheaded,
and looked tired.

Butler said, "Sorry to bother you. I'm areporter, Daily Express, and I'm doing a story about
suicides..."

The man interrupted immediately. "Now look here, | can't talk to you. I've got my job to think
of."

Butler said quickly, "I don't want any genera information. | can get that from the doctor in
charge. But I'm trying to find out about a particular suicide attempt in January of sixty-four.”

Theman sad irritably, "Sorry. Can't help you. You'll have to speak to the superintendent.”

The switchboard began to buzz. The porter dammed the window and turned away. Butler said
indignantly, "The lousy miserable bagtard. I'd like to cut histhroat.”

"Never mind," Reade said. "L et's get on to the next place. Perhapsit's not agood ideato
mention the press.”

Reade looked at the Street atlas with the help of the dashboard light, and directed Butler to St.
Stephen's. When they stopped outside, he said, "Let me have atry thistime.”

There were two portersin thelodge, onein uniform, the other in blue overdls. The manin blue
overdlswasvery samdl and old.

Reade said, "I don't know whether you can help me, but I'm trying to trace afriend of mine. The
only thing | know about him isthat he made an attempt at suicide by drowning in early nineteen
axty-four. I'm checking on various hospitasin central London to seeif anyone remembershim.”

The uniformed porter left the switchboard and came over. He said, "It'safunny hour of the night
to makeinquiries, isn't it?'

"No. Because, you see, | know he attempted suicide in the night. So | hoped someone on night
duty might remember him."

"What was his name?"'

"Ah, that'sthe problem. I'm fairly sure he gave afalse name. Hisreal name's Pierce. Hesahuge



man -- very powerful physique, an American. . ."

Both shook their heads. Reade said to the uniformed man, "Were you on night duty in January,
gxty-four?'

"I'm aways on duty at night. I'm permanent night porter, except for four weeks of the year.
That'sin September. | can't remember your friend Pierce.”

"And would you remember if aman of that description was brought in after an attempted
uicide?'

"Yes. Wedon't get dl that many drowning cases.”

"Where do they usudly go?'

"Oh, that depends. . . St. Thomas's. Guy's. Depends entirely where they got fished out.”

Reade said, "Thank you very much indeed. Y ou've been very helpful "

"Sorry we can't help you more,” the man said.

Reade got back in the car. "No luck there. But they were civil enough. I think we can definitely
rule that oneout.”

"| think it'd be eeser toring in the morning.”

"All right. But now were out, we may aswell try St. Luke's. It's only a couple of minutes avay."

When they stopped outside the hospital, Reade said, "Shall | try again?'

"No. You wait here."

Reade watched him mount the steps and walk over to the porter'slodge. A nurse was standing
there, talking to the man insde. Butler addressed her. There was a conversation for afew minutes; then
Butler turned and came back.

"No good there, Damon. She saysthey wouldn't usualy have drowning cases, except under
unusua circumstances. She's been there two years, and she can't remember one.”

Reade said, "Wdll, it looks asif it's been awild goose chase. Let'sgo home.”

"Wait. There's one more nearby, isn't there?!

"Therés the Fulham hospitd. That's not very close. About amile away."

"Weéll try it." As he sarted the engine, he said, chuckling, "One beginsto deriveagrim
satisfaction fromit. Like banging your head againg awall. . ."

Reade sad, "If we're going to the Fulham place, we may aswell try the Hammersmith hospital
too. It'son our way home, or not far out.”

"l suppose so0. At any rate, we should befinished in twenty minutes. That's pretty good. It would
have taken three times aslong in the daytime traffic."

Reade yawned. Fatigue washed over himin aheavy wave. He sad, "I can hardly believe that
I've only beenin London for aday. It seemslike aweek."

At the Fulham hospitdl they crossed to the window of the porter'slodge. A young man with
dicked-down hair was sitting back in an easy chair, reading a newspaper. On the other side of the lodge,
awoman in asster's uniform was making entriesin abook. When their faces appeared, the man leaned
forward and snapped open the window. He had the sharp little face of aLondon street Arab.

"What can | do for you?' he asked.

Butler said, "We'retrying to trace afriend of ourswho attempted suicide.”

"What'shisname?"

Reade said quickly, That's rather aproblem. Werefairly certain he gave afdse name. And this
wasin January of sixty-four. . ."

"Sixty-four!" the man said with astonishment.

The sster came over to the window and said, "And how do you hope to trace your friend two
yearslater?

"If we could find out which hospital he was brought to, you might have some address.”

She was amiddle-aged woman with abirdlike face. Her voice had the incisive qudity of a
schoolmistress. She asked, "Would he give his correct addressif he gave the wrong name?”

Reade said, "But we don't know whether he did give the wrong name. We're just hoping
someone might recognize his description. Y ou see, he's quite a striking-looking man -- very big and



powerful. HE's aso the sort of persondity you wouldn't forget -- highly intelligent.”

The porter turned to look at her. She said, "How did he attempt suicide?’

"By drowning."

The porter looked at her again. She said, "Are you from the press?’

"No. Werejust friends."

Looking at her, Reade knew, with a sudden contraction of the heart, that they had found
something. The porter's face made it obvious, and he also sensed it in her manner. He said, "You do
remember such aperson, don't you?'

She sad, "I'm not sure I'd be within my authority to tell you so."

But her manner lacked severity. Both stood looking at her, fedling that it would be pointlessto
press her. Butler said findly, "I quite understand your fedings. Perhaps we could smply ring up the
superintendent of the hospital tomorrow and explain the position?”

She said, in the same controlled, reasonable voice, "1 think that would probably be the best idea.
In any case, the hospital records would be locked up at this hour.”

Butler said, "All right. Thank you very much." He started to turn away.

Reade said, "Would it be possible for you to tell uswhat name he used?’

He looked from the face of the porter to the Sster's. Neither of them spoke for amoment. Then
shesaid, "l don't suppose that would do any harm. If we're speaking about the same person, he was
cdled Sundheim. Gaylord Sundheim.”

It wasimpossible for them to contain their pleasure. She smiled in responseto their excitement.
Both leaned forward, in at the window.

Butler said, "Washe an American?’

"Yes"

Reade said, "Just one more question please. . ."

She started to say, "I'm afraid. . ."

"Thisisapersond one. Why do you remember him so well?"

Shesaid, smiling, "Asyou say, he wasn't the sort of person you forget easily.”

Butler said, "Did you have any persona dealingswith him, sister? Was he on your ward?"

She said, "Hewasn't on award. He wasin a private room for twenty-four hours. Then hewas
dlowedto go."

"But you spoketo him?"

Shesad, "Yes"

Butler said with warmth, "Sigter, you don't know how helpful you've been. Thank you very much
indeed! WEII phone the hospital tomorrow and seeif we can trace his address.”

Shesaid, "Inthat case, I'd rather you didn't mention that you've spoken to me."

"No, of course not.”

Asthey turned away, the door of the lodge opened. She came out and stood looking at them.
Shesaid, in the same firm voice as before, "Has he done anything?”

For amoment neither of them spoke. As Reade and Butler looked a one another, she said
quietly, "l canseehehas.”

Reade said with embarrassment, "We can't really answer that question because we don't know.
We only suspect.”

They stood, looking at her awkwardly. After her help, it seemed boorish not to answer her
guestion. But Reade was dlso aware of the eager face of the porter, hishead amost thrust out of the
window.

Butler said, "Would you say he was the sort to get into trouble?"

She shrugged dightly. "He wasin trouble then. . . whatever it was."

Asthey looked &t her, hesitating, neither being certain of what to reply, she said, "Good night.”
Sheturned away.

The eyes of the porter followed them to the car. Helooked asif he wanted to follow them but
was afraid to whilethe sster wasin sight. Asthey climbed into the car, Butler said, "Think it'sworth



asking him what he knows?"

"I don't think so. We could aways come back tomorrow. | think he's more anxiousto find out
what we know." AsButler started the car, he said, "I can't decide whether we're on to something, or
whether it'sjust coincidence.”

"Oh, we're on to something.”

"Doyou think s0?'

"I know it. | knew it as soon as she said his name -- Sundheim. It's the name of an American
who wrote apamphlet on Blake. | saw it tonight in Jeremy Bryceslibrary. . . Careful, you'l hit that
lamppost.”

Butler stopped the car and turned off the ignition. He said, "Are you sure of that?"

"Oh, quite sure. I've agood memory for names.”

"Isit the same Sundheim, do you think?'

"Hisfather, | imagine"

Butler took out a cigarette. His hand was dightly unsteady ashelit it. He said, "Christ! What do
we do now?"'

"l should imagine that a good start would be to see if Sundheim'sin the phone book. Can you
pull up near that kiosk down there?"

At the telephone box, they both got out of the car. The directories were new. Reade looked over
Butler's shoulder as he turned the pages of the S-Z volume. Butler said, " Sunderland. . . Sundfelt,
Sundius, Sundle. . . No, it'snot here. Let'slook under Sondheim. . . Here we are. Three Sondheimers
but no Sondheim.”

"He may not be aL.ondoner, of course.”

"Perhaps,”" Butler said gloomily.

They got back into the car.

Reade yawned. "Let's get back. | can hardly keep awake."

"You fed degpy?’ Butler said with astonishment.

"Exhaugted.”

"Y ou astonish me. Do you redize what weve just done?"

"I know. I'm excited, in away. But there's nothing more we can do now. And if | lose any more
deep, I'll be worn out tomorrow. So let's get back.”

It was shortly after three o'clock when they came back to Butler'sroom. It looked so unchanged
from when they |eft that it was hard to believe what had happened. Butler went immediately to the
telephone and dided. He said, "Hello. Directory inquiries? Sorry to bother you at thistime, but it's urgent.
I'm trying to trace aman caled Sundheim, Gaylord Sundheim, and | think he may have anew number. . .
Oh, in thelast month, perhaps. Thank you, miss."

Helaid the phone on his knee and took out a cigarette. "It'sworth trying, anyway. . . Hello. . .

Y es. Ex-directory? Ah, | see. | didn't know that. It's rather urgent. Wouldn't it be possibleto let me have
the number?. . . No, of course, | understand. Y ou're sureit'sthe right Sundheim? What are hisinitials? G.
G.?Yes, that's him, with the address in Chelsea? Not in Chelsea? Could you tell me where? Well, just
what areahe'sin now. . . No, | see. Of course not. . . Thank you. Good night."

He hung up, grinning. "He'sin London. Y ou heard? Ex-directory, though. | tried to find out the
area. | should have said Kensington. Never mind. We know he'sin town."

Reade stretched, yawning. "1 think I'll go and deep. I'll be @bleto think better tomorrow."

"Haveadrink firgt. | think we deserve one”

"Not for me. | couldn't bear any more whiskey tonight.”

"| shan't deegp without one.”

Reade glanced at the bottom shelf of the drink cupboard. "Why do you keep so many
directories?

"Oh, they're old ones. | keep intending to throw them out.”



Reade bent down and peered at the spines of the worn directories. He pulled out one labeled
April, 1959. He said, "May aswdl check, anyway." The directory fell open; he saw that it wastheright
page and felt aprickle of tension, which he suppressed. He ran hisfinger down the column: Sunderland,
Sundfelt. He said, "Here's a Sundheim. Mrs. Beatrice M. Sundheim. Berkeley Mews, Edwardes Square,
W.8. Phone Western 4927."

"Marvelous! That could be arelation, perhaps his mother. . ."

"That soundslikely to me. The form of her name -- Beatrice M. Sundheim -- sounds American.
Y ou notice that most entriesin the directory either giveinitids, or the Christian name only -- hardly ever a
Chridian name and initid.”

"Yes, youreright. That'stypicd American. Soit could be hismother. . . Infact, it dl fitsl She's
probably awidow. Father dead. And what's more, I'd like to bet she died about two years ago, when he
attempted suicide. . ."

Butler reached for the telephone. "I'm going to try again. And hope | don't get on to the same
operator. Hello, inquiries?’ He grinned at Reade, placing his hand over the mouthpiece for amoment.
"Itsamanthistime. . . Helo, | wonder if you could give me the telephone number of G. G. Sundheim,
Berkeley Mews, Edwardes Square, W.8. . . | can't find it in the book. It may be a new number. Would
you check, please? The past month or so, | think. . ."

Reade stood by the door, leaning againgt it; he was unwilling to St down again. Hisone desire
now was to return to bed. After amoment Butler said, "Hedllo. . . Yes. Ex-directory, ishe? Oh, what a
pity. But are you sureit'sthe right one? Ishis addressin Berkeley Mews, Edwardes Square? It is?
Good. Thank you very much, operator. Good night."

He replaced the phone with satisfaction. "We ought to set up a private detective agency.
Murderer's caught in twenty-four hours. He dill lives a Berkeley Mews. So Begtrice M. Sundheim was
his mother, and she's died and | eft him the house. And he'simmediately gone ex-directory. . . But what
do we do now? Go and call on him?"

Reade said, "WEeéll talk about it tomorrow. I've got to deep.”

Butler said, snapping hisfingers, "I'vegot it, Damon! Y ou ring him and ask him if he'sthe
Sundheim who wrote the book on Blake. Hell say no, it was hisfather. Y ou ask if you could go and see
him to discuss hisfather'sideas. What do you think of that?"

Reade said, "First, we don't know his phone number. Second, we're only guessing that this
Orville Sundheimishisfather. Third, evenif he is, he might not want to see me about him -- he probably
hates hisfather. And fourth, I've got to go to bed. See you in the morning, Kit. Seep well."

Helocked his door before climbing into bed. As soon ashelay down, he felt asif he had
become afeather, floating down through space. When he thought about Sundheim, it seemed somehow
absurd and irrdlevant. It was something he could not believein.

Within seconds he was adeep.

PART I11

Therattling of the door and the sound of Butler's voice woke him from aheavy and dreamless
deep. It had been so deep that for amoment he was completely bewildered. He dragged himsdlf out of
bed, unlocked the door, and immediatdly fell into bed again.

Butler said, "Y our cable's come, Damon -- from your friend at the Library of Congress. And
guesswhat'sthe first name on the li? Sundheim!*

Hesad drowsly, "Good."

"So | thought of cabling your friend to ask if he could dig out any biographica detailson this
Sundheim. Then | remembered you said Millicent Bryce had acopy of the book. So I've phoned Jeremy
to ask if we can borrow it. HE's on hisway over with it now.



"Good. Wdll, you go on down, and I'll get dressed and join you."

Butler said good-humoredly, "Okay. Y ou look like ablind mole! Don't go to deep again.”

When he stood up, he felt dightly dizzy, and made amenta note to avoid whiskey on an empty
stomach. He washed in cold water at the sSink on the landing, then changed into clean underwear. While
he was dressing, the doorbell rang. Shortly afterward he heard Vivian Martin's voice on the stairs.

Ten minutes later, in Butler'sroom, he found Jeremy Bryce striding up and down, obvioudy
excited. As soon as he saw Reade, he said, "Well, thisisdl tremendoudy exciting, and quite mad. I've
never come across such afantastic coincidence.”

"Coincidence?' Reade poured a cup of tea.

"This business of the name -- Sundheim. I've brought his book over."

Butler and Vivian Martin were sitting Side by side on the bed, reading the book that rested on her
knees. Butler said, " This stuff's fascinating, Damon. There's an introduction about this man Sundheim. He
died in 1956 at the age of Sxty. It says he was an engineer by profession, and did alot of mountain
climbing. But it doesn't mention if hewas married.”

"May | seeit?"

"There's only one interesting comment -- it says he was aman of great physica strength and
endurance. So he may have passed it onto hisson. . . if this Gaylord Sundheim is hisson.”

Bryce said, "Excuse me, Damon. Before you begin to read, let mejust tell you what I've
suggested, and seeif you agree. | think it might be agood ideato get a private detective agency to keep
an eye on this Sundheim. Weve been working out the dates of these murders, and they're getting closer
together. They start with an interval of sx months -- February to August -- then it drops to four months,
three months, ten weeks, two months, five weeks and a month. The last one was three weeks ago. So
we reckon there's another due any minute now. Now the trouble isthat private detectives are fairly
expensive -- at least ten guineasaday. | don't mind paying the money -- provided were moderately
certain it's not acomplete waste of time."

Butler said, "I think you'd probably get your money back if Sundheim'stheright man.”

"Of course | would. Apart from anything ese, | should think some newspaper would pay a
thousand pounds for the story. But we ought to try and get alittle more information before we go any
further. Do you agree, Damon?"

"Ontheother hand,” Butler said, "it might be smpler to leaveit dl to the police. They might find
groundsfor arresting him right away, and prevent al possibility of another murder.”

MReade was glancing through the booklet. It was ninety pages|ong; thetitle page bore the
words. "Privately printed for the author.” It was called William Blake, Witness to the Truth, by Orville
Sundheilm. Most pages seemed to contain quotations from the Bible -- usualy the prophetic books and
the Revelation of St. John. He said, "'l agree that we ought to try and check on Sundheim before we do
anything else. Excuse me just amoment, though, while | look through this. At acasud glancethisman
seemsto beacrank. A Biblefanatic.”

"That'swhat | thought,” Bryce said. "He seemsto spend histime proving that Blake borrowed al
his poetry from the Bible."

"In other words," Butler said, "just the type to turn his son into amilitant atheist.”

"l don't know," Reade said. "He quotesthe Marriage of Heaven and Hell several times. No man
who approves of that book can be anarrow bigot. 1'd have to read this carefully to reach any definite
conclusons”

Butler had been leafing through Fisher'sfolder of clippings. He said, "Listen to this. The seventh
murder was aman caled David Miller, amae modd. He was the one whose body was found in the
Hammersmith cemetery. Apparently he disappeared on January the seventeenth. His body was found on
January the nineteenth, two days later. One of hisfriends said he was going out to Putney to meet
someonein apub, and he never came back.” He looked up from the folder. "L et's suppose the man he
went to meet was hismurderer. . "

"Unlikely, though," Bryce said. "Murderer's don't make gppointments like that -- it'stoo
dangerous. Thevictim might mention who he'sgoing to see.”



"All right. Let's suppose he went to the Putney pub to meet an acquaintance -- anew boy friend
or something. He's obvioudy queer -- amale modd with an addressin Soho. The boy friend doesn't turn
up, and he meets Sundheim instead, and agrees to go home with Sundheim. Now heré's my point. He
was found at nine in the morning of the nineteenth. The pathologist said he'd been dead about thirty hours
-- that placesthe time of death as about three A.M. the previous day. So the murderer must have kept
the body in hishome, dl day, and taken him out to dispose of the next evening. In other words, he lives
done. That fits Sundheim, asfar aswe know."

Vivian Martin said, "But how do you know? For al you know, he might live with aboy friend.”

"We could find out. But herésapoint. David Miller weighed fourteen stones. And if hewasa
model, that couldn't have been dll fat. . . Yes, heré'saphotograph of him. Helooksfairly strong. The
murderer must be pretty powerful and athletic. And listen to this. The coroner said that it was pure
chance the body was discovered in the cemetery, because it was hidden in a corner with no graves,
among high grass. | seem to remember the same sort of thing about that body found on the Lambeth
bomb site -- it had been there for three days. Do you see what | mean? He's aman who hastime to look
around for good placesto dump bodies.”

Bryce said, snapping hisfingers, "1'd like to make another guess -- that his mother was buried in
the Hammersmith cemetery, which is how he came to notice the spot!”

Vivian Martin said, "l know thisclub called Frankie's"

"Which dub?'

"It says David Miller used to frequent a Soho club caled Frankie's. It'saqueers clubin Soho. |
once went up there, and they looked daggers at me."

Butler said, "We ought to check there -- seeif they know Sundheim.”

"No good at thistime of day," Bryce said. "Wed have to go in the evening." He stubbed out his
cigarette. "Time we got back to the office, sweetie."

Butler said, "Could you give us alift to Edwardes Square?"

"Yes, of course. But what for? Y ou're not going to cal on him, are you?'

"No. But I'd liketo look at the place, just to find out how isolated it redlly is. If it'sanything like a
place | once had, everybody in the mews knew every time you went to the lavatory.”

"Better be careful. We don't want to warn him at this stage.”

"Coming, Damon?'

"Yes, of course. . ."

Bryce's Jaguar was parked outside. Asthey climbed in, thefirst drops of rain beganto fall. It
was raining heavily by the time the car turned into Holland Park Avenue.

Bryce sad, "What's your opinion, Damon? 'Y ou seem to have something on your mind."

"Not exactly.”

"That meanshe has" Butler said.

"No. It'stoo early to say anything at this stage. But what keeps bothering me iswhy he wrote up
the Blake quotationsin thefirs place.”

"Y ou've aready answered that, surely? Because he had Blake rammed down histhroat asa
child, and the murders are an act of revolt againgt hisfather.”

Reade said dowly, "Yes, | know. Buit. . . it'sjust that. . . you were discussing whether to get a
private detective, or cdl in the police immediately. But you see, I'd like achanceto talk to him before we
do anything like that."

Butler said, "Y ou must be mad! Have you read about what he did to that body in Salamanca
Place -- roasted bits of it to makeit unrecognizable? Y ou're dedling with ahomicida maniac!”

"I know, but | can't believe that aman who knows Blake by heart is completely unredeemable.”

"Unredeemable!” Butler said. "Who's taking about redemption? This bloke'samadman with a
chopper.”

Bryce said, "Here's Edwardes Square. What now?"

"Thismewsis over there somewhere -- Could you stop near that lamppost?”

The entrance to the mews lay to the left of them. A smal archway led into a cobbled yard, with



lock-up garages on either side.

For amoment no one spoke. Something that had been unreal suddenly becamered. It waslike
looking at a historic monument; but the feding was tinged with morbidity.

Bryce said, "Do you know the number?"

"Hve"

"Do you intend to go and look at it?"

"Why not? There must be people coming and going dl day.”

"l think I'll back the car, dl the same," Bryce said. "We can be seen here.”

He backed afew yards, and stopped again.

Butler sad, "If Viv camewith me, it'd look less suspicious -- young couple out for agtroll.”

Reade said, "That'sagood idea. You go ahead. I'll wait here.”

Butler and Vivian Martin got out of the car; shetook hisarm. Therain was till faling, but less
heavily. Reade lowered hiswindow; the air smelled fresh. There was a scent of blossoms coming from
the gardens. Bryce it acigarette. Neither of them spoke. Butler and Vivian Martin returned amost
immediately. As Bryce opened the door for her, she said, "Wevejust seen him.”

"What!"

"He cameto take in hismilk off the doorstep.”

"Areyou sureit washim?'

"Pretty sure," Butler said. "Hewasabig manin ayellow swvegter.”

"Did he notice you?'

"| don't think s0. We were standing with a tree between us and him. He's a powerful-looking
type. The house is right down at the end of the mews, and it stands back from the others.”

Vivian Martin said, "The garage is underneath. So held have no trouble moving abody out of the
house and into the car.”

Bryce said, "l suggest we go back to my place and have adrink. We can't do much here. It'd be
too much of arisk for Damon and meto take alook at the place." He sarted the engine and pulled afew
yards down the street. Asthey passed the archway, Vivian Martin said excitedly, "He's coming out. Go
onalittle”

Butler looked around, but the rear window was covered with droplets of rain. Through the sde
window Reade saw atdl figurein ayedlow swester emerge from the mews and turn to the right.

Hesaid, "Could you turn at the next corner?"

Butler said, "Isthat wise? Supposing he seesus?'

"Well risk that."

Bryce turned the corner to the right, backed the car, and turned back the way they had come. By
now thefigurein the yellow sweater had disappeared. But when they reached the next corner, he could
be seen twenty yards away, walking toward Kensington High Strest.

Butler said, "Could we keep behind him and follow him?"

"It'sdifficult,” Brycesad. "Theréstoo much traffic in Ken High Street. I'll try, though.”

The man had now amost reached the corner. Even at this distance, Reade could observe his
Sze. He had the build of arowing blue or an American footbal player, and hewaked likeaman whois
proud of his catlike grace. They watched him turn haf right to crossthe High Street. By the time the car
had reached the corner, they could see him across the road, walking toward the corner of Holland Park.
Traffic in both directions was heavy, and they had to wait nearly five minutes before they could pull
across the road. By thistime, the man had disappeared into Phillimore Gardens.

Reade looked in the London atlas and located their position. He said, "Theres no hurry. He can't
get very far. He can't turn left because the park's there.”

But when the car turned into Phillimore Gardens, there was no sign of the man. Bryce cruised
aong dowly, looking into every Side Street they passed.

Reade said, "Better turn right here. He must have turned into one of these streets, unlesshe's
goneinto ahouse."

In the Campden Hill Road, they saw him again, outlined againgt the sky & the top of the hill. He



waswaking with an easy, leisurdly stride. The rain had now stopped, and the sunlight was brilliant on the
wet road. He seemed to be enjoying his strall in the sun.

AsBryce accelerated, Butler said, "Better not get too close. I'd rather lose him than let him
sugpect he's being followed.”

Brycetook the hill dowly, then pulled in to the Sde of the road, opposite agarage. The
yellow-topped figure reached the corner of Holland Park Avenue and turned right. Bryce allowed the car
to roll down the hill without switching on the engine. They saw the man on the other side of the road,
approaching the traffic lights at Netting Hill Gate. Asthey waited to pull acrossthe road, he turned left

Butler said, "What are you going to do now, Jeremy? How about the office?"

"I'll skip that for now. It'sthe lunch hour anyway." At thetraffic lights, Brycesad, "I'm afraid we
may have lost him. He's nowhere in Sght. He may have goneinto ashop.” He turned left asthe lights
changed.

Vivian Martin said, "No. | can see him. Standing outside that shop.”

They paused to dlow ataxi to pull in front of them. The man was standing about twenty yards
away, looking into a shop window.

Butler said, "Go on past him, Jeremy, and turn |ft a the next street. Then try and park. I'd like to
get acloser look at him."

Asthey drew level with the man, they could see that he was staring in the window of an antique
shop. His hands were thrust into the pockets of smart gray jeans. A moment later Bryce turned the
corner, and they logt sight of him. Severa cars were parked aready, and it was difficult to find a space.
A moment later Sundheim passed the car without giving it asecond glance. They watched him go on and
cross Chepstow Villas.

Butler said, "1'm going to follow him. What about you?"

"Well stay with you for the moment. Can't give up the chase now."

"Inthat case, | think we'd better split up. He might have seen mein the mews -- dthough | don't
think he did. Come on, before we lose him." The man was now out of sight.

Vivian Martin said, "It looks asif he'sgoing to cal onyou!™

Butler clambered out of the car and opened the door for her. As she climbed out, Reade
observed theway Butler's eyestraveled over the silk-clad legs. Butler caught his eye and grinned. He
said, "Come on, Damon. Viv, you go ahead and try and keep him in sight. If we lose one another, well
meet back a my place. All right? Jeremy, are you going with Viv?'

"I'll follow you two. Go ahead while | lock up the car." Asthey walked on, Butler said, "L ook at
that magnificent girl! Isn't shemarveloud Thoselegd”

Reade said, amiling, "Keep your mind on Sundheim. It'll ease thetension.”

"| can think of better ways. Listen, Damon, if you get achanceto leave the two of usaone, will
you do it?"

"Of course. But you hadn't better |et Jeremy suspect you want to stedl hisgirl friend.”

"I don't think held care much. I've got afeding hesa Casanova. . . God, whereis she?'

They had crossed into the Portobello Road, and the crowds made it difficult to see for more than
afew yards. The sunlight had brought everybody out. There was no sign of the yellow swester, or of
Vivian Matin.

Butler said, "Y ou take one side of the road and I'll take the other. She can't be far."

"No need," Reade said. "There sheis, in that shop." Shewaslooking at them frominsdean
antique shop and waving her hand with a cautious, restrained motion. The crowd that surrounded a
cheap jewelry std| came between them; when they reached the window, she was no longer visible.

Butler said, "We'd better separate. Y ou stay out here and look out for Jeremy.”

The antique shop had severa racks of second-hand books; there were more inside. Reade
looked through the rack outside the door, trying to watch the road for Jeremy Bryce. After five minutes
there was ill no sign of Bryce; he decided to go into the shop.

There were two rooms, separated by an dcove. Vivian Martin was standing in the corner,
looking through ashelf of paperbacks. Through the door of the dcove he caught aglimpse of ayellow



swesater. When she saw him, she indicated the other room with adight movement of her head. He
nodded and took a place near her. From the other room an American voice was saying, "You've no idea
what happened to the other one?"

"I'm afraid not, gir, | only bought the one.”

Reade glanced at Vivian Martin with surprise. The voice, which he had expected to be strong
and masculine, was strangely high, the voice of acomic curate. It went on. "It'sapity about this crack. It
gpoilsthelook of the thing. How much do you want for it?"!

"Twenty-five pounds, Sr."

"Th. .. that'srather much."

"But good vdue, ar.”

It wasimpossible to get used to the voice. It was mild and gentle, dightly nasal, with the toneless,
amogt whining inflection common to certain American women. If Reade had not known it belonged to a
man, he might have mistaken it for awoman's. The very dight stutter added to thisimpression of mildness
and femininity.

Thevoice said, "How do you know it's genuine? It might be one of these Hungarian imitations.”

"Ohno, gr. That's no imitation. Y ou look on the bottom. It's got the real Chinese markson it.”

"Ohyes, | don't deny that,” the voice said patiently, mildly. "They're the T'ung Chih period,
toward the end of the last century. So even if it's genuine, it couldn't be worth more than ten pounds or
0."

The cockney owner of the other voice was beginning to sound ruffled. He said irritably, "Well, if
you don't want it. . ."

Theringing of the telephoneinterrupted him. He said, " 'Scuse me.”

Reade was startled when he heard Butler's voice say, "Excuse me saying so, but it's a beautiful
piece of work."

"Ohyes" the American voice said hesitantly, "it's beautiful dl right. But | doubt whether it'sworth
what he'sasking for it."

"I might be ableto tell you," Butler said. "Would you mind if | looked & the markson the
bottom? Ah, | thought so. That's Shun Chih, not T'ung Chih."

"Redly?I'm afraid I'm not redly an expert. That'searlier, isnt it?"

"Certainly, the middle of the seventeenth century, Ch'ing dynasty. But | can see how you made
the mistake. The top four ideograms are the same as the T'ung Chih. But these bottom two are quite
different.”

The voice said, with naive astonishment, "Isthat so! And do you think it's worth twenty-five
pounds?’

They heard thetinkle as a telephone was hung up. Butler said quickly, "A great ded more, I'm
pretty certain. If you don't want it, I'll haveit. . ."

The shopman camein again. He said, "Y ou decided, sir?

Thevoice said, "Makeiit twenty and it'sadeal!"

The tone was at once naive and cunning, an old lady out to drive ahard bargain. Reade and
Vivian Martin looked at one another and smiled.

The shopman said, "Can't do it, Sir. How about twenty-three?”

"Er. . . twenty-two?"'

"Split the difference and cal it twenty-two ten?'Ow about that?"

"Okay. You got yoursdf adedl. I'll takeit. . . Let mesee. . . Herewe are. . ."

"I'll get change, ar.”

Butler'svoice said, "And avery good bargain too. Are you a collector, might | ask?’

"Well, sort of. . ."

"So am |. Antiques have aways fascinated me. Why don't you join mefor acup of tea? My
placeisnear here.”

Thevoicesad, "Well, that's most kind of you, but at this very moment | can't. I'm expecting an
aunt totea, and . . . oh, thank you."



The shopman had obvioudy returned with the change.

Thevoicesad, "I'll leaveit herefor amoment while | go and find ataxi. Excuseme. . . oh, I'm
sorry. . "

He had cannoned into Vivian Martin in his hurry to leave the shop. She said, "That'sdl right.”

Reade kept hisface averted. The man rushed past him and out of the door. A moment later
Butler came out of the other room. Hesad, "Let'sgo.”

"Where?'

"Back home. Comeon, Viv."

"Just amoment,” Reade said. "I want to buy these books."

A moment later Butler came back into the shop. He said quickly, "Delay aslong asyou can, will

"All right. . ."

"Andif you see Jeremy, delay him aswell."

He hurried out of the store. Reade found the shopman and paid for the two paperback books.
He glanced curioudy at the Chinese vase that stood on the table.

"That'srather beautiful.”

"Yes. Jugt sold it aminute ago.”

"Yes, | heard. Tell me, do you know the man who bought it?

"No, gr. At least, only by sight. I've seen him in here once or twice before. He dways haggles
about the price. Do you know him?"

"Only by sght, I'm afraid.”

Outside the shop he mingled in the crowd; he was afraid he might meet Sundheim again, and be
noticed. He redlized suddenly that he was hungry. He went into asnack bar and had coffeeand a
sandwich. A quarter of an hour later he walked dowly back to hislodgings.

In hisown room, helay down on the bed. He il felt tired; it was atemptation to pull the
blankets over him and deep. When he closed his eyes, he could again hear the gentle, nasal voice. He
forced himsdlf to St up, and started to read. The doorbell downstairs rang three times -- Kit Butler'sring.
A moment later he heard soft footsteps on the stair outside his door. Kit Butler looked into the room.

"Ah, Damon! Thank heaven you're there. Can you answer the door? It must be Jeremy. Don't let
him know I've been donewith Vivian."

Reade said, laughing, "Y ou look as guilty asacat that's stolen the cream!”

Butler grinned and licked hislips. " She'sterrific. Anyway, go and answer the door whilel finish
the cream.”

When he opened the door, Bryce was standing with his back to it, tapping hisfoot impatiently.

Reade said, " Sorry about the delay.”

"That'sall right. How long have you been back? I've searched everywhere for you.”

"About ten minutes"

"Did you lose Sundhem?’

"No. Kit talked to him."

They went into Butler'sroom. Butler was standing in front of the mirror, shaving with an eectric
razor. Vivian Martin was Sitting across the bed, her long legs crossed; she looked as cool and relaxed as
if posing for afashion photograph.

Butler said, "Has Damon told you about Sundheim?”

"Not yet. What happened?’

Vivian Martin said, "Kit tried to get him to come back herefor teal”

"No! What was he like?"

"A great big pansy,” Butler said.

Vivian Martin said, "We've dl cometo the conclusion that he couldn't possibly be amurderer.
Hewouldn't have the courage to kill amouse.”

"Areyou sure? Tl meabout it."

Butler outlined what had happened in the antique shop.



Bryce sad, "What did you think, Damon? Could he be amurderer?”’

"I just don't know. I'minclined to think not -- unless he's a complete split persondity. He gives
theimpression of being as mild as buttermilk.”

"I wish I'd seen him. Kit, why couldn't you try and follow up this acquaintance?"

"How?"

"Y ou know where he lives. Try and bump into him in the Street. Or perhaps he uses that pub
round the corner.”

Butler shook hishead. "1 don't mind. But I've got afedling he doesn't like casua acquaintances.”

Vivian said, "How about Damon? Couldn't he pretend he's confused this Sundheim with the
Blake scholar?'

"But how?' Reade said. "How am | supposed to know of hisexistence? | can't just go and bang
on hisdoor and say, 'Are you the Sundheim who wrote this book? "

Butler said, "Wait. I've got an idea. Couldn't you say you had aletter from hisfather, giving that
address?'

"But we don't even know if it is hisfather."

"No. . . | suppose not.”

"And according to this book, he died in nineteen fifty-six. That's ten years ago. He probably
didn't live a that addressten years ago."”

"That's easy enough to find out,” Butler said. "Ring directory inquiries and find out if the telephone
wasin the name of Sundheim in nineteen fifty-six.”

"Would they have phone books dating that far back?"

"| think so. Cometothink of it, | might have one. Let's have alook.”

He rummaged in the bottom of the drink cupboard, tossing old directories out onto the floor. He
sadfinaly, "Curseit. Therésan E to K for nineteen fifty-gx, but no S. I'll ring inquiries.”

"Don't do that for amoment. I've seen some old directoriesin my room."

The directories were in acupboard in the corner, at the sSde of the gas meter. Some previous
tenant had apparently been using them astoilet paper; severa of them had their covers missing and pages
torn away. But they were dl too late; the earliest was 1959.

On the landing outside the door, he stood on tiptoe and peered on top of an old wardrobe.
There were till more directories; when he disturbed them, dust filled his nogtrils. Thefirst one he took
down was dated 1955. It was the S-Z volume. He took it back into his room and opened it. The name
was there: Beatrice M. Sundheim, 5 Berkeley Mews.

Hesaid, "I've got it. Thisisfifty-five and Mrs. Sundheim had the address then. But | don't see
we're much better off. According to thisbook, Orville Sundheim died in Connecticut.”

Brycesad, "But | seem to remember it also says he used to consult Blake manuscriptsin the
British Museum. Where did he stay when he wasin London?

Reade said, "But we don't even know that he was ardative of this Besatrice Sundheim.”

"l think we can assumeit,” Butler said. " Sundheim's an unusua name -- so unusud that it doesn't
appear in the London phone directory this year. We know Orville Sundheim was American, and we're
pretty sure Beatrice Sundheim was American. We know that Gaylord Sundheim's an American. I'd say
it'samost certain they'd berelated. In any case, what's to stop you writing to Sundheim smply to ask
himif hesthe son of Orville Sundheim?’

"And, again, how am | supposed to have found his address?'

"From an old London telephone book."

Brycesad, "I'minclined to agree with Kit, Damon. Y ou've got a pretty good excuse for
approaching Sundheim. Y ou're awriter, on Blake, and so was Orville Sundheim. Why don't you just
take the risk and say that you corresponded with Orville Sundheim, and he gave you that address? What
risk are you taking?'

Reade said, shrugging, "To beginwith, | don't likelying." Suddenly he felt stubborn and reluctant.

Vivian Matin said, "I had an aunt who was dways changing her telephone number because she
thought the Jehovah's Witnesses were persecuting her. When we wanted to contact her, we had to get



on to the switchboard superintendent and ask if she'd ring my aunt, and ask if sheld accept acall from
me. Couldn't you try that with Sundheim?"

Butler snapped hisfingers. "Marvelous. | should have thought of that. Try it, Damon. What can
you lose? If herefusesto seeyou, that'sthe end of it. I'll try out Jeremy'sidea of bumping into him inthe
dreet.”

"Why don't you?" Brycesaid.

Reade sad rluctantly, "I can never lie convincingly.”

Butler said, "L et me get him for you, Damon. Then dl you've got to doistalk to him. Will you?'

Hesaid, "Oh, dl right. | suppose| may aswell.”

Butler picked up the telephone and dided the operator. He said, "Could | speak to the
superintendent, please? Thank you. . . Hello. | wonder if you can help me. I'm trying to contact afriend
of mine whose number is ex-directory. I've got his address and the old telephone number. | wonder if
you could ring him for me and ask himif helll accept acall?. . . It'srather urgent. . . Hisnameis
Sundheim, Gaylord Sundheim. Shdll | spell that for you. . . ? My nameis Reade, Damon Reade.”

They weredl completely sllent, listening to him. Reade wished that he had gone to the lavatory
before | etting Butler make the call; his bowels suddenly felt watery. The wait seemed interminable. Five
minutes went by while Butler sat with the telephone to his ear. The superintendent came back on theline
to ask for Sundheim's old number. There was another wait. Then Butler said, "It'sringing. . ."

Reade moved over to hisarmchair and took the telephone. The ringing stopped, and the voice he
indantly recognized said, "Hello."

"ThereisaMr. Readeringing you from. . ." Theline suddenly went silent. He listened for afew
seconds longer. Then the operator's voice said, "Go ahead, please.”

He cleared histhroat and said, "1s Mrs. Sundheim there, please?’

"Who?'

"Mrs. Bestrice Sundheim?”’

Thevoicesad, "My mother isdead.”

"Oh, I'm terribly sorry. My name is Damon Reade. | once had some correspondence with Orville
Sundheim, who | believe wasyour father. . ."

He stopped, histhroat suddenly tight. There was no reply from the other end of theline. He said,
"Hdlo?'

"Hdlo."

"Ah. . . youre dill there. Was Orville Sundheim your father?'

"y es"

The admission was made with reluctance; it brought a relaxation of the tenson in Reade's throat.
Hefdt suddenly in control of the Stuation. He said, "In that case, you must be the son that he brought up
on Blake?'

There was anoncommittal noise at the other end of theline.

Reade said, "I don't know whether you've come across my name. I've written three books on
Blake"

"Er...yes"

"I'vejust come across your father's posthumous book in the British Museum. | wonder if you
could tell me what happened to his manuscripts and notes?”

"Yes, | can. | havethem."

"Arethey by any chancein London?"

"Yes"

"Then would it be possible for me to see them?”

There was aslence. The voice asked, "When did you want to come?'

"As soon as possible. I'm down here to do some research. I'd like to return home within the next
day or two. | liveinthe Lake Didtrict."

There was another silence. Findly Sundheim said, "Well, | suppose you'd better come and look
at them. When would you like to come?’



"Whenever possible. This afternoon? Tomorrow?"

"I'm afraid | shan't bein this afternoon. Could you make it this evening?”

"Certainly. Whet time?'

"Eight o'dock?"

"That's splendid. I'll be there. Isit the same address as in the nineteen fifty-nine phone book?"

"Yes"

"Inthat case, I'll take ataxi over. Many thanks indeed. Goodbye."

When he hung up, he gave adeep sigh and dropped into the chair that Butler had vacated.

Bryce sad, "That was wonderful!”

Vivian Martin sad, "It'sapity you didn't ask if you could teke afriend dong. | don't like you
goingto seehimdone”

"I'm not too happy about it mysdf,” Reade said. "He'stoo big for comfort.”

"When are you due to go?" Bryce asked.

"Eight o'clock thisevening.”

"Good. That'll give me achanceto check at this Soho club.”

Butler poured four large whiskies. He handed one to Reade. "Here. Y ou deserve this.”

Viviansad, "l think wedl do."

They dl drank. Reade had to force himsalf to swallow the first mouthful, but he felt better as soon
asit had gone down.

Bryce said, "How do you fed now? Do you till think he's not amurderer?”

Reade took another swallow. He said, "I don't know. It's a coincidence about hisfather being a
Blake scholar, of course.™

Butler said, "And another coincidence that he was fished out of the Thames?I'd liketo bet a
thousand pounds that he's the Thames murderer.”

Reade said, "What do you think, Vivian?"

"I...don't fed so sure. | must admit he didn't look the crimind typeto me. And he didn't sound
it

Reade said, shrugging, "It's useless to speculate. Well haveto find out more about him. I'll see
what | can find out thisevening."

Brycesad, "Well, | need agood medl. It'san hour past my lunchtime. Would you two like to
joinusfor lunch?"

"Not for me, thanks," Reade said. "I'm tired. I'm going to relax for an hour or so."

"All right. Do you want to come with usto Frankie'sthis evening? Y es, you'd better, in casewe
find out anything you ought to know. I'll call for you at Sx o'clock.”

When he woke up, three hours later, the sense of fatigue and foreboding had disappeared; so
hed the remains of the hangover. There was a pleasant feding of returning vitality, and of anticipation.

He went down to Butler'sroom. The door was unlocked but the room was empty. He sat on the
bed and took up Orville Sundheim's book on Blake. Read dowly, starting from the beginning, it seemed
lessincoherent and cranky. He was on page thirty when Butler came back in. He was carrying awhite
paper bag.

"Good, I'm glad you're down. I've been out for sandwiches. Y ou hungry?"

"Vay."

Butler said, "Incidentdly, | thought of something. . ."

He opened adrawer and took out asmall pearl-handled revolver. He held it out to Reade.

"What on earth'sthat for?"

"I remembered the girl downstairs kept agun. Takeit. You might need it.”

"Good heavens, no! Besides, | couldn't shoot anybody even if | wanted to."

Butler said serioudy, "But you'd fed safer if you had it in your pocket. And it's so smdl it won't



"But | wouldn't," Reade said. "At least, I'd fed guilty about carrying it. | want to try and mest this
man as openly aspossible”

"You might not fed likethat if he grabsyou by the throat!"

"No, really. Please. I'd rather not takeit."

Butler shrugged and dropped it back into the drawer.

Reade said, "I've been reading this book by Sundheim'sfather. It's a curious work. He obviousy
knows the prophetic books of the Bible by heart. He's akind of apocalyptic. | think he must have got a
lot of satisfaction out of the gloomier bits of the Old Testament.”

"Isit more or less sane?'

"Ohyes. Hes an intelligent man. But it's somehow terribly obsessed. . . he has a one-track mind.
He obvioudly likes Blake because he gets pleasure out of his obscurity and violence.”

Butler said, "l don't redly like this, Damon. I've got afeding were playing with fire. Why don't
we ring Scotland Y ard now?1 think there's enough evidence to make them investigate Sundheim.”

Reade said, "Listen. That's another thing | want to discuss. It struck mejust now when | woke
up. . . Don't you think that were considering the means much more than the end?”

"l don't follow you."

"I mean. . . What are we going to do about Sundheim. . . supposing he is the murderer?'

Butler said, with astonishment, "What do you think? Turn him over to the police. What else can
wedo?'

"Yes, | know. . . but | don't like theidea. We're condemning this man to death -- or at least to a
lifetimein prison.”

"Of coursewe are,” Butler said. "He's got to be stopped. That'sall.”

"Quite!" Reade said. "He's got to be stopped. And supposing that doesn't have to involve
sending himtojail for life?"

Butler was now gtaring with astonishment. He had poured himsdlf awhiskey but left it untouched
besde him.

"Damon, there aretimeswhen I'm inclined to doubt your sanity. What on earth are you talking
about? How can we know whether hell kill again? What are you going to do -- ask him to promise
across his heart that he won't kill anybody else?!

Reade said with embarrassment, "Er. . . no. | can't quite explain what | mean. Y ou see, it seems
to methat you and Jeremy areinclined to think of thisasakind of game -- playing at detectives. |
wanted to say thisto you thismorning, but | didn't quite know how to put it."

Butler said patiently, "L ook, it's not a question of what we fed about Sundheim. It'saquite
practicad question. If we know he'samurderer, and we don't inform the police, we become accomplices.
And gpart from that, we've no practical way of knowing that he won't go on killing unlesswe know he's
behind bars"

The doorbdll rang three times. Butler stood up. As he reached the door, Reade said, "L et's not
talk about thisin front of Jeremy. It's not worth raising yet anyway. | mean, Sundheim might be as
innocent as he looks."

A few moments later Butler returned with Bryce and Vivian Martin.

Bryce said, "The club's open now. And I've got hold of amember to introduce us. Charles
Saunders. He runs Martin Black, the publishers. | remembered held once invited meto visit some queer
club, so | gave him aring. We'reto pick him up at South Kensington at half past six. So wed better get a
moveon.”

Butler said quickly, "Have you told him about Sundheim?"

"No, of course not. He's the biggest gossip in London. | just said we wanted to see the place.”

The heavily built man, wearing adark hat and overcoat, was waiting for them outside South
Kendngton station. He was probably in his mid-fifties, and had the sagging red face of aman with agood
expense account. His voice had a pleasant, courteous quality. He moved into the back seat of the Jaguar,



saying, "How do you do?" Reade had been expecting something atogether more brash and obvious; he
responded with embarrassment.

Saundersleaned back in his sest, his umbrellabetween hisknees, and said, "Well, thisisvery
pleasant, my dear Jeremy. | do hope you're not disappointed.”

"I'm sure we shan't be. Have you met Kit Butler, the composer?’

"I haven't, but I'm delighted to do so now."” Bryce said, "By the way, Charles, wasn't thisman
David Miller amember of the club?’

"Indeed hewas. | knew him quite well."

"Have you got any theories about thiskiller?”

"Noneat dl. All | know isthat David had quarreled with his current boy friend afew days before
it happened, and moved into another room. Unfortunately, he was rather a secretive sort of person, so he
wouldn't mention it to anyoneif hed found anew boy friend."

"Youthink hiskiller was homosexud, then?"

"Oh, I should think so, beyond al shadow of doubt."

"Why are you 0 definite?' Butler asked.

"To begin with, David must have gone home with the man -- you know held been dead for over
aday when he was found. Secondly, | should think he must have been adegp when he was attacked. He
was quite a strong sort of person -- muscular and rather splendid, the Greek athlete type. So they must
have been in bed.”

"What was his previous boy friend like?"

"Ashley? Rather the same type as himsdlf -- big and strong. Incidentdly, if you don't mind me
suggesting this, | shouldn't talk about David in the club. They might think you were connected with the
police. We had alot of police around, of course.”

Bryce parked the car and they turned into anarrow aleyway; hafway down, therewasa
courtyard into which Saunders led them. There was a bookshop that seemed to be devoted largely to
books about sex, and advertisements for rupture appliances. Next to this adoor stood open, reveding a
flight of stairs without carpet or linoleum. A brass plate on the door said: Social Club, Members Only.

The room at the top of the stairs was it with shaded red lamps; heavy velvet curtains were drawn
across the windows. A juke box was playing aguitar record with a heavy, thumping bass. Two or three
youths, sitting at tables, glanced at them without interest. There was a chalked notice on the door: No
Drag Allowed. Behind the bar a plump man with abad head and projecting, irregular teeth smiled at
them. He said, "Evening, Charles. Evening, gentlemen.” Glancing a Vivian Martin, he said casudly,
"Evening, Sr."

She smiled and rolled her eyes at him; Reade was glad she showed no embarrassment. The man
leaned acrossthe bar, saying, "What can | get for your nice friends?’

"Pink gin for me, Tommy. Jeremy?"

While they took the orders, Reade glanced around the room. The record had changed to aslow,
sentimental number, and two of the youths were dancing together. Butler was saying to the bartender,
"Thisisrather apleasant place you've got here.”

"Thank you, gr. Thinking of joining?'

"Perhaps. A friend of mine promised to bring me here years ago -- Gaylord Sundheim.”

"Georgie? Do you still see him? Whereis he these days?”

"l don't see him often. He's il living in Kensington, asfar as| know."

"Kensington? That's new. He used to keep aplace over in Limehouse."

Reade continued to look at the room. He noticed that Bryce was aso pretending to find the
conversation uninteresting, and was carefully adding sodato hiswhiskey, thenice.

Butler said, "1 think his mother died, and he moved into her place. | haven't seen him for ages.
When did he stop coming in?'

"Oh, ages ago -- well over ayear. Per'aps it was because of his mother. If you see'im, tel 'imto
comeinand seeus. | used to like Georgie. Whenever he got tiddly, he used to recite po'try. . . what was
it. . . the onewho wrote 'Tiger Tiger'. . . Wordsworth? Funny, | didn't even know he had a mother ill



dive"

Saunders said, "Why didn't 1 know this man -- what's his name?’

"Georgie Sundheim. He might've been abit before your time. How long've you been amember?!

"Over two years."

"Aslong asthat? Don't timefly? Well, | spose he must've been aregular before that. | think I've
seen 'im since then, mind, but not very often. He was afunny sort, George; you never knew what he'd do
next. Had anasty streek.”

"I know," Butler said. "He could be pretty bad-tempered.”

"Oh, I didn't mean that. Least, | didn't really seethat side. | expect you knew him alot better
than me. But he'd get dl moody. And he used to talk about hisfather -- ‘that sonofabitch my father' he
usedtocdl 'im."

Brycesad, "Am| alowed to buy adrink, Charles?!

"Not redly. Thisisaclub."

The bartender said, "But so long as none of you are policemen. . . same again?"

Reade said, "I'm afraid | shan't be ableto join you. | have to be somewhere a eight.” He stood
up. Butler dso did off hishigh stool, and said, "I'll come down with you, Damon. Be back in a momernt,
Charles, Jeremy. I'll just see Damon into ataxi.”

Reade made awkward goodbyes, avoiding Saunders eyes, and hurried out. Butler followed him
down the stairs. Neither spoke until they were back in Dean Street. Then Butler took Reade's arm.
"Listen, Damon, it's pretty obviousthat this Sundheim is the right man. It couldn't be coincidence. His
other name's George -- and hisinitialsare G. G. | think you'd better skip thisvigt to him."

Reade shook his head. "Because he was amember of thisclub, it doesn't prove hekilled David
Miller. It increases the probability, but it doesn't proveit. | don't much want to see Sundheim, but | think
I'd better.”

"Then I'd better come with you. Y ou could smply say I'm interested in Blake -- tell him I'm
thinking of setting one of the prophetic booksto music.”

"No. That'd defegt its own purpose, since he knows you. He wouldn't believe it was coincidence.
Anyway, dont worry. I'll only stay an hour. If | stay longer, I'll ring you. And I'll tell him that | mentioned
to some friendsthat | was going to visit him. Don't worry about it. I'm sure thereé's no danger. I'll be on

my guard.”

In spite of hisreassurancesto Butler, he felt nervous and tense. It was not fear so much asakind
of stage fright, a self-induced nervousness. Staring across the dark emptiness of Green Park, hefelt
acutdly alone. He found himself wishing that he had accepted the second whiskey. Thetaxi dropped him
at the entrance to the mews. It was illuminated by asinglelamp at the far end. He remembered to walk in
dowly, staring at the numbers on the houses, in case Sundheim was watching him. When he saw the
house, he knew this caution had been unnecessary; it stood so far back that its view commanded only the
garage and flat opposite. A small birch tree grew in the midst of the cobbles outside the front door. It
was an attractive place, with the lamplight on itsfront, and the door and window shutters had recently
been repainted in dark green. Like most of the housesin the mews, it had a garage undernegath; but in this
case, the garage occupied only about haf the fagade.

The door had asilver knocker in the shape of agrinning Silenus. As he knocked, he experienced
suddenly the fear that Sundheim had noticed him that afternoon in the antique shop, and would recognize
him as soon as he opened the door. He calmed himsalf with an effort, and knocked again. The door
opened suddenly and quietly.

Sundheim looked bigger than Reade remembered him. The blue silk shirt he wore emphasized
the power of his shoulders and the depth of his chest. Sundheim's mouth was large and rather loose, and
the nogtrils above it were broad, but pointed and somewhat flattened. The eyes were pale blue and had a
short-sighted way of peering.

"Y ou must be Mr. Reade. Comeonin.”



He spoke awkwardly, with obvious embarrassment. Reade's tension immediately vanished. It
was impossible to anticipate any danger from this bulky, obvioudy shy man.

The hall and stairs were covered with a heavy and expensive green carpeting that extended to the
walls. The door of the room on theleft was closed, but the carpeting appeared to extend under the door.
Reade found himsdlf thinking: Y ou couldn't kill anyone here,

"Would you like to come upstairs, Mr. Reade?l. . . er. . . Have you eaten?”’

"Y es, thank you. Two hours ago.”

In the window niche on the stairs there was a Chinese bronze. The grandfather clock at the head
of the stairswas a so an obvious antique, and an exceptionally fine one.

Sundheim led him into the room on the right. The same green carpeting extended to the wdlls.
Green gppeared to be Sundheim's favorite color. The walls were papered in agreen and gold pattern,
and the furniture -- which was modern -- was of adifferent shade of green. There was an ivory Buddha
on the table under the window, and jade Chinese dragons on the shelf.

"Do you drink, Mr. Reade?"

"Er. .. sometimes. Areyou drinking?"

"No. At leagt, | shall have some lemonade. But thereswhiskey, or beer if you prefer it."

"Perhapsalittle beer."

Sundheim opened a cupboard and took out a bottle of lager and a pint bottle of lemonade. Ashe
poured them, he said, with adight stutter, "We. . . l, thisisagresat privilege, Mr. Reade. | know some
of your books, of course. Infact, | thought of writing you once or twice mysdf. I'm most interested to
hear that my father contacted you. What was it about?"

"Er. .. my quotation of the Revelation of St. John in my first book. He disagreed with my
interpretation of the plague of locugts."

"Ahyes. That was my father al right. He was avery inteligent man, but the Bible was hislifelong
hobby, and you know how people are sometimes alittle crazy about their hobbies?!

He handed Reade the glass of lager, then sat down opposite in the other armchair. Looking at
him, Reade found it impossible to think of him asamurderer. It was suddenly, and very obvioudy, an
absurd mistake. He looked like atall, shy, somewhat clumsy American college student.

"Soyou livein the Lake Digtrict, do you, Mr. Reade? Y oure very lucky. | lovethelakes. | first
went there when | wasten years old -- my father took me. | can remember him taking me for awalk
aong Windermere and telling me about Wordsworth and Coleridge.”

Reade found his manner of speaking interesting. He talked quickly, dmost confidingly, and would
occasionaly stumble and look down, asif suddenly embarrassed. Reade was tempted to tell him the truth
-- that he had come there because he suspected Sundheim of being amurderer. Ordinary caution held
him back, and the reflection that Sundheim might find the idea upsetting and embarrassing rather than
funny.

Sundheim said, "Before you go, I'd like you to sign your booksfor me. | have two of them, and
I'll buy the rest now I've met you."

"Of course. With pleasure.”

"Would you liketo look at my father's papersimmediately, or would you rather take them away
with you?"

"May 17"

"Of course. | never consult them. | know you'd take good care of them.”

"Well, certainly. That's most kind of you."

There was amoment of awkward silence. Then Sundheim said, "If you don't mind, I'll get the
books now."

A few moments later he was back with three of Reade's books. Blake's Symbols, The Mystic
Vision and Blake of Lambeth. When Reade glanced into them, he saw that severa paragraphs had
been marked in pencil, and whole sentences were underlined.

"Thisisextremely flattering. What do your initids stand for?"

"George Gaylord. But sign it smply to George Sundheim, if you don't mind.”



Reade wrote "With best wishes' in the books and handed them back. Sundheim took them and
went out of the room again. Reade glanced at hiswatch; it was only eight-fifteen. He wondered how long
he should stay before he could politely take hisleave. Another three quarters of an hour &t least. In that
time, he decided, he ought to try to draw Sundheim out.

As Sundheim came back into the room, Reade said, "What sort of man was your father?'

"Uh? Oh, hewas an engineer.”

"I know. But. . . why do you think he was so interested in Blake? Would you say hewasa
mysic?'

Sundheim sat down and leaned forward, his hands on hisknees, hisface intensely serious.

"He wasn't exactly that. Hewas avery dissatisfied man. Y ou see, our family used to be closdly
connected with the church -- we produced alot of ministers. My father was a Presbyterian, but his
ancestors were Puritans. He was brought up on Jonathan Edwards and William Bradford. So theré'sa
strong Puritan tradition in the family. My grandfather was aminister in New Haven. He quarreled with my
father about Darwin, and my father ended up by becoming an atheist and leaving home. Well, he built
bridges and he made money. . . but in away, | think he really wanted to be aminister. So he took to
reading the Bible in his spare time, and became a Swedenborgian. Then he abandoned that and
discovered Blake. Toward the end he wanted to use dl hismoney to start areligious community on an
idand off Brazil. He and Mother had quarrdls, and | didn't see too much of him then. Findly Mother won
-- at least, her lawyers did. Father died, and she got the money. Then Mother died two years ago -- and
that's how | come to be here on my own."

"And how about you? Do you sympathize with your father or your mother?'

Sundheim grinned, spreading his hands. "At thetime | thought | was closer to Mother. Well,
naturaly. . . | was gill only twenty-three when Father died. Sincethen. . ."

He stopped and made again the vague gesture with his hands; it was at once helplessand
impatient. Reade waited for him to finish. Sundheim said finaly, " Since then | wish I'd known him better.”

Reade said, "But you've obvioudy continued your father'sinterest in Blake."

"Sure, inasense. But you see. . ." He stopped again; his sentences had away of sscumbling, asif
they were completely lost. As Reade waited, he went on. "Father knew what he wanted. | guess| don't.”

"What do you think of your father'sidea of sarting areligious community?"

Sundheim shrugged. "That'd never do for me. | don't like people enough. And I'm not sure I'm
religiousin the sense hewas. Look here, you tell me something, Mr. Reade. Do you redly think Blake
hed dl these visons? Did heredly see pirits? Or washelying. . . well, not lying, but. . . wishful
thinking?'

Reade took a deep breath. He said, "He didn't see visons, and he wasn't lying. Blake did know
what he wanted. And he knew roughly how to get it."

Sundheim sad, "Explain.”

" try to explainin my books. Most people are victims of their fedings. Blake knew how to
control hisfedlings so he could fed dmost anything he wanted. It's smply a matter of control. Look. We
can al control our fedingsto some extent. If we're depressed, we can go to the theater or take a glass of
whiskey or deliberately think about something that arouses pleasant memories. Or stimulate the sexual
imagination -- that's one of the most effective ways of transforming dead fedling. It'samatter of turning
themind in the right direction, as a sunflower turnsto catch the sun. Well, mysticswork on the
assumption that the sun isalwaysthere, and it'sonly amatter of turning in the right direction. The centra
human problem is boredom.”

Sundheim said, "Y ou can say that again.”

"But you see my point? To beamystic isonly to be able to control the mind's vitdity, to stop it
from escaping.”

Sundheim said, "Do you know what 1'd like to be? Come here amoment.”

Sundheim stood up and went out of the room. Reade followed him. They crossed the landing and
went into the room on thefar Sde. It was alibrary. The floor there had no carpet; its dark stained wood
was highly polished. On atablein the corner stood the Chinese vase that Reade recognized from the



shop in the Portobello Road. They went on into the kitchen. Near awindow stood atable covered with a
plastic tablecloth; on it was alarge box, three sides of which were made of glass; it appeared to be half
full of grass. Sundheim pointed. He said, "That's Jerome. Do you like snakes?'

"I. .. don't mind them. Is he poisonous?*

"No. He'saboa congtrictor. Liketo see him?' Reade leaned over the cage. It contained alarge
dish of water aswell asthe grass. The snake waslying stretched out, itstail hidden under the edge of the
water dish, its head just visble againgt the glass at the other end of the cage. The head was pae green,
with ablack stripe that extended across the eye. Sundheim unhooked a catch and lowered one of the
wooden walls. The snake stirred lazily as he reached it and gripped it.

"He'sdeepy. Heatearat thismorning.”

He pulled out athick green coil. The snake tried to escape under the grass. Sundheim grabbed it
near itshead and lifted it out. He draped its middle around his neck; the snakestail immediately coiled
around hisarm. The bulge that was the half-digested rat showed clearly about hafway dongitslength,
Reade guessed that it was about nine feet long.

Sundheim said, "Come on. Y ou can have alittle exercise.”

He went back into the other room, Reade following him. The snake's head, resting on
Sundheim's shoulder, watched him without interest. Itstongue darted in and out briefly. Sundheim
dropped the snake onto the settee, where it immediately coiled up, its head underneath.

Sundheim said, "Thisistheone | envy. Seepsadl day. No problems. No nerves.”

"Doesnt he ever bite?"

"He used to as a baby, but not now. They're gentle souls, snakes."

The boa condrictor was now unwinding. Its dow-moving length did gently over the end of the
settee and onto the floor. It came across the carpet toward Reade, did over his shoes without apparently
noticing them, and vanished behind aheavy curtain.

"Hell stay there now," Sundheim said. "He'sin no mood for exercise -- he wantsto deep.”

Handling the snake, Sundheim’s tension seemed to have vanished; he became relaxed and
cheerful. It was obviousthat he had ared affection for the snake. He sat back in the chair, hislegs
crossed, and sipped hislemonade. He said, "My father was afraid of snakes -- he wouldn't even go near
the reptile house in the zoo. He had atheory that they were ahigher race who'd degenerated through sin.
My mother couldn't bear them either. So | decided to buy Jerome and find out for mysif.”

Reade could think of nothing to say to this except, "They seem to be relaxing creaturesto have
around.”

Sundheim said, "Anyway, let me show you my father's papers. They're back in thelibrary. And
I'll show you afew Blake engravings he collected. Wed better close the door in case Jerome decidesto
wander."

He recognized Jeremy Bryce's Jaguar outsde the house. The light in Butler's room was on.

Butler said, "Good! We were just beginning to get worried.”

"Sorry I'm late.”

"Haveadrink," Bryce sad, "and tell us everything that happened. Did you find anything out?"

"Hardly anything," Reade said. "Except that he's definitely not the Thames murderer.”

"What!"

"Did you ask him?' Bryce asked.

"Oh no. But it was pretty obvious. Asfar as| can see, most of our theories seem to have been
wrong. He didn't hate his father. He's not an aggressive psychopath. He seemsto be a gentle, shy sort of
person.”

"Tdl uswhat happened.”

"But therésamost nothing to tell. | arrived on time. He offered me adrink, but he wouldn't drink
himself -- he Spped lemonade dl evening. Hed read my books and got meto sign them for him. He
keeps a pet boa congtrictor. . ."



"A what!" Butler said.

"A snake -- quite harmless. It spent the evening adeep behind my chair.”

Vivian said, shuddering, "Y ou s&t in the same room with alive snake!”

"But it was adeep.”

"But supposing it had attacked you? Those things coil round you, don't they?"

"It couldn't have done any harm. It was only nine feet long."

Butler said, "How do you know? Supposing held trained it to get around peopl€'s throats?"

"That'simpossible. Y ou can't train snakes. They'retoo stupid.”

Vivian said, "He sounds like a psychopath to me! Don't tell me a perfectly norma man wantsto
keep aboa congrictor!”

"Why not?It'sapet, just like adog. And far lesstrouble than adog.”

Their interest in the snake produced afeding of exasperation, of totd failure to communicate.
Butler obvioudy recognized hisimpatience. He said, "Anyway, explain why you're so sure he's the wrong

"I can't redly explain. Y ou'd have to spend a couple of hours with him to understand. He's rather
mixed up and unhappy -- but very mild and pleasant. He rather reminds me of his snake --
snigter-looking but quite harmless.™

Vivian sad, "But snakes aren't harmless. My brother was once bitten by aviper and had to
spend aweek in bed. If adog went around biting people, you'd have it destroyed.”

Brycesad, "I think Viv's got apoint. Why should a man want to keep abig snake?

"He said that hisfather had a horror of snakes, so he bought this oneto see for himself."

Butler said, "So he does rgect hisfather, to some extent?'

"Yes. But he doesn't hate him, asfar as| can see. We tdked about hisfather quite alot. Hewas
a Swedenborgian and wanted to build amonastery on anidand. Sundheim's obvioudy fascinated by his
father. He fed's he was on the wrong track. . . yet he can't stop thinking about him.”

Bryce sad, "How about the house itsdlf. Could it be used for murders?’

"No. Almost impossible. I've been in every room, and they're al covered with carpet right up to
thewalls. It'svery pale carpet too -- the smallest bloodstain would show. The only rooms without carpet
are the kitchen and the library -- and the bathroom, of course. And | just can't believe they'd be suitable
for murder. Besides, we could hear the televison of the family next door. That meansthat a scream
would be heard by the neighbors."

"What about the garage?'

"Yes, | saw that. He brought me home by car and dropped me at the corner. | suppose the
garage could be used, but | doubt it. The floor's made of rough concrete. 1t would tend to hold blood
and be difficult to clean. But dl thisisredly beside the point. Sundheim's not a murderer. 1'd swear to
that. HE'sjust not the typein any way. | don't believe you could spend three hours with amurderer --
and discuss hismogt intimate affairs -- and still have no inkling that he's capable of violence."

"Whet intimate affairs?' Butler asked.

"Oh, | don't mean that literdly -- although he hinted about his homosexudity. | mean we talked
about his problems, and about mysticism, and about whether he'd be better off living outside London --
in the Lakes, perhaps.”

"How about the suicide attempt? Did he mention that?!

"No. But he hinted that held got into asuicidal ate after his mother's death. That'sfairly normal
for acertain type of homosexua, | think. He had atremendous passion for his mother, yet didn't exactly
admire her. | think he disapproved of her attemptsto get her husband certified.”

"What!"

"Y es, toward the end, when he wanted to use dl his money to build amonastery. Naturdly, she
didn't want it al wasted. | can see her point.”

Bryce poured himsdlf another whiskey. He said dowly, "What you're asking usto believeisthat
thiswhole business has been amistake, that Sundheim's completely innocent. . ."

Reade interrupted. "I know what you're going to say -- that everything pointsto Sundheim: the



suicide attempt, the queer club, theinterest in Blake. But doesit redly? | made aguessthat the murderer
wasasuicidal type. And wefollowed up that idea until it led usto aman who was asuicidd type -- for a
brief period. Therés nothing sirangein that. It might have led to any number of other men. | agreethat it's
acoincidence that he'sinterested in Blake."

"And that he knew David Miller," Vivian said.

"But did he? We don't know that. We know he was amember of a homosexua club, but that's
nothing unusud. But do you see my point? There's nothing whatever to connect Sundheim with the
murders. And after an evening spent with him, I'd be willing to swear in court that he wouldn't hurt afly."

Bryce said, "But how can you tell? If you'd met my Uncle Oliver, you wouldn't have guessed he
wasamurderer.”

"That's not what your wife said. She said he gave her the shudders.”

" She's exaggerating. She got dong with him perfectly well. And you're ignoring my point. How
many psychopaths have you known? How many split personalities?’

"Very few, | suppose. . ."

"Well, I've known severd, and | assure you that one haf of their personality doesn't know what
the other haf'sdoing. Y ou can't judge aman on an evening of conversation. Anyway, you say this
Sundheim was drinking lemonade. Y et the bartender at Frankie's club told us later that they'd often seen
him drunk. Doesn't that sound as if he was drinking lemonade for your benefit?"

Reade said with astonishment, ™Y ou mean you think he suspected what I'd comefor?”

"Oh no. I don't think he would. Simply that he admires your books and he's on his best behavior
withyou."

Reade said, shrugging, "All | can suggest isthat you meet him yoursdf. He seemsto me aquite
normal person. | can't even begin to believe that he's capable of murder. Besides, where would he do it?
Not in that house."

Butler said, "But the bartender said he used to have another placein the East End.”

"Before his mother died. Why should he keep it when he has ahouse to himsdalf? Don't forget he
had motives for concealment while his mother was dive -- he didn't want her to know about his
homosexudlity."

Viviansad, "Wdll, so it looks asif were back where we started. Fity."

Bryce said, "Y ou agree with Damon, then?

"I think so. I'm inclined to agree that you can't spend three hours alone with a psychopathic
murderer without getting some hint of hisredl persondity.”

Bryce said with exasperation, "But perhapsit'snot his real persondity. With these Jekyll and
Hyde types, neither hdf of them isreder than the other.”

Butler said, "Anyway, what do we do now? -- that's the next question.”

Brycesad, "It looks asif were at adead end. If Sundheim'sthe wrong man, we have to begin dl
over again. And if he'snot. . . what can we do now?"

Butler said, "Let'sdeep onit tonight, Jeremy. Perhapswell get someideasin the night.”

Bryce shrugged, stlanding up. He said, "1 somehow can't believe we're on the wrong track. It dll
fitted together too well.”

Reade said awkwardly, "I agree with Kit. Let's degp on it and have another look at the problem
tomorrow."

Vivian gretched in the chair, yawning. "1 agree with you about the deep part, anyway. Ready,
Jeremy?'

"Yes. I'll ring you tomorrow, then, Kit?'

"Okay. Thanksfor the evening, Jeremy. It's been fascinating. . "

Butler went downstairs with them. When he came back, Reade said, " Jeremy seems
disappointed. But I'm rather relieved. I'm not sure I'd like to catch amurderer.”

"No, no. | seeyour point. When are you seeing Sundheim again?'

"I don't think | shall see him. | may return home tomorrow. To tell the truth, I'm aready bored
with London. | want some peace and quiet. | want to see Sarah again. And athough Sundheim'sanice



man, I've no reason to see him again in London. He'stalking vaguely about visiting mein the Lakes."
"For heaven's sake, be careful!”

Thefamiliar smell of the reading room was addight. He found himsalf a seet, left his books and
papers on the table, then went to the catalogues. There were four books under Orville Sundheim's name.
One was the Blake volume he dready knew; the other three seemed to deal with the prophetic books of
the Bible. Onewas caled The Beast in Revelation. He ordered dl three.

Back in his seat, he had started to make notesin hisjourna when someone placed ahand on his
shoulder. Reade said, "Hello, Tim! I'd been intending to get the desk to giveyou acdl.”

"How long have you been in London?'

"Only acouple of days."

The man gitting next to him -- who wore aclerica collar -- glanced up severdly.

Reade stood up. "Let'sgo and talk outside.”

Tim Morrison said, "Come on down and have a cup of coffee."

Morrison was atall, dim man, whose gray suit looked asif it had only just been removed from a
taillor's dummy in Savile Row. His manner of speaking was cautious, abrupt, asif the words were forced
out by compressed air. He led the way down the airsto the staff canteen. There Reade found a corner
table, while Morrison bought coffees.

"Wdll, and what brings you to these parts? | thought you'd retired to amonastery.”

"Not quite. But | live afairly secluded existence. I've only been in London for two days, and I'm
aready anxiousto escape. Thisisabout the only placein London | redly like."

"Then why don't you spend moretime here?"

"l wish | could,” Reade said with sincerity. "Assoon as| cameinto the reading room it was like
coming back home. If they had monk’s cellsin the catacombs of the Museum, 1'd take one. But London
drivesme mad."

"Then why do you come?’

Sipping his coffee, Reade suddenly felt expansive and happy. He said, "That's a complicated
story. But | cantell you one of my reasons. A friend of mine accused me of being akind of ogtrich with
its head buried in the sand. He said | was losing my sense of redity in the country. So | cameto London
tofindif it wasmorered than the Lake Didtrict.”

"Andisit?'

"I don't know. But | know this. The only reason | prefer to live in the country isthat | don't waste
s0 much time there. Six monthsin London would completdy destroy my sense of redity.”

Morrison said, smiling, "Y ou'rejust not used to it.”

"No. It's my temperament, | like to see grass, and water if possible. Now last night | met aman
who had basically the same temperament -- but unfortunately, he's not aware of it. So he lives miserably
in London with agreat pet snake and doesn't redize why he's unhappy. His mother and father brought
him upin cities, and he said held fed uncomfortable in the country,”

"What's his name?'

"Sundheim -- Gaylord Sundheim.”

"How oldishe?'

"About my age -- thirty or s0."

"Ah, then it'snot the Sundheim | thought it might be."

"Did you know hisfather? | think he used to come into this place. He wrote a book on Blake."

"That's the one. Whatever hgppened to him?"

"Hedied -- in about 1956."

"I hope the son's not as batty as hisfather. He was as mad as a hatter."

Reade said eagerly, "Tdl me about him. Tell me everything you know."

"Wadll. . . unfortunately, that's not much. | was working in the Printed Books department then.

Y ou ought to ask George Britton in Manuscripts. He knew him quite well."



"Ishelikely to come down here?’

"I don't know. But we could go over and see him if you like. Why are you so interested?”

"Because the son intrigues me. But tell me why you say the father was as mad as a hatter. What
form did his madness teke?'

Morrison shrugged. "Y ou know he was one of these cranks who study every singleword in the
Bible?'

"Yes. Infact, I've just ordered three of his books. He aso wrote one about Blake."

"Did he?| didn't know that. Now | seewhy you'reinterested. All | know isthat he once
attacked some poor old boy and haf strangled him. . . They'd been having an argument about the Old
Tegtament."

Reade sad, frowning, "Y ou're sure of that?'

"Absolutely. George could tell you more.”

"Inthat case, I'll ask him. Would he bein today?'

Morrison knocked on the enormous oak door, then pushed it open. A voice sad, "Comein."
The man gitting at the desk had around, pink face, thin white hair, and mild blue eyes that smiled from
behind rimlesslenses.

"George, thisis Damon Reade, who's doing a Blake concordance at the moment. Hesa
one-man Blakeindustry.”

"I'm delighted to meet you. | know your work, of course. Won't you sit down?' He noticed
Reade's eyes on the pile of brown manuscript on his desk. "These are rather interesting -- some Arabic
mathematicd treatise that was found in an Abyssinian monastery on anidand in Lake Sana. Areyou
interested in mathematics?'

"It'sone of my hobbies.”

"Then thismight interest you. It dates from the sixteenth century, and yet our Arabic expert
assures methat it contains a crude form of the Newtonian calculus. Remarkable, en?I'm told it should
create afuror in theworld of mathematics. All very strange. . . Well now, Mr. Reade, Timtellsmeyou're
interested in the late Mr. Sundheim?"

Reade said, "He wrote a short book on Blake, you know."

"Yes, | know. But hardly your kind of thing, isit?"

"Not redlly. But | met his son last night, so I'm rather curious.”

Britton said, "Mmm. If the son bears any resemblance to the father, | wouldn't advise you to
continue the acquaintance. However, | may be quite wrong. Tell me about the son."

Reade did so. When he had finished, Britton said, "Wéll, he certainly sounds pleasant enough.
But then the father could be like that too. Did Tim tell you hetried to strangle arabbi?"

"Hedidn't say it wasarabbi."

"Ohyes. A dear old man called Goldfarb, who was writing a commentary on the Tdmud. He
and Sundheim used to take awalk around the terrace and discuss the Old Testament. Then one day the
rabbi said he thought the Revelation of St. John was aforgery -- or something of the sort, | can't
remember the exact cause of the quarrel. And gpparently Sundheim began to get strange del usions about
him -- he thought he'd been paid by the Jewsto destroy hiswork, or something like that. Then one day
we had amost extraordinary business. He went up to the man in charge of the reading room -- Angus
Wilson, it was -- and started making the most remarkable charges against the rabbi. He said that he'd | eft
hisjacket on the back of his chair, and he saw the rabbi walk past it. And when he searched the pockets
later, he found asmal piece of paper with some strange sign on it. He claimed that it wasamagica sign
that was supposed to destroy his health, and that it would have started to work as soon as he put his coat
on.

"Angus didn't know quite what to say -- the paper looked like acorner of an envelope with part
of an addresswritten on it, but Sundheim said it was acabdigtic sign. So Angustried to soothe him, and
advised him to work in the North Library. Which Sundheim did. Then we had aword with Goldfarb and



warned him to stay away from Sundheim. But apparently he wasterribly upset by it al, and went
marching off to the North Library to assure him that he meant no harm. It so happened that Sundheim
wasn't in his place when the rabbi went looking for him -- and just as the old boy decided to give up, and
was wandering out, he bumped into Sundheim, who immediately assumed the rabbi had been dropping
more magic pdlsinto this coat, and hurled himsaf on him -- just legped for histhroat and flung him on
the ground. And unfortunatdly, this didn't happen in the library itsdlf, but in the corridor outside -- and
there was no oneto part them for a minute or two. Some girl came across them and screamed, and tried
to drag Sundheim off. . . and by the time they got him loose, the old man was black in the face. Sundheim
was fantastically strong -- it took three men to make him let go.”

"What did you do?'

"Well, we thought of sending for the police -- but we decided that wouldn't quite meet the case.
Hewas obvioudy quiteinsane. So | persuaded him to come into my office and talked to him, while
someone elserang hiswife. The odd thing was that he talked quite lucidly to me. He saidd smply that he
was sorry to cause trouble in the museum, but that it had reached apoint whereit was hislife or
Goldfarb's. My assistant was hiding on the other side of the door, in case he got violent, and he later
testified that Sundheim had said this. Hiswife sent for some men from an asylum and had him taken awvay
-- that was | ater the same evening. | believe he became tremendoudy violent again. But he left here
quietly enough that afternoon.”

Reade said, "When did this happen?'

"It would be. . . late nineteen fifty-five."

"And he died thefollowing year."

"So| gather. Still inthe mental home, | think."

"Areyou sure of that?'

"Fairly sure-- | think Angustold me. Y ou could easily ring him and check, if it'simportant.”

"No, it'snot important. Y ou say your assistant later gave evidence that Sundheim said he was
going to kill Goldfarb? Why was that?"

"Oh, for his certification. | believe hiswife had tried to get him certified for sometime, but hadn't
succeeded. Thisbusiness madeit al quite straight forward. Not only had he amost killed aman -- the
rabbi wasin bed for weeks afterward, and died ayear later -- but he'd declared hisintention of trying
again in the presence of witnesses. | don't really know much about this-- | only had to sign a statement
for her sdlicitor.”

Morrison said, "But in fact, he didn't say he intended to make another attempt on Goldfarb?”

"Not exactly. . . but he said it was hislife or Goldfarb's, so | presume that was what he meant.”

Reade sad, "But did Sundheim show any sgns of insanity before this?"

"That depends what you mean. In certain ways he was quite sane. He had amost gentle and
serious manner and | believe he was a highly successful civil engineer. So he didn't strike you asinsane on
first acquaintance. Then held make some perfectly serious statement -- such asthat he had paid afirm of
private detectivesto try and trace the Wandering Jew for him."

"What!"

"Yes, heactudly said that. He took it absolutely for granted that the Wandering Jew was dive,
because Jesustold him to tarry until he came back. And he spent al histimein here consulting
manuscripts about the Wandering Jew to find out where held been seen since then. | used to see quitea
lot of him at this period. He found an account of the Wandering Jew in Prague in the fourteenth century,
and another of him vigiting Cornelius Agrippa, and another of him being in Wittenberg and Brunswick at
the end of the seventeenth century. Hefindly traced him to Sdlt Lake City in the mid-nineteenth century.
Then there was some legend of the Wandering Jew saving some Jews from the gas chambers at
Buchenwald. Hetook all this quite serioudy, and paid thousands to a private detective agency to find
what happened to him after that. He went to look at the camp records at Buchenwald to find which Jews
escaped, and when. . . Oh yes, he was quite mad, but it al seemed harmless until he attacked poor
Goldfarb."

Reade sad, "I'm enormoudly grateful to you, Mr. Britton. All thisexplainsagreat ded.”



"Not at dl. | don't quite see what bearing al this has on your Blake studies, though.”

Reade shrugged. "His son has lent me his papers. | thought he deserved some mention asa
Student of Blake."

"Didn't hisson tell you he went insane?

"No. Nothing at dl."

"Mmm. Perhaps that's natural enough. The father hated his son. He once referred to him as Judas
|scariot.”

"Did he say that to you?'

"Oh yes, one day when we were talking about hiswork. | can't now remember the context. |
used to be quite friendly with him, and he often talked about his past life. | believe he built one of the
finest damsin Africa”

"One more question, Mr. Britton. Have you any idea of what caused hisinsanity? Could it have
been some organic disease of the brain?”’

"Ah, that | couldn't tell you. I know nothing about psychology. | can only tell you onething. He
was an atheist until hisfather committed suicide, then he got bitten by thisreligious bug. The thought of his
father's suicide haunted him. He often talked about suicide. And athough | don't know how hedied, |
wouldn't beat dl surprised if it wasn't suicide.”

Reade stood up. "Wadll, you've left me rather dazed. | can't tell you how grateful | am. A
thousand thanks."

"Not at dl. If you're going to be in the museum for long, perhaps we might meet for tea one day?*

Morrison said, "He hates London. He's rushing back to the Lake Didtrict tonight.”

Reade said, "I shan't return tonight now, Mr. Britton. So | may well seeyou againin here.”

Outside the office, Morrison said, "What made you decide to stay on?"

Reade said evasively, "Severd reasons. I'll have to go and return the papersto Sundhem.”

"Inthat case, let's meet for amedl.”

"I'd loveto. But let me clear up this Sundheim businessfirgt. . . I'd better make aphonecal.”

In the telephone box, he rang Kit Butler's number. There was no reply. He swore as he replaced
the receiver. Someone was waiting outside the box, so he went out. He stood there indecisively. It had
suddenly become impossible to go and work in the reading room. Then he remembered the books he
had ordered. It had been an hour since he left his seat. He went back and found the books waiting.

He spent the next quarter of an hour trying to read them, but it was difficult. Orville Sundheim
was abad and clumsy stylist. Sometimes his meaning was obscure; whereit was plain, it tended to be
trite and obvious. The books struck Reade as no madder than a great many religious pamphlets he had
read, except that Sundheim occasiondly attacked some other Biblical commentator with unnecessary
violence.

It was nearly midday. He was fedling hungry. He returned the books to the counter, then went
back to the telephone booth. Again Butler's number gave no reply. On hisway out of the door, he saw
Tim Morrison, who said, " Going for lunch now? Why don't you wait half an hour and have it with me?"

"No, I'm going back home. Something important's come up. I'll probably bein tomorrow."

"All right. But | should avoid this Sundheim chap. He might get theideayou'retrying to cast a
spdl onhim."

Butler was sitting up in bed, drinking tea. He was wearing a threadbare cotton dressng gown. He
sad, "Back aready?"

"Where on earth have you been for the past hour?’

"Adeep. Why?'

"Y ou must deep like the dead. I've rung you twice."

"I didn't hear it. | went back to deep as soon asyou left.”

"Anyway, thank God you're here. Something important's come up. I've just discovered that
Sundheim'sfather died in amental home -- probably committing suicide.”



Reade repeated the story of his conversation with the head of the Manuscripts department.
Butler listened without interrupting. He said findly, "' So you've changed your mind about Sundheim not
being the murderer?"

"Not exactly. Thisdoesn't prove that. But why didn't hetell me about hisfather? Why did he let
methink that he and hisfather were on good terms, when apparently the old man consdered him a
Judas? Why didn't hetell me hisfather died insane?'

"Now wait aminute, Damon. Let mejust play the devil's advocate here. Why should hetell you
hisfather died insane? It's not something he'd be proud of. He didn't actually lieto you, did he? And if he
believed you'd gone to see him as ascholar interested in hisfather's papers, what's more natural than that
he shouldn't tell you the old man was insane? Would you be interested in the papers of amadman? And
then, after dl, what have you learned from this Britton chap? Simply that Sundheim's father was mad and
committed suicide, and that hisfather before him committed suicide. So? So Sundheim'’s probably the
suicidd type aswell. We dready knew that."

Reade shook his head violently; it was only with difficulty thet he restrained himsdlf from
interrupting Butler. "Y ou don't see my point. Sundheim did lieto me, in away. He set out to midead me.
Everything he told me made me more convinced that he couldn't possibly be amurderer. Hisfather wasa
norma, ordinary person. . ."

"| thought he admitted that his mother tried to have him certified severa timed”

"Hedid. But he gave metheimpression that thiswas because his father was genuindy rdigious,
and wanted to use hismoney to build amonastery. Tolstoy's wife thought of having him certified when he
wanted to give away dl hismoney. Sundheim must have known about this attack in the British Museum,
and that his mother finally succeeded in getting the old man certified because he was becoming a
homicida lunatic. Why didn't hetell me? Because he wanted to keep my mind well away from the
subject of violence and insanity.”

Butler said dowly, "Well, asfar as| can see, we now know what we set out to find."

Reade fdt rductant to understand his meaning. "In what way?"

"Why not ring your friend on the Carlide police? Theré's now enough evidence to make them
regard Sundheim as aleading suspect. He's a Blake enthusiast and hisfather was a violent lunatic. What
more do you want?"

Reade shook hishead. "I can't do that."

"Why?"

"You. . . don't see. Supposing he's not the Thames murderer? In that case, I've accepted his
hospitdity, borrowed his father's papers, discussed poetry and mysticism and philosophy with him for
hours. . . Don't you see? And then | ring the police and accuse him of murder.”

"If hé'snot the murderer. . ."

"But evenif heis, | sill couldn't doit. At least, not at this point. No, I've got to see him again. I'll
try and see him today."

"And what will you do? Say: Areyou the Thames murderer?’

For amoment Reade felt despair of ever making Butler understand hisfedling. He suppressed the
sense of defeat and made another effort. "Kit, he'sahuman being. . . and he's an intdlligent human being,
highly intdligent in someways"

"He's more than that. He's bloody cunning.”

"I don't know. But therésonething | do know. Wetaked about dl kinds of thingslast night --
including mysticism. HeEs genuinely interested in the subject. So how can hebeacrimina in the ordinary
sense? A red crimina isaman who'slost himsdlf. I've only ever known one crimind -- aprofessiond, |
mean. That waswhen | was astudent and | took a holiday job on abuilding site. | worked with aman
who'd sted anything and swindle anybody. Hed been injail for burglary so many timesthat they'd
threatened to give him twenty years next time. So hewastrying to make an honest living. But it was
obvioudy impossible, because he was acrimina through and through. | don't think he had anorma
human relationship with anyone, because he couldn't look at anyone without wondering how he could get
something out of them. He saw himsdlf asakind of fox and the world as one big poultry farm. And



beforel |€eft the job, held been arrested for breaking into apub and half killing the publican with a
hammer when he wasinterrupted. Wdll, that man was a pathologicd liar and aboaster. He couldn't open
his mouth without lying. And that meant he couldn't take agenuine interest in anything, because he didn't
have an atom of detachment. That's the essence of the criminal. He's criminal because he's not
disinterested. He's dways out for gain in the most primitive sense. Now in that sense, Sundheim'snot a
crimindl. He has something of theartist in him."

Butler said, "On the other hand, if he is the Thames murderer, he does ten times as much damage
astheordinary crimina. Y our burglar only injured one man with ahammer."

Reade said gloomily, "I know. | don't try and defend it. All that I'm saying isthat he'snot a
crimind through and through -- and we ought to give the non-crimind part achanceto take over."

Butler asked with astonishment, ™Y ou think that's possible? For aman who's done nine murders
tojust giveit up like abad habit?"

"In theory, yes. Y ou know the Bhagavad-Gita says. "'Though aman be the greatest of Snners, this
knowledge will carry him like araft above hissin.' Well, | believethet literdly.”

"Y ou're madder than | thought!"

"Oh, I don't mean you can cure criminads by giving them a copy of the Bhagavad-Gita."

Butler said with mild exasperation, "I know you don't. I'm not that stupid. | know aswell asyou
that the crimina and the artist are marching in opposite directions. Ever heard of Gesuado, who wrote
the greatest madrigas of histime and aso committed a double murder?”

"Yes, but that was a crime of passion -- he killed hiswife and her lover. And what's more, I'm
arguing that Sundheim is basically the same type as Gesualdo. He's not acrimind in the ordinary sense”

Butler said wearily, "All right, he's not an ordinary crimind. I'll give you that. But he goes around
killing people, and he's got to be stopped. Now if we ring your Carlide friend, you can be absolutely
certain that there won't be any more murders -- not if Sundheim's the murderer. And Sundheim needn't
ever know that it wasyou."

Reade stood up and walked impatiently to the window. "L ook, give me achance to think about
it. I ought to see Sundheim once more, in any case.”

"Why?'

"Oh, because. . . because | want to try and make up my mind about him. If he is the murderer
and hé'sarrested, | shdl probably never seehim again.”

"Andif you let him suspect you know about hisfather, hell probably kill you."

"No. | can't believethat. Y ou don't know him."

Butler said, laughing, "Neither do you, from the sound of it! Y ou told us solemnly last night that
you'd swear he wasn't the murderer.”

"I know. | gill can't believeit. Anyway, I'll ring him now and seeif | can go over thereright

anay.

Butler said, "'l begin to wish | hadn't spoken to him in that shop. Then | could come with you and
pose as another admirer of hisfather.”

"It wouldn't do any good. | think | haveto handlethisaone.”

He found Sundheim's telephone number in the back of his pocket diary, and dided it. The
number rang, but there was no reply.

"Heésout. I'll haveto try later."

Butler threw back the bedclothes. "Listen, Damon, forget about Sundheim for awhile. If you go
to see him now, helll guess there's something wrong. Come on with me and well go to that pub in the
Bayswater Road and have acold lunch. Then well walk across the park and visit an artist friend of mine
inWest Halkin Street.”

After lunch they entered the park at Marlborough Gate and walked beside the Serpentine. The
sky wasfilled with white clouds, and a cold wind was blowing from the east. On the ornamenta lake,
two children were sailing boats. A nurse with apram sat watching them.



Reade said, "The trouble with London isthat it encourages weskness. Y ou're tempted to mix
with fools"

Butler laughed. "That'sinevitable. But the trouble with the countryside isthat it givesyou no
opportunity to test your own strength. Besides, it's my experience that even the strongest people need
some stimulus. We're not gods yet. Anyway, the man we're going to vigt isn't aweakling. He's like Blake
in many ways"

"Whoishe?'

"Oh, apainter. His name's VIadimir Weyssenhoff -- he's haf Russan, half Polish. He was pretty
ill amonth ago, so | don't know whether well be able to see him. He's had a hard life. The Russians
didn't like his painting, so he escaped to England. But the English art criticsdon't like it either.”

"Why not?'

"He paintstoo well for them. Hes agreat admirer of Titian and Rembrandt -- tremendous
draughtsman. So they call him an imitator. He's refused to have an exhibition for the past ten years-- he
hatesthe critics.”

"But why didn't the Russanslike him?"'

"Y ou'll see when we get there. He'sakind of mystic. And he hates dll this stuff about the
proletariat.”

"Do you see him often?”

"No. He's not very sociable. He had atremendoudly hard early life -- he watched two of his
brothersdie of starvation. Then his mother died at some out-of-the-way place in the country, and he had
to prevent her body being eaten by rats -- the ground was too hard to bury her. He taught himsdf to
draw, and his early paintings were asuccess. Then he did some paintings on religious subjects, and al the
critics accused him of being a counterrevol utionary. So he simply stopped exhibiting -- just sold an
occasiona painting to people who admired him. He's aways had plenty of admirers, but he'sa
tremendoudy bitter man. Hes abit paranoiac about critics. At hisfirst exhibition in England, he wrote the
catalogue himsdf, and it was mainly alot of persond attacks on the critics. . . so naturdly, they al panned
him."

The sight of atelephone box reminded Reade of Sundheim. "Do you mind if | stop here to make
acdl?'

"| thought you were going to forget Sundheim for this afternoon?’

"l can't. I've got to see him before | go.”

The number rang for about aminute. As he was about to hang up, Sundheim's voice suddenly
replied. It sounded unexpectedly harsh. "Hello. Who's there?"

"George? Thisis Damon Reade.”

"Ah, hdlo." The voice softened.

"I think I'm leaving London ether tonight or early tomorrow. Can | seeyou before | go?'

Sundheim's voi ce suddenly became cautious. " Sure. About anything specid?'

"Just afew points about your father's papers.”

"Oh, take them home with you. Y ou can send them back |ater.”

"Thank you. I'd like to. But will you be home this evening?'

"l suppose so. Could you come at about seven? | may haveto go out later.”

"Good. I'll sseyou then."

Butler said, "What did he say?"

Reade said, frowning, "Hewants meto go at seven.”

"Did hesound. . . dl right?'

"Ohyes. But. . . hesaid he might haveto go out later, and | could tell from hisvoice that hewas
lying. At leagt, | think hewas."

"So what'sworrying you? It means you only haveto stay for half an hour. I'll come and wait for
you in the pub across the road.”

"No. . . But he seemed so open and friendly last night. He gave me the impression of being rather
alonely person who was glad to have someoneto talk to. Just now, when he answered the phone, he



sounded vicious and bad-tempered. Then he became quite pleasant when he knew it was me. But. . . |
got thefeding he wasimpatient.”

Butler said, "Y ou mean asif hed done hisact last night, and he didn't want to go through it all
agan?'

"Yes, | suppose s0."

They had turned |eft out of Sloane Street. Now they stopped in front of a fashionable-looking
house. The door stood open. Butler rang the top bell before they went into the hall.

The lower floors of the house werewel|l carpeted. After the third floor, the carpeting vanished
and there was a compl ete absence of furniture. The fina flight of stairs was unpainted, and had obviousy
not been swept for sometime. It smet strongly of cats.

Butler knocked on the door, then tried it. It waslocked. Reade sat on the stairs below. The
place depressed him. After Butler had knocked again, he said, "It looks asif he'sout. Let'sgo."

Asthey started to go down the stairs, they heard the sound of akey being turned, and the door
opened. A woman in adark dress looked down at them.

"Helo, Camilla IsVladimir & home?"

Shesad, "Hedied last night.”

"Oh Chrigt. That'sawful. I'm terribly sorry."

She stood there, saying nothing. Her air of nervous exhaustion was oppressive. Reade could not
see her face, but she seemed young. Her hair was dark and very long.

Butler said findly, "Can we comein for aminute?’

She stood aside without saying anything. They went past her, and she closed the door behind
them. Reade stood close to her, and was repelled by the smell she exuded; it seemed to be compounded
of exhaugtion, perspiration and cats. He glanced at her face, and looked away quickly. It was yellow with
tiredness and the left cheek was smeared with black.

They were standing in alarge room that was obvioudy astudio aswell asaliving room. There
was adouble divan bed, severd greasy armchairs, and alarge table covered with dirty crockery and
tubes of paint.

Butler said, "Buit thisis shattering. | thought he had some kind of food poisoning.”

Shesad, "It wasacancer. It came suddenly.”

Two cats were rubbing themsalves on either side of Reade's trousers. Then one of them jumped
on achair and onto the table, and began licking one of the plates. The other immediately followed it.

Thegirl said, "Do you want to see him?”

Without speaking, they followed her into abedroom. The smell was nauseating: of stae urine, of
cats, of unwashed dishes and human body odors; there was aso an unidentifiable medicated smell.
Reade glanced at the bed, then turned away. The bearded face on the pillow had the same waxy pallor
asthe girl, and somehow seemed responsible for the unpleasant smell, asif the dead man were il
breathing and exhaling an odor of desath. Reade walked quietly back into the other room.

Therewas only one picture on an easdl; other canvases leaned against thewalls. A few were
framed and hung. As soon as he looked at them, Reade's fedling of disgust vanished. Butler's description
had given him no idea of what to expect. Hisfirst sensation on looking at the canvaseswas of clarity. The
artist obvioudy loved color, and the pictureswere dl basically arrangementsin color, asmusicis
arrangements in sound. Some of the canvases gave the impression that they might have been created by
light projected through prisms; transparent greens, blues, reds, blended into purplesand yellows. As
soon as he saw them, Reade was aware of adistinct artistic voice spesking to him, transforming his
fedlings, his outlook, replacing hisvison with avison of its own. Other aspects of the artist's persondity
became clear only when he examined the pictures more closely. There was an obvious obsession with
pain, reflected sometimes in agonized faces, sometimes in the trees or rocks of alandscape, sometimes
eveninthe colors of asky. There was an e ement of malicein the painting of certain figures, madeto
resemble twisted trees or dead flowers. Religious symbols were frequent; these seemed to be apart of
the painter's obsesson with pain and misery. The paintings al seemed to be avison of the co-existing
misery and beauty of physica existence.



There were aso two or three portraits. In these, Reade could see what Butler had meant about
the influence of Rembrandt. Like the other paintings, they were minutely redigtic in acertain sense. Their
realism seemed directed at reveding the pain of human existence. Every lineand wrinklein theface of an
old railway guard was drawn with care, asif the painter took pleasurein saying: Thisishow we shdl all
end. There was dso apencil drawing of the girl who was now talking to Butler; it showed her as
agtonishingly beautiful, yet lso managed to suggest the sadness underlying such beauty, the tragedy of the
world'sredity that would corrode it. Remembering the face of the girl when she had opened the door,
and the smdll of exhaustion and sweat, he was suddenly overwhelmed by the prescience shown by the
atig.

Butler came back into the room, said goodbye to the girl, and they |eft.

They went downgtairs without spesking. In the Street, Butler said, "That's a sad thing, Damon.
I've only seen him afew timesin the last year, and on one occasion hethrew hisglassa my head. Yet |
feel something important has died with him. Do you know what | mean?”

"Of course. Why did hethrow aglassat you?"

"Oh, he never quite liked me, | think. | criticized him for his pessmism. Did you see his paintings?
And | never quite forgave him for what he did to Camilla Y ou could never believe that she was once one
of the most beautiful girlsin London. And look at her today. | couldn't bear to ook at her directly whilel
was speaking to her. She's become awalking embodiment of defeat and death. She's even begun to
amell likeacorpse. Did you notice?’

Reade nodded, grimacing. They crossed Hyde Park corner and went into the park. Neither
spoke until they were on the grass, waking toward the bandstand. Butler said, "What | liked about him
was his courage. He had more guts than anybody 1've ever known. What did you think of his paintings?’

Reade sad, "'l think he's obvioudy agreat painter. | didn't like them fundamentaly. I'm
completely out of sympathy with his pessmism and world-hatred.. Y et he compels me to respond to his
paintings by sheer power."

Butler said, "Poor devil."

"Inasense, yes. In another sense, hel's anything but. Asyou say, he has courage. That'swhat |
admire. A man like that needs even more courage than | do, because I'm fundamentally an optimigt. |
don't believetheworld'satrap.”

"Hedid," Butler sad.

"I know. It's obviousfrom his painting. Y et the painting itsdlf is atremendous affirmation of
vitdity."

They walked in slence asfar as Victoria Gate. Then Butler said, "What time do you go to see
Sundhem?'

"Seven o'clock. . . | wish | hadn't arranged it now."

"Why?'

"Oh, | suddenly find Sundheim abore. He's spoiled.”

Butler grinned. "That's not what you said two hours ago."

"I know. But now. . . | suddenly fed it doesn't matter much whether he'sdead or aive."

"Then why go to see him?Let mering your friend in Carlide.”

Reade shook his head. "' couldn't. I've got to go through with it now."

It was five minutes to seven when he climbed off the busin Kensington High Street. The weather
had changed; it had started to rain. In Edwardes Square, the wind shook heavy drops from the branches
of the treeson to his head.

Approaching the house in the mews, he observed his fedings with interest. The excitement and
fear of the previous evening had vanished. He experienced a sense of emotiona flatness, amost of
boredom. The dight fedling of oppression seemed due to the dullness of the smoky sky rather than to the
prospect of seeing Sundheim.

Herang the doorbell, and waited. After aminute there was no reply; he rang again. There was



gtill no reply. Helooked at hiswatch; it was five minutes past seven. He began to hope that Sundheim
might be out, so that he could return home without seeing him. He rang again, more persstently, to justify
hisintention of turning away. Thistime there was athumping noise from upgtairs. After afurther five
minutes Sundheim opened the door. He had obvioudy been adeep. His eyeswere swollen and heavy,
and his hair was uncombed. The lips looked even longer, looser, asif they overweighted the lower part
of hisface,

Reade said, "Sorry to wake you. Would you like me to go away and come back in an hour?"

Sundheim hesitated, then said, "No, come on up.”

When Sundheim switched on the sitting-room light, Reade was struck by the grayness and
tiredness of hisface. Hesad, "Areyou feding dl right?’

"Yeah. I've got acold. Would you like to help yourself to adrink while | get awash?'

L eft lone, Reade sat down and stared out of the window. The room was chilly, and it seemed
somehow desolate.

Sundheim was away for more than ten minutes. When he camein, he said, " Sorry about that. I'm
rather subject to summer colds, and they seem to take it out of me." He spoke dowly, inamumble, asif
indifferent to whether Reade heard him or not.

"Would you rather | went?'

Sundheim shrugged. " Stay and have adrink anyway. Did you help yoursdf?!

He opened the cupboard and took out a bottle of lager. He also took out a bottle of an
expendve brandy.

"l think I'll have adrink mysdlf. Try to throw off thiscold. . ."

He handed Reade atall glassfilled with lager. Reade was surprised at the amount of brandy he
had poured into his own glass. Sundheim sat down and took alarge gulp. Then he closed his eyes,
alowing his head to rest on the back of the chair. He began to cough dightly, hiseyes still closed, his
chest heaving; then the cough subsided and his breething became easier. He said, "1 inherited various
almentsfrom my father. . . like hay fever and summer colds. Would you mind switching on thefireand
drawing the curtains?'

Reade did as be was asked. He felt a certain embarrassment about Sundheim that reminded him
of the feding held had on seeing the dead face of the painter that afternoon. Then, looking at Sundheim's
drawn face, he thought: But heiswithout real courage. To make conversation, he asked, "How isthe
nake?'

"Oh, he'sfine. HE's going to shed hisskin. Go and look at himif you like."

Reade went into the kitchen. The table was till set with breakfast things, and a hdf loaf of bread
lay on thefloor. He picked it up and put it on the table. The snake waslying with its head against the
glass of the cage. Its eyes had become amilky color. It flinched dightly as Reade |eaned forward to look
at it, then lay till. Reade opened the cage and gently ran his hand aong its cold body. He said, "Poor old
thing. Y ou look as bad as your master.”

He went back into the other room and noticed that Sundheim had emptied the brandy glass. The
room was warmer, with both bars of the electric fire switched on.

Reade said, "L ook, | think I'd better leave you. Y ou obvioudy don't fed well."

"Il bedl right in about ten minutes. Have you eaten?"

"No. But I'll eat when | get home. I'm thinking of catching the midnight train back."

Sundheim nodded without speaking. After afew more minutes he heaved himself to hisfeet and
poured more brandy into hisglass. Thistime he poured it down histhroat immediately, and then breathed
in dowly. He glanced at Reade. "These colds make me fed low. Washed out.”

"Perhaps you should go back to bed.”

"No, I'll be okay. Let's get somefood."

In the kitchen, Sundheim grimaced at the uncleared table, then moved the crockery into the Snk.
He pushed back the milk, sugar and marmalade against the wall. Reade stood looking on uncomfortably,
uncertain whether he should offer to help. Sundheim seemed to move in adaze.

On the previous day Reade had been struck by the size of the refrigerator; now, as Sundheim



opened it, he understood; it contained enough food to last for afortnight. Sundheim took out a cold
chicken, aplateful of ham, ajoint of underdone beef, haf a dozen peded eggs, an enormous wooden
bowl of sdlad, alarge pat of butter, and aboard containing various cheeses. From the dishwashing
machine be took two plates and some cutlery. "Help yoursdf.”

Reade wanted to protest that he was not hungry, but decided againgt it. He sat down in the chair
and helped himsdlf to salad and adlice of bread and butter. Sundheim piled his plate high with aleg of
chicken, severd dices of ham, two hard-boiled eggs, abig dice of Gruyere cheese, and some radishes
and cdery. Reade watched with astonishment as Sundheim picked up the chicken leg and took an
enormous bite from it. While still chewing, Sundheim muttered something, dropped the leg on hisplate
and went to the refrigerator. From a compartment inside the door, he took a bottle of champagne. He
swallowed and said, "We may aswell have adrink. Do you like champagne?”

"Er...yes Butl didn't redlize you drank.”

"Sometimes" Sundheim said.

He untwisted the wire from the neck of the bottle, then pulled out the cork with one wrench of his
enormous hand. The champagne began to overflow. Sundheim ignored it, dllowing it to run down over his
hand and forearm while he groped in the machine for aglass. He hdf filled an ordinary tumbler with
champagne, and handed it to Reade; then hefilled another one, pouring carefully down the side of the
glassto prevent froth, and put it beside his own plate. He sat down again and took along drink of the
champagne. Reade tried his own; it was cold and very dry.

Sundheim ate asif he were aone, ignoring Reade. He ate with voracity and total concentration;
Reade had never seen anyone eat S0 quickly and with such single-mindedness. When he had finished the
chicken leg, he hurled it into awaste bucket under the sink, then tore off the other leg. He washed down
the food with great gulps of champagne, and refilled the glass as soon as it was empty. He ate the celery
with big, crunching bites, esting awhole stick at atime. When he had emptied his plate of chicken and
ham, he buttered two pieces of bread, then hacked thick dices of underdone beef from the joint and
heaped them on his plate with the rest of the sdlad.

Reade said, smiling, "Now | understand what they mean by a Gargantuan appetite.”

Sundheim glanced up for amoment and grinned almost sheepishly. Then he returned to the beef
on his plate and began cutting it with powerful short jerks of hisknife, then shoveled it into his mouth two
dicesat atime. As he came toward the end of the champagne, he began to chew more dowly, likea
sated animd. Veins stood out across his forehead, and a drop of sweat trickled down from the hairline.
Hethrugt thelast of the bread into his mouth and washed it down with champagne; then he turned
sdewaysin his chair and leaned back, his hands on histhighs, staring across the kitchen.

Reade finished eating hissdad. He said, " That was excellent.”

Sundheim glanced at him. His eyes were bulging, and dull, asif he weretotally withdrawvninto his
world of food. Reade glanced up and found himself looking at the milky eyes of the boa congtrictor; he
felt astrange suspicion prickle across the hairs of his neck.

Sundheim said, "L et's go back in the other room, huh?"

Reade followed him back in. He watched Sundheim bend over a cupboard in the corner and pulll
down alid; it revedled the front of alargeteevison set. Sundheim switched this on, then returned to his
chair. He reached out and switched out the reading lamp. Then he stirred in his chair and broke wind. He
sad gpologeticaly, "l liketo watch TV to digest medls. If you don't mind.”

"Nota dl."

It was acomedy show from a seaside town. Reade had seen very littletelevision, and he
watched with fascination. After half an hour the fascination began to turn to restiveness. He glanced
across a Sundheim and saw that he was fast adeep. He stood up and went over to him; Sundheim did
not stir. When he bent over Sundheim, he could smell brandy. He touched him gently on the shoulder and
caled his name. Sundheim bresthed in sharply, then began to snore softly.

Reade went to the door and let himself out softly. In the kitchen, he scrawled on a sheet of his
notebook: "Thought 1'd better let you deep. I'll be at Bayswater 9932 if you need me. Damon." Before
leaving the house he glanced in & Sundheim again; he was till degping. Thetdevison was now showing



amilitary band fedtival.

Butler said, "Y ou haven't been too long. How did it go?"

He stood up and turned off the gramophone, which was playing a Shostakovich symphony. He
was gtting in front of the gasfire, wearing his dressing gown. There was aglass of whiskey by hisebow
and abox of black Russian cigarettes.

"Haveadrink."

"PerhapsI'd better if I'm traveling dl night.”

"All night! Y ou're not leaving?'

"l think I may aswell. There's nothing more to do here.”

"How about Sundheim?

"l left him adeep. | didn't have achanceto talk to him."

"Why not?'

"I don't know. | don't quite understand. He's either ill, or drunk, or on drugs. He Smply seemed
tired and depressed. He drank hdf apint of Remy Martin and dmost afull bottle of champagne, then fell
adeep infront of thetelevison.”

"| thought you said he didn't drink?"

"Hedidn't -- last night. He claimed the brandy was medicinal.”

"Sowe gill don't know athing?!

"l don't know. He's obvioudy a split persondity. | can see that he works himsalf up into moods
of nervoustension. He ate enough food and drank enough brandy and champagne to anesthetize most
men. It was obvioudy somekind of outlet.”

Butler said, "I don't understand this. He takes dl that trouble last night to convince you he'sa
mild, harmless person. He only had to keep up the act for an hour or two more and you'd have gone
back home convinced he couldn't be amurderer. And yet he lets you see the other side of himself.
Why?'

"Perhgpsit wasn't an act last night. Perhaps he's really subject to tremendous depression. He has
arefrigerator big enough to hold asmal car, and it'sjammed with food. So he obvioudy hasthese
obsessiond eating bouts periodicdly. | wish we knew some good psychiatrist who could tel uswhat it's
al about.”

"What about the police? Shal we contact them now?"

"I think I'll go and see Lund in Carlidewhen | get back. I'd rather explain it face to face than over
the telephone. I'll go there tomorrow.”

" Supposing he commits another murder in the meantime? And if you ask me, it's perfectly
obviousthat he'stheright man. | think he's got you hypnotized somehow. Hefitsin every possble way."

"All right, dl right. I promiseI'll go and see Lund tomorrow."

"| think you ought to phone Scotland Y ard tonight.”

Reade stood up, "Please, let me handlethismy ownway. | don't think twenty-four hoursis
going to make any difference.” He emptied hiswhiskey glass. "I think I'll go and pack. I'd like to catch
the midnight train.” It took him exactly ten minutesto pack hisfew belongingsinto the suitcase and to fold
the blankets neetly on the bed. Instead of returning downgtairs, helit the gasfire and sat on the end of the
bed, warming his hands. In the room below the phone began to ring. A moment later there was the sound
of footsteps on the stairs. He stood up quickly as Butler opened the door.

"Sundheim'’s on the phone. He sounds drunk to me. | said | didn't know if you'd come home or
not. Shdl | tdl him you're out?'

Reade said tiredly, "No. I'd better speak to him."

"All right. Tl him you'rejust leaving to catch your train.”

When Reade picked up the telephone, Sundheim's voice shouted, "Hi, Damon. Where are you?"

"Y ou know wherel am. At home."

"Yes, | know that. But what's the address?"



"It'sthe Portobello Road. Why?"

"Because | want to come over and pick you up.”

"No. Don't do that. I'm just about to leave for the Sation.”

"What! Y ou can't go tonight. Listen, | fee mean about falling adeep like that. And I've got some
important things | want to say to you. Let me come over there.”

Reade felt confused and irritable; he was dso aware that Butler was facing him and shaking his
head violently. He said, "Er. . . where are you?"

"At home, of course.”

Helooked at hiswatch; it was ten-thirty. He said, "Could you meet me a Netting Hill Gate
station in about ten minutes? Perhaps we could have some coffee or something before | catch thetrain.”

"Okay. Fine. I'll bethere.”

Butler said, ™Y oull be mad if you go."

He shrugged. "I don't see any dternative. Anyway, he says he wantsto talk to me."

"But he sounds drunk.”

"I don't think so. He's alittle drunk -- not much. It can't do any harm to see him. We could go
and have a coffee at the station.”

"And how do | know that you've ever reached the station? He might take you to the nearest
lonely spot and. . "

"How could he? He knows you're here, and you know where I've gone.”

"But theman'sanut!"

"All right,” Reade said, "I'll return here afterward and catch the morning train. Unless| can phone
you from the station just before | leavetotell you it's okay. I'll take my case anyway. I'll haveto leave
now -- | said I'd be a Netting Hill in ten minutes."

Butler said, "Try and get back here, Damon. I'll wait up for you."

Reade saw Sundheim standing outside the entrance to the tube station. He saw Reade and
waved.

Reade said, "How did you get here?!

"By car. It'sround the corner.”

His manner seemed abrupt compared with the earlier telephone conversation. He was wearing a
dark raincoat and afelt hat. In the yellow arc lights, hisface looked tired.

The car was alarge black Daimler. Sundheim pulled open the passenger door and Reade
climbed in. Theinsde smelled of new legther. The seats were covered with transparent plastic.

As Sundheim climbed into the driver's seat he said, "Why didn't you want me to come to your
place?

Reade had anticipated the question. "Because we couldn't talk there. I'm staying with afriend.”

"Who ishe?1 thought | knew hisvoice."

"Perhaps. HisnameisKit Butler. He's acomposer.”

Sundheim pulled into the Bayswater Road. He drove without speaking.

Reade said, "Let's not go too far. | want to catch that train.”

Sundhem sad, "Uh huh." At thetraffic lightsat Marble Arch, he said suddenly, "Listen. Why
don't you skip that train and travel tomorrow?"

"Isthere. . . any particular reason why you want meto?"

"Yeah. | want to talk to you."

Reade sad, "All right. It's not important.”

"Good."

Sundheim said nothing asthey drove dong Oxford Street. Reade glanced at hisface; it looked
grim and tired. At the Charing Cross Road traffic lights, Sundheim turned right, and then pulled across
into asde street. He sad, "Thisll do.”

Reade followed him out of the car. "Where are we going?"'



"Over there. Toaplace | know."

The smdl Itdian restaurant was on the other sde of the street. When Sundheim pushed open the
door, the smell of food made Reade fed hungry.

Sundheim said, "Downdairs™

A waiter in awhite coat said, "Would you mind staying up here, gentlemen? That part isclosed.”

Sundheim said roughly, "We want to go downdairs.”

Ignoring the waiter, he started down the stairs. Reade looked apologetically at the waiter, and
followed. Sundheim's bad manners shocked him.

A fat manin hisshirt deeves sat a one of the tables. He looked up, frowning, then smiled when
he saw Sundheim. "Ah, Mr. Sundheim! How are you! Long time no see.”

"Fine, thanks, Tony. We don't want to est. We just want a bottle of Chianti. Good Chianti."

"Sure. Plenty of good Chianti. Y ou gt in the corner.”

Reade sad diffidently, "I wouldn't mind asandwich. I'm alittle hungry.”

"Oh, sure. Have ameal. Got any good steaks, Tony? Really good, like you used to do ‘em? Can
we havetwo?"

Reade asked, "Y ou're egting too?"

"Sure”

"After that enormous med ?'

"That wasfour hoursago.”

Sundheim threw his hat and coat on another table, then jerked out achair and dropped into it.

Reade said, "Y ou seem to fed better now."

"Better? Oh, yeah. I'm improving. Tony, can we have that wine right away?'

Watching him as he snapped his fingers across the restaurant, Reade thought: Heisaman with
severd persondities. All false.

Suddenly, looking at Sundheim, he remembered the paintings of VIadimir Weyssenhoff and the
waxen face on the pillow. An obscure rage seized him, a violent impatience with Sundheim. He looked at
hiswatch and said, "I mustin't belong. | want to catch that trainin an hour.”

Sundheim said protestingly, "I thought we'd had that one out? | thought you'd agreed to stay?"

Suddenly Reade knew what he had to say; it cameto the surface with a directness that made it
natural to expressit. Helooked across at Sundheim, holding his eyeswith hisown, and said, "L ook, you
behave asif you have some sort of claim on me, athough | hardly know you and you hardly know me.
So there's something we ought to get clear at this stage. The fact that we're both interested in Blake
doesn't redly give us anything in common. Y ou're intelligent enough, but you don't even begin to
understand what Blakeisdl about. Because you're lazy and utterly spoiled.”

He stopped speaking to see what effect he had had. Strangely enough, Sundheim was listening
gravely and carefully, asif the words did not concern him. Reade redlized suddenly that psychiatrists had
probably spoken to him like this, and he was listening with the kind of attention he would have given
them. Thissilencewas disarming.

Reade sat back in hischair and said, "I want to get back home because my work liesthere.
That's something that gives me ared feding of satisfaction. Sitting here with you doesn't give me anything
a dl. Itsawagte of my time."

Sundheim il said nothing. The Itdian brought the wine to the table; Sundheim smply nodded
and took the bottle. He poured himsdlf alittle wine, then poured some into Reade's glass.

Reade said, "1 don't want to be brutal about this. Last night | came to see you to talk about your
father, and you behaved very reasonably. Tonight you seem to be playing some kind of a part, and
expecting meto accept it passively. Wdll, | don't want to. It doesn't interest me. | don't like undisciplined
people who wallow in sdf-pity, and | try to avoid them, because they're timewasters. Y ou are now
wasting my time, and | don't proposeto have it wasted.”

Sundheim was looking down at his glass, but made no attempt to lift it. When he spoke, hisvoice
had lost the heavy American accent with which he had spoken to the waiter; it was the voice with which
he had spoken the night before. He said, "'l suppose I'm bound to waste your time -- or anybody else's. |



don't really have much to offer anybody, do |?"

Reade recognized the lapse into anew role of self-pity. Heinterrupted. "I don't know what you
haveto offer. Y ou seem to have areasonable mind. Why don't you try using it?"

Sundheim looked up; he said with akind of anger, "For what? What am | supposed to do with
it? All right, so | talked to you about Blake last night. But where does that get me? It'sjust words. They
may not be words for you, but they arefor me."

Reade cut in. "Y ou're evading theissue. Y ou know aswell as| do that you drift with thetide.
What do you do with yoursdlf all day long in that place?1 can guess. Y ou spend most of your timefeeling
bored and wondering how to get rid of it. Y ou waste whole days trying to get rid of your boredom,
wishing it would go away."

Sundhem said, "Don't you?'

"No."

The proprietor came back with two large steaks. He said, "Y ou don't drink your wine. Anything
wrong with it?"

"No, thanks, Tony, it'sfine. Wewere just talking."

"Y ou like anything el se? Some fried potatoes? Some sdad?’

"No, thanks, Tony, just this."

Sundheim took adrink of hiswine, then said, "Y ou really seemto haveit in for me. What havel
doneto deserveit?'

Reade sad, through amouth full of steak, "Y ou'retrying to waste my time."

"But I'm not," Sundheim said. "l agreeI'd like to learn something from you. And since | haven't
much timeto offer, it's bound to waste some of your time."

"That'sinevitable. Y ou're wasting your own time. Y ou're wasting your own life. How can you
avoid wagting mine?'

As soon as Sundheim began to eet, he seemed to find anew vitdity. Again Reade watched with
fascination as Sundhelm began cutting huge dices of the steak and ramming them into his mouth. The act
of eating and drinking seemed to arouse in Sundheim amachine-like energy; he chewed like ahungry
tiger. Reade had the feding that Sundheim probably alowed himsdf to make low growling noiseswhen
he ate done. He did not speak while he ate; smply concentrated totaly on thefood. Hedsofilled his
tumbler twice with Chianti, and each time drained it without lowering the glass. Reade thought: Thereis
something significant in this. A psychiatrist could probably tell mewhat it means.

Sundheim finished the steak in afew minutes. Then he pushed away the plate and sat back in his
chair. He seemed to have gained anew confidence, and aso anew seriousness. He said, "L ook, let me
try to explain something to you. Look at me. Y ou can see how big | am. | weigh over two hundred and
twenty pounds -- Sixteen stone. And alot of it ismuscle. And | get lots of energy from my mother.
Frankly, she was a nymphomaniac when she was younger. Do you understand what al thismeans? Y ou
look fairly strong and athletic, but | bet you don't weigh a hundred and fifty pounds. | carry over two
hundred pounds of hedlthy muscle and plenty of energy. | like sport. I'm good at skiing and climbing
mountains. But | aso inherited acertain amount of brain from my father and hisfather. So I'min astrange
position. Do you understand what it meansto have al this physical energy?”

"l can understand it could be difficult.”

"Youredamnright it'sdifficult. What am | supposed to do withit dl? Tell methat?"

Reade said with interest, "That's a problem that never struck me."

"Let metell you something else. At the end of one of your books, you have atremendous
sentence: 'Civilization cannot survive without new men." Y ou remember? Well, | read that ten years ago,
when | wasin my early twenties, and it rang abell. | guess you must have had peopletell you this before.
Y ou write about new men, and how they find it difficult to survivein aworld that's not yet ready for them.
Widll, I've dways believed | was one of the new men. Before | read your book. Did you ever read about
Leopold and Loeb?’

Reade shook his head, chewing the steak.

"They were a couple of college students who thought they were supermen and killed aboy to



proveit. Everybody said they were crazy. But | understood them as soon as | read about the case.
These are your new men, and they don't know what to do with themselves. They've got energy and
nothing to dowithit."

Reade said, "Committing murder is hardly asolution.”

"Okay, it'snot. But isit any worse than doing nothing at al?’

"Of course -- from the point of view of the victim."

"Sure. It'snot ethica to murder. I'm not sayingitis. All I'm saying is-- what's dl thistak about
wasting time? What am | supposed to do? Can you tell me? Go climbing mountains?'

"There are worse ways of getting rid of energy. | do it mysdlf for exercise.”

Sundheim emptied the last of the Chianti into hisglass, and drained it.

"All right. All right. But you don't seewhat I'm trying to say. Y ou're okay. Y ou've got the
temperament of ascholar, and you live on your own and write books. Y ou don't have anything to do
with civilization. Y ou've been in London afew days and you can't wait to get back home. But how about
the people who can't write books -- people there's no outlet for in this civilization? What about your new
men who don't know what to do?

Reade emptied hiswineglass. "'l think you misunderstand what | mean by new men. The new men
| speak of don't exist yet.”

Sundheim made an impatient gesture. "Oh, sure. | know they don't exist. But they're starting to
exist. And whether they likeit or not, they're rebels. They don't like the world the way it is. They want to
dart tearing things apart.”

"Would thet help?'

"Maybe not. It doesn't help an animal to cry whenit'sin pain. But it doesit.” He picked up the
Chianti bottle, held it up to thelight, then set it down with disgust. He said, " Shall we have another?"

"I'd rather not."

"Whet time doesyour train go?"

Reade sad, "Midnight. But I'll catch the morning train instead.”

Sundhem amiled. "Thanks."

"But let'sleave this place.

Upstairs, Sundheim paid for the med by check. When they went outside, it had started to rain
agan.

"Whered you want to go now?"

Reade said, "L et's go somewhere where we can talk.”

"Okay. Climbin."

He droveto the end of the street, turned Ieft by the church of St. Martin's, then cut through to
Kingsway.

"Where are we going?'

"Oh, to aplace | know." He turned into Fleet Street.

"Weé're going to the East End?’

Sundheim glanced a him. "Y es. Why?"

"Oh, for no reason. Do you know it?"

"Farly well. | usedto livethere.

Asthey passed St. Paul's, Sundheim asked suddenly, "Would you say I'm the suicida type?”

"y es"

Sundheim gave agrunt of laughter. Y ou're damned right. That's something | got from my father.
And hisfather."

"Did they commit suicide?"

Sundheim hesitated, then said, 'Y eah.”

It was clearly aquestion he would have preferred to ignore.

Reade sad, "'l didn't redize your father committed suicide.”

"Wadll. . . hedidn't, exactly. But he was adepressive. And | think he suffered from some disease.”

"A disease? What disease?"



Sundheim said vaguely, "I don't know. Something to do with the brain. | sometimesthink the old
man contracted syphilis, or something, and had acure.”

"Redlly? Have you any reason for thinking so?"

"No. Only some hint my mother once dropped when she was pretty angry. See, when | get tired,
something in the back of my head goes dead -- asif it had blown afuse. It goeskind of blank. It'slike
when your arm goes dead because you dept on it -- only it'sin the brain.”

"Doesit happen often?"

"It happened when you came thisevening. | find that eating and drinking bringsit back. It setsup
akind of pressurein my head, and the deadness goes. | think the old man got syphilis, and it affected his
brain, then he had a cure, but passed some of it onto me."

"But what reason have you for thinking that? Y our father doesn't sound the type who'd go with a
prodtitute.”

"Y ou don't know him. He used to go wild sometimes. And why'd you think he married my
mother? She waan't histype. He came from afamily of ministers. She needed men al thetime. | think
that waswhy they split up.”

"How do you know dl this?'

"How do | know? | had to live with her for ten years. In that time she must've had fifty lovers.
When | was eight years old, | once went into her bedroom when father was away on atrip. Shewasin
bed with the nigger chauffeur and shouting, 'Giveit to me, giveit to me." She once said shedd liketo bea
millionairess o she could keep a harem of men. She needed sex like afish needs water.”

Reade sad, "Y our family al seem to have violent gppetites.”

Sundheim grinned. "Y ou can say that again.”

They had driven through the city and into Aldgate.

Reade said anxioudly, "I don't want to stay out too late. I'd like to get agood night's deep.”

"Don't worry. Well be back early. Tell me something. Do you think | ought to go and live on this
idand off Brazil?"

"What idand?'

"Y ou know, the one my father bought, Santa Manudla.”

" didn't realize held actudly bought it."

"Ohyes. Off the Brazilian government, for aquarter of amillion dollars. The monastery would
have cost him another quarter of amillion.”

"Have you been there?'

"No, I've never seenit. I'mtold it's pleasant in winter. Only afew fishermen livethere.”

"And why have you never been there?'

"Why? Because |'ve ways been afraid it'd drive me crazy. What would therebetodoina
placelike that?"

"Y ou don't know if you haven't been."

"Anyway, what's the use of running away?"

Reade said, "Perhaps you wouldn't be running away. Y ou're running away herein London."

They had turned off the East India Dock Road. Above the houses on the right, he could see the
outline of ships. They were driving along a cobbled road, with arailway line running along one side of it.
Sundheim dowed and turned into a deserted street. The houses were joined together in one block, with
no breaks. The pavement was no more than afoot wide. The street appeared to end in awall, but when
they reached it, Reade saw that anarrow lane ran off on theright. Thiswas unlighted. The headlights
showed an unpaved road, just wide enough for the car. Therain had filled its hollows with water. A
building on the left seemed to be some kind of factory. When this came to an end, there was awooden
fence. On the right, there seemed to be an open space; behind it, againgt the pale sky, he could seethe
outlines of cranes.

Sundheim stopped the car a the end of the lane. There was arailway embankment in front of
them. Somewhere away to theright, alight was burning.

"Herewe are. I'd better lock the car. Thisisabad neighborhood.”



Therain that wasfaling steadily was dmost afine mist. When Sundheim turned off the car
headlights, they were in tota darkness. For amoment Reade felt nervous; then he suppressed it.
Sundheim was swesaring softly in the darkness, apparently having trouble locking the car. There wasno
other sound but the distant hooting of tugs on the river, and the sound of atrain shunting.

Sundheim took hiselbow. "Walk carefully. Thisway."

A building emerged out of the darkness.

Sundheim said, "Incidentaly, they know me as Frazer here. Don't mention my red name.”

"That'sdl very mysterious”

"It'sardic of the dayswhen my mother was dive. She once had me followed by aprivate
Oetective."

They turned into ayard. On the other Sde of it, there was along wooden building, like an army
canteen, with alight burning over its door. Just outside and to the right was a concrete wdl with agapin
it; from the smdll that emerged, it was obvioudy apublic lavatory.

Sundheim opened the door of the wooden building. They went into along room that smelled of
cigarette smoke and stale beer. There were about a dozen men sitting at various tables, many of them
dressed in overdls or in workmen's jackets with lesther shoulder pads. Two girlswho were obviousy
tarts were Stting near the door; they looked a Reade and Sundheim with interest asthey camein. A little
man carrying atrayful of glasses paused to say, "Why, if it isn't Mr. Frazer! 'Ow areyou, Sr?"

"Okay, thank you, Bert."

"Well, thisisasurprise! What can | do for you gentlemen?’

Sundheim said, "Rum, | think." He said to Reade, "The rum hereisvery good. | can't recommend
the beer or whiskey. Will youtry it?"

"Jug alittle, please.”

They sat a atable near the bar. The two women had turned in their chairsto look at them.

Reade asked, "What isthis place?"

"A sort of club. A lot of foreign sailors use it. And the dockers who work nights.”

Reade found the place without charm. It had obvioudy been a caf é or canteen at sometime, and
the smell of badly cooked cabbage and greasy mutton seemed to linger. On the walls there were a great
many calendar photographs of hude and semi-nude women. The one nearest to them showed agirl with
pendul ous breasts and purple and yelow striped panties; she was winking and beckoning with her finger.

The barman came over to their table. He was carrying two glasses and had a bottle of rum under
hisarm. It had no label onit. He pulled out the cork and poured two large ones.

"Thanks, Bert. Have one yoursdf.”

"Thank you, sr." He leaned forward across the table and jerked his head in the direction of the
two women. "Watch them. The red'ead's a copper's nark."

When he returned to the bar, Reade asked, "Why did hetell usthat? Does he think we're doing
somethingillegd?'

Sundheim said casudly, "He'sjust being friendly. Y our hedth.”

The rum was dmost black in color and smelled of treacle. Reade took alarge mouthful and
swallowed it quickly. It made his eyeswater. Sundheim drank hisasif it were water, and poured more
from the bottle.

His mood seemed to have changed again. He had become more taciturn. Reade noticed that his
nostrils were now flared dightly, like those of ahorse. His eyelids also seemed to droop lower, but the
effect was not to make him look tired, but to give him an air of watchfulness, of concentration. Reade
wondered if it could be the effect of the rum. It had made his own eydlidsfed heavy, but also produced a
strange and coarse sense of well-being. When he looked at the picture of the girl in the striped panties, it
no longer seemed entirely cheap and vulgar; it produced the sametingling in the loinsthat Sheilahad
produced two nights before.

Sundheim lit a cigarette and breathed the smoke out dowly through his nogtrils. He said, "What
do you think of this place?"

"It's. . . srangeto me. Do you likeit?"



"Uhhuh."

A big Alsatian dog came out from behind the counter and came to sniff near their table. Reade
put out his hand and patted its head.

Sundheim said, "We used to have an Alsatian like that.”

"Youlikeanimas?'

"Uh huh. | killedit."

"Youwhat?' Reade said. He heard the note of shock in hisvoice, and wondered if it wasthe rum
that produced this strange sense of being detached from himsdif.

Sundheim leaned forward, his elbows on the table, and said dowly and serioudy, "1t waswhen |
was fifteen. We used to have this Alsatian called Robber, and | used to play with him -- sometimesroll
around on the floor wrestling. Wéll, one day we were wrestling and he nipped my forearm. . . just here,
I've dill got alittle scar. | had my hands on histhroat, and suddenly | couldn't stop choking him. It wasn't
that | wasangry. | just couldn't et go. | had to go on until I'd killed him."

"But why?'

"Why? For the same reason he nipped me, | suppose. | couldn't hold back any longer."

"Wereyou sorry afterward?'

"Oh, yeah. | wasfond of him. | cried when | buried him. But that was different.”

One of the two women came past them. She went to the juke box that stood in the corner and
dropped acoin in. The noise was deafening. Sundheim turned and scowled at her. She smiled, and came
over. Hesad, "Can't you turn it down?"

"If youlike"

She went back to the juke box and lowered the volume. A moment later she came back and
nodded at the rum bottle. "Got any to spare?"

"Sure. Help yoursdlf."

Shewalked off down the room, moving with arolling motion of heavy buttocks. A hem of pink
dip showed below her skirt.

Sundheim said with irritation, "These bitches can't let you dlone. They awayswant to butt in. . .
Ohno!"

The woman was returning with her glass, followed by the red-headed girl.

Reade said quickly, "Don't be unpleasant to them. We can aways|eave."

"Why should we?'

Thetwo women came and sat &t the table, placing their empty glassesin front of them. The
dark-haired one picked up the bottle and poured two large helpings. She signaled to the barman. "Got a
Coke?'

Reade looked at them with curiosity. The dark-haired girl had aheavy Negroid cast of face. Her
eyeslooked tired and swollen and she had a bruise on her cheek. The red-headed girl had athin, tired
face. She was smoking acigarette in amanner that suggested utter boredom. Reade glanced nervoudy at
Sundheim, whose face had become expressionless. He was looking at the bruise on the girl's cheek.

She asked, "What are your names?"

"I'm George Frazer. Thisis Sdney Reade."

Reade found the situation uncomfortable. He took another gulp of the rum, and regretted it. He
sad, "Would you mind if | had alittle of your Coca-Cola?"

"Go ahead.”

The red-headed girl looked at him curioudy. "Y ou a schoolteacher?!

"Inaway. Why?'

"Y ou sound like one.”

Looking at her tired face, he fdt asurge of pity.

Shesad, "You two dummin’ or something?'

Sundheim ignored the question, athough it was addressed to him.

Reade said, "Not exactly. George used to live here."

"Whereabouts?'



Sundheim looked at her coldly. His mouth gave asarcagtic twitch. He said, ™Y ou wouldn't
know."

The door behind them opened. The women looked around as two Negroes came in. One of
them was even bigger than Sundheim, and had to stoop to enter. They were both drunk. The big one said
inaloud voice, "Man, but it'sraining!"

Sundheim said, flatly but audibly, "Who the hell cares?'

They cameto the bar, and both of them eyed the women with the open curiosity of drunks. The
small one grinned at the redhead and winked. She turned away. A moment later Reade saw the
black-haired girl ook away indignantly. He turned around and saw that the big Negro was grinning & her
and making obvious and gross movements of sexud intercourse with his pavis. Sundhem adso turned in
his chair; something in the downess of his movement made Reade think of the snakein the glass cage. He
looked at the Negroes, hisarm over the back of the chair. The big Negro's smile faded, and he turned
away. Sundheim stared at them for severd moments longer, then turned back. He said audibly, "Bastard
nigge’s”

Reade said nervoudy, "They're drunk. It's not worth bothering about.” He did not like the
expression on Sundheim'sface. The eyeswere cold and vicious, and yet therewas an air of tension,
amog of excitement, in him.

The redhead said, "Y ou two want to stay here?’

Sundheim smiled. "What do you suggest?'

"My placeisn't far away.”

"Let'shave another drink firgt."

Sundheim picked up the rum bottle and divided the remainder among the four glasses. He picked
up hisown glassand emptied it inalong pull.

Thedark-haired girl said admiringly, Y ou like rum!"

He grinned at her and reached over the table. Hisfingers amost touched the bruise, then drew
back. He raised the arm and waved toward the bar. "Another bottle, Bert." Reade was puzzled.
Sundheim seemed to have become suddenly drunker.

The Negroes were now sitting at atable on the other side of the room; the big one was watching
them out of the corner of hiseye.

The bartender brought another full bottle over and pulled out the cork. Sundheim reached into his
back pocket and took out awallet. He fumbled clumsily inside and pulled out awad of five-pound notes.
The eyes of both girlswidened; there was obvioudy over a hundred pounds there. Sundheim peeled off a
note and gave it to the bartender. Reade glanced across a the Negroes and saw them both looking
quickly away. Hewas beginning to fed distinctly worried. It was too obvious that Sundheim wasless
drunk than he was pretending, and that he wanted to provoke trouble.

The dark-haired girl said, "Let'sgo and drink thisat Mabel's place.”

"That depends how far it is,” Sundheim said. He stood up, and the girls started to rise. He placed
ahand on the shoulder of each. "Y ou can't come where I'm going, ladies.”

Hewaked out dowly.

The dark-haired girl said, "He's had abasin full from the look of him."

The big Negro asked loudly, "Whered you keep the can here, mister?”

"Outsgde and on theright," the barman said.

Both the Negroes stood up, and the small one looked at Reade as he did so; he was smiling
dightly. With sudden sharp certitude Reade smelled physica violence. His ssomach lurched sickly. As
they reached the door, he stood up and followed them.

Oneof thegirlssaid, "Bert, lend him the smacker."

The bartender bent behind the counter and came up a moment later with ashort length of iron
tubing bound with insulating tape. Reade shook his head and hurried out. He blundered through the door,
and immediately cannoned into someone. A moment later he recognized the small Negro. The man said,
"Close that door and mind your own business." His breath smelled strongly of acohal.

Reade tried to push him aside and then felt ayellow flash of pain between hislegs. At the same



time the Negro brought up both hands and caught him under the chin. He reeled backward and fell
againg thewadl. He heard the little man rushing away, and someone shouted from ingde the lavatory.
Then, ashe sat there, he heard the sound of alaugh. It was obvioudy Sundheim's voice. He staggered to
hisfeet, his hands clutching his crotch, suppressing the desire to vomit. The little Negro had goneinto the
urindl.

Reade cdled, "George.”

It was dark ingde the urina, but the light from behind him showed a pair of feet sicking toward
the door. At firgt he thought they were fighting; he could hear the sounds of blows and heavy breathing.
Then he saw that Sundheim had the little Negro pinned againgt the wall with hisleft hand and his knee
and was hitting him in the ssomach with tremendous short arm jabs. The Negro was making no sound at
al. The shape of the big Negro lay on thefloor, hishead in the gutter.

Reade said, "Be careful. Youll kill him.”

Sundheim said savagely, "'l hope so0. The bastards wanted to kill me."

He pulled the Negro forward with hisleft hand, then dammed his head back againgt thewall.
Then he threw him away from him. The man landed in aheap on the far sde of the urind.

Sundheim said harshly, " Get back in there, Damon. | can dedl with this"

Reade grabbed hisarm. He said, "Come on, George. Y ou've done enough damage.”

"I'll damage the bastards. Help me get them outside.” He grabbed the big Negro by hisfeet and
dragged him through the door. Reade tried to raise the small Negro, but the pain in his crotch made it
impossible. He went outside. Sundheim had dragged the man across the yard and | eft him on the far side.
Hesaid, "Where'sthe other?'

"l can't lift him. He haf ruptured me."

"Did he?' Sundheim said menacingly.

Reade said, "For God's sake, don't hit him any more. Y ou'll bein court for mandaughter.”

Sundheim dragged the smal Negro out and threw him into the shadows with the other one. He
sad, "They can deegp theretill morning. Come on.”

Reade followed him back insde. The room seemed shockingly normal. None of the men playing
cardslooked up. Only the bartender was standing close to the door, his hand in his pocket; Reade
guessed it contained the smacker. Sundheim was bresthing heavily as he marched back to his seat. He
picked up afull tumbler of rum and half emptied it. Reade followed more dowly.

The red-headed girl said, "What happened?’

"Nothing much," Sundhem said.

Reade was astonished by his cam. His hand was not even shaking as he held the glass. He
suddenly felt sick and weak, and the pain between histhighs had spread across hislower belly. He sat
down heavily and picked up hisglass. He drained it without lowering it, in spite of the burning of the
liquid in histhroat. When he set it down, he felt better. The achein hisloins no longer seemed important.

Sundheim asked, "Did you get hurt?'

"He used hisknee."

The redhead said, "Y ou been fighting? | knew that'd 'appen. As soon ashe let 'em see his
wadlet."

"It was nothing,” Sundheim said. He seemed unnaturaly calm ashelit acigarette.

The dark-haired girl said admiringly, "It'sagood thing you can take care of yourself."

The bartender asked nervoudy, "Where are they?'

"They went home," Sundheim said.

The dark-haired girl said, "How about us doing the same?"

Sundheim looked back at her without answering. She asked doubtfully, "Where arethey redly?"

"Adeep. Want to come and see?'

"Both of 'em?"’

He nodded and stood up. The red-headed girl started to rise too, but Sundheim placed his hand
on her shoulder. "We shan't be amoment. Y ou talk to Sidney."

Shewatched Sundheim and the girl go out. Shesaid, "I hopethey'll bedl right. Are you okay?



Youlook sick."

"Il bedl right.”

"Come on back to my place and I'll make you some coffee.”

"l don't think we'd better."

Shelit another cigarette. "What's your friend do?'

"Nothing. He has some kind of a private income. Helivesin Kensington.”

She looked at him oddly. "Are you sure?!

Her manner puzzled him.

"Well, yes, of courseI'm sure. Why?"

"Oh, nothing. | dwaysthought he lived over thisway somewhere."

"Y ou know him then?'

"Only by sght. I've seen him round our way."

"Wherésthat?'

"Piggott Street -- Tower 'amlets.”

"Heused to livein the East End afew years ago. He doesn't now."

She sad, shrugging, "Oh well, prapsyou're right. But 1've seen him more recently than that. He's
afunny sort.”

He asked, "Do you think he sill keeps aplace in the East End?”

"l dunno. | wouldn't be surprised. I've seen ‘im around. . . Where you going?'

"Excuseme. . . | think I'd better ssewhereheis.”

"What you worried about? They'll be back when they're ready. HE's got a car, 'asn't he?”

"Yes"

"Well -- hemight not like bein' interrupted.”

" think I'd better ook al the same.”

He hurried away to avoid further objections, aware that she was staring after him. Thepainin his
lower abdomen suddenly became sharp. He stopped outside the door and leaned back against the wall.
Thedrizzle on hisfacefdt refreshing. Thelight above the door was not astrong one; it illuminated only a
small part of the yard. Hewalked asfar asthe urind, and caled, "George." From over on his|eft,
someone groaned. As he stood listening, he heard the distant sound of a car door damming. He waked
into the darkness, his hands stretched out in front of him. His knees encountered something, and he
stumbled; at the sametime avoice said, "Oh, man." He turned and peered into the darkness; by the light
from the door, he could see the big Negro on his hands and knees, crawling toward the gate. He said,
"Can | hdpyou?'

The Negro groaned, and went on crawling. Reade hesitated, then decided to go on. He groped
hisway through the gateway and walked through a puddle of water that ran into his shoes. He called,
"George, are you there?' His eyes were becoming accustomed to the darkness and he could see the
outline of the car. The muffled sound of awoman's voice came to him. He turned and went back toward
the club, fedling awkward and undecided. Before he reached the gate, there was the sound of the car
door opening. He looked around and saw the girl outlined for amoment againgt theinterior light of the
car; her dresswas around her waist and her thighs showed whitely. Then the door dammed and the light
went out; she was running through the darkness toward him, her feet obvioudy bare on the wet road. A
moment later sheran into him, and he held her for amoment to soften the impact.

Shesad dilly, "Chrigt, who'sthat?'

"It'sonly me. Areyou dl right?"

She recognized hisvoice. "Where's Ruth? My God, that bloody friend of yours. He's amadman.
Keep himoff me. . ."

"Whdt isit?"

Shepulled away from him. "Hell end upinjail or theloony bin. . ."

He heard her gasp as she sscumbled over the Negro. At the same moment the engine of the car
started up. He ran over to it and pulled at the handle of the door; it was locked. He called, "It'sme.”

Therewas aclicking noise as the door unlocked. Sundheim said out the window, "Get in the



back."

As he sat down heavily on the seet, he felt something under him. Groping, hefelt apair of shoes
and aslk garment, obvioudy panties. He lowered the window and dropped them out quickly asthe car
started forward. Sundheim turned right onto an open space, reversed smartly, then accel erated forward
past the gateway. In the headlights, Reade got a glimpse of the Negro now supporting himsalf againgt the
wall. The car surged forward and made aturn into the roadway that flung Reade across the sedt.

Sundheim's voice said out of the darkness, " Stupid bitch. | didn't want to hurt her."

Reade closed his eyes and experienced a strange sensation of lightness, asif hisbody had
become a balloon.

Sundheim said, "'Can you drive?'

"Yes why?"

Sundheim pulled into the side of the road. " Then you drive. I'm drunk.”

"I'd rather not, if you don't mind. | feel drunk too."

A policeman turned the corner and walked toward them. Sundheim cursed softly, and put the car
into gear.

Reade said, "Let's leave the car here and take ataxi. There's one over there.”

"No. I'll bedl right."

Reade closed his eyes again asthe car turned into the main road. They drove dowly over the
cobbles. Sundheim said, in asingsong voice, "God, am | high. . ." He suddenly began to sing:

"I traveled through a land of men

A land of men and women too

And heard and saw such dreadful things
As cold earth wanderers never knew."

He hdf turned to Reade. "Y ou know that?'
"I know the poem, not the setting.”
"Doyou know this

"The roaring fire ran o'er the heav'ns

In whirlwinds and cataracts of blood,
And o'er the dark deserts of Urizen
Fires pour through the void on all sides
On Urizen's self-begotten armies. . ."

Reade interrupted him to say, "Y ou certainly know your Blake."

"My old man used to give mefive dollarsfor every page | learned by heart. | got him to buy me
my first car by learning the whole of 'Jerusdlem’ by heart.”

"Thewhole of it? How long did that take?"

"About two months. He bet me I'd never do it. He never thought he'd have to buy that car."

They had turned into anarrower street. A moment later Sundheim stopped the car.

Reade asked, "Where are we?"'

"Thisisasfar aswego tonight.”

They had stopped beside two large wooden doors. The street ahead waslit by only onelamp
and was deserted. There was a hooting of tugs from theriver. Sundheim fumbled in the glove
compartment, then got out of the car. He approached the doors and inserted a key into an enormous
lock. Then he siwung back the two doors and came back to the car. He started the engine again and
swung the Daimler into alarge shedlike building.

Reade opened the door and smelled the sickly odor of dead meat. He said, "What is this place?’

"What it smdllslike. A daughterhouse.”

"Do you live somewhere neaxr?"

"Right up above." Sundheim pointed. "That's my flat. Help me close these doors.”



Reade felt too drunk and tried to object; he wanted to lie down and deep on the ground.
Sundhelm closed and locked the doors again. Then heinserted a'Y de key into another door afew yards
away. Hekicked it open. "After you," he said.

Reade climbed the flight of uncarpeted stairs; the blood smell was still perceptible there and
made him fed dightly sck. Thetiredness now pressed on him so heavily that he found it difficult to think.
He opened adoor at the top of the stairs and groped for alight switch. There was alarge settee against
the opposite wall; he crossed to it and sat down heavily.

Sundheim came dowly up the stairs, swaying as hewaked. He said vaguely, "Wishwe had a
drink. Left the rum there”

"Don't you think we've had enough?*

"I'm thirsty. Need adrink."

He was breathing heavily. The big room was cold and smelled damp. Reade looked at hiswatch,
it wastwo-thirty. He said, "Have you got atelephone? | ought to ring Kit Butler in case he'swaiting up
for me"

"No. Never had oneingtdled. 'Scuse me."

He disappeared through a door at the far side of the room. Reade stood up and walked over to
the mantel piece, trying to concentrate his attention on the room. The furniture was old and the carpet on
the floor was badly worn in places. On the shelf there was a photograph of Sundheim standing with his
arm around a short middle-aged woman. She wore horn-rimmed spectacl es with butterfly frames, they
were completely unsuited to her face, which wastoo fat and had asmdll, tight mouth.

In an acove on the other Sde of the room, there were glass doors; Reade crossed to them and
turned the key. When he pushed them open, he found himself looking out over anarrow concrete
verandaonto theriver.

He heard the lavatory flush; Sundheim came out and staggered against the doorjamb, then
recovered himself. He pointed at Reade accusingly. ™Y our friend can't be expecting you back. He
thought you were catching atrain.”

"It wasn't certain. | said I'd ring him from the station if | decided to catchit.”

Sundheim went to a cupboard in the corner and pulled it open. He said, "Wall, | can offer you a
little whiskey, or some vodka."

"Neither for me, thanks. I'm not used to drinking."

"Neither am 1. Neither am|."

Sundheim poured whiskey into atumbler, and sat down in the armchair with abump. He sniffed
theliquor, then drank it down. He pulled awry face, asif taking medicine. He said dowly, hisvoice
durred, "Y ou now see Sundheim in the third stage of degeneration. He's back to the womb stage.”

"Don't you think you ought to get some degp?’

"Come and st down. | wannatalk to you."

Reade sat in the armchair opposite. The night air had made his head fed clearer, the painin his
groin had gone, and some obscure urge of will power was now working to fight off the effect of the
drink. Sundheim was al so making an obvious effort to concentrate his attention, but he seemed
unsuccessful. He said, "'l like you, Damon. Y ou know that, don't you?'

"Thank you."

"Don't thank me. | said | like you. D'you know why? 'Cause you're agen'leman. Don't mind if my
speeshisalittle durred, ‘cause | know what I'm trying to say. I'm going to deep in amoment, but | want
to tell you something first. That isthat you're agen'leman. Do you know what | mean?"

"I'm glad to hear it," Reade said.

"Yes, well, som 1. You'regentle, see. A. Gentle. Man. See?'

Reade nodded.

"l want to ask you something, Damon. | don't want you to judge me on what you've seen
tonight.”

"Of coursenot.”

"It'snot of course. Y ou cameto judge me, didn't you?'



For amoment Reade did not take it in. Then he said, "Why do you say that?"

"Don't give methat horse shit. Y ou came dong to judge me. Didn't you?'

"Perhaps," Reade said.

"Course you did. Well, have you judged?!

Looking at him, Reade thought: Isthisthe point where he tries to attack me? He felt no fear,
knowing that he would be amatch for Sundheim in his present state. Then, seeing Sundheim's eyes
wandering back to the whiskey bottle, he knew there would be no attack, and felt momentarily ashamed.
Sundheim reached out, took the bottle, and poured dl its remaining contentsinto his glass.

Reade said, "I wish you wouldn't. Come on, put it back."

Sundheim grinned & him. "Why?'

"Y ou can't drink whiskey on top of rum and Chianti and champagne and brandy. Y ou'll kill
yoursdf."

Sundheim said, "Oh, no, | shan't." But he replaced the glassin the cupboard, spilling some of the
whiskey ashedid so. He said, "It's nice of you to worry about my hedlth, though.” He hunched himself
into the chair, asif about to fal adeep, then Stretched hislegs and readjusted himsdlf in an upright
position. "Y ou see, you mustn't judge me. Because you know my trouble? I've got too much body. All
this. . ." He snatched a himsdf with hishands, asif scratching.

"You see" hesad, "you're okay. But what about me? My family have got too much body. Have
you seen the picture of my mother? It's up there. She had too much body. She wasinterested in al kinds
of things-- Chrigtian Science and Madame Blavatsky and this whatsisname man, you know, with the
enemas, not enemas, engrams. She did al that. But you know what she redlly needed? She needed a
gorilla, or abig bastard like that nigger tonight, to lie on top of her and screw hell out of her for ten hours
aday. See, I'm not trying to concea anything. And my father was the same. | don't know much about his
sex life, but he had plenty dl right. He used to talk about the mortification of the flesh. But wha's the good
of mortifying it? Got to satidfy it.”

He dlowed his head to fal against the back of the chair, and stared into space. Then he said,
"Oh, what the hell. | need to deep. . ." He stood up dowly, yawning. He said, "Come on and get some
blankets. Y ou can use the settee.”

Reade followed him into a bedroom. It was occupied amost entirely by an enormous bed that
stretched completely against onewall. It appeared to have been made by joining together two or three
divan beds.

Reade said, "That's the biggest bed I've ever seen.”

Sundheim pulled back the corner of the counterpane that stretched over it and heaved off some
of the blankets underneath. They appeared to be the ordinary size. He said, "It'sagood bed. That bed
has seen some action. It'smy orgy couch. Had as many as six peopleinit. Ever had an orgy?'

Reade was not sure whether he wasjoking. "No."

"You should try it. Y ou might enjoy it. I'll arrange oneif you like."

"Well talk about it later,” Reade said.

"Sure. Pity we didn't bring those girls back. Still, I couldn't trust the redhead.” He dumped the
blankets in Reade's arms, then added an eiderdown out of awardrobe. He said, "'l've got to deep, and
you've got to catch atrain. Pity. I'd liketo talk to you. Y ou mustn't judge me by tonight.”

"No, | won't."

Reade started to go out of the door. Sundheim placed ahand on hisarm. "Just |€ me explain
what | mean. My mother used to deep with the chauffeur -- big Japanese bastard. . ."

"| thought you said he was aNegro?'

"No, thiswas another, Japanese. When | was sixteen. And she told me they'd asked her to give
the prizesin the Sunday school because she gave the biggest donation. And | said, 'Momma, explain one
thing to me, how you can give prizes at a Sunday school when you're deeping with the chauffeur." Know
what she said? She said, 'Son, what you do in bed's got nothing to do with what you do out of it.' |
awaysremembered that."

Reade said, "Sex isaworld of itsown.”



"Yeah. Sexisaworld of itsown. Who said that?"

"l did."

"It'strue. Sex has got nothing to do with anything dse. . ." He yawned. ™Y ou go and deep. Put
thelights out. The John's on the right there. See you tomorrow. Good night.”

Reade made up the bed on the settee, using cushions as pillows. It was abig settee, but
old-fashioned and uncomfortable. He removed his shirt and trousers and switched off the light. When he
lay down, the smdll of the settee reminded him of the front room of an aunt who had died when hewasa
child. Helay awake, staring a the ceiling. Thelight of aboat passing aong the river made the shape of
the window frame move dong it. He wastrying hard to focus something, something that euded him. It
had to do with the flash of the girl's bare thighs as she jumped out of the car. But the drink blurred his
intuitions; he could not bring into focus the feding of identification with Sundheim that tried to push
through his consciousness. The smell of the settee made him remember his. aunt, then his mother. Almost
immediately he was adeep.

He woke once in the night, hearing a door open. For amoment he could not recollect where he
was. Sundheim went into the lavatory and urinated with the door open, then he returned to bed without
flushing the toilet. When Sundheim's door closed, Reade immediately fdll adeep again.

He woke up to morning sounds and sunlight danting across the room. It was like waking from a
bad dream and finding that it till goes on. His eyebals were burning and his mouth was completely dry.
Hishead ached dully. He lay there staring across the room, with a strong desire to get up to urinate, and
an even stronger oneto lie il and go back to deep. Findly he dragged himsdlf into asitting position and
put hisfeet on the floor. The room began to sway around him and he felt sick. Sweat rose from his chest
and neck and began to run down hisforehead. He bresthed quickly through his mouth, leaning forward
with his head hanging. After afew minutes he was able to walk to the lavatory. He sat down and held his
facein hishands. He sat there for five minutes, then pulled the chain and went back into the other room.
The perspiration was now rising in waves and hefelt adesreto lie down on thefloor on hisface. He
forced himsdlf to go into the kitchen and lean over the sink. He turned on the cold tap and splashed water
on hisface. Inawhite meta cupboard he found a bottle of milk of magnesia. He poured someinto a
glass of water, stirred it, and gulped it down. Then he went back to the settee and lay down again. His
watch showed hdlf past nine.

At ten o'clock he went to Sundheim's door and knocked. There was no reply. He opened it and
looked in. The bed was unmade, but empty.

Hisfirg feding was a sense of relief. He had been expecting to have some difficulty getting
Sundheim up. He called, "George," knowing there would be no answer. Theflat suddenly seemed quieter
and emptier. He went to the glass doors and looked out over theriver. Underneath, there were barges at
anchor. A man in astriped butcher's apron was standing in asmall yard, looking out over theriver. An ol
tanker steamed dowly past.

He opened the main door of the flat and looked down the stairs. The smdll of butcher's meat
came up to him and made him close the door sharply. Inthewall at right anglesto the door, there was
another door covered with green baize. He pulled it open and found himself looking into whet at first
seemed to be aclothes cupboard. It contained ayelow oilskin, araincoat and some old jackets. When
he pushed these aside, he saw that the back of the cupboard was another baize-covered door. It had a
key ontheinsde. Heturned it and pushed the door; below him was the d aughterhouse that Sundheim
used asagarage. A ladder ran down the wall. The outside of the door was covered with metal. Doors at
thefar end of the daughterhouse opened on the river, and men were unloading carcasses of meet from a
boat. The car was no longer there.

Reade closed the door and locked it. Certain now that he was alone, he went dowly and
thoroughly through the flat. Sundheim'’s bedroom contained only the bed and awardrobe; adrawer in the
wardrobe held clean shirtsand a pair of trousers; the upper part contained two suits, both well worn, and
severa seamen's jerseys. He peered at the carpet on the floor, looking for any kind of stain; none was



visible. But when he pulled back the pillows on the bed and peered behind it, he saw aglint of metal on
the floor. He reached down and picked up a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles. He turned them over
carefully in hishand. They could have belonged to aman or awoman, but something about their design
inclined him to believe it was awoman. He was about to dip them into his pocket, then changed hismind
and dropped them back behind the bed.

The kitchen drawers reved ed nothing of interest; there was a heavy carving knife, but it looked
new. When he pulled open one of the drawers, asmal dip of blue paper fluttered down. He picked it up
and looked &t it; it seemed to have been torn from the corner of aticket of some kind. He closed the
drawer and placed the dip of paper whereit would fall out again when the drawer was opened.

Helooked a hiswatch; it was after ten. He was now fedling dightly better, but till tired. He
dressed and | eft the flat. On the way downstairs he held his breath, and exhaed only when hewasin the
dreet.

Totheright of the flat door, there was abutcher's shop. A young man was boning alarge joint of
beef. Reade stopped by the door, and asked, "Have you seen Mr. Frazer this morning?’

"No, sr. But | believe hésupdtairs. | heard him moving about.”

"That wasme," Reade said.

"Ah, | see. Well, he hasn't been around since | arrived at eight o'clock.”

"Thank you."

Hewaked dong the street and turned right; in afew minutes he found himself back in the
Commercia Road. There was atelephone box a hundred yards away. He went into it and dialed Butler's
number. The phone was answered immediately.

"Hdlo?'

"Helo, Kit. Thisis Damon.”

Butler yeled, "What!"

"What's the matter?*

"Thank God it'syou! Areyou dl right?"

"Of courseI'm dll right. Is something the matter?"

"Y ou've got haf Scotland Y ard searching for your body!"

"Good God, you're not serious? Just because | didn't ring you last night?!

"Not just that. They've got definite evidence that Sundheim'’s the Thames murderer. They're out
to get him. Whereishe?'

"Well, | don't know. | spent the night in hisflat near Whitechapel, but heleft early. | got horribly
drunk. So did he. Tell me what's been happening?’

"All right. As soon asyou left last night, Sarah rang up. Sheld got your friend Lund with her --
he'd gone to see them to try and trace you. | spoke to Lund and told him everything -- about how we
found Sundheim and the lot. Then | told him you'd gone off with Sundheim, and he nearly went mad. Half
an hour later Scotland Y ard rang up. Lund had phoned them, and it turned out that Sundheim was at the
top of their list of suspects. So you can imagine what happened. Sarah kept ringing back every ten
minutesto find out if you'd returned. | rang Jeremy and sent him to Euston to try and intercept you -- |
had to stay here in case you rang. He took two policemen with himin case you arrived with Sundheim.
Of course, you didn't, so the police searched every place where Sundheim's known to go. They traced
you to Antond li's restaurant, where you'd apparently just had amed, but they couldn't get any further.
I've had this place full of policemen since saven thismorning. . . It's been chaos.”

"What'sdl this about definite evidence againgt him?*

"Widl, I'm not sure. They won't tel me, naturdly. But | gather Sundheim's been under
observation for quite sometime. | suppose they traced him through that queer-club murder. But what
about lagt night? Did you actudly stay with Sundheim?”

"Yes. He seemed so drunk it didn't seem at all dangerous. But he must have been sober enough
to leave before | was awake.”

"Y ou'd better give me the address of the place, in case the police come back."

"All right. It's 157A Narrow Street, Limehouse.”



"Good. Now get back here as quick asyou can. I'll ring Sarah. She's having hysterics about it.
Shels stting by the tedlephone. . "

"Oh, my God. Yes, pleasering her right away. Poor child. I'll beright over. Must dash -- | can
seeataxi.”

He dammed down the recelver and rushed out of the box, waving at the taxi on the other side of
the road. The driver stopped, waited for amoment until the traffic thinned, then made aU-turnin the
road. Reade clambered in, giving him the address. Asthey went through Aldgate, he found himsdlf staring
with mild surprise at the people going about their business; it seemed strange that everything should look
so normd. Then his own excitement subsided and the fatigue came back. When he thought about
Sundheim, and what Butler had just told him, he experienced asense of rdlief. It was out of his hands.

Butler appeared at the front door while he was paying the taxi man. He seized Readeéshand in
both of hisand shook it. He said, "God, you don't know what a bad night you've given me."

"I'm awfully sorry. . . but how could I guess what'd happen? Did you ring Sarah?"

"Yes, of course. Shetook it rather calmly, considering that she's been ringing every half hour
since seven thismorning. Come on up -- there'stea. Y ou look awful. What's been happening?’

"Tdl mewhat Sarah sad firg."

"Oh, that she knew you wouldn't come to any harm! But she made me promise to put you on the
train today. She sounds agood girl -- level-headed. She wants you to ring her back.”

Butler'sroom looked untidy and cold. Two ashtrays were filled to overflowing; there were
cigarette butts al over the floor. An empty gin bottle and two empty whiskey bottles stood on the table,
and another haf-full bottle of whiskey on the shelf.

"Likeadrink?'

Reade shuddered. "No, thanks. | don't think I'll ever touch whiskey again.”

"How about alittle rum in your tea?'

"God, no! That'sworse. | got drunk on rum last night."

Reade poured histeain apint mug; he gulped it thirgtily. Some of the exhaustion began to
dissipate. He experienced a sudden powerful flow of warmth and affection for Kit Butler, and found
himsdlf looking around the room with regret at the idea of leavingit.

Butler said, "Hurry up and tell me about last night. The policell be herein amoment.”

"Y ou rang them?"

"Of course. Incidentally, your friend Lund'sin town."

"In London? How could he be?"

"He drovedl night. Hell probably be along too.”

There was the sound of acar stopping under the open window.

"That'l probably be him."

Butler craned out of the window, then said, "Well, I'll be damned. It's Fisher. Perhaps he's come
for Shella. Incidentaly, she spent the night there. | met her coming in a seven thismorning.”

Threerings at the doorbell interrupted him. Butler stuck his head out of the window. "Hello,
Harley. Did you want me or Shella?'

"You. May | come up?'

"y es"

A few moments later Fisher came into the room. When he saw Reade, he said, "Ah, so you're
divedfterdl!"

Reade said, smiling, "I'm afraid s0."

"Where have you been?'

Butler said, "Hewas just about to tell me. Hes only just arrived.”

"Ah, then you'd better saveit for the police. They'reright behind me."

"How do you know?"

"| saw Peterson at Netting Hill Gate -- the man in charge of the case. They were going the wrong



"How did you know about Damon?"'

"From Sheila. Sherang me haf an hour ago.”

There was the sound of car brakes below.

Fisher said, "This should be them. . . ah yes, Peterson. He's not going to be very pleased with
you."

Reade shrugged. "I can't help that.”

The man who came into the room amoment later was short and powerfully built; he moved ina
quick, purposive way. Behind him came Lund. Peterson said to Fisher, "Good God, what are you doing
here? Are you mixed up in thistoo?'

"To some extent,” Fisher said. "However, let me introduce you to the potentia victim, Damon
Reade. Thisis Chief Inspector Peterson.”

"So you're the troublemaker?' Peterson said, glowering aggressively. Then he grinned suddenly
and held out hishand. "Well, I'm glad you're il dive.”

Reade said mildly, "I don't seewhy | shouldn't be. There was never any question of real danger.”

Lund said, "Don't you be so sure! They brought me al the way from Carlide on your account,
ayway."

"I'm sorry to cause you so much trouble.”

"Anyway," Peterson sad, "let's hear the story. Mind if | St down?"

Reade said, "If you'll excuse me saying o, | don't quite know what the fussisabout. | Ssmply
spent a pleasant evening with George Sundheim and ended by getting drunk.”

"Whereishe now?'

"I'm afraid | don't know. Heleft while | was adeep thismorning.”

"Start from the beginning,” Peterson said.

"All right, but theré's not much to tell. We had amedl, as you know. Then he drove meto akind
of dock workers club somewhere near Silvertown, where we drank rather alot of rum. He got into a
quarrel with two Negroeswho tried to rob him in the gent'stoilet, but he won the fight. Then we drove
back to hisflat in Limehouse. He was so drunk that | thought he'd be incapable of moving for aweek.
But he left before eight o'clock this morning. | woke up with abad hangover at nine and came over here.
That'sdl."

"Thisflat -- what'sit like? Has it got agarage?’

"Inaway. It's Situated above a butcher's shop and next to adaughterhouse, and he seemsto
have permisson to use the daughterhouse. . ."

"A daughterhouss? Onethat'sin use?'

"I'm not sure. He told me it was a daughterhouse. They were unloading mest from aboat when |
left.”

Butler said excitedly, "Y ou meanit'sright on the river?’

Peterson looked at him reproachfully. "Excuse me, Sir, but you might let me ask the questionsfor
the moment.”

Reade asked him, "Didn't you know about thisflat?"

Peterson said shortly, "No."

Fisher said, "Wdll, well, Bob, you've had thisthing presented to you on aplate. . ."

Peterson growled, "Don't you be so sure. We haven't been adeep. It wasn't hisold addressin
the East End, anyway. He gave that up when he moved into this place.”

"Interesting,” Fisher said. "If he'sgot aflat above adaughterhouse, he's got the ided place for
murders.”

"I know," Peterson said grimly.

Fisher asked Reade, "Did you noticeif it had underground drains, or just concrete groovesin the
floor?"

"Y es. Both types.”

"So he could dismember abody, wash the blood away with a hosepipe, wrap it up in amesat



sack. . "

Peterson interrupted. "L et's not get too far ahead, if you don't mind. Now, Mr. Reade, does
anyonelivein the butcher's, asfar asyou know?"

"Almogt certainly not. | imagine the flat above used to belong to the shop. Now | should think the
shop'slet separatdy.”

"Mmm, well soon know all that, anyway. Do you know if Sundheim has aboat?"

"No. But he easily could have. It'sright on theriver."

Fisher said, "Y our blood-test experts are going to have fun in that daughterhouse, testing every
bloodstain to seeif it'sanima or human.”

Peterson didn't reply; he was staring at the floor, frowning. He looked up a Reade, and said
dowly, "Has Sundheim said anything to you to indicate that he's guilty of murder?”

Reade shook his head firmly. "Nothing whatever."

Peterson said quickly, "But you believe heis?!

"l. .. suppose so.”

"Why?"

"Simply because there's so much evidence." There was a silence for amoment.

Then Fisher asked Peterson, "Is there any evidence?!

Peterson hesitated, then said, "Weve got awitness who saw Sundheim and David Miller
together in aHammersmith pub on the night Miller disappeared. But that's not for publication.”

Fisher amiled. "In that case, congratulations! Y ou've got your casetied up.”

Peterson smiled unwillingly. "I hope so. Anyway. . ."

The telephone rang. Butler answered it, and said to Peterson, "It'sfor you."

Peterson ambled across the room and snapped into the phone, "Hello. Chief Inspector Peterson.
.." Hisface changed as he listened, and the color came into hisface. He said, "What?' and glanced
quickly around the room, asif wondering whether anyone had overheard what had been said. He listened
for afew momentslonger, then said, "I'll beright over.”

They dl looked at him curioudy as he hung up, but he looked directly at Lund. "Well haveto
go."

"Any development?' Fisher asked.

"Sort of. Can't talk about it now." He glanced sternly a Reade. "One more question, if you don't
mind. Does Sundheim strike you as sane?"

Reade hesitated. "Not. . . entirely. Y ou know hisfather died in an asylum?”

"l heard about it."

"Wdl, Sundheim's not entirely normd -- extremely tense. | think it'sall tied up with hisboa
condrictor.”

"What?' Peterson glared at him asif he suspected mockery.

"Hissnake. It'sabig one. And | think heidentifieswith it in someway. He's dways talking about
hisbody -- asif it were akind of dangerous pet that had to be kept fed.”

Peterson said impatiently, "Well haveto gointo al that later.”

Hesad"dl that" in atone that implied something less complimentary. At the door, he pointed a
finger a Reade. "And no disgppearing thistime. We may need you later in the day. Stay here, if you
don't mind."

"All right," Reade said.

When they heard the engine start up below the window, Fisher said, "Well, thisisal very strange
indeed." Helitasmall cigar, and drew on it deeply.

"What do you make of it?" Butler asked.

"Hmm. Extremely difficult to say. My guessisthat Bob Peterson's not entirely pleased that a
mere member of the public has tracked down amurderer. He's already wondering how it's going to look
in the papers, and how much he can pretend to know aready. Of coursg, if thisthing about the
Hammersmith pub istrue, hesgot agood case."

"Don't you believe him?' Reade asked.



"Oh yes. But you know what witnesses are? | wonder what made them dash off so quickly. It
looks asif they've found afresh piece of evidence."

"How long have you known Peterson”?”’

"Oh, for years. We were together in Nava Intdlligence.”

Reade said, "I've just remembered. There's something | forgot to mention. | looked behind
Sundheim'’s bed when he'd gone out, and found apair of gold-rimmed spectacles -- awoman's, | think."

"Did you bring them?"

"No. | had a sudden suspicion that he'd left them there on purpose. . . to seeif | took them. And
when | opened adrawer in the kitchen a piece of paper fluttered out -- just atiny piece, asif held placed
it thereto seeif | searched the place.”

Butler asked, "Do you think that's why heleft you alonein the place?”

"| think so. At leas, it'spossible”

Fisher asked, "When do you think he began to suspect you?"'

"I don't know. It could have been from the very beginning. Y ou see, we were both in anearby
shop two days ago, and he could have noticed me as he went by. And last night, when | met him, he
asked me about Kit's voice on the telephone -- Kit actually spoke to him in the shop.”

Fisher said dowly, "I think | begin to understand this man's psychology. L et's recongtruct it. If
hel's a murderer, then he expects to come under suspicion sooner or later. Right? Now what excuse did
you use to make his acquaintance?'

"| discovered that hisfather was a Blake scholar, so it wassmple.”

"Superb! Y ou should be a detective. Y ou must explain at length. Anyway, let's assume he didn't
entirely believe you. He's bound to suspect that you might have been sent by the police. In that case, he
beginsto play agame of hide and seek with you. Doesthét fit the facts?'

"Very much."

Butler asked, "Do you think he killsfor fun? Or out of some paranoiac feding about hisvictims?'

Reade said dowly, "Neither. Until | met Sundheim, I'd never quite understood what sadismisall
about. | couldn't understand how anyone could hurt another person. . ."

"And do you now?"

"I think 0," Reade said. "At leadt, | think | understand Sundheim. Y ou'll find thisvery hard to
believe, but he's basically quite good-natured.”

"What!"

"Yes. He's not an ordinary neurctic at all. He reminds me of aboy | knew at school who couldn't
help breaking things. He was tremendoudy strong, and he had to break things as akind of expression of
hisenergy. | once saw him tear aradiator away from awall. Anyway, Sundheim's the same. He kept
talking about his body and how difficult it was to have abody with so much energy. And | gather his
mother was a nymphomaniac, and hisfather seemsto have been highly sexed aswell. Y ou've only got to
watch him eating and drinking to understand it -- he wolfs hisfood with akind of manic energy, like
someone chopping down atree, out of sheer excess vitdity. He'sakind of Gargantuan. He'sinherited
too much energy and too much money and too much sexua appetite. And | imagine he goes about sex in
the same way he eats -- with akind of fury.”

Fisher asked quickly, "Y ou think hekills accidentdly, in asexud frenzy?'

"No. It'spossble, but that isn't what | had in mind. | didn't tell the Inspector, but he went off with
aprostitute last night -- after he'd beat up these two Negroes.”

"What happened?’

"I'll tell you about that in amoment. Anyway, | wasworried. | could see hewas seething with a
kind of suppressed violence, and | thought he might. . . well, injure her serioudy. So | followed him to the
car, and she came rushing out in the dark without her shoes, and said he was amadman.”

"What do you think he was doing to her?"

"I can only guess. Idedly, he/d want to consume her, somehow. . . to eat her, perhaps. Perhaps
he was biting her, or hurting her in some other way."

Butler said thoughtfully, "It must have been pretty abnormad if aprostitute got frightened. Sheld be



used to strange demands.”

"And the bed back at hisplace. . . it'senormous, big enough for six. He said he usesit for
orgies”

"Didyoudeepinit?’

"God no, of course not. | dept on the settee.”

Fisher asked, "Is he homosexud ?*

"Oh, | should think s0. But a sexua appetite as huge asthat probably doesn't discriminate much.
Anyway, do you see what | mean? He does everything to excess -- eating, drinking, sex. So | could
quite imagine that he might want to kill and dismember somebody in some tremendous explosion of
anima energy. And afterward held fed alittle ashamed about it, but not redly worried.”

"Y ou think he doesn't experience guilt, then?"

"l don't say that. | think he's guilt-ridden about his parents -- particularly about his mother. | think
there may have been some abnormd relation there. . ."

The telephone interrupted them. Butler picked it up, and said, "Speaking. . . Yes, heshere” He
handed it to Reade. "It's Peterson.”

Peterson's voice sounded hard and controlled. "Mr. Reade? We may need your help. Y our
friend Sundheim's gone completely mad.”

Readeyelled, "What?'

"He's shooting with arevolver. Could you come over here? Get Harley to bring you if he's till
there”

"Yes, of course. To hisplacein the mews?'

"Yes. Hurry. Were aready collecting huge crowds. | think you might be ableto talk senseinto
him."

"Il beright over." He dropped the phone into its cradle. " Sundheim's shooting &t the police. |
don't know what's happened. Peterson says he's gone mad. Could you drive me over?'

"Of course! So that's why Peterson rushed off. . . the old villain. And he didn't say aword to us!
He wanted to keep us out of the picture!”

Butler was pulling on his coat. He said, ™Y ou'd do best to keep well out of it, Damon. If he's
reached this stage, hell kill you as soon as anybody else. Did Peterson say whether Sundheim had shot
anybody?'

"No. | presume he hadn', or they'd have said s0."

They were out of the house. Fisher's Bentley stood in front of the door. Reade climbed into the
back. For thefirgt time hefet ared tenson of fear in his tomach. It had suddenly gone beyond anything
he expected, and he could no longer understand it. It ran counter to al he knew about Sundheim.

Asthe car turned into Ladbroke Grove, Butler said, "It looksto me asif you were luckier than
you redized lagt night.”

"Why?"

"Why? The man'sanut. He might have gone off his head while you were adeep and chopped
your head off."

"No. Y ou don't understand. There was no danger at al for me. | think helikesme."

Fisher said, "Y ou are either very brave or very. . . innocent.”

"Y ou were about to say stupid. But I'm neither. There was no danger. To begin with, he knew he
wouldn't be able to get away with killing me. Kit knew where I'd gone. And he wouldn't have killed me
evenif it had been quite safe. . ." He sank into his own thoughts, the fear turning his sscomach to weter.

Butler said, "Anyway, don't et Peterson persuade you to stick your neck out. It's his problem

Hesaid, "No." It suddenly seemed that it was no longer a question of his choice. Whatever was
due to happen would happen. For amoment hetried to face the possibility of his own desth, the idea that
he might be dead in an hour. His common sense revolted at the thought. Y et the feeling of danger
remained.

Asthey turned the corner into Edwardes Square, they saw acar full of policemen ahead. Fifty



yardsfurther on, they could see that the entrance to the mews was inaccessible. A crowd of at least a
hundred people had gathered. As Fisher pulled up, apoliceman ran over to him.

"0, you can't park there. Move on."

Fisher flushed at the man'stone. Heignored him and climbed out of the car.

Theman sad, "Do you 'ear!"

Fisher said coldly, "Weve been sent for by Chief Inspector Peterson.”

"Oh, sorry, sir. HeE's expectin’ you. Which is Mr. Reade?"

"l am."

"Comethisway. Open up there!”

The crowd opened reluctantly to let them through, and stared at them with intense curiogity.
Severd policemen were keeping the crowd well back from the entrance. More of them wereinside the
mews, pressed flat againgt the walls on the right-hand side. Reade recogni zed Peterson standing behind
the birch tree that grew near the house. When he saw Reade, he made agesture of relief and darted
quickly to the safety of the garage wall. Reade went and joined him.

Peterson said gruffly, "Glad you've come. Thisisapretty stuation.”

His voice managed to imply that it was al Reade'sfault.

Reade said, "What happened?’

"He started shooting, that's what happened.”

"But when?'

"That doesn't matter. All that mattersisthat weve got to get him out.”

Reade said, suppressing hisannoyance, "If you want meto help you, | think you might tell me
what's going on."

Peterson grunted, "All right. Two of my men cameto ask him if hed mind going to the Y ard with
them. He said yes he would, and started to dam the door. One of the men put hisfoot in it and said hed
better come and help us clear it up. Then your friend shouted, 'Are you threatening me? and went to hit
him. Therewasabit of a scuffle that ended with him damming the door on them. That's when they rang
me. By thetime| got over, held closed al the shutters. | knocked on the door, and he shouted out of the
window that he didn't intend to let mein or come out. Anyway, we had afew more words and he started
shooting.”

"Atyou?'

"Not at first. Hefired at the tree, to show he'd got agun. So | sent for two men with gunsand
they fired acouple of shotsthrough the window. Since then he's been banging away whenever he sees

"Can't you get him out with tear gas?'

"How? He's closed the shutters. He's got shutters on every single window in this place, including
the back. Looks asif he was prepared for something likethis. . ."

As he spoke, there was a noise like a champagne cork coming out of a bottle, and splintersflew
from the edge of the tree. There was awhine asthe bullet ricocheted off the opposite wall.

Peterson said, "Could you get behind the tree and try and talk him into coming out? Don't expose
yoursdlf though."

"I'll try. What do you suggest | say?"

"I'll tell him you're here."

Peterson ran across the space again; as he did so, there was a popping noise and the wood flew
from the other side of the tree. The shot cametoo late to hit Peterson, but it was obvioudy intended to.
Peterson leaned out allittle from the far sde of the tree, taking care that his face was not exposed, and
shouted, "Listen, Sundheim, we've got someone here to talk to you. Can you hear?"

Therewasno reply.

Reade felt foolish, being expected to speak in front of acrowd that was listening breathlessly. He
looked across a Peterson, making an interrogative motion with his head. Peterson beckoned himto run
across to take shelter behind the tree. After amoment's hesitation Reade did so. Assoon ashewasin
the shelter of the tree, another shot scattered splinters from the tree and struck the bricks of the entrance



to the mews. The crowd, which had been pressing forward, began to press backward; a policeman
yelled, "Keep right back there, please!”
Peterson said, "Okay. It'sal yours. There's not room for two of us here. Don't expose yourself. .

Thistime he dived back to the shelter of the wall with such celerity that there was aripple of
laughter from the onlookers.

Reade felt himsdf completely exposed and alone. He leaned out from behind the tree and
shouted, "George -- it's me, Damon.” There was no reply, and he felt his mind become blank. After a
moment he called, "Can you hear me?"

Suddenly it wasimpossible to go on. He could not hold a one-sided conversation with Sundheim
in the presence of ahundred spectators, neither could he advise him to come and give himself up without
feding that it was absurd and melodramatic. He looked around vaguely, hoping for some idea of what to
do. From awindow in the house opposite, an old lady was peering out cautioudy from behind the
curtain, standing where she was out of range of the bullets. From the next window he could see the face
of achild peering a him in astonishment. This decided him. He turned to look at Peterson and Lund, who
were now standing together, and shook his head helplesdly.

Lund hissed, "Tell himit'sno good -- hell haveto come out. Tell him to stop playing thefool."

Reade turned back; his heart contracted at the thought of what he intended to do, reminding him
suddenly of being achild and deciding to dive into the swimming pool in spite of his panic. Without
thinking, he stepped out from behind the tree, exposing himsdf fully.

Peterson'svoice ydled irritably, "Come back, you damn fool!"

Reade stood looking up at the closed shutters, waiting for the popping noise, his flesh shrinking.
Then he took a step toward the house.

Sundheim's voice suddenly came from the hole in the middie of one of the shutters. "Don't!"

Peterson shouted, "Come back!" He rushed across to the shelter of thetree.

The noise came again, and the wood of the tree splintered. Reade observed that now he was
directly exposed to it, the gun sounded like adamp stick being snapped. He knew that he could move
into the shelter of the tree, but it now seemed pointless. He walked deliberately toward the door.

Agan Sundhem'svoice cdled, "Don't!"

The stick-snapping noise came, and he felt the wind of the bullet on his cheek. He flinched, but
walked on, suddenly knowing that Sundheim would not shoot him down. As he reached the front door,
he cdled, "Let mein, George, please.”

Therewas no reply. Helifted the gargoyle knocker and rapped heavily. Standing on the
doorgtep, he was no longer in the line of fire from the upstairs windows, athough it would still have been
possible to shoot him from the downstairs window. All the shutters had diamond-shaped holesin the
center.

Reade stepped back afew feet from the door, and then hurled his shoulder against it. There was
anoise of wood cracking, but the door held. At the same moment, Peterson shouted, "Will you come
back, you damn fool! | told you not to expose yoursdlf!"

Reade stepped back and threw himsalf at the door again. There was a popping noise frominside,
and ahole appeared in apanel afoot above his head.

Peterson ydled, "Give him some covering fire, you idiots!”

Theroar of revolvers came from behind him, suddenly deafening after the pops of the silencer.
Plaster chipped from the wall and struck hisface. They werefiring at the upstairs shutters.

Reade turned around and roared, " Stop it, you damn fools, stop it!" As he spoke, he backed five
feet from the door, then threw himsdlf at it with &l hisforce. It opened with aripping noise, bouncing
back againgt thewall.

Sundheim was standing on the airs, only two feet away, looking down at him and pointing the
revolver within afoot of hishead. Hisface was hard and set, but Reade observed in his eyesthe same
excitement he had seen the night before, after thefight.

Sundheim said, " Shut the door.”



Reade turned and kicked the door closed. It bounded open six inches; the lock had broken.

Sundheim said, "'Put the chain on.”

Reade found the chain and dipped it into the dot. His body shrank ashe did so, but in
anticipation of bullets coming through the door, not from Sundheim. He looked around. "What now?"*

Sundheim said, "Y ou tell me what now."

Reade said, shrugging, "1 suggest wetak."

Sundheim grinned. "Whilethey snegk in?"

Reade said, "L et's go upstairs where we can see them. They won't shoot while I'm here.”

Sundheim grimaced wolfishly. "Y ou can stop playing games. | don't trust you any more.”

"Why not?1 didn't bring the police here.”

"No?Who did then?'

"Kit Butler -- the friend I'm staying with. He got worried when | didn't contact him last night. He
sent another friend to seeif | caught thetrain.”

He could see, from Sundheim's face, that he wanted to believe him. He said, "Let'sgo and talk.”

"What about?"

Reade shrugged. "This Situation -- and whether you can get out of it."

He saw the surprisein Sundheim's eyes. "Get out of it! Are you serious?'

Reade said urgently, "Listen, we can't talk here. They might rush the door at any moment, and
then they'd start shooting. Let's get upstairs, quickly.”

He started to move forward. Sundheim hesitated for amoment, then turned and went up the
dairs. The grandfather clock ticked unhurriedly, and the house looked exactly asit had when Reade first
came. It seemed strange to see Sundheim carrying the Colt revolver with the bulky extension of the
slencer at the end of the barrdl. They turned into the room that contained the library. Therewas glasson
the carpet and bullet holesin the shutters. The lower casement had been raised. Sundheim peered out.

"What's happening?' Reade asked. He found himsdlf achair and placed it at the sde of the
window.

Sundheém said, "Nothing a dl.”

Reade said, "I wish you'd explain how you got yoursdlf into this absurd situation.”

Sundheim looked at him, and suddenly seemed angered by his confidence. He said, "Y ou explain
something to mefirst. How long have you been in league with the police?’

Reade said, "From exactly an hour ago, when | got back from your Limehouse place. Although
that's not entirely true, because a policeman visited mein Wastwater to ask me about the murders.”

"Ask you?' Sundheim turned to look at him in astonishment.

"Yes. AsaBlake scholar. What on earth made you write those Blake quotations on the walls? It
was the most obvious lead the police could have.”

Sundheim's lips became sullen; he looked like a spoiled and obstinate child. Then he said,
"Anyway, it wasn't such an obviouslead. . . So you've been working with the police dl the time?”’

"Not at dl. | cameto London on my own, without telling anybody. | wanted to seeif | could find
you."

"Why?"

"I don't quite know. Mainly because | thought aman who knew Blake by heart couldn't be as
bad asdl that."

"How did you find me?'

"By aguess. | knew you were basicdly suicidd -- just as| know now that you were intending to
shoot yourself when the police made arush on the house.”

Sundheim stopped bothering with the window, although he alowed the barrel of the gun to rest
on the holein the shutter; he stood aside to stare down at Reade. He said, "Go on."

"So | inquired a hospitals dlong the Thamesto find if aman of your description had attempted
suicide by drowning about two years ago."

"Why two years ago?"'

"I knew it would be before the murders started. | saw the murders as a strange form of suicide. |



traced you to the Fulham hospital, and they gave me your name. So it was easy from there on. | only had
to connect you with the Orville Sundheim who wrote about Blake."

"So my father never wrote to you?"

"No."

Sundheim turned suddenly back to the window, asif he suspected treachery. Evidently nothing
was happening; he turned back to Reade again.

"How did you know about the drowning? And how did you get my description?"

They wereinterrupted by Peterson's voice shouting from outside the window. Sundheim peered
out. Peterson shouted, "Sundheim, is Reade il al right?!

Reade stood up and peered through the hole in the other shutter. He called, "Yes, I'm dl right.”

"Well, tell him he'd better come on out.”

"All right. Be patient.”

Peterson's head appeared around the side of the tree; Sundheim immediately fired at it; the chips
flew from the tree and the head drew back.

Reade said mildly, "I wish you wouldn't do that. Y ou're in enough trouble asit is. Now, wed
better talk quickly, beforethey get impatient. I'll explain al about how | found you later.”

As Sundheim went on staring out of the window, the revolver at the ready, Reade said with a
touch of impatience, "Will you kindly stop that? They won't rush the house now. So sit down and talk for
amoment. Tell mefirgt of al how you got yoursef into this position. What on earth made you decide to
open fireon them?"

Sundheim said bitterly, "Y our English police are impolite bastards. Puffed-up little bullies.”

"Oh, I don't know," Reade said. "I've usudly found them pleasant enough. | don't suppose
they're at their best if they think they're talking to a murderer. So what happened?”

"| told them to go and screw themsalves. | know the law. They can't compel meto go to the
gtation. They can't even compd meto talk to them. And if they try to force their way into my house by
force of ams, I've got aright to protect myself. So | told them to go fuck themselves. Then thet little
bastard out there started shouting thrests, so | took ashot at him." He grinned at the memory.

Reade said, "I presume you aso thought I'd betrayed you to them?"

Sundheim shrugged.

Reade said, "But even so, why put yourself in afalse pogition like this? They've no redl case
againg you, havethey?'

Sundheim looked at him with surprise. "1 don't know. Don't you know?"

"No. They can't have much of acase because | don't think they knew much about you before
today. . . dthough apparently they claim you were on their list of suspects. They say they have awitness
who saw you in apub in Hammersmith with aman caled David Miller."

Sundheim was again peering out of the window. He said shortly, "That'simpossible.”

"Why?"

"Because | wasn't in Hammersmith with David Miller.”

"And how about your placein Narrow Street? I sthere any evidence there?'

"No."

"How about the gold-rimmed spectacl es behind the bed?"

Sundhem smiled without amusement. Y ou found them, did you?"

"Whose arethey?'

"My mother's™

"How about bloodstains?!

"No."

"|sthere anyone who could give evidence againg you?"

"Not asfar as| know."

"How about bloodstainsin the car? How did you avoid them?”

Sundheim looked a him curioudy. "Y ou'd have a nice case againgt meif you had a pocket tape
recorder, wouldn't you?"'



Reade shrugged irritably. "Now you're being stupid again. Listen, you'll have to give yourself up
soon, and the sooner the better. So let's get clear what you intend to admit. | presume you'll deny the
murders?’

Sundheim said, "Wouldn't you?'

"Of course. Y ou deny everything. They can have no rea evidence unless you've overlooked
something at your flat. In any case, you've aways apleaof insanity to fal back on.”

For the firgt time Sundheim seemed to lose the tension and reserve that had held him in check
snce Reade camein. There was something ugly and frightening about the panic that washed across his
face. He said, "And spend the rest of my lifein Broadmoor? I'd rather die now."

It was asif ahole had suddenly been torn in the bottom of aboat; it had to be blocked
immediately, but without panic.

Reade said, with assumed irritation, "My dear George, you're far stupider than | thought. Why
don't you try using your intelligence about this?'

It achieved its effect. Sundheim turned away from the window, hisface suddenly curious, no
longer afraid. "Well, go on. How?"'

"It'sobvious. They dmost certainly have no evidence againgt you. So at the moment the only
chargeisthat you've caused a public nuisance and attempted assault with a deadly weapon. They can't
even charge you with resisting arrest, because they weren't trying to arrest you. Smply get agood doctor
to explain that you suffer from a persecution mania, and to point out that you could have shot either me or
one of those policemen, but didn't redlly intend to, and they'll order you to go for psychiatric examination.
Then get yourself voluntarily interned in amental home -- one of your own choice, where you'll have a
fair amount of freedom -- and the whole thing will be forgotten in eighteen months. A good lawyer will
criticize the police for using firearms, and point out that | was alowed to walk in without danger. . . Hell
point out that you tried to scare me off by shooting well above my head. They'll tell that story about your
father in the British Museum, and declare that it's hereditary. Within ayear or so you'll be ableto dip
away to your idand off Brazil "

Sundheim pulled achair from thewal and sat down onit. He said, " Supposing they find some
evidence I've overlooked?'

Reade said, "Only you know about that. But unlessthey can find something belonging to one of. .
.your victims. . . you should be safe. They'll try to find witnesses to identify you. Y ou only haveto plead
mistaken identification. No jury would convict. In fact, the police wouldn't dare to bring a case under
those circumstances.”

Sundheim was now sitting forward, holding the revolver between hisknees by the barrel and
swinging it gently. Suddenly he seemed as unmoved asif they were discussing someone se's case. He
sad, "Tel me something. Why are you bothering with meif I'm as stupid asyou say?"

Reade shrugged. "I'minthisthing, and | haveto take sides. It looks asif I'm committed to your
Sde”

"Y ou won't go back on that?'

"Y ou should know mewell enough to know the answer to that."

Sundheim said, "How do | know whom | can trust. An hour ago | thought you were responsible
for. .. dl this" He gestured vaguely toward the window.

Reade said, "'l don't understand you. Y ou seem to suffer from a permanent sense of. . . of
unredlity.”

Sundheim nodded. His eyes had become dull, indifferent. "Maybe."

Reade could see that the effect of hiswordswas aready wearing off; Sundheim was sinking
back into the state of unreality from which only violence was an escape. It was necessary to arouse his
interest again, to keep him from the vacuum that lay so close to his sense of meaning.

Reade said, "Tel me one more thing. Do you think that all thisisthe fault of your father or your
mother?"

It was ameaningless question, but the only one he could think up on the spur of the moment. He
was surprised when Sundheim looked up, grinning.



"I dwaysthought it was my father'sfault -- particularly after the. . . Museum incident. Hisfather
went insane too. | used to lie in bed and worry about it when | was about fourteen. . . it looked asif |
didn't stand a chance. Then | found out the truth before my mother died. . . she told me amonth before
shedied. Hewasn't my father at all. . ."

"Not your father? But. . ."

"My father was the hired man on afarm they had in Connecticut. . ."

There was a sudden violent crash from below. Sundheim started, then jumped up, raising the gun.
He started to fumble with the shuiter.

Reade sad, "Stop it, idiot. Thisisthe best thing that could have happened. . ."

The crash was repeated, and was followed by the sound of footsteps on the stairs. As Sundheim
moved to the door, Reade grabbed hisforearm. It felt as muscular and unyielding as the body of the boa
congtrictor. He said, " Sit down, you bloody fool, and give me the gun. Sit down quickly.”

The urgency in hisvoice had its effect. Sundheim sat down; when Reade held out hishand, he
gave him the revolver. Reade dropped the butt into his pocket. He stood up, saying, "Sit there and don't
move. Try and look apologetic. It's your best chance.”

He went to the door. The police had blundered into the other room and one was aready
approaching the door. Reade said, "We'rein here. Comein.”

Peterson said, "Ishe still armed?’

"No. | havethe gun here

Sundheim remained seated as Peterson cameinto the room. Reade caught an expression of
disappointment on the detective's face. Reade said, "I'm afraid it's my fault. We were just about to come
downwhen you burgt in."

Peterson said, "Y ou are under arrest.”

"On what charge?' Sundheim said. His voice was remarkably controlled. Reade thought: the
unredity isagamefor him.

"Discharging afirearm with intent to cause grievous bodily harm.”

Sundheim said calmly, "And did | cause grievous bodily harm?”’

Peterson snapped, "Y ou know you didn't."

Sundheim said, "Sure | know it. Because | didn't intend to."

Reade said, "Heréshisrevolver."

Peterson said, "Have you got afirearms license?”

Sundheim stood up, tresting the question asif it were acasual query. "Surel have. | shoot on a

range.

Peterson turned to Reade and said giffly, "Thank you for your help.”

"Nota dl."

He recognized the anger and suspicion in Peterson's eyes, and knew it wasjustified. Peterson
said to Sundheim, "We may be preferring other charges later.”

"Oh, redly?" Sundheim said with an overdone casuaness. ™Y ou mean about these murders?!

Peterson turned to Lund and snapped, " Sergeant, notice that | have not mentioned murder so
fa."

Sundheim smiled gently. "1 think 1'd rather speak about that rather strange misunderstanding. So
of coursel told himto cdl youin."

"Why did you open fire on us?'

Sundheim smiled gently. "I think I'd rather speak about that to my lawyer, if you don't mind. Y ou
see, | don't know much about your English law.”

Peterson said angrily, "Y ou will before you're finished. Comeon. Let'sgo.”

Sundheim said, " Goodbye Damon. Thanks for everything.”

"Goodbye, George."

He avoided meeting Sundheim's eyes. The Stuation embarrassed him. Sundheim went out
between two policemen, with Peterson behind, till carrying the revolver in his hand. Reade had no
difficulty in reading histhoughts, and he sympathized.



Lund sad, "Wdll, gir, you did agood job."

Reade shrugged. "It wasn't difficult. It'sdl play-acting with him."

Lund said with astonishment, ™Y ou mean he didn't intend to kill anybody?"

"I don't think s0. Y ou saw how hefired well over my head.”

Lund said, "Thisisastroke of luck, redly. It meanswe can hold him until we've gathered some
evidence about these murders.”

"Doyou have any so far?

Lund glanced a him appraisingly. "I couldn't say. I've only been here afew hours, and | expect
I'll be going back later today."

"Today?

"l expect s0. When I've had afew hours deep. I'm pretty whacked at the moment.”

"Have you anywhereto stay?'

"Not yet. | expect Inspector Peterson'll find somewhere.”

"Therésno need. Y ou can use my room. Could you give me alift back?'

"Wadll. ..l suppose so. . ."

There were footsteps on the sairs. It was Butler, followed by Harley Fisher. He said, "God,
Damon, you frightened the life out of me! Wasit dl right?

"Ohyes. | think it was play-acting.”

Fisher said, "Did he mention the murders?"

Reade shook his head, aware that L und was watching him. "I mentioned them. He denied
knowing anything about them."

Lund said indignantly, "He saysthat, does he? Then why did he shoot?!

"He'saparanoiac. He has an abnormally suspicious and aggressive persondity. Hisfather died in
amental home."

Lund stared a him uncomprehendingly. ™Y ou're not telling me that you believe he'sinnocent?”

"No. | think hesguilty."

Lund said, "Hmm. Thank heavensfor that. | thought you'd gone over to hisside.”

Reade said, "It hardly matterswhich side I'm on. It's now the task of the police to prove him
guilty. I'm withdrawing atogether. | don't want to be brought into it now. I'd like dl the credit to go to the
police”

Lund smiled. "Wdll, | don't suppose theingpector'll raise any objectionsto that. Well, 1'd better
go and report. I'll take up your offer of abed if that's okay."

"Yes, willingly. Y ou know the address. WEIl expect you in the next hour.”

As soon as Lund had gone, Fisher said, "Now, what's going on?"

"Nothing much. I've advised Sundheim to admit nothing and | et the police prove he'samurderer.
That'sabout dl | could do."

Butler said, "But why? Do you want him to escape?’

"He can't escape. If they can't pin the murders on him, they can get him interned for attempted
murder. | pointed out to him that he could commit himsdlf voluntarily to amental homeif he gets agood
lawyer. But in that case, the police would want a guarantee that he'd stay there. He can't escape.”

Fisher said, "But did he actudly admit to the murders?”

"No. He didn't admit, because he didn't entirely trust me."

Butler said, "I don't likeit, Damon. He's got money. With luck, helll get away completely. Then
more murders. . ."

"No. | think | can tell you exactly what will happen to him. I think that the police won't be able to
charge him with the murders. They'll find theré's no evidence. Nothing &t al to connect him with the
victims. Hell go into amental home. And unless he can find agood psychiatrist who can get to the root
of histrouble, hell be dead within two years."

"How?"

"Suicide. He meant to commit suicide here today -- | guessed as soon aswe arrived.”

Fisher said, "Areyou sure? From my glimpse of him just now, he didn't strike me asthe suicidal



type. Too jaunty and sdf-confident. Thoroughly enjoying dl the atention.”

"I know. And as soon asthat ceases, he feds meaningless. He strikes me as aman with a broken
maingpring. Hell tick when you shake him, but otherwise he stops. That's the answer to dl the violence.

It comesout of fear. . . the strange fear that we al fed when life suddenly seems completely empty. He
only knows one way of escaping it -- by violence, by going to an extreme. If he doesn't kill himself or end
inagrait jacket, hell eat and drink until he's become ahuge baloon. He can't do anything by halves.”

Fisher said thoughtfully, "The answer might liein alobotomy operation -- if, that is, you'reright
about the cause of hisviolence. If what you say is correct, he suffers from akind of epilepsy -- akind of
convulson dueto an overflow of sheer physica energy.”

"Absolutely! Y ou couldn't have put it better!"

Butler said, grinning, "What he needsis cadration.”

"Well, the lobotomy operation isakind of castration. It cuts one of the main power lines of
energy.”

"What do you think caused dl this?"

"Heredity," Fisher said. "If hisfather died in amenta home. . ."

"Unfortunately,” Reade said, "that theory won't work. He told methat hisred father wasa
laborer on their farm. His mother was a nymphomaniac. Y et he believed he was hisfather's son. . . and
his grandfather's. He believed he was destined to madness and suicide. Now he can't teach himsdlf to
unbdieveit.”

It was sunny outside. Only two or three people remained by the gateway of the mews. A
policeman stood in front of the door of the house. One panel of the door had been stoved in.

Reade said, "Wholll repair the door?’

The policeman said, "I expect that'll be attended to, sir.”

Reade said, "God, | forgot! The snake!"

"Whet about it?"

"Il haveto takeit. | can't leaveit.”

The policeman sad, "I'm afraid | can't let you take anything out of the house, Sir.”

"But I'll haveto. You can't leave alive snake donein ahouse. You'd havetheRSP.CA.
protesting. It might die."

Butler said, "But what can you do with it?"

"Takeit home. Lund will give mealift back in hiscar this evening. We can get the cagein the
boot. Can you help melift it downstairs? Well ring for ataxi."

The policeman made no objection as they went back into the house. The kitchen wasin
darkness, the window covered with a shutter. Reade pushed it back, alowing the sunlight to fill the room.
Fisher peered into the glass cage. The snake had logt its bright green and brown color; its skin had
become dull and in places had begun to ped off in flakes. The eyeswere completely obscured by the
milky coloring.

Fisher and Butler stared at it with fascination. Only the dow movements of the snake's breathing
indicated thet it was dtill dive. Fisher said, "It's anasty-looking thing, isn't it? | hope it won't escapein the
car. Awful thought -- having alive boa congtrictor loose in the car.”

Reade opened the door of the cage and removed the dish of water. The snake flinched ashis
hand brushed it, but it did not move.

"Y ou see -- it'squite harmless. Do you remember Lautreamont said: 'Even lice are incapable of
the evil to which our imagination prompts them'?"

"It doesn't look harmless,” Butler said. "Why isits skin so tattered?”

Reade poured the water into the sink. "Becauseit's about to shed it. The new skin's underneath.
Inafew days timeit will ped off itsold skin likeaglove.

Fisher said, "Lucky snake. | wish | could.”
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