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PART ONE

CHAPTER ONE

He came out of the Underground at Hyde Park Corner with his head lowered, ignoring the
people who pressed around him and leaving it to them to steer out of hisway. He didiked the crowds.
They affronted him. If he alowed himsdf to notice them, he found himsdlf thinking: Too many peoplein
thisbloody city; we need a massacre to thin their numbers. When he caught himself thinking this, he felt
sick. He had no desire to kill anyone, but the hatred of the crowd was uncontrollable. For the same
reason, he avoided looking &t the advertisements that line the escalators of London tubes; too many
didikesweretriggered off by the most casud glimpse. The haf-clothed formsthat advertised women's
corsets and stockings brought a burning sensation to histhroat, an instantaneous shock, like throwing a
match against a petrol-soaked rag.

A thin brown drizzle fell steadily; the passing traffic sprayed muddy water. He buttoned the
raincoat and turned up its collar, then opened the woman's umbrella he carried suspended by itsloop
from hiswrist. The crowd thinned as he crossed Grosvenor Crescent; he walked more dowly, enjoying
the noise of the rain on the umbrella

Outside the gilded wrought-iron gates he stopped and fumbled for his money. The doorway of
the house was hidden by a striped tent surmounted by a Russian onion dome; on either side of this stood
statues of two enormous Negroes, leaning on the marble archway that formed the entrance to the tent.
He lowered the umbrella, shaking it to didodge the raindrops. Behind the Negroes, the walls of the house
looked black and desolate.

The entrance hal smelt of damp clothes. A queue of half adozen people was waiting &t the
boxoffice. Theinsdewalls of the tent were covered with red and gold striped paper.

There was some delay at the boxoffice. A middle-aged man was protesting with aforeign voice:

Nevertheless, | am astudent at the London School of Economics. Itismerely that | have



forgotten my card. | have a British Museum Reading Room card if that isany good. . .

Sorme produced a book from the side pocket of his jacket, and began to read. The queue
moved forward again.

He became aware that the man in front of him waslooking down at hisbook, trying to read its
title from the page heading. He looked up, and met apair of narrow, brown eyes, that turned away
immediately with embarrassment. In that moment, he had registered athin, long-jawed face that in some
way struck him as oddly familiar. It was ugly, in apleasant way, covered with smal indentations that
could have been pock-marks. A moment later, the man bought histicket, and Sorme had a chanceto
observe him more fully. The examination brought no recognition. He wastaler than Sorme, dthough
Sormewas dightly over sx feet tdl. Hisdark grey suit waswdl cut. The thin face had high cheekbones,
and eyesthat danted. It was so familiar that Sorme stared a moment too long, and suddenly found
himsdlf looking into the danting brown eyes again. They smiled at him briefly asthe man turned away, and
Sorme was suddenly certain that he had never seen him before. The ticket-sdller was asking: Student?

Yes.

One and sixpence please. Catalogue?

The stairway that led out of the tent curved round the canvas walls, and exposed the rusty
scaffolding that supported it. He walked quickly, didiking the unpleasant memories aroused by the
scaffolding. The stairsled to adoorway that had been congtructed from afirst-floor window, and formed
the entrance to the exhibition. The first room immediately dissipated the mood of didike. It had been
designed to look like a Paris street, with iron railings, and aview of the Seine between the houses. Under
the leaves of an overhanging tree, a huge poster displayed the words: THEATRE DES CHAMPS
ELY SEES. BALLETS RUSSES. The enormous drawing of Nijinsky as the Spectre of the Rose was
signed by Cocteaul.

The place was warm; there was no one esein the room, and helost the fedling of tension that the
rain and the crowds had induced. There was a sound of music coming from aloudspeaker in another
room. He dipped the book back into the jacket pocket, plunged his hands deep into his raincoat
pockets, and gave himself up completely to the sense of nostalgiaevoked by the room. He stood there
for afew moments unmoving, until he heard footsteps and voices on the stairway, then walked quickly
past the poster of Pavlovathat faced Nijinsky, and mounted the narrow wooden stair to the second
floor.

The music was louder there. He recognised the find dance from The Firebird, the soft,
drawn-out horn call. It sent awarm shock of pleasure through the muscles of hisback and shoulders, and
stirred the surface of his scalp. People were aready mounting the stairs behind him. He hurried oninto
thewell-lit room. There was only one other person in it: the man who had stood in front of himin the
gueue. The voices and footsteps that came from the stairway drove him forward into the next room. A
violent hatred arose in him of the talking people who talked away emotionsinto words. A drawling,
cultured voice was saying:

... and we nearly got asnap of him. He was there on the beach, just changing into a pair of
bathing trunks. Lettie grabbed her camera, but she wasn't quick enough. . . he got them on. Should have
been worth something -- ashot of Picasso intheraw. . .

The music had stopped. The voice fatered, embarrassed at the sllence. Abruptly the music began
again, aviolent, discordant clamour that exploded in the small room and drowned dl other sounds. He
recognised Prokoviev's Scythian Suite, and smiled. The din was shaking the glass case in the middle of
the room; it isolated him as effectively as silence. He examined with satisfaction adesign by Benois.

The rooms were not crowded. He worked through them dowly, returning to the first room when
the people behind him -- an army officer with two girls -- caught up with him.

* * %

An hour later, the loudspeakers were relaying The Three-cornered Hat, and he was again on
thefirst floor, in the portrait galery. The heat was making him deepy. There was a curious scent hanging



inthe air which he half-suspected of possessing an anaesthetic quaity. As he paused in front of a portrait
of Stravinsky, he noticed the bust. It ood on acube of marble, directly below an oil painting of a
balerinain awhite dress. The inscription undernegth said: Nijinsky, by Una Troubridge. He had
remembered then of whom the stranger reminded him. It was Nijinsky.

Somewhere, along time before, he had seen a photograph that caught the same expression, and
the thin, faun-like face had impressed itself on hismind. As he stared &t it now, the resemblance was no
longer so obvious. Automatically he looked around to see if the man was anywhere near. He was not.
Idly, he wondered whether he might be any relation of Nijinsky, his son perhaps. He could remember no
son; only adaughter. Anyway, the bust was not redlly like him. It was not really like Nijinsky either; it
had been idedlised.

The man wasin the Chirico room at the top of the stairs; he stood, leaning on an umbrella,
examining one of the designs. Sorme crossed the room and stood close to him, where he could watch his
face out of the corner of hiseye. The resemblance was certainly there; it had not been imagination. By
turning hishead alittle more, asif examining the design to hisleft, he could examinethe facein profile,

Without looking at him, the Stranger said abruptly:

He should have done more ballet designs.

For amoment, Sorme supposed he was addressing somebody on hisleft-hand side, then
redised, equaly quickly, that they were donein the room. The man had not turned hisface from the
design hewas examining. Sorme said: | beg your pardon?

Chirico. He never did anything better than these designsfor Le Bal. Don't you agree?

| don't know, Sorme said, | don't know hiswork.

The stranger looked at him and smiled, and Sorme redlised that he must have been watching him
in the glass covering the design ever since he camein. He began to fed dightly irritated and embarrassed.
Something in the man's voice told him ingtantly he was ahomosexud. It was acool, dightly drawling
voice.

Y ou know, the man said, | could have sworn | knew you when you camein. Do |?

| don't think so.

The eyesrested on him detachedly; he had the air of a Regency buck studying ahorse. Sorme
thought: Damn, he thinks I'm queer too.

| thought you knew me, the man said, you looked at me asif you knew me.

His voice was suddenly apologetic. Sorme'sirritation disappeared. He cleared histhroat,
lowering hiseyes.

Asamatter of fact, | did think | recognised you. But | don't think that's possible.

Perhaps. My nameis Austin Nunne. | was quite sure | knew you,

Ausgtin Nunne. . . ? Did you write abook on ballet?

Y es. And adim volume on Nijinsky.

Sorme was excited and pleased, as the memory returned: the photograph of Nijinsky.

Of course| remember you. I've read them both. So that'swhy | thought | knew you!

You surprise me. It'savery bad photograph of me on the dust jacket.

No, | haven't seen that. But the photograph of the Nijinsky bust. Wasn't that in your book?

The Una Troubridge? O no. Karsarvinafound thisonein ajunk-shop in &t Martin'sLane. |
didn't even know it existed. But | think | know what you mean. The photo of Nijinsky in L'Apr és-Midi.
The head and shoulders?

Sorme suddenly felt irritated and depressed. He fet that his enthusiasm had placed him in the
position of an admirer, a'fan’. Nunne suddenly turned away, saying in abored voice:

Anyway, they're neither of them very typica of Nijinsky. Totdl thetruth, | used that L'Aprés
-Midi photo because friends said it looked like me.

Sormelooked at hiswatch, saying: Well, I hope you didn't mind my asking?

Not at dl. Areyou in ahurry to go? Have you been all round?

No. But I've been here for an hour and ahdf. | don't fed asif | could take any more.

Y ou're undoubtedly right. It's my fourth time around. | saw it when it opened in Edinburgh.



Sorme said embarrassedly: | must go.

Look here, why don't you come and have adrink? It's about opening time.

Sorme hesitated, and at the same time felt angry with himsdlf for hesitating. He was interested by
the fedings of attraction and repulsion that Nunne aroused in him. He had no particular didike of
homosexuals, but was aware that the consequences of being picked up by one could be difficult. He said
uncertainly:

| don't know any pubs near here.

| do. Lots. Come and have aquick one. | always like meeting people who are interested in
ballet. How are you traveling? Tube?

Yes.

That settlesit. They're beastly at thishour. Y ou'd much better hang around for awhile.

Sorme followed him down the stairs. Nunne said over his shoulder:

Y ou haven't told me your name.

Gerard Sorme.

Sorme? That's an odd name. What isit, French?

| don't know. My family come from Y orkshire. My father thinksit'saY orkshire version of
Soames.

They were passing through the portrait galery. Sorme asked him:

Do you notice that odd scent?

Y es. Do you know what it iS?

No.

Itscaled 'Mitsouko'. It was Diaghilev's favourite scent. Oriental. Y ou'll smdl it much stronger in
here.

They were passing through aroom lit by blue bulbs, that had been designed to look like a
haunted theetre. There the scent was overpowering. It seemed to emanate from old ballet costumes that
hung in the blue air, surrounded by backstage scenery. The scent followed them down a short corridor,
through aroom hung with caricatures, and out on to awide staircase that had been decorated with a
tableau representing the legend of the Seeping Beauty. The music met them loudly asthey came down
the staircase. Nunne waked jauntily, swinging hisumbrella. He had the graceful walk of adancer. There
was afaint touch of the theatrica in his manner as he descended the Staircase. He asked Sorme:

What made you read my books? Areyou interested in ballet?

| used to be once. Not now.

Where do you study?

What makes you think I'm a student?

Y ou've got astudent'sticket sticking out of your top pocket. Anyway, you look like one.

They were outside again, standing near the immense Negro statues, and the drizzle fell steedily.

I'm not a student, Sorme said, but for some reason everyone supposes | am. | supposeit'sthe
scruffy gppearance.

He was wondering how he could indicate to Nunne, as quickly and astactfully as possible, that
he was not homosexud. He started to raise the umbrella, but Nunne stopped him:

Don't bother. That's my car over there. Let'srun for it.

It was along, red sports mode with a canvas hood. Nunne yanked open the unlocked door and
Sorme did past the steering whed, into the passenger seet. The car made a neat haf-turn and glided
forward towards Welington Place. Nunne grumbled:

| suppose therell be abloody traffic jam al theway from hereto Piccadilly Circus.

Sorme stared at the moving windscreen wipers, and at the red light of the traffic-signa that burst
in red drops over the unwiped area of the windscreen.

Nunne began to Sng softly to himsdlf:

Cats on the rooftops, cats on the tiles. . .



The car turned into Dover Street. Nunne said softly: It's our lucky day. Come on, move out, old
on.

A car infront of them was pulling out from the pavement; Nunne did negtly into the empty space
and braked abruptly. He said:

Three cheers. Weve arrived. Open your door.

Sorme stepped out on to the pavement, and immediately raised the umbrella. Nunne dammed the
door shut. He said, chuckling:

For God's sake put that thing down. Thelocal copperswill think you're soliciting.

Soliating?

They'll think you're trying to advertise your sex to thelocal queers.

I'm not queer, Sorme said bluntly. He lowered the umbrella. Nunne said, laughing: Don't be silly.
| wasn't serious. | didn't suppose you were.

They crossed the road, avoiding ataxi. They turned again into Piccadilly. Nunne steered him
towards alighted doorway:

Herewe are. After you.

Theair was pleasantly warm. Sorme was helped out of the raincoat by aman in ared uniform,
who handed the coat and umbrellato the cloakroom attendant. The man nodded a Nunne asif he knew
himwdl:

Evenin', ar.

Evening, George.

There were only two other men in the bar. Nunneindicated a corner seat for Sorme; it was deep
and comfortable.

What are you having?

Bear?

They don't have draught. Y ou can have alager.

That'sfine, Sorme said uncomfortably. He was trying to remember how much money he had on
him, and how long it had to last. He crossed his knees, and fdlt the trousers damp. He stared down at the
frayed turnups, and at the leather strips sewn on to the cuffs of hisjacket. The poverty of his appearance
did not embarrass him, but he had never entirely lost a sense of its disadvantage. He thought: | wonder if
they'd let meinto this place on my own? and decided it was unlikely.

Nunne set the glass of lager in front of him. He seated himsdlf opposite Sorme in arush-backed
lounge chair, and poured the entire contents of a bottle of ginger deinto alarge whisky. Hetook abig
gulp of it, then set it down, Sghing:

Ah, itll bethe death o' meyit, jist like me poor feyther. Cigarette, Gerard?

No thanks, | don't smoke.

Y ou don't mind me caling you Gerard?

Of course not.

Good. And I'm Audtin.

Sorme tasted the beer. It wasice-cold.

Tl me, Gerard. If you're not astudent, what do you do?

Nothing much. I'm writing a book.

But how do you live? Journdism?

No, I've had avery smdll private income since | was twenty-one. . .

Whichwas. . .?

Fiveyearsago. | just about scrape dong. So I'm redlly one of theidle rich. Except that I'm not
rich.

Areyouidle?

Pretty idle.

Likeme, then. | thought | recognised afellow spirit as soon as| saw you. What were you
reading, by the way?

Sorme pulled the dog-eared paperback out of his pocket. He said laughing:



Sex for beginners. By Frank Harris.

My Life and Loves. | never read Harris, isit good?

It's quite astonishing.

How? In what way?

| never cease to gasp with amazement at the way he leapsin and out of bed. | wonder whether
such menredly exis.

Why not?

| mean with such a promiscuous gppetite. It astounds me. Y ou remember that Nijinsky dept with
hiswifefor severa nights before he made love to her? That's naturd. That'sthe way it should be.

Y oureinterested in Nijinsky?

Yes.

Why?Y ou never saw him dance.

Sorme stared into his glass, trying to find the words that expressed it precisdly. It wasimpossible;
he didn't know Nunnewell enough. He said:

Itsdifficult to explain. . .

Wait. Let's get some more drinksfirdt.

Not for me. | can't drink any more beer.

Have a scotch, then.

All right, but let me. . .

No, no, no. You st till.

He dgndled to the waiter, calling: Two large scotches and two dries.

Go on, Gerard. About Nijinsky.

Sorme asked, laughing:

Why are you s0 anxious to make me talk? What do | know that might interest you?

A great many things, | should imagine. | aready know some interesting things about you.

Such as?

That you're twenty-six, have asmall independent income, and don't like work. That isinteresting
initsaf. Too much leisure demordises most people. Y ou can seeit in their faces. Y ou, on the other hand,
have an interesting face. It is not a saf-indulgent face. Immediately, | wonder: What does he do with his
leisure? Y ou haven't enough money to waste it flying aeroplanes, or gadding off to other countries, as|
do. What do you do with your leisure?

Sorme said: Nothing much. | try to do nothing.

The waiter set the drinks down on the table. Nunne dropped a pound note on the tray.

Progit, Nunne said, raising the glass.

Cheers, Sorme said.

The waiter handed Nunne his change and Nunne dropped a coin on to histray. Sormedrank a
large mouthful of the scotch. Tears cameto hiseyes. Hetook out his handkerchief and blew hisnose
vigoroudly, then, noticing the colour of the handkerchief, pushed it hastily back into his pocket. Nunne
looked up from the book on the table, and tossed it over to Sorme.

| can't imagine that sort of thing appeding to you.

Sorme shrugged, and emptied the bottle of ginger deinto the scotch. It was a considerable
improvement.

| read alot.

Nunne smiled at the evasion. He sipped hisdrink thoughtfully, staring past Sorme's heed. He
asked dowly:

What isthis book you're writing about?

I'll give you one guess, Sorme said.

Nijinsky?

Right.

Redly? Doesit cover any of the same ground as my book?

Not redly. Thisisanovd.



He drank down half of the scotch and dry ginger, and redlised that he was feeling relaxed and
contented. Now he was no longer worried about the nature of Nunne'sinterest in him, he was beginning
to like Nunne.

Tel me about your novel, Nunne said.

| can't do that. It's not redlly about Nijinsky. It's about Nijinsky's state of mind.

Wheat do you know about that?

He bdieved in himsdf. Most people don't.

Half adozen more people had comeinto the bar, businessmen. A young man with ayoung
womaninfurs

Sorme fdt thetalk risng in him, checked only by a desire not to bore Nunne. He leaned forward,
SYying.

When | think about Nijinsky, then | look at these people, | fedl asort of incredulousness. You
know he saysinthe Diary, Lifeisdifficult because no one knowstheimportance of it. | picture him
walking round the streets at night like a high-pressure boiler, dmost bursting. . .

He stopped; Nunne's face was perfectly attentive, listening with a gravity that was flattering to
him.

You see | seeit thisway. Supposing that at the end of your life you had avison of everything --
everything in the universe, dl a once. A sort of vison of God. It would justify everything. If you could
have avison likethat it would make the world different. You'd live like afiend, like a possessed man.
Because you'd know it meant something, that it wasn't meaningless. Look. None of these peoplelivea
wholelife. They only liveafew odd days at atime. It'slike never eating afull med, but getting an
occasiond mouthful every few hours. Or like not hearing asymphony in one sitting, but hearing two or
three notes at atime, spread over severd months. That's how they live. Well, some people dont livelike
thet.

Nunneinterrupted smoothly: How are you so sure Nijinsky didn't?

No, he didn't, Sorme said.

Nunne offered him the open cigarette case; Sorme shook his head saying: Thanks, | don't. Nunne
lit acigarette, looking at him over the lighter. He breathed out a mouthful of smoke, saying contentedly:

You redly are avery odd person, Gerard.

Sorme finished the whisky, staring hard at Nunne. He signalled again to the waiter, and waved a
hand at the two glasses. He said deliberately:

It's not oddness. | am convinced that life can be lived at twenty timesits present intengty. . .
somehow. | spend dl 1 my lifelooking for theway toit. | envy madmen. But somehow | never get closer
toit mysdf. But | cling to symbols. Nijinsky isone of my symbols.

The waiter set down two more large whiskies. Sorme said:

I'll get these.

No. No. Please.

Asthe waiter went away, Sorme asked: Why should you pay for my drinks?

Because my father'sdisgustingly rich.

Oh.

Y ou look shocked!

No. Tell me, what do you do with your time?

Ah, there you touch adelicate subject. | have developed fifty different ways of wasting it. | write
books -- not very good ones. | attend all the concerts and operas and ballets. | fly to Viennaand Milan
and Berlin for concerts. If | wasjust alittle more worthless I'd drink two bottles of pernod aday and kill
mysdf inayear. Asitis, | fly aplaneand likefast cars.

Sorme said, disingenuoudy: Y ou're not married, of course?

No, | never met anyone | wanted to settle down with. For some reason, | prefer bitches. | don't
suppose you understand that?

No, | don't redly. | hate bitches -- of any sex.

Y ou obvioudy lack amasochidtic leaning.



| hate pain of any sort -- to mysdlf or anyone else.

Ah, you tak likeamoraist, Gerard. One shouldn't beamoraist.

Y ou don't understand. It's not amatter of morality. It'swhat | said before -- you have to work
on the assumption that there could be avision of thetota meaning of life. And if that's possible, everyone
ought to live asif that wastheaim.

Ah, you are amordigt, Gerard. Y ou ought to meet my aunt. Y ou'd like her.

Why?

She'samoralist too. She disgpproves of me. Jehovah's Witness. Believesthe Last Judgment'll
happen any day now. That'swhat you want, isn't it? People believing in the Last Judgment.

You'redamn right. It'sjust what | want.

Shdl | tdl youwhat | want?

What?

Something to eat. Shdl we go and have amed?

Where?

Anywhere. Leoni'sor Victor's or somewhere,

| haveto go.

Oh no. It's not the money that worries you, isit? I've got lots on me. Look.

Nunne produced hiswallet and waved it vaguely under Sorme's nose. Sorme caught a glimpse of
awad of notes. He redlised that Nunne was becoming drunk: he also suspected that he was behaving as
if he were more drunk than he actualy was.

No, redly. I'd rather not.

But you must. | don't want you to go yet. Y ou don't want to go yet, do you?

No, but. . .

Well, we can't drink any more on empty stomachs. I'm getting disgustingly drunk aready. Had no
lunch. So wed better go and eat. C'mon, boy.

Asthe uniformed man hel ped Sormeinto hisraincoat, Nunne said:

Let meinto asecret, Gerard. Why on earth do you carry awoman's umbrella?

Sormetook the umbrellafrom the man, and handed him ashilling.

It'snot mine. It's my landlady's daughter's. Sheinsisted on lending it to me when | came out
today.

They came out into the rain again. Sorme felt fortified againgt it and happy. It wasthefirg time
for severd yearsthat he had been drunk, and the sensation delighted him. Nunne grasped his elbow and
squeezed it, asking:

Hasthisgirl got athing about you?

| suspect s0. At least, her mother does. And she suspects me of taking base advantage of it -- or
of being about to. She gave me notice last week.

Really? What do you intend to do?

Nunne backed the car dightly, then pulled out expertly.

I'm moving to another place tomorrow morning.

Whereabouts?

Kentish Town. I'm living in Colinda e a the moment.

My God, that's up Bedford way, isn't it?

Not quite that far. It's near the newspaper library, which israther useful. But the new placell be
more convenient for the British Museum.

And isthe daughter moving with you too?

No fear. She'sasweset girl, but | don't want to go to bed with her.

How virtuous of you. Get out of the way, you stupid bastard.

Thiswas addressed to ataxi-driver who was turning histaxi in the middle of Brewer Street.
Nunne honked his horn twice. It had abraying, brassy tone. Asthetaxi came past them, the driver
shouted:

Tikeyer bloody time, can't yer?



Swine, Nunne said serendly. If welived in the Middle AgesI'd have him hanged, drawn and
quartered for that.

The car shot forward, narrowly missing a pedestrian who came out from between two parked
cars.

Fool! Nunne screamed.

Y ou should drive ajuggernaut chariot. It'd be morein your style.

Nunne said indignantly: All drivers should be more dangerous. That would reduce the number of
careless pededtrians. Eventudly, theréd only be careful oneseft.

What about when you're a pedestrian?

I'd carry agun. All pedestrians should carry tommy gunsto shoot at dangerous drivers. That'd
make London far moreinteresting.

The car cruised down Dean Street. Nunne said:

Not asingle bloody parking placein Soho. . . Ah! Wearein luck tonight.

An Angliapulled out of arow of parked cars. Nunne did past the empty space and backed into
it. He turned the engine off.

Y ou're so good-tempered, Gerard. Y ou obvioudly don't hate people as much as | do.

Sormesad, smiling:

Y ou obvioudy don't know measwell as| do.

* *x %

Nunne commanded good service. The manager cameto their table and made a polite speech
about being delighted to see him. Their waiter was obsequious; he exuded adesire to please.

Y ou seem well known here.

Sormewas not interested; he said it only to make conversation.

I've changed my restaurant adozen timesin two years. | haven't been herefor over afortnight,
S0 they probably assumed they wouldn't ever see me again.

Why do you change?

Nunne masticated and swallowed dowly the last mouthful of smoked sdmon. He said, sSighing:

Sheer pettiness, Gerard. | get offended about little things. | know damn' well I'm being silly, but |
get offended dl the same.

Sorme regarded him with mistrust, mixed with a certain disappointment, feding asif Nunne had
confessed to atendency to shoot at old ladies with arevolver. Nunne seemed not to notice. When the
walter filled his glass, he drained the Chianti without lowering it.

Nunne had ordered roast duck, cooked with paprika and cheese. When it arrived he stopped
talking and gave full attention to the food, speaking only to reply to acquaintances who came past the
table. When this happened Sorme did not look up; he was aware of being regarded with curiosity. He
could aimost fed the conjectures being made, and he ate quickly and mechanically to conced the
irritetion.

He had difficulty in dissuading Nunne from ordering a second bottle of wine. His motiveswere
purdly sdlfish; he knew that if he drank another half bottle, he would be sick before the end of the
evening.

The rain had stopped when they left. Sorme waked contentedly beside Nunne, now fedling
happier in the anonymity of the Soho crowd. Hisfedlings about Nunne were mixed. He caculated that
the med he had just eaten was the most expensive he had eaten in hislife. The sight of the six pound
notes Nunne had dropped on to the waiter's plate had shocked him; it represented aweek's food and
rent. The most he had ever paid for amea had been ten shillings. He fdlt acertain gratitude for Nunne's
generosity, now that he had ceased to suspect hismotives. But afaint didike rosein him periodicaly.
There was something distinctly repellent about Nunne. It had to do with the combination of coarseness
and femininity in him. The brown hair waslong and slky, dmost beautiful, awoman'shair. Theteeth
wereirregular and yellowish; two at the front were pointed, canine. When helooked closdly at the face,



no scarswere visible; it was hard to determine what produced the pock-marked effect. When he had
asked Nunne, asthey drank coffee and vodka, Nunne had said briefly: Car accident, and drawn his
finger dong afaint, hardly perceptible linethat ran acrossthe left cheek, parald with the jaw.

What would you like to do now, Gerard?

Do youthink I might buy you adrink now?

| see no reason why not, dear boy. Let's go into the French, shdl we, that is, if we can St down.

The pub was crowded. Nunne wasimmediately hailed by a short, leathery-faced drunk.

Carl Cagtering, Nunne said. Thisis Gerard Sorme.

The man seized Sorme's hand, and looked into his face with the liquid eyes of adrunk.

Y ou're very good-looking, Gerard. Don't you think he looks like Rimbaud, Austin? Don't you,
though?

Sorme alowed his hand to be caressed between two damp palms, then withdrew it. He asked
Nunne:

What will you drink?

Straight scotch for me.

Sorme asked the drunk: Will you have adrink?

The leathery face turned to him coquettishly.

Why, that's awfully sweet of you. Yes, | will. Scotch and water.

Sormefinally attracted the barmaid's attention. He passed two whiskies back to Nunne and his
friend. They stood, wedged together in the crush, holding their glassestightly.

Nunne said: Carl is one of the best photographersin London, Gerard.

Cagtering leered a Sorme, then suddenly regarded him serioudly:

| would like you to st for me, Gerard. Would you do that?

Only if I'm present, Nunne said lightly.

Why? Don't you trust me with him?

| wasjoking, Nunne said.

He said to Sorme: Drink up and let's find somewhere less crowded.

Sorme obediently threw back the whisky. It no longer made his eyes water.

Outside, Sorme asked him: Isheafriend of yours-- Carl?

Swine, Nunne said shortly. Masochist. But adamn good photographer.

They walked dowly dong Old Compton Street, keeping close to avoid being separated by the
crowd. Outside the Cinerama theatre Nunne was saluted by the uniformed man who controlled the
queue.

Y ou seem to know everyone.

Heworked as a chucker-out at aplace | knew once.

They stopped to look at the coloured pictures, displayed behind glass, that showed scenes from
the film. Sorme, glancing up a Nunne, suddenly caught alook of revulsion and absorption. Nunnewas
gtaring at a photograph of aswitchback car swooping over ahump. A pretty, plump girl stared at the
camera, holding her dress over her knees, but the sides of the dress, caught by the wind, revealed the
tops of her stockings and suspenders. Nunne turned away abruptly, saying:

Let'sgo, Gerard.

Sorme sad, laughing: | didn't think you liked women.

Nunne said: What do you mean?

Nothing; you were staring at that girl asif she fascinated you. Thelook passed over Nunne'sface
again, then disgppeared. He said, amiling:

She does. Come on.

They walked back to the car.

Where now, Gerard?

Sorme said, dubioudy: I'd like alittle quiet.

Sowould I. What about my flat?

Whereisit?



Near Portland Street station.

I'd rather stick to somewhere closer to my way home. | ought to think of getting back.

Wheredo you live?

Hendon. Until tomorrow.

Of course. All right, we'll head that way. | know rather agood little pub in Hampstead we might
goto. Quiet.

Hampstead? Isthat on the way?

Certainly. We can cut over to the Hendon Way. Straight route.

They moved dowly adong Old Compton Street. Nunne blew the horn; it emitted a gentle, warning
note. Nunne said, grinning: Excdllent invention this. | can adjust the tone and volume of the horn. Loud
and blatant for the open road; gentle and, asit were, coaxing for London crowds. Come on, shift, you
stupid bastards, or I'll turn the cow-catcher on. Thisisthe only part of London that reminds me of
Hamburg's Regperbahn. Do you know Hamburg, Gerard?

Sorme said abstractedly: No. He had been staring at hiswatch for haf aminute without
registering thetime. It was ten past nine.

Asthey passed Chak Farm station, Nunne said suddenly:

| know. Let'sgo to my aunt's place. Shelll give usadrink.

Whao's your aunt?

You'd like her. Her name's Gertrude, and she's not redlly my aunt, but she'sterribly sweet. She
livesdl on her own in ahousein the Vae of Hedlth, and never seesanyone. Shelikesmeto dropin.
Unless she'sholding ameeting.

Wheat kind of amesting?

Jehovah's Witness. It'sher only vice. But she'sredlly rather swest.

Sorme said with dismay: Y ou're not serious, are you?

Why not?

About her being a Jehovah's Witness?

Ohyes, quite serious about that.

But -- | mean -- they're quite up the wdll, aren't they?

Couldn't say, dear boy. | don't know athing about them. She's never tried to convert me.
Anyway, we don't haveto stay if you can't bear her. But shelll give usadrink, anyway.

Sorme relaxed into the seet. He had afedling that he would not get home early after dl, and he
was too drunk to care deeply. The prospect of changing hislodgings, which had worried him for aweek
past, now seemed unimportant. He closed his eyes and tried to calculate how much he had drunk. The
car braked suddenly, throwing him forward.

Nunne said: Sorry, old boy. | get used to driving my other car, and it brakes gentler than this.
Smashed it up last week.

The road was completely deserted. On one side of it the Heath rose steeply; Sorme stepped out
and dammed the door. The cool air wakened him; the car-heater had come close to sending him to
deep. Nunne was groping in the leather pocket behind the door; an dectric torch clicked in his hand.
Sorme followed him through the gateway, into complete blackness. About fifty yards away alight was
burning in adoorway, trees shed rain from their leaves as the wind rocked them; Sorme turned hisface
up to catch the wet drops. He said dreamily:

Doesyour aunt enjoy living in the middle of nowhere?

She hatesit, actudly. She's dways threatening to move nearer town, but the Heath's so lovely in
the summer.

Thelight that burned in the porch was a square lantern, with a pointed electric bulb insdeit.
Nunne rang the doorbell. A moment later, alight appeared behind the glass panesthat covered the upper
half of the door. A woman'svoice caled: Whoisit?

Audin.

Audin!

The door was opened by asmdl, dim woman.



Thisis Gerard Sormes, Gertrude. Gerard's awriter.

Do comein. | wasjust thinking about going to bed.

Don't worry. We shan't stay al night.

| didn't mean that. Stay aslong asyou like.

Sheled them into along, comfortably furnished stting-room.

Areyou hungry? Have you had supper?

Y es, thanks. An hour ago.

Would you like adrink?

Rather!

Y ou know whereit is. Help yoursdlf. I'm having some cocoa.

She switched on the ectric fire, and went out. Nunne opened the sideboard, and took out a
bottle of whisky. Sorme glimpsed an array of bottlesin the cupboard; he asked:

Doesyour aunt entertain alot?

Not much. She mixeswith two lots. A sort of Hampstead literary crowd -- most awful lot of
goddam squares you ever saw -- and her soul-savers. They're about as bad. She takes care never to
invite them here on the same evenings.

Why?

When her soul-savers come, she hangs up a banner: Beware the Demon Drink -- over the booze
cupboard. When the literary crowd descends, she hasto hire anavvy to cart them homein a
whesdlbarrow.

The woman camein again, carrying acup on atray. She asked:

How isyour mother, Audtin?

In excellent condition, thanks. She's coming to London next week.

Will she be staying with you?

Shell beat my place. | shan't be there, though. Going to join somefriendsat St Moritz.

She sat down opposite them. There was something about her that Sorme found very attractive.
Hewould have guessed her age to be about forty. In some way, she managed to give theimpression of
being well-dressed without seeming to care about her appearance. The tweed skirt was well-cut, but it
had started to come unzipped at the waist. The mouth and chin were firm, dightly schoolmistressy. But
there was something curioudy anonymous about her: she was the kind of person he would not have
noticed if she had sat opposite him on the tube.

| didn't catch your name.

Sorme. Gerard Sorme.

Nunne said: | thought it was Sormes.

No.

What do you write, Mr Sorme?

Sorme said embarrassedly: Austin shouldn't have introduced me asawriter. I've only ever
published afew poemsin magazines.

Areyou aCatholic?

He said with surprise: No, why?

| wondered. . .

Nunne said: He's an athel stic freethinker, with inclinationsto Catholicism. Aren't you, Gerard?

Austin, behave yoursdlf!

She amiled at Sorme, asif excluding Nunne from the conversation.

Y ou're not afreethinker, are you?

No. .. | don't suppose so.

What are you then? Nunne asked.

Gertrude said reproachfully: Austin, do behave yoursdlf. Have you been drinking?

Certainly not. Not much anyway. Another, Gerard?

Sorme said hagtily: No thanks. | haven't finished this.

Nunne had given him atumbler haf full of neat whisky, and he was wondering whether he could



find some opportunity to pour it back into the bottle.

| really don't think you ought to, Austin. It can't be good for your tummy.

Nunne stood up, alittle unsteedily:

No doubt you'reright, Gertrude. 'Scuse me, dears.

He went out of the room. Sorme watched her eyesfollowing him.

Heredly israther drunk, isn't he? she asked him.

| dare say heis. | am, ahit.

Y ou don't look it. Areyou used to drink?

No.

| didn't think so. Have you known Austin long?

For some reason, a sense of shame made him reluctant to tell her. He said:

Not very long.

Y ou musin't let him lead you into bad habitd!

| don't expect so.

What rdligion were you brought up in?

| don't know. C of E, | suppose. But | never had to go to church or Sunday schoal. | hated both.

And have you any religious beliefs?

Thebare minimum.

And what are they?

Sorme heard Nunne's footsteps outside the door. He said smiling:

I'll tell you some other time.

Nunne camein again. He said chearfully:

| thought Friday was your meeting night?

Itis. It'sover now.

Oh. And how's old Brother Horrible?

Who on earth are you talking about?

Fatty. Tartuffe with the butcher's complexion. What's his name?

Redlly, Audtin! Y ou get worse. What have you got againgt Brother Robbins?

Nunne sat beside Sorme again, having refilled his glass. He said, winking:

He's after you, Gertrude.

Nonsense!

| saw it in hiseyes. He's thinking what anice match you'd make. Nice cuddly little wifey.

Sorme noticed with surprise that she had coloured. He stood up, saying: Excuse me.

It'supstairs, Nunne said, second on the | ft.

The hall and stairs were carpeted with blue pile that made his footsteps noiseless. There were
two prints of paintings by Munch on the stairs. In the warmth and haze of the alcohal, it seemed one of
the most charming houses he had been in.

He switched on alight, and found himself in asmall bedroom, containing asingle bed. Therewas
alarge framed photograph of ablonde girl on the dressing-table. He peered at it with interest, then kissed
hislipsat it. He backed out of the door and went into the bathroom. A lineful of damp clothes hung
acrossit; he had to duck under them to reach the lavatory. He murmured softly: | should seduce her and
come and live here. Perfect conditions for working.

He washed his hands at the basin, humming quietly.

When he turned away, he waked immediately into awet towd . He wiped hisface on his hand,
and reached up to touch ablue nylon waist dip. Water dripped down his deeve. He swore under his
breath, amiling.

When he came into the Sitting-room again, Nunne said:

| think we'd better go, Gerard. Gertrude wants to go to bed.

Of course.

Areyou going to finish your whisky?

| don't think I will. I've had rather alot.



| didn't think you were. So I'vefinished it for you.

Shesad, laughing: Y ou redly are disgraceful, Augtin. | don't know how you manageto drive that
car. Do be careful.

Tush! Did you ever know meto have an accident?

Itsamiracle! shesaid.

Nunne heaved himsdlf to hisfeet. He seized her and planted akiss on her forehead. Sorme
regarded her, smiling. He would have liked to do the same. Nunne said:

Goodnight, dear aunt. Lock the doors now. Make sure old Brother Barrel-belly's not under the
bed.

Sheturned to Sorme:

Y ou will come again, won't you? Y ou can find your way here.

I'm not so surethat | can, he said, smiling.

I'll give you the address.

She tore a sheet of headed notepaper from apad in the bureau and scribbled on it. He dipped it
into his back pocket.

Goodbye. Do make Audtin drive carefully.

Sorme shook her hand; her grip was asfirm asaman's.

She cdlled from the front doorstep:

Keep to theright of the drive. Theré'sapool of water there.

Nunnestorch wavered erratically over the ground. Sorme kept closeto him to avoid stumbling.
Asthey emerged into the street, Nunne said:

Shelikesyou, dear boy. | got alittle lecture on corrupting you. | think she wants you for her
Bibledass.

Not for her literary evenings?

Oh, perhaps. | don't know. | should think from her questions. . .

Hisvoicetrailed off. He opened the car door, and collgpsed into the driving sedt.

Ouf! That's better. . . Wdll, where now? It's only ten past ten. Weve still time for another drink.
Or you could come back to my place and have a couple.

No! Redly, it'squiteimpossible. | must get back. Any other night but this.

Ahyes. Y ou've got to movein the morning. How will you do it?

Takeataxi.

Would you like meto pop over and help you?

No, no. Don't bother.

Nunnelit acigarette, and tossed the match out of the window. His headlights suddenly lit up the
road. The car surged forward jerkily, then stalled. He said:

Sod it. Left the bloody hand-brake on.

Sorme said: Look, drop me on the Edgware Road, and I'll get abus home. Or better till, drop
me off at Hampstead underground.

No, no. I'll take you home. Y ou're not | etting Gertrude's comments on my driving worry you, are
you?

No. ..

Good. I'm aperfectly safe driver, even when | can't seefor scotch.

What about your other car. .. ?

Oh, that wasn't my fault. . . Somebody built awall in the middle of the road.

Didn't they nab you for drunken driving?

Fortunatdly | wasn't drunk. That was the trouble. Morning &fter. | felt like hell.

Nunne's driving seemed neither better nor worse for the drink. He turned off the engine and
alowed the car to freawhed down the hill to Golders Green, snging mournfully:

Cats on the rooftops, cats on the tiles. . .



Sorme said: Was your aunt ever married?

Shel's not my aunt.

Was she ever married?

No. Gertrude isamost mysterious case. No one knows all the facts. She had a father.

A what?

A father. Y ou know some people have got amother who won't let them off the dog lead? Well,
she had afather.

Why should that stop her from marrying?

How should I know, dear boy? Use your imagination. If it'saslurid as mine, you can think up all
sorts of reasons.

Sorme suppressed the comments that rose to his lips. Nunne was not the person to make them
to. Nunne startled him suddenly by saying:

Anyway, | doubt whether she/d be any good in bed.

Sorme glanced at him. The cigarette was hanging loosaly from the side of hismouth. He said:

No, | dare say you'reright.

It began to rain again. He sat there listening to the steady click of the windscreen wipers, then
sad suddenly:

By theway, who's that delicious blonde girl in the photograph?

Which photograph?

| walked into abedroom while | waslooking for the lavatory. Thefirst on theright. Therewasa
photo of alovely little blonde on the table.

Oh, that'd be Caroline. Her niece. | haven't met her. Why?

All ddliciouslittle blondes interest me.

Y ou are acow, aren't you? Always on the lookout for sex.

Sorme laughed. They were passing Hendon aerodrome. To change the subject, he said:

By theway, did you say you fly aplane?

Y es. Got one down at a place near Lestherhead. Y ou must come over for aweekend. I'll take
you for atrip.

Y our own?

My father'sactudly. He never usesit.

Turn left here, please. It's by that next lamp-post.

The car stopped with ajerk; thistime Sorme had braced himsdlf for it. He said:

Well, | oweyou quitealot for this evening.

No you don't. | oweyou alot. I'd have been bored stiff on my own. Have you got any boozein
your room?

I'm afraid not. At least, only some beer.

Excellent. Let'sdrink that. Or are you too tired?

Not at al, Sorme said. Come on up.

Asthey opened the front gate, Sorme said quietly:

Don't make anoise until we get into my room.

Arethey adeep dready?

No, probably watching the TV.

They tiptoed up the stairs, Nunne walking in front. A door below opened; awoman's voice
cdled:

Isthat you, Mr Sorme?

Yes.

Oh.

The door closed again.

Sorme switched on the light and closed the door.

Y ou don't know how lucky you are to have no landlady. | detest landladies.

Helit the gasfire and turned it on full. The room was smdl and had too much furnitureinit. Two



cheap suitcases, bound with string, stood near the door. The table was completely occupied by the
remains of amed and an empty drawer. A large cardboard soap-carton, haf full of books, stood in the
washbasin in the corner. Sorme took off his overcoat and hung it in the wardrobe. Nunne was seated on
the bed; helit acigarette:

| had an awfully nicelandlady in Hamburg.

Sorme took the empty drawer and fitted it back into its place in the sideboard.

I've had too many landladies. I've had so many that now even pleasant landladies make my flesh
crawl. That's the main advantage of this new place -- the landlady doesn't live on the premises. Even the
decentest landladies end by persecuting me.

Don't be neurotic, Gerard.

You'd be neuratic if you'd had as many as| have. Stupid, petty-minded old catswho leavelittle
notesin your room. They don't like visitors after ten o'clock. They don't like you to have women in your
room. Y ou never know when some triviality's going to upset them and make them give you notice. If |
were adictator I'd open concentrations camps for landladies. Mean, trivid, materiaistic old sods. They
poison our civilisation.

He moved the carton of books on to the floor, and let the hot tap run, then washed two glasses,
and dried them with the hand towel.

Poor Gerard. Y ou ought to find yoursdf aflat.

Sorme took aquart bottle of ale from the bottom of the wardrobe, and poured into the two
glasses. He handed one to Nunne, saying: Cheers.

Nunnetook asip, and set it down on the table. He said:

I'm sorry I'm going away just as we're getting acquainted.

Sorme sat in awooden chair near the fire; he said sententioudy: Therell be plenty of time.

Without a doubt. Give me your new address, will you? and I'll give you mine.

They exchanged address books; both wrote silently for amoment. The warmth made Sorme's
stockinged feet steam. He suppressed ayawn. Nunne moved to the end of the bed, where he could see
thefire, and stretched out his hands towardsiit.

Gerard. What you were saying earlier. About looking for some other way to live. . .

Yes?

Y ou ought to see afriend of mine. Father Carruthers, a a hotel in Rosebery Avenue.

That must be where Brother Maunsdll lives: there are quite a number of prieststhere. Do you
know him?

No, | don't recall him.

Y ou're not a Catholic, are you?

No. My mother is. Carruthersis her friend, redlly, but I'm sureyou'd like him.

Sorme sipped his beer dowly. He had no real desireto drink it; it tasted bitter and wholly
disagreegbleto him.

What do you think this Father Carruthers could do?

| don't know. | like him. He'sawfully clever. He knows alot about psychology -- hewas afriend
of Adler.

That sounds dangerous.

Why?

| can't imagine the Church gpproving. Does hetalk about neurosisinstead of Sn?

Yes. Wl no, not exactly. Y ou'd have to go and see him. He's written abook on Chehov.

Sorme shifted his chair further back; the fire was too hot. He said, for the sake of saying
omething:

| probably will.

Nunnetilted the beer glass and emptied it. Sorme pushed the quart bottle over to him. Nunne
alowed the beer to dop into the glass; the froth immediately brimmed over and ran on to the tablecloth.
He leaned forward and sucked up amouthful of the froth, until it ceased to overflow. He looked up at
Sorme suddenly over the brim of the glass, saying, with a casuaness behind which Sorme could sensethe



control:

Y ou seem to have an awful down on queers, Gerard.

Sorme sad, shrugging:

No. On the contrary, | dways get on very well with them.

But you don't like them?

It'snot that | don't like them. | disapprove of the queer mentality.

What on earth is the queer mentdity?

| shouldn't say.

Do say. Don't mind me. | wouldn't take it persondly, | assure you.

All right. Most queers I've known have been too persond. With them, everything is personal. It
all depends on people. | can't imagine ahomosexud visionary, or ahomosexua Newton or Beethoven.
They seem to lack intellectua passion -- the capacity to become fanaticaly obsessed by purdy
intellectua issues. They're like women -- everything hasto bein terms of people and emotions.

Y ou do talk nonsense, dear boy. How do you know Newton and Beethoven weren't
homosexua ? Neither of them got married. What about Schubert, Michelangel 0?

Sormesaid, laughing:

OK. I'm sorry | spoke.

No, but answer me! 1'd like to hear your views.

No. I'm too tired. When you go tonight, I've got to finish packing. I'll have to be up early
tomorrow to start moving.

Nunne looked at him; his eyes were serious, dmost pained. Abruptly, he shook his head, and
drank therest of hisbeer. He stood up, saying:

All right, I'll leave you.

Sormeimmediatdy fdt guilty:

Y ou don't haveto go yet. It's hardly eeven. Y ou could stay for another hour.

No, I'd better go. Why are you smiling?

You'relike ajack-in-the-box, Sorme said. Why don't you sit still for awhile?

Thiswas not the redl reason Sorme was smiling. He had thought: He hastaken it personally.
Everything is persond for them. But he was glad Nunne wasleaving.

Bye-bye, Gerard.

Wherewill you go?

Nunne shrugged:

Home, perhaps. Or aclub | know in Paddington. Bye-bye.

Goodbye, Audtin. Thanksfor the evening.

Don't come down, Nunne said.

Hewent out quickly, closing the door behind him. Sorme stood there, until he heard the front
door dam. Hislandlady immediately caled: Who'sthere? He said angrily to the door: Oh, drop deed!
The car door dammed. He looked out of the window, in timeto see the rear light disappearing into the
darkness.

He emptied therest of his beer into the nk, and washed the two glasses, then systematically
washed the rest of the crockery on the table. When he had told Nunne he wanted to finish packing he
had been sincere; but now hefelt deepy and drunk. The room was hot and stuffy. He turned the gasfire
off, and opened awindow. Before undressing, he swallowed three dyspepsia tablets with aglass of milk.
The sheetsfdt pleasantly cool. He yawned in the dark, and stretched in the bed, experiencing intense
sensud satisfaction from the contact of the sheets. He thought of Nunne flying to Switzerland, and felt a
faint envy, which heimmediately suppressed. Sleep came quickly and eeslly.

CHAPTER TWO



Heliked the new room. When the boxes had been unpacked, and the radio and record player
were arranged on the chest of drawers, it seemed smaler than he had anticipated. A fire escape ran past
the window, which looked out on a piece of waste ground and on achurch. He had dso theuse of a
small kitchen that was probably a converted lumber-room. It was reached by anarrow flight of sairs
opposite hisdoor: he wasto share thiswith a Frenchman who lived in the next room.

The move exhausted him. He had awakened without a hangover, but feeling tired and
dry-mouthed. When he had finished arranging the room, he fdlt the sweat running down hissidesand
along histhighs. He set akettle to boil on the gasring; he could hear the thump of his heart, and the roar
of thetraffic in the Kentish Town Road. The bed stood under the open window; the breeze cooled him.
Hefél into adoze, and was awakened suddenly by the whistle on the kettle.

He made teain atwo-pint thermos flask, and poured it out through a strainer. He put arecord on
the gramophone, then sat down at the table, staring at the glowing nipples of the gasfire, Spping the tea.
Someone tapped on the door; he called: Comein.

The man who opened the door said: | hear we are to be neighbours and share the kitchen.

Comein, Sorme said. Would you like a cup of tea?

Thank you, | would.

The French accent was not strong, but quite perceptible. Sorme stood up, holding out his hand.

My name's Gerard Sorme.

Edmond Calet. How do you do?

Do you mind sterilised milk in your tea?

Not at all.

Hetook the whisky-cap off the sterilised milk bottle that he had brought from Colindae; the milk
was three days old. He turned down the volume of the gramophone. The Frenchman asked: What isit?
Prokoviev?

Y es, thefifth symphony. Do you like music?

Very much. | used to play the oboe in the orchestrain my hometown. Lille.

But you're not aprofessona musician?

Ohno. I'm an engineer.

When he amiled, he showed amouthful of regular, white teeth. He had a handsome face, with a
square, powerful jaw. Sormefound himsef liking him ingtantly. Callet sat opposite him, inthe armchair.

| hear you're awriter?

Y es. Who told you that?

Carlotte. The girl who cleans up. We have some strange tenants in this house. Y ou have the
worst one above youl.

Theworst? Why?

He'smad. And he plays gramophone records dl night.

Chrigt! Does he thump around, though?

No, | don't think so. He just plays records. Y ou won't see him during the day. He deeps.

That'sdl right. | sometimes work most of the night too. Do you object to the noise of a
typewriter?

No. | use one mysdlf. The only person who might complainisthegirl in the room undernesath.

| see. And who dse qudifies as'strange’?

The Frenchman made a puzzled grimace. Sorme explained:

Y ou said there were severa strange tenants?

Ah, yes. Well the old man above you isthe worst. There are two homosexuals who live on the
ground floor. They won't bother you. They sometimes quarrel dl night. They aredl right except when
they are drunk. Then they get noisy.

Doesn't the landlady object?

No. She doesn't live here. The German girl is supposed to keep an eye on the place. Carlotte.
Shelivesin the basement.

The record came to an end. Sorme turned the player off. Immediately, they heard the sound of



someone knocking on the door of the next room. The Frenchman opened the door, saying: Hello?

Phonefor Monsieur Cdlet, agirl'svoice sad.

I'll probably seeyou later. Thanks for the tea.

Y ou're welcome, Sorme said.

He poured himself a second cup of tea, and switched on the record player again. The heat was
making him drowsy. To wake himsaf up, he began to rearrange his books in the bookcase behind the
door. He flattened the three cardboard cartons that the books had been packed in, and heaved them on
top of the wardrobe. They met some obstruction and did down again. He climbed on to achair, and
looked on the wardrobe. There was a pile of books there, pushed to the back against the wall. There
were four tattered copies of P. G. Wodehouse, and three volumes in the Notable British Trials Series.
One of these had alabel insde: Erith Public Libraries. The date ssamped inside seemed to be severa
yearselier.

Helifted them down, blowing the dust off them, then sat down at the table to examine them. A
quarter of an hour later he was still reading the first volume he had opened, The Trial of Burke and
Hare. It made him fed dightly sick.

Someone knocked on the door. He called: Hello.

The Frenchman looked round the door.

Hédllo. Lotte asked meto give you a message. Someone phoned for you this morning.

Oh?Did he leave amessage?

Y es. Shedidn't get his name, but he left atelephone number. Hereitis.

Sorme took the torn envel ope flap. He said:

Thanks. I'll ring him now. Wheré's the phone?

Unfortunately, he left amessage asking you to ring him before three. He said he was leaving
London at three.

Sormelooked at hiswatch. It said half past four.

Oh. . . thanks anyway.

The Frenchman asked conversationally: What are you reading?

Oh, abook on murders.

Did you read about that murder last night?

No.

In Whitechapel. Another girl found beaten to death. It wasin the midday paper. Do you want to
Seeit?

Sorme said, chuckling: Don't bother. | intend to eat amed today. This stuff makes mefed sick.

When the door closed again he tossed The Trial of Burke and Hare on to the bed, and opened
one of the Wodehouse volumes.

In the night, he woke up and remembered Nunne's aunt. Until then he had completely forgotten
about her. He reached for histrousers, and felt in the dark for the back pocket. The sheet of notepaper
was gtill there. He struck amatch, and read: Gertrude Quincey, The Laurels, Vde of Hedlth, followed by
her phone number. He propped it on the chair beside the bed to remind him to phone her in the morning,
and lay down again, in the night that now smelt of burnt sulphur, and thought about her. Her figure was
dim and attractive; there was something demure about her manner that he found exciting. She was
probably fifteen years his senior; perhapsless, perhaps only ten. He speculated idly on the advantages of
persuading her to become his mistress, even of marrying her. 1t would be pleasant to be looked after. But
inten years time, in fifteen? There was dso this business of her being a Jehovah's Witness. Somehow,
that did not fit in. He thought of Jehovah's Witnesses as rather dovenly-dressed working-class women.

It would be interesting to find out how serious she was about the Bible classes. Or if her
convictions made chadtity obligatory.

He knew, with sudden certainty, that there could never be any question of wanting to marry her.



It would be asdll-out. There was an intuition of certainty in him that told him that a sell-out for security
could never be necessary. He thought instead of making loveto her. Theideacarried him into deep.

Thefollowing evening he tried phoning her; there was no reply. He depressed the recelver-rest
and rang Augtin's number; agirl on the switchboard told him that Mr Nunne had gone away for afew
days. Hereturned to hisroom, fegling curiously disappointed.

Half an hour later he was reading when he heard footsteps ascending the stairs to the old man's
room. Someone knocked on the door. A girl'svoice caled: Mr Hamilton! There wasno reply. The
footsteps came down the stairs again. Someone rapped on hisdoor. He called: Comein.

The girl who stood in the doorway said:

I'm sorry to disturb you. . .

Hesaid: You're Carlotte?

Y es. Thereisa policeman at the front door. . .

To seeme?

O no! He says someone has thrown a bottle into the street. | think it must be Mr Hamilton. But
he won't answer the door. What shall | do?

What makesyou think it's him?

It must be. Monsieur Cdlet isout. Who else could it be?

What do you want meto do?

Could you -- go up by the fire escape? He may answer you.

Wheré's the policeman?

Downgairs.

He climbed out of the window on to the fire escape. A shaft of light came from the open door
above.

In the room, the old man squatted on the floor, his back to the door, naked. The choir sang:

Stella matutina
Salus infirmorum
Refugium peccatorum. . .

He stood there, uncertain, wondering whether to return quietly to his own room. When the
record stopped, he coughed and knocked on the door. He expected the old man to turn, or start guiltily.
Nothing happened. The old man took off the record and selected another from the pilein front of him.
Sormesaid:

Excuseme. ..

Theold man said over hisshoulder:

Comein. Don't stand there.

Sorme advanced into the room.

I'm sorry to trouble you, but there's a policeman down below enquiring about a bottle that
somebody threw into the stret.

As he spoke, he saw the window was open: it overlooked the street.

The old man said: Y ou are German, are you not?

No, English. So would you mind. . . ?

Yes dl right, dl right. Do you like the Roman litany?

Hefdt irritated and helpless. The old man had a bottle between his knees, with aglassinverted
over the neck. The gramophone was a big wooden box; the circle of green baize was loose on the
turntable; the wires ran across the room to aradio on the bookshelf. He fdlt chilled in the draught that
blew across the room, and noticed with surprise that the old man was sweating.

| only cameto tell you that the policeman seems pretty annoyed. Throwing bottles out of
windows causes alot of trouble. . .

Tdl me, my young friend, do you believe in mortification of the flesh?

Hefdt suddenly violently angry, and would have enjoyed snatching up the gramophone and



smashing it on the perspiring bald head. 1t was afeding that he was somehow the victim of adrunk old
man. He crossed the room to the door and tried it; it had been locked and the key removed.

The old man said thickly: Sit down and have adrink. What part of Germany do you come from?

Sorme turned round, and was suddenly shocked and repelled by the blotchy nakedness; a
tainted spittle of disgust rosein histhroat. The old man poured gin into the tumbler, and then inverted the
glass over the neck of the bottle again. He shook the bottle so that the glass clinked, and smiled:

Y ou can't get out that way.

He flung out hisright arm, pointing; Sormefollowed the direction of hisfinger to awall cupboard.
The door stood open.

Do you know what thisis, my young friend, my little German friend?

No.

'Samap, isn'tit? A map. But do you know what it is?

There was amap pinned to the ingde of the door; it seemed to be drawn inink.

Of courseyou don' know. An' I'm hot goin' atell you. . . It'smy secret. . .

He crossed the room quickly and went out of the fire door again. The old man cdled: Hi, wait a
minute! Sorme went down the fire escape and climbed back into his own room.

Wel?thegirl sad.

It'sno good; he'sdrunk. You'll haveto tell the policeman it won't happen again. He's too drunk
toligten.

She turned and left the room without speaking. He closed the window and knelt by the gasfire,
warming his hands. From somewhere downstairs he could hear a degp male voice speaking. The
gramophone above was playing again. He was puzzled by the violence of the killing ingtinct that the old
man had aroused in him. Even now, it would have given him pleasure to stand in the doorway and empty
arevolver into the repulsive nakedness. The strength of his own hatred surprised him.

His hands were grimy, from touching therail of the fire escape. He washed them in the kitchen,
gradualy relaxing as he leaned over the sink, his handsin the warm water. When he came down again the
girl waswaiting in hisroom. She stared back from the bookcase as he camein:

Oh -- I'm sorry. | hope you don't mind me comingin. . .

Not at al. What happened?

He sayshewill haveto report it. That'sdl.

Will you have aglass of wine?

Shelooked asif about to refuse. He took the bottle out of the cupboard, saying: I'm having one.

Pease. Jud alittle, then.

It was the bottle he had opened the day before and was till nearly full. He poured wineinto a
tumbler and handed it to her.

Sit down.

Thank you.

She sat inthe armchair by the fire. She had astrong, pointed face, with high cheekbones. Her
mouth was full, but strong, not sensudl. If she had been dimmer she might have been dmost beautiful. Her
English was perfect.

What do you think we ought to do about him?

Hesad: I'mdl for killing him. He disgusts me.

Wheat did he say?

Nothing intelligible. He was pretty drunk. He was Sitting on the floor in the nude.

Nude. Y ou mean naked?

That'sit.

He pulled ahard chair up opposite her and sat down.

| don't understand him. It is strange that he has not killed himsdlf. He drinks all thetime.

Who ishe? Do you know?

Hewas an engineer. Hiswifedied. | think he has money. Sometimes he talksin Hyde Park about
reigion.



What about religion?

| don't know. Some Russian sect who believe in dancing round abonfire. And hetalks alot
when he's drunk. About murder.

Murder?

Y es. He pretends he has agreat secret. . . about -- what do you call him -- Jacques
L'Eventreur?

Jacques. . . Jack the Disemboweller? Oh, you mean Jack the Ripper What does he say about
him?

| don't know. Hetalks alot when heis drunk.

Why does MrsMiller tolerate him? Why doesn't she throw him out?

Why should she? She doesn't have to live in the same house with him. He pays three pounds a
week for that room. No one else would pay so much.

Hefinished hiswine, and poured some more. She had not touched hersyet. She said: He
frightens me. Once he stole apair of my shoes. . . Therewas aring at the front doorbell. She jumped up
immediatdy:

| haveto go. That isfor me.

Did you get them back?

Oh, yes. | found them in his cupboard. Goodbye. Thank you for the wine.

Not at al. Come up some evening when you don't have to go out.

He sat, garing into the gasfire, then leaned over and picked up her untouched wine. It tasted
warm. He said doud: | must get awoman. I'm getting sex-starved. He thought of the women who stood
outside the Camden tube, their eyes following the men who walked past; then redised immediately that
he had no desire for aprogtitute. It would have destroyed his appetite, like amea in a Rowton House.
Hefinished the wine, and sat down at the typewriter.

* k* %

That night, the vastation happened again. He woke up feding hot and dightly drunk. He was il
fully clothed, lying on the bed. Opposite his eyes, the radio droned softly; he had falen adeep listening to
alate night chamber concert. The room wasin darkness, except for the light from the wavelength pand,
and the red glow of the neon lights from the cinema over the way. His mind formed the question ashe
dtared across the room: What am | doing here? It seemed arbitrary; he might have been anywhere or
anything. A sense of aien-ness oppressed him, and hetried to focus his attention on it to discover its
precise nature. Immediately, an orgasm of fear twisted his heart, and drained the strength out of hiswill. It
was an awareness that his own existence was not capable of detaching itsalf from existence to question it.
Existence faced him like ablank wall. There was an ingtinctive desire to penetrate the wall, to assert his
redlity beyond it, and aterror that came with the recognition that he was trapped in existence; that no
detachment from it was possible. Theterror waslikelosing an arm: too violent to hurt.

He came back to his own existence, lying on the bed, with ajerk of reief. He swung himself off
the bed, and crossed the room to switch off the radio, thinking: Absurd or not, | chooseto be here.

Back in bed again, hetried to recreate the fear, and the perception that caused it, and failed. It
had drained him, like sexud fulfilment, and his mind formed words instead of sensations. The only thing
he could recall wasthe sense of alien-ness, afedling: | do not belong here. He wondered vagudly, losing
the struggle to keep awake, whether the insght was not some kind of guardian, a benevolence whose
aspect was nothingness.

Hewoke up again in the night, and felt curioudy disgusted with hisbody, asif it were dready
dead flesh. Suddenly, he redlised what it was that disgusted him; it wasthe idea of his own non-existence.

* * %

He woke up with an immediate sense that something was happening. He looked at hiswatch; it



was half past ten. Someone was banging on the door of the old man'sroom. The voice of the German girl
cdled:

Open the door, please. Someone wants to speak to you.

The old man's voi ce shouted something. It sounded muffled. The knocking was repeated. The
old man called again; thistime his voice sounded clearer:

Whoisit?

A made voice said: Police officers. Would you mind opening your door?

Sorme sat up in bed, thinking immediately of the bottle. There was anoise from overhead, a
movement of bare feet on the floor. Then something heavy moved, an article of furniture. The maevoice
cdled agan.

Would you let usin, please?

There was no reply, only another dragging sound across the floor. The knocks on the door
became heavy and peremptory. Suddenly, the old man'svoice, shrill and breathless, shouted:

What do you want?

The German girl said soothingly:

They only want to ask afew questions.

Wheat about?

The policeman said: Open the door, and we can talk.

The old man's voice was harsh, hardly recognisable; he shouted:

| know you. | know your tricks.

Therewasanote of hysteriain it. The policemen were now conferring with the girl in low voices.
In the room above, the bare feet padded across the floor. Something clanged asit fell. The policeman
shouted: If you don't let usin, I'm afraid we shall have to force the door.

Sorme swung himsalf out of bed and pulled histrousers on. He looked around for his dippers,
and then remembered he had |ft them in the kitchen. His door opened suddenly, and the German girl
looked in. Hewas till on the floor, looking under his bed. Her voice said:

There'sno one here. Y ou can comein.

He straightened up as aman cameinto the room. The girl whispered: O, I'm sorry. | thought you
were out.

Hefelt embarrassed, his hair tangled, still wearing the pyjamajacket. He asked:

What it is?

Sshhh! We don't want him to hear. This gentleman is a policeman. Hewantsto get on to thefire
escape. Do you mind if he comes through your room?

No. Of course not.

The plain-clothed policeman said gruffly: Thank you, Sir.

Sorme heaved up the lower window frame. It went up with ashriek of unoiled pulleys. Thegirl
grimaced. The policeman had picked up a sheet of newspaper from the table, saying quietly: Do you
mind, sr?Helaid it on the bed, and stepped on it to climb out of the window. He was a short man, with
apointed, bird-like face. He stood there for amoment, staring up at the room above, then went quietly
up thefire escape.

Sorme lowered the window six inchesto lessen the draught. He asked the girl: What'sit all
about?

She shrugged: He must be mad. They only want to ask him afew questions.

About throwing thet bottle?

Oh no. Not that.

What has the old boy done?

She said mysterioudy: It is about amurder. They think he might know something.

They heard a sudden blow on the door above as someonetried to forceit. The old man'svoice
screamed:

Y ou're not coming in!

Thegirl ran to the window and looked out. The policeman called:



Tell Bert to come and help, would you? I'm afraid welll have to break the door. Sorme hurried to
the door, but before he reached it the other policeman ran into the room, wrenched up the window, and
clambered out. The girl said:

What does he think he's doing, the fool? No one wantsto hurt him.

She flung herself on the bed again and craned out through the window. The door above gave
way with acrash. The old man's voice shouted despairingly:

Don't come near me.

Thegirl turned round and stared at him. There was a sudden shriek of pain that made them both
tense. Sorme said: My god, what's he done? Perhaps I'd better go and help.

As soon as he climbed out of the window, he saw the black smoke that poured through the
doorway. He took the stairsthree at atime. Flames and smoke made it impossible to see into the room.
One of the policemen was shouting: Open the window! The flames abated for amoment, and he could
seethat the fire seemed to be immediately insde the door. He recoiled againgt therail of the fire escape,
then threw himsdlf forward into the room. Smokefilled it like adense brown fog. The old man was
writhing on the floor. He seemed to be on fire. Both policemen were trying to smother the flames with
blankets. Sorme wrenched open the window on the far side of the room, and breathed gratefully the
clean air. When he turned back into the room, he was able to see that the fire was coming from a paraffin
tin that lay on its Side near the stove, ill gushing oil. Hetook arunning kick at it and sent it through the
door and into the yard. The old man rolled under hisfest, till screaming, and made him fal on to the bed.
He regained his balance, and heaved the mattress off the bed and into the middle of the flames.
Immediately, the area of flame was reduced to afew square feet, lgpping around the edge of the
mattress. One of the policemen caled hoarsely: Good man! They stopped using the blankets as beaters,
and threw them into the flames. Sorme opened the wardrobe, and threw all the clothes he could find. His
eyes and throat were smarting from the fumes. He began to stamp on the flames that <till burned,
cannoning into the policeman as he staggered drunkenly, coughing in the smoke. On thefloor, theold
man was glent.

The draught through the room was clearing the smoke. Sorme | eft the policeman to stamp out the
flames, and started to tear away the trunk and armchair that had been pushed againgt the door. He turned
the key inthe lock, and pulled it open. In his eagernessto breathe clean air, he dmost fell down the
dairs.

He resisted the impul se to close the door behind him and cut himsdlf off from the smoke and stink
of paraffin. He sat on the top stair, his back againgt the banisters, breathing deeply. After afew minutes
the smarting died out of his eyes. He felt begrimed from head to foot with smoke. When he had ceased
to fed that he was suffocating, he went back into the room again. Both policemen were standing outside,
on thefire escape, panting. The fire was out. The old man waslying, perfectly ill, in the middle of the
floor. Sorme turned and went downstairs again. Three people wereinsde, looking out of the window.

He turned away with disgust, and went up to the kitchen. There, he turned the tap on full, and held his
head undernegth it. He pulled off the pyjamajacket and rubbed his body with awet sponge, which
soothed his hot flesh with aluxurious coolness. His body ached and throbbed asif he had been beaten.
He soaped the sponge and his face and chest, and then, lowering histrousers, the lower haf of hisbody.
When he had dried himsdlf he fdlt better. His hair, which he had alowed the water to soak, dripped on
his shoulders and down his neck. He rubbed it vigoroudy with the towd, then combed it. He went
downgtairs again, carrying the pyjamajacket.

His door was now closed. In the room, both the policemen were sitting without their coats and
jackets. The old man lay on the bed, moaning gently. The two men looked a him and smiled when he
camein. One commented:

Blimey, | thought wed had it that time, didn't you, Jack?

The one called Jack glanced at the bed, saying:

Stupid old bastard. What's he have to do that for?

The other one looked a Sorme; he said:

Thanksfor the help.



drink?

Not a al. Areyou arresting him?
No. We just wanted to ask him afew questions.
Their faces and hands were grimy; both were gtill swegting. Sorme asked: Can | offer you a

I'll say you can! the policeman called Jack said.

What of? the other asked.

Wine or beer?

Beer for me.

Andme.

He opened aquart of light ae, and poured into two glasses and a chinamug. He drank hisown

down in one long draught. He pushed the bottle towards them, saying:

Ad:

Help yourselves.

Thanks. Wewill.

Where's Carlotte -- the German girl?

Phoning the ambulance.

The girl came back into the room as he spoke.

They will be here soon. How is he?

The man called Jack shrugged:

Canttdl at hisage. HE's not badly burned, but there's the shock. . .

The old man waslying on the bed, his eyes open, breathing heavily. He began to groan. Sorme

I'll go and dress, if you don't mind.
Hetook apair of neatly folded trousers from the drawer, and a shirt and tie. Both policemen

refilled their glasses, emptying the bottle; they ignored the old man.

Thegirl came out of the room after him. She said:

Y ou can wait in my room if you like. The ambulance should be here soon.

He was about to refuse, then changed hismind:

Thank you. Whereisit?

I'll show you.

She went down the stairs ahead of him. He asked her:

What do you make of it dl? What'sit al about?

| don't know, | know no more than you.

For some reason, he had expected adismal room, but her living-room was large and comfortably

furnished. The floor was carpeted. She switched on atall reading lamp that stood by the settee; it
diffused apink, warm light. An electric fire, set in the wall, was burning. Left lone, he dressed and
combed his hair, then looked through the volumes on the bookshelf; they were mostly in German. He
noted that her bed in the corner of the room was awide divan, thinking automaticdly: Big enough for
two; then thought: No, never wise to have amisiressin the house; she can watch you too closdly.
Nevertheless, he looked with interest through the photographs on the sideboard, and noted no young
men among them. There were two family groups, and a picture of the girl, looking about ten years
younger, with her arm round thewaist of afair-haired girl; they were both dressed in Bavarian costume.

The door behind him opened. He had expected the girl, but it was the policeman called Jack who

camein.

Ah. Would you mind if | asked you acouple of questions?

Of course. What about?

Would you mind jugt sitting down?

He produced a notebook and a ballpoint pen; Sorme sat on the settee.

Now, let'ssee. Y ou've only been here since Saturday, so | don't expect you know much about

the old boy?

Nothing at dl, I'm afraid.
But you went up to hisroom last night?



Only for afew moments.

| see. You didn't get any idea of any papers he kept in there, did you? Something he might want
to burn?

I'm afraid not, | wasn't in there for more than aminute and a half.

Theman sad, sghing:

l...see. Ahwel. Would you mind describing what happened last night?

Sorme gave an account of hisinterview with the old man, repeating, aswell as he could
remember, everything that was said. The policeman interrupted him only once, to ask:

Did you get achanceto look at this map?

Noneat al. | just waked past him.

It was behind the cupboard door?

Yes.

A gtregt map?

Aswell as| could judge, yes.

Would you recognise amap of Whitechapd if you saw it?

| don't know. I might. | supposeit could have been Whitechapel. | suppose Carlotte told you
about this cranky idea about Jack the Ripper he has?

Theman sad gloomily: Yes.

He closed the notebook, and returned it to his pocket. He said: Well, | supposethat'sall.

Sorme said: Isit asecret, or can you tell mewhat it'sall about?

Just aroutine check-up over the Whitechapel murders. Somebody reported him as a suspicious
character. We've got to check.

What are these Whitechapel murders?

Don't you read the papers?

Not unless| haveto. And | don't often haveto!

The policeman lit a cigarette, and stood up, looking for an ash-tray. He said: Y ou're alucky man.
Have alook in today's papers. You'll find al about it.

How were they committed? What weapon, | mean?

Severd. Hammer, scissors, aknife.

And how many have there been so far?

Four.

Sorme said: But what makes you suppose they were al committed by the same person?If the
weapons were different, surely. . .

The policeman interrupted him, smiling: Look here, it's no good asking me. Have alook at your
paper. I'm not in charge of the case. I'm just doing aroutine check.

Whoisin charge?

Inspector Macmurdo, Scotland Y ard.

A doorbell rang suddenly in theflat. The man said:

Ah, that'll be the ambulance.

He went to the door; before he could reach it, they heard the sound of footsteps running down
the stairs. He opened the door and stood there, listening. Sorme said:

Y ou know, it'svery odd. . .

What?

Wéll, theway he went on today. He seemed to think you wanted to arrest him.

Very odd. I'd like to know why.

| think he'salittleinsane.

I'd better be going. Thanks for the help. . . and the beer.

Not at all.

Hefound the morning paper on the kitchen table. The headline on the insde page read: Biggest
Manhunt Ever. Hetook it into the living-room, and sat in the armchair to read it. The front page carried
the picture of aplump, thick-lipped girl. The text read:



"The hunt for London's maniac killer continues. Y esterday, every available police officer was
diverted on to the biggest Metropolitan manhunt yet for the murderer who has now struck four timesin
eleven months. Late on Saturday night, Detective-Inspector Macmurdo, in charge of the case, told
reporters that the police now have reason to beieve that the killer of Gretchen Widman, the
forty-five-year-old ex-model found stabbed to desth on Saturday morning, was aso the man who
clamed the lives of Martha Turner (January 6th), Juanita Miller (April 3rd), and Catherine Eddowes
(August 17th).

‘Martha Turner was killed by a hammer-blow in George Street, Spitalfields. Juanita Miller was
stabbed with apair of scissors. Catherine Eddowes, like Gretchen Widman, was stabbed with aknife.

"The police are now dmost certain they are hunting amaniac sadist, with arecurring urgeto kill.
Since Saturday morning, police have been conducting door-to-door enquiries throughout Whitechape!.

‘Stallholders in Petticoat Lane Market were questioned about aman who carries arazor-blade
and dashesfemal e underwear that ishung up for sale.

'Y esterday afternoon the telephone room at the Y ard received over two hundred callsfrom
people who thought that they might have information about the killer.

'Late last night, Detective Inspector Macmurdo said:

" "There has been no further development. The police are till hoping to make an early arrest.™

Thegirl camein ashefinished reading. She said:

Y our room's empty nNow.

He stood up, saying: Oh, thank you.

Would you like acup of tea?

Thank you very much. Yes,

She cdled from the kitchen:

The policemen told me you did very well.

Hesad, laughing: It'snot often | get so much excitement before lunch.

He stood in the doorway, watching her as she spooned teainto the pot, then lifted the smmering
kettle. He said: Don't you warm the teapot?

Never! | am sureit makes no difference. My English friends say it does, but | can detect no
difference.

Maybe, he said noncommittally.

She shot him asudden friendly smile.

All right. Next time | maketeafor you, | warm the pot.

He said serioudy: Do you think theré's any chance of the old boy coming back?

| hope not, she said emphatically.

Have you read this morning's paper yet?

Not yet.

It says the police had two hundred cals yesterday about this Whitechapel murderer. It looks asif
one of them was about the old boy.

She handed him teain adelicate china cup. Sorme said:

Thanks. . . Of coursg, it'simpossible that he could have had anything to do with the murders,
intit?

| think so.

They went back into the living-room; she sat on the settee,

| suppose he has an dlibi, anyway -- playing records dl night.

He sugared histeaand stirred it, saying musingly:

Still, he could wangle that l right. All hedd need would be an automatic record-changer and a
pile of long-players. That'd make a good detective story, don't you think? A man who always keeps his
neighbours awaketo give himsdf an dibi. Then one night he leaves a pile of long-players on, sneaks
down the fire escape and commits amurder, and sneaks back two hours later. Perfect!

Y ou should suggest that to the police.

Hesaid: | would if | thought there was any danger of that old bastard coming back here. Frame



him. Declare | saw him cregping up the fire escape in sneakers, with a bloodstained hatchet in one hand!
That'd fix him.

She said with unexpected compassion: Poor old man. He should have afamily to take care of
him.

Irritated by her implied reproach of his callousness, he said chearfully:

| dare say he has. | expect they'rein hiding to try and avoid him. Cometo think of it, | bet that's
who denounced him.

Y ou shouldn't be so unkind about him.

He hasn't kept you awake al night with his bloody records!

He spped histea. It was very bad teg; it was weak, and had not been left to stand long enough.
He added more milk to cool it, and drank it in gulps. She said: More?

No thanks. I'd better go. By the way, have you looked in hisroom?

No, why?

| wonder if it's badly burned?

Why? Do you want to movein there?

It might be an idea, he said. In case the next tenant turns somersaults al night. Or trainsadancing
horse.

CHAPTER THREE

Thevoice a the other end of theline said:

Newsdesk.

IsMr Paynethere, please?

Speaking.

Hello, Bill. Thisis Gerard.

Héllo, old boy! How'sit go?

Listen, Bill. Something rather odd's just happened in this place I'm living in. The police have just
tried to arrest an old man as a suspect for the Whitechapel murders.

Has any other newspaper got onto it yet?

Not asfar as| know.

What happened?

He barricaded his door and set fire to the room.

Christ! What happened then?

They broke the door down. He'sin hospital now suffering from burns.

Hold on. . . All right, give methe address. It's Colindale, isn't it?

No. I've moved to Kentish Town.

Good. That'sfine. Do you think you could get down here?

Tothe office?

Yes. No. To Joe'sin Carmelite Street. Y ou remember that caf é we went to with Gret?

OK. I'll get thereright awvay. Seeyou in hdf an hour.

Wait. Hold on. Give me the address, and we'll send aman thereright away.

All right, but would you do me afavour? Don't mention my name. The landlady might resent it.
Get your man to say he found out from the police, or one of the neighbours tipped your office. OK?

OK. Give methe address.

He walked back quickly, hishands deep in hisraincoat pockets. The November sky looked cold
and marble-grey.



He leaned the bicycle againgt the window of the caf é in Carmelite Street, and locked the back
whedl. The road was being repaired, and the noise of the pneumatic drill filled the air with vibrations that
drowned the noise of machines from the printing works opposite. The caf é was beginning tofill with the
lunch-hour crowd. There was no sign of Paynein either of the two rooms. He took off hisraincoat, and
placed it on an empty corner table to reserveit, then went to the counter to order. When he came back
to the table aman was gitting there. Sorme said without enthusiasm: Hello, Bobby. The man said:

I'mwell, Gerard. How're you? Ah hope ye don't mind if | Sit down?

Thewatery eyes regarded him with anxiety. He said:

No. I'mwaiting for Bill Payne.

That'sdl right. Ah'll go when he comes. Well, you're looking well, m'boy.

Sorme looked across at the tired, unshaven face, and repented his brusqueness. The Scotsman
looked asif he hadn't eaten or dept for several days. He said:

Can | offer you acup of tea?

No thank ye, Gerard. Ah'vejust had one. But Ah'll tell ye what you could do. Ah'm expirin’ for
want of asmoke, and Ah've only athregpenny piece to maname. Could ye lend me a couple of bob --
or ashillin'd do.

Sorme said embarrassedly: | dunno. | suppose so.

He pulled out the wallet, and, removing afolded ten-shilling note, handed it to Robert
Drummond.

If you can change that, you can have two bob.

Thanks, man. Y €re savin' malife.

Sorme looked at hiswatch; it was haf past twelve. Drummond came back, and dropped four
florinsin front of him. He held out the open packet of Woodbines. Sorme shook his head.

Thanks, | don't.

Y erelucky.

Sorme noticed the trembling of the hand that lit the cigarette.

The Scotsman sat down, and sighed a cloud of smoke. He detached a shred of tobacco from his
lower lip; hiseyes closed:

Aahh! My first today.

His eyes opened, and looked directly a Sormefor thefirst time.

Wi, lad, what've ye been doin' since | saw ye last?

Nothing much. Tell me, Bobby, do you know anything about these Whitechapel murders?

Only what ah've read in the papers. Why, do you?

No. Until yesterday. I'd never even heard of them. | never read the papers.

Drummond said: Did | ever tell ye about the murder | got involved inin Glasgow?

No.

Well. Ahwasn't exacly involved. But thegirl livin' in the room next to me got strangled one night.
And the funny thing was, | haird her cry out. And | just lay there and did nothing.

Why?

Why? It's hard to say.

He stared, brooding, over his second cigarette. The woman called: Oneliver and chips. Sorme
collected it from the counter and paid. When he sat down, the Scotsman said dowly:

Yes, | cantdl yewhy. Have ye ever wanted something badly -- wanted it alot morethan it's
worth?

Occasiondly, Sorme said. He shook tomato ketchup on to the plate.

She was ashapdly girl, y'understand, not pretty. An' she didn't have regular men friends, asfar as
| could make out, but she wasn't a hardened virgin either. Men sometimes stayed overnight -- not ways
the same man, y'see? And it was a temptation -- to knock on her door one night on some excuse and
say: How about it, madear? An' | don't think she'd have refused -- | don't think so.

Sorme asked, through amouthful of liver: Why didn't you?

He shrugged, stubbing out the cigarette:



| can't say. Ah wasyounger then. . . shy.

Helooked a Sorme and smiled suddenly. It was a curioudy candid smile.

But on the night it happened, | haird her cry out, and thought she was having anightmare. |
thought: Why not now? an' got halfway to the door. Then | started to sweat and shake. I'd thought about
it solong, | wasn't prepared to get it so suddenly. So | lay in bed, fedlin' maheart thumpin' and tryin' to
work up the courage. Then | haird someone movin' about, and thought: She can't deep. . . But | didn't
go. And the next day, they found her strangled.

Did they ever caich him?

Y es. They caught him. Hewas asoldier. HEd killed her for the three pounds she had in her
handbag.

Sorme said: Ugh, what aswine. Poor girl.

HeresBill, the Scotsman said.

Sorme turned around as Payne came into the room. He waved to him. Drummond stood up,
sying:

I'll leave you.

Sorme said: If you don't stop chain-smoking, you'll need another packet in haf an hour.

Y ereright, Gerard. Thanksfor the loan.

The hand, unwashed, covered with light ginger hairs, pressed Sorme's forearm. Payne called
from the counter:

Teafor both of you?

Not for me. Ah'm just goin'. Gbye, m'desr.

Goodbye, Sorme said.

Payne brought the two teas over. He said:

What did he want?

Nothing. Just to talk.

Tak? Didn't he put the bite on you?

Only for two bob.

| knew it. He usudly triesto tap me when he seesme. That'show | knew he'd bitten you aready.

Youlook ill, Sorme said.

Payne's face was bloodless. It was athin face, with aclean-cut profile and cleft chin. When he
wastired, his skin took on the greenish tint of the abumen of aboiled duck egg.

| am. I'm half dead with deepiness. I've done two shifts running. The other man's away with 'flu.

Did you send areporter?

Y es, he'son hisway there now. | told him the story came from the police. Tell me what
happened.

Sorme repeated the story, beginning with the bottle-throwing incident. Payne drank histea
dowly, and listened without interrupting. He asked:

Do you know which hospital they took him to?

No idea.

Never mind. We can soon check on that. It soundsinteresting. Y ou say he was trying to destroy
something -- papers? That sounds asif the police might have aline on him. But | doubt whether he'sthe
man they want.

Why?

Hewasasmall man, you say. The pathologist's report says that the girl was stabbed by atdll
man. They cantell from the angle of the wound.

| never read the papers. Tell me al you know about this case.

Nobody knows much. Only what the headlines say.

Yes, but | haven't even read the headlines. I'd never heard of this murder case until the other day.

Y ou ought to read the papers, you know, Gerard. No writer can afford not to.

| suppose s0, Sorme said dubioudy. Hefinished histea and stared ruminatively at the caked
sugar in the bottom. He said:



Tdl me about these murders.

Haven't you read anything at al?

Only about thisgirl on Friday. Where was she killed?

Somewherein Whitechapel. | wasn't on the newsdesk Friday night.

He was looking past Sorme's head towards the door. He waved suddenly, calling: Martin.

Hetold Sorme: Here's the man who can tell you. He was on one of the murders.

Thetdl, raincoated man waved from the counter. Payne moved acrossto theinner chair to make
room for him as he crossed the room. He said:

Y ou know Martin Mason, don't you, Gerard?

| didn't, Sorme said. How d'you do?

The man had athin, beaky face, with bird-like eyes. The shoulders were narrow and stooped.
He nodded briefly at Sorme, carefully placing hishat under the chair.

Martin, Gerard wants to know about these murders. Give him the gen.

Doesn't he read the papers?

No, Sorme said patiently, not unless| can't helpit.

Nonconformist, en? Mason said. He had a smooth, nasdl voice, with no tone variation; the kind
of voice that seems perfectly adapted for sneering.

Sorme smiled to disguise hisdistaste; he sad:

| heard you were on one of these murders?

| was, Mason said, tirring histea. What do you want to know about it?

Which one?

Thethird -- Catherine Eddowes.

| thought it was the second, Payne said.

No. That was the Spanish dancer, Juanita Miller. Jmmy and Sam covered that. Superb woman.

What about the other case? Sorme said. Did you see her?

Y es, but only later, in the morgue. And shewas dl covered up. She wasn't much to look at.
Little, middle-aged woman.

Sorme asked: Wasit asex crime?

They cant tell.

Why not?

She was aprogtitute.

What about the other women?

Same, Mason said. He smiled, like a conjurer bringing off atrick. Sorme found hisdidike
concentrating on the blotchy, beak-like nose.

The Spanish girl wasn't, Payne objected.

She wasn't much better, Mason said, glaring. She dept with so many men they couldn't even
check up.

Tdl me, Sorme sad. Isit quite definite that they were dl committed by the same man?

Not certain, Mason said. JuanitaMiller and Catherine Eddowes were both knifed. But it wasn't
the same knife. The knife was found by the body in both cases. In one case aBoy Scout's bowie-knife,
inthe other alittle kitchen affair. But the redly surprising featureisthat the murderer must have got blood
on him, yet he probably returned through London in the early hours of the morning.

Not so difficult, Payne said. London isfairly deserted then.

Sorme said: There could be three explanations of that. He might have been alocal man, and not
had far to go. He might have had a car. Or he might have carried a coat over his arm which he dropped
while hekilled the girl, and put it on afterwards to concedl the blood.

Oh, there are more explanations than that, Mason said. We published aletter from someone who
thought he might have escaped through the sewers.

Impossible, Payne said.

| think so too, Mason said. But until they catch him, no one can know definitely, can they?

His eyes rested meditatively on Sorme. He asked abruptly, asif trying to take Sorme by



urprise

Why do you want to know?

Sorme glanced at Payne. Payne said:

Itsdl right. Heworksfor us.

It'slikethat, isit? Mason said.

Not exactly. It'sjust that. . . well, I've been drawn within their orbit, asit were.

Heturned to Mason to explain:

The policetried to question an old man about the murdersin the place where | live, and he
barricaded himsdlf in hisroom and set it onfire.

Have they any ideawhy?

No. | think he'salittle cracked.

Or he might not be. . . Mason said.

Oh, I think so.

Y ou could beright. But I'll tell you one thing. The police must have a pretty good reason for
announcing that they think the four murders were committed by the same man. It'sjust not good policy. It
centres the public interest on the idea of the Killer at Large, and then people start writing lettersto The
Times and asking questionsin Parliament about the efficiency of the police. They must have some reason
for risking it.

What's your theory? Payne asked.

That they have agood ideawho the manis. And they want him to fed that the net isclosing. To
scare himinto giving himsdlf away.

Perhaps, Payne said.

Can you think of any other reason?

Payne said, shaking his head:

If they had an idea of who he was, they'd close the net quietly. They'd watch him and wait for
himtotry it again. Sexud killersawaystry it again.

Sorme said: Thisgirl -- the one you saw.

The middle-aged woman, you mean? Catherine Eddowes?

Y es. How was she killed?

I'vetold you. Knifed.

But how? Cut-throat, or stabbed in the heart, or what?

They counted nearly sixty wounds.

Mason smiled. He obvioudy took pleasure in Sorme's shocked expression.

He must be amaniac! What about the other murders?

Mason drew deeply on his cigarette, smiling.

L ess spectacular.

They need to be, Sorme said.

Mason turned to Payne:

Have you heard these rumours about Janet and Ken?

Which one?1 heard about hiswife screaming at Janet over the phone.

Sorme stood up.

| think I'll go, Bill. Y ou two want to talk shop.

OK, Gerard. I've got to get back in aminute anyway. Well probably be sending you a cheque
soon.

That'd be useful, Sorme said. He shook hands with Mason. See you soon.

Bye-bye, Gerard.

He stopped at the counter to pay for the meal. Outside, the noise of the pneumatic drill was
deafening. He unlocked the bicycle, and whedled it on the pavement to Fleet Street. He stood there,
hesitating whether to go towards the Aldwych or Blackfriars. Findly, remembering that his landlady might
be in the house, he decided againgt returning to his room, and went towards Farringdon Street. His
stomach felt watery and rebellious. It was the talk of murder. It had settled on his senseslike afilm of



soot from a smoking lamp, coating them with agreyness of depression. He noticed a so that he cycled
with less confidence. The depression brought asense of his body's betrayd. He stared up Ludgate Hill at
S Paul's, thinking: London in November has no daylight. Only dusk. And London in July hastoo much
daylight. Unredl, or too redl.

The newsvendor's placard read: SEARCH FOR MANIAC KILLER. He turned towards
Rosebery Avenue. Why should | care? Poor sod probably aparanoiac. Bored and confused. Killsasa
protest. Stop the world. | wanna get off.

The grey front of the Rosebery Avenue hostel had a pumice-stone qudity that chilled the skin,
likewater. He rang the bell; behind him, the bicycle suddenly fell on to the pavement, the rear whed
pinning. Hewas leaning it againgt the wall again when the door was opened. He said:

Hi, Robin! How areyou?

Gerard! Good heavens, what are you doing here?

The thin, damp hands clasped his. Robin Maunsdll pulled him gently over the threshold.

| was just passing, Sorme said. Isit abad timeto call?

No, of course not. Do comein. Have you had lunch?

Y es, thanks.

How lovely to seeyoul.

He peered into Sorme's face, smiling. Sorme withdrew his hand, feding the pleasure that he had
experienced tensing and congedling. Maunsell threw open a glass-panelled door, and led the way into the
room, the cassock round his feet making the gentle, swishing noise of agown.

You'll have acup of tea, won't you?

Thanks. Yes, I'd love one.

Light thefirewhilel go and see about it.

Sorme groped in his pocket for matches; finding none, he wandered automaticaly towardsthe
bookcase and scanned thetitles. All were volumes of theology by writers he had never heard of. The
windows of the room were of frosted glass, and overlooked the Street. V ague silhouettes of people
rippled past.

Haven't you lit thefire?

Sorry, 1've no matches.

Oh, glly!

Maunsdll produced matches from the pocket of his habit; knedling, helit the gasfire.

Let metake your overcoat. Do sit down. How are you? And how's your disgraceful sex life?

Sormesad, grinning:

Y ou teke abrotherly interest inmy sins.

Of course; | wouldn't like to see you damned. But | dare say you'd like to be damned, wouldn't
you?

| am, Sorme said. Weadll are.

Oh, I hope not.

He sat in the armchair with prim suddenness, clasping hishandsin hislap. Sorme sad:

| think you commit my sinsvicarioudy, Robin.

Oh dear no. I'd redly absolutely loathe to live your sort of life, redly! But do tell me. How's --
er. . . thingermerjig -- the one you were going to bed with the last time | saw you?

Sorme dared a thefire; he said solemnly:

Dead. She died of tetanus on top of St Vitus's dance.

Redly?I'm sorry. . . Oh, but you're joking! Aren't you? No, be serious. If you don't want to tell
me about your lovelife, let'stalk of something else.

| cameto talk of something else, asamatter of fact. Tell me about Father Carruthers.

Why? Where have you heard of him?



A friend told me about him. Chap called Austin Nunne. Do you know him?

No. Theré'saMrs Nunne who comes here. Perhaps he's some relation?

Her son. Austin suggested | should talk to Father Carruthers. What do you think?

Wheat about?

I'd just like to meet him, that's all. He sounds interesting.

Heis. Teribly clever. Heswritten severa books. HE's written alife of Chehov, and abook on
Dante. HE'swriting abook on Marcel at the moment.

Could I meet him, do you think?

WEell, yes, it shouldn't be difficult to arrange. But listen, will you promise me something? Well,
never mind. . . I'll go and see about that tea.

Sorme stopped himsalf from crossing to the bookshelf, knowing there was nothing to read. He
was beginning to regret coming. He had forgotten how irritating Robin Maunsdll could be. The idea of
gpeaking to Father Carruthers had also logt its attraction, for some reason. He yawned.

The door opened, and ayoung priest looked in. He said:

Ah, excuse me. Y ou are waiting for someone?

He spoke with aforeign accent that Sorme did not recognise.

| wanted to see Father Carruthers, Sorme said.

| think heisadeep. | will go and see.

Sorme started to say: Don't bother. . . but the door closed again. A moment later, someone
kicked the door. Sorme opened it for Maunsell, who carried aloaded tray.

Good boy. It'slovely to see you again, Gerard. But you've got aterrible pallor. Have you been
overworking?

Can you imagine me working?

Ohyes. You're not the ornamenta type at al. Y ou ought to work. Why don't you take ajob?

Why should 1?

Y ou wouldn't get so bored. And you do get bored, don't you?

Yes, | get bored.

Then you should take ajob.

Maunsdll poured milk into the cups from the chinajug, and sugared them.

Why should | take ajob? All right, | get bored. What does that prove? That | don't know what
to do with my time. And what do you suggest? Waste it by working. It's not logical. By theway, beforel
forget. . . someone popped his head round the door and asked me who | wanted to see. And | said
Father Carruthers, and he went off to see. Priest with aforeign accent, very young.

Ah, Father Rakos . HEsaHungarian refugee. You are dlly.

Anyway, he said Father Carrutherswould be adleep.

| expect he will be. He doesn't often get up, you know. He suffers from some obscure ssomach
complaint. But you ought not to have let Father Rakos go off to see.

Why?

Wél, | was going to see.

Oh, sorry. He'd gone before | could stop him. Would you pass the sugar, please?

Someone tapped on the door. The Hungarian priest came in again. He looked surprised to see
Maunsdl.

Excuseme. . . | thought you were waiting to see Father Carruthers?

I'm sorry. . . Sorme began.

Maunsdll said: Is he avake?

Y es. He says he can see people for the next hour.

Y ou'd better go up, Gerard. We can have atak afterwards.

The priest smiled, nodded at them, and went out. Sorme called: Thank you.

You areslly, Gerard. Why didn't you wait for me?

Sorry. | didn't redlise hed arrangeit so quickly.

Oh, never mind. Y ou'd better go up now.



| can drink my teahere, can't 1?

No, you hadn't better. Take it up with you. Come on. I'll show you the way.

Sorme followed him up the thickly carpeted stairs. On the first landing, a blue plaster madonna
stood in aniche, her hands raised in blessing. Maunsell knocked gently on the door at the end of the
corridor. He pushed it open and allowed Sormeto passin.

Thisis Gerard Sorme, father. He'safriend of Mrs Nunne.

The priest was Sitting up in bed, surrounded by white pillows. He wore a nightgown of some
coarse blue material. Maunsell closed the door, and |eft them aone together.

Not Mrs Nunne, Sorme said. Her son.

Ah, Audtin. | haven't seen him for along time. How ishe? Do st down.

Hisface struck Sorme as one of the ugliest he had ever seen; without actualy being deformed, it
was crudely and gratuitoudy ugly, with the strong lines of agargoyle. The jaw wastoo big; it would have
had the effect of overbaancing the faceif it had not been for the forehead, which also jutted, and had a
sharp, verticd crease down the middle, asif someone had hit him with a crowbar. The large nose was
dightly flattened; the mouth was wide, and spread across the face like afissure. The eyeswere smal,
amost colourless. If alamp had been suspended overhead, they would have disappeared completely in
the shadow of his brows. Sormetried hard to remember where he had seen the face before, or where he
had seen one like it. Then he remembered: the bust of Charley Peace in the Chamber of Horrors at
Madame Tussaud's. The thought made him smile. The priest smiled back friendlily. He sested himsdlf in
the armchair neer thefire, saying:

Augtin'sfine, father. He suggested that | should come and see you.

What did you say your name was?

Sorme, father, Gerard Sorme.

Sorme? Sorme. . . | know the name. It'sarare name, isn't it?

I've never met anyone esewith it, outside my family. . .

The priest held up his hand to slence him. The furrow in the brow might have been anincision.
For afew seconds, he frowned, concentrating.

Ah, | remember! Father Grey of Campion House. Did you ever know him, by any chance?

Sorme felt unaccountably guilty; he said:

Yes, | did. Heinstructed me once.

Good! the priest said. He was smiling happily again. | don't often forget aname. Yes. . . Father
Grey talked to me about you once. Why did you give up instruction?

[...l...1didnt get on with Father Grey to begin with.

Why not?

He seemed to want to convince me that Catholics were decent blokes after al. Y ou know the
sort of thing? Beef-eating, beer-drinking RAF padre style. And he had no time for mysticism. He spent
three ingtruction periods convincing methat St Peter wasredlly the first Pope. | got fed-up.

Thepriest said sympeathetically:

| understand. Father Grey isn't everyone'sideaof a Catholic. . . whichisno doubt just aswell.

Sorme grinned, waiting. The pae, blue-grey eyes contemplated him steadily. The priest said,
anling

Will, you keep coming back, don't you? Why?

Sormefrowned, shrugging. It was difficult to find an answer. The soft voice pressed him:

Do you think you'll become a Catholic one of these days?

| may, | suppose.

But do you expect to?

No, not redlly, father. | don't mean it'simpossible. . .

Quite. But have you no ideawhat you're looking for?

No, father, not redlly.

Noneat all?

Wédll, | suppose | have someidea. . .



Canyoutdl me?

Wadl. . . | suppose | hopeto find somebody | can tak to.

What about?

| shan't know until | find somebody | can talk to.

Hefdt the answer was silly, and wasirritated with himsalf. The priest's eyesrested on him
camly, asif completing an examination whose last stages consisted smply inlooking at Sorme. Hefet a
desireto get up and go away. The priest asked suddenly:

Do you know Austin well?

Not well. I met him for thefirst time on Friday. | haven't seen him since.

How did you meet him?

Inthe Diaghilev exhibition. | talked to him.

Y ou spoke first?

No, hedid. Wetaked about Nijinsky. Then we went off and had a meal together.

And then what?

Then | went home. And he went home. Why are you asking methis, father?

Only curiosty.

Irritation rosein him, looking at the undisturbed face; it was an odd sense of shame about the
incident, considered in retrospect, that frayed his nerves. He said bluntly:

Are you wondering whether anything el se happened between us? Because I'd rather you asked
mefrankly.

The priest shrugged dightly.

Did anything e se hgppen?

No.

It doesn't interest me particularly, you understand. What you tell meis completely your own
affair. | have no wish to force your confidence. But, as you can guess, | know Austin very well indeed.

Sorme caught up the unspoken meaning instantly.

Quite. Whichiswhy I'd prefer you to ask me anything you want to know quite frankly. | don't
know Austin at dl well. We just ate a meal together and talked. But | don't share his. . . tastes. Any of
them.

The priest inclined his head.

| like your frankness. Then tell me: When Austin spoke to you and you went off together, did you
have any ideaof his. . . sexual peculiarities?

| guessed he was homosexud. That worried me alittle. But | didn't feel he wasjust picking me
up.

Did hetdl you later that he was homosexua ?

No.

| see. And did he speak of anything else?

Sorme stared hard at him, failing to understand.

Anything else? What else?

| see. | wassSmply curious.

Sorme could see that the priest wanted to drop the subject, but his curiosity was touched.

Do you mean he has other sexud peculiarities?

That isnot for meto say, isit?

Sorme stared hard at him for amoment, then said:

| see.

The priest smiled immediatdly.

Please don't think 1'm snubbing you. But as you probably know, Austin came to me ayear ago
with certain problems of his own. Now he sends you along, and, naturaly, | wonder whether yours are of
the same nature. But | cannot talk about Austin's problems. He can do that himsdlf if he wantsto.
Presumably you're here to talk about yoursdlf, not about Austin?

Sorme said embarrassedly:



| dunno that 1've got anything that could be called a problem, father.

Wal, no. That isnot necessary, | agree. What kind of work do you do?

| write.

For aliving?

No. I've got asmall alowance. Just enough to live on.

Y ou're very lucky! What do you write?

A novd, at present. . .

Do you take any interest in palitics, a al?

He said with surprise:

None whatever.

Do you ever go to church?

| often go into churches -- preferably when there's nobody el se there.

Do you have any friendsto discuss your ideas with?

Not redlly. . .

The priest smiled at him; the deep eyes were transformed when he was amused. Their good
humour made Sormefedl completely at ease. He said:

You'rerather adifficult case, aren't you?

Why, father?

Y ou do nothing at al. Except write. That leaves animmense amount of time and opportunity for
introgpection. Then you go to see apriest in the same way that aman who never takes any exercise goes
to see adoctor. Have you ever thought of seeing a psychologist?

The tone of banter made the words seem casual, but Sorme sensed their seriousness. He said:

Why should 1?1'm not suffering from any illness. Besides, | suspect dl psychologists of being
foolsand quacks. | don't think there's anything wrong with me. Nothing that's not wrong with al the
human race, anyway.

Then why do you want to speak to apriest?

Sorme contemplated the grotesgque, gnome's face, and groped for an answer. He said finally:

Not because | think I'miill, anyway.

The priest laughed:

All right, welll accept that. So you're not ill. But you fedl you are frusirated, somehow. Isthat it?

Y es. But not persondly or sexudly.

A sense of misunderstanding and failure to contact irritated Sorme. It was the assumption
underlying their conversation that disturbed him: the assumption that there was something wrong with him.

When you say sexudly, you mean physicaly?

Yes, | suppose so.

| see. ..

The priest nodded, staring at hisinterlaced hands.

Well, well. | can seewhy Father Grey was so puzzled by you. It'sdifficult to learn anything from
youl.

I'm sorry, father. ..

Let metry another question. What would you say isthe centre of your interest in life? What do
you redly want?

The feding of lack of contact became stronger; he had absolutely no inclination to try to express
himsdlf to the priest. While he was aware of the pale eyes watching him, he felt rebellious and annoyed.
He made an effort to forget the priest and the vacuum that seemed to exist between them, to concentrate
only on theideasto be expressed. He stared into the fire, saying dowly:

I'd say al my life centresaround an idea. Anideaof avison. | don't mean. . . thekind of vison
the saints saw. Not that kind. Another sort.

Can you explain yoursdf more clearly?

... I cangiveyou an example of what | mean. Sometimes | wake up in the night with a sort of
foreboding. Then | fed arbitrary. | fed somehow absurd. | fed, Who am 1? And What am | doing here?



| fedd we takelifetoo much for granted. We take our own existences for granted. But perhapsit's not
natural to exist. It happened the other night. Y ou redlise how much you normally take for granted, and
feel asudden terror in case you've no right to take anything for granted. Do you know what | mean,
fether?

Helooked at Carruthers, and wasimmediately aware of having captured his attention. He began
to fed better. The priest said:

| understand. Go on.

That's one aspect of it. Then there's another, that | think is completely different. A couple of
monthsago | picked up agirl inacafé. | know her dightly -- she sudies at the Slade School. | went
back and dept with her, and everything was fine. But the second night | dept with her, something odd
happened. Quite suddenly, | didn't want her. | don't know quite why. | just lay there at the Side of her,
and felt acomplete lack of desireto make loveto her.

The priest said amiably:

That must have been embarrassing.

Y es. But that'sthe odd thing. | lay there feding embarrassed, and wishing | could understand
what was the matter. | felt ashamed and irritable. It wasn't that | didn't want the girl. It was some other
feding conflicting with it. So | lay there, trying to discover whét the other emotion was. And suddenly |
felt atremendous excitement. It was so strong that | felt I'd never want to deep again. It didn't
correspond to anything in particular. It made me think about mathematics. | thought: | am lying hereinthe
middle of London, with a population of three million people adeegp around me, and a past that extends
back to the time when the Romans built the city on afever swamp. . . | can't explainwhat | felt. It wasa
sense of participation in everything. | wanted to live amillion times more than anybody has ever lived.
Do you know what | mean, father?

| think so.

It was an excitement, you see. | was suddenly aware of how many people and placesthere are
outsde mysdf.

But you just mentioned mathematics. Why mathematics?

Wiéll. . . because | thought about mathematics. At leat, | didn't begin thinking about
mathematics. | wasfeding irritated with the girl, and the ideathat she wanted me to make loveto her.
Then | thought about something I'd read that day in abook on witcheraft. About awoman named I sobel
Gowdie, who claimed she had sexua intercourse with demons while her husband was adegp beside her.

What made you think of that?

Thisgirl | was degping with. She'sacompletely spailt, neurctic girl, anymphomaniac. | suddenly
felt sck of her lukewarm littletitivations, her everlasting sexud itch. She had sex for the same reason that
she chain-smoked. Boredom. Then | remembered Isobel Gowdie. At least sex meant something to her.
She wanted to be possessed by the devil. She was probably bored siff on a Scottish farm in the middle
of nowhere. So sheinvented demons and devils.

There was alight tap on the door. Sorme started violently. A woman wearing an apron camein.

Mr Bryce and Mr Jennings have arrived, father.

What, dready? All right, ask them to wait just a moment, would you, please?

As she went out, Sorme stood up.

I'd better go, father.

Sit down again for amoment. They're early. They can wait. What you've been saying interests
me very much. Have you ever spoken to anyone el se about these things?

No, father.

I'd like you to come back and talk to me again. I'm not asking you because | think you need to
talk to me -- although perhaps you do. But what you say has a greet dedl of interest to me. Have you
read my book on St John of the Cross?

No, father.

It'sover there, | think. Bottom shelf. Take it away with you, and look throughit, if it doesn't bore



you too much. The chapter on the vision of God should interest you particularly. These experiencesyou
gpesk of. . . I'minclined to think that they're theroot of dl visonary ingghts.

Sorme opened the glass doors of the bookcase, and found the dim, black-bound volume. The
desireto get away had risenin him again, but thistimeit was for a different reason. He was suspicious of
the relief he was beginning to fed in talking to the priest.

Can you come back tomorrow?

| think o, father.

Good. I'll expect you. Give Augtin my regardsif you see him.

He'sin Switzerland at the moment.

He took the priest's outstretched hand, and was surprised at its warmth. The flesh looked
desiccated and cold.

Tel Mrs Doughty to send the two men up, please.

Certainly. Goodbye, father.

Goodbye.

Outside the door he stood till for afew moments, frowning towards the plaster image of the
Virgin at the end of the badly lit corridor. Then he recollected the copy of the book he still held, and
dipped it absent-mindedly into his pocket. He walked dowly towards the stairhead, his footsteps muffled
by the carpet. The housekeeper startled him by appearing suddenly from a doorway on hisright. She
asked curtly:

Is he ready now?

Y es. He sayswill you send them up.

He went quickly down the stairs. The sireet door stood open. He went out, groping for his
bicycle clips. Behind him someone cdled: Hey, Gerard!

Hello, Robin! Sorry. I'd forgotten you.

Y ou don't haveto rush off, do you?

| haveto go in afew minutes, he said untruthfully.

Well, come oninfor amoment.

Hefollowed Maunsdl back into the reception-room. Thefirewas till burning. Maunsdll closed
the door by nudging it with his backsde, asking:

Wel, how did you get on with him?

Oh, farly well.

Did you tdll him about your disgraceful sex life?

A little. He talked about St John of the Crass. Then someone interrupted us.

He must have talked about St John of the Cross for abloody long time! Y ou've been gone half
an hour.

I'm not keeping anything from you, redly.

Arentyou?Redly? All right, I'll believe you.

Tel me, Robin. You say you don't know Austin Nunne at al?

Not much. I've seen him a couple of times.

Oh. Y ou don't know anything about him?

No. Not much anyway.

Do you know if he's queer?

Yes. . .| think so. Why? Don't you know?

Yes. | think heis. | just wondered. . .

Wait. | do know something. Y ou musin't tell anyone, though.

No, of course not.

| gather he'sabit of asadist.

How did you gather that?

| overheard something Father Carruthers said to Dr Stein one day after Mrs Nunne had | eft.

What did he say -- can you remember?

No. It wasjust an impression | got. | may bewrong. But for heaven's sake keep it to yourself. If



anyone ever accused me of telling you, I'd deny it.

Of course. | won't tell anyone. Whao'sthis Dr Stein?

Oh, afriend of Father Carruthers. They used to be at theological school together. Stein'sa
psychiatrist. Why?

Nothing. I'm just very curious about Austin, and about anyone who'sinterested in him.

| see. You'renot falling in love with him, areyou?

For Christ's sake! Areyou serious?

W, | don't know. I'd say there's a definite touch of homosexudity inyou. It'll burst out one day.
Probably surprise you.

Youredly areafool!

Yousee. | bet I'mright.

Gan!

Maunsdll said, chuckling:

Yousee. .. | bet I'mright.

I've got to go.

You are acow. When are you coming again?

Tomorrow probably. Father Carruthers asked meto look in again.

| say! He'staking you under hiswing!

Maybe.

Well, comein early and see mefirg. Will you?

All right. I may not comeat dl. I'll phonefirs.

Good. | dways answer the phone.

Sorme stood with his hand on the doorknob; he asked:

Can't you remember exactly what it was that Father Carruthers said to this man Stein?

Maunsell looked dlarmed:

No! For heaven's sake! Don't mention it to anyone. | may bewrong. He might easily have been
talking about someone ese.

Sorme redlised that Maunsell regretted telling him; he said casudly:

Don't worry. I'm not redlly interested. See you tomorrow.

All right. Comeearly.

Maunsdl let him out of the door, saying: Bye-bye, my dear.

Sorme lifted hisfoot on to the crossbar of the bicycleto clip histrousers. He felt suddenly
exhausted and discouraged.

CHAPTER FOUR

Ashewheded the bicycle into the yard it began to rain. He covered it over with the tarpaulin.
The light in the basement flat was on; as he turned away to leave the yard the curtain stirred and the girl
looked out. He grinned and nodded, and her face disappeared abruptly. As he was about to insert his
key in the front door, it opened. He said:

Thanks, Carlotte.

I'm glad you came. I'm going out. There's a message for you.

Redly?

Someone rang you from Switzerland. He's going to ring back this evening.

Switzerland!

Herang just after you left. HEll ring back about seven.

Thanks very much. Has everything quietened down now?

Y es. Only we've had two reporters here.

Reporters, en? What did they want?



Oh, details about thefire. Mrs Miller talked to them. | think she likesthe idea of getting into the
papers.

Mmmm. That'sinteresting. Did shetdl| them about me?

| don't think so. Why?

| was hoping to get the George Medal.

He saw, from her blank expression, that she didn't understand. He felt too tired to explain. Ashe
advanced to the foot of the stairs, he asked:

Wheres MrsMiller now?

Back in her own house. Why?

Nothing. I'm just delighted.

Thistime she laughed. He noted the bouncing of her breasts as she passed undernesth him, and
was disturbed by it. He thought: Why do | dways want awoman most when I'm nervoudy exhausted?
Hislegs ached as he mounted the stairs.

In hisroom, helit the gas, set the kettle on it, and sank into the armchair, yawning. His thoughts
revolved round the German girl. Theidea of making her his mistress was more gppeding than it had been
earlier. He put thisdown to histiredness thinking: the body's exhaustion inflames the imagination.

The kettle began to steam. He reached out to the thermos on the table and found it half full of
cold tea. He wastoo lazy to go to the lavatory to empty it. He shook it up, then poured the tea down the
snk, turning on both taps to wash away the leaves.

What the hell could Austin be phoning mefor? Where did he get the number? Soon find out. He
looked at hiswatch: it was ten past five. Two hours. | must eat. Hungry. But after teaand arest. The
steam rose from the flask as he poured water into it. Like Vadav. | am god. Wonder if heisasadist?
They need to beat somebody. Must ask him.

The hot teaand the hest of the gas fire were too much for him. He retreated to the bed. Ashe
drank he began to fed deepy, and thought irritatedly: Why should | fed deepy?1 didn't get up till leven.
Nervous shock, perhaps. Heressted theimpulse to lie down and close his eyes, and felt immediately
overwhelmed by the desire to deep. He stood up, and looked vaguely around the room for something to
do. There was a case on top of the wardrobe, still not unpacked; he opened it on the bed, and began
sorting out ties and handkerchiefs. In the bottom of the case he found the three Van Gogh prints, dightly
corrugated with damp, that had been pinned on thewalls of his old room. He selected the space over the
mantelpiecefor the Field of Green Corn. The Sarry Night he placed at the head of the bed, where he
could seeit every time he faced the wall in bed. He pinned the Cornfield with Crows in the centre of the
opposite wall near the door. He stood opposite the Field of Green Corn for along time, trying to
recapture amood, without success. He concentrated, staring at it:

To renew the fiery joy and burst the stony roof. . .
For everything that lives is holy, life delights in life.

And Nunne. And the old man. And asadistic killer of four women. My body isnot ill -- itismy
soul that isill. Contempt. What eseisthereto fee? Not my body, but my soul. Poor Vadav. He died.

The degpiness came back and he restrained it. Dirt. Fatigue. Thisroom. Not anonymous, my
room, aprison. Thewind blew agust of rain against the windows. But it ismy consciousness. Sick and
exhausted, | chooseit. | chooseit. Itismine. Violence. That'sit. | contain violence. | don't want to be
soothed. The violenceisin the muscles, in the throat. When it explodes, | become myself. Everything that
livesishaly.

He noticed the fading warmth on his shins. The flames of the gasfire werelow. He groped in his
trouser pocketsfor ashilling. In the back pocket he found afolded dip of paper; written acrossitina
neet feminine hand: Gertrude Quincey; phone any day after five. He searched the pockets of his jacket
without finding acoin. Pulling on hisraincoat, he went downstairs. On hisway back into the house again,
five minutes later, he stopped by the hal telephone and smoothed out the paper on the coin-box. Her
voice answered dmost immediately. He pressed Button A, saying:



Hello. Thisis Gerard Sorme speaking.
Gerard who? Oh, Augtin'sfriend! Hello! How are you?
I'm fine. | thought I'd like to take you up on that offer to come over some time when you're not

Y es, please do. Would you like to cometo tea?

Wéll. . . perhgps. Areyou going to be home this evening?

There was a perceptible hestation. Findly she said:

Yes. .. What time?

He wondered why she sounded so dubious, and felt chilled:

| don't mind. Make it some other timeif this evening's not convenient. Would you prefer to make
it next week?

He had decided abruptly that if she put him off he would not contact her again. But her voice
answered quickly:

No, do come thisevening. | was Ssmply wondering whether anyone dseislikdly to come. But |
don't think so. Come round at about seven, if you like.

Thank you. | can't makeit at seven. Augtin'sringing me.

| thought he was abroad?

Heis. Hesringing me from Switzerland.

Redlly! Well, come afterwards then. I'll expect you.

She hung up while hewas il thanking her. Again he had difficulty in suppressing theirritation.
He went upstairs swearing under hisbreath. All people are swine. In hisroom, he put two shillingsin the
gas, and relit it. He poured more tea from the flask, and tasted it. It was too strong. He put on the record
of Prokoviev'sfifth symphony and lay on the bed. Before thefirst side was half played, he had falen

adeep.

He woke up suddenly in the dark, and peered at his watch. The luminous hands seemed to be
indicating eight o'clock. He fumbled to the light switch. It was precisdy eight o'clock. The room was hot.
He dipped hisfeet into dippers and hurried downstairs. There was no one about. He went down to the
basement flat and knocked. When no one replied, he opened the door a fraction; the room wasin
darkness. He swore obscenely under his breath. As he started back up the stairs, the phone started to
ring. He snatched it before it had time to ring a second time. The woman's voice said:

IsMr Sorme there, please?

Spesking.

Oh! Thisis Gertrude Quincey. Areyou coming over?

Yes I'mawfully sorry, but | fell adeep. | think Austin must have rung and got no reply. No one
seemsto bein.

Oh dear. . .

Don't worry. I'll start out immediately. See you in haf an hour.

Good. I'd put some food out for you. . .

Thanks awfully. See you soon.

He hung up, and glared at hiswatch. Hishair felt touded and his eyeswere still myopic with
deep. AlImost immediately the phone began to ring again. A woman's voice said:

IsMr Sormethere?

Speaking.

Would you hold on amoment? | have apersona call from Switzerland for you.

Thanks.

Nunne's voi ce sounded surprisingly clear and close.

Hello, Gerard!

Hello, Audtin.



Hope I haven't kept you waiting? I've been trying to get through for the past bloody hour.

No. I've only just woken up.

Good. How are you, dear boy?

I'm OK. What's the idea of spending afortune on long-distance calls?

Wédll. . . It'snot redly important. | want you to do me afavour.

Certainly. What have you done -- forgotten your tooth brush?

Nothing as bad asthat! Can you hear me clearly?

Yes, very clearly.

Good. Y ou sound rather far off. Now listen, Gerard. I'm thinking of returning to England. . .

Good.

But I'd like you to do something for mefirst. Would you go aong to my flat, and ask the porter if
anyone has been enquiring for me while I've been awvay?

Yes. Isthat dl?

That'sdl. Just ask him if anyone has been enquiring, and who.

All right. What then?

If no one has been there, would you telegraph me here? Smply put: No one. If anyone has been
enquiring, put: Pleasering, and I'll ring you tomorrow. Isthat OK?

All right. Y ou want to get details of anyone who's enquired about you?

Yes.

Who are you trying to avoid?

Yes, | am trying to avoid someone. A rather unpleasant man. Can you do that?

All right.

Y ou've got the address of the flat?

Y es. When will you ring back?

The same time tomorrow night -- if anyone hasenquired. Get full details, won't you?'Y ou might
aso ask the girl on the switchboard. Do you mind?

No, not at all.

Good. You'l go dong there, won't you? Don't just phone.

No, I'll go dong.

Good. Let'sjust recap. Go to my flat, ask the porter if anyone has been asking about me. Also
ask the switchboard girl. If. . .

If no one, telegraph you: No one. If anyone, get details, and telegraph you: Pleasering. OK?
Better give me your address.

Ohyes, of course. It'sPension Vevey, St Moritz. And I'm staying here under the name of Austin.
Mr B. J. Audtin.

Blimey! Y ou are mysterioud

Not redly. But don't give my addressto anyone else, will you?

Good lord, no! Who should | giveit to?

Good man. . .

The pips sounded. Nunne said:

Bye-bye, Gerard. Y ou got that address, didn't you? Pension Vevey. V-E-V-E-Y. All right?

All right. Goodbye, Audtin.

The rain had stopped, but the road was still wet and treacherous. He didiked riding on wet
roads; the mudguards were inadequate, and the rain wet the bottoms of histrouser legs. He bent low
over the handle-bars, and went into bottom gear to get up Haverstock Hill. Hills exhausted him; he
usualy wasted more energy swearing than pressing the pedals. A car came past, spraying him with
muddy water; he Stared after it with irritation and envy.

A clock struck the half hour as he turned out of Well Walk into the East Hegth Road. He
dismounted and waked up the hill.

Herang the doorbell, then leaned against the wall, perspiring and bregathless. A light appeared on
the other sde of the glass pandl. She stood there, smiling at him, looking cool and attractive.



Hello. Comein. You madeit quickly.

I'mawfully sorry I'm late. . .

Don't bother. Luckily, it was acold supper. Y es, hang your coat up there.

She was wearing a black-and-green dress of some shiny materid, that left most of her arms bare.
She had the figure of a sum teenage girl. Helooked a her with admiration as she preceded him into the
kitchen.

| hope you don't mind eating in the kitchen? It'seasier.

Of course not.

Y ou haven't esten?

No. | fel adeep a about Sx. Audtin rang meimmediately after you'd rung.

Redly?Whet did he want?

Oh. . . it seemsrather odd. He wants meto find out if there are any messageswaiting at hisflat
for him.

Strange. | wonder why he couldn't have rung them directly?

Sorme dried hishands on asmdll tea-towe, then sat down at the table. She asked:

Soup?

Pease.

As she stood over the stove, her back towards him, he could examine her figure at leisure. Her
hips lacked roundness; they were amost aboy's hips; but the dimness of her waist appeded to him. He
was trying to imagine how she would look undressed, when she turned round. He looked away hagtily.
She placed the bowl of soup on the cork mat, leaning across him to do so. If he had leaned forward
dightly, he could have kissed her upper arm. The smdll of her body was clean, but unperfumed. He
asked her:

Do you live here completely done?

Yes.

Nooneat al?

Shesad, amiling:

I'm very seldom aone. There's nearly dways someone here. Members of the group usualy come
three or four evenings aweek. Then | have aniece who stays frequently. . .

The Jehovah's Witnesses?

Y es. Then | have many friendsin Hampstead.

Hetook amouthful of the soup, and realised how hungry hewas. A sensud gratitude rose from
his scomach, and made him smile at her. She sat opposite him, and took a partly sewn tweed skirt from a
white paper carrier which carried the inscription: Harrods. She took out a needle that had been pushed
into the edge of the fabric, and began to sew carefully. He asked casualy: What are you making?

A sKirt.

Do you dways do your own dressmaking?

Usudly.

Hefinished the soup and pushed the plate away.

That was excdllent.

Good.

She stood up slently and opened the refrigerator; it wastaler than she was.

Y ou're not avegetarian, are you?

He sad enthusiastically: Positively not! The plate contained aleg of chicken and three dices of

Help yoursdf to sdlad.

Thanks.

Would you like aglass of beer?

I'd love some!

He ate hungrily and drank haf apint of brown de. It gave him pleasure to see her Sitting opposite
him, her head bent over the sewing. He helped himsalf to more salad, selecting with care the leaves of



chicory and fragments of green paprika. He asked her suddenly:

Were you never married?

He knew the answer aready, but wanted to see her reaction to the topic. It surprised him. She
looked at him with obvioudy suppressed irritation, and answered:

No.

| hope you don't mind my asking?

Not at al.

Her voice still had asharp edgeto it. He went on eating, and poured a second glass of beer,
wondering why the question had annoyed her. He said carefully:

Y ou make mefed that | shouldn't have brought it up.

She went on sewing. He began to think sheintended to ignore him, as ameasure of her
disapprova. Then she began to speak, till looking down at the sewing, her voice level and precise:

It doesn't annoy me to be asked. What annoys meisthe assumption that usualy underliesthe
guestion. Mae bachelors are quite ordinary and acceptable, but unmarried women are called 'spinsters
and regarded as somehow incomplete. It'sal this nonsense of Byron about love being aman's pastime,
but awoman'swholelife. ..

Normdly, her sentimentswould have struck him as dubious. But the med had left him feding
good-humoured and in her debt. He said hastily:

| agree completely. It's utter nonsense. Of course women have every right to be as independent
asmen. ..

Sheinterrupted:

| didn't say that. | don't believe most women are as naturaly independent as men. But | have my
own work to do, and marriagewould. . . distract me.

And what is your work?

She smiled at him suddenly, and the school mistressy expression was replaced by acharm that
made her appear younger.

Areyou redly curious?

Very curious, he said serioudly.

She went on sawing.

| used to think about being a. . . awoman with something to say.

A writer?

Y es. Not necessarily, though. When | wasagirl | had abook of lives of the femae saints-- St
Catherine of Senaand St Teresaof Avilaand therest.

Y ou wanted to be asaint?

| don't know. | was too young then to know what being a saint meant.

Do you know now?

A little better, | think. I've been reading Smone Weil. Shewasasaint. | could never belike
SmoneWsll.

Why?

Because. . . oh, because I'm not clever enough and not strong enough and not. . . oh, | don't
know. . .

And yet you don't want to marry and have afamily?

Perhaps| might -- if | met the man | wanted to settle down with.

She looked up and noticed hissmile. She said:

| know what you're thinking. Another woman who needs the right man. I've met so many of
them. Waiting for Mr Right.

Hesad:

But in your case, it'snot merely that. Y ou'd like to do something worth while with your life?

She said, with atouch of tirednessin her voice;

| don't believe marriage should be a dead end for women, anyway. Most of them behave asif it
wasasort of last judgement. . .



And what do you think?

Oh, 1. .. Ithink. .. It sounds pompous, but I think that al human beings ought to try to make the
world alittle better to livein, aswel asliving their own little lives.

And do you think that being a Witness helps?

| think so. | don't think of mysalf asaWitness. | think of myself asa Christian. And the
Witnesses are the only group among Christianswho are trying hard to oppose the way things are going.

He opened a second bottle of beer, and poured it into the tumbler.

Andwhichway are thingsgoing?

Oh. . . people are becoming more mean-spirited, more petty-minded.

Don't you think they've dways been that way?

He was plying her with questions because he could see she enjoyed talking, and because he liked
listening to her voice and watching her averted face. He was thinking that it would be pleasant to kiss her.

Inaway, yes. But in the Middle Ages men and women devoted their livesto other people
without making afuss about it -- monastic orders and Christian laymen. They did it naturdly, out of love
of God and their fellow human beings, and no one thought it odd, or accused them of being do-gooders.
And it seemsthat nowadays -- well, it's everyone for himsdf. . .

And how do you hopeto alter that? By converting people?

Shelooked up and smiled; the tiredness was there undernegth it.

| don't know. Sometimes | have friendsin the Witnesses over for supper, and | think they. . .
they seem to be rather naive, in spite of their seriousness. And sometimes | talk to these people who call
themsdvesintellectuds, and they seem futile, in spite of their cleverness.

Sormesad, smiling:

I'm afraid you have the makings of afirg-class heretic.

Shesad softly:

Perhaps | have.

Silence fdl between them; he watched her hands asthey held the fabric, and observed that it was
easy to St with her, unspeaking, fedling under no obligation to speak. He wondered how far the beer was
responsible for making him fed so relaxed.

She sad suddenly:

Did you know that Austin went into amonastery?

No. When?

Not long ago. Hardly ayear. But he came out. It wasn't what he was looking for. . .

Wereyou glad or sorry?

Glad, of course. It was a Catholic monastery. But he still hasn't found what he's looking for.

No?

He pushed his plate further away, and leaned back in the chair. She said softly:

Poor Ausdtin.

There could be no mistaking the affection in her voice. He said curioudly:

You'refond of Austin?

Of course! | watched him grow up. | was nine when hewas born. | used to take him out. He
wasavery srange child.

How?

Sometimes he seemed quite angelic. He was a very good-tempered little boy atogether. But at
other times he behaved asif he had an evil spirit. HEd get moods when he had to bresk things, or hurt
something.

Her eyeswere looking beyond him; he could see she enjoyed talking of Austin. Suddenly they
came back to him. She had noticed that he was no longer eating.

Would you like coffeg?

No, thanks.

Tea?

No, nothing, thanks.



Let'sgo into the other room then. There's some brandy if you like.
Ah!

Sheingsted on hisgoing firgt into the sitting-room. He said: Thank you for aredly delicious

Not at dl. It was only scraps. Will you have alittle brandy?

If you're having sometoo. . .

Perhaps | will.

He sank into the armchair, Sghing with satisfaction. When she handed him the brandy glass, he
sad happily:

Thank you. You'rean angd!

Hefetimmediately that it was amistake, then felt surprised to notice that she was dightly flushed.
He was charmed; it made her look like aschoolgirl. He turned the stem of the glassin hisfingers, saying:

It'sbig enough to drink a pint of beer from!

It's supposed to be!

Isit?

Haven't you ever drunk from abrandy glass before?

Never. | had anautical grandfather who used to let me sip hisbrandy. But he drank it from a
two-pint mug, with hot water and lemon. . .

Shelaughed at him: it was thefirst time he had heard her laugh. She held her glass up towards
hin

Y ou're supposed to hold it like this -- to warm the brandy with your hands. That is, if it'sgood
brandy, which thisisnt.

Tadtesdl right tome!

Yes, but it isn't. A good brandy tastes far more gentle and smooth. . .

Hesad, laughing:

I'm afraid you have the making of an epicure!

Immediately she became serious. She said quietly:

No.

Hewaited for her to go on; then, when he saw she had finished, said, with raised eyebrows:

No?

No. | don't think | carefor good living. . . | oncelived in awomen's hostd in the East End for a
fortnight. It didn't make me long to be home. Except for the dirt. But dirt is bad anywhere. . .

What on earth were you doing in awomen's hostel ?

Heping.

Ah, | see.

She rearranged the needlework on her knee, and began to sew. He sipped the brandy, watching
her with admiration. The glow of the electric firewas red on her stockings, and was reflected from the
shiny materia of her dress. Her serenity and gentlenessfilled him with adesre to touch her. Aningtinct in
him warned him that she feared intimacy. He watched her sewing, and speculated about her past.
Austin's father-theory sounded plausible. Certainly there was something. He began to wonder how he
could lead her to speak of it. Her sudden coolness when he spoke of marriage made him cautious. He
sadfindly:

Tdl meabout Audtin.

What do you want to know about him?

What'sthis about amonastery?

| don't know. Y ou should ask him.

Where was the place?

In Alsace -- on the Rhine, | believe. Austin won't ever speak about it. Not to me, at least.

And you've no ideawhat happened?

Vey little. Augtin's mother isa Catholic, and there was atime when she wanted Augtinto bea
priest. Nothing came of it. Augtin's father wanted him to go into business, but he didn't show any



inclination for that either. He smply started to drink heavily. Findly, he got into rather alot of trouble, and
his father decided to send him out to Brazil. Luckily, his mother decided to interfere with that scheme.
She persuaded hisfather that he needed to see a psychiatrist. Which he did. He thought it was al
nonsense, but he could see it would be better than Brazil. He even managed to persuade the psychiatrist
to tell hisfather that he wasn't suited for business!

Sorme said: Poor Audtin! It sounds asif they just wouldn't let him aone.

Quite! It wasapity, redly, that he wasthe only one.

What happened then?

Then. . . then he darted to take an interest in ballet, and said he wanted to write a book. So they
made him an alowance, and Smply left him to his own devices -- which was what they should have done
inthefirst place. And, asyou probably know, he has written three very good books, and begun to make
quite anamefor himsdf asajourndis.

What about this monastery affair, though? When did that happen?

Quite recently. He went off to Germany to live three years ago. He stayed there for over ayesr,
and we didn't hear much from him. Then one day, he smply wrote to say he wasin amonagtery in
Alsace, and hoped to become amonk. His mother was delighted, of course. She was quite sure that he
wouldn't remain in the monastery after held become a priest. But nothing came of it. He spent about a
month there -- as a paying guest. Then he came back to England. Since then he's been writing anovel --
or so hetellsme. Probably you know more about that than | do?

No. He didn't mention it to me. But then, | haven't known him long. Have you aways been very
closeto him?

She said quietly: He's aways come to me when he's been unhappy or dissatisfied.

Helooked at her, and felt again the beginnings of desire for the dim body. He said:

| wonder why?

Why?

Why he dways cameto you?

We were always fond of one another. He ways trusted me. | think | was the most tolerant
nursemaid he ever had!

Observing the softness of her expression as she spoke of Austin, Sorme wondered if she could
beinlovewith him. Then, as she folded the skirt and dipped it back into its paper carrier, he decided it
wasimpossible. Her attitude was far more that of a girl who worships ayounger brother. He asked her
curioudy:

Wereyou an only child?

The change of subject seemed to startle her. Shelooked at him blankly for amoment, then said
quickly:

Yes.

She stood up, and folded the top of the carrier bag. Again, he became aware that speaking of
herself embarrassed her. She said:

Excuse me. | have to make a phone cal before | forget.

I'll go updtairs, if you don't mind.

In the bathroom, he could hear the murmur of her voice as she telephoned. The room was
agreeably warm; he fet drowsy and well-fed. He found the warm water, and the orange scent of the
soap, so agreeable that he removed his shirt and washed his neck and face. He wiped the steam off the
mirror, and regarded his pink face with approval. There was atwo-day growth of beard on his chin, but
his complexion wasfair and it was hardly noticeable. He wiped away the soap from behind his ears, and
made aface a himsalf in the mirror. Below, the doorbell rang. He went closer to the door and listened,
but could hear nothing. She must have opened the door without replacing the phone, for the sound of her
voice continued. As he came out of the bathroom, the phone pinged as she replaced it on itsrest. She
wasin the kitchen as he came down the stairs; he asked her:

Has someone arrived?

My niece.



The girl waskneding in front of the fire when he came into the room, warming her hands. He
sad:

How do you do?

She glanced up at him, then stood up, smiling.

Helo!

It was the girl whose photograph he had seen in the bedroom. The short blonde hair looked asiif
it had been recently cut and waved. When she smiled, he noticed that the two front teeth wereirregular;
one dightly overlapped the other. He guessed her to be about sixteen. She said:

I'm Caroline. Who are you?

Gerard Sorme.

Areyou one of Aunt's Jehovah's Witnesses?

No.

| didn't think you were. Y ou don't look like one!

Her smileleft him in no doubt that she intended it as acomplimen.

No?What do | look like?

| don't know. She considered him with her head dightly on one side, then giggled. It betrayed her
age, and contrasted with the controlled, sophisticated drawl with which she spoke. Hewas dightly
repelled by her air of sophigtication.

Miss Quincey camein.

Oh, you've introduced yourselves? Would you like adrink, Caroline?

Yes, please. Can | have aglass of sherry?

| didn't mean that kind of adrink, Miss Quincey said. Y our mother told me not to let you touch
acohoal.

But I'm frozen, Caroline said plaintively. Fed.

Shelaid the back of her hand againgt Miss Quincey'sface.

All right. But don't have alot. I'm making some tea. She asked Sorme: Would you like some tea?

Pease!

Don't let Caroline drink too much sherry!

She went out of the room again. Caroline said: I'll be hiccupping on the carpet when you come
back!

Sormelooked at her with warming interest. Miss Quincey's appeal to him introduced aflavour of
intimacy. It placed him in the position of her guardian. He watched her moving bottlesin the cupboard.
She asked:

Areyou drinking?

| was, he said. Brandy.

Haveardfill!

He saw that Miss Quincey's glass was il untouched. He said: | don't think Gertrude intendsto
drink this. Perhaps I'd better.

| dare say you had, she said. She sat on the settee, and crossed her knees. She had shapely legs.
Shewaswearing asimple black dress with elbow-length deeves.

Wéll, tell mewhat you do, then! | can't guess.

| write. ..

Doyou! A writer. Lovely! I've awayswanted to know awriter.

Redly? Surdy I'm not the first?

Almost. Daddy used to be friends with anoveist called Dennis Scott years ago. | fell for him
good and hard! Hewasterribly good looking. . .

Hesad, amiling:

| see. And did anything come of it?

Comeof it? Lord, no! | was only about ten.

Sorme said teasingly: Y ou must have been ddlicious!

Shesaid: Ohyed inadightly American manner. It was areturn to her drawl, which had begun to



disappear.

And how old are you now?

Seventeen. I'll be eighteen in three months. What do you write?

Tdl mewhat you dofirgt.

| act. That is, I'm learning to act. At Lamda.

Where?

Lamda. Theriva of Rada. London Academy of Music and Dramatic Art. It'sin Kensington.

| seel

He was suddenly able to place her. Her combination of naiveté and sophistication had puzzled
him, Like her complete lack of shyness. He redlised that probably in two years time she would speak
with adrawl al thetime, and call everybody darling; in the meantime, her manner was ahybrid of
schoolgirl and theetre. She said:

| suppose you livein Hampstead?

No. | don't, as amatter of fact.

Oh. | thought you were one of aunt's arty friends.

No. I'm afriend of Audtin's.

Audtin! I've never met him. I've dwayswanted to. Is he charming?

Hewouldn't interest you, Sorme said, smiling.

No, why? Unexpectedly, she seemed to understand: Oh, | see. He'slike that, is he?

Y ou shouldn't know anything about it!

No?Why not? Weve got two in our class. They go around with their arms round one another.

That must be annoying for everyone,

It is. Theré'sonegirl who's got aterrible crush on one of them -- the one called Ernest. She's
redlly got it bad. | think queers arerather attractive -- in arepulsive kind of way. Don't you?

Hesaid, smiling: | wouldn't know. My tastes don't lie that way.

She said: Good! He wondered whether it meant what it seemed to mean. Hewastrying to
determine whether the warmth of her smilewasintended for him particularly, or whether it was part of a
general manner she had picked up at the drama school. She leaned back on the settee, and stared up at
the celling. He looked hopefully at her knees, but the dress had not travelled far as she stretched. She
sad:

Tdl mewhat you write.

Not now, he said. Some other time.

She looked at him sideways.

When?

Hefelt ashock of pleasure that was controlled and softened by the effect of the brandy. Before
he could reply, Miss Quincey came back in. She glanced disapprovingly a Caroline's position, which the
girl seemed to fed without catching the glance: she sat up and began to rearrange the cushions. Miss
Quincey sad:

| didn't expect you until late, dear.

| know. | meant to come from the thegtre, but they called the rehearsal off. I'm darned glad too.
I'm redlly exhausted. We've had such aday! Am | interrupting any profound discussion?

No, dear, Miss Quincey said comfortably. She was pouring tea.

Gerard. . .

The use of his name surprised him. She was holding out a teacup.

Oh, thank you. . .

What have you been talking about? Caroline asked. Her voice was drawling again.

Mainly about Augtin, Sorme said.

Ohn!

Caroline, Miss Quincey said. Thegirl took the cup.

Areyou hungry?

| am abit. | haven't had anything since lunch time.



No tea?

Couldn't be bothered. | was learning my part.

Oh dear. You redly ought to. I'll get you something in amoment.

Don't bother. I'll find myself asandwich.

Sorme asked her: What part are you playing? He was not interested, but Miss Quincey's
food-talk was beginning to irritate him. Caroline said vaguely:

| forget her name. She's the wife of apoet. . . Were doing aplay about the French poet
Rimbaud. I'm the wife of hisbest friend.

Velane?

That'sright. | haveto recite apoem in French. | hope my accent'sal right. It begins. . .

Drink your tea, dear, Miss Quincey said.

All right, the girl said meekly. She Sipped her tea.

Miss Quincey sat down. She asked:

What on earth did | do with my brandy?

Oh. ..l drankit. I'm sorry. | didn't think you wanted it.

That'sdl right. | didn't redly. | just didn't want to wasteit. . .

She had contrived to make him fed guilty, and given him an odd sense of kinship with Caroline.
Thegirl looked a him over the top of her cup; her eyes|ooked bright. He stopped himsalf from
answering her look. She set her teacup down, and stretched like a cat, her breasts curving. Therewasa
faint noise of something giving way. She said with annoyance:

Damn. My bras bust!

Caroline! Miss Quincey said.

Thegirl ignored her; sheraised her elbow and felt down the back of her neck.

That's twice today, she said. Have you got a needle, aunt?

Miss Quincey got up silently, and crossed to the sideboard. Sorme was aware of her irritation
and disgpprova. Caroline seemed oblivious of it. He said, smiling:

| hopeit didn't happen under embarrassing circumstances?

Hefdt Miss Quincey's eyeson him. Caroline said:

No. Luckily I was on my own. But | know one poor girl who lost her pantsin rehearsd. . .

She began to giggle breathlessy. Miss Quincey returned with aneedle and ared of white cotton.
Carolinetook it without looking at her. She said:

It was so funny. . . She had the kind that stay up with abutton. . .

Caroline! Miss Quincey said.

And the button bust. . . She nearly broke her neck with apair of nylon briefs round her ankles. . .

Redly, Caroline!

But it was funny, the girl said defensively. Shelooked so silly trying to get off stage without falling
over. ..

Sormefet adesreto irritate Miss Quincey further. He asked:

What would you have done if it had been you?

Miss Quincey sat down again, asif the conversation had become too risqué for her to take any
further respongbility. Caroline said:

I'd have stepped out of them and gone on with the rehearsal.

Oh, redlly, dear! Miss Quincey |ooked flushed.

But it happens, Caroline said. What'swrong with being frank about it?

Miss Quincey sad, with surprising mildness:

It's not anice subject, dear.

Nice, Caroline said scornfully: Y ou are silly, aunt!

Sorme looked apprehensively at Miss Quincey, but she Sipped her tea quietly, almost
abstractedly. The girl stood up.

I'll go and get thissawn. Then I'll cut mysdf asandwich, if | may.

I'll doit, dear.



No, don't bother.

She went out of the room, taking her teacup with her. She turned and flashed Sorme aquick
gmile at the door. When the door had closed, Miss Quincey stared into space, afaintly perturbed
expression on her face. She sad findly:

| do worry about her.

Why?

She continued to stare, without replying. She said suddenly:

Ohwell, | dare say it doesn't matter. . . Shelll get married. . .

Of course, Sorme said.

She looked at him.

It'sdifferent for you. Y ou're aman. Besides, you're older than sheis.

What do you mean?

She began to sew again, not replying. He watched her curioudy, wondering what her fedings
were. He could think of nothing to say that would open the subject. He asked finally:

Don't you approve of the drama school ?

Itisn't that. . .

Hewaited, staring into the fire. She was looking at him, but he kept his eyes on the red bars. She
sad:

| try not to force my beliefs on other people, you see. | don't force them on Austin or Caroline,
oronyou, do1?

No.

But. . . Well, I'm supposed to, redlly. It'sapart of our belief that everyone should have achance
to. ..

Hewaited for her to say 'repent’, but she went on:

... hear about our message.

Sorme said:

Perhaps you don't believeinit to that extent?

Ohyes, | believe, she said; her voice was as unmoved asif she was admitting to the possession
of afront-door key. People have different ways of behaving about their beliefs. | don't mind spesking to
strangers about it, because they are under no obligation to listen. But if | forced it on those nearest to me,
I'd fed guilty. Do. . . you understand me?

Quite. Perfectly.

All the same, when | see Caraline living asif nothing mattered but getting on the stage, | fed
worried.

He said: Ask her to cometo one of your Bible classes. . .

The suggestion was not made serioudy; he had no interest in talking about Caroline. She said
immediady:

Oh no. | don't think she'd be in the least interested. | know shewouldn't. No. . . I'm afraid she'd
need to be approached by someone nearer her own age.

Preferably someone sheld get on with, Sorme said, remembering the pale-faced, dowdy girlshe
had seen singing hymns at the Speakers Corner on a Sunday afternoon. He looked round to meet her
eyes, and was embarrassed to find them regarding him with troubled seriousness. She said:

You might be ableto doiit.

Me?But I'm not a Jehovah's Witness, after all.

Y ou could attend one or two of our meetings.

Of course. But that doesn't guarantee that 1'd finish up with your beliefs, doesit?

That doesn't matter. Y ou're afundamentally serious person. That's the important thing. . .

I'm glad you think so.

But it is theimportant thing, isnt it?

Possibly, he said carefully. But there's an immense difference between my outlook and yours, for
al that.



Isit so great?

Hesad:

| act on the assumption that the world is meaningless, that lifeis meaningless.

Meaningless? She looked amost scared.

Quite.

But how. . . how can it be meaningless? Surely you don't believe that? No one could believeit.

Why not?

Lifewouldn't beworth living. . .

Not a dl. Itispleasant to live. That's quite adifferent thing from believing life has ameaning.

She was regarding him with adoubtful, penetrating look, asif suspecting him of making fun of
her, and being prepared to laugh when he acknowledged it. He smiled at her. She said suddenly:

But what do you write about if you think life has no meaning?

Ah! That'sagood question. I'll tell you. | want to write abook about al the different ways
peopleimpose ameaning on their lives. It'sto be called The Methods and Techniques of Self-deception.
It will deal with every possible way that people hide themsel ves from the meaninglessness of life. | shall
gtart with a chapter on businessmen and politicians called The Efficient Man. Then ther€lll be a chapter on
the artists and writers and theatre people called The Aesthetic Man. Then achapter on revolutionaries
and men motivated by envy and discontentment. And, findly, severd chapterson dl types of rdigious
self-deception. . .

Her face had begun to clear as he spoke. She was smiling as she interrupted him:

But that'sawonderful idea! | agree completely with you. A book like that would make our work
much easier. After dl, it'sredlly areligious conception, isn't it? People won't think about the realy

important things. . .
| shall write a chapter on the Jehovah's Witnesses too. | intend to be impartial.
But you know nothing about us.
| do. A little. Y ou base everything on the Bible, don't you? That's a good starting-point.
She sad excitedly:

But you say lifeis meaningless. The Bible contains the meaning of life. How can you condemn us
without knowing the Bible?

He sad patiently:

Y ou don't understand. That isn't my point. My point isthat our experienceis bitty. Welive more
or lessin the present. If we were honest, we'd acknowledge that life is a series of moments tied together
by our need to keep alive, to defeat boredom. Our experienceisadl in bits. But the Surbiton businessman
gticksit together by believing that the purpose of lifeisto get him abigger car. The politician sticksit
together by identifying his purpose with that of hisparty. The religious man sticks it together by accepting
the guidance of his church or hisBible. They'redl different kinds of glue, but they al have the same
purpose. . . to impose a pattern, ameaning. But it'sall fasfying. If we were honest, we'd accept that life
iSsmeaningless.

She asked practicaly: And what good would that do?

It might make uslesslazy and complacent. It might make usturn our livesinto asearch for a
meaning.

But you just said it was meaningless?

Anything is meaningless until you've discovered its meaning.

That's quite adifferent thing! That's quite different from saying it has no meaning. But supposing
there had been afew men who had seen the meaning? Men who had avison sent from God. . . ?

What good would that do me? Why should | take anybody el se'sword for it? I'd want to see the
meaning mysdf.

He was so intent on her face that he started when the door behind him opened. Caroline said:

Do you mind if | bring my sandwichesin here? 1 won't make any crumbs.

Miss Quincey said: Yes, dear. Do. Her voice was level, and betrayed no annoyance or surprise.
Sorme felt baffled by her placidness. Caroline said: Thanks. She cameinto the room, carrying atray.



Miss Quincey shot aquick smile at Sorme that was amost coquettish. She said:
Anyway, it'smogt brave of you to try to take dl the responsibility on yoursdf. | hope you achieve
what you want.

Sorme glanced at Caroline, feding embarrassed. She asked: What's brave of him?

Hesad: Oh nothing. ..

He remembered then that he had still not promised to attend one of the meetings, or to "spesk to"
Cardline hefdt suddenly pleased with himslf.

Caroline said: Gerard looksterribly serioud!

Sorme grinned at her:

I've been talking about all the people I'll have shot when I'm dictator.

Solongasl'mnot onthelist. . .

Helooked at her, and started to say: Shooting's the last thing I'd want to do with you, then
checked himsdlf. She was|ooking through the Radio Times, chewing the sandwich. She said suddenly:

Ooh, can we have theradio on, aunt? Thereés arecording of Dylan Thomas reading his own
poetry at ten-fifteen.

Sormelooked at hiswatch; it was ten minutes past. He said:

Maybe | ought to go anyway. Y ou go to bed early, don't you?

Y ou don't haveto go, Miss Quincey said. | don't ways go to bed at ten o'clock! The other
night was an exception.

Caroline asked: Don't you like Dylan Thomas, Gerard?

I've never read him, Sorme said. He stood up. | think 1'd better be off anyway.

He would have wel comed spending another hour with either of them alone, but to have them
both together was frustrating. He sensed obscurely that he was making headway with Miss Quincey; and
that she wanted him to stay.

Y ou're not going early because of me, | hope? Caroline said.

Not at al. Y ou wouldn't drive anyone away, | assure you.

Thankd

I've got abook that might interest you, Miss Quincey said. | think you ought to read it.

Who'sit by?

Wéll, our books are always issued anonymoudly, but | do happen to know who wrote this one.
It's by Brother Macardle of Manchester. I've met him. He's abrilliant man -- abiochemist.

She was searching through the bookcase as she spoke. She said:

[...can't seeit. It must be upstairs. | won't be amoment.

Sorme followed her out of the room, and took his raincoat from the hat stand. He went back into
the Stting-room to put it on. Caroline looked at him, chewing. She said:

I'm sorry you've got to go.

Maybe we can meet again?

I'd loveto. I'd like you to tell me about your book.

He belted the raincoat.

When areyou free?

Almost any evening -- and just occasionaly in the afternoon.

Hewas being deliberately casud, yet listening hard for the sound of Miss Quincey on the sairs,
afraid she might come back too soon. He asked:

Areyou free tomorrow evening?

... think so. If I'm not, where can | contact you?

He gave her his phone number, and she wrote it in a notebook which she took from her handbag.
He asked:

Where shdl | seeyou?

Wheredo you live?

Camden Town.

Miss Quincey's step sounded on the stairs. She said quickly:



Six o'clock at Leicester Square Underground?

Thet'sfine.

She was returning the notebook to her handbag as Miss Quincey came into the room. He felt
absurdly tense and embarrassed. Caroline, looking completely unhurried, bit into the sandwich. Miss
Quincey held out agreen-bound book to him.

Have you got a copy of the Bible?

Er. .. yes, of course.

It's not of course. Most people haven't.

No?

No. I soon found that out when | did some door-to-door work with Brother Robbins. We
vigted thirty housesin one road in Putney, and only two had aBible.

He dipped the book into the inside pocket of hisraincoat. It was not large.

Youll find it marked in many places. It's one of the best books weve ever published, | think. It
givesyou everything we believein anutshell. If you intend to write about us, you ought to baseit on that.
But you'll need aBibleto refer to aswell.

Thanks. . . Er. . . when shall | seeyou again?

Infront of Caroline, he felt his phrasing was preposteroudy ill-chosen.

Y ou ought to read that first. No, | don't really mean that. Y ou're very welcome whether you've
read it or not. Come any time. Not over the weekend though.

Later thisweek?

Yes. .. Not Wednesday or Friday, though, unless you want to attend ameeting. And Thursday
I've got some people coming. Y ou could come tomorrow if you wanted to.

Not tomorrow. | think I'm doing something.

Then it will haveto be next Monday at the earliest. Will that be dl right?

Yes, that'sfine. ..

Heturned at the door. Caroline was till eating.

Goodbye.

Bye-bye, Gerard.

He ddiberately refrained from cdling her 'Caroling, feding acongtraint in Miss Quincey's
presence.

At the front door he said:

Look here, | fed rather guilty about this. . .

About what?

About coming here and eating your food. | don't want you to fed that. . . well, you know. . .

Oh nonsense. | know you don't. There's dways food here whenever you want to comein. Don't
fed quilty.

He sad: Perhgps | might take you out for amed one evening?

She amiled, shrugging, then suddenly met his eyes, and seemed to colour dightly. She said
briskly:

Well, we can talk about that.

Hetook her hand.

Goodnight.

Goodnight, Gerard.

To hissurprise shetook hishand in both hers, and squeezed it. He turned away quickly, and
hurried down the drive. She called:

Canyou seedl right?

Y es, thank you.

The dark closed around him as the door clicked to.



CHAPTER FIVE

Sheyielded immediately, and with no sign of surprise. When hetried to press her backwards on
to the settee, she pushed him away gently, saying: Not here. Someone might come. He asked: Where
then? She amiled, and nodded towards the bedroom. Before she was through the door, she had begun to
pull her dress over her head. He dammed the door and locked it. He said happily:

My god, swest, you've got a superb body.

Someone hit the door behind him, banging it hard. He was surprised; there had been no onein
that room amoment before. She looked alarmed, and reached for her dip, which she had thrown on to
the bed. The knock came again. He said:

Never mind that. Let's hurry before. . .

The knocking became more ing stent, and he became aware of the voice shouting: Telephone for
you. The dream dissolved; he sat up dizzily in bed, and looked at his watch. He shouted:

OK. Thanks very much.

Carlotte's steps retreated down the stairs. He pulled on his dressing-gown, thrusting hisfeet into
dippers. The dream became an unredlity, and was forgotten before he had had time to dwell oniit.

The front door stood wide open; he closed it before picking up the phone. The operator's voice
asked: Mr Sorme?

Spesking.

A persond cdl for you from Switzerland.

Hesad: Blimey, again?

Beg your pardon?

Nothing. Put it through, please.

Gerard? Isthat you?

Yes.

Have you been yet?

He let the annoyance sound in hisvoice:

No. I've only just got out of bed!

OhI'mterribly sorry! Did | wake you?

Y es. But never mind. Wasthat al you rang mefor?

Normally he would have gpologised for the inconvenience he had accidentally caused, but
degpiness made himirritable. Nunne'svoice said:

No. Can you hear mewell?

Yes, perfectly.

Gerard. . . | want you to do me rather afavour. Would you?

Yes What isit?

I'd like you to go to my room, and collect something for me, and take it back to your own room.
Would you?

All right. But will the porter let mein?

Yes. But it'snot my usua room. . . It'snot my flat I'm talking about. | want you to go to another
address. Have you got a pencil ?

He groped in the pocket of the dressing-gown, and found the cheap bal-pen he usualy kept
there. His address book was not with it, but there was a chocolate wrapper, which he tore open.

All right. I've got a pencil. Go ahead.

The addressis twenty-three Canning Place. That's Kensington, off Palace Gate. Have you got
thet?

Y es. Twenty-three. What do you want me to do?

Therésaman caled Vannet in charge of the house. He's afriend of mine. Ask for him, and hell
let you into my room.

Will he?

Y es. I'm going to phone him now.



All right. Whet then?

When you get into my room, you'll see some clothesin acorner near the fireplace. | want you to
pack them in abag, and bring them away with you. But don't let Gerald Vannet see you, will you? Make
sure heisn't in the room. And whatever you do, don't tell him why you're going there. I'll tell him you
want to collect an address I've left behind. All right?

Y es. But why dl the secrecy?

I'll explain to you later. But keep the clothesin your room, and don't tell anyone, will you?

All right. Anything else?

Y es. There may be some books lying around the room. Take them and put them back on the
bookshelf, will you? And make sure Vannet isn't hanging around to watch you. Sit down and make
yourself comfortable, asif you intend to stay haf the day. Would you do that?

All right.

And takeataxi. I'll give you the money when | seeyou. Or, better still, ring Silver Cabs, and
quote the number of my account. It's seven two three. Ask for Jakey.

That doesn't matter. I'll cycle.

No, don't do that. Ring for ataxi. | wouldn't be happy otherwise. Will you do that?

All right.

Listen, Gerard. I'm sorry to be such anuisance. But theres no one else I'd trust. Don't forget.
Please don't mention it to anyone -- especidly Vannet. Will you?

No. All right. And you gtill want meto send you that telegram?

Yes, please. If you would.

When shdl | seeyou?

Probably tomorrow. I'm not sure. But probably.

OK, Austin. Look forward to seeing you. . .

Carlotte passed him on the stairs. She said: Y our friend must be very rich, to telephone from
Switzerland.

I'm afraid heis. Eccentric, too.

In hisown room, helit the gasfire and put the kettle on to boil. He climbed back into the
till-warm bed, and listened to the hiss of gas, the water smmering. He closed his eyes, and thought of
Audtin. Very rich. More money than sense. Looks asif he might be adamned nuisance. | wonder why all
the secrecy? Can't tell. Queers get odd ideas. Maybe he hasto keep it a secret that he's queer? Not
likely. Most of them advertiseit. Trusts me? Why? Perhaps because | know no onedsein hiscircle,

Histhoughts flowed into adream. Austin was lying behind abarrier of stones on top of a
mountain; he was pointing towards a house in the valey, and saying, '‘Don't show yoursdlf. He has sharp
eyes. Lieflat.' They werein Switzerland. Behind them, on asmall plateau, siood Austin's aeroplane; it
looked like the Spitfire that had stood by the gate of the RAF camp where he had been stationed for his
Nationd Service.

He woke up and saw that the kettle was boiling. He made himself teaand got back into bed to
drink it, till wearing the dressing-gown. He reached out for the nearest book in the bookcase. It was
The Trial of George Chapman. He sipped the tea, looking with morbid interest at the face of the
sadistic poisoner, the powerful jaw and deep-set eyes. The face looked scarred.

* * *

He asked the cabman: Y ou're Jakey?

Yes, sr. But you're not Mr Nunne, though!

No. I'm not. Mr Nunne phoned me from Switzerland an hour ago and asked me to do some
errands for him. Do you know his address?

Yes, gr, but I'm not sureit'sal right metakin' you when you're not Mr Nunne. It's his account,
you See. . .

Y es, but he'sin Switzerland. HE's only just phoned me. He gave me his account numbe.



Yes, but | don't know that, do 1?

Sorme sad irritably: He told meto ask for you because you wouldn't make difficulties!

Theman said gloomily: All right, jumpin. I'll risk it.

Sorme got into the cab swearing under his breath. It annoyed and affronted him to be regarded
with suspicion. Asthe taxi moved off, he began to fed better. It had been along time since he had
travelled by taxi. It gave him asensation of carelessness and relaxation. He placed his feet on the leather
bag he had brought to pack Augtin's clothesin, and stared with pleasure at the traffic. He remembered
Caroline, and again felt contented and pleased with himself. It was not afrequent sensation; a degree of
sdf-criticism and analysis that accompanied everything he thought made it rare. His thoughts tended to be
logical and verbd, like tel epathic communication or writing; intuition played only asmdl part in hismenta
processes. When tired, he hated this tendency to carry on mental conversations with himself, but was
unableto stop it. Now he thought happily: | have tried to avoid complications. But they come dl the
same. | havetried to smplify my life, to concentrate on the only thing that's important. And the smplicity
destroys my ability to concentrate. And now things are happening that should make thingsworse, and
ingtead | fed certain and confident again.

Hefelt asense of disappointment when the taxi drew up opposite Great Portland Street Station.
The driver asked:

Isthat thelot?

No. I've got two more errands to do. Would you wait?

The man said resignedly: Right y'are, guv.

A man in ared uniform came to meet him as soon as he came out of the revolving door into the
hdlway.

Can| helpyou, Sr?

Sorme said: Good morning. Mr Nunne asked meto cdl and find out if there are any messages
for him.

The man's manner became perceptibly more respectful.

Hold on amoment, Sir. I'll ask the telephone girl. | won't keep you amoment, Sir.

Thanks.

Heturned as he was hurrying away, to say:

Would you like to take a seet, Sir?

Thank you.

They were deep, comfortable armchairs, asin ahotel lounge. In the bow! of the potted palm that
stood beside the chair there were severa cigarette butts. The lift descended as he sat there. He watched
with curiogty the white-moustached old man and the young girl in furswho stepped out of it. Both had
theair of unconscious grace and poise that comes from never having to think about money. Therewasno
envy in his contemplation of them: only an dmost proprietary kind of affection. He felt that no redl barrier
existed between themselves and him; on the contrary, he had a strange sense of advantage over them.
The girl took the old man's arm and squeezed it. He thought: Sheis either hismistress or his daughter. Or
granddaughter. He looked at them friendlily asthey went out of the revolving door, then transferred his
attention to the reflection of himsdlf in the mirror opposite. He was mildly surprised that hefelt no envy
for Nunne and hisway of life. He examined the awareness, and redlised that it was based on a sense of
belief in himsdf and of confidencein his own powersthat was dways latent in him, yet which only rarely
became conscious. He smiled to himself, and said softly, Delusions of grandeur and distinct paranoiac
traits; the patient Sorme should be kept under observation. . .

The man came back. He said:

I've got afew phone messages, sir. People who want him to ring them back.

Thanks. Nothing else? No one has been here enquiring about him?

Enquiring?No, sr. Why, s, is he expecting someone?

| think s0. It doesn't matter. Can | have the phone messages? He's phoning me from Switzerland
thisevening.

Certainly, Sr. The girl's copying them out now. She won't be amoment.



Thanks.

He crossed to the mirror and looked at himself closely. The leather bands around the cuffs of his
jackets showed below the deeves of the overcoat. The grey whipcord trousers looked baggy; one of the
turn-ups was hanging down. He thought: | must buy more trousers and get my hair cut. | look awreck.

In the taxi he glanced at the two sheets of paper headed 'Phone M essage’. The messages were
written nestly with aballpoint pen; they were dated from the previous Friday. 'Will you ring Mr
Beaumont before ten this evening? 'Mgor Denniswill not be ableto join Mr Nunnefor dinner on
Wednesday.' He looked through the rest, then folded the papers and put them in hiswallet. They told him
nothing more of Nunne. Nunne was becoming increasingly the centre of his curiosity.

The sght of the Pogt Office a Netting Hill Gate reminded him of the telegram; he tapped on the
glass, and asked the driver to stop at the next Post Office. He had forgotten what Nunne had asked him
to say in the telegram; after consderation, he worded it smply: No enquiries, and Sgned it: Gerard.

The driver asked: What number, Sr?

Isthis Canning Place?

Yes.

Would you mind driving to the end of the street and waiting for me there?1 shal be about ten
minutes

Theend?Right.

He noted the surprisein the driver's voice, and was about to explain; then he felt irritated with his
own embarrassment, reflecting that it was none of the man's business anyway. He stepped out of the cab,
sying:

| shall want to return to Camden Town afterwards.

Afraid I'll haveto keep the clock tickin', Sir.

Right you are.

Number twenty-three was half way down the Street. It was atal, Victorian house with steps
leading up to the front door. When he pressed the bell labelled 'V annet', avoice spoke from acircle of
wire gauze above the bell-pushes:

Hello. Who isit?

He addressed the wire gauze:

My nameis Sorme. Austin Nunne asked meto call.

Ohyes.

The door clicked open. The voice said:

It's the second door on your right.

Hewent into the badly lit halway, closing the door behind him. The door wasinscribed: Gerdd
Vannet, in white plastic letters. When he knocked, the voice caled: Comein.

The man was levering himsdf out of an easy chair as he cameinto the room. Hewas six inches
shorter than Sorme. He wore aloose green tee-shirt with asilk muffler underneath it. The flannel trousers
had aknife-edge crease. Well, I'm delighted to meet you! Y ou're Mr Sorme. Austin rang up about an
hour ago. Won't you have adrink?

His voice was aneighing drawl, on an amost soprano note.

Sorme said uncertainly: That's very kind of you. . . He wasthinking of the taxi.

You'renot inahurry, are you? Austin said you might want to spend an hour or two here. You
haven't got ataxi waiting, or anything?

Sorme'simmediate inclination was to admit that he had, until he recollected Nunne'sinsistence on
secrecy. Hesad quickly:

No. I'mnotinahurry.

Lovey. Do st down. I'm afraid the room'sin abit of amess. I've not been up long. We had a
party last night. What will you drink? Whisky, or gin and martini?I'm afraid I've nothing else except a
litlewine.

Gin and martini then, please.

Sweet or dry?



The room was stuffily warm, with two eectric fires burning. It was alarge and very comfortable
bed-gtter. The carpeting was aplain fawn colour, and looked asif it had only just been hoovered.
Nothing in the room suggested a party, or the untidiness associated with late risng. Sormetook hisgin
and Itdian, and sat on the bed. Vannet stretched himsdlf out on a piece of furniture that combined
armchair and divan, with curves moulded to hisbody. He smiled at Sorme over thetop of hisglass, and
then drank as though toasting some secret that they shared. He said:

| may say, itisn'tlike Augtinto send his. . . friendsaong to seeme. You are afairly new friend,
aren't you?

Fairly, Sorme said.

Vannet grinned, and took another sip of whisky, managing to imply that histact would forbid
further questioning. He said blandly:

| manage to meet dl Audtin'sfriends sooner or later. Whered you meet him -- the Baaaika?

No. What isit?

Ah! | can see you haven't known him for long! Y ou'll see the Baldaika soon, no doulbt.
What isit?

Oh,it'sa ..well,asortof a . . It'saclub.

He smpered over hisglass.

| see, Sorme said. | shall look forward to going there.

Y ou ought to go tomorrow. Wednesday's drag night. World-famous female impersonators! Oh,
my dear!

He said thiswith anasal Cockney accent, fluttering his hand tiffly from the wrigt.

I'll ask Austin -- if he's back, Sorme said.

Areyou expecting him?

I'm not sure.

A pair of chinablue eyesregarded him penetratingly for amoment, then dropped coyly. Vannet
sad:

Wil if you want to seeit, and Austin's not back, | could probably get you in. . .

That'skind of you! But | can seeit some other time.

That'swhat you think! Y ou don't think they do it every week, do you? They haveto arrange it.
Then they pass the word around quietly. So the police don't get wind of it. They don't intend to be
raided, don't you see, dear? Don't mind me calling you dear. It doesn't mean anything. . . But if you'd
liketo seeit, I'd be delighted. . .

Sorme grunted, and nodded noncommittally. Vannet stared wistfully into his glass, and asked:

IsAudtin in Switzerland done?

Asfar as| know. Why?

Oh, I'm not prying. But he had his eye on arather nicelittle dish a the Balalaikaon Friday.

Friday, Sorme said.

Yes...why?It was Friday, wasn't it? Yes, | remember.

| waswith him on Friday evening, Sorme explained. But he left me before midnight.

Oh, thiswaswdll after midnight. He waslooking far gone. . . Cigarette?

No, thanks. Tell me, do you own al thishouse?

Y es, why?Y ou looking for aroom?

Again, the look was suggestive and coy. Sormefinished the martini.

No. I've only just moved into aroom. Camden Town. But it seemsamost impressive place.
With dl the gadgets.

Thank you. Y ou touch me on my weak spot. Thisplaceismy pride. | own two more-- in
Highgate and Idington -- but my heart belongs to twenty-three Canning Place. Another drink?

No, thanks. | ought to get amove on.

Aningtinct told him that a second drink would mean at |east another hour of conversation.

No. Perhaps you'reright. It wouldn't improve your studies.

A buzzer sounded suddenly in the room, making Sorme jump. Vannet picked up asmall



microphone that stood by the chair, and flicked a switch. He said tartly:

Bugger off. I've got avigtor.

He smiled at Sorme, and pressed the switch again. A complaining voice said:

| don't want to get you out of bed. | want Frankie.

He's not here. He went hours ago.

When? the voice demanded through the microphone.

When? Don't ask me. I'm not his bloody mother. Hours ago. Do you want to comein for a
drink?

No, thank you! Not after that! He's got to meet this producer chap a one. You'venoidea. . . ?

Yes, | have Try flat seven -- Dilly's.

Oh, you awkward bastard. Why didn't you say so?

Vannet put the microphone down. He said:

Useful little things, these. They save my poor old feet. Not to mention the tenant on the top floor.
Where were we?

Y ou were saying something about my studies. | didn't quite follow you.

Ohyes. Augtin said to leave you down there so you could study, or something.

| shan't betherelong. | only want to look something up.

Oh. Pity. | was hoping you'd be herefor lunch.

No. | must get back, I'm afraid.

He stood up to emphasise hisintention of leaving. Vannet heaved himself regretfully off the
curved armchair. He said:

Ohwell, if you haveto go.

Sorme was afraid he had offended him, but the intimacy of Vannet's smile as he opened the door
resssured him:

I'll hope to seeyou again. And if you do want aroom. . .

He led the way acrossthe hall, and opened the front door. Sorme asked:

What about Augtin'sflat?

That'sin the basement, VVannet said. Sorme caught aglint of amusement in his eyes, and guessed
that VVannet had been curious as to whether he had been here before. He followed him out into the Street
and through the gatein the arearailings.

A glance at the end of the street showed him the taxi still waiting there.

It's quite salf-contained, Vannet said. Y ou can't get into it from the house.

| see.

Vannet opened the front door. Immediately, asmell of some perfume met them; Sorme
recognised it; it was the perfume of the Diaghilev exhibition, Mitsouko.

After you. The door isto your |€ft.

The room was in complete darkness. He groped for the switch. A soft pink light came on,
showing aroom that was smilar to Vannet's bed-sitter. The air smelt of strong tobacco. Sorme looked
into its corners, but saw no clothes. He set the leather grip down on the table.

Thisisit, Vannet said. There's another room through there. I'll leave you now. Make sure you
dam the door asyou go out. Enjoy yourself.

Thank you.

Vannet held out his hand. He said softly, almost pleadingly:

And if you'd like another drink, or abite to eat, come into my place when you leave.

Thanks, Sorme said uncomfortably. But | don't think I'll accept thistime. Perhaps another day. . .

Bye-bye. . . | don't even know your Christian name.

Gerard.

It'slikemine-- Gerald! Ah, well. Bye-bye, Gerard.

Goodbye. Thanksfor the drink.

Comeagan!

The front door closed noisily. Sorme crossed the room immediately and opened the other door.



The smdl of Mitsouko was suddenly stronger. He switched on alight. Four wall-lights came on, filling the
room with ablue glow.

It was smdler than the other room. The walls were amost completely hidden by velvet curtains
that stretched from floor to ceiling. The hangings were black; they contrasted with the carpet and divan,
which werewine-red. He said doud: Christ! Shades of Edgar Poe! He suddenly felt grateful to Vannet
for leaving him aone; it relieved him of any necessity to comment on the room. He sat on the divan-bed,
and stared around. The room repelled and attracted him. He looked up at the ceiling, which had been
painted night-blue. He stood up to stare more closdly at the pictures that were spaced along the walls
between the hangings. Two were Gauguins; they looked like originas or skilful copies. On ether sde of
these were spaced four obscene drawings, signed and titled in a Chinese or Japanese script; these
seemed to have been sketched with afine brush dipped in Indian ink. One showed a naked giant of a
man, with a proportionately large member, landing from araft on abeach; across the beach hordes of
laughing women rush to meet him. Its companion-picture showed the same man leaving theidand,
shrunken and withered, while the women tear their hair and wail. The other two drawings showed the
same giant performing feats of strength: in one case, shattering a copper vessd with theimmense
member; in the other, holding off hordes of armed bandits by using it asaclub. He observed that al four
drawings bore in the bottom left-hand corner the minute letters. OG.

He did aside the plain-glass doors of the bookcase. The bottom shelf was devoted to an edition
of the Marquis de Sade. He took down avolume of Les 120 Journées de Sodome, and observed that
the title page bore no publisher'simprint. The other shelves contained volumesin French and German,
uniformly bound in blue legther with Slver lettering, and copies of limited editions of Petronius, Apuleius
and Sappho, dl lavishly illustrated. Findly, the top shelf contained several works on medicine and
psychology, with volumes of Bloch, Stekd, Krafft-Ebing and Hirschfeld. The French and German
volumes seemed to be mostly of nineteenth-century romantic writers. He opened the volume of
Lautreamont, and found it thick with dust. Some of its pages were uncut.

He returned to the other room and investigated its doors. One was a clothes cupboard; the other
led to alarge kitchen in which everything seemed new, athough when he looked more closdly he redised
from the undisturbed dust that no one had used it for along time. Beyond the kitchen was a bathroom, in
which the smell of Mitsouko was overpowering; it came from the bath, where the fragments of alarge
bottle were scattered. He pulled out the plug and turned on the tap; after afew moments, the water
flowed hot, and clouds of scented steam rose around him. From the size of the fragments, he judged that
the bottle must have held &t least half apint.

From somewhere above his head, he heard the sound of atelephone ringing. It reminded him of
the reason he was in Nunné's flat. He turned off the tap and returned to the bedroom. At first sght, he
could see no sign of the clothes Nunne had mentioned. Then hetried looking behind the hangings, and
found them immediately. They were lying beside the fireplace, which had been sedled up with
black-painted hardboard. At the top of the heap lay a pair of women's stockings. It seemed to bea
complete women's outfit. He was surprised; he had expected that the clothes would be Nunne's own.

He opened the leather grip, and tried to push them insgde in abundle. They were too bulky; he
had to fold them, and place them in one by one. There was a black raincoat with atorn lining, and a
shabby navy blue skirt. The stockings were of good quality nylon, but the rest of the underclotheswere
evidently not new. Findly, therewas apair of black suede shoes; one of the high heelswas broken off
and missing. He packed these on top, and closed the grip.

The thought of the waiting taxi worried him; he had no desireto leave theflat immediately.
Findly, he went out and dismissed it, telling the man that he was being delayed. Hefdt guilty ashe
watched it drive away, but the guilt gave way to a sense of relief and relaxation as he closed the front
door behind him. Excitement produced awatery sensation in the bowels.

In the sitting-room he switched on the dectric fire, and kndlt, warming himsdif at it for amoment.
Then he crossed to the sideboard and opened the cupboard. It contained an array of liqueur bottles,
mostly full or haf full. With asense of having the whole day to spare, he took them out one by one and
sniffed them. Some he knew; most of them he had never heard of, or only seen on the shelves behind



bars. He found a shelf of glassesin the other cupboard, and proceeded to line up adozen aong the
sideboard, and pour adrop of liqueur into each. He pulled up a chair to the Sideboard, and tasted each
glassin turn: the Calvados, Chartreuse, Benedictine, anisette, maraschine, allasch. In some casesthe taste
was S0 agreeable that he poured more into the glass. After ten minutes he realised that he was becoming
dightly drunk. There were till bottles untasted. He decided to leave them until |ater. The room was
becoming warm; he removed his coat and flung it over an armchair. He said aloud: Y ou lucky bastard,
Austin. He returned to the other room, and was glad of itsrelative coolness.

When he pulled at the curtains, he realised that they moved on rollers; if necessary, they could be
drawn to cover thewalls of the room completely. He drew them back until they were al bunched in
corners of the room. It made little difference to the appearance of the walls. They were painted black. A
door in the corner was aso painted black. The space where the window had been was boarded over
like the fireplace; from the other side of the room, it looked like a continuation of thewal. Thewall a the
far end of the room, which had been completely covered by curtains, had two paintings hung on it. One
showed aman in evening dresswalking along abusy street; he was|eading apig by alength of blue
ribbon; in the middle of hisforehead was an enormous eye. The other showed aman in shirtdeeves, lying
on his back under an gpple treein moonlight. The fruit and leaves of the tree were painted in degp greens
and reds and blues; they possessed amisty and lyrica quaity that contrasted with the completely yellow
figure under thetree. Thetitles of both pictures were painted at the bottom of the canvases; Les Amours
Jaunes, and, Self-portrait by Moonlight. Both were signed: Glasp, and dated 1948.

The other door led into asmall closet, whose back wall was lined with bookshelves. He switched
on thelight to look through them, and found them disappointing. There were many standard works of
English literature, and some volumes which he guessed to be Nunne's college text books. There were
severa children's books, when heidly took down The Bumper Book for Boys hefound asgnature;
Austin Nunne 1935, insde the cover. An abridged edition of Frazer's Golden Bough seemed to have
been given asaschool prizein 1940; it had evidently been thoroughly read; the text was covered with
pencil-marks. It fell open a an early page as he leafed through it. He turned to the light to read a
quotation marked in red ink:

"The notion of aman-god, or of a human being endowed with divine or supernatural powers,
belongs essentidly to that early period of rdligious history in which gods and men are still viewed as
beings of much the same order, and before they are divided by the impassable gulf which, to later
thought, opens out between them.’

He carried the book into the bedroom, and sat on the divan to read it. A curious sense of
Nunne's presence was beginning to grow in him. Once he looked up startled, expecting to see Nunne
standing in the doorway, looking a him. He said doud: | am yesterday, today and tomorrow, and | have
the power to be born a second time. The sound of his voice released histension, but left a sense of
disquiet that puzzled him. Hefdt asif something unpleasant was about to happen, asensation like the end
of anightmare. Then he noticed the grip, standing beside the fireplace. The disquiet was connected with
the women's clothes he had packed. As hetried to analyseit, he remembered that Nunne had asked him
to return any open books that might be lying around to their shelves. He could not recollect having seen
any. For some reason thisworried him. He went into the other room and looked around, finding none. In
the bedroom he pulled aside dl the curtains, and peered between the divan and the wall. Findly, he
raised the edge of the divan cover and looked in the three-inch space between its bottom and the floor.
A book lay open, face downwards on the carpet. Itstitlewas. Criminology, Its Background and
Techniques. Heturned it over, and found himself looking at a photograph of awoman with her throat
cut. The caption under the picture read: Note defensive wounds on hands. He dropped the book on the
bed, feding sick, and went out to the kitchen.

There, the daylight made him fed better. He ran the tap, and stared at the water that ranina
smooth stream. It soothed him. The room he had | eft seemed in some way unclean; he felt no desireto go
into it again. It wasthe first time he had seen a photograph of aviolent deeth; it seemed to taint the air he
breathed with tangible disgust. He felt dmost as though he had discovered amutilated body in Nunne's
cupboard.



Hetold himsdlf that the disgust was stupid, that he had no right to be shocked by physica
violence. After awhile he returned to the bedroom, and made himself take up the book again. Thistime
the photograph made lessimpact on him. He sat on the bed with a sense of bravado, and looked through
the book. It seemed to be awell-documented textbook for the use of the American police. A whole
chapter dedt with stolen cars, with photographs of the marks made by tyres on mud; another dedlt with
fingerprints and footprints. It wasthe fina chapters of the book which examined causes of desth and
identification of the dead, that contained most of the photographs of violence. He found himsdlf turning
the pages with atension that was like being prepared for aphysica blow. He made himsdlf read the
captions before he looked at the photographs. when he had finished |ooking through these, he returned
the book to the top shdf, among the volumes on forensic medicine. Still ganding on the divan, leaning
againg thewall for balance, he opened some of these, and glanced into them. The photographs had
ceased to shock him; he felt only aheaviness of continual disgust in his somach. When he lowered his
gyesto the shelf underneath, containing Malarmé, Nerval, de L'lde-Adam, Schopenhauer, he
experienced asense of unredlity. It seemed to him that these men had known nothing of the redlity of
death when they wrote, that somehow the photographs made nonsense of the obsesson with sinin de
Sade and Bauddaire.

As he stood there, his fedings seemed to black out, like asudden breskdown in afilm; for a
moment, he was overpowered by asense of his own absurdity. It was the vagtation that had cometo him
on the previous Sunday in the night. It was asif he was watching something over which he had no
control, and that terrified him. He sat down on the divan. The feding began to disappear. Hetried to
captureit, feding strongly that he must outfaceit and examineit. It disappeared completely.

He became aware of the coldness of the room. He sat there, scowling into space, trying to
andysethefear. It was difficult, but he was certain it had to do with his own identity. He thought about
the words that had come into his mind as he had stood there. Absurd. Arbitrary. He said aloud: It is
because | might be anyone or anything. Or not exist at dl. But if | didn't exidt. . . |. Exist. They mean the
samething.

He began to walk up and down the room, thinking in words, asif talking. It wasdlusive. |. My
own. The legitimate me recognises nothing asitsown. All isdien. Even exigence. | must disown
exisencetoo. If | exist, | am trapped.

A new ideacameto him. Limitedness. | don't want limits. It islimitsthat arediento me. The
universe, space, time, being. Nothing must be limited. | am god. | am yesterday and today. | am the god
Tem, maker of heaven, creator of thingswhich are. If | am not, lifeismeaningless.

Hetook down avolume on forensic medicine, and stared at a photograph of aman who had
been killed in arallway accident. It failed to revive the vastation. The degth in the book no longer
represented redlity. Like Baudelaire and de Sade, it was till two moves away from redlity.

After washing and drying the liqueur glasses, he walked to Kensington High Street and caught the
tube. He was glad of the lunch-hour crowds. Silence and the sense of uncertainty had left him tired.

* * %

The Scotswoman opened the door; when she saw him, her face tightened. He said quickly:

Thefather is expecting me.

Hewas. It'stimefor hisrest now.

Hewasirritated by her manner, but repressed the resentment, saying politely:

I'm sorry. I'll come back again another day.

She hesitated, then stood back and opened the door:

Comeoningde, an' I'll see how hefeds.

Hesaid quietly: Thank you. He kept hisvoice lowered in case Maunsell was downgtairs, he had
no particular wish to see him at the moment. The woman went upstairs without bothering to show him
into the waiting-room. He was glad she didn't waste words. When he gpproached the glass-panelled
door, he heard amurmur of voicesfrom outsde. He stood in the dark hallway, leaning against the



banister. The woman appeared on the stairs, beckoning him up.

He can't spare moren afew moments. He should be adeep. HE'sbeen &t it al day.

| won't keep him long, Sorme promised.

As soon as he encountered the faint disinfectant smell in the corridor, he was reminded of histalk
on the previous day; afedling of anticipation came over him as he reached the door. It disappeared
immediately when he saw the priest, the curioudy ugly face above the pyjamajacket; instead, he
experienced the same dight disappointment he had felt on first meeting him.

Father Carrutherswas Sitting in the armchair by thefire. A plaid rug and an eiderdown were
wrapped around the lower half of his body.

Come and St down. How are you?

Sormelaid the raincoat on the bed, and sat in the other armchair.

I'm fine, father. I'm expecting Austin back today or tomorrow.

Good. Y ou've heard from him?

He's phoned me twice since yesterday.

The priest grunted, and regarded him steadily. Sorme realised what he was thinking. He said:

They weren't just socid calls. He seemsto have something on hismind. Has he ways been
inclined to get excited over nothing, father?

Inwhat way?

Well. . . being strange and secretive. Acting like acongpirator. I'm alittleworried. . .

I've never known it. In what way is he strange?

Sormetold the tory of the phone cals, and ended by describing the flat.

While hetaked he was aware of having the priest's compl ete attention.

The priest asked findly:

| would like to know your exact reason for spesking to me of al this.

The question embarrassed Sorme. He considered his answer carefully. He said dowly:

Audtin fascinates me. And | don't fully know why hefascinatesme. And. . . well, I like him. Do
you see?

He said thisamost defiantly, because he could think of no other way of expressing it. The priest
smiled, and the ugliness dissolved in the benevolence that flickered at Sorme.

| understand.

Besides. . . that flat of his. . . it made mefed | know him alot better. And that | want to know
him alot better.

The priest closed his eyes. He talked with hisface turned towardsthefire, asif talking to himsdlf.

What you tdl me of thisflat is new to me. And to some extent it isa surpriseto me. But, after all,
there is perhaps no reason to be surprised. It probably explainswhy Austin stopped coming here.
Romanticism isadubious refuge, but it is not adangerous one. And no oneremainsinit for along time.

Sorme interrupted: Y ou think hell come to the Catholic Church eventually?

| think that it isnot impossible.

Sorme considered this, staring into the fire. The eyesin the white, invalid's face remained closed.
Hesad:

Romanticism. . . | seeyour point. That accountsfor de L'lde-Adam and Huysmans and the rest.
But what about the crime photographs? And de Sade.

Y ou have answered yoursalf. De Sade -- another romantic. Sadistic pictures. . .

| don't know that they were sadistic. They were just revolting.

For the sadi<t, the revolting causes pleasure.

IsAudtin asadigt, father?

He asked the question quickly, and without thinking. Almost immediately he wondered if he had
gonetoo far. The priest’'s eyes opened and regarded him; the voice said calmly:

Shdl we say. . . he hastendencies. . .

Sormesad bluntly:

Look here, father. If you think I'm talking out of turn, tell me soflatly. | don't want to pry.



Thepriest sad, samiling:

Y esterday, | hardly knew you. Today, you know agreat deal more about Austin, and | know
you alittle better. | think we can spesk frankly.

Sorme fet reieved; the remova of the ambiguity made him more relaxed. He amiled broadly:

Thank you, father. That'skind of you. You see, | do fed a sort of tentative responsibility for
Audtin. | felt rather touched when he said | wasthe only person he could trust.

Quite.

But | don't understand at all. Those women's clothes, for instance. . .

Where are they now?

Sorme said with sudden darm:

| left them downgtairsin the hallway.

That doesn't matter. They'll be quite safe.

Sorme scowled at the pams of hishands. He said hesitantly:

Father, I'm going to tell you what I've got on my mind, and if you think it'stosh, just tell me so.

I will.

Well, look here, it'slikethis. . . Yesterday morning, two policemen tried to interview an old man
inthe house wherel live. . . aout the East End murders. Now I'm sure they had no special reason -- no
real suspicions of him. Hewas just an odd sort of crank, and perhaps he's been in some sort of trouble
with them before for a sexua offence, and he's probably one of dozensthey'd interview. Now Austin's
asked me to get some women's clothes out of hisflat. Supposing he's expecting the police to want to
interview him about the murders? Supposing he's known to them as aman with sadistic tendencies? Does
that make sense?

Thepriest said:

Y ou don't serioudy think that Austin might be involved in these murders?

Good lord, no! Of course not. But the police wouldn't leave any stone unturned, would they?
And the clothes belong to awoman. What do you think?

Itispossble. . . itispossble. But that would not explain Austin's secrecy.

Why not? It might. Anyway, perhaps he is in some sort of trouble. After al, aman with
perversions can land in trouble pretty easily. Perhapsit isn't the police hesworried about. It could be that
someones blackmailing him. . .

He stopped, with a sense that such speculation was futile. The priest's eyes nicked up to hisface
and werelowered again.

Y ou may be right, but the best way to find out isto wait until Austin comes back, and ask him. It
isnot at dl improbable that the police might question him in connection with the Whitechapel murders --
if heisknown to them asasexua invert. In cases of sadistic murder they spread their net very wide.
They haveto, sincethereisno other way.

How do you mean, father?

In the average murder, someone has amotive, and it is smply amatter of finding it. In asexua
crime-- unlessthe crimina is caught in the act -- the police have nothing to go on. | wasin D Ussdldorf a
the time of the K Urten murders. The number of suspectsthe police interviewed over three yearsran into
hundreds of thousands. Soitisnot a al impossible that Austin may be one of those questioned.

Sormesad, smiling:

Or me. . . or anybody else?

Quite.

Sorme stood up. He said:

Look, father, I'm not going to keep you any longer. | know you're supposed to be resting.
Thanksfor listening to me. | had to talk to somebody about it or bust.

Y ou were right to come to me. But some time you must come here to talk about yoursdlf.

Thank you, father.

One morething. | have afriend -- a German doctor -- who isworking with Scotland Y ard.
When you have talked to Austin -- if you think he needs help -- get him to contact me. Dr Stein might be



ableto save sometrouble.

Thanks, father. I'll do that.

He picked up his coat, and opened the door. As he did so, he remembered a question he had
forgotten to ask:

By the way, father, do you know a painter named Glasp?

Yes.

Austin has some paintings by him on hiswalls. How old ishe?

| ... I'mnot sure. About twenty-Six or so.

Twenty-sx? He must be very talented. Two of the paintings are dated nineteen forty-eight. That
means he'd be about seventeen when he did them.

Heisvery tdented -- or he was. Heisaso very poor, and he's been in amenta home twice.
Perhaps Audtin will introduce you to him.

Do you know where he lives, by any chance?

I'm afraid not. | haven't seen him for some years. Father Rakos may have hisaddress. Audtinis
sureto.

He'saCatholic?

Yes.

The door opened as he stood with his hand on the knob. It was the Scotswoman.

Timefor your rest, father.

Sormesaid:

I'll come again soon, if | may, father. Goodbye.

Goodbye.

In the hall, he encountered the Hungarian priest. He said:

Pardon me, Father Carruthers said you might know the address of a painter called Glasp.

Yes. Do you want it?

If it'sno trouble, please.

Wait just amoment. | can get it for you.

He went into aroom next to the waiting-room; amoment later, he regppeared with a notebook:

It isnumber twelve Durward Street.

Sorme wrote it down in his own address book. He asked:

Whereisit?

East one, Whitechapd.

Do you know his Chrigtian name?

The priest looked surprised:

Y ou do not know him?

No. I've seen some of hispaintings. | thought I might go and see him sometime.

| see. You will not find him sociable. Hisnameis Oliver. Heisnot easy to talk to.

Sorme dipped his address book into his pocket.

Thank you, father. Maybe I'll write him aletter. Good afternoon.

Outside, he looked around automaticaly for hisbicycle, until he remembered he had travelled by
Underground. He walked towards Chancery Lane station, swinging the leather grip. Glagp's Chritian
name had confirmed his suspicion that the obscene drawings had been sketched by him: they were
initidled O.G. But thisin itself meant nothing. It was only another fragment of the jigsaw puzzle that fitted
around Nunne.

He had thought so much about Nunne that Nunne's redlity was becoming shadowy. He thought: |
am negative. That'sthe trouble. | am negative, and | am interested in Nunne because heis positive. | am
like astagnant pond. And Nunneisastone that has disturbed the scum.

He walked towards Kingsway, and the mood of gloom and self-irritation degpened. He was
aware that, to some extent, this was because he had not esten since breskfast. The faint intoxication
induced by the liqueurs was beginning to wear off too.

In the Underground he came closeto faling adeep. He wiped the tears out of hiseyeswith his



handkerchief, and immediately yawned again.

Tired. That'sthetrouble. I'll eat and degpwhen 1. . . oh, damnation.

He remembered Caroline, and that he was due to meet her in two hours. The thought depressed
him. He considered phoning her and telling her that he couldn't makeit, but the idea troubled him even
more than the thought of being at Leicester Square by six o'clock. Findly, heleft the tram at Camden
Town, and went to aready-made tailors to buy trousers.

* * %

Before he had been with her for aquarter of an hour he redlised he liked her, that he was going
to enjoy the evening. There was no kind of constraint between them. He observed that this was because
shetook him for granted, asif it was the tenth time he had taken her out and not thefirst. Shetreated him
casudly, like an intimate of long standing. It was something he had noticed aso in Austin's manner.

The restaurant was in abasement in the King's Road: it was entered through a coffee bar. Half a
dozen voices cdled her name as soon asthey camein, and abearded youth, wearing a duffle-coat, flung
hisarms around her and kissed her, crying:

Alloa, meluv, it'sgrand ter seeyer!

Sheintroduced him to Sorme, saying: Thisis Frank. HeEs playing Verlainein the play we're
doing.

The young man had a plump, immeature face; his beard was scanty and silky. Sorme found it hard
toimagine anyone lesslike Verlaine. The youth said:

Howdy, pardner? Ah hope you ain't afightin' man, 'cause ah ain't brought ma six shooters.
Coffeefor both of you?

We're having amed downgtairs, Caroline said. We may see you afterwards.

Cometo the party. It's on the bomb site opposite the art school. Bring a bottle of wine.

We might do that, she said. They pushed their way through the crowd of youths and girlswho
lined the counter and the high stools dong the walls. Sorme heard someone say:

Theres Miss Beddable for Nineteen Fifty-eight.

The downgtairs was divided into two halves by alattice screen, and lit by table lamps made from
Chianti bottles. When an olive-skinned waiter hurried towards them, he expected him to address
Caroline by her Chrigtian name. But he only said:

Tablefor two, Sir?

The menu cards were enormous, dmost as large as a sheet of newspaper.

Some of this Suff's rather expensve.

Don't worry. | robbed my money box this morning.

She surveyed the menu, and asked finaly:

Do you like escargots?

He admitted that he had never tried them.

Let's both have some. Do you like garlic?

Loveit.

Good. Shall we be pigs and have a dozen each?

When the snalls arrived, sheingtructed him in the use of the small tongs, and inssted that he drink
the melted butter from the shell, after the soft, black body had been extracted and esten. They had
another gin and lime, followed by a bottle of hock. He began to fed relaxed and dightly irresponsible. He
admitted to her:

| wasn't looking forward to thisevening at all.

No. Why not?

| was alittle nervous that we wouldn't get dong. Do you know something? | haven't taken agirl
out for the past five years.

Good Heavens! What did you do? Take amonastic vow?

No. Just stayed in my room, mostly. Or in the British Museum Reading Room.



But why?You'renot shy. . .

No. | waslooking for something. . . if you seewhat | mean.

Sheasked, smiling: For what?

Theroast chicken arrived, and gave him time to consider hisanswer. He said findly:

The same thing Rimbaud waslooking for. A vision.

She said immediately: 1've been trying to read abook about him, but it'sfull of French quotations.
He wanted to derange his senses or something, didn't he?

Yes

Didyou try that?

No. | tried some disciplines. But nothing happened.

And what do you intend to try now?

Funnily enough, I'm closer to it now than ever before. Do you know what a catalyst is?

No.

It'sathing that causes achemical reaction without getting altered itself. Y ou make sulphuric acid
gas by heating oxygen and sulphur dioxide. But you have to heat them over platinised asbestos.
Otherwise nothing happens. But the platinised asbestos doesn't change. Well, Austin has been like
platinised ashestosfor me. | had alot of eementsinsde methat didn't mix. | had alot of knowledge that
didn't mean anything to me. Since | met him last Friday, |'ve started feding divefor thefirs timein years.

She asked, pouting:

Don't | comein anywhere?

Of courseyou do. If it hadn't been for Austin, | wouldn't have met you, would 1?

How did you meet Audtin?

Hetold her while he ate. He was il telling her after the medl, when they went upstairs for
coffee. Half way up the stairs, she stopped and turned her head towards him, whispering:

Y ou know, I'm alittletipsy.

She swayed backwards dightly, and he put both hands around her waist to steady her. She
gripped them in hersfor amoment and pulled them tight, then released them. He wasfedling too well-fed
and somnolent to be excited by the gesture, but it increased the sense of comfort and certainty hefelt
with her. Asthey drank coffee, she asked suddenly:

Do you think Gertrude's attractive?

He stared hard at his cup, and said critically:

Yes. .. shesattractive.

But not your type? she prompted him.

No. .. It'snot that. It'sthe smplicity of the way she seesthings. She puzzlesme.

Puzzlesyou? Why on earth should she puzzle you?

She'sether brilliantly dishonest or so primitively smple-minded that | can't even conceive of it.
Mind, I can understand people being smple Bible Christians, and thinking the Bible's the beginning and
end of everything. But she doesn't strike me as having that type of mind. Y ou'd think shéld read Virginia
Wooalf, and patronise theloca young writers.

She does!

Yes. .. | suppose she does. Do you know anything about her life before she cameto livein
Hampstead?

No. Mummy's never talked about her. But she did drop something once when | wasn't supposed
to beligening. There mas aman once.

And what happened?

| don't know, redlly. Why are you so interested? Have you got designs on her?

Y ou brought the subject up!

| expect | did. Anyway, | think she's got designs on you.

Onmy sdvation, you mean.

Wadl. .. She'srather londly up there. That'swhy | go up to stay some nights. | think sheld likeiit if
you went up there more often.



Hasn't she any other close friends?

No. She used to see rather alot of apainter once. But that stopped. . .

Y ou mean she had an affair?

Oh no. Hewas half her age. A man named Glasp.

Oliver Glagp?

Yes, why?

I've heard of him. A friend of Audtin's, | think.

Yes. | think Austin took him therefor thefirst time.

Why did he stop going there? Do you know?

Y es. He had some kind of a breakdown and went into a mental home. She never talked about it
much, but | think they quarrelled aswell.

They had both finished their coffee. He asked her:

Shdl we go?

She dipped down off the stool, and picked up her gloves. He asked:

Where would you like to go now? Back into Soho for adrink?

| don't mind. Where would you?

Let'swak anyway. I've had too much to est.

The night was cold and windless, there were no stars.

She asked:

Would you liketo visit acouple of girl friends of mine? They live on aboat on Chelseareach.

How do we get there?

It'saten-minute walk.

Shall we buy some wineto take?

That'sagood idea. | don't suppose they'll have anything to drink. They're both actresses, but
they're out of work at the moment.

They bought a bottle of hock at awine shop, and walked on past the town hall. A hundred yards
further on they could see the glow of abonfire.

That'd be the party Frankie mentioned. We don't want to go, do we?

| dontt.

The fire had been built on a piece of waste ground that was divided from the road by alow wall.
The land itsdlf was about ten feet below street levd; it was reached through an entrance in the side stret.
The site was crowded with students, most of them holding bottles or glasses. A crowd of them were
dragging atree trunk acrossthefire. It wastoo big to lieflat; it formed akind of bridge acrossthe centre
of thefire, supported at itsfar end by branches.

Let'sgo down for just amoment, Gerard?

Sormetrailed reluctantly behind her as she walked to the side street. There the ground doped
naturaly onto the ste. He asked with misgiving:

Do you know many of them?

A few. But we don't want to get involved. Let's just have awarm and then go.

Somewhere, a portable radio was playing dance music, but no one was attempting to dance. In
the shadows, towards the wall, couples were stretched out on the grass. Most of the crowd stood
around thefirein awide circle. It wastoo hot to stand close. In the blaze, Sorme could distinguish an old
sofaand the remains of adoor. Asthey stood there, someone legpt over the tree trunk whereit lay
across the centre of the fire, and landed clumsily on the far Side, sending up a shower of red sparks. A
few students began to cheer spasmodicaly. The youth turned round and legpt back the other way,
flinging hisarmsin the air and shrieking as he jumped. Sorme said, disgustedly: Bloody foal.

That's Ivor Fenner. | used to go out with him.,

Sorme repressed an irritated comment and turned away, shrugging. Shetook hisarm, saying:

Let'sgo.

Asthey came back on to street level, he said gloomily:

It al makesmefed asif I'mfifty. | detest students.



They'redl right.

Individuadly, perhaps. En masse, they're loathsome.

Before they had walked more than fifty yards they heard adistant clang of bells. Thefire engine
passed them and pulled up opposite the bomb site. Caroline said:

They're going to put it out. Let's watch.

When they reached the site the waste ground was already empty of students; they clustered
around the walls, looking at thefire. Sorme and Caroline stood at the end of the wall, and watched the
long, white jet of water that hissed across the grass and curved on to thefire. Immediately, clouds of
steam rose, and the flames disappeared. The water hit the end of the tree trunk, and set it jerking across
thegrass. A groan went up from the students. Someone shouted:

Rotten spoil-sports!

Thefirewas out. It had taken less than three minutes.

Asthey waked away, Sorme found himself fedling ashamed of theirritation he had felt earlier; it
was not that he sympathised with the students, but that he revolted automatically at the idea of the
authority that could put an end to the party. Shelooked at hisface as they passed under a streetlamp,
and asked:

What are you annoyed about, Gerard?

He laughed, becoming aware suddenly that he had been scowling:

I'm not annoyed. | suppose I'm never satisfied.

How do you mean?

| didiked those students because they seemed a doppy and undisciplined maob of adolescents.
That makes me an authoritarian. But | detest the authorities when they stand about in uniformsand give
orders. So | dare say I'm an anarchist. An authoritarian anarchist!

They had turned into Cheyne Walk. The breeze that came from the river was cold. She turned up
her collar, and pressed her head against hisarm. They crossed to the wall that overlooked the river, and
stopped to stare at the water. The lights from the Albert Bridge wavered up from the ink-coloured dark.
He became aware that she was looking up a him. He bent to kiss the cold lips, and felt the tip of her
noseicy againg hisface.

Shesad:

| don't care what you are.

There's no reason why you should. Y ou don't haveto livewith melike | do.

She said stubbornly:

| wouldn't careif | had to live with you.

He kissed her again and wondered, as he did so, how many times before she had been kissed in
the dark, and by how many men. He stopped himself before his speculation went further, but was not
soon enough to stop afeding of resentment towards her.

They crossed the bridge that led out to alanding-stage. From this, a narrow gangway of planks
ran out along the side of the moored houseboats. He said:

I'd better go firdt. It'sasblack asyour hat. Which boat isit?

Thethird dong.

What do we do if they're not in?

We could wait for them. Or go home.

As he camelevd with the third boat, he observed that there were no lights on.

It looks as though they're out. What now?

Let'sgo on board. The door might be open.

He clambered over the side of the boat, and hel ped her over. She asked:

Have you got any matches?

Hefound amatch, and lit it. She pulled at a door, which opened.

Thank heavens! We can get in, anyway.

Hefollowed her curioudy. An dectric light came on, reveding asmal kitchen, with two
Calor-gas cylinders standing beside agas stove. She called:



Anyone home?Y 0o hoo! Barbaral Maddleine!

He noticed a corkscrew hanging on ahook on thewall.

We can have some wine, anyway.

Hetore off the lead foil, and opened the bottle. There were no glasses, but he found two china
cupson ashdf. Carolinesad:

Comeonin here.

It was asmdll bed-sitting room, containing only awide single bed and an armchair. It was barely
gx feet square.

Thisis Barbarasroom. Madeleine'sis next door, but that's smaller ill.

Where do they eat?

In the kitchen.

And where do they receive visitors?

There's another room through there, but they're painting it at the moment.

He handed a cup hdf filled with wine. She asked:

What shdl we drink to? Shall we drink to us?

Tous

He met her eyes as he lowered the cup; she turned her face up to be kissed. He could taste the
wineon her lips. They ill held the cups. Shesaid:

| wonder what Aunt Gertrude'd say if she could see us now?

| dread to think.

Heflung his coat over the armchair, and sat on the bed.

Do you think Barbarawould mind if | St on her bed?

Of course not. Move over.

What about my shoes?

Take them off.

He unlaced them and dipped them off, then moved over to thewall. Sheimmediatdly lay down
beside him and closed her eyes.

Don't you want your wine?

In amoment.

He bent over her, and adlowed hislipsto move over the soft and till cold skin of her face. She
sad softly:

That'snice.

Her fingertips touched around the back of his neck; her tongue darted between hislips. He
straightened up, breathing deeply. We ought to stop, you know.

Had we?

Yes. Beforeit'simpossiblel

She opened her eyesand smiled a him:

| wouldn't mind you being my lover.

That'sahighly immora proposal!

Itisn't. Youd bethefirg.

Itstill immora! Anyway, you're too young to have alover.

That'sslly. Of course I'm not. Anyway, | nearly had one ayear ago.

What happened?

He asked meto go to Brighton for aweekend with him. And | said yes.

And did you?

No. | got asorethroat the day before and had to stay in bed.

He sad, with mock severity:

That'safine way to go on! I'm deeply shocked.

She levered hersdlf into a tting position, and reached out for her cup.

Yourenot redly. Areyou?

He asked curioudy:



Wasit that pimply moron who was legping over the bonfire?

Ivor! Good lord, no! | wouldn't go to bed with him! No, this was an actor. He was thirty-five,
and he'd been divorced twice. And for about three weeks I'd thought 1'd go crazy about him. | thought
I'd never be ableto live without him.

But nothing happened?

No. We quarrelled after that weekend. Then he had to leave. His company went to Liverpool.
So that was that.

Hedrank the rest of hiswine, and began to laugh. She asked:

What isit?

Nothing. Just the contrast between you and your aunt.

Shesad emphaticaly:

God forbid | should ever be like her!

Y ou won't be!

She put the cup down, and dropped her head on to the pillow: her lips pouted to be kissed. He
sd:

No. It's not good sense. | get blood pressure and an urge to undress you.

Y ou can't. Not here. Barbaramight come.

Let'slock the door?

You can't. It won't lock.

How do you know?

Barbaratold me. When she has her boy friend here, they have to wedge the door with the
armchair.

Won't she object if she comesin and finds us on her bed?

No! She'sasport. Anyway, we can hear her coming over the side. Then you can get into that
chair and look respectable.

He kissed her again, and made no effort to repress the excitement that began to rise. She thrust
out her lower lip as she kissed, so that he could taste the moistness and smoothness of itsingde. After a
few minutes he raised hisface from her, and sat up. She asked:

What isit?

It'sno good. I'll explode if we keep it up. Areyou sure she'slikely to be back soon?

| don't know. I don't know when shélll be back.

He started to put his shoes on.

Let'sgo now. Well leave her the wine as a present.

Where do you want to go to?

Anywhere. Back to Soho. We can have adrink. It's only ten o'clock.

She stood up in her stockinged feet, and put her arms round his neck. He had to bend his
shouldersto shorten himsdlf by fifteen inchesin order to reach her face. There was impatience now as he
kissed her. He had accepted that nothing could come of it at the moment; further contact with her
demanded that he put congtraint on hisimpulses. She seemed to sense this; she broke away gently,
sying:

All right. Let'sgo.

After he had left her at Tottenham Court Road station he felt relaxed and satisfied. He stared out
of the window of the bus asit passed Goodge Street, and alowed his mind to dwell on the memory of
her acquiescence. It was not that he suspected he might be falling in love with her; there seemed no
likelihood of that. It was Smply that he was charmed by her. She was too naive, her mental processes
were al too obviousfor him to take her serioudy. There was no dement of mystery or intoxication,
neither had there been any sort of astruggle. Without preliminaries, she had dlowed him to see that he
excited her, that shewould bewilling to allow herself to become infatuated with him if he had no



objection. He had no objection; the idea of becoming her lover was pleasant. It wasassSmpleasa
commercid transaction.

He yawned, and wiped the moisture out of his eyeswith ahandkerchief. Thegirl in front of him
stood up and transferred asmall white pekinese from her 1ap to the floor. She was pretty and smartly
dressed. He glanced at her and looked away, pleased by the indifference hefdt. It struck him that he
was hardly ever free of desire; at any hour of the day or night, the thought of awoman could disturb him
and arouse the dissatisfaction of lust without an object. It was aluxury not to care.

It was areturn of the sensation he had felt that morning, watching the girl get out of thelift: a
sense of ease and power, acomplete lack of envy. He could think of Nunne with compl ete detachment;
not because he felt that Nunne's advantages were accidental or tempord; on the contrary, it seemed
there was something in Nunne that made money and luxury inevitable. But, initself, thiswas nothing to
envy. In hismind, Nunne stood for physical existence, adirect sense of physicd life. Hisnatura
background would be the spotless deck of ayacht in the M editerranean, the whiteness of sunlight on
snow near Trondheim; the rocks sticking out of asamon fishing river in Galway. Sorme responded to
these thoughts as he responded to Caroline; but undernesth them, something oppressed him. Therewasa
futility inherent in physicd life that frightened him.

He had begun to fed the cold as he got off the bus at Prince of Wales Road. He shivered, tensing
the muscles of his shoulders, and waked quickly acrossthe road. The relaxation had disappeared, and
he had begun to fed a sense of anticipation he could not account for. It began to take definite shape
when he turned out of the Kentish Town Road, and noticed the Jaguar parked outside the house.

Helooked on the hall table for letters or phone messages. A torn envelope read: Mr Sorme: Mr
Nunnerang. It was signed: C.

He saw the dit of light under his door before he opened it. The room was clouded with cigarette
smoke. He said:

Hello, Austin. How long have you been here?

CHAPTER S X

Nunne said: | wasjust about to push off. | began to think you might be out al night. How are
you?

Fine. Have you eaten?

Hours ago. I've been drinking too. Have some brandy.

He indicated the flask on the table. He was Sitting in the armchair, hisfeet on the seet of a
wooden chair on the other side of the rug. The gasfire was burning, turned low. Sorme sat in the
opposite armchair, and poured alittle brandy into aglass. He sad:

It's good to see you. What time did you get in?

Five o'clock. | tried phoning you right away, but you'd left.

In the four days since he had last seen him, Sorme had forgotten many things about Nunne. He
had forgotten that the drawling, cultured voice grated on his nerves, and that something about the
pock-marked face repdled him. The Nunne who sat opposite him had very little in common with the
person he had been thinking about on the bus. He said:

I've been out with Caroline Denbigh -- Gertrude's niece.

Who? Oh, Gertrude. Caroline! | don't think I've seen her since shewas alittle kid. But shesonly
thirteen or so, isn't she?

No. Seventeen.

Oh. Has shefallen for the Sorme approach?

| wouldn't know.

Nunnesad, Sghing:

| expect she has-- like dl of us. Will you take her to bed?



Sorme looked at him closgly; hisface was serene, faintly ironical.

That depends. . . | may.

Theirony became unmistakable.

And would you enjoy it?

Sorme said: Y ou've got agood point there. Perhaps not. Oh, 1'd get some sort of akick out of it.
.. but what it might lead to. . . | don't know that I'm ready to buy the consequences.

Nunne poured more brandy into the tumbler.

Well, never mind Caroline. Y ou got the clothes, | see.

Y es. Did you look for them?

| did. Many thanksindeed. Did you have any difficulty getting them?

None. | met Vannet. Hetried to persuade meto stay to lunch. | didn't.

Hewould. That man hasthe curiogty of Pandora.

Then | spent an hour in your flat. Oh, and -- | tried some of your liqueurs.

Good. | should havetold you to help yoursdlf.

| also looked through your books. | spent afascinating couple of hours there.

Nunne hunched his shoulders, tensing his arms, then stretched them and yawned.

I'm redly very grateful to you, Gerard.

He sagged in the chair suddenly, asif he had been coshed from behind; his eyes continued to
darea Sormelevely, speculatively. He said:

| suppose you're rather curious about al the mystery?

Sorme shrugged.

Not particularly.

He had a strange sensation, asif he and Nunne were both caught in some dowing-down of time,
asif they could st and stare at one another for hours, days, with no sense of urgency. It was not entirely
the drink. Nunne said quietly:

Y ou're avery generous person, Gerard.

Not at al.

Do you mean to say that you're not curious about my flat? And about the phone calls?

Sorme thought for amoment. He said:

No. | don't say that. I'm curious to know you better.

Nunne smiled at him. It made him aware that Nunne was tired and depressed; there was
exhaustion behind the eyes; they refused to participatein the amile.

Why are you curious about me?

Sormetook another sip of the brandy. He said carefully:

...l likebeing aive. It sounds obvious, but it'strue. | never stop wondering why I'm alive and
worryingin caseit'sal amistake. . . but for what it is, | loveit. But thetroubleis, | get tired. | think about
it too much. And sometimes, if I'm lucky, some things give me back asense of being glad I'm dive. A
Mozart symphony, a hot frankfurter sausagein acob, the smell of acetone. They revive my curiosity
about living. They give me anew grip on being dive. Or sometimes abook doesit. Almost never a
person. | sometimes think people are the most uninteresting thingsin the whole universe. They only reflect
the defeat | dways carry around with me. Wdll. . . you're one of the few people I've ever met who
arouses dl theinterestin me. | sensealot of things about you that worry me alittle -- the crank, the
fandic, the pervert.

He noticed the dight start of surprise at his use of ‘pervert’, but it didn't worry him. He was
certain of what he meant. But Nunne's exhaustion worried him; he was aware of it dl thetime. While he
had been speaking, Nunne had uncapped the bottle, and carefully divided the remaining brandy between
their two glasses. His eyes were dull as he pushed the glass towards Sorme. He said:

Y ou called meafanatic and apervert. . . Do you know exactly the nature of my perverson?

Sorme's heart began to best fast; he stared steadily at Nunne, hoping to concedl it. He felt his
cheeks and neck growing warm.

No. But | can guess.



Y ou don't haveto guess. I'll tell you. I'm asadi<t.

Sorme's heart was thumping so hard that he was afraid it was showing through his pullover.
Controlling hisvoice, hesad:

Inwhat way?

Nunne emptied hisglass, and stared a him.

Y ou know what asadist is?

Yes.

Nunne smiled.

| wonder if you do? What do you think it is?

Someone. . . who enjoyspain.

He knew hisvoice would shakeif hetried alonger sentence. Hisearswereonfire.

Yes, Gerard. . . that iswhat asadigt is. But that's nothing. That's only the dictionary definition. It
doesn't take account of alot of things. Like the tension before, and the fear afterwards.

Sorme made no effort to control the excitement that almost suffocated him. Herelaxed inthe
chair, and tried to imagine that Nunne's voi ce was a gramophone record. The voice said:

The fear never stops. You fed like a carpet when alighted cod'sfalen onit -- just ahole where
the heart should be, with burn round the edges. Sex is supposed to be anorma desire of the body. But
what about when it's an accumulation of tensgonsyou can't define? Whileyou fed it, you can't defineit.
Andwhenit'sover, you fed empty, and sill you can't defineit.

Sorme began to fed better. He said:

Excuse my ignorance. . . but what'sto stop you satisfying your needs? There must be people
who. . . wel, doit professionally.

Y ou don't understand, Gerard. There are, that'strue. But. . . | can't explain. You seg, if you fed
sexua desire you can be pretty sure you'll find awoman who wants to take what you have to give. But
the whole point of sadism. . . isthat it wants to take what someone doesn't want to give. If they want to
giveit, it'snot the same.

But | do understand, Sorme contradicted him. | feel the same frequently. Nothing shatters me
more than awoman who wants to be made love to. Even if I'd been sex-starved for six months, I'd be
nausested if | got into the same bed as anymphomaniac. And if I'd spent six monthstrying to seduce a
girl, and thirty seconds before | was ready to take her she suddenly moaned: Take me, for God's sake,
I'd lose my desireimmediately. I'd be incgpable of making loveto her. Isn't that the same kind of thing?

Not quite. Y ou merely want acompletely passve partner. There are probably millions of girls
who want to be completely passive.

Sormesad, grinning: | wish | could find them.

Hethought, as he said it, of Miss Quincey and Caroline, and felt apang of pleasure a the
memory of hisevening.

Nunnedid not smile. He said patiently:

Nevertheless, they exist.

Sormeinterrupted him:

Look here, Augtin, aren't you making too much of this? Anybody can learnto livewith his. . .
needs. . . well, without tormenting himself. I've known homosexual s who made atragedy out of it and
spent dl their time talking about persecution and frustration. And I've known homosexua s who make a
perfectly good job of it, and quite enjoy being queer. Isnt it the samefor you? Isntt it just amatter of
taking your peculiaritiesfor granted?

That is not the question. The question isto make society take them for granted.

Nunne reached for the brandy bottle, then saw it was empty. His hand dropped, asif exhausted.
He said, with apparent irrdlevance:

Have you ever read de Sade, Gerard?

No. Only some expurgated bits, anyway.

De Sade was right about the sadist. The true sadist could only find full self-expresson asan
oriental despot. Y ou see? There'sno give and take. Just take.



Pretty bad for the character, | should think.

Ah yes. Onewould haveto be quite callous about it. . .

And you're not?

Not normaly.

Sormesad, amiling:

Then use the frudtration to creste. That's the classical remedy.

Nunne straightened up in the chair, saying abruptly:

Look, let'sgo and find some more drink.

Do you redly want more?

Nunnesaidin aflat voice:

| shan't degp tonight unless I'm drunk. And | want to talk to you.

All right. Where do you want to go?

We could gotomy flat. . . or toaclub | know.

Sorme shrugged, standing up. He no longer felt deepy.

All right. Whichever you prefer.

Nunne's hand rested on his shoulder asthey crossed to the door. He said:

Y ou put up with me very well, Gerard.

Not at all.

The wind was cool around hisface in the open-topped Jaguar. The streets were quiet; in the
whole length of Albany Street they saw no one. Sorme looked at Nunne's profile as he drove, and tried
to connect it with theidea of cruety. It was difficult. In the light of streetlamps, he appeared tired and
pae, not particularly sensud.

They encountered no onein the hallway of the block of flats; the room labelled 'Porter' was
empty. Sormelooked across at the chair where he had sat earlier in the day; it was difficult to redlise that
it had been less than fifteen hours ago. Days seemed to have eapsed since he had watched the
white-moustached old man and the girl in furs step out of thelift.

Tired, Gerard?

He realised that he had yawned.

No. Not at all.

Thelift stopped at the third floor. The white, marble-like stone of the floor and walls gave the
corridor the appearance of a hospital. Nunne led the way, fumbling with abunch of keys. He stopped
opposite adark, pandled door, and inserted the key. Sorme found himsalf thinking that he preferred the
basement flat in Canning Place; the atmosphere was less chilly.

After you, Gerard. |

Daylight lamps came on, illuminating alarge, comfortably furnished room thet dispelled the feding
of gloom. It was furnished completely with acontrast of light wood and a sky blue. The carpet and ceiling
were of the same shade of blue; two of the walls were pa e amber; the other two were covered with
bookshelves of the same colour. The furniture was mostly of blue legther. Above thefireplace, thewall
was covered with an immense reproduction of Michdangelo's God Creating Adam. Sorme said:

My god, what a superb place! You are lucky.

It doesn't belong to me. It belongs to my mother. But she never usesit. Do St down.

Nunne crossed immediately to the liquor cabinet, and pulled it open. He said:

What will you have? The same again? Or some wine?

While he spoke, he poured more brandy into a glass, and took alarge gulp. Sorme said:

I'd prefer wine, if you've got it.

He was looking in the bookcase near the door. It seemed to contain nothing but volumes on
philosophy. There was an edition of Schlegd in ten volumes, and volumes of Kant, Fichte and Schelling
in German. The shelf above these contained arow of bound volumes|abelled uniformly: Crelle. He took
down thefirst volume; it seemed to be awork on mathematics. Nunne came from the kitchen, carrying a
tal bottle of Rhinewine.

Afradthisian't cold. Thefridgeisoff.



Aredl these books yours?

Y es. Left me by an uncle. Fascinating things.

He handed Sorme alarge wine glassfilled with the straw-coloured wine. He placed the bottle on
atable beside the settee, saying:

Help yoursdf.

He poured more brandy into his own glass, and collgpsed into an armchair. He looked like a
sawdugt-filled doll, inert.

Sit down, Gerard. I'll show you round my books next time you come.

Sorme sat on the settee and sipped the wine. To avoid the necessity of starting a conversation, he
took another drink from the glass. Nunne said:

Gerard. If | went off to South Americaor somewhere, would you come with me?

Sorme looked at him; he said cautioudly:

Areyou serious?

Very. I'd liketo go to another country -- somewhere | could start again.

Why?

Because. . . | get tired.

Y ou shouldn't rush around so much. Why don't you try renting aroom in the East End --
Whitechapel, say -- and not telling anybody where you are?

Something in Nunne's smile produced atension in him. Nunne said:

Whitechapel ?

Oh. Perhaps not. I'd forgotten these murders.

Nunne stared at him for aspace of thirty seconds, asif trying to remind him of some question. He
sadfindly:

Quite.

Sorme began to wonder how much more brandy Nunne could drink and still remain articul ate.
So far, Nunne showed no sign of becoming drunk, but his movements and speech were growing heavier,
duller, asif animmense weariness was overpowering him. Sorme himsdlf felt only dightly drunk. He had
no desireto drink thewinein hisglass; it tasted like lemon juice and water to his palate. Nunne said:

| want to get right away. Away from cities. | get Sick. . .

Sorme said nothing. He could think of nothing that would not be cancelled out and invaidated by
the facts. He thought: It's his problem.

Tel me, Gerard, have you ever felt really unintended? Asif you can't choose any course of action
because you're no more than flotsam?

Y es. Never for very long, though.

| do, Nunne said, asif he hadn't heard. Y ou know, when | was at Oxford | used to know a chap
caled Nigel Barker. Terrific bloke. Most talented man | ever knew. Splendid cricketer, classical scholar,
mathematician. Best dl-round sportsman in Bdliol, but not one of these brainless sportsmen. Got some
prize or other for Greek verse. I'd have sworn held have a charmed life -- redlly cut out to do something
big. Wdl, hewent and broke his silly neck falling off ahorse. Didn't kill him, but he's half paraysed.
Funny. Makesyou fed everything'sal wrong somehow.

Sormesaid:

Y ou know your trouble, Austin. Y ou've got an overdevel oped sense of your own worthlessness.

Nunne halted the brandy glass before he drank, and stared at Sorme over the top of it, with
urprise.

Y ou've got something there. Sense of my own worthlessness. That'sit. Y ou know, we had a
chaplain at Balliol who used to give me talks about that. . . About how the men who don't serve God
never get onintheworld.

He emptied the glass, and seemed to lose himsdlf in speculation. He said finally:

Y ou're right about the worthlessness. | was aways aworthless bastard if ever there was one.
Neuratic little bugger al the way through my childhood, in trouble dl through my teens. Always smashing
up the car or driving it through somebody's back garden. Y ou'd think if there was any justicein the world



I'd break my stupid neck, wouldn't you? Not somebody like Nigel.

Sorme found Nunne's self-accusations embarrassing. He wasin no position to contradict them.
Hesad uncertainly:

Y ou're cregtive, anyway. Y ou write books.

Books, Nunne said sneeringly. By any standard of good writing my books are worthless, and |
know it. So do youl.

What if they were? I'm not saying they were -- but what would it matter even if they were?
You'redill free. Y ou can write books that aren't worthless.

Could 1?

Why not? A ot of writers have started from a sense of worthlessness. . . Bauddaire,
Dostoevsky. . .

Nunne said softly:

Bauddaire. Everything in the world exudes crime. . .

When Sorme stared at him, puzzled, he said abruptly:

Don't mind me. I'm just alittle drunk and tired.

His eyes, resting on Sorme, confirmed what he said; they looked blank and lifeless. He seemed
to make an effort of will, and something like amusement came into them.

But you're OK, aren't you, Gerard? Y ou're balanced and sane and |level-headed?

Sorme suspected that Nunne had some secret joke. He said cautioudly:

No, I'm not balanced. I'm just stagnant.

Oh, come! Let's not have any of that!

Sormesad, grinning:

Stagnant, sullen and sex-gtarved.

Well, you shouldn't be sex-starved, anyway. I'm sure Caroline would oblige. Or that beefy girl
who let mein.

Sorme smiled at the tartnessin hisvoice.

No doubt. But | probably wouldn't enjoy it. Y ou know, we had aphrasefor it in the RAF. We
cdled it 'having your oats. That redly catchesits meaning -- the straightforward physicd act -- having a
nibble, ascrew, dipping your wick. But that's not sex. Sex isthe opposite of dl that. It's the opposite of
thisfedling of being worthless, unintended. It's an overwhelming sense of power and security. It'sthe
complete disappearance of the feding of being mediocre. It's a strange conviction that nothing matters,
that everything's good.

Nunne said with interest: Doesit redly mean dl that to you?

Sometimes.

Then you're lucky.

Maybe. Maybe I'm not particularly lucky. Everybody'slucky, if only they knew it.

Even sadists and hopeless neurotics?

Everybody. Y ou know, you say you often fed worthless. So do I, sometimes. But,
fundamentaly, | know I'm not. When | was akid, my parents used to say | was born lucky. And the
funny thing was, | dwaysfdt lucky, fundamentaly. . .

Thenyou were lucky, Gerard. | wasn't. | had aloathsome childhood. My father bullied me, and
my mother sat on me like ahen hatching eggs. She practicdly suffocated me. My main fedingsin my
childhood were shame and furtiveness. That's what my childhood was like. What do you say to that?

| understand it. | used to fed the same pretty often. Anybody doeswhen they're children. Unless
you spend most of your time day-dreaming. It'sjust the fedling of tota lack of purposeinachild. You
don't start to possess your own soul till you become an adolescent. And that sense of purpose, being
your own master, isthe greatest thing that can happen to you.

Nunnesad:

Provided you're not up to your neck in atreacly mess of emotions.

Throw them off. Strangle them. | did. Anyway, you get moments of ingght into yoursdlf that
make up for everything.



You do, perhaps.

Yes, | do. You know the Egyptians all believed they were descended from the gods? That's the
fedling. For the Egyptians, man was a sort of god, agod in exile. For the Chrigtian Church, hewas an
immortal soul, poised between heaven and hell. Today he's just amember of society with aduty to
everybody else. It's the steady deva uation of human beings. But that's our job, Austin, yours and mine.
We're the writers and poets. We can fight the inflation. Our job isto increase the dignity of human beings,
try to push it back towards the Egyptian estimate.

He began to fed excited and happy as he talked, and grateful to Nunne for releasing this sense of
certainty. Nunne was listening with an expression of interest, but there was no responsein hisface.
Looking at him, Sorme remembered hisimage, being burnt out insde, likeaholein acarpet. That wasit.
Something had short-circuited Nunne insde. His capacity to respond had been burnt out by guilt and
fatigue. Nothing Sorme could say would strike any response; there was nothing to respond. Sorme
stopped and tared at him, feding thefutility of saying more. Hesad findly:

Y ou know, Audtin, | wish you could tell me what'sworrying you so much.

Why, nothing. Nothing you don't know aboit.

| don't understand. What's the use of being conscience-stricken? If you've done something bad,
why waste time regretting it? If you can't sand by your action, then forget it. Dismissit. Start again.

Nunne sat up in the chair. Sorme was aware of the effort it cost him. He smiled tiredly at Sorme.

Listen, Gerard, let'sforget it, eh?1 can't explain to you. | will one day. Don't get theideait'sa
mystery. It'snot. But let's not talk about it.

Sormesaid:

Audtin, I'm going to leave you. Y ou look dog-tired.

| am. | shdl take a strong deeping-draught. Do you mind very muchif | don't drive you home?

Of course not.

I'll sendyouin ataxi. . .

No!

Yes | redly ings.

Don't beafoal. I'd enjoy walking.

When he came back from the lavatory afew minuteslater, Nunne was returning the phoneto its
rest. Hesaid: Thetaxi will be herein afew minutes. It's on my account, so don't pay.

He yawned, then stretched, and looked a himsdlf in the mirror, saying:

Hair of awoman and teeth of alion. One of the beastsin Revelation. Why was| born so ugly?

Sorme sat down and picked up the wine glass

Youredly areanidiot, Augtin.

Nunne reached out, and touched Sorme's hair briefly.

Hesad:

Dear Gerard.

He picked up the phone again and listened for amoment. He said:

Héllo, isthat the night porter? Mr Gregory? Ah, thisis Mr Nunne speaking. Do you think you
could put my car away for me? It's outside now. No, I'm sending afriend down with the key in afew
minutes. Thank you. Goodnight.

Sorme said:

By theway, Ausdtin, can you tell me anything about this chap Oliver Glagp?

Nunnelit acigarette.

What do you want to know?

Widl, who is he? He seems very ta ented.

Do you know hiswork?

Only the paintingsin your fl&t.

Y ou might like him. Except that he's quite the most quarrelsome person in London. He has no
in.

Hashe. . . any peculiarities?



He's not queer, if that'swhat you mean. | never enquired into his sex life. HEs been in mental
homes -- tendsto fly into sudden rages and throw things. He aso has some obsession about pain. It'shis
favourite word -- a least, it waswhen | knew him. We quarrelled -- | couldn't stand his touchiness. At
the time, he was trying to be an ascetic -- deeping on the bare wires of hisbed and dl that. . .

The phone rang. Nunne said:

That will beyour taxi.

Back in his own room, he collected the brandy flask and the glasses, and took them upstairs. The
kitchen smdlt pleasantly of fruit; abowl of apples stood on the table.

Hefdt physcdly tired, and yet curioudy excited. Taking to Nunne had given him an intuition of
change. He thought, with sudden complete certainty: | have wasted five years. Stuck in rooms. The world
wasdive. | have done nothing.

Poor Austin. Sadistic and listless, sensual, caring only about people and places. | am freer than
heis, yet for five years| have behaved like aprisoner. Why?

He opened the kitchen window and leaned out. The night air smelt fresh. He felt buoyed up by an
intuition of kindness and gratitude. It came again: the sense of life, of London'sthree millions, of samdlsin
attics and markets.

As he stood there he heard adoor close. He turned around and listened; it had been the
Frenchman's room. Probably Callet would come up to the kitchen. The ideaof conversation gave him no
pleasure. He went quietly down the stairs, and back into his own room.

Instead of switching on the light, he crossed the room and opened the window, then climbed out
on to the fire escape. He sat there, staring into the darkness, faintly lit by lamps and the neon sign of the
cinema. A light came on above him; it wasin the kitchen. Looking up, he could see Cdlet's shadow
move acrossthe glass. He congratulated himsalf on hisforesight. But the light disturbed him; it made him
fed asif hewasavoiding Callet. After amoment's consderation he went up the fire escape, to the
landing outside the old man's room. This was the top of thefire escape. From there, aniron ladder
completed the remaining distance to the roof. He pulled &t it to test its solidity before grasping the rungs
and climbing up. It curved over the parapet, on to the roof.

The parapet was afoot high; it enclosed two sides of the roof, facing north and east. On the west
sde, only agutter divided the dates from the drop past five stories to the waste ground between the
house and the church. The breeze was cold. He moved round the angle of the roof to shelter fromiit, then
sat cautioudy on the dates, hisfeet braced againgt the parapet. Towards Camden Town, the lights of the
plastics factory that worked dl night lit the ky. The exhilaration was il in him, relaxing into a sense of
quiet and power. When the sound of aheavy lorry passed on the Kentish Town Road his mind moved
ahead of it, through Whetstone and Barnet, to the north. The thoughts were controlled, clear-cut and
deliberate. Thefedling that drove them seemed to flow steadily and certainly. They moved towards an
image of gratitude, of reverence, of affirmation; it became a cathedrd, bigger than any known cathedrd,
symbol of the unseen. He thought: This hastaken mefiveyears. A vison of al knowledge, of human
achievement in imagination and courage. Not the mystic's vision, but the philosopher's, freed from
triviaity and immediacy. | am the god who dwelleth in the eye, and | have cometo giveright and truth to
Ra But how many times? Haf adozen in five years. And now stimulated by asadistic queer and an
infatuated girl. Nunne succeeds where Plotinusfailed.

He began to laugh, hisback jerking againgt the dates, hisfeet braced apart. It made him redise
that he was cold. He began to wish that he had thought of bringing an overcoat.

Never make ayogi. Not enough patience. Or need the warmer climates. Intensity of life.
Monastery in the Himaayas. An old man stared into the dawn, hisface lined with strength of will,
unimpressed by the five-thousand-foot drop into the valley. Isaiah or Michelangelo. In tense hands, he
holds the world'swill, beyond tragedy. A faint pencil line of light dong the eastern horizon.

To change. To change. To what?



Animage of Caroline cameto him, and he fdt amomentary distaste. The unseen, theimaginative
adventure, was just what she did not represent. Like Kay, the girl from the Siade Schooal, it wasan
idedlism she offended. The warm, predatory body, the desire to be possessed. Her anima vitality
conducted the tenson away, like an earthing wire.

To change. But no physica change. Only acongtant intensity of imagination that would require no
cathedral symbol to sustain and remind. Isobel Gowdie, big-breasted farmer's wife, sweeting and curving
to theindrive of an abstract darkness, the warm secretions flowing to abet the entry of aformlessevil. To
escape the dullness of a Scottish farm by daylight, the time trap. Symbol of the unseen. The unseen being
all you cannot see at the moment. Until the consciousness stretches to embrace al space and history.
Odiris openeth the storm cloud in the body of heaven, and is unfettered himsalf; Horusis made strong
happily each day. Why the time trap? Why the enclosure? Invisible bonds, non-existent bonds, bonds
that cannot be broken because they are non-existent. Human beings like blinkered horses.

The cold had penetrated the thin coat and trousers until he felt naked. He stretched and flexed his
limbs, then blew into his cupped hands. Theiron of the ladder numbed hisfingers. He lowered himself
back over the parapet, feding with hisfeet for the rungs. Descending, he was afraid of the numbnessin
hisfingers, aware now of the drop to the concrete flags below. He fdlt relieved as hisfeet touched the
iron platform.

When he switched on the light, he saw that his hands were black with dust. There was ablur of
grime on his cheek, where he had raised his hand to touch it. He went up to the kitchen, and found that
the kettle was haf full of hot weter.

After he had washed, he set the dlarm for eight o'clock. It wasthree-thirty. He was adeep almost
as soon as he closed hiseyes.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Pd e December sunlight made him sweet as he cycled dong Leadenhdl Street. Thetrafficinthe
City was heavy. He was aware that it irritated drivers of cars when he was able to steer in the narrow
lane between aline of sationary traffic and the pavement, and it pleased him to do it. When cycling, he
felt that the driver of every car was apersond enemy.

The mentd activity of the previous night had left afedling of freshness, and hefelt noirritation
towards the traffic. When awoman stepped off the pavement in front of him, forcing him to brake
sharply, he only smiled at her and shook his head in remonstrance; he guessed her to be aforeigner from
the fact that she was|ooking left instead of right.

It was shortly after nine-thirty when he stopped in Aldgate High Street. He leaned the bicycle
againgt the wadl outsde the Lyons Corner House, and locked the back whedl. The self-service bar was
amost empty. He bought tea.and two toasted buns, and sat at atable near the window. A middle-aged
woman wearing a pink smock collected dirty cups off the table. He returned her smile, and felt ashe did
S0 asense of anticipation that was like convalescence. The whole caf é with itsfood smells, the workman
opposite reading the Daily Express, the heavy traffic in the street outside, al touched some mechanism
of nogtdgiain him. It fdt like waking from along deep. He took the leather-bound notebook from his
pocket, and wrote init: "Whitechapel, December 1. | qualify asamodern Faust. Shut up in aroom,
thinking too much. Enter Austin Mephistopheles, twisting the waxed ends of hismoustache. . . But whoiis
Gretchen?

He stopped writing, reflecting that Caroline or Gertrude might easily see the notebook. He had
been about to eaborate the question. Instead, he wrote: ‘Like Mephistopheles, Austin sellsme love or
life. My sde of the bargainis still obscure!’

On the opposite side of the road abarrel organ began to play, tinnily, each note jangling like a
rusty can dropped from aheight. It aroused in him amemory that was aso asense of smell and colour.
For amoment, it eluded him, then returned: the City office, the smell of ledgers, and the French tobacco



of the belligerent Scottish clerk who lived a Southend. The last time he had heard it played, Man coeur
souvre a ta voix, had been on the Thursday afternoon, five years before, when he had walked out of
the office without giving notice, the solicitor'sletter carefully folded in hiswallet, and had stepped into the
traffic and sunlight of Bishopsgate, till dazed by the fedling of relief.

The memory recongtructed itself with adetall of sense and fedling that he found surprising; it
revived the hot afternoon smell of dust and motor exhaust, and the damp smell of the entry below the
office where he kept his bicycle. For amoment, he considered waking through Houndsditch to look at
the office building again, then dismissed the ides, recaling the boredom and sdlf-contempt that had
accumulated there over ayear.

Almost immediately the sense of reconciliation disappeared. He had remembered the pink
cheeks and the wispy blond moustache of the Scottish clerk, and the memory stirred shame and anger.
The Scotsman had professed a violent anti-Semitism: he referred to Hampstead and Golder's Green as
Abrahamstead and Goldstein's Green. His arguments with Sorme had aways finished with mutua
declarations of contempt, leaving behind ataste of futility. These arguments, and an abortive affair with
the office girl, were dl that ood out in Sorme's memory of the year in the office. The girl's name was
Marilyn; she was plump, not particularly attractive, and came from Stepney Green. But she was given to
wearing semi-transparent dresses, with very little undernegth them. When she bent over the filing cabinet,
the outline of her pants showed clearly through the fabric, and the three clerks stared surreptitioudy until
she straightened up. Findly, heinvited her out to the theatre and took her drinking afterwards. Later the
same evening, in the Victoria Park, he knew with certainty that he did not want to possess her, that his
desire had been an illusion born of boredom and the sexy innuendo of office conversation. She had
probably assumed it was chivary that had made him gently pull down her skirt after shehad raised it. He
was glad, three days | ater, to leave the office without seeing her, and contemptuous of himsdlf for being
olad.

The recollection left him fedling uncomfortable and ashamed. He finished the toasted buns and
went out.

Hewalked the bicycle dong the pavement asfar as Middlesex Street, then mounted and rode
dowly towards Bishopsgate. He dismissed the memories, and thought deliberately of Caroline and
Gertrude; immediately he began to fed better. In Widegate Street he stared with interest at a pregnant
woman who pushed a battered pram loaded with washing, and felt the release of some inner tension of
smell and colour, arenewd of the excitement. He turned into Spitalfields Market and dismounted; it was
impossible to ride among the people who crowded the narrow space between parked lorries and the
market building. Almost immediately aman in shirtdeeves swung a net-bag of cabbage off alorry,
missing Sorme's head by afraction. The man grinned, saying: Watch yer loaf! Sorme grinned back,
halting for amoment to avoid atrolley loaded with potato sacks. The inner warmth was like being drunk,
but without the sense of limitation.

On the corner of Brushfield Street, he stopped to consult the London atlas he carried in his
saddlebag. Thetrafficin Commercia Street was an unbroken stream, filling the air with vibrations and the
amel of diesd exhaudts.

The pavement of Durward Street was barely two feet wide; the roofs, windowsilIs and
kerbstones formed a perspective of unbroken paralel linesfrom one end of the road to the other. The
Street was deserted.

He stopped before number twelve. The brown paint on the front door had been weathered into
scaes.

He stood there, in front of the window, hoping to hear some movement from inside the house that
would relieve his hesitation. Now he was on the point of knocking, he remembered Nunne's comments
about Glasp, and the warning of the Hungarian priest. Hetried to think of the words with which he would
introduce himsdlf. Findly, he rapped loudly, and waited.



A window opened above his head. He stood back to look, hoping it would be Glasp. It wasthe
window of the house next door. A woman asked him:

Did you want Mrs Greenberg, or the lodger?

A man called Glasp, Sorme said. He felt embarrassed, asif some guilty secret was being
exposed to the whole strest.

Thelodger. Hewon't be long, the woman said. He usualy goes out about thistime for breskfast.
| don't know which caff he goesto.

It doesn't matter. I'll call back later.

The window dammed again. He noticed the curtains of the house opposite stir as someone
looked out at him. He cycled back dong the street, irritated with himsdlf, and with the woman next door
for not minding her own business. Her effect had been to make him fed anintruder.

At the end of the street, he dismounted, and leaned the bicycle againgt the wall, under the No
Entry sign. Theideaof looking for Glaspin theloca caf és did not appeal to him. Helooked &t his
watch, and decided to take awalk round the neighbourhood. It had been along time since hewalked
round Whitechapd, thinking of the Jack the Ripper murders. Now, while the mood of receptivity was ill
on him, the progpect pleased him. He locked the bicycle, binding the chain twice around the whesd!.

Opposite the end of Durward Street was the shell of athesatre, with broken rafters and
fire-blackened walls exposed. He stood, staring across & it, experiencing adesire to climb the wooden
fence that hid the lower story, to pick hisway across the rotten floorboards, and smell the odour of damp
and decay that came from hegps of rubble. It wasamost aphysical craving. It puzzled him. Thingswere
happening ingde him that he found difficult to understand. It felt asif his nerves had been disconnected,
then reconnected in a different order, generating new appetites and a new sensibility. He turned and
walked adong Vdlance Road, away from the main road. He picked hisway carefully acrossthe bomb
Ste, taking care to avoid treading on rusty barrel-hoops. Across the street, an empty school building
looked as desolate as the ruined theetre; on itswalls, whitewashed letters two feet high stated: Union will
get rid of the Reds. At both ends of the inscription was asymbol of alightning bolt in acircle. He crossed
the road past the school, on to another strip of waste ground bordered by empty houses and stumps of
broken walls, and paused for amoment to look in the windowless aperture of adisintegrating building.
The floor was covered with rubble, old newspapers nibbled by mice, atorn pink brassere. A narrow
stairway, gill intact, curved around the oppositewall. As helooked, amouse ran out from among the
newspapers, and disappeared into a hole in the skirting board. Someone had pointed out this house to
him before; in 1943, the body of a Finnish sailor had been found on the upper floor by some children
playing hide-and-seek; he had been robbed and | eft to die, battered by abrick swung in asilk stocking.

The house next door was still occupied; the front door stood open, and the smell of frying
sausages came from it. Outside the door, ababy lay adeep inapram.

He wandered, without aim, through the littered streets. In Hanbury Street, the new blocks of flats
and the children’s playground looked incongruous. He stopped again outside the barber's shop a number
29. In the yard behind the shop, the third of the Ripper'skillings had taken place. He had once seen a
photograph of it, taken immediately after the murders; it looked completely unchanged by the intervening
seventy years. The barber looked up from shaving a customer as Sorme paused by the door. He said:

Hello. Longtimeno see.

Sorme sad: How areyou?

Fine. Never seeyou in herefor haircuts these days.

| don't live around here now.

At the end of Hanbury Street he found himself facing Spitalfields Market again. As he passed the
Wren church, an old man came out of the public lavatory, muttering:

Tanner for acup o' tea?

Sorme fumbled in his pocket, turning his eyes away from the dewdrop that hung on the end of the
man's nose. The clawed, dry-skinned hand took the two thregpenny pieces; the man glanced around
quickly to seeif any policeman had observed him. His hand rested on Sorme's deeve. Uncertain of what
was being demanded of him, Sorme looked into the watery blue eyes. The man's voice was an



indistinguishable mumble; he pointed to his feet, on which he wore grubby plimsolls. Sorme assumed he
was asking for more money, and started to grope for loose change. He stopped when he caught the
words.

... lived herefor close on seventy years.

Seventy years?

That'sright. Near seventy years. . . | been 'ere.

He brushed at his nose with the cuff of his overcoat, and did odged the transparent drop. Another
formed immediately. Sorme averted his eyes. The overcoat was so long that its hem dragged on the
pavement. He said politely:

Y ou don't look that old.

Ohyers. Seventy-three, and worked every day of my lifetill | 'ad the trouble.

Sorme realised that the man was not drunk; he wastalking to dispel londliness, or perhaps out of
gratitude for the sixpence. Hiswords were scarcely distinguishable. Sorme said:

Y ou must have been dive at the time of the Jack the Ripper murders.

Eh? Jack the Ripper? Yers. | can tell you something about that. He done hislast murder over
there. . .

The bent hand gestured in the direction of the market building. Sorme said:

Miller's Court?

That's right. Over there, it used to be. Before they built the market. Used to be Dorset Strest. |
know, 'cause | used to do a paper round at the time.

Sorme said with surprise:

How old were you?

'‘Ow old? Lemme see. . .

The watery eyes concentrated. The transparent drop fell on to the pavement. He said findly:

Why, | wasten at thetime, just ten.

Sorme calculated quickly. Eighteen eighty-eight to nineteen fifty-9x -- Sxty-eight years. He said:

And you say you're seventy-threg?

That'sright. Seventy-three. Seventy-four next April. And | used to take the mornin' papersto
Miller's Court. Then one mornin' | goes there, and there's a crowd round the door. And a copper says.
She won't want no more papers 'ere, sonny. Don't you go bringin’ any more papers ‘ere. An that's ‘ow |
know she'd been murdered. That was Jack the Ripper.

Sorme |looked at hiswatch, saying:

Amazing! Well, | must go now. Goodbye. . .

The old man raised ahand in salute as he turned away. Sorme turned into Fournier Street,
thinking: Either he'sfive years older than he thinks, or he'slying. He walked hurriedly now, taking the
shortest route back to the place where he had |eft the bicycle.

He unlocked the whedl, unwinding the chain from around it, swearing when he got grease from
the spokes on hisfingers. He wiped them clean on his handkerchief, then waked the bicycle back along
Durward Street. Up to the point where the street divided it was aone-way street, and a policeman stood
on the opposite corner.

Before he had advanced more than afew yardsinto Durward Street, he noticed the old woman
who came towards him from the other end of the street. She was carrying ahalf loaf of bread under her
arm, clutched against abaggy cardigan of purple wool. She stopped, and inserted akey in adoor. He
rested his right foot on the pedal of the bicycle and scooted the dozen or so yards between them, arriving
behind her as she pushed open the door. He said: Excuseme. . .

She went on into the house, without looking round. He guessed her to be deaf, and reached out
to touch her shoulder. She turned, looking startled. He said loudly:

Does Mr Glasp live here, please?

Thetired, red-rimmed eyes|ooked blankly at him. He repeated the question. She turned and
waved her hand towards the stairs, with agesture of complete indifference. She said:

Yes. 'E'sin. Go on up.



Hefdt doubtful, looking into the dark room that smelt of age and Victorian furniture. He shouted:
Updtairs?

But she had turned away, and was dready halfway across the room, leaving himto closethe
door behind him. At the other side of the room, she said over her shoulder:

'E might be adeep.

Sorme went cautioudly up the stairs, leaning forward and groping, fegling bare wooden boards,
partly covered with worn linoleum. He ssumbled near the top, and swore softly. Thelanding wasin
complete darkness. There was astrong smell of paraffin. As he stood there, peering into the dark, a door
on hisright opened. A man'svoice sad:

Helo. Whoisit?

Hesad: Mr Glagp?

That'sright. The voice had afaint Y orkshire accent.

My nameis Gerard Sorme. | saw some of your work yesterday, and wanted to meet you.

You apanter?

No, awriter.

Y ou'd better come on in, the voice said ungracioudy. | haven't much time.

| won't keep you long. . .

Hefdt dightly bewildered; he was unprepared for coming face to face with Glasp so suddenly.
Hewould have liked to be alowed afew minutes to decide what to say. Glagp'stoneled himto fed that
the meeting would be short.

Glasp said: Take a sedt.

The room was large. It seemed to have been made by knocking down awall, and running two
roomsinto one. It had an irregular L-shape, and could be entered by two doors, onein each arm of the
L. The only furniture was an old-fashioned single bed with brassrails, astool and asmall table. There
were many canvases leaning around thewalls. In front of the window stood an easdl of thetype usedin
schoolrooms, with another canvas on it. Sorme sat on the stool, near the window, in aposition from
which he could see the whole room. A black paraffin stove was burning at the side of the stoal;
automatically hewarmed hishands over it.

Glasp said: Well, what can | do for you?

Histonewas blunt and irritable. He stood, leaning againgt the end of the bed, atall, bony man
with amop of shaggy red hair and an unshaven chin. His blue polo-necked sweater was tiff with
pant-stans.

Sorme said gpologeticaly: Look here, | know it's rather an imposition just to come and introduce
mysdlf to you likethis. But if you fed I'm wasting your timejust say so, and I'll go.

Glasp looked surprised, but in no way disarmed; he said ponderoudly:

How do | know whether you're wasting my time until | know what you want?

Fedling at adisadvantage, Sorme said:

| don't want anything -- except to meet you. | saw two of your canvases yesterday and liked
them.

Glasp said, with atouch of sarcasm:

| expect you have abusy time. If you go and call on every painter when you take afancy to one
of hispictures.

Sorme declined to be offended by histone. He said:

Inthis case, 'like isthe wrong word. | thought the pictures completely extraordinary.

Stll Glasp's face registered no pleasure; if anything, a shade of mistrust passed over it. He said:

May | ask where you saw them?

In abasement flat belonging to Austin Nunne. . .

Oh, youreafriend of Augtin's, are you?

There was no mistaking the tone of sarcasm now.

Yes.

A patron of the arts, so to spesk?



No, Sorme said steadily, controlling theirritation. | don't buy pictures. | can't afford to. | just
thought I'd like to meset you.

He made hisvoicelevd, preparing to stand up and walk out of the room. He was beginning to
resent Glagp'stone, and was annoyed with himsdlf for placing himsdf in aposition where Glasp could
regard him asan intruder.

Glasp picked up a blue-and-white-striped mug from the floor, and began to sip from it. He sat on
the edge of the bed, saying:

Wl I'll be candid with you. | live here because | don't like meeting people. Also, of course,
becauseit's chegp. But mainly because | don't like people much. . .

Why?

Why don't | like people? For the same reason | don't like the smell of rum or Chinates, | expect.

Sorme was trying hard to sum him up. The masked resentment in Glagp'stone inclined him to
regard him as a paranoiac. Hisinclination to walk out was curbed only by adidike of feding completely
defeated. He decided to make another effort. Smiling with deliberate amiability, he said:

Asamatter of fact, both Augtin and Father Rakos advised me not to call on you.

Why?

They seemed to have the ideayou'd be rude.

Glasp grunted, and took another swallow from the mug. Sorme stood up. He said:

WEéll, you've a perfect right to be left to yoursdlf. I'll leave you.

Glasp was garing into the mug, which he held between both handsin hislap. He did not move.
Hesad:

What did you want to see me about?

Sormefdt again the inadequacy of hisreasons. He said:

| thought you might be able to tel me something about Audtin.

Glasp looked up a him; he said grinning:

Why, do you want to blackmail him?

No.

Y ou queer?

No.

Thenwhy?

His manner was no longer pointedly hostile; it was detached and noncommittal. Sorme sensed
that his curiogity was aroused. He said reasonably:

Look here, you're making things rather deliberately awkward for me, aren't you? | liked your
canvases. | wanted to meet you. | dso knew you'd been afriend of Augtin'sand Austin dso interests me.
But if you hate meeting people, and you don't fed like discussing Austin, just say so. | can go.

Glasp looked at him; his expression was speculative and cool, like that of aman about to buy
something which hewishesto devaue.

He reached out and took a palette from the table and began to clean it with atable knife. Without
rasing hisfacefromit, he sad:

| can't tell you much about Audtin. | never knew him well, and never liked him much. Why does
heinterest you. . . if you're not queer?

For the same reason that you do, | suppose.

What have| got in common with Austin?

Sorme felt the need to say something convincing, and could think of nothing to say. He plunged
with thefirst wordsthat cameinto his head:

From your canvases, | should say. . . acertain quality of fanaticism.

He saw at once that he had said the right thing. Glasp said:

And you think Augtin isafanatic? He never struck me that way, | must say.

Itsdifficult to explain. | don't know him well enough yet. But | suspect it'sthere.

And why doesit interest you?
That'saso difficult to explain. | dwaysliked theideaof living alone. | used to think about



entering amonastery. . .

Glasp interrupted him: Y ou're not a Catholic?

No.

And why didn't you'go through with the monastery idea?

| saw no point. Besides | wasn't surethat I'd enjoy being amonk. | doubt whether the aims of a
community of monkswould be the same as mine.

And what were yours?

Sormelooked a him, and felt himsdlf relaxing under the unconcedled interest that Glasp showed.
Hesad:

| don't know. . . | suppose | wanted to seevisions.

Glasp stood up. He said: And what happened?

Nothing much. For ayear | read Plotinusand St Francis de Salesand therest. . . but | felt
something was missing. | began to fed my imagination had gone dead. | began to think | needed sex and
human intercourse. So | made afew friends, and got involved with acouple of girlsfor avery short time.
It didn't help much. | didn't want that either. | began to think I'd smply lost al desireto stay dive. | felt
sck of books, and sick of people. . .

| know thefeding, Glasp said.

He had begun to squeeze tubes of paint on to the paette. He took a brush from the jam jar that
stood on the windowsill, and began to paint. He said quietly:

I've been through al thismysdlf. Therés only oneremedy. . . Work.

He waved the brush at Sorme. Sorme said:

That's OK if you know what you want to do. | didn't.

Yousay didn't. Doyou fed different now?

Well. . .yes. | met Austin aweek ago -- barely that. In many ways, | fed sorry for him. He'slike
metoo. But. . . | can't explain. But suddenly, | begin to fed that something important's happening to me.
A sort of daylight's coming through.

Glagpp sad:

But why Audtin?1 think that'swhat you literary gentscal an anticlimax!

Sorme said: | don't know. He strikesme asbeing oddly likeme. . .

Glasp said: Does he? There was disbelief in hisvoice.

Y es. Did you ever goto that flat of hisin Queen's Gate?

| didn't know he had aflat in Queen's Gate.

| went yesterday. It surprised me. It looked like something out of Edgar Allan Poe. Black velvet
curtains. A cabinet of liqueurs. The work of de Sade and Masoch. And your pictures. . .

Glasp said with surprise: So that's where you saw them? Well. . .

Hewas smiling as he went on painting. He said:

Thisisanew sideto Austin's character. Glasp and de Sade, eh? The two paintings he bought
fromme. ..

He had some Japanese prints signed OG aswell.

They're Korean. | copied them from a set in the British Museum.

He painted silently for amoment, then stood back to ook at the effect. He said, without looking
a Sorme:

All the same, | don't see much in common in your tastes. . .

No. But. . . therésasmilarity of aim. Except. . .

Except what?

| sometimes wonder if it's just amatter of enterprise. | don't share histastes, but | admirethe
wish to experiment. It ssemsagood thing initsdf. . .

Y ou mean chasing little boys?

No, | wasn't thinking of that. | wasthinking of the sadism.

Glasp stopped painting to stare a him.

Ishe?1 didn't know that.



Didnt you? | thought you knew him very well.

No. Glasp went on painting. Not well at al, gpparently. How did you find out?

Hetold me so. Father Carruthers knows about it too.

What sort of practices?

Glasp's Y orkshire accent suddenly became more noticeable. His attention seemed to be focused
on the canvas. Sorme said:

| don't know. Nothing spectacular, | suppose. Probably wallops his boy friends.

In the other room, a kettle that stood on a gas ring began to send up ajet of steam; the water
bubbled out on to the bare floorboards. Sorme went over to it and lifted it off the gasring. Glasp said:

Cup o' tea?

Please.

Glasp laid the pa ette on the table, and replaced the brushesin the jam jar.

What | don't understand isthisidea of yoursthat you're like Austin. From what you tell me, you
don't seem to have anything in common.

No? | think therésalot in common. Were both dissatisfied. We're both experimenters. Only he
seemsto have carried his experiments rather further than I've ever dreamed of .

Glasp was washing out an aluminium tegpot at the sink in the other room. He said:

No?You mean you'd like to walop your girl friends?

Sorme said, laughing: No. I'm sure | wouldn't. All thesame. ..

And why did you want to meet me? Did you think | might be another?

Another what?

Blokethat goesin for experiments?

| thought you might be.

Glasp sad, smiling: | suppose you're right. Where do we go from there?

Nowhere, probably, Sorme said. He took the mug of tea and spooned sugar into it. He noticed
that when Glasp amiled his forehead twitched and contracted; it seemed to be an involuntary nervous
gpasm. Glasp saw him noticing it. To distract his attention, Sorme said:

Y ou have big hands. Like Audtin.

Glasp sugared histeaand gtirred it. His hands were large and ugly, with big knuckles; they
looked faintly grimy, networked with lines of paint dust that had sunk into the pores. He said: Les mains
de Troppmann.

Who?

Troppmann. Don't you know about him? Jean Baptiste Troppmann, the multiplekiller.

No. Who did hekill?

A wholefamily. About eight people.

Wheat on earth for?

Money. He made afew hundred francs out of it. He had enormous hands. They ill cal big
hands 'mains de Troppmann’ in some parts of France. | expect it ran in hisfamily, and the surname
came from it. Too much hand.

Was heasadist?

| don't think so0. Just homosexual, with an obsession about making money.

The teawas hot and strong. Glasp stood his on the window-sill, and went on painting. Sorme
asked him:

Areyou interested in murder?

Sometimes.

When?

Glasp said, with an odd smile: Crimerunsin our family. . . inasense.

Sormesaid, grinning:

Y ou come from afamousline of burglars?

Not quite. He grinned back at Sorme over the teamug; hisforehead twitched again. Asfar as|
know, our connection with it was dwaysindirect. | had agreat aunt who wasthe last victim of Jack the



Ripper. My mother once had amed with Landru in Paris. And my great-grandfather knew Charley
Peace.

Did your mother know it was Landru?

No. She knew nothing about him. He said he was an engineer named Cuchet, and tried to get her
to come away with him for the weekend. She recognised his photograph afew months later when he was
arrested. She said held behaved like a perfect gentleman. . .

Ameazing!

Some people are attracted by crime. Others seem to attract it. My family attract it. Y ou notice
that, as soon as| settle in Whitechapel, a crime wave begins? That'sin the family tradition.

Sorme looked at him closely. He sensed an underlying seriousness. For thefirg time, hewas
aware of an element of strainin Glasp; it came out also in the twitching forehead. He asked!:

Areyou serious about the aunt who was a victim of Jack the Ripper?

Quite serious. Thelagt victim.

The woman who waskilled in the room in Miller's Court?

No. There was another one. She waskilled under alamppost in Castle Alley. That was
Great-aunt Sadly McKenzie. | don't know much about her except she seemsto have been the black
sheep of thefamily.

I've never heard of that one. . .

He began to wonder whether Glasp was inventing the whole story. He said, smiling:

Y ou seem to come from afamily of victims.

That'sright. All victims. Unconscious masochists. Except me. I'm aconscious masochist.

Areyou?

Glasp smiled at hislook of surprise. He said:

Not in Austin'ssense. | don't go infor that.

Sorme moved the stool closer to thewall, so that he could lean back on it as he watched Glasp.
There was something jerky and emphatic in the way Glasp painted, an intentnessin his concentration on
the canvas, that made Sorme think of afencer. He said:

| won't stay here talking any longer. It's probably just putting you off your work.

That'sal right, Glasp said.

Sorme watched him, unspeaking for about five minutes. He said:

Would you mind if | had alook at some of the paintingsin there?

Again he sensed Glasp's hesitation. He was on the point of saying: It doesn't matter. . . when
Glagp sad:

Go ahead. But don't talk about them.

All right.

He went into the other room and looked at the canvases|eaning againgt thewalls. Thefirst thing
that struck him was that their colours were harsher than in the canvases he had seen in Nunne'sflat. The
greens and blues, the dream-technique that showed the influence of Chagall, had disappeared. Here the
drawing was crude and violent; it accentuated the discordance of the primary colours that seemed to
have been applied straight from the tube. Most of them were nature studies: trees, aclump of irises, a
wall overgrown with lichens, there was a painting of iron railings, with astreet lamp that was painted
without romanticism, or even an attempt at atmosphere. The canvases occupied the whole of onewall of
the room.

Onthefar sde of thefireplace, in awide recess, hung an enormous, haf finished canvas. It was
at least four times as big as anything else in the room, being about six feet deep by four broad. At first
glance hetook it to be a Crucifixion. It showed aman nailed to a cross, and suspended from an open
window. The cross gppeared to be supported by severd chains, and apulley was visible through the
window. One of the man's hands, pierced by anail, hung by hisside.

Sorme repressed the temptation to ask what it represented. He stood back, staring at it. Ashe
stood there, he heard Glasp leave his painting and go out of the room.

The painting of the crucified man was high on thewall. Below it, leaning in the recess, werea



number of canvases, stacked against one another. The topmaost one showed the enormous frightened
face of aboy. Behind his head, in the top left-hand corner, stood a chest of drawers, with three drawers
pulled out, and what |ooked like some pink female undergarment hanging from the top drawer. From
behind the boy's head protruded a bare arm, as of someone lying face downward on the floor. Sorme
pulled the canvas forward, and glanced at the one behind it. This seemed to be in Glagp's earlier manner.
It was a beautifully delicate painting of a naked girl. She looked about ten years old. She was standing in
front of afireplace, holding out a handkerchief to dry in both hands. Her arms and legs were thin, and the
whole body had an air of undernourishment, yet Glasp had managed to utilise her thinness, to blend it
with the orange firdight and the blue shadows of the room, to convey a sense of gentleness and nogtalgia.
Sorme found it curioudy moving; he would have liked to take it from among the other canvases and stand
it where he could study it better. Before he had decided to do this he heard the noise of alavatory cistern
flushing next door. He pulled the painting forward and glanced & the one behind it. It was another il
life, with harsh colours and angular drawing. He let the canvases fal back into place, and turned to ook
at astudy of acornfield that leaned againgt the wall next to the sink. Glasp came back into the other
room. He said:

Wdl?

Y ou've certainly changed your manner, haven't you?

| hope s0. Do you like these?

Very much. They're quite violently impressive. Y ou ought to have an exhibition.

Can't be bothered. They're dl bloody crooks. It'sal string-pulling and arsehole-crawling.

Glasp came over and stood beside him. Sorme said:

What'sthis?

He pointed to the crucified man.

That's Matthew Lovatt. Classc case of attempted suicide.

When?

Oh. I'm not sure when. He was a shoemaker of Geneva sometime in the eighteenth century. He
got an obsession about wanting to die on across, like Christ. He made three attempits, al failures. The
third time, hefixed up a sort of pulley in his bedroom, which overlooked the market place, and attached
the cross so it could be lowered out of the window. His main problem was how to nail himself to the
cross. He could nall hisfeet, and one of his hands, but the other hand puzzled him. Hefindly solved it by
boring ahole in the cross, and piercing one of his handswith anail beforehand. He then used the pierced
hand to wield the hammer to nail hisfeet and the other hand. Having done that, he released the pulley,
and et the cross shoot out of the window, over the market place. Unfortunately, he was too weak by
that timeto insert the nail in the hole he'd bored for it -- so he hung there.

Glasp gestured at the canvas, where the naked man hung like a deflated Petrouchka. Sorme said:

Did hedie?

No. They got him down, and he lived to be eighty or so. Never made the attempt again, either.

Will youfinishit?

Ohyes. When | havetime. . .

What about this one?

He pointed to the face of the boy.

Glasp sad, shrugging:

| don't like that. 1t was supposed to be Heirens, the Chicago killer.

I've never heard of him. Who was he?

A seventeen-year-old boy. He used to climb in through windows and steal women's underwesr.
When the women interrupted him, he killed them. On thewall, over onevictim, he scrawled in lipgtick:
For God's sake catch me before | kill again.

Sorme pulled aface. He said:

It'sapretty ghastly subject for apainting. Don't you think it'salittle morbid?

Of course. The condition itsalf ismorbid.

He turned and went back into the other room. Sorme said:



What about the canvases behind thisone? May | 1ook?

Glasp turned round; he said sharply:

No. I'd rather you didn't. | don't like them.

Sormefollowed him. Histeawas il on the stool, hdf finished. He drank it in one draught. He
felt that it was awkward to try and express his admiration for Glagp's paintings, Glasp had so obvioudy
conditioned himself not to care about praise or blame. He said finally:

Thanksfor letting me see them.

That's OK.

Uncertain what to add, Sorme allowed his eyes to wander around the room. They stopped at a
reproduction of Van Gogh hung over the bed. It was hung in a position where he had not been able to
seeit from his place on the stodl.

Y ou admire Van Gogh?

Glagpsad: Yes.

He turned round and looked &t the reproduction. It was badly lit, being on the samewall asthe
window, opposite the door.

Glasp said: That'smy ideaof agreat painting.

Why do you think so?

For the same reason that my Matthew Lovatt and William Helrens are failures. That thing's more
than apainting -- it'sthe tragedy of Van Gogh observing his own tragedy. In my pictures, you need to
know all about Lovatt and Heirensto get the full impact of the painting. . . it'sliterary painting. In that, it's
all there. Y ou don't need to know that VVan Gogh cut off hisown ear. Thetitle's enough: Sdf-portrait, the
man with hisear cut off. That'swhat painting should be. That'swhy my painting's so lousy. That picture of
Corbiéreleading apig on aribbon. . . you saw it, didn't you? Augtin liked it. He would. . .

Sormeinterrupted him:

| don't agree. | think you're being unfair to yourself. Y our Corbiére picture has aterrific impact
even if you've never heard of Corbiere. The same goesfor your Lovatt and Heirens.

Glasp broke in before he could go on; his voice was impatient:

Thanks. I'm glad you like them. ..

Sorme decided to drop the subject.

Look here, I'll leave you. Thanksfor putting up with me.

Glasp said mechanically: Not at all.

Sorme went to the door. He said:

Why not come over and have ameal with me?1'd like achanceto talk to you.

As he spoke, he was certain Glasp would refuse. But Glasp said:

Thanks, I'd liketo. Where do you live?

Camden Town. Change at Moorgate from here. Could you make it thisweek?

| suppose so.

What'stoday?. . . Wednesday. Tomorrow or Friday would be fine.

Glasp stopped painting. He said, after apause:

Yes, that'sal right. Which day?

Friday?I'll give you my address.

He sat on the bed to write in his notebook, drawing amap to show the route from Kentish Town
Underground to hislodging. Hetoreit out, and left it on the pillow. As an afterthought, he added his
phone number.

Make it around S, if that's OK by you, then?

OK, Glasp said. Hedid not look up from his painting.

The stairway was completely black. He groped hisway to the stairhead cautioudy. The smdll of
paraffin was strong on the stairs; he discovered why when he stepped in apool of it on the floorboards,
and dmost pitched down the sairs.



The uniformed man at the door of the Reading Room smiled and nodded as he went past. He
loosened his collar and unbuttoned hisjacket; cycling had made him warm. A woman wearing what
looked like Victorian bathing costume was walking in front of him. She pushed through the door and
dlowed it to swing in hisface. He caught it with hisfoot.

The grey-suited, studious-looking man who stood ingde the information counter smiled a him:

Helo there. It'salong timesince | saw you.

Hi, Ronnie. How'sit go?

The woman looked sharply over her shoulder, asif she suspected them of talking about her.
Sorme followed her with his eyes, then commented:

The old witch seemsto be in afilthy temper. Shetried to knock me out with the door.

Yes. She'sbeen likeit for two days. Somebody started a quarrel with her the other day about
occupying two desks, and she hit him with her umbrella. She's been glaring at everybody ever since.

Sorme said, chuckling: | wish I'd seenit!

Where have you been recently?

Oh, changing my lodging, and various other things. But look here, Ronnie, can you help me?|
want to consult some books on sadism.

Rather ajump from mydtica theology, isn'tit?

Sormesaid cautioudy:

It'sjust anideafor my novel. Thought I'd introduce a sadist.

| see. Well, there's the obvious stuff -- Krafft-Ebing and Stekel and that kind of thing. How's
thet?

It'sabeginning. Surely there must be lots of others?

Ohyes. But alot of it would bein foreign languagesin medical journals. Y ou'd have to consult
the bibliography in one of the standard works -- Bloch or somebody. . . Have alook in the subject
catalogue under psychology. Would you like me to have alook?

Pease. These damn catalogues confuse me. I'll go and find a seet.

Heleft hisraincoat over the back of achair, and placed two reference books on the table to
prevent anyone from taking it. In the downgtairs lavatory he washed his hands and face in hot water, and
returned to the Reading Room fedling cooler. There was no one behind the information desk, but on his
own table he found apile of catal ogues with dips of paper stuck into mark the places. He spent afurther
quarter of an hour tracking down the books in the author catalogues, and making out request tickets for
them. He handed them in, then took hisraincoat and left the Museum. He was beginning to fed hungry
agan.

In apub in the Charing Cross Road he ate a beef sandwich and drank a pint of bitter. It was il
only aquarter to one. He had no expectation of his books arriving before two o'clock. He spent the next
hour wandering around the secondhand bookshops, and bought finaly acopy of the first volume of The
World as Will and Idea. It wasan old copy, with abadly torn binding. Hefdt pleased with himsdlf ashe
walked back to the Museum; he had wanted it for years, but had been deterred by the price of new
volumes.

The books had arrived when he came back. The Reading Room was crowded now the lunch
hour was over. It felt more hot and stuffy than before. He removed his raincoat and jacket and settled
down to looking through the ten volumes that formed arampart between his own desk and that of the
man Sitting on hisright.

An hour later, the warmth was making him deepy. He pushed away the volumeonthe D
sseldorf murders and stretched hisarms and legs. He decided to go down to the lavatory and wash his
faceagan.

As soon as he stood up he saw Nunne. He was walking towards the central desk, carrying apile
of books. Sorme stood there and watched him as he pushed the books across the counter to the
assgant. At that moment, asif feding Sorme's eyes, he turned round. Immediately he grinned and
waved. Sorme waved back, and went over to him.



Gerard! What on earth are you doing here?

Reading.

How extraordinary! How long have you been here?

Sincetweve-thirty.

So havel. How lovely to see you. Areyou ready to leave yet? Let's go and have sometea

Sorme was abouit to agree, then remembered the books. If he handed them in while Nunne was
with him, Nunne would be certain to see thetitles. He had no wish to let Nunne learn of his curiosity. He
sad:

Widll. . . no, not just yet. I'd like to finish my book.

What isit?

A lifeof S Teresaof Liseux. | want to finish it today. Look, why don't | meet you in about half
an hour somewhere?

Sorry -- | have to see an editor before five. What are you doing this evening?

Nothing.

Then shall | call around for you about seven? We can go and have adrink.

All right. Thet'sfine.

He returned to his booksfeding dightly guilty. There was something dmost childlike about
Nunne. The spontaneous way in which he had accepted Sorme intensified the guilt. Sorme was charmed
and flattered by it, and ruled out the possibility that it might be purely homosexua. He found it difficult to
go on reading about K Urten without feding, illogicaly, that he was betraying Nunne. He read on for
another quarter of an hour, then returned the books to the counter. He folded the request tickets and put
themin hiswalet. On hisway out of the Reading Room, the librarian said:

Y ou off, Gerard?

Hello, Ronnie. Thanksfor the catalogues.

Y ou found the books you wanted?

Hesad, grimacing:

Y es, thanks. | found them pretty repulsive.

I'm not surprised. Do you still intend to use asadist in your novel?

| think so. But | don't think I'll model him on any of those people. They dl seem to be subhuman.

What else did you expect?

He walked the bicycle down Coptic Street, looking into the teashops he passed in the hope of
seeing Nunne. Finally, heleaned it againgt the plate-glass window of the Lyons Corner House and
glanced insde. Nunne was not there either. For some reason hefdt irritated with himsdf; his meeting with
Nunne left him with afeding of anticipation. Theideaof cycling back to hislodging seemed an anticlimax.
He turned into Bloomsbury Street, trying to imagine hisroom, to evoke its atmosphere and appearance,
in order to decide whether he wanted to return there. He decided abruptly that he didn't. Then he
remembered Miss Quincey'sinvitation to cal on her. It was half past three; till early enough todropin
for tea At Camden Town gtation he crossed the traffic lightsinstead of turning right for Kentish Town.
Hafway up Haverstock Hill he dismounted and pushed the bicycle. He felt too hot, too irritated by
traffic, to exert himsdf to the extent of pedaling further.

At the corner of the Vde of Hedlth he stared after the girl who waswalking away from him, up
the hill; there was something familiar about her. He pulled the three-speed lever into bottom gear and
cycled after her. Before he was ten yards behind her he was certain of hisrecognition. He called:

Hi, Cardline!

Sheturned round.

Hello, there! Gerard! What are you doing here?

| was going to call on Gertrude.

She'snot in. I'vejust been.

What are you doing here?

I'm staying overnight. | just took the afternoon off. Y ou do look hot.

He outbreathed deeply, and balanced the bicycle againgt the kerbstone.



| am. Bloody hot. Where are you going to now?

To haveacup of teain the caf é. Areyou any good at climbing?

Farly. Why?

Because you could climb over Aunt Gertrude's back gate and seeif her spare key'sthere. She
usualy keepsit in the gardening shed.

All right. Let'sgo and see.

Hetook her hand asthey walked into the Vae of Hedlth; sheimmediately detached it.

Y ou hadn't better. Aunt might come up behind usin the car.

Would it matter?

Not to me. But there's no need for her to know more than she hasto.

He glanced at her, struck by anote of hardness and common sensein her voice. She kissed her
lipsa him, smiling.

Heleaned hisbicycle againgt the wal of the house. She pointed to the tall wooden fence with a
gateinit.

Canyoudimbit?

| expect so.

He leaned the bicycle againgt the fence and stood on the crossbar. He was able to swing himsglf
astride the gate, and clamber down into the back garden. She called:

Is the gardening shed locked?

Hetried the door.

No.

Good. Open up.

He unbolted the gate for her. She went into the shed, and emerged amoment later with akey.
Sorme looked around the back garden; it wasthe first time he had seenit in daylight. There weretal
hedges on either side and a concrete path that wound across alawn to some appletrees at thefar end. In
the centre of each lawn were two big circular flower beds. He said:

Will shemind? | mean, will shemind usbregking in likethis?

Oh no. She's expecting me, anyway. Comeonin.

She unlocked the back door. He said:

She'lsdamn' lucky to have such aplace.

Why don't you try proposing to her? Y ou might movein.

Don't bedlly.

He removed hisraincoat and hung it at the bottom of the stairs. She wasfilling the kettle and
sting it onthe gas. Shesad:

I'mnot. | would if | wasaman.

Sorme came behind her, and did hisarms around her waist.

| wouldn't mind if you lived here.

She leaned her head back, and let him kiss her mouth. He alowed his handsto rest against her,
feding the flatness of her thighs and the hard shapes of suspenders againgt them. She said:

Ooh, stop it! We ought to behave.

Why?

Aunt might come.

All right.

He stepped away from her, aware of atensenessin his ssomach at the warmth of the contact.
She sad softly:

| don't want you to stop.

Neither do|.

He pulled off hisjacket, feding suddenly tired. He said:

I'm going to wash. | fed awreck.

In the bathroom, he stripped off his pullover and shirt, and washed his chest and neck with warm
water. He leaned against the wall and yawned deeply. In the bedroom next door he could hear sounds as



Caroline moved around. His shirt was damp with sweat. He tucked it into his trousers, then combed his
hair, beginning to fed dightly better. He had washed hisface with an dmost dry sponge. Looking at it
closdy in the mirror, he saw he needed a shave.

Her bedroom door stood open. He said:

What are you doing?

Changing.

Canl comein?

She was wearing a flowered cotton dress. He stood behind her as she combed her hair, seated in
front of the mirror.

Do you keep your clothes here?

Some of them. Old ones mostly.

Thisdoesn't look old.

Heleaned over her and alowed hislipsto brush her ear. He sad:

| should have comein afew minutes sooner.

She amiled at him from the mirror, then stood up. He tried to put hisarms around her. She
pushed them away.

No. Let'sgo down.

Why?

Aunt might come,

Wed hear the car.

The kettle should be bailing.

He turned her round and pulled her closer. She was wearing no shoes, and he had to bend to
kiss her. She put both arms around his neck. If he had straightened up, she would have swung six inches
off thefloor. He fdlt the warmth of the out-thrust underlip, then the yielding as her lips parted. Her body
was bent back in hisarms. He said:

Y ou're too short.

Shesad, laughing:

You'retoo tall.

He pressed her waist close to him and lifted her off the ground.

I'd get astiff neck if | had to keep bending down there!

He carried her two steps backwards, then lowered her against the bed. The backs of her knees
pressed on the edge, and she dlowed hersdalf to bereleased on to it. She said plaintively:

Do behave yoursdf. She might come.

He lifted her legs and pushed them across the elderdown, then lay down beside her and kissed
her again. He felt the same excitement and tension as on the previous evening, and a sense of repetition.
He aso recognised ingtinctively that she was not as excited as he was, and kissed her more firmly,
caressing her left breast with hisfree hand. She stopped resisting, and dlowed him to lie haf way across
her. When he stopped kissing her, she said:

Y ou are naughty. We oughtn't. . .

He stopped the words by kissing her, and felt her tense under hisweight, then relaxed and lay
beside her, hisface againg the pillow. She said pleadingly:

Itisn't theright place. Let me come and visit you. It's no good here.

Hesaid: All right. The hoarseness of his voice surprised him. He cleared histhroat, and looked at
her face. Her chin looked sore, and he remembered that he needed a shave. She was lying with her
cheek on her right arm, making no attempt to move, although he was no longer holding her. The wide
hem of her skirt spread behind her across the counterpane. He dipped hisleft arm underneath her neck
and pulled her to him again. She could fed his excitement, and he was aware of the beating of her heart
as he kissed her. Hisright hand pressed into the back of her thigh, then moved up to her buttock, and felt
the smoothness of her knickers againgt hisfingertips. She said:

Please not now, Gerard. . .

They both heard the noise of the car smultaneoudy. He said, groaning:



Oh, Chrigt, just my luck.

She sat up on the edge of the bed, pulling down her dress. She glanced in the mirror and
switched at her hair with her fingers. Shelooked at the expression of gloom and ferocity on hisface, and
bent to kisshim.

Come on. Get up. Let metidy the bed.

Heralled off unwillingly, muttering. She said, laughing:

Stop scowling and go and make the tea.

They heard the sound of acar door damming. He said:

| can't. I'm ready to rape thefirst girl | see. Even Gertrude.

| expect she'd be delighted!

She ran out of the bedroom and down the stairs. He went into the bathroom, and sat on the edge
of the lavatory seet, staring at his feet. The excitement began to die out of his shoulders and thighs. He
heard akey inserted in the front door, then the door opened. Caroling's voice called:

Hello, aunt.

Miss Quincey sad:

Hello, dear. How did you get in?

Gerard got the back door key.

Gerard. .. ?

The voices retreated into the kitchen. He looked at himsdlf in the mirror, and combed his hair.
Then, to supply areason for his presence upstairs, he pulled the lavatory chain. He made sure that his
clothes were adjusted, then went downgtairs.

Caroline was donein the kitchen, pouring water into the tegpot. When he looked enquiringly at
her, she pointed towards the door. He went into the other room and found Miss Quincey taking severa
books out of a briefcase and arranging them in the bookcase. She said brightly:

Héllo, Gerard. What brought you here?

| was hoping we could have some teatogether.

Wasit important?
No. . . I've been at the British Museum this afternoon. | got tired of reading and thought 1'd like
to seeyou.

She finished arranging the books, and straightened up.

That was sweet of you. Y ou should have rung. How long have you been here?

Oh, five minutes. | met Caroline at the end of the strest. . .

Shesmiled a him,

Widll, you'll have to come over some other afternoon. Would you like to stay for supper tonight?

What about your mesting?

Y ou needn't come if you don't want to. Y ou could take Caroline for awak on the Heath. I1t'll be
over by nine.

No. I'd liketo, but I'm seeing Austin. . . Anyway, we couldn't really talk much, could we?. . .

Shesad chearfully:

No. | expect you'reright.

She placed her hand on his arm and squeezed it as she went past, smiling a him. He wondered
what had made her so good tempered. The dight sense of guilt about Caroline made him fed that,
whatever the reason, he was exceptionally lucky.

When he heard her speaking to Caroline in the kitchen, he was glad he was seeing Audtin later. It
gave him no excuse to stay. With the two women together, in the same room, he experienced adraining
sense of sdf-divison, afeding of being victimised.

CHAPTER EIGHT



For heaven's sake, not so much whisky! Y ou'll have me pie-eyed before we get to this club.

Drink what you can, Nunne said. He handed Sorme atumbler half full of whisky. He said:

Now. Food. Let's see what we havein the fridge.

May | come and look at your kitchen?

Do.

Hefollowed Nunne out of the room, and stood in the doorway of the kitchen, watching him take
food out of the refrigerator and place it on atrolley. He sad:

It'sbloody big. Big enough for four kitchens.

It belonged to my uncle. He liked giving large dinners prepared by severa cooks. It'sredly
rather large for me. But | like alot of space when I'm cooking.

Thekitchen gave theimpression that it had been installed as a showroom, or transferred
immediately from the Ideal Homes Exhibition. Therack of glass plates and dishes, the rows of
saucepans, even the enormous dedl table in the middle of the room, looked asif they had never been
used. The white-enamelled bench next to the gas stoves had half adozen electrica gadgets clamped to its
edge. The pattern of yelow and white check that covered the walls was repeated in marble shades on
thefloor. Sorme sad:

Don't you ever have girlstrying to marry you to get in on this?

It has happened. Not recently, though. | don't let girls see it any more. Do you like asparagus?

| don't think I've ever had any.

Redlly? Then hereiswhere you art.

What does Gertrude think of this place?

She sometimes comes and usesit. When she wants to cook something redlly exctic. It hastiming
gadgets fixed to everything. . . Catch!

He gavethetrolley a sudden push and sent it shooting towards Sorme. Sorme said, laughing:

Fool!

He caught it beforeit hit thewall. It contained adish of asparagus spears, and acold chicken
with oneleg missing. Therewas aglassjug of mayonnaise that looked asif it wasfrozen solid. He said:

What would you have doneif I'd missed it?

Taken you out for supper. Would you take it in there? I'm buttering bread. Help yoursdlf. Plates
and things undernesth. I'l bring the salad.

Back in the dining-room, he pulled awing off the chicken, and cut severd dices, leaving theleg
for Austin. He piled asparagus on his plate, and spooned the almost solid mayonnaise besideit. He
propped abook againgt the cushion and began to read. From the kitchen came the sound of a cork
shooting out of abottle.

Nunne came up beside him as he read, and piled salad on to his plate.

I've found some champagne.

Good. But I've till got dl that whisky.

Drink that later.

Sorme was forced to stop reading as the plate wobbled and amost fell off his knees. Nunne said:

Hold on. I'll giveyou atray.

After looking around vaguely for amoment, he said:

Cantfind atray. Usethis.

He pulled alarge, thin book out of the case, and handed it to Sorme. Sorme asked:

What isit?

He opened it, and discovered sheets of music, written with apencil, and curious symbols drawn
between the lines.

Do you recogniseit?

No. | can't read music.

It'snot just music. It'sthe origind manuscript of Nijinsky's Rite of Soring. Thosefunny Sgnsare
achoreography he invented himsdlf. That's his handwriting across the top.

Wheredid you get it?



From acollector.

Sorme began to eat again. He left the manuscript volume open on the cushions beside him.
Nunnesad, amiling:

Can't you bring yoursdlf to et off it?

It'safunny sensation. To know he wrote thiswith his own hand.

That writing in green ink on the cover is Stravinsky's handwriting.

Yes?

| say, you're not eating those asparagus spears whole!

Aren't | supposed to?

No! Y ou eat down to the tough part. Like me.

Oh, | see. Thanks.

He reached out for his champagne glass. He said:

ToVadav.

Heemptied it in one draught. A sensation of warmth and delight coursed through him like afaint
electric shock. Nunne repeated: To Vadav, and drank, Sorme said:

| suppose it must be rather fun to berich.

Nunne grimaced:

Better than being poor. But it doesn't guarantee anything.

No?

Helaughed, feding that the pleasure had to find some expression. Nunne said curioudly:

What isit?

| was hungry.

Hewould not tell Nunne the red reason: that he felt suddenly reconciled to his own existence,
abletoweigh it, summariseit, and fed only gratitude. It was a sensation he would have been glad to
convey to Nunne, feding grateful to him for being the cause of hisinsght. But saying it would have meant
nothing. Nunne stood up and poured more champagne into both glasses. He sad:

I'm surprised you get so enthusiastic about Nijinsky. Y ou never saw him dance.

Sorme shrugged.

It's not that. There's something else. Theindependence. A sort of pure vitdity.

I'm surprised you don't prefer someone like D. H. Lawrence, who expressesit far more clearly.

No. | can't ick Lawrence. He seemsto meto stand for adiluted version of what Nijinsky stood
for. He dways gives me afeding that people matter too much to him. They nag him, and he doesn't like
them much. Anyway, hewas al wrong about sex.

I'mafraid | just can't agree. | admire him very much.

All right. Let'snot argue about it. Tell me something. Why is Gertrude so fond of you?

I'm afraid | don't know. | just don't know. Weve known one another so long. . .

He swallowed the last of the chicken leg, and placed the bone carefully on the side of his plate.
He said, with apparent irrdlevance:

I'm delighted you get on so well with her.

She'ssweset. But dl thisreligious stuff worriesme.

Don't et it worry you. She likes you.

Do you think she'sever had any experience with men?

Probably very little. Why? Do you find her attractive?

Sorme admitted: She'sthe type that attracts me. Slim. Good figure.

Wéll, don't, please don't take her to bed. It wouldn't be good for her.

Why?

Because she takes everything too serioudy. If she wantsaman at thislate date, she ought to
mary.

Sorme sad gloomily:

| dare say you'reright.

He was sorry he had mentioned the subject; he was not sure yet whether he serioudy wanted an



affair with Gertrude Quincey, and to speak of it seemed premature. Asif he guessed Sorme's thought,
Nunnesad:

Don't worry! | don't really suspect your intentions towards Gertrude. Anyway, she'salittle old
for you. And that's not the real reason you like seeing her, isit?

Sorme looked at him with interest:

No, it's not. What do you think my reasonis?

Something to do with her bdliefs. Y ou can't make out whether she's dishonest.

That's pretty good guessing! But it'snot just Gertrude. . . it'sme. | want to know where | differ
from her. You know. . . I'd need to have a nervous breakdown, or be brainwashed or something, before
| could swalow dl that stuff about the Bible being the last word on everything. . . | just don't understand
it. | mean. . . was she brought up to believeit? Isthat it? She seems quite intelligent in other ways. You
know what | mean? If she put on a powdered wig and claimed to be Madame de Pompadour it'd puzzle
meless. . . | could understand someone with an obsession having strange ideas. But she seems perfectly
balanced. She'snot an Oliver Glasp. . .

Oliver? Do you know Oliver?

Sorme stopped, feding, for amoment, that he had given something away: he recovered
immediatdy, saying:

Yes. | went to cal on him today.

Nunne was obvioudy astonished.

Wheat on earth for?

What you told me of him made me curiousto meet him. And | liked his canvases. Father Rakos
gave me his address.

Nunne regarded him with amusement:

You redly are odd! Why didn't you mention it to me?

| intended to. It wasn't supposed to be a secret.

And what did you say to each other?

Not much. | thought he was going to be rude to begin with. He growled like adog. . .

That soundslike Oliver!

Then wetalked about. . . oh, religion, asceticism. And findly about murder. . .

That dso soundslike Oliver!

Why?Isit one of hisfavourite subjects?

Oh yes. Quite hisfavourite.

Why, | wonder?

| don't know. He has athing about pain and suffering. Heletsit drive him alittle haywire
occasondly. Broods on it too much. When | first knew him, he had sometheory. . . let methink. . . oh
yes. . . anideathat lifeisapreparation for eternal torment. He had it all worked out. The body actsasa
sort of buffer againgt pain, but in spite of that we suffer dl the time. And when we're freed from the body,
thered be nothing to keep off thepain. . . just eternal pain. From which he deduced that everyone ought
to make himsdf suffer al thetime. . . asasort of practicefor eternity. | think he used to wear ashirt
studded with tintacks.

Redlly?| never suspected that.

But he'snot entirely acrank, Oliver. | redly beieve he has a sort of second sight.

Areyou serious?

Quite. Hisfamily areIrish, you know.

| thought he came from Y orkshire?

Lancashire. Liverpool Irish. | don't think he's ever beenin Ireland. But someone once told me --
Father Carruthers, | think -- that Oliver's grandmother was afamous witch-cum-holy woman in County
Clare. . . mediumship, second sight, the lot. And Oliver shows signs of the same thing occasiondly.

How?

Promise you won't repest thisto him?

| promise.



Wel, he hadn't been deeping properly -- and had awful nightmares. One morning hetold his
landlady: A man called Thomasis going to be murdered on the Common tonight. She thought he was of f
hisrocker. Wéll, that night, aman called Thomas was waylaid on the common -- for hiswallet -- but
they hit him too hard and killed him. Oliver had dreamed it exactly asit happened.

Sormefelt the hair prickling on his scap. He sad:

Chrigt!

And Oliver couldn't deep the next night either -- he till had dreams. Luckily, hislandlady sent
him to see adoctor, who sent him to a psychiatrist. Father Carruthers found the money, and he went into
aprivate mental homefor awhile. That cured him. But the fact remains, he dreamed of the murder before
it happened.

Areyou sure he dreamed it before it happened? | mean, isthere any proof of that? Did hetry to
contact the police or anything?

Not asfar as| know. What could he have done? Clapham Common's pretty enormous -- and
there are thousands of men called Thomasin London.

Who told you dl this? Oliver himsdf?

No. Father Carruthers.

Nunne divided the last of the champagne between their glasses. He said:

Now, how about fruit? Would you like a peach? Or some ice cream?

Neither, thanks. That was ddlicious.

Y ou havent finished your whisky.

| haven't sarted it!

Nunne glanced at the clock.

Half past ten. It's il alittle early for the Badaika. We shouldn't get theretill about haf past
eleven. Would you mind if | make afew phone cals now?

Certainly. Am| intheway?

No. I'll use the bedroom extension. Look, help yoursaf to more whisky if you need it. | shan't be
long. ..

He disappeared into the bedroom. Sorme yawned and stretched. He was dready feding alittle
drunk. Hewaited until he heard the phone bell tinkle as Nunne lifted it from its rest, then poured most of
hiswhisky back into the decanter. He had been waiting ever since Nunne poured it for an opportunity.
He sat down again, holding the glass, which now contained only aquarter of an inch of spirit. Feding
curioudy dreamy, amost bodiless, he started to look through the Nijinsky manuscript.

* k* %

He opened his eyes when the car crossed the Edgware Road, then closed them. Nunne said:

Y ou remember Socratesin the Symposium? When dl the practised drinkers were under the
table, he stayed awake, discoursing on tragedy. Nietzsche loathed him, yet there was something of the
superman in him. Areyou adeep?

No.

Don't fal adeep. Weve arrived.

Nunne had become livelier over the past hour. In spite of hisresolve not to drink, Sorme had
accepted another whisky, and had listened while Nunne talked of hisfather and became steedily drunker.
The effects of his crowded day were beginning to make themsalvesfelt. The night air helped to revive
him.

The car turned off into anarrow street, and halted between the gates of afactory and arow of
dingy houses. Sorme reached for the door handle. Nunne said:

Hold on. I'm going to back on to that waste ground.

Fragments of broken glass reflected the reversing light. The car bumped on to the pavement.
From behind the wall came dow coughs of a shunted train; red cods reflected on the smoke. Sorme
dammed the door, and staggered. Nunne gripped his elbow:



Steady, child! Avanti!

Heraised his cane to shoulder leve, pointing.

How far isit?

A ten-minute walk. 1t'll waken you up. C'mon, boy.

Sormesad, grinning:

Y ou make me sound like an Alsatian dog.

Unintentiona. Have you ever been to abrothel before?

Isthat what thisplaceis?

More or less. Don't worry. They're quite civilised.

Isthat aman over there?

It would seem so.

The man lay across the pavement, hishead in the gutter. He lay quite till. When they crossed the
road towards him, he stirred.

Nunnesaid: Areyou dl right?

He prodded the buttocks with his cane. The man said thickly:

Amori. Goawayfergrizake.

It'safter closing time, you know. Time you went home.

The man raised himsdf to hisknees, and crawled across the pavement. He sat down heavily,
banging hishead againg thewdl. Hesad:

Amori. Goway. Sleep.

By al means, Nunnesaid.

He stepped over the outstretched legs. He said:

Virgil guides Danteinto the second circle. Dove il sol tace. Where the sun keepsiitstrap shut.

Sormesad grinning:

Not Virgil. Mephistopheles.

What charming ideas you do have! 1'd like to wear red tights.

The man behind the door asked: Members?

| am, Nunne said.

Got your card?

Nonsense, Sam. Y ou know me.

Sorry. No admission after midnight without acard.

| never had acard.

Nunne leaned forward, and whispered something in the man's ear. The man's eyes dropped to
the wallet, which Nunne tapped with the head of his cane. He glanced at Sorme.

Ishedl right?

Of course. As sober as| am.

Ten bob each. Member and guest. Sign the book for 'im.

The gtairs were narrow. Sorme was reminded of innumerable coffee barsin Soho and Chelsea
The notice on the door said: The Baaaika Club. Members Only. There was adrawing of abanjo
undernegth.

Sormé'sfirst impression was of alarge room crowded with men and women. The lightswere
shaded with pink paper. On araised platform a quartet of Negroes began to play their instruments, the
music wasjerky, low-pitched, unsoothing to the nerves. A tall man in adinner jacket hurried to meet
them. Hesad:

Good evening, Mr Nunne. And how are you?

Fine, thank you, Mitzi. Lot in tonight.

Ah, yes. Welve been very busy. Thisisyour table, Sir.

He led them across the dance floor to atable in the corner. Nunne pulled the table back for
Sorme, saying:

You goingde, Gerard.

The man asked: What can | order you to drink?



More champagne, | think. Don't you, Gerard?

Sorme said: Anything for me. He would have preferred soda-water, but did not like to ask.

Champagne, please, Mitzi.

While Nunne ordered, Sorme had a chance to look around. He could see nothing unusual in the
appearance of the room, or in the people who danced. No one seemed to be drunk. A few feet awvay
from him aman dressed in evening clotheswas kissng agirl, pressng her head back againgt thewall.
One of hishands, partly concedled by the long tablecloth, lay on her thigh. She broke away from him,
saying in adegp masculine voice:

Lay off, will yer?

Sorme looked away quickly. He found Nunne's eyes regarding him with amusement.

How doyou likeit, Gerard?

| haven't had much chance yt.

Ligten, Gerard, why don't we get away? Right out of England? To some other country.

Y ou suggested that the other night.

Did I? And what did you say?

| can't remember. But it'simpracticable.

Why?

For severd reasons. To begin with, | haven't any money.

| know that! | didn't expect you to pay!

That's even more impracticable!

Why?

Oh. .. | couldn't take your money. Secondly, | don't want to waste time gdlivanting round the
world. I'd rather stay in London and work.

Y ou could work on board ship. Thereld be plenty of time. We could goto India. . .

It was South Americathe other day!

No, India. Let'smakeit India. Y ou know, Gerard, I'd like to go into a Buddhist monastery for a
while. . . You could work therel

I'd rather be in London.

But why?'Y ou admitted to me the other day that you're bored here.

| was. That's quite true.

Arent you Hill?

Well, that's the odd thing, you see, Austin. Ever sncel met you I've been fedling better. . . I've
been getting a sort of sense of purpose.

But you'll be bored againif | go to Indial

Y ou don't understand.

Well, explaintome. . .

Sorme made an effort to push back his drunkenness. His thoughts were clear, but he anticipated
the effort that would be involved in speaking them without durring most of the words.

You seg, it'slikethis, Augtin. Before | met you, | used to fedl. . . no, that's not what | mean.
What | meanis. . . | used to fed purposeless. See?| used to live from day to day. . . Why? Because |
wasdive, andit'seader to live than do anything e se, once youre dive. It wasn't dways like that. But
you know, when | was at work | used to think that the one thing | wanted wasto be free. Free to work
and do as| like. Sometimes, in the evenings, I'd read abook, or listen to a symphony concert, and when
it wastimeto go to bed I'd fed so excited and. . . well, so certain of what | wanted to do with my life,
that | couldn't deep, | just couldn't deep. Wdll, | thought that if | didn't haveto work al day, | could
redlly do everything I'd ever wanted to. Y ou see? | could read those books and listen to those
symphonies at ten in the morning, and be happy and excited before midday, and then writelikea
madman for therest of the day, whiletheinspiration lasted. That'swhat | thought I'd do. . .

But it wasn't likethat, wasit?

No, it wasnt. I'vetold you what it waslike. | got to the stage of living like an animd -- just eating
and deeping, and feeling a contempt for mysalf cover melike soot. | knew that if 1'd got enough money



I'd spend al my days buying books and gramophone records -- or probably, like you, going to hear
Sartrelecturein Paris, hear Cadlassing in Milan.

Touché, dear boy, Austin murmured.

WEéll.. . enough of that. | think I'd just forgottento live. | let mysdlf dip into a state of doppiness
and boredom, that's al. And since I've met you I've begun to recover the old sense of purpose. Oh, it's
not anything very clear. It'sjust a sense of excitement, like being on the point of discovering something.
But it'sgenuine dl right. And you started it, but it's nothing to do with you persondly.

Oh, | see. ..

Don't takethat personaly. I'd be very sorry if you went away. . .

Nunnesad gloomily:

Be careful. One of these days, you might be glad to run away from those glimpses of purpose.

Why?

Nunne seemed suddenly sober. He stared at the tablecloth. He said:

It depends what you pay for them. . . Isanything the matter? Y ou look rather pale.

I'm feding alittle sick. It'sthis hest, | think.

Can | get you anything? Try an angostura. | dways have onewhen | fed sick.

No, thanks. | think | might go outside. . .

Theresadoor next to the lavatory. It will take you into abackyard. Have asit down out there.

Sorme said: Thanks.

The dancing stopped, and he stood up, hoping to get an unobstructed passage to the door.
Unfortunatdy, the music darted again immediately. Nunne sad:

Listen, Gerard. If you fed sick, go up the fire escape, and into the second door on the left. Y oull
find a bathroom.

Thanks, Audtin.

He pushed hisway to the door, feding the sweat standing out on hisface. The night air was cold.
Hefdt better intheyard. It was asif something flat and dive, something with legs, turned itself dowly in
the pit of hisstomach.

The yard seemed completely black when he came out. He found the fire escape, and sat down
on the bottom step. As he sat there, he heard amovement in the far corner of the yard, and whispering.
Hefdt too sick to worry, leaning his cheek againgt the cold iron of therail.

On the other side of the wall atrain whistled and released steam, startling him. Drops of water fell
on hisface. The sky was clear, full of stars. On the other side of the door the music sounded exhausted
and inconsequent.

Someone crossed the yard towards him. A man'svoice sad:

Listen, would you mind going away?

A face wasthrugt close to him; the breath smelt of tobacco and garlic. It wastoo much for him.
Hejumped to hisfeet and turned his back away from the man asthe first heave came. Hewas sick, his
head pressed againgt the wall, tasting S multaneoudy champagne, whisky and asparagus. He felt akind of
incredulity, wondering how he could ever have swalowed these things, things that now seemed wholly
revolting, that he could not imagine himsdlf at any time finding pleasant. The stupidity of drinking
champagne when he had no desire to drink aso overwhelmed him. He heard the man recrossthe yard,
and say:

Oh, Chrigt, hessick. Let's get out.

Footsteps crossed the yard. Another male voice said:

Let'sgo somewhereelse.

They went through the door. He felt a smouldering loathing of them for being there at dl, and a
deep relief when they were gone. He lurched across to the fire escape and sat down again, glad of the
cold that now came through his clothing. His stomach till twitched ashetried to forget it. He spat, and
wiped the swest off hisface with hishands. He knew it was coming again, and wished it would al come
at once and get it over with, and realised the extent to which his somach rebelled at the quantity of
acohol. When it cameto a head, he stood up and leaned over therall, the heat rising in waves from his



stomach like fever. He stood there for saveral minutes, coughing and trying to make it subside, thinking:
Never again, never again, fegling the tears cold on his eyelashes. Findly, he sat down again. The swesat
chilled on his neck and belly. He heard someone outside in the passageway, and was afraid they were
coming into the yard. No one came, but the thought worried him. He stood up, trying to remember the
ingtructions Austin had given him to find the bathroom. The door &t the top of thefirst flight of stairswas
locked. He climbed dowly up the next flight, stopping once to stare out over the railway siding that was
now visible. The door stood open; he went through into alighted passageway. The door of the bathroom
stood open. He switched on the light, and locked himsdlf in. He crossed to the lavatory and sat on the
pan, leaning his back againgt the pipe. He felt like Stting there for the rest of the night. The heat was il
risng from hisbody. Theroom smelt of primroses, and he didiked this. The twitching of his stomach
made his breathing convulsive. He sat there for about a quarter of an hour, with no desreto move,
garing at the threefold greasdline in the cracked enamel surface of the bath. Then it came again, and he
knelt on thefloor, vomiting into the lavatory, now bringing up nothing but small quantities of abitter liquid,
which he spat againgt the pattern of blue flowersthat decorated the insde of the pan. He thought: Christ
what have | doneto my stomach, that it doesthisto me? His knees began to hurt, and he pulled over a
bathmat covered with rubber nipples, and did it under his shins. When the sickness subsided he pulled
the chain and stretched out on the floor, resting his head on the mat. Someone tried the bathroom door,
then went away. Helay 4ill for another ten minutes, and came closeto fdling into adoze.

Nunne'svoice caled: Gerard, are you in there?

Yes.

Areyou dl right?

No. Hegrinned to himsdlf.

May | comein?

He pulled himsdf dowly to hisfeet, wishing Nunne would go away, and unlocked the door.
Nunne camein.

Areyou dl right?

Sormesaid thickly:

| have been sick threetimes. | suspect | am going to be sick three times more.

He sat on the edge of the bath.

Would you like me to drive you home?

| just want to stay here -- that's dl. For awhile.

Poor Gerard! I'm terribly sorry. Y ou do look ill.

Sorme thought with fury: Bloody stupid comment. He said:

Just let me donefor awhile, please.

All right. Look, I've got anidea. I'll be back soon. Lock the door again.

Sorme leaned forward and locked the door behind him. He sat down on the floor, and buried his
facein his hands. He noticed that his hands were dirty, probably with dust from the fire escape, and
realised that he must have transferred agreat dedl of it to hisface. He felt no desire to stand up and find
out by ingpecting hisfacein amirror. The room was cold, and a draught came from under the door. He
was glad of it. Hewas afraid he was going to be sick again; his ssomach lurched threateningly when he
thought inadvertently of food.

Nunne called:

It'sme. May | comein?

He opened the door again, getting aglimpse, ashe did so, of hisfacein the shaving mirror. He
looked like acodminer. Thetears had cut paths through the dirt.

Listen, Gerard, I'vefixed up so that you can deep here. They've got an empty room. Do you fed
like coming up now?

I'd better wash my face.

Don't worry. Therell be awashbasin in your room. Come on.

Sormefollowed him up aflight of Sairs. Hesad:

Y ou shouldn't have bothered. I'll be dl right in haf an hour. | could go home.



No need. It'sdl fixed.

Nunne turned round, and added in alower voice:

I'm staying too, anyway.

Sorme did not answer. He was thinking: Nowhere near me, | hope. Asif Nunne guessed his
thought, he added:

I'll bein the room below you. So knock the floor if you want anything.

Sorme felt suddenly ashamed for the didike he was beginning to fed. He said: Thanks.

* * *

It was better in the dark. After haf an hour the sickness subsided, and left him feeling completely
rested. It was a curious silence, compounded of exhaustion and strength. He was glad to lietherein the
big double bed, hearing faintly shreds of music, tinny and far off. There was awindow in the roof above
his head, although no starlight penetrated the dusty glass. In spite of the tiredness, the sense of interior
power that had been with him all day was gill there. There was a so a sense of unconnectedness, asif
nothing that had ever happened to him had redlly happened. He thought vaguely: Good title for abook:
things do not happen. He felt that even the prospect of his own death would leave him unmoved, certain
that nothing fina and irrevocable could happen. When he thought of Austin he felt pity, thinking: too
involved. Hewill never be free. He doesn't redise that things don't happen, that nobody isredly himslf,
that manis God in abox.

The bedclothes were thin and light, but he was not cold. He dept for alittle, but woke again,
fedling that it was somehow a pity to deep and waste the feding of certainty. A few seconds later he dept
again anyway, and dreamed of Nunne: Nunne was standing on the rooftop of ahousein Berkeley
Square, and shrieking like Petrouchka at the night sky. He woke abruptly, deeply aware of Nunne,
feding his presence in the room. There was no one. Nunne had stood there, hisarmsflailing, shouting
something at the sky; below, the crowds watched his protesting silhouette; many shouted, urging him to
jump. But Nunne would not jump; Sorme was certain of it, and the certainty made him glad. In the empty
house below, he hurried up uncarpeted stairs, hoping to reach the roof before it happened, feding a
happy excitement, certain now that there would be alight of prophecy over London, from Idington to
Marylebone, from Primrose Hill to St John's Wood, and hanging like ared sun over Kensington
Gardens. Nunne wouldn't jump. He would stand there, Augtin, Vadav, Petrouchka, above the rooftops.
But he was not in an empty house. Hewasin abrothel, lying in an attic room. And Austin was there.

He was standing by the window, staring out. In the fault dawnlight, the big naked body |ooked
like amarble statue. The shoulders were broad; rounded muscle, a dancer's shoulders.

Sorme could not see his eyes. They would be stone eyes, not closed, immoabilein the haf light,
nor like the eyes of the priest, grey in the ugly gargoyle'sface. When he closed his own eyes he saw the
dancer, the big body, moving without effort through the air, dowly, unresisted, then coming to earth, as
dlent asashadow. It was very clear. Theface, dim and muscular, bending over him, achaplet of rose
leaveswoven into the hair, afaun'sface, the brown anima eyes smiling at him, beyond good and evil.

Cold the dawnlight on marble roofs, more red than thejazz. Y ou're gonnamiss me, honey. Glass
corridorsleading nowhere,

And then the legp, violent asthe sun on ice, beyond the bed, floating without noise, on, through
the open window.

The excitement rosein him like afire. The rose, bloodblack in the silver light, now reddening in
the dawn that blows over Paddington's rooftops. Ending. A rose thrown from an open window, curving
high over London'swaking rooftops, then faling, its petals|oosening, into the grey soiled waters of the
Thames

He wanted to say it, with thefull shock of amazement: So that's who you arel

Certain now, as never before, the identification complete.

It was till there as he woke up, the joy and surprise of the discovery, fading as he looked around
the lightening room. He said dloud: Vadav.



PART TWO

CHAPTER ONE

Hisroom felt cold, and somehow unoccupied. He it the gas under the kettle, and lay down on
the bed, hiseyes closed. It was a quarter past seven; it had taken him just over an hour to walk from
Paddington. He felt weak and tired, but curioudly a peace. He wondered whether Nunne would find the
note he had |ft on the pillow; he had seen no one as he lft the house.

In the room underneath aradio was playing. He heard aman's voice call: What have you done
with the plug off my dectric razor? The sky outsde the window was heavy with rain clouds and dawn. It
was the first time for many months that he had been awake so early, and the sensation brought a certain
freshness with it, and the thought of charladiesin the Mile End Road catching City busesand of menin
overdlscarrying lunch tins. Therain clouds hung low, like smoke.

He made teaand sat on the bed to drink it, covering his knees with the eiderdown. The room
was chilly, even with the gasfire burning. Heread till he heard the eight o'clock pipsfrom theradio
below.

He met the German girl on hisway back from the bathroom. She said:

There'saletter on the table for you.

Oh, thanks.

The neat handwriting on the envel ope was strange to him, but he recognised the heading on the
notepaper. The typed message read:

Thereis something | would like to talk to you about. Could you ring me when you receivethis,
please? Gertrude Quincey.

Thefirg-floor tenant, carrying a briefcase, pushed past him, saying irritably: Excuse me. Sorme
moved automatically, staring at the two lines of type, frowning with the effort to guess what Miss Quincey
could want. He pulled a handful of change out of his pocket, and found four pennies. As the number
began to ring, he experienced a sudden misgiving about the earliness of the hour.

A woman'svoice sad: Hello?

Gertrude?

Whoisit?

Gerard Sorme.

Hello, Gerard! ThisisCaroline.

Héllo, sweet. What are you doing there?

Having breskfast right at this moment.

Wheré€syour aunt?

In the garden. Hold on amoment and I'll get her. . .

Wait. Don't go yet. When am | going to see you?

That's up to you.

Could you make it tomorrow night?

l. .. Herecomes Aunt Gertrude.

He heard her say:

It's Gerard, Aunt.

Miss Quincey'svoice sad:

Hello, Gerard.

I'vejust got your |etter.



Y es. I'm glad you rang. When will you be free to come over?

Her voice was as detached as areceptionist's making an appointment.

Whenyoullike. . . moreor less.

Could you cometoday for lunch?

| expect so. Isit anything very important?

I'll explain when | seeyou.

All right. See you then. By theway. . .

Yes?

Will there be anyone el sethere?

No.

Ah. .. well, seeyou later. Bye-bye.

He hung up, feding dightly foolish. He had half suspected it might be to meet some Jehovah's
Witness colleague.

The girl came past him, carrying an armful of sheets. She said: Y ou're up early today.

I'm reforming. The dean, hedthy life.

He locked the door of hisroom behind him, and lay on the bed. He felt suddenly very tired. The
ideaof lunch with Miss Quincey did not gpped to him, nor the thought that Oliver Glasp was coming for
supper. He would have to buy food and wine, to go to the bank, to sweep and tidy his room.

Stll thinking about it, hefdl adeep.

When he woke up, it was haf past twelve. For amoment he could not think what timeit was, or
what he was doing there. His head was till thick with deep. When he remembered the lunch
gppointment hefelt no inclination to get up. Findly, he sat on the edge of the bed and ran hisfingers
through his hair. The gasfire fill burned; the room was airless. Sitting there, he noticed something white
sticking under the door. He crossed the room, walking heavily, like adrunken man, and picked it up. On
the back of atorn Woodbine packet someone had written: Miss Denbigh phoned. She will come
tomorrow evening.

In the bathroom he plunged hisface into abowl of cold water and blew vigoroudly, to clear his
head. He stripped to the waist and washed, then changed his shirt and trousers and hurried out of the
house. It wasfive minutesto one. He felt light-headed, asif he had just risen from asix weeks spdl ina
hospital bed. He resented the daylight and the noise of traffic. Something inside him wanted to shrink into
atight ball. At the bank he withdrew five pounds, but only after the cashier had pointed out that he had
forgotten to sign the cheque.

Herang her doorbell with asharp jab of histhumb, feding unreasonably irritated with her for
laying clam to histime. As soon as he saw her the tension disgppeared. She smiled happily at him:

Hello, Gerard. I've just rung your lodgingsto seeif you'd forgotten to come.

I'm awfully sorry. | fell adeep and didn't wake up till haf an hour ago.

That'sdl right. Take your coat off. Areyou on your bicycle? Sit down. A glass of sherry?

No, thanks. | think I'd better lay off it for today.

Why?

| fed fragile. | wasup latelast night.

With Audtin?

Yes.

He wondered about the meaning of the look she gave him. She said:

Well, sit down, anyhow. I'll bring you some soup in amoment.

The radio was relaying a concert. He closed his eyes, listening to the Mozart concerto, and
wished he was at home and in bed. He remembered Caroline, but the thought of having her in hisroom
gave him no pleasure. It only brought the reflection that he would have to change the sheets on his bed,
which would mean cycling to the laundry. His thoughts switched to Nunne, and his dream of the night
before; it seemed meaningless. He ft irritated with them dl, with Miss Quincey, Augtin, Caroline, Glasp.
He thought, with closed eyes. What have | to do with the bloody fools? The resentment brought alonging
for solitude, and avague wish for some intenser form of existence.



Soup?

Thanks. Aren't you edting?

In amoment. I've had my soup. Do you want atray?

No, thanks. I'll go to thetable.

The first mouthful of tomato soup brought akeen pleasure that made him want to laugh. His
stomach relaxed with gratitude, and an inner peace passed over him like awind, giving asense of some
secret glimpsed and recognised. Miss Quincey asked:

Do you mind coming to et in the kitchen? When you've finished your soup, of course.

Thanks.

The kitchen was warm; the windows were obscured by amist of condensed steam. The concert
was il audible through an extension loudspeaker abovethetable.

| hope you like kidneys? It'skidney pie.

He swalowed the first mouthful, and found it good. He said:

When are you going to tell me why you wanted me to come?

Afterwards.

Helooked at her, hearing the hurried note of arepressed anxiety in her voice. He said:

All right.

She ate without raising her eyes. The brown woollen dress she was wearing moulded itsdlf to her
figure, and had the effect of making him aware that her face seemed older than her body. She looked up
suddenly and caught him staring at her. She said criticaly:

Youdon't look at al well.

| fed dl right.

It wastrue; therewas only ill the fatigue, adesire to close his eyes and retreat from the
necessity of focusing his attention.

Wherewereyou last night?

Atsomeclub. ..

What club?

Just anight club.

Y ou shouldn't let Austin drag you to clubs.

No.

He suffers from a permanent state of boredom. Y ou ought to know that.

| expect you'reright.

A voice from the loudspeaker announced that the last item on the programme would be the
Prokofiev fifth symphony. Sorme said:

Good. My favourite symphony. Will it go up louder?

He wanted an excuse for finishing the meal without further talk. Miss Quincey obediently reached
out and turned up the volume, then ate without speaking. He experienced a sudden flash of affection for
her, looking at her averted face, feding an intuition that she would be easy to hurt.

When hefinished edting, she asked: Fruit?

No, thanks. I'm full. I enjoyed it.

Good.

Hetried to frame some compliment about her cooking, but gave up the effort. Watching her fill
the kettle, he reflected gloomily that her cooking had given her aright to lecture him. It would aso be
impossible, after such amed, to refuse to attend at least one of her Bible classes. He had cometo the
conclusion that this was what she wanted to talk to him about.

Would you like to listen to the music in the other room? I'll bring in coffeein amoment.

When she camein twenty minutes later he was adeep in front of the dectric fire. Ontheradio
someonewas giving atalk on gardening. He woke up as she switched it off. The noise of rain on the
windows became audible; the wind wasblowing it in flurries. He said ruefully:

I'm afraid I'm arotten guest. | can hardly keep awake.

He sugared the coffee from the bowl she held ouit.



What happened last night?

Oh, | drank too much. . . and got sick.

Isthet dl?

Heglanced a her in surprise.

Yes. What else did you think?

| don't know.

He could not see her face clearly as she sat down; the hdf light of the December afternoon filled

the room with shadows. He watched her, waiting for her to speak, and finding it difficult to keep his
eydidsfrom dropping. The slence lengthened. She asked findly:

mind.

Doyoumindif | ask some rather frank questions?
No. Go ahead.
He could fed rather than see her hesitation. A suspicion took shape, and sparked across his

How well do you know Augtin?

He said honestly: | don't know. Why?

She began to stir her coffee quickly and nervoudy, now staring into hisface. He said:

What isit you think | ought to know about Austin?

When she spoke, her voice was dightly breathless. It made him fed asif she waslooking down

from aheight that frightened her.

Do you. . . know why Augtin has never married?

He sat up in the chair, the suspicion expanding into astartled incredulity. He answered quickly:

| expect he doesn't like girls.

He watched her, now completely awvake, sensing what was about to come, and fegling no desire

to help her. He wanted to see how she would manage it. She asked, after asilence:

Do you understand me?

I'm not sure. What are you asking me?

l...it'svery difficult for me. ..

Well, how about coming right out with it? Who's been talking to you about Augtin?
Y ou mugtn't mention thisto him.

No.
Wédll. . . Brother Robbins.
What on earth does he know?

She seemed glad to be back on solid ground again.
He hasto do alot of socid work -- door to door. And when he met Austin for thefirst time --

two weeks ago -- he thought he'd seen him somewhere. He didn't tell me at the time, but he made
enquiries. . .

Yes

...and found that Austin is quite well known in certain circlesthat are. . . known to the police.
Criminas?

Ohnao!

Irritated into impatience, Sorme said bluntly:

Y ou mean homosexuals?

She said weskly:

Yes.

Y our Brother Robbins soundslike asilly gossip, Sorme said curtly.

Oh no. Hethought | ought. . .

Her voicetailed off; the effort to get it dl out had made it tremble noticeably. She asked findly:
Itistrue, then?

Yes.

And you've known dl thetime?

Mogt of it. But what does it matter?



Shewaslooking at him steadily now, and he could sense the confusion of fedingsthat wastrying
to find expresson. He sad:

Let me answer the question that'sin your mind. I'm not homosexua myself.

Shesad, blushing:

| knew that.

Did you? How?

l...you...

It made him wonder suddenly if she had noticed his speculative looks at her figure. But she went
on, with akind of hopelessnessin her voice:

Perhaps| didn't know. | just assumed.

His hodtility dissolved in the face of her bewilderment. He would have liked to put hisarms
around her. He said:

Look here, therésno sensein getting excited about it. I've known about it since | first met
Audtin, but it didn't worry me. After dl, it'shisown business. | like him because. . . well, werre both
writers, we've got alot in common. And. . . hesanice person.

But. . . don't you think it matters?

Do you mean, do | think it'swicked? No, not especidly. I'm glad I'm not homosexua mysdlf, but
after dl it'samatter of taste. | know that some people seem to be homosexual out of sheer
worthlessness. But others seem to be born likeit. . .

He was remembering, as he talked, the impatience that held fdlt last time he had been here, his
irritation in the face of her self-assurance. Now the self-assurance had collapsed, and he felt no better
about it. The reversal wastoo complete.

Are peopleredly born likeit?

Of course! Didn't you know?

No, I. .. | never met anyonelikeit before. Do you think Austin was always like that?
| should think it likely. | don't know him well enough. What sort of achild washe? Washea
mother's pet?

Ohyes, very much. But why?

Oh, it could have something to do with it.

He began to talk, as detachedly as possible, about statistics of homosexudlity, factors of
childhood influence, of sex hormones, trying to see her face in the haf light. She listened without
interrupting. When he paused, waiting for her to speak, she asked abruptly:

Could he be cured?

| don't know. It'srather late. Probably he doesn't want to be cured. Besides, that's not
necessarily Augtin'sreal problem. He acceptsit, yet something still worries him.

What do you think?

| don't know. Many homosexuals lead quite ordinary lives. They sometimes settle down with a
boy friend, and live like any married couple.

Don't people notice?

Sometimes. But there's nothing very strange about two men sharing aflat.

But you think Austin fed s guilty about it?

No. There'sjust something about him that makes him nervous and restless. | don't know what it
is. Something torments him. Whatever it is, it drives him into thislone-wolf attitude. | don't think he could
ever livewith anyone.

She said with astonishment:

| should hope not! What would his poor parents think?

Hesad, amiling:

That's another question | can't answer. | can only tell you what any doctor or psychiatrist would
tell you -- that it's not necessarily amatter of mora turpitude.

She sad hestantly:

TheBibleforbidsit. . .



No doubt it does. The Bibleforbidsfornication and alot of other thingsthat go on dl thetime.
That doesn't make them right!

No, you'reright; it doesn't. But men and women can get married and legalise it. Homosexuas
can't. So what can be done?

She sat, staring into the red bars of the fire. The only sound in the room was the drumming of
rain. Sorme stared out into the garden; from where he was sitting he could see his bicycle, covered with
the yellow cycling cape. Under the dead sky the lawn, sprinkled with rotting leaves, looked asforbidding
asano-man's-land. The darkness and rain aroused in him a sensation of comfort. Looking at Miss
Quincey, he considered the possibility of kissing her, just to see how she would react. She gave him the
impression that she was confronting a problem that she wasincapable of grasping, and that now nothing
would surprise her. She asked:

Couldn't we persuade him to see a psychiatrist? Just on the off-chance of getting acure?

You could try.

| wonder if his parents suspect? But no, they couldn't. . .

They might.

Shewas amogt taking to hersdlf; hereplied only for the sake of politeness. She said:

Hewas always a strange child. He had a crud stresk.

Sorme asked with interest:

Did he? How?

Not red crudty; just asort of impulsivething. . .

How?

He once pushed the gardener's boy off the roof of the shed, and broke hisarm. And he had a
curiousdidike of dolls.

Woas he often crudl?

Not often, no. But he had asort of. . . dark side to his character. Hed go into sulksfor dayson
end and refuse to be coaxed out of them. He could never keep toys for more than afew hours -- he had
to break them. And he didn't get on with other children because he sometimestried to hurt them or break
their toys. It wasthe same kind of thing as hisdidike of dalls.

Whose dolls?

Any little girl's. He once smashed a beautiful doll that belonged to his cousin Jane -- an enormous
doll that came from Austria. He smashed it with ahammer. He broke al my dalls. . .

Y ou played with dolls? Sorme asked, smiling.

Not then. But | had dollsthat lay around in some old cupboard. Austin discovered them and tore
them to pieces.

He sounds quite adelinquent!

Oh no! Hewasn't likethat al thetime. It was just occasionally -- ademon seemed to get into
him. And when that happened, he became a different person.

But why do you think he smashed dolls?

| don't know. He gets bored so easily. And when he gets bored, | think he has an impulseto do
something violent. He's quite capable of asking you to pack abag and go off to the other sde of the
worldwithhim. ...

He hasl

What did you say?

| refused. I've other thingsto do.

Good. Y ou must be very firmwith him. Y ou could be agood influence on him. . . if you don't let
him lead you dong hisown paths.

Hewon't lead me any further than | want to go!

She seemed to read another threat in this. She asked doubtfully:

Don't you think it might be better if you stopped seeing him?

What should | do instead? Come and see you?
Hesad it teasingly; to hissurprise, she answered with gravity:



Y ou could if you wanted to.

He stared at her, trying hard to see the expression on her face. He said:

I'd enjoy that.

But what are we going to do about Austin?

| don't understand you. There's nothing we can do. Anyway, I'm afraid | ought to go now.

Right now?1t's il raining.

l... 1 wanted to get abath. | fed like ahaystack. And I've got to cook supper for someone
later. Excuse me,

He stood up and went out of the room.

Ashe came out of the bathroom, she called:

By theway, Gerard?

Yes?

Wouldn't you rather have abath here?

No, redly, thanks. . .

Her suggestion embarrassed him for some reason.

Isit easy to get abath where you live? Isthere always hot water?

Therésageyser -- you put abobinit. . .

When he thought of the bathroom, with its door panelled in brown glass and the deep,
old-fashioned bath that could be filled with infinite downess from the temperamental water hegter, he
began to fed that Miss Quincey's suggestion had much to be said for it. She said:

It sounds ridiculoudly troublesome. 1t would be so much easier here.

Would it be any trouble?

None whatever.

Well -- in that case, thank you. . .

As he undressed, heimagined that Gertrude Quincey had become his mistress, and that he was
living here. For some reason, it was very easy to imagine. Except, of course, for Caroline. . . Caroline
was a problem. He thought about it as he rleased himself cautioudy into the warm water. Five years of
cdlibacy, of partial boredom, of the unsuccessful attempt to harvest his own solitude. Then abruptly
involvement, too many people, and two potential mistresses. Caroline offered hersaf with curious
frankness. It was the kind of thing one imagined might happen in daydreams; when it happened, it was
amogt impossibleto resist. Y et in many ways Gertrude was the more attractive of the two. The challenge
was grester.

He helped himsdlf to bath salts from the row on the window-sill; they smdlt of lemon. Ashe
replaced the jar, he heard a sound of singing. He listened carefully, and redlised it was Miss Quincey. A
moment later she stopped. He sat there, straining his ears to catch the sound above the noise of water
refilling the hot tank. It was difficult to imagine Miss Quincey snging to hersaf, especidly after their
conversation.

Ashedried himsglf, he could hear her moving about in the room next door. Thiswas the room
Caroline dept in. He combed hiswet hair, humming atheme from the Prokofiev symphony, and
wondered how he could get to know more about Gertrude Quincey.

He opened the door and stepped out on to the landing. He could hear her now in the room at the
end of the passageway. He moved towardsiit, treading softly on the thick carpet.

She said: Oh, you startled me!

Sorry.

How do you fed now?

Fine. Much better.

She finished spreading the counterpane, and pulled it into position. As she turned, he seized her
around thewaist and lifted her off the ground, doing asingle turn with her before setting her down. He
sd:

| should bath more often.

Thefeding of her body excited him. Her cheekswereflushed. She said:



I'm glad you fedl better.

Hefound it difficult not to reach out for her again. Before he could make up his mind, she went
out of the door, saying:

Comeaong. You shouldn't bein here.

Why not?

Because it's my bedroom.

That's no reason.

She said: Peoplewouldnt likeit.

He followed her down the Sairs.

People won't know, will they? And it's none of their business, anyway.

Perhaps not.

She went ahead of him into the kitchen. He had begun to fed asif he was pursuing her, so he
restrained himsdf from following her, and went instead into the Sitting-room. There he sat trying to read a
newspaper, while his thoughts recurred congtantly to thefedling of holding her, and to the fact that she
had made no protest. The uncertainty made him restless; he began to fed annoyed with himself. A
moment |ater she opened the hatch between the kitchen and the sitting-room, asking:

Would you like a cup of teabefore you go?

Er. . . thanks. What are you doing now?

Washing up.

Canl hep?

No, thank you. Thereé'sadmost nothing.

He went into the kitchen, and found her at the sink, wearing aplastic apron. She said:

Y ou needn't have come. . .

No?

He came up behind her, and put hisarms around her waist from behind, saying:

| wanted to. After that superb medl. . .

Stop it, Gerard!

She made no attempt to push hisarms away. He lowered hisface until his chin rested against the
top of her head.

Do you object?

Of course | object. Do stop it, please.

He released her, and picked up ateatowel.

Doesit make you angry to be touched?

No. .. but it'srather pointless, isn't it?

Her tone was not encouraging, but he had aready made his decison. He said cheerfully:

Oh, I don't know. | must admit | enjoy it.

Don't beslly.

Why sglly?

Just because | invite you to lunch you don't haveto flirt with me.

Hetook the last fork from her, and dried it.

Tell me, Gertrude. . . These Jehovah's Witnesseswho come here. . . don't they ever flirt with
you? | mean the men, of course.

They're mostly married.

Hmmm. What about this artistic set?

What artigtic set?

Austin told meyou have alot of arty-crafty people around.

Shelooked at him with surprise:

| don't know what he's talking about. | know one or two peoplein Hampstead -- aretired
colonel, a publisher's reader.

He suspected that she wastrying to keep the conversation deliberately casua. The kettle was
aready boiling; she sarted to make tea. He asked:



And do you object to being flirted with?

Don't beglly.

That's no answer.

She snapped suddenly:

No, | don't mind. But it'srather pointless, isn't it?

| don't know.

He was sitting on the edge of the table. As she turned hetried to take hold of her again. She

twisted away and pushed his arms down.

Do stop it, Gerard! | redlly don't know what's making you behave likethis.

Hesad, laughing:

Half an hour ago you thought | might be homosexud!

| didn't! That'suntrue! | never thought so for asingle moment.

Good. Solong asI'm sure.

She poured milk from the bottle into the jug with an indignant jerk of her wrist. The milk shot

over therim of the jug and splashed on thetray. She said:

Ohredly, Gerard!
He was on the point of saying 'It's your own fault!" when she turned on him suddenly. To his

surprise, he saw shewas on the point of tears. She said:

Do please sopit!
All right. . . I'm sorry. | didn't mean to upset you.
He had started to suspect that she was secretly enjoying his attemptsto flirt with her; her distress

bewildered him. He turned and went into the other room, and dropped on to the settee. Her attitude was
not entirely a disadvantage. At least it helped in some ways to destroy the formality that had made him so
irritable last time he came. He picked up the newspaper and tried to concentrate. The article he began to
read stated that people use three times as many facia musclesin frowning asin smiling, and that therefore
one saves energy by smiling. He folded the paper and hurled it at the armchair opposite and scowled into
the bars of thefire, wondering what to say to her when she camein. She was along time bringing the tea.
He began to wonder if she wanted him to go without seeing her. A moment later she camein, pushing the

trolley.

I'm sorry I've been so long.

He said automaticaly: Y ou haven't.

He watched her pouring the tea without spesking. When she handed him his cup, he said:
| really don't understand you.

She sugared her own teawithout looking at him.

| don't understand you!

You redly find it repellent to be touched?

Of course | don't! It'sjust that. . . it'sSlly to start behaving like that.

Likewhat? he said, determined to be uncooperative.

I'd rather talk. . . aswe did the other night. . . about sensible things.

He said reasonably: | like talking with you too.

Then let'sgo on like that!

But | dso liketouching you. It gives me pleasure.

He could fed her uncertainty, and he pressed the advantage. He leaned forward, smiling at her,

andsad:

Even the other night, when we were talking, | kept thinking how pleasant it'd be to put my arms

round your wai<.

She dropped her eyesto the cup.

But why?

Because| find you very attractive.

Shelooked into hisface serioudy; her impatience had vanished. She sad:
Butit'sslly, Gerard!



Why?

Because. . . What could come of it?

He shrugged: | don't know.

Nothing. Nothing at al. I'd like to be your friend -- but you're agreat deal younger than| am. . .

He decided abruptly to force theissue.

Y ou'd like meto stop coming here?

No, of course| wouldn't! | liketo talk to you. | think. . . I think that you're a serious person and
you're searching for something. . . and I'd liketo help you find it. Because I'm older than you and. . . I've
been through it mysdlf. . . and | could help you. . . But we ought to be serious about it.

Hesad, shrugging:

In that case, there's not much more to say.

Why?

Hefinished drinking histea. He felt that the conversation had reached its natura conclusion, and
that there was no point in going on. He said bluntly and dogmaticaly:

I've been done for five years now. | can go on being done for another five, or for another fifty if
it comesto that. | don't need helping and never have. | like seeing you, but if you're going to start drawing
linesand setting limits, I'd rather chuck it l.

He set his cup back on the tray. She asked:

More?

Helooked at hiswatch, saying:

No, thanks. I'd better go.

Shesad quietly: Let'snot quarrel.

All right.

It made no difference to hisfeding of having reached an end. She said:

Have another cup of tea.

All right.

She poured it, and handed it to him. He drank it in silence. She began to speak, hesitantly:

| know you've been adone. | don't want to. . . try to interfere. Y ou've got so used to the feding of
having to fight the battle a one that you've become suspicious of other people. Y ou've become hardened
to them. But | know you're not redlly hard. . . | know you've alot of sengtivity. . . Perhapsyou'reredlly
afraid of being hurt. . .

Her tendency to use phrases like 'searching for something' and 'fight the battl€' made him wince
inwardly, and increased hisimpatience. He began to wonder if she saw his attemptsto flirt with her as
some kind of complicated defence against her. He interrupted her:

My desireto steer clear of your Jehovah's Witnessesisn't afear of being hurt. It'safear of being
bored.

For amoment, he wondered if he'd gonetoo far. But her face showed no sign of offence. She
said reasonably:

| haven't tried to make you meet them, have 1?

No. That'strue.

He stood up.

I'mafrad I'll have to go.

Her face was troubled as shelooked at him; he could tell that she was trying to gauge how far he
wasimpatient with her. She said hesitantly:

Y ou do understand, don't you?

Yes, | understand.

Y ou won't speak to Audtin. . .?

No.

Shefollowed him out into the hall. He buttoned his raincoat and belted it, then extracted the beret
from the pocket. The slence hung between them, the silence in which there would normdly have been
thanks and disclaimers, vague arrangements to meet again. The Situation seemed so full of latent comedly,



of which shewas completely unaware, that he found it difficult not to smile. As he opened the door, she
said: Goodbye, Gerard.

Bye-bye,

Heturned to her, took her by thewaist, and pulled her to him. He felt her tiffen for amoment,
then give way. She moved her face dightly so that hislipstouched her cheek. He held them therefor a
moment, feding the warmth of triumph gtir, then released her. He turned away from her and went out of
the door without looking back. He walked cautioudy acrossthe wet lawn in case he dipped and spoiled
the exit.

Asthebicycle free-wheeled down East Heath Road, he experienced a pure eation. He said
aoud: You bloody foal. It'stime you grew up!

The church clock chimed four as he passed the Chalk Farm Underground. The sight of the
grocer's shops reminded him that he till had to buy food for Glasp. He bought a half pound of gammon
and four tins of vegetables, and packed them in his saddlebag. As he was abouit to ride off again he
noticed the headline of the evening paper indde the station. He dropped twopence halfpenny into thetin
and took one. The bold type read:

HASKILLER MOVED TO GREENWICH?

Aware of the unease that moved hisboweds, he leaned againgt the wall, readingit.

"The body of ayoung woman was found in a disused warehouse near Greenwich Reach this
morning. Early this afternoon she was identified by her hushand as Doris Elizabeth Marr,
twenty-five-year-old housewife of Albury Street, Deptford. The husband, Reginald Marr, 26, who
works nightsin a Deptford laundry, told police that hiswife had set out &t ten last night to visit her mother
inWoolwich. . .

Hiseyestraveled to the bottom of the column: "The people south of theriver are asking
themsealves the question: Has the Whitechape killer decided to move?

A peculiarly unpleasant sensation touched him with disgust: it was a haot, sticky fedinginthe area
of hisstomach.

At Kentish Town station he bought the other two evening papers and stuffed them in arall into
his pocket. Somehow, the fedling of disgust affected the satisfaction he felt whenever he thought of
Gertrude Quincey. He found it difficult to understand the sense of foreboding the news report produced.

Back in hisroom, he sat on the bed and read dl three accounts of the murder carefully. One of
them carried afull-length article with adiagram of the Site of the murder; the writer asked how amarried
woman had been lured so far off her norma route from Deptford to Woolwich, and seemed inclined to
doubt whether the murderer was the Whitechape! killer.

It was il only four-thirty; Glasp was not expected for another two hours. When he closed his
eyes, theimage of Gertrude Quincey'sface cameto him, the mouth soft, the eyes dightly frightened. It
was the way awoman might look before she grasped the intention behind the violence of the man who
intended to kill her. Hetried hard to dismiss her face, and watched it re-form every time he closed his
eyes. Hiswhole body lurched with pity and repugnance; he reached out for the bookcase, and took the
first book hisfingers met; it was Merton's Seven Sory Mountain. He started to read, but found it hard
to concentrate. Finally, he laid the book on the floor, and closed his eyes again.

Therewas nothing at first. The deep was clear, without images. Then he began to seeit: inthe
half darkness, in awarehouse, an animd like a crab; something flat with prehensle clawvs. Hewas aware
of nothing ese; only the crablike cresture, moving slently into the haf light; moving strangedly, obliquely,
but with intention, entirely itsdlf, possessed by an urge that wasitsidentity, entire unification of itsbeingin
onededire, oneludt, acertainty. It was not aman; it was what was insde aman as he waited.

* k* %



He heard someone knocking on the door downgtairs as he peeled the potatoes. He called: Hello.

Glagp'svoicesad: Ah, I'mintheright place!

Good. Come on up. I'm just starting to cook supper.

Glasp stepped cautioudy up the stairs, lowering his head as he came to the bend. Sormefinished
dicing the potatoes, and poured them into the seething nut oil in the chip pan. Glasp picked up an old
newspaper from the table and scanned the front page with perfunctory interest; he sat with hisfeet thrust
out, his shoulders against thewall. His face looked as pale and unshaven as on the previous day. Sorme
noticed that his socks were of different colours. He said:

| see that the Whitechapel murderer seemsto have changed hisfield of activity. . .

What?

Haven't you seen the papers?

No.

A woman in Greenwich has been assaulted and killed. The police seem to think it'sthe same
man. . .

Greenwich? Glasp said. | don't believeit. It can't be the same man.

Why not? What makes you think he's sticking to Spitalfields?

Glasp shrugged.

| don't know. But he's stuck pretty close so far, hasn't he?

Y es. But surdly that's agood reason for moving? Whitechape'll soon be too hot to hold him.
What makes you think held want to stay there? Do you think he's looking for something in Whitechapel ?

Glagp sad:

Now, | don't know, do I? Y our guessisasgood as mine. | heard a bloke today who seemed to
think it was the Fascists out to terrorise the Jews.

Where did you hear that?

Oh, some bloke up on aplatform this morning. Communist.

But were any of the victims Jewish?

| dunno. | don't think so.

But you don't think this Greenwich murder isthe same man?

Glasp said impatiently:

Oh now don't ask me! | don't know.

Sorme sensed that hisimpatience was not intended to be offensive, and he suppressed the twinge
of irritation it produced. He had decided that the gpparent rudenessin Glasp's manner was only the result
of too much living done. He said:

| hope he's caught. I'd like to find out who heis.

Glasp looked up a him; he said ironically:

| dare say alot of people fed likethat.

Likewhat?

They want him caught to satisfy their curiogity. Not because he's killing women.

Sorme said serioudy:

| dare say you'reright. After dl, how can anyoneredly identify himsdlf with an East End
progtitute? Most people probably fed that the murderer needs as much pity ashisvictims. At least he's
doing something that most men are capable of. . .

Do you think most men are?

| think so. We're ill anima s with sudden and violent appetites. | can't count the number of times
I've passed awoman in the street and wished | could get her in the dark. Haven't you?

| suppose so. But that's along way from rape. 1'd like to see the man caught because he'sa
menace in the part where | live. Tomorrow it might be somebody | know.

Glasp's northern accent had become more noticeable.

Something in histone impressed Sorme with its seriousness. He said:

| suppose you're right. That's another reason for hoping he's moved to Greenwich.

Wheat difference does it make? Wherever he moves, lives get wasted. People haveto die, just



because a man's something worse than aman, adirty animal, something that only thinks of hisown
pleasure, with no moral sense.

Glasp'stone was so irritable and belligerent that Sorme decided to drop the subject. He made a
menta noteto raiseit again later, when his guest wasin a better mood. He said:

Wéll, let's hope he's caught soon. Shall we go downstairs? These chipsll take another ten
minutes.

He opened the bottle of red wine and poured into two tumblers.

Glagp smacked hislips, saying:

Thisisgood stuff. Very nice. What isit?

He picked up the bottle and looked at the label. Sorme said:

| likewine-- when| can afford it.

Y ou can say that again. | haven't been able to afford anything but Spanish hogwash for five years.

I'll leave you for awhile. Look through my books. Or there are recordsthereif you like music.

He opened the door, and walked into Caroline, who had her hand raised to knock. He said:

Héllo, sweet! | didn't expect you.

| haven't come to stay; don't worry.

She was dready in the room. Sorme said:

Y ou two don't know one another, do you? Oliver Glasp. Caroline Denbigh.

Caodlinesad:

Oh, you're the famous Oliver Glasp! I've met you somewhere before, haven't 1?

Glasp was staring at her, wearing an odd, sulky expression. He said:

| don't know.

The accent became broad, as ddliberate as that of a'Y orkshire comedian. Looking at Caroline,
Sorme found it impossible to imagine why Glasp should seem displeased. She waswearing afur coat,
with afur hood that dmost covered her face. The face, under the fringe of blonde hair, was as pink and
round asadoll's. He said:

Have aglass of wine, sweet?

Ooh, rather!

She pulled back the hood to take her first Sip of wine. She was wearing black gloves. Sorme
sad:

I've got to go and cook some chips. Come on up to the kitchen with me.

When they were alonein the kitchen, she said:

| don't think he likes me much.

Oh, I don't know. His manner's dways abit gruff. He's all right when you get to know him.

Isnt it hot up here?

Takeyour coat off.

No, pet. | won't stay. I'm just on my way to rehearsal and | thought I'd come and say hello. It
doesn't start till eight. | wanted to make sure you hadn't got any other women.

Where have you come from?

Aunt Gertrude's. I'm deeping there tonight.

Ohyes. How isshe?

She'sdl right. What did she want to see you about?

Audin.

Ohyed

Why, what did you think. . .?

Oh, I don't know. She wantsto get you into her Jehovah's Witnesses.

How do you know?

Oh, it's pretty obvious. What did she want to know about Austin?

She'sfound out he's queer. | think she wanted to know if | was.

And what did you say?

| tossed her vigoroudy on the bed and made her think | wasagoat in disguise.



Don't beslly! What did you say?

Oh, nothing. . . | just tried to make her seethat there'd be no point in giving Austin alecture on
the laws of Moses. Shetook it rather well, on the whole.

Tdl meabout it. In detall.

He gave her an account of his conversation with Miss Quincey while he fried the gammon,
stopping at the point where he had abath. She said:

She looked a bit upset when | came home. | wondered what had been going on!

What time was that?

Oh, abouit four.

He shook the chipsin their wire basket until the brown ones came to the top, then immersed
them againin the boiling fat. Hesaid:

Does she know you're here?

No. I've got afedling she'd bejealous.

Why? Do you think she's after me?

| shouldn't think so!

Why, then?

Because she discovered you before | did. | think she wantsyou for her Bible class.

Hmmm.

She had laid her coat over the kitchen chair. She was wearing aplain red dress, with aband of
fur round the neck. He bent and kissed her, and felt the coldness of her lips which gave way immediately
to theingde of her mouth. The familiar reaction of desire came over him; as she stood against him, he
cupped her buttocksin hishands and sirained her thighstight against him. He said, laughing: Bed?

Not now. There's someone in your room!

There won't be tomorrow night.

Y oull haveto wait till tomorrow then, won't you?

He experienced alurch of ddight at her frankness. He said:

Y ou could come back later tonight. . .

| couldn't. Aunt Gertruded get suspicious. Then I'd have to go home to Wimbledon every night. .

The saucepan lid began to jar softly as the steam forced it open. He released her with regret and
turned back to the cooking. She said:
Y ou know, I've met that man somewhere before. . .

Where?

| don't know. Let methink. &t Martin's. . . St Martin's. . .

The Art School ?

No, I. .. It'ssomething to. . . Ah, | remember. The amusement arcade. In the Charing Cross

Road. That'swherel saw him.

That doesn't sound like Oliver!

Yes, it was. I'm sure. He waswith alittle girl, and he started a row about one of the machines --
it didn't work, or something. He was wearing adirty old duffle coat.

What wasthe girl like?

| don't know. | didn't redlly notice her. Quite alittle girl -- about ten or eleven, I'd say.

Attractive?

What, at that age! Y ou don't think he likesthem that young, do you?

| shouldn't think so. But | saw apainting he did of alittle girl -- might be the same one.

Heturned and peered down the stairs, wondering if their voices were audible to Glasp, and
decided not. She asked:

What'sthe time, Gerard?

Ten past seven.

I'd better be off.

Wouldn't you like some supper?



No, thanks. I've had tea.

He took the warm plates from under the grill and used the fish dice to put the bacon on them; he
shook thefat out of the chips, and poured them from the wire basket on to the plates. Caroline said
goprovingly:

Mmmmm! Y ou're quite agood cook. If we ever got married, you'd be useful.

He asked:

Do you want to get married?

She rubbed her head againgt his shoulder.

| wouldn't mind being married to you.

What! On less than aweek's acquai ntance?

As heturned to face her, she put both her armsround his neck; she said softly, defensively:

| don't need to know you for along time. | know what you're like already.

Do you? What am | like?

Wéll, you're good tempered. . . and one day you'll make a huge success.

Hmm. | dunno about the good temper.

She pulled hisface down to her. When he had kissed her, she said:

Shdl | tdl you something? | decided to make abedinefor you thefirst time | met you at Aunt
Gertrude's. | shouldn't redlly tell you that, should 17?

Why not?

It might make you fed chased.

| am chaste.

Not that chaste, Silly! | mean it might make you fed you're being chased.

I'm that too.

| know you are. Doesit worry you?

Not in the least. Look, swest, I've got to take Oliver his dinner. Come and have some more
wine

No. | haven't finished thisyet. Anyway, | don't want to go in there again. I'll say goodbye now.
Don't come down.

As he kissed her, she pressed hersdf againgt him. He was certain she was aware of therising
need in him, yet her body clung to him, infusing its warmth. When she had gone heinhaed deeply, then
expelled the air in along sigh. He felt an ache across his chest and back, asif someone had beaten him
with some padded object. The desire throbbed in him, subsiding.

Glasp was sitting on the bed, reading one of the Notable British Trials. He began to eat quickly,
ravenoudy. After swalowing two mouthfuls, he said, in an oddly throaty voice:

Oaaaaah! | was bloody hungry!

Sorme said smiling: Good.

He was too preoccupied with the thought of Carolineto fed any inclination to talk. They aein
slencefor ten minutes, and Sorme refilled both glasses. Glasp put his empty plate on the floor, and
attracted his attention with agrowl like an animal.

Y ou said you hadn't heard about that last murder of the Ripper?

That'sright.

It's here.

Glasp swallowed, cleared histhroat, then read:

'In the early morning of the 18th of July 1889 an unknown woman was murdered in Castle Alley,
Whitechapd, her injuriesbeing smilar to those sustained by the earlier victims. At 12.15 on the morning
of the murder a police constable had entered the aley and partaken of afrugal supper under alamp. At
12.25 heleft the dley to speak to another constable who was engaged on the same beat. Returning at
12.50 he found the body of awoman under alamp where he had previoudy stood. The ground benegth
the body was quite dry, dthough the clothing of the woman waswet. A shower of rain had falen at
12.40. The murder was therefore committed between 12.25 and 12.40, when the rain commenced to
fdl...



| didn't see that, Sorme said. What book isit?

Thetria of George Chapman.

Ahyes. | found that in the room when | moved in last Saturday. But doesn't it say the woman
waant identified?

Shewas. It was my Great-aunt Sdly. Sdly McKenzie.

The wine bottle was almost empty; Sorme opened a second one. Glasp relaxed against thewall,
gretching hislegs on the bed and yawning. He said:

That was good. Y ou're bloody lucky, you know, Gerard.

Why?

Oh, enough money to do asyou like.

Haven't you?

Blimey no! My dender income comes from abloody shark of a deder who sucks medry!

Doeshetakedl your paintings?

No. Only the things he thinks he can sll. Like Street scenes, and pretty-pretty landscapes.

Y oumakealiving from it. That's something.

Not much.

Anyway, why should my few hundred ayear make me lucky? The only lucky man's the man who
can create. |'ve been stuck on the same book for five years.

Why don't you finishit?

| can't. | keep trying. There's something missing.

What?

Oh. . . theinspiration, | expect.

Isthat dl?

Sormelooked at him. It was obvious that Glasp's mood had mellowed considerably with the
med. Hesaid:

No, that's not all. I've got other problemstoo.

Such as?

Sormesad, smiling:

| don't know that | can explain them to you without your flying off the handle.

Eh? Glasp said. Me? What do you mean?

Oh. . . such aswhen we were discussing the Whitechapel murders earlier thisevening.

Oh, that's different. . .

Not entirely. Because | can see certain aspects of mysdlf reflected in the murderer. Can't you?

No. Anyway, what's that got to do with finishing your book?

All right. I'll try to explain. | ask mysdlf: Why does aman commit asex crime? | know it's partly
sheer weakness. . . But that doesn't answer it. | read in a newspaper the other day that seventy per cent
of the sex crimesin the States are committed by teenagers. Why isthat, do you think?

Glagp shrugged:

Because they've less sdlf-control at that age.

Not only that. Because they think they're going to get more than they really ever get. | once read
acase of ayouth who was driving alorry, and passed a girl on alonely road. He turned the lorry round,
knocked her down, and raped her in the back of hislorry. Then he dumped her body down awell and
blew in the well with dynamite. They caught him eventualy and eectrocuted him.

He paused, to give Glasp a chance to comment. Seeing that Sorme was looking at him, Glasp
sad:

Wedl, it served himright, didn't it?

Y es, but that isn't what strikes me about it. What impressed me isthe stupidity of it, the waste,
the pathos. Try to put yoursdlf in hisplace. . . Can you do that?

| expect so.

Supposing he'd got away with it. What would you fed afterwards, looking back onit. . . evenif
you weren't afraid of detection? Wouldn't it be the stupid gap between your motive and what you actualy



got out of it? He seesadesirable girl on alondy road. Suddenly, she represents for him al the taboos
and frustrations of his adolescence. He feels he ought to be alowed to possess her. Y ou remember how,
in Greek mythology, Zeus went around raping everybody -- changed himsdlf into aswan, adove, abull?
He gave hissster Demeter a daughter, then raped the daughter too. . . Do you see what | mean? Well,
hefedsjust that. . . the god's prerogative. He revolts againg hislimitations, he turnsthe lorry around. . .
But he'snot agod, and helivesin a state with laws, and the laws condemn him to degth.

Glasp had begun to grin as Sorme talked. He interrupted:

And he's not asintelligent as you seem to think either. Do you think he had any thoughts about
Zeus and Ledawhen he turned hislorry round?

No. I'mtrying to get at hisfedings, even if he couldn't expressthem. . .

| know. But it's not true. He's probably abloody bull-necked yokd who thinks of nothing but
how many women he can screw behind the dance hal on a Saturday night. When herapesthe girl, he
doesn't fed any pity for knocking her down. He doesn't fed that, if held redly wanted her, he could easily
have made her acquaintance and seduced her without killing her. Her life doesn't mean anything to him,
or thefedings of her family. It'sdl that balanced againgt one stupid lugt, and he letsthe lust win. Canyou
fed any sympathy after that?

| agree; you'reright. But it's till not the whole truth. Listen to me. One day | was cycling dong
the Embankment when | saw agirl and asoldier looking at theriver. It was awindy day, and suddenly
her dress blew right over her head. And | tell you, | experienced a sensation like akick in the ssomach.
For weeks afterwards, | got into afever every time | thought of it.

Glasp interrupted:

Sounds like ordinary sexud frustration!

| know. But what would have satisfied it? | suppose, if the girl had been aone, | might have made
her acquaintance. | might have finally persuaded her to cometo bed. But that wouldn't satisfy it. It's
something far more violent and instantaneous than adesire for an affair. It's a sudden longing for far more
freedom than we possess. It's an insight into freedom -- that's the reason it's so overpowering. What's
more, it hasn't much to do with ordinary lust. | once had agirl friend. . . when | lived in a basement off the
Marylebone Road. Well, one Sunday | made love to her more times than | would have thought possible
--until 1 felt like awet dishrag. | got afeding that I'd never want awoman againin al my life, that I'd
emptied mysdf completely. Then | walked out of my front door to get the milk, and agirl camewalking
past overhead in awide skirt that swayed open and showed me her legs and thighs. And, you know, |
could have carried her off to bed whooping! | was astonished to redise that | hadn't exhausted my
desire. I'd just exhausted my desire for aparticular girl. My appetite for women generaly was untouched.

Glasp was frowning. He had not touched his wine since Sorme refilled the glass. He said:

| don't understand what you're trying to prove. | don't see what you mean about an insight into
freedom.

| can't explain easily. But it hasthat effect. It'sasort of vison of morelife. It makesyou fed asif
you've been robbed of the powers of agod. It'sasif we are gods, asif wereredly free, but no one
redisesit. And it comes back to us occasiondly through sex.

Glasp murmured: D. H. Lawrence and al that.

No, not just that. It's not just the sexua orgasm that counts. I've got afriend -- ajournalist --
who's asindefatigable as Casanova at trying to seduce women. But he doesn't actualy enjoy going to
bed with them. That part boreshim. He just needsto fed the conquest, to fedl that he can go to bed if he
wantsto. | cant explainit. . . but | fed asif we ought to be gods, asif the freedom of the gods ought to
belong to us naturdly, but something'staken it away.

Glasp said, smiling: You'll make agood Cathalic yet.

| doubt it. | just fed that our davery to sex isjust aneed to regain something thet is naturally
ours. It would be aninterna condition of tremendous intensity. There wouldn't be any more sex crime
then. 1t'd be astate of such inner power that other people would be superfluous. The need for awoman
isonly the need to regain that intengity for amoment. . .

Glasp held up his hand to silence him. Sorme asked:



What isit?

Someone cdling, Glasp said.

Sorme got up and went to the door. He heard the girl's voice shouting:

Telephone! Mr Sorme.

Hecdled: Thank you.

He hurried downgtairs, experiencing the warm sense of well-being that came from food and wine.
Thereceiver wason the hall table. He said:

Hello?

Gerard? ThisisAudtin.

Hdlo, Augtin! How are you?

Very well, thanks. What are you doing now?

I've just finished supper. . .

Areyou free?

No. Oliver Glagp's here,

Oh...

Sorme could heard the disappointment in his voice. Wondering if it was didike of Glasp, he
asked:

What isit?

Nothing. Whenishe going?

Oh. . .inacouple of hours. HES only just arrived.

Oh.

Why? Did you want me to come over?

Wéll, | did, rather. Can't you get rid of him?

Not realy. Not without being impoalite. Y ou know how touchy heis. Isit anything important?

No. I'd just like to see you. Could you come in acouple of hours?

Sormesad, Sghing:

No, Austin. I'm dog-tired, and I've been falling adeep all day. When he goes| want to deep.

| won't keep you up dl night, | promise.

Onthe point of yielding, Sorme thought of the prospect of getting to Albany Street, and felt a
sudden certainty that he didn't want to go. He said:

It'snot that. I'm really fagged out. | wouldn't be good company if | came.

Nunne said, with scarcely concealed irritation:

Oh, dl right!

Let'smakeit tomorrow, or sometime.

I'll ring you again.

The line went dead. Sorme hung on for amoment, wondering if they had been cut off. He
replaced the phone, and returned upstairs. He said:

That was Audtin.

Glagp sad:

Oh yes. What did he want?

Just to know how | felt. We had alate night last night.

Did he want to see you now?

He suggested it. | told him | couldntt.

Glasp was bending over the case of records. He said:

| think you'll find Mr Nunne rather ademanding person before you've finished. . .

Yes?

Glasp was sitting on the end of the bed; he had all the records spread over the counterpane. He
sad:

Like dl weak men, he hasto use hisfriends as crutches.

Y ou think he's weak?

Don't you?



I'm. . . not sure.

Youll find out, Glasp said.

He selected one of the records, saying:

Unlessyou'd like to go on talking, what about some Mozart?

Certanly. Morewine?

No, thank you. And then, if you're agreeable, let us adjourn to the nearest pub, wherel can
repay some of your hospitality with alittle brandy. . .

Y ou don't have to do that.

Neverthdess, I'd liketo.

Glasp was affecting acurioudy pedantic and stately manner of speaking. Sorme said, laughing:

That's OK by me.

He put on the record, then relaxed in the armchair, closing his eyes. The events of the past
twenty-four hours revolved round him as he listened; hefdt asif they had happened to someone else.

* * %

The night wasicy cold. Ashe came out of the Kentish Town tube, he wrapped his scarf closer
round histhroat, and buttoned the raincoat under his chin. Glasp had seemed completely drunk when he
caught the train, but he had refused Sorme's offer to go asfar as Moorgate with him. Hefelt warm inside,
and pleasantly tired, but not drunk.

Ashewas haf way up thefirgt flight of stairs, the phone began to ring. He turned and retraced
his steps. The door from the basement opened, and he called:

It'sOK, Carlotte. I'll answer it.

The voice said: Could | speak to Mr Sorme, please?

Speaking!

Gerard?| didn't recognise your voice! ThisisBill.

Hello, old boy. Where are you?

I've just come on to the paper for the night. Were going out to do anews story on this
Greenwich murder. Would you like to come?

What sort of astory?

Oh, you know the sort of thing. . . We go around with the police patrol and take photographs.
Interested?

Wéll. . . I dunno. | would be, but I'm deadly deepy. | didn't get into bed till eight thismorning. . .

All right. Wl skip it then. We'd got a spare seet in the car if you wanted to come. Y ou know the
photographer, Ted Billings?

Ohyes. Well look here, thanks alot for asking me, and any other night I'd be delighted. . . But |
redly amdl in. But listen, Bill. If anything important crops up, let me know. I'd be quite interested to be
on the spot. It'sjust that I'm so deepy at the moment. . .

OK, old boy. Don't worry. I'll call you some other night. Just thought you might like to come.
Seeyou later.

As he undressed he regretted being o tired. He would have enjoyed accompanying Payne on
the gory. He even wondered whether the thought of it might not keep him awake.

As soon as he climbed into bed, he knew better. A tide of warmth caressed him. He chewed and
swallowed the last of an dkaline tablet he had taken as a precaution againgt a hangover, and pressed his
face closer into the pillow. The thought of Caroline passed through his mind, arousing afeding of
pleasure that arose partly from the memory of asking her to stay the night, and the redlisation thet, even if
she had accepted, he would have been incapable of making love. It was aso anticipation.

* * %

Hewoke up and stared at the door. For amoment he was uncertain whether it was not the



climax of some dream that had wakened him so abruptly. As he listened, he heard a murmur of avoice.
He peered a the luminous dia of hiswatch inthe dark: it looked like six o'clock. He turned over, and
buried hisface in the sheet. A moment later he heard footsteps on the stairs. Heraised his heed, listening.
Someone knocked on his door. He called:

Yes?

The door opened dightly. A man'svoice sad:

Someone on the phonefor you. Y ou're Mr Sorme, aren't you?

Yes. .. thanks. My God. . . what an hour! I'm awfully sorry. . .

He pulled on his dressing-gown, and went outside. The man was going downstairs ahead of him.
Hewas saying:

Phone's right opposite my door. He woke me up.

I'mredly terribly sorry. . .

Hewasthinking: F----- that bloody Austin!

Hesaid: | can't tel you how sorry | am. . .

Chap said it was an emergency. . .

He went towards the phone, thinking: I'll tell him helll get me chucked out if he goeson likethis. .
. Six o'clock. . . bloody foal.

He snatched up the phone, and restrained an impulse to shout into it. He said, controlling his
voice

Hdlo?

Hdlo, Gerard. ThisisBill Payne.

Bill! What do you want?

Y ou told meto ring you if anything happened. There's been adouble murder in Whitechapd!. . .

Hishair stirred, asif he had received an e ectric shock. For amoment he let the phone drop to
hisside, and heard Payne's voice talking in the distance. After amoment, heraised it again, and heard the
VoiCe

... that was an hour ago. So, if you want to get over you'd better come right away.

Whereisit?

Mitre Street. It's on the |eft near Aldgate station. Theresalittle caf é about two doors awvay from
the station. I'll meet you in there.

Hesaid -- OK. I'll be with you as soon as | can get over.

He replaced the phone and sat on the edge of the table. The cold made no difference. It seemed
that the beating of his heart must be audible to everyonein the house.

CHAPTER TWO

In spite of two pairs of gloves, his hands were numb before he reached Holborn; he pulled off the
left-hand glove and rode with the hand in histrouser pocket, pressed into the hollow of histhigh. The
streets of the City were deserted. The cold had wakened him, yet hefelt an internal exhaustion that was
amog aluxury, asif dl hisemotions had been short-circuited. It made him fed strangely free. Before he
arrived at the end of Leadenhall Street he had forgotten his reason for riding out so early. The sight of an
old man, crouched in abus shelter, covered with an overcoat, Started atrain of thought on the difficulty of
human life, and on the human tendency to increaseits difficulty by usedess movement. The thought thet, in
three hours time, these streets would be crowded with people who possessed no motive beyond the
working day, no deep certainties to counterbal ance the confusion, made him grateful for the silence of the
dreets, and the inner silence of hisown exhaugtion.

He recognised Payne, standing by the entrance to the Underground. He was lighting a cigarette
and samping to warm hisfeet. Sorme cdled: Hi, Bill!

Héllo, Gerard. Glad you madeit.



Sorme leaned the bicycle against the wall and groped in the saddiebag for itschain.

| thought you were going to wait in the caf é?

I've only been out here aminute. | wanted a breath of air. Y ou leaving your bike here?

| expect so. It'll be OK.

Good. Come on, then.

Whereisthis place?

Mitre Square. It's on the other side of Houndsditch.

What happened?

Don't know yet. Another woman found. And, half an hour before, they found another one over in
Berner Street. . . that's on the other side of the Commercial Road.

Thekiller's been having agdanight!

Thisll cause sometrouble, you see, Gerard. It'll be the biggest manhunt England's ever seen. The
police daren't let him get away with another.

Have you seen the bodies?

| got alook at the one in Mitre Square. The other one's been taken away.

What timewasit found?

This one? Only about an hour ago. We were just on our way back to the office when we got the
flash. We got here before anyone e se got on the scene.

Thanksfor ringing me.

That's OK. Thiskind of thing can be very useful to awriter. Asamatter of fact, it'sthefirgt
murder |'ve ever been engaged on so closdly. Buit it'sfantastic, you know, Gerard. He must havekilled
the woman in Berner Street, and then come straight on down here, and killed again within fifteen minutes.

Have you phoned your story through?

Of course! We nearly got a scoop. First on the scene, photographs and everything.

Sorme had a sense of speaking in an excited babble; there were a dozen questions he wanted to
ask, but they crowded one another out of hismind. He said:

Tel meabout it in detail. Tell me exactly what happened.

| can't. We don't know the full story ourselves yet.

| mean -- tell me what's been happening to you dl night.

In amoment. We're nearly there.

How was she killed?

Thisone? Throat cut. But sheld been mutilated pretty badly.

How?

Her face dashed and stabbed all over.

Chrigt!

Payne said shortly: Made mefed pretty sick.

They turned into anarrow street; looking up at the sign, Sorme saw its name -- Duke Street.
Paynesad:

Ugh! They've started to crowd aready.

Inthefaint light, they could see people crowded halfway up the street. Payne said:

Wed better go round the other way. Thereés only anarrow aley leading into the square from this
gde

Sorme asked: What do you think will happen now? It's bound to cause a panic.

Theresno telling. I've got asuspicion the Government wants the papers to keep the murdersin
the headlinesto distract attention from the internationd Stuation.

That'san interesting ideal 'Y ou think it might be the Foreign Office behind the murders?

Wouldn't be surprised! They say it'sfull of sexud perverts. . . not the kind that are interested in
women, though.

They turned off Aldgate again, and into the street that ran parallel with Duke Street. It wasa
narrow street, and the crowd blocked it from pavement to pavement.

Payne said resgnedly:



Y ou won't see much, I'm afraid. Y ou should have come with me last night.

Fear and excitement stirred hisintestines. The street was slent; its stillness produced an
atmosphere of tension and foreboding. Asthey came nearer, he realised that people were talking to one
another in low voices, standing in groups. One of the largest groups was made up of photographers with
flashlight cameras. Payne approached these. He asked:

Anything happened, Ted?

A short, plump man with ared face said:

Hello. Back again? No -- nothing yet.

His hands were thrust deep into the pockets of a heavy overcoat. Outside this, knotted around
his neck, he wore awoollen scarf with bands of colour like a school scarf.

Macmurdo here yet?

Y es. Came ten minutes ago. He's in there.

He nodded towards the rope barrier that separated the street from the square.

Get apicture?

Yes. Hedidnt likeit.

About time he got used to it! one of the photographers said. He spat into the gutter.

Sorme approached the barrier. It was not difficult to get close; the crowd was not packed tightly.
There was nothing to see. On the left-hand side of the square was atall warehouse, |abelled 'Kearley and
Tonge. The only exit from the square seemed to be anarrow alleyway in the far right-hand corner. The
police were crowded in this corner; two of them were doing something with a tape measure, crouched on
the pavement. Between the legs of the police, Sorme could see the body, covered with acloth.

Somewhere on the far side of the square awoman began to howl; it was not ascream, but a
harsh cry from the throat. The people standing near Sorme began to take an interest. One of them said:

'Ello! Somebody recognised her?

A woman answered: No. Nobody's been near it.

The howling stopped suddenly. Payne came over to him.

Any ideawhat it was, Gerard?

No. It camefrom the dley over there.

Payne approached one of the policemen standing by the rope barrier; he held out his Press card,

Can | go across?

No. I'm afraid you can't, Sir. My ordersisto let no one across. Not till the pathologist comes.

Isthat what they're waiting for?

That'sright.

Who isit? Smpson?

| dunno, sir. All I know is, ‘€sbeing aruddy long time.

Another policeman came over from the group in the corner. Payne asked him:

Any ideawhat the ydling was about?

The policeman, amiddle-aged sergeant, said indifferently:

Just some woman havin''ysterics.

One of the men standing near the barrier pressed forward belligerently. He said:

| should bladdy well think so too. What are you blokes doin' for your wage packets, I'd like to
know?

A fat woman, wearing a shawl over her head, said:

Now, Bert, don't start gettin' nasty. They're doin’ their best.

Theman said dogmeticaly:

I'm not nasty. | got aright as ataxpayer to know why the police haven't done nothing, ‘aven't 1?

The sergeant seemed unperturbed.

Another journalist had pushed up behind Sorme. He asked:

Any ideawho sheisyet, Sergeant?

Not yet.



Wdl, why do they keep on gettin' murdered, that'swhat | want to know?

A tdl, skinny man had taken up the argument from behind the woman in the shawl; hisvoice was
nervous and high-pitched. The sergeant looked a him dowly, then shrugged:

That'swhat we al want to know.

He turned, and began to walk back towards the body. The man called after him:

And that's what you buggers are paid for -- to find out!

Paynesaid in Sorme's ear:

Therésalot of feding againgt the police.

I'm not surprised.

Payne began to edge out of the crowd. He said:

Come on. Theré's nothing to see.

A heavily built man with ablond moustache came up behind Payne, and clapped him on the
shoulder. Payne sad:

Hello, Tom! Only just arrived?

The big man chuckled:

Not likely. | was here before you were awake.

Y ou werent, you know! We were first on the scene. We were aready in Whitechapel when the
darm came.

Wereyou?Inthat case, | gpologise.

That'sal right, old boy. Ask me any questionsyou like. | chargeasmall fee, of course.

Payne turned to Sorme, saying:

Y ou don't know Tom Mozely, do you, Gerard? Thisis Gerard Sorme, Tom.

Ishe on the Chronicle too?

No. Gerard'sawriter. . .

Mozdly interrupted:

By theway -- did you hear that woman shrieking?

Yes. What wasit?

Somebody started arumour that the police had found a crowbar with blood on it, and this
woman just started to yell. | was standing afew yardsfrom her. . . made my hair stand on end.

Have they found a crowbar?

No. It was just arumour. Did you see the other body?

Y es. We were there when the news of this one arrived.

Isit true she'd been bashed over the head?

Y es. Looked like just one blow.

Hmmm. . . Doesn't sound like our bloke, doesit?

| don't know. He was probably interrupted.

Sormesaid:

What happened?

Before Payne could reply, someone began to cdll:

Make way therel

An ambulance was nosing into the barrier. Flashlight cameras began to explode, reveding the
square for amoment asif by lightning. Payne said:

It looks like Starr.

Whao?

The pathologist.

Sorme looked with interest at the square-shouldered man, with the good-tempered face of a
farmer, who was pushing hisway into the square. Payne immediately pushed after him, grasping Sorme
by the deeve. The constable stopped them, replacing the rope; whereupon the crowd re-formed in
packed ranks across the entrance to the square. Payne said:

| wanted to get aplaceto watch this.

What happens now?



Nothing much. They just shift the body. Look at the faces of some of these people.

Sorme looked cautioudy around him and saw set, unemotional faces. There was none of the
curiosity or morbid excitement he had expected. He whispered:

They look pretty grim.

Payne nodded briefly, staring across, the square. The police formed a circle around the body,
and the pathologist knelt besideit. His examination was brief; he dictated something to agirl, who
scribbled on a notepad. He stood up and made a sign to the ambulance men, who carried agrey meta
shell and placed it beside the body. Their legs masked it asthey lifted it; Sorme could see only thetorn
hem of askirt that trailed on the ground as the body swung into the shell. A moment later the doors of the
ambulance closed behind it, and the engine started. The policeman removed the rope again, saying: Make
way there,

The crowd began to break up. From the warehouse across the square an old man emerged
carrying abucket and a sweeping brush; he splashed water on the pavement where the body had lain,
and scrubbed at it with the brush. The ambulance moved dowly out of the square. A sudden fedling of
chill passed down Sorme's back, making him shiver. He turned away, past the window of the small shop,
meeting briefly the cardboard smile of agirl in atoothpaste advertisement. For amoment, he experienced
anintuition of the state of mind of the murderer, the revolt againg the abstract blandishments, thetimeless
grimaces, the wooden benedictionsthat preside over railway carriages and roadside hoardings.

Paynesad:

Let'sgo and get sometea.

Good idea, Mozdly said.

Coming, Gerard?

Yes.

Youlook dl in. Tired ill?

Alitlle

A group of photographerswaked in front of them. The sky was light now. He dlowed himsdlf to
lag behind both groups, anxious to concentrate on the insight until it faded, aware of hisinability to
expressit in words. He was hungry: in the caf é he would eat. How could any ingght survive the unending
tides of the blood, the body's seasons? The struggle was lost in advance.

Paynesad:

You st down, Gerard. I'll bring the teas over.

| want something to est too.

All right. I'll get it. Cheeserall?

He sat beside Mozely at acorner table; the reporter was making shorthand noteson apad. The
photographers were occupying atable near the window. He felt tired, discouraged by the prospect of the
ride back to Camden Town. Mozedly looked up at him suddenly:

What did you think of it?

Of what?

The way everybody reacted?

They al seemed pretty subdued, | must say.

That's the word. Subdued.

Payne sat down opposite them. He said:

Can you wonder? This makes six murdersin afew months. They're beginning to wonder how
many more.

Do you think it'sthe fault of the police?

Wheat can they do? They can only follow up every clue and keep hoping helll dip up.

Happened in the Cummins case, Mozely said.

What was that? Sorme asked.

During the war. He was a sexual maniac. He killed four women -- mostly prostitutes-- in the
Soho area. Findly, someone interrupted him while he was strangling agirl in adoorway in the
Haymarket. He ran off and left his gasmask case behind, so they got him. . . But theinteresting thing is



this. When he was interrupted in the last case, he promptly went off and found another girl in Paddington,
and tried to kill her too. She got away aswsll.

Paynesad:

That was before my time. Anyway, do you redly think this bloke's asexua maniac?

Mozdy sad, shrugging:

He'samaniac of some sort; that's a dead cert.

Sorme ate the cheese roll hungrily; when he had finished it, he crossed to the counter and bought
another. When he returned to the table, Payne was saying:

... and he saw someone bending over the body. He shouted Is there anything wrong? And the
man said: Yes. | think she'sdead. Go and get a copper, quick! When the man got back five minutes
later, the man had gone -- there was only this woman.

What's this? Sorme asked.

Thefirst murder last night.

Do they think the man was the murderer?

| don't know. It soundslikely.

Mozdy sad:

They'll soon find out when they discover how long she'd been dead.

Sorme said:

Could the man describe the bloke who sent him for the policeman?

No. It wasin the dark, and he says he didn't go within ten yards. | shouldn't be surprised if he
wasn't afraid of bumping into the murderer!

How was she killed?

A blow on the head. It must have been atremendous blow with abar of somekind.
And the other woman had her throat cut? He certainly varies his methods!

Sorme asked:

Do you think it soundslike the Greenwich killer?

Mozely shook his head.

| doubt it. Y ou know what it sounds like, don't you?

Payne interrupted:

Asif thekiller got a bit fed-up about the headlines asking if held moved south of theriver?

Exactly.

Thethree of them drank their teaiin Slence.

Mozdy sadfindly:

What | can't understand is this. He must have got blood on his clothes after that second murder.
And he must have passed a policeman as he was getting away. The place was alive with them. How did
hedoit?

He could have had a car parked near the scene of the murder, Sorme said.

Too dangerous. The police take the number of every car parked around here at night. Therisk
would betoo grest.

Paynesad:

Whoever heis, he either has amazing courage or he'sinsane.

Insane, Mozdy sad.

But he must be after something in Whitechapd!. . . either that, or he lives here. Or why should he
dtick to thisarea?

He's not after anything, Mozely said. How could he be? He doesn't seem to pick hisvictims. He
just takes anybody who comes along. Have you come across this L eather Apron idea?

No. What's that?

Oh, alot of peoplethink it'sachap caled Leather Apron. Nobody seemsto know who heisor
what he does, except that he's aforeigner, and terrorises some of the whores around here.

Payne asked:

Have you mentioned himin your story?



Yes. | dont think itll cometo anything, but I heard his name mentioned half adozen timesthis
morning.

Did you ask any questions?

Of course. No luck. He seemsto bejust aname.

It might be worth following up, Payne said.

Have you heard this story about the foreign crime experts? They say there are severa onthe
case Now.

Sormesaid:

I've heard about that. There's some German. . . | forget hisname. . .

Mozely said: By the way, did you read that letter in The Times yesterday?

No.

Very interesting. Apparently there were severd murders at a place called Bochum in Germany
after the war -- just like these. The man apparently wrote aletter to the police saying heldd kill six more
women, then stop. The murders stopped immediately after hisletter.

And they never caught him?

No.

Payne laughed softly:

| heard atheory the murderer was a Turk who killed severa women in Istanbul. They'd need a
gpecid branch of the United Nationsto follow up dl the stories!

Sorme finished drinking histea, staring at the crumbs eft on his plate; he wastrying to imagine
what he would do if he met the murderer on adark night in Whitechapel. Heimagined him asathin man,
middle-aged and bald-headed, with bloodless lips, and the eyes of afanatic. The thought that, at that
moment, somewhere in London, the murderer was free, perhaps drinking tea beside somewomanin a
café, or hanging on astrgp in the Underground, produced alurching sensation of the stomach.

Mozdly stood up suddenly. He said:

Ohwdll, back to work! Y ou coming yet, Bill?

No. I'll have another cup of teafirs.

Sorme stood up, pushing his chair forward, to alow Mozely to pass, Mozdly said:

Thanks, old man. Well, bye-bye. If you get any line on Leather Apron, you might let me know. .

| will, Payne said. Y ou just go back to your office and have agood deep. Leaveit to Payne.

AsMozely went out, Payne crossed to the counter, saying,

Moreteafor you, Gerard?

Please. But let me get them.

No! | get it off expenses.

He brought the teasin their thick cups and set them on the dull surface of scratched plagtic. He
stretched and yawned.

| must go back and get some deep. How you feding, Gerard?

Half dead.

Areyou sorry | got you out of bed so early?

No! I'm glad you did. It wasinteresting. . .

Why?

Anything that givesyou a sense of redlity isinteresting. Somehow, 1'd never realised these
murdersreally happened. Why do you think somebody does something likethis, Bill?

That depends. It depends on who heis. If hesauniversity professor, the reasons will be different
from if he'sadrunken navvy or a sex-crazed teenager. . .

Sorme said: Whoever heis, he'salive somewherein London at this moment. . . and hasfriends
who probably don't even suspect. . .



Abruptly, as he passed Smithfield Market, he decided to visit Father Carruthers. It wasa
fortuitous decision, taken with no definite motive that he was aware of .

The Hungarian priest opened the door. Sorme had anticipated that his hour of calling might seem
unusual, but Father Rakos showed no surprise; he had been seated in the depressingly cold
waiting-room for only afew moments when the priest returned.

Father Carrutherswill see you now.

Thank you. I'm sorry to disturb you.

Hereceived acurioudy shy smilein return.

Father Carruthers was standing by the bookcase, wearing ared quilted dressing-gown; standing,
he seemed small, dmost dwarf-like. He looked better than last time Sorme had called.

Ah, Gerard. How are you?

Well, thanks. Y ou look better.

| fee better thismorning. . . Well, thisisrather an early hour for you to cdl. Isanything wrong?

Nothing specid, father. I've been in Whitechapel since saven o'clock.

Why?

A journdist friend called me. Y ou've heard about this double murder?

No. What has happened?

Helowered himsdf into the degp armchair, his kneestowardsthe cod firethat filled the room
with oppressive hest. Sorme said:

Two women were murdered in the night -- within half an hour of one another.

And why have you been to Whitechapel ?

Sorme recognised the relevancy of the question. He said uncomfortably:

Oh. . . smply because my friend happened to call meup. . . It'sinteresting for awriter. . .

Heknew, ashe said it, that it was untrue; he also felt a curious certainty that the priest knew it
too. But the ugly, slenus face showed no sign of disbelief. The priest only said:

You look tired.

| am.

There was aknock at the door. The priest called: Hello?

A short, white-haired man looked into the room. His eyes wandered from Father Carruthersto
Sorme.

Good morning, Larry. Am | interrupting?

His voice was degp and resonant; the accent was distinctly German. The priest said:

Hello, Franz. No, you're not interrupting. Comein.

The German came into the room, closing the door carefully behind him. He took the priest'sright
hand in both his own, and shook it gravely, asking:

Well, and how ismy friend thismorning? Y ou look better.

| fedl better today, thank you. Franz, et me introduce you to Gerard Sorme. Thisis Professor
Stein of Dissedorf.

Stein turned to Sorme, and made a dight bow. The keen, old man's face was square and
clean-cut; above thejutting chin, theline of the lipswastight and straight, and the eyeswere as hard and
clear asblue glass. The shock of white hair combined with the features to give the face an impression of
great power; it seemed incongruous on the short, plump body. Sorme shook his hand, and found himself
aso bowing dightly in return. Stein said:

| hope | am not interrupting a conversation?

Not at dl. I'mjust acasud cdler.

Like mysdf then, Stein said. He smiled charmingly at Sorme, and began struggling out of his
overcoat. As Sorme helped him, he said:

It'sabominably hot in here, Larry. I'm sure it can't be good for you. Ah. . . thank you, Sir.

His German accent made the colloquia English sound quaint. Sorme placed the coat on the bed.
Sensad:

With your permission, Larry, | shal sit by my coat. | have no wish to be toasted.



Thewindow's open, the priest said mildly.

Stein produced a handkerchief and blew his nose with aloud, trumpeting noise. He then opened
asnuffbox and offered it in turn to the priest and to Sorme. Sorme said:

No, thanks.

He watched with secret amusement as the two men snuffed the brown powder with the air of
connoisseurs. The priest brushed afew spots off the front of his dressng-gown. He said:

Wéll, Franz, have you been rooting around Whitechapel too?

Stein looked surprised.

You've heard dready? | didn't redlise that you read the journds.

| don't. Our friend Gerard has been there.

Stein looked a Sorme: he asked, frowning: Y ou live there?

No, | don't, Sorme said. | just. . . went there when | heard about the murders.

Y ou must have heard very early!

| did. A journalist friend rang me at Six thismorning. Excuse my asking, but are you connected
with theinvedtigation?

[...er...1 amconnected with them. . . inasense. | am apathologist aswell as adoctor of
psychology. But tell me, why did you wish to -- er -- visit the scene of the crimes?

Sorme felt himsdlf colouring; he was aware of the priest's eyes as he answered.

I'm awriter. It'san interesting experience.

Most certainly it is, Stein said emphaticaly. Such experienceisinvauable to awriter. Heinrich
Mann made just that remark within my hearing once. . . that very few serious writers have written of
murder with authenticity -- Zola excepted, perhaps. Y ou know Thérés Raquin?

I'm afraid not.

Stein turned to the priet, saying:

But these murders areredly terrible! Y ou talk of human wickedness, my friend, but if you had
thirty years, as| have, deding with crime and violence, you would speak only of human sickness.

Sorme waited for the priest to reply; when he only smiled, Sorme asked:

Do you suppose thisman isinsane?

Stein turned his piercing eyes on Sorme.

How can we know, until heis caught? The murders prove only onething -- that hisconditionis
pathological.

The priest asked: Do you think the police are any nearer to catching him?

Who can tell? They have received two | etters written by a man who claimsto be the murderer.
That may help.

Sorme said with interest: Have they? Has this been made public yet?

Today, | think. | persondly think they are practica jokes.

What did they say?

Oh. . . they jeer at the palicefor failing to catch him, and promise more murders. The latest was
delivered this morning, afew hours after the second murder.

That sounds like the murderer.

Why? Anyone living in Whitechapel could have written the | etter in the available time. Even youl.
Y ou were told of the murder at Six o'clock, you say? The letter was posted at Scotland Y ard at about
seven o'clock.

Sorme said smiling: | see your point. But what | redlly meant wasthat it sounds like the murderer
to writeto the police.

Why do you say that?

Y esterday the newspapers were asking if held moved to Greenwich. Last night, he commitsa
double murder in Whitechapd. He sounds like aman with a sense of being in the public eye!

Stein said, smiling: That istrue. Nevertheless, | suspect apractical joker.

For any particular reason? Sorme asked. He spoke with a cautious politeness, aware that he was
inaprivileged position in being able to question Stein, and anxious not to appear morbidly curious. Stein



interlaced hisfingers, and stared gravely at his knees; he gppeared to find Sorme's questions perfectly
naturd.

To begin with, the pathologica killer isnot often aboaster. Y ou see, his crimes are often dueto
an overpowering impulse, and when the impul se disgppears he may become acompletely different
person. In Germany we have aname for thistype of crime. Wecdl it Lustmord -- joy murder.
Motivelessjoy murder. And the joy-murderer is not often proud of the impulse that turnshim into awild
animd periodicdly. Y ou see?

The priest said softly:

Butif I remember rightly, your friend K Urten wrote to the police.

That istrue. But not to boast -- only to draw attention to abody. And then perhaps you
remember the case of the Chicago murderer -- | forget his name -- who wrote above one of hisvictims:
Stop me before | kill again.

Heirens, Sorme murmured.

Ah, you know the case! Well, you see, that is the schizophrenic murderer.

He turned to the priest, and an amost mischievous smile passed across hisface. He said:

Now you see, Larry, why | had to become a psychiatrist rather than a priest. How could |
prescribe penances for sinswhen | am not sure that the man who performs the penance is the same man
who commitsthe Sins? That isaproblem you can't answer me.

Thepriest sad, smiling.

We as0 recognise your split persondity in the Church you know, Franz. But wetalk of snand
remorseingtead. It al comesto the samething. . .

Stein chuckled throatily. It was obvious that he enjoyed luring the priest into discussions. He said:

No, no, Larry. It isnot the samething at al. When you prescribe a penance, you assume the man
who committed the Sin is the same as the one who will do penance. But what if they are two different
people, en? What about that?

The priest said quietly:

| wouldn't prescribe a penance for such aman.

No? Stein said, raising his bushy eyebrows. And what would you do?

Try to hdp him, just asyou would.

And how can you help him, if your only way of describing his condition isin conceptslikesn?

Thepriest said:

| need only two concepts to understand his condition -- spirit and matter.

Stein said, smiling: Not even God and the devil?

Not even God and the devil.

Thentel me, sr, how you would explain aman like K trten in these terms?

I'd have to think about it. . .

Ah! You sad that last time we argued!

He turned to Sorme and winked, saying:

Heisavery difficult fellow to argue with. All these Dominicians are the same. . . When you get
them in a corner, they demand time to think!

The priest's expresson remained mild and thoughtful. He said dowly:

Very wdl, if youwant metotry toexplan. . . | would expressit thisway. Man knows himsdlf as
body, and what he knows of spirit comes through grace. The poet would cdl it inspiration. But the spirit
bloweth where it listeth. Man has no control over hisinspiration. If apiece of music or apoem has
moved him once, he can never be certain that it will happen again. But man hatesto think that he has no
control over the spirit. It would discourage him too much. Helikesto believe that he can summon the
spirit by some ordinary act. Instead of striving to prepare himsdlf for it through discipline and prayer, he

triesto summon it arbitrarily through some physica act -- drinking D Usseldorf beer, for instance. . .

Stein sad, chuckling:

Whichistheway dl good D Ussddorfers summon the spirit, snce our Dunkelbier isthebestin
Germany.



The priest laughed with him, and for amoment Sorme had a curiousimpression that he was
listening to an argument between two undergraduates instead of two men in their late Sixties. He shrank
deeper into hisarmchair, wanting them to forget his presence. The priest stopped laughing first, and
Sorme had aglimpse of the tiredness that ways lay behind his eyes. Stein a so became grave again. He
sad:

Very well. But what hasthisto do with the murderer?

It hasto do with sex. For sex isthe favourite human device for summoning the spirit. And sinceiit
isaso God's gift of procrestion, it nearly waysworks. . . unlike music and poetry.

Or beer, Stein said.

Quite. But even sex isnot infalible. And man hatesto think that he has no power over the spirit.
The more his physical methodsfail him, the more voracioudy he pursues them. His attempts to summon
the spirit become more and more frenzied. If heisadrinker, he drinks more, until he has more acohol
than blood in hisveins. If heisasensudigt, he invents sexud perversions.

Ah, Stein said.

There are many other ways, of course -- the lust for money and power, for instance. All depend
upon man's refusal to face the fact that the spirit bloweth whereit listeth, that no physical act can be
guaranteed to summonit. . .

Sorme had forgotten his resolution to keep silent. He said:

But isthere no certain way of summoning it, father?

The priest went on looking at Stein as he answered:

None. The best we can do isto train ourselvesin patience. When the priest invokes the descent
of the spirit in the Mass, he does not expect to seeit or fed it; he accepts by faith that the wine has
become the blood of our Lord, the bread Hisflesh. The priest knowsthat dl he can do iswait. The
business of religion isto teach men patience. As soon as man loses patience, helosesdl hehas. . .

So! Stein said. What am | to tell my patient who feels an urge to rape achild? To have patience?

The priest said, with unexpected sharpness:

What else? Why does he want to rape the child? Can you explain it?

Stein shrugged:

It usudly springs from afedling of insecurity. Or boredom. Many of my patients have complained
that they fed aperpetua sense of injustice -- that they have aright to lead moreinteresting lives. A
sexudly frustrated man will try to express his sense of injustice in sexua murder.

The priest had begun to ook tired; his voice had become low and monotonous:

Reigion teachesthat al men are equa in the sight of God, that the beggar is no better off than the
king, that al men die and are subject to the same miseries. If aman fdt that, how could hefed adesireto
rape achild?

Stein said: True. But aman would need to be a philosopher to fed that, and most psychopaths
are not philosophers. . .

The priest said quietly: He would need to be a philosopher. . . or aChristian.

Stein stood up. He said: Perhaps you areright, my friend. But | think we should leave you. | think
we are beginning to tireyou alittle.

Sorme could not help smiling at the injustice of the ‘we.

The priest said: Itiskind of you to come and see me.

Seinsad, amiling: | like seeing you.

Heturned to Sorme, and said: We have known one another for nearly fifty years.

Sorme said politely: Really?

So! Stein said. We leave you to your meditations.

The priest said: Y ou must comein again, Gerard.

Thank you, father. 1'd like to.

Have you seen Austin since you came here last?

Yes. Quitealot. I'd liketo talk about him sometime, father. . . By theway, father. . .

He glanced uncomfortably at Stein before formulating the question, then went on:



Does. . . Mrs Nunne know abouit. . . Austin?

The priest took his meaning immediately. He said quickly:

No. Why?

| wondered. His aunt -- a Jehovah's Witness -- found out through some busybody friend of hers.
But | don't think shed mention it to his parents.

Stein had put on his overcoat, and was standing by the door. The powerful face was beaded with
perspiration; it was obvious he found the room oppressive. Sorme said:

Wédll, goodbye, father. . .

Goodbye, Gerard. Goodbye, Franz. | hope you'll come again next time you pass by. Both of

you.
Auf Wiedersehen, Larry. | shdl certainly come.
Sorme followed the short, broad-shouldered figure down the stairs. Stein said over his shoulder:
| could see he was becoming tired. Hetiresvery eesly.
Quite.
They let themsalves out of the front door. Sorme said: Well, goodbye, Professor. | hope we shall
meet again.

Y ou are not walking thisway?

No. Thisismy bicycle.

Ah. | see. Veary sensble. Wdll. . . perhaps you would care to join mein acup of coffee?

Sorme said: I'd be delighted!

It surprised him that the German should ask. While he had been in the priest's room, he had been
certain that Stein regarded him as a superfluousthird. Hefdt suddenly friendly towardsthe little man. He
replaced the bicycle clipsin his pocket, and walked beside Stein dong Rosebery Avenue, and into the
Farringdon Road. Asthey walked, Stein explained:

Larry and | studied together in Romeforty years ago. At that time | was to become a Jesuit.
Imagineme!

What happened?

| discovered the writings of Freud, and changed my mind!

The German gave athroaty chuckle.

Didn't you haveto study medicine, though?

| did. My parents preferred that | become a doctor rather than a priest, so we had no
disagreement. | left Rome, and went to Viennato seek out Freud. . .

The caf € was empty; awoman was cleaning the stone floor with amop and a bucket. She stood
the mop in the corner, and dried her hands on her gpron to serve them coffee. Stein produced a packet
of Manikin cigars, and offered it to Sorme. Helit one, and leaned back in his chair, puffing meditatively
until the coffee arrived. Asthe woman leaned between them he looked across at Sorme, and asked
suddenly:

How is Austin nowadays?

Taken unawares, Sorme said with surprise;

Y ou know Austin?

l...know him dightly. But | know agreet ded of him.

With ingtant certainty, Sorme knew that this was the reason Stein had asked him for coffee. He
sad:

Oh, he'svery well, thanks.

He poured the jug of cream into his coffee, and left the next moveto Stein.

You areaclosefriend of his?

Sorme looked into the ice-blue eyes, and wondered at the defensivenessthat rosein him.

| know him fairly well. Heinteresssme grestly. . .

Stein smiled suddenly. Leaning forward, he said quietly:

Y ou do not have to be darmed. | know about him through Larry. | know that heisasadi<t.

Why areyou interested, if you don't mind my asking?



Not at al. You do not haveto repeat any of thisto him. . .

No.

Hewasin Dissddorf for atime, and he was known to the police. Nothing serious, of course, but
| cameto know of it through my connection with the police.

Stein leaned back, and drew deeply on his cigar. He gave the impression that the subject had
suddenly ceased to interest him. Sorme drank his coffee, allowing the silence to lengthen. He was
wondering whether Stein was to be trusted, and what Stein thought he might be able to tell him about
Nunne. Stein caught his eye and smiled, asif they were two passengersin aralway carriage who
happened to be facing one another. Sorme said:

Professor, 1'd like you to answer me aquestion, if you would. . . Has Austin any reason to be
afraid of the police?

Stein answered promptly:

Asfar as| know, no. Can you think of any?

No. But then I'm neither ahomosexua nor asadist.

| see. But tell me, why areyou Audtin'sfriend if you have so littlein common with him?

| happentolikehim. . .

Quite. Thereis nothing strange about that. How long have you known him?

Sorme sad, smiling: Precisdly aweek.

Sorme could amost see the disappointment and loss of interest. Stein stubbed out the cigar and
emptied his coffee cup. He said:

Y ou should talk to Larry about Austin. He knows him better than | do. But dlow meto presume
to offer you apiece of advice. Y ou may believe you can have are ationship with Austinin which his
homosexuality and sadism are unimportant. But don't take this for granted. He may surprise you.

Sorme said: Thanks, | won'.

Stein looked at him steadily for amoment, the bushy eyebrows drawn together. Then he said
briefly:

Good.

He stood up, and dropped a half-crown on the counter. The woman said: Thank you, gir.

Outgde again, inthe dull light of the Farringdon Road, Stein said:

Larry isaremarkable man. But hewill not live agreat deal longer. If you like him, you should see
him as much asyou can.

I will. I like him very much -- athough I've known him for |ess than aweek.

Redlly?Y ou are a person who makes many acquaintances?

No. I'm not.

No?Wséll. . . | must say goodbye. Or rather, auf Wieder sehen. We shal meet again.

Sorme shook the outstretched hand; the grip was strong. He stood there, watching Steinwalk in
the direction of the Embankment, the white head thrown back.

* * %

He locked the door of hisroom, and lit the gasfire; his hands and feet were numb. The knees of
histrousers were wet; it had begun to rain as he passed St Pancras. He removed the trousers and shirt,
and dipped on his dressing-gown, then filled the kettle with water and set it on the gas. He sat with his
legs stretched out to thefire, too deepy to read, surprised at theinner silence that took possession of him
as he gtared at the red-hot fire. It was compl ete concentration and certainty. His tongue probed his teeth,
found a hollow that needed filling, and sucked at it. But there was no sense of urgency, no guilty feging
about his procrastination. He reached out for the book on the table -- it was The Trial of John Watson
Laurie -- and began to read the introduction. After reading afew pages, he dropped it on thefloor. The
story of the Arran murder seemed commonplace and boring compared with the Whitechapel crimes. The
kettle boiled; he made tea, and got into bed to drink it, turning the gasfire low, now feding completely
warmed and relaxed. As he drank, hefelt atemptation to writein hisjournd, to try to record the insght



that was growing ingde him. Only thefear of destroying it by trying to intellectudiseit restrained him.
When he had finished the tea he placed the cup on the chair and sat staring at the opposite wall, not fully
aware of it, but knowing that he had achieved the state of crestivity that had euded him for the past year.
It seemed ironicd, dmost funny. He wasin his own room; the door was locked, in case Carlotte came to
summon him to the phone; she would then assume he was out. He fdlt suddenly asif the world had
contracted within the confines of hisfour wals, and there were no more doubts. What he had achieved
was only acertainty of hisown existence, it was arecovery of subjectivity. He thought: the man who
possesses his subjectivity possesses everything; and knew it to be true. But it was difficult to keep
awake. Theingght brought a sense of acceptance, of affirmation, that tempted him to lie down and close
hiseyes. Hewas at once lying on ahillsde above the seg, lulled to deep by sunlight and insects, and
gtanding on the walls of the palace at Mycenae, watching the soldiers drilling in the courtyard. All poetry
and philosophy were contained in the certainty.

To defeat the drowsiness, he switched on the gramophone, and put arecord of Sibelius on the
turntable. Thefirst notes of the symphony intensified the insight, an awareness of hispast. The sensation
reminded him of hisdream of Nunnein the brothel, and Nunne made him think of Nijinsky. It wasall that
Nijinsky had ever meant to him, concentrated into one emation. It was belief; belief in himsdlf, and in life,
and in God. Hefdt like saying: | accept life. | accept everything.

He thought, with akind of blank wonderment: | have recovered it. | have recovered my
subjectivity. If | could livelikethisdl thetime, I'd never doubt again.

Unredlity. Unredlity isloss of subjectivity. For fiveyears| havelived in an unred city. Now itis
my city.

It was becoming more difficult to bear theingght. He made amentd act of turning from it, closing
his perceptions. A sort of cool darkness supervened. Asthe first movement of the symphony cameto an
end, hereached out and turned it off, then lay down.

Before deeping, he set thedarm for half past four, remembering Caroline. He felt exhausted and
purified, and the thought of seeing her was pleasant.

* *x %

When he woke, the fire was out. The winter afternoon was aready turning dark. It was not yet
half past four. He reached out for the clock and pressed in the switch that would prevent the darm from
ringing, then got out of bed and switched on the light. He took the new trousers out of the wardrobe and
put them on; the knees of the other pair were till damp. As he was transferring his money into the new
ones, and searching for ashilling for the gas, he sneezed. It cleared his head. Hefilled acup with cold
water, drank it down without lowering it from hislips. It disspated thelast of the drowsiness. The mood
of certainty had still not disappeared. He put on his jacket, took his heavy overcoat from the wardrobe,
and went downgtairs. There was awinter smell in the air, amixture of smoke, coldness and dusk. He
walked down Gresat College Street, past the lighted shop windows, and found it necessary to suppressa
desireto run and laugh aoud.

When helet himself back into the room, it was a quarter to sx. The shops had been crowded
with late Friday shoppers, and hung with banners with the inscription 'Shop Early for Chrissmas. He
stood the two bottles of white wine on the windowsill, near the open window. For the next quarter of an
hour he swept the room, dusted the books, and re-made the bed with clean sheets. He collected together
the greasy plates, till unwashed from the supper of the previous night, and the cups and glasses and took
these up to the kitchen. While the kettle boiled, he read the evening paper, Sitting at the enamel-topped
table. Thefront page dealt with the | etters received by the police, and quoted both of themin full. There
was a photograph of one of them with the caption: Do you recognise thiswriting? The writing itself was
anilliterate scrawl, with two blots, but no visble fingerprints. Thefirst letter read:

Dear Boss, So the police are looking high and low for me are they? They'll have to look bloody
hard to find old kiddo, because he'sdlergic to flatties. But hell keep you dl entertained with more saucy
work if you don't try to rush him. Next time, helll clip off the ladies ears and send them to you. I'm not a



commie, S0 don't let the sods take credit for my risks, your faithful servant: Leather Apron. P.S. Please
keep thisletter back til | can do some morework.

The second letter was shorter:

Dear Boss, | was not kidding when | promised some more work. Got interupted on both jobs,
so couldn't get the ears. Will send later. | got some of theredl red stuff to write thisbut it went thick.
Thanksfor keeping back my first letter, your faithful servant: Lesther Apron.

The report stated that both |etters were written in red ink, and that both were free from
fingerprints

Hello, Gerard!

The voice from the bottom of the sairs sartled him. As she came up, he sad:

Blimey, swest, you nearly gave me heart failurel

Sorry.

He put his arms round the heavy overcoat and kissed her, then lifted the large collar and pressed
it againgt her ears, kissng her cold nose and eydids. She said:

Mmm! Y ou need ashave!

| know. I'm just about to have one.

Can | help you cook?

No thank you, sweet. Y ou can go and St in front of the fire and play yoursef some music.

As her lips brushed past his cheek, she whispered:

| don't have to go hometonight. I've told mummy I'm staying at an al-night party.

Good.

Sheasked: Why areyou smiling?

At what Gertruded think if shefound out. . .

* * %

The neon lights at Camden Town gave him a sense of well-being. He waked with hisarm around
her, and was suspicious of the pleasure he took in feging her next to him. He could never ceaseto be
conscious of her inexperience, of the fact that she was nearly ten years hisjunior.

Shesaid: Darling, | fed horribly drunk.

That'sdl right. You can deep it off.

Will your landlady mind, do you think?

She won't know. Nobody need know if you leavefairly late.

Hefdt akind of pity for her. Her inexperience made her offer hersdf with no reservations; it was
pleasant and alittle frightening.

He opened the front door softly, and sent her in first. Asthey were mounting thefirgt flight of
steps, the tel ephone started to ring. He said, groaning:

Oh, Chrigt, if that's Austin I'll have kittens. . . Go on up to my room, swest. I'll answer it.

Hesad: Hdlo?

Could | spesk to Carlotte, please?

I'll get her for you.

He called into the basement: Carlotte! He went back up the stairs, muttering underneath his
breath: Thank God!

She waslying on the bed, till wearing her overcoat. She said:

Oh, swest, | fed so drunk. . .

Wi, sit up! 1t makesyou fed drunker when you lie down.

Doesit?

He collected the greasy plates off the table, and the two empty hock bottles, and took them to
the kitchen. He scraped the plates into the wastebin, then placed them in the bowl. He felt too deepy to
go to the bathroom for hot water.

When he got back to the room she wasin bed. He felt disappointed; he had hoped to watch her



undressing. Her clothes lay acrossthe chair. Shelay with her back to him, her face buried in the pillow.
He smiled at the blonde head that was almost completely conceded by the sheets; there was something
endearing and childlikein her completelack of any attempt at feminine mystery. Within afew seconds he
was in bed beside her, his bare arms encountering the nakedness of her shoulderswith aphysica shock.

He had been right in supposing her deepiness would not withstand the strangeness of deeping
with aman for thefirst time. She turned over immediately, and put her arms around his neck. Exultation
bubbled up in him; he remembered the frustration on the boat, and later on her bed at Gertrude
Quincey's, and his suspicion that something might prevent him from ever feding her naked body beside
him in bed. It was not true, and the redlisation seemed to involve some more generd truth that he wastoo
excited to examine. A phrase from the Sibelius third symphony came into his head, and combined with
the pleasure that rose in him as he touched her breast. They lay therein the dark, not spesking, only
exploring one another's bodies. At that moment, he felt adesire to engulf her, to absorb her completely.
She stopped him as he moved hisweight across her.

Isit. .. will it be safe, sweet?| don't want ababy yet!

It'll bedl right. . . don't worry. . .

Heféet her tense under him. He said:

Bite my shoulder if it hurts. Don't worry.

Ohswest. . . it.. . it hurts. . . oh, it does hurt. Stop it, please.

Her loinstensed, and she writhed away from him. He was not disappointed; on the contrary, he
was delighted that he continued to want her, that he had not experienced the usua lurch of the somach
and pardydis of dedre, thefeding that it had al been amistake. He said gently:

Don't get so tense, swest.

| can't hdpit. God, doesit hurt dl girlsas much asthis?

| expect so.

Haveyou ever. . . doneit before?

Yes. .. butlet'snot talk about it.

| don't mind, redlly | don't. | wouldn't like you to be avirgin too.

She suddenly beganto giggle.

God, imagine what it must be like when the man'savirgintoo. . .!!!

They recognised that in the Middle Ages. Y ou know about the droit de seigneur?

No. What isit?

| sugpect it was to prevent women from having their first marital experience with an inexperienced
husband. The lord of the manor -- who was assumed to be an accomplished lover -- would deep with
thewife of histenant on the first night, and take her maidenhead.

Did they redly do that?

He had been speaking with the ddliberate intention of relaxing her, and he could fed the success
of the attempt.

I'm not sure that the custom doesn't till exist in some countries.

He started to kiss her again, and felt her response immediately. As he started to move hisweight,
he said softly:

Try to hdp methistime. Relax.

| do try, redlly. | just can't helpit. That'sright, sweet: it's soothing. I'm sorry I'm not very good,
Gerard.

Don't beslly.

| am. | suppose you'd much rather bein bed. . . ooh, swest, careful. . . oh, it hurts. I. . .

She pressed her clenched teeth againgt his shoulder, then suddenly wriggled away.

I'm sorry, swest. . . | can't. It hurts.

Liedill. Don't worry.



He heard a clock somewhere strike three, as he stared into the darkness. He suspected she had
just fallen adeep; her breathing was quiet. He now felt no sexual excitement, and no sense of strangeness
in her presence. He lay on his back, and remembered previous occasions like this, and the violence of
unresolved fedling, forgotten the next morning, but reveding in its upsurge areas of himsalf that he had
never explored. He remembered the girl on the Embankment whose dress had blown over her head, the
fever of lugt, and thought: perhapsthat'sdl sexis. . . afever. A chedt. If it had been Caroline, I'd have
fet the sameludt. Yet shelieshere, and | takeit calmly. Isit a confidence trick? Supposing | succeeded
next time| tried. What would be the difference? She would be my 'mistress, that'sall, asymbol of my
domination, of success. But would there be any revelations as| made love to her? Would | fed curioudy
renewed, brushed by a sort of immortality? What about dl the D. H. Lawrence stuff? No, he was afool
and afraud. It can be good, but never that good. Never initsown right. Only asapart of your bigger
ams. Theorgasmisjust raw energy, light and heat. What makesit important are theidedsit illuminates.

She sat up suddenly. He asked:

What isit?

| want to go downgtairs. . . I'll put my overcoat on. . .

Take my bicycle lamp. It's on the bookcase.

He stretched out in the bed. It was awide single bed, big enough for two, but it was aluxurious
sensation to haveit to himself for amoment. The room was not dark. He could see the outline of her
clothes on the chair. By reaching out his hand, he could fed the silkiness of the dip between hisfinger and
thumb. It reminded him of atrain journey from Liverpool to London; acrossthe gangway sat two
schoolgirls, both about fourteen, dressed for the holidays and travelling with large suitcases. One of them
was exceptionaly dim, and wore a brown tweed skirt; this had dipped about two inches above her
knees, showing the elaborately embroidered hem of anylon petticoat. Her stockings -- obvioudy new for
the occasion -- were sheer hose. He suspected she was alittle proud of the embroidered hem of the dip,
for she made only two perfunctory attemptsto pull down her skirt in the course of afour-hour journey.
At firgt he had tried to ignore the Sight, feding dightly ashamed of the desire that rosein histhroat. He
tried staring out of the window, and alowed hisimagination to toy with theidea of holding her in hisarms.
Findly, he had possessed her so completely inimagination that it caused a shock of surpriseto look a
her -- and at the tantalising area of embroidered nylon -- and to redlise she was till astranger. Once she
met his eyes, and looked away, blushing. What amazed him was that she still made no attempt to concedl
the lacework that hinted at bedrooms and surrender. At Paddington, he seized his bags and rushed dong
the platform, possessed by a sudden conviction that she would catch the same bus, Sit opposite him again
for afurther haf hour, and print her image indestructibly in hisbrain. But he never saw her again.

If it had been she who was degping with him now, whose clothes lay on the chair beside the bed,
no fulfilment could ever reproduce the intensity of travelling opposite her from Liverpool to London. It
was somehow a chesat, adesire without an object.

Caroline came back into the room; her body was cool asit encountered his. He began to kiss her
hard, ddighting in the instantaneous reflex of desire that pressed her body againgt him. Thistime he made
no sudden movesto darm her, only caressing her as she lay by hissde, kissing the hardening nipples. As
her body recovered itswarmth, her arms tightened around him; the tension in her muscles suggested that
shewastrying to force their bodies to interpenetrate by physical pressure. His own desire was lagging
behind the excitement that congtricted her breathing. He alowed himsdlf to beled by her, moving across
her, responding as her hands fumbled to adjust their position. He heard her breathe: 'Now', and knew it
was successful, encountering warmth where before there had been only resistance. She moaned
suddenly: Oh God, it hurts. . . He felt the sharpness of her teeth on hislower lips asthe resistance of her
loinsdisappeared. Shesad: Liedill. . . ill. . . Don't move.

Helay there, obediently, hisface buried in the pillow, feding her relax under him. Hefdt no
sexua excitement; there had been no pleasure in the act; now hefelt only the detached pleasure of an
accomplishment. When he gtirred, accidentdly, she said ingtantly: Don't move!

Sometime later he had began to doze, lying in the same position, when she woke him by
movements. He had relaxed completely; now, as he began to fed desire, she said: Oh God, it till hurts.



Never mind, swest. It worked.

Shesad, inhisear: Yes. I'm not avirgin any more, am |? It'sredly worked. Oh. . . please stop
moving, sweet. Please. . .

Hefdt her tense underneath him, concentrate on the pain; thistime heignored her, and kept on
moving. When her hips began to move rhythmicaly, he knew it wasdl right. Abruptly, he knew it was
not a cheat. What was happening now was redller than any of histhoughts about sex, moreredl than
anything except pain: it was an intimation of the reason behind the tirdless continuity of life. Hefdt
astonished at his own stupidity for not realising it before. He wanted to make avow: to accept dways,
only accept, accept anything, embrace everything with the certainty that dl thingswould yield like this, an
engulfing pleasure. Her body was curved up to him, her teeth on hislips, her nailsin hisback. Thelight
threatened to hurt him, to burn and shatter asit flooded from hisloins and ssomach and brain.

When their bodies were relaxed, still throbbing, like two cars standing by the roadside after a
long race, he asked her: What happened, sweet?

| don't know. It hurt horribly. And | just concentrated -- ever so hard -- on the pain, just thought
of nothing ese. Then the pain went, and | was enjoyingit.

CHAPTER THREE

Sheinssted that he stay in bed while she made tea. The thought that she might be seen walking
around in hisdressing-gown aarmed him, but her pleasure was so obvious that he could not bring himsalf
to stop her. He sat up in bed, trying to read, but with only half his attention on the book, listening for the
noise of Calet moving around in the next room or Carlotte cleaning the sairs. Carolinewasin the
bathroom. A few moments later she came out and mounted the stairs; at the same time he heard other
footsteps on the lower flight. As she came into the room, he asked:

Who wasit?

Who was what?

That.

The noise of footsteps passed his door, and went on up the next flight. She said:

| don't know. | didn't notice.

Probably Carlotte going to clean the old man'sroom. Unlessit's anew tenant.

Footsteps sounded across the floor above them. He said:

Y ou look sweet in that dressing-gown. It needs to be afoot shorter.

She sat on the edge of the bed and kissed him. Even without makeup, and with her hair
uncombed, her face looked pink and childlike.

How do you fed thismorning?

Sore. Otherwisefine.

Tired?

No. I'll get back into bed if you like!

He pulled her shoulders back on to the bed, and kissed her. There was a heavy thump from
overhead. Sorme looked at the celling, saying:

Areyou there, truepenny?

Therewas agrinding noise, as of an armchair being moved on castors. Caroline said:

| expect it'sthe girl tidying the room. Let me up. I'll make the tea

He watched her as she stopped on the hearthrug, spooning teainto the two pint thermos, and
tried to observe the emotions she aroused in him. He was glad he had dept with her; he was glad he
knew her body now; but that was all. There was no deeper satisfaction, no assuaged hunger. It was
something he could not define. It worried him. The experience had left dmost nothing except adight
physicd tiredness. He thought: What do | want anyway? What do al men want? The need isuniversal.
Cardlire. . .



She was getting dressed now, standing naked on the hearthrug in front of the gasfire, dipping
into her clothes without self-consciousness. Sheisanatura mistress. Or wife. Samething, | suppose.
Wants ahushand. Thinksshe'sin love.

But | don't want to be a husband. Nice little hubby, good dog.

| am too many people. Need to express mysdf. With her body under mine. How else? Watching
the dawn rise over Yamdrok Tso or Sadiya. Why not Idington or the Welsh Harp?

... from Islington to Marybone

To Primrose Hill and Saint John's Wood,
Were builded over with pillars of gold;
And there Jerusalem's pillars stood.

Could never kill. Lifeddightsinlife. | have too much. Too comfortable. Need a battle to fight.

The press studs at the waist of her skirt engaged with asnap of metal. She poured teainto two
mugsthrough agtrainer. She said:

| wish we could go away somewhere. For along time. . . It'd be niceto live together, wouldn't it?

Hesad, amiling: Why not?Y ou could movein here.

What about your landlady? What about mummy and daddy? What about Aunt Gertrude? And
what about Augtin?

Well, what about Augtin?

Hed be jedous.

| doubt it. . .

Ashewas about to take the tea from her, someone knocked on the door. He said softly:

Oh blimey!

Hejumped out of bed, and snatched his dressing-gown from the back of the chair, afraid the
door would open before he could reach it. He was tying the cord as he opened it; Carlotte said:

There's someone on the phone for you. . .

Oh, thanks. . .

Sheleaned towards him:

And I'm afraid. ..

She gestured with her head towards the stairs. He stared at her without comprehension.

What?

Shesad, inaconspiratorid hiss.

Heisback!

Who? Not the old man?

She nodded. He was divided between indignant incredulity, and afear that she might look into his
room and see Caroline. He said:

Oh blimey. . . I'd better answer that phone. . .

She nodded sympatheticdly, smiling. Her smile was more friendly and intimate than he had
known it before; it increased hisaarm in case Caroline gppeared behind him. He mumbled:

I'll get my dippers. . .

and closed the door. Heraised hisfinger to hislipsto sgna Carolineto be silent, and found his
dippers. He caught Carlotte half way down the gairs.

Does MrsMiller know he's back?

Ohyes. She sent him.

She must be mad! Doesn't she care if he setsfire to the place?

Thegirl turned and looked at him; her eyes were curioudy mocking. Her face distorted into a
strange grimace that gave it adevilish gppearance. She said softly:

Shehasincreased hisrent!

Before he could reply, she had run down theflight of stairsinto the basement, and left him staring
at the phone that lay on the hall table.



Hdlo?

Hello, Gerard. Audtin. . .

Oh hello. How are you?

I'm OK. Look, can you have lunch with me today?

l...yes, | expect s0. Any special reason?

Yes. | want you to meet two friendsof mine. . .

Who are they?

American writers.

Anyonel know?

Probably not. They're both young. | think you'l find them interesting. They belong to agroup
called the Chicago rebels. Can you get over here about midday? Well have adrink, then go to Soho.
OoK?

OK. Thanks. By theway, | didn't say thanks for the other night. . .

For making you sick, you mean?

No, but. . . you were very swest.

Not at al, old boy. Seeyou later. OK?

He returned upgtairs, feding how totally unpredictable Nunne could be. The last time he had
phoned he sounded like aspoiled child; now he sounded like a protective older brother.

Who wasit?

Audin.

Speak of the devil!

He wanted meto go for lunch. But if you're freefor lunch, | can put him off. . .

No, don't worry, darling. | ought to be getting home, otherwise mummy and daddy might start
trying to phone the friend I'm supposed to have stayed with last night!

He pulled her to him and kissed her. Her mouth tasted of warm tea. It was aluxury to fed her
warmth pressed againgt him; asensation like dectricity ran through his chest and thighs. As she pressed
hersalf closer, her left arm disengaged itsalf from his neck, and the hand groped insde the dressing-gown.
Hesadthickly:

What aslly thing to do. . . getting dressed.

He pulled open the press studs at the waist of her skirt, and unzipped it. Helping her with the
buttons at the back of the blouse, he noticed that his tea was untouched.

He made love very gently, aware of thetension in her, the fear of being hurt.

They lay Sde by sde, looking at the ceiling. He said:

That old bleeder's back upstairs.

Areyou sure?

Afraid so.

He raised on one elbow, and tasted hislukewarm tea. She said:

I'll make you some more.

Don't bother. . . You know, | think I'll ask Austin if he doesn't know of aflat. Hisfather owns
half Marylebone. | don't think | can stand this old sod for another week. 1t'd wreck me.

Someone knocked on the door, startling him. He whispered to Caroline: Ssshh! and dipped out
of bed, reaching for the gown.

He expected to see Carlotte. It was the old man. His eyes |ooked less watery; he was wearing a
tweed suit that seemed to be of good quality, and aclean shirt. He smiled shyly:

I'm sorry to bother you, sir, but do you happen to have amatch?

Hisvoice was clear and firm. Sorme groped in the dressing-gown pocket, and handed him a
box.

Thank you. . . but | won't take the box. . .

That'sdl right. It's nearly empty.

The old man smiled at him, asif they had some secret reason for liking one another, and dropped
the matchesin his pocket. He shuffled hisfeet uncomfortably. Sorme said:



l... hopeyoure. . . better now.

| am. Thank you.

Asif Sorme'swords had decided him, he turned and walked away. As Sorme started to close
the door, he turned round, smiling apologeticaly.

Perhaps you'd like to see the morning paper?

He pulled afolded newspaper out of his pocket and handed it to Sorme, then disappeared
hedtily, asif afraid of having committed an indiscretion.

Sorme went back into the room, opening the paper. The headlines read:

HUSBAND ARRESTED FOR GREENWICH MURDER.

Who wasit?

Him. Hejerked hischin &t the cailing.

He sounded all right.

Oh, hedoes. He isdl right till he gets drunk. Which heisfor about twenty-three hours aday.

He stood at the table, reading the front page. She was dressing again. He said:

So he didn't move after dl.

Who?

The Whitechapd killer.

Ashewas pulling on his shoes, she said suddenly:

Y ou ought to buy aflat in Whitechapd. | bet the vaue of property's gone down since these
murders.

That'savery clever remark, swest.

Don't you think?

Why not? Or perhaps Augtin and hisfather are in thistogether -- Austin doing the murders and
hisfather buying the property at cut prices.

She said, grimacing: But | shouldn't think Austin would murder women, would he?

| don't know. I'll ask him when | see him.

* *x %

Hearrived a Albany Street half an hour late. The doorman said:

Ah, Mr Nunneswaiting for you, sir. Y ou haven't brought the other two gentlemen with you,
then?

No. No sign of them?

They hadn't arrived five minutes ago, when Mr Nunne rang down.

Nunne opened the door. Sorme said immediatdly:

I'm sorry I'm |ate.

That'sdl right. They haven't arrived yet either. How are you, Gerard? Y ou look tired.

Too much writing, | expect.

Whisky?

Thanks. By theway, Austin, | meant to ask you when we were aone. . . Do you know of any
unfurnished flats or rooms around here?

For you?

Yes I'mthinking of changing.

But my dear boy, you're always changing.

| know. Do you remember that old man | told you about?

Yes. Isheout of hospital?

Sorme nodded.

He arrived thismorning. So | expect I'll get no deep until he has another accident.

Nunne sat in the armchair, and lit a cigarette.

There are dwaysways and means, aren't there?

Seeing Sorme's puzzled look, he said:



We might arrange alittle accident, don't you think?

Areyou serious?

Quite. For ingtance. . .

The buzzer sounded. Nunne crossed to the door. Alone for amoment, Sorme stared at the bars
of the fire, and wondered what new aspect of his personality Nunne was preparing to spring on him. He
heard aloud American voice say:

Hiya, man! Good to seeya.

They cameinto the room, followed by Nunne. Nunne said:

That's Gerard Sorme. Gerard, thisis Cal Teschmeyer and Rudi James.

The short, Italianate-looking man said affably:

Hiya, Gerard. How'reya?

Hisfriend reached over the back of the chair, patted Sorme on the shoulder, and said in adeep,
pleasant voice:

Glad tmeetcha, man.

Heflopped into the armchair that Nunne had vacated, letting hisarmsfall limply over the sides.
He had along, hollow face, with three days growth of blond stubble on the chin. Like his companion, he
wore aleather jacket, with abrightly coloured shirt underneath. The Italian-looking man sat beside
Sorme on the divan, saying:

What d'they call you -- Jerry?

Youcanif youlike,

Good. I'm Cd and hes Immy.

Nunne asked from the sideboard:

What will you have?

Any bourbon?

Yes.

Jmmy turned round in his chair, and peered into the drink cabinet. He whistled shrilly.

Hey, dig that crazy man! He's got a dozen bottles of the stuff in there! We struck lucky, son.

Y oohoo!

He sprang up, loped over to Nunne, and seized a bottle with both hands, kissing it fondly. He
sad throatily:

Boy, am | glad to see you!

Ca asked Sorme:

You awriter?

Sorme said, shrugging: Nothing worth talking about. What do you write?

Novels. Jmmy there writes poetry. He founded his own schoal. . .

Aw, canit! Immy said.

... which our friend and sympathetic mentor Professor Trilling. . .

Sonofabitch! Immy shouted.

... referred to as the diarrhoea school of poetry!

He began to laugh; it was a high laugh that lurched and squesked; somehow it reminded Sorme
of an old car on abumpy road. Jmmy said vengefully:

Y eah, and yaknow what Time Magazine said about hislast novd. . .?

Nunne handed him atumbler haf full of whisky. He seized it, sniffed it ecstatically, and poured it
down histhroat immediately. He said affectionatdly:

Augt'n, | loveya. Yagot what it takes.

He alowed Nunneto pour more whisky, saying with mock belligerence:

Who cares what the bastards say? Like Omar Khayyam said, 'the dogs bark but the caravan
rollson'.

Nunne handed Cal aglass, asking gravely:

Have you boys been drinking aready?

Oh, he'snot drunk, Cal said. Hesalways like this. Ain't ya, daddy-0? He's been talking al night.



What about? Sorme asked.

Oh, God or something.

Jmmy asked: Where d'you keep your records?

Inthere.

Cal sad: Somebody told him about Mergkovsky or something, how these Russians used to Sit
up dl night, and when somebody yawned, they'd say. . .

Jmmy shouted: Hey, wait, lemmetdl it. Listen! They'd argue dl night, these guys, and when
somebody suggested hitting the sack, do you know what they'd say? 'We can't deep yet. We haven't
decided if God exists.'

He gave a high whoop of ddlight, and turned back to the record cabinet. A moment later, he said
with admiration:

Hey, man, get thisl Miles Davisand Dizzie and -- wow! -- awhole album of Bird. Can we play
some?

Nunne said cautioudy:

Don't you think we should go and ezt first? It's after one.

Just one, Jmmy said. Just one side of Bird. We can grease | ater.

Gad asked Sorme: Do you dig bop?

...

Before he could answer, the gramophone drowned his voice. Jmmy lay back on the floor and
kicked hisfeet inthe air: he shouted: ‘Bells, daddy-o!’

Cal leaned over, and shouted in Sorme's ear:

Youajazz fan?

| don't know much. | like Bix Beiderbecke.

Gresat! Cd shouted. He gestured at Jmmy. He don't. Thinksit's square stuff.

Sorme glanced cautioudly at hiswatch, wondering how soon he could get awvay. The noise and
strange language struck him as deliberate exhibitionism. He looked up, and caught Nunne regarding him
with amused interest: the brown eyes were as soft as an animal's and as sardonic and caressing asa
heathen god. For amoment Sorme felt again the curious awe and submission that he had felt beforein
Nunne's presence; the sense of being with someone of a different species. Nunne closed hiseyesand
relaxed inthe chair.

Astherecord cameto an end, Jmmy sat up. He said sadlly:

That gone cat Charlie. Hekilled himsdlf.

Helooked across at Sorme, and Sorme was struck by his sincerity. He asked: What happened
tohim?

Cd said briefly: Booze and hop.

Littlefat guy, Jmmy said. As sweet asthey come, but temperamenta. We used to know him, on
the West coast.

Nunne switched off the gramophone. He said:

Let'sgo and edt. I'm ravenous.

Sorme followed them out of the room. Immy walked with a shambling gait that was amost
ape-like. Sorme wondered what Cal meant by 'booze and hop': he presumed 'hop' was another word for
'bebop’; the idea of ashort, fat man dancing himsdf to death struck him as curiously depressing.

Thetwo Americans stopped talking during the medl; they ate voracioudy, giving Sormethe
impression they hadn't esten for days. But when Nunne asked casudly, Hungry? Ca said:

| ate abig breakfast. That always makes me eat like hell for the rest of the day.

They drank thewinelike beer, in long pulls. Jmmy said aoruptly:

Trouble with British writers, you don't kick enough.

Kick who? Sorme asked.

Anybody. Frinstance -- what you writing now?

A novdl.

About what?



A s=xud killer.

They looked impressed. Cd said:

That's agood subject. Why d'you want to write about it?

To make money.

Widll, why not, Jmmy said. 'S agood reason.

Helooked puzzled. Nunne said, smiling:

Hespulling your leg.

Jmmy smiled, broadly and candidly:

Ohyeah?Wdll, it'sgtill agood reason. But serioudly, you redly writing about asex killer?

Yes.

Ca leaned forward.

Do you know any?

Certainly, Sorme said. Severd. Me and Austin, to begin with. Perhaps you and Jmmy. | don't
know.

He'sright, Immy said unexpectedly. He's got you there, Cal. Y ou don't need to know one. It
could be anybody.

Isthat what you're gettin’ at? Cal asked.

Suppressing astrong desire to get up and leave, Sorme said:

No. Not redlly.

What, then?

He decided to make the best of it; after amoment's thought, he said:

| want to isolate the modern sense of dispossession. The sense of being left in the cold. Of not
having enough of life. Do you know what | mean?

Dowel Cd said.

Jmmy said excitedly: Sure, | know what you mean. Likeaguy | knew in S.F., spent most of his
lifein reformatories and gaols, and you couldn't hold him ill. Hisfavourite diverson waslanding hisgirl
friends with babies. That way he felt he was making the best of it. That boy wanted to eat and drink his
freedom. . . anything for kicks, he had to kegp moving, doing things, drinking, smoking tea, laying
sweeties. That boy wanted a past to look back on next time he landed in gaol.

He turned to Nunne, saying:

Didj'ever read Thomas Wolfe? There was a dispossessed man for you. . . 'Scuse me, man, | just
gottago to the can. Where they keep it in this place?

Nunne directed him; they watched the two of them crossing the room together, talking excitedly,
atracting attention from mogt other dinersin the room. Nunne said:

What do you think of them?

They tiremeout. I'd liketo get home.

Really?Y ou're being very antisocid today. And they likeyou. | cantell.

| like them. But they don't know how to make conversation. There's no attempt to get in tune.
They just fire questions and comments a you like amachine-gun. And they seemto imaginethat it'sall
getting them somewhereinteresting. | couldn't resst talking about digpossesson. They're about the worst
examples|'ve ever seen.

Y ou're being alittle premature, you know. Cd has some rather interesting views on mysticiam.
He became a Mohammedan afew years ago. . . By theway, are you serious about writing this novel ?

No. | invented it on the spur of the moment. Y ou can't talk serioudly about your work like thet, at
five seconds notice.

Nunne said reprovingly:

Y ou're not sufficiently interested in people, you know, Gerard. I've noticed it in you before.

Maybe, Sorme said noncommittally. The Americanswere returning, Immy walking with the
exaggerated ape-douch, and till talking and gesturing. As soon as Jmmy sat down, he asked:

D'you ever try Y oga?

Not serioudy, Sorme said.



Pity. Y ou ought to try that. Cal used to practiseit -- the soofi method, it was called. | used to
know aguy herein London who did it too. . . boy, he was redlly whacky, used to shoot himsdf full of
coke, then st like a screwball on his can for days.

Sorme began to scrape at the label of the empty wine bottle with hisfingernail, wondering how to
excuse himsdlf quickly. He wasfeding the beginning of amenta exhaudtion that interfered with his
digestion. Before he could invent areason for leaving, he caught aname, and looked up quickly:

Did you say Glasp?

Y eah. Y ou know him?

Oliver Glasp, the painter?

Jmmy said: | dunno whether thisguy painted, and | can't remember hisfirst name. But hewasa
real screwbdll.

It could be the same one, Sorme said. It'san unusua name.

Could be. Thiswasfive years ago. He was a bit of apervert, too.

Was he? How?

Oh, he had athing about little girls. . . dways taking about them. We dl reckoned held finish up
indir.

Could it be Oliver? Sorme asked Nunne.

| doubt it. By the way, Gerard, you ought to go soon if you're supposed to be taking a phone call
at haf past two.

Sormelooked at him with gratitude. He said:

Yes, | suppose ! ought. I'm sorry to haveto leave.

Let'smeet again afterwards, Immy said. I'd like to talk some more about this dispossession idea.

| can't makeit today, I'm afraid. . . but Austin could arrangeit eedly. . .

To hissurprise, they both stood up and shook hands with polite formaity when he left. He
hurried out into Greek Street with asense of relief. It had beguntorain.

* * *

Hewaked into therain, his coat collar turned up, oblivious of the people who hurried past him
on the narrow pavements. A Negro woman tried to accost him at the junction of Shaftesbury Avenue; he
smiled vagudly at her and walked on. Something worried him; he wished Nunnewas il there. Ona
sudden impulse, he turned into a phone box. The Hungarian priest answered the phone. Sorme gave his
name and asked if Father Carrutherswas free. A few minutes later, the priest returned, and said that
Father Carruthers would be free until four o'clock. Sorme looked at hiswatch. It was after three. He
sad:

Thank you very much. I'll come over now.

On the bus, travelling down Holborn, he wondered what he wanted to say to the priest. It was
some compulsion to unravel aknot; but hisideas about what he was unravelling were uncertain. Hewas
balanced on the edge of an excitement that refused to be denned.

The Hungarian priest took him up, and |&ft him at the end of the corridor. Father Carruthers was
gtting in front of the fire, wearing adressng-gown over pyjamas. Sorme was pleased by the warmth of
his grip as he shook hands. he was secretly afraid of boring the old man.

I'm glad you came, Gerard. Sit down.

When Sorme was seated, and before he could speak further, the priest leaned forward, saying:

Did Stein ask you any questions yesterday?

Y es. We went and had a cup of coffee. . .

Who suggested that?

Hedid.

The priest looked grave.

And he asked you about Austin?

Why, yes. How did you know?



The priest ignored him. He was staring past Sorme's head out of the window. Something in his
face kept Sorme silent; it was an expression he would never have associated with the priest, amixture of
power and concentration with detached regret, asummary. The sllence lengthened. Glancing cautioudy a
his wristwatch, Sorme noticed it was amost twenty to four. The priest looked at him; he seemed to have
cometo adecison. Hesaid quietly:

| think you are areliable person, aren't you, Gerard?

| hope o, father.

The priest's tone was clear and businesdike.

In my profession, | am often obliged to make decisionsthat contravene the law -- or, rather,
ignoreit. | have to work upon the assumption that individua souls are of vaue. Thelaw judges aman by
what he has done: | haveto judge him by what heis. Do you understand?

Sorme nodded.

What | am going to tell you now will place us both in that postion. . .

Hewas sllent: Sorme waited, with aforeboding. He anticipated what the priest was going to say
and prepared himsdf for it.

On Thursday night, Franz Stein received information from the Hamburg police that gave him
reason to suppose that Austin might be the Whitechapel murderer.

He stopped. Sorme sat there, surprised by hisown calm. He asked findly:

Will they arrest him?

Not yet.

Why?

They have no evidence. It would be very difficult to find evidence at this stage. Heisbeing
watched dl thetime.

Andishe...thekiller?

He could be.

The questions piled up in him, obstructing one another like a cumulative accident on an arterid
highway; he felt them escaping in the confusion. The priest watched him without spesking. Sorme said:

He's not insane. I'm certain he's not insane.

| don't know.

But. . . isit sense? Do you. . . do you know what the Hamburg report said?

Yes. Heiswell known to the progtitutes who cater for sadists. And heis suspected of murder.

Murder?

Of ayoung male progtitute. There is no definite evidence. He is one of adozen suspects.

Sorme said with sudden indignation:

But hell, father. . .! That's no reason to suspect aman. . . of mass murder, | mean, isit? Isthat
dl?Isthere anything else?

No, that'sall.

But in that case, it's not so serious. Austin might be one of ahundred suspects. And he has one
great fact in hisfavour. HE's queer. Y ou say he's suspected of killing a male prostitute. Surely that. . .

Quite. The evidenceisdim. But thereisevidence. If Audtin isthe murderer. . . anditisjust
possible, after dll. . . if heisthekiller, then he stands no chance of escaping detection now. The police are
clever. They know thereisno point in darming him. If they had any evidence at dl, they'd make an
arest. Asitis, they will watch him to seeif he provides evidence. If he drove to Whitechapel tonight and
walked around the Streets -- even if he did nothing more -- they might arrest him.

After aslence, Sorme asked:

Suppose heisthekiller. . . what'd happen to him if they caught him?

The priest said softly, with precison:

They would hang him.

Areyou sure, father?

Quite sure.

No chance of Broadmaoor?



None whatever. Even if he was declared insane, he would be hanged. He has no past record of
menta ingtability -- no periodsin asylums, or past convictions that might be interpreted as pathologicd.
They would have to hang him, as they hanged Heeth and Haigh and Christie -- because the newspapers
have headlined the murders until there is awidespread neurosis about them.

Sorme knew suddenly, without needing to ask, why the ' priest had confided in him. Hefelt an
urgency of anger rising in him, aprotest againgt the unreasonableness of it dl, the stupidity and unfairness
that was aforce of nature, not a human failing, and was therefore somehow unchallengesble. He asked
quietly.

What am | to do, father?

That isdifficult. | want to ask you onething: please do not tell Austin. There are other ways. If
you see him often. . .

I've just had lunch with him!

Good. Well, there areways. Y ou might pretend to notice that you are being followed. Y ou might
invent someone who has asked you questions about Augtin. But if you tell him, and heisfinally caught
and tried for murder, then you are an accessory. Do you understand?

| see. .. Youthink hemight tell?

Hewould, eventualy. Sooner or later, hewould fed the need to confessfully. | am assuming
now that he might be the murderer.

Sorme said:

Father. .. | promisel won't tell him outright

Good.

But. . . | dunno quite how to put it. . . have you any idea.of whether it'slikely. . . of whether
Auginmight be. .. ?

The priest shrugged.

How can | tell? 1 haven't seen Austin for along time.

Hisreply left Sorme baffled; he could fed himsaf become inarticulate as hetried to explain
himsdf. Hesad:

But | don't think it'slikely, you know! It'sjust not likely!

Why?

Because. . . well, because one's friends don't usually turn out to be murderers, | suppose.

The priest smiled.

Mine have.

Redly?

On two occasions. However, that's beside the point. After all, it can hardly come asa surpriseto
you that Austin should be suspected. Y ou have spoken to me about your own suspicions.

Yes. .. butl think I know him better since then. Hes mixed up, | know. He'samost the original
crazy mixed-up kid. But he's aso gentle and good tempered and generous. These qualitiesjust don't go
with akiller.

Thepriest said:

And yet you showed no surprise when | told you of the Hamburg murder. Were you certain that
was not Audtin either?

[...1dont know. | dont think. . . it'slikely. But. . . wel, how can | tell? | don't know the
circumgtances. It's possible. A foreign city, an attempt to con him or rob himinthe night. . . and Austin's
enormoudly strong, I'd guess. It could happen and gtill not mean athing. . .

And supposing it was not like that? Supposing it was ordinary sadistic murder? How would you
fed about it then?

| don't know, but it wouldn't necessarily make any difference. I'd till want to know why beforel
decided. | mean I'd want to get insde Augtin's skin and fed ashedidwhen he. . . did it.

Why?

Because. . . you can't judge anything otherwise. Besides, it's not so hard to understand.
Sometimes you don't redlly do things -- another part of you does them, and you're only a spectator. |



could put myself inthe skin of asadigt dl right.

Could you?

l...think so.

Have you ever caused suffering. . . physica suffering?

| suppose so. | used to kill chickens at Christmas when | wasaboy. But | didn't particularly
enjoy doing it. And | once drowned amouse that | found in my waste bucket, and poured boiling water
onit asit swam around. But that was because | was afraid it'd take hoursto die. | wouldn't do that now.

Why?

Itd make mefed sick. Besides, therésan ingtinct in methat hateskilling.

The priest said quietly and conclusively:

Then you could not place yoursdlf in the mind of a sadi<t, could you?

That doesn't follow. A sadist'sa sexud killer, isn't he? That makesit different. Most people can
sympathise to some extent with asex crime.

Canthey?

l...think so. | can, anyway. | think many people have a permanent feding of being sexualy
underprivileged. But I'd have to think about it. It's not easy.

Do you think of yourself as sexudly underprivileged?

Y es, but that's only the negative side of it. | think it'sakind of vison. . . of complete fullness of
lifethat underliesit. After dl, the sexud impulseisn't so important. | sometimeswish | could outgrow sex
atogether. . . | know that sounds odd, but it'strue.

It doesn't sound at al odd, especidly not to me. A man doesn't have to be asaint to rise above
seXx. A great many scientists and mathematicians have doneit, and alarge proportion of the philosophers.

| know, father, | know. But it's not as smple asthat. Y ou can't just decide to exchange sex for
thelife of the mind or whatever it is. | used to have a Freudian friend whose favourite phrase was
'Everybody's neurotic'. | used to think hewas afool, but I'm beginning to see his point. What'sa
neurosis, after dl? It'sapocket of unfulfilled desire -- any kind of desire. And human beingswork on
unfulfilled desires -- therés nothing el se.

Except habit.

Y es,; but habit only keeps usliving. Desire kegps us moving forward. And we al want to keep
moving, so we dl cultivate our desires. Y ou know something, father. I've been so confused for the past
fiveyearsbecause | didn't want enough. | thought | could live off Plato and Beethoven, and found |
couldn't. But it's not because there's anything wrong with Plato or Beethoven. It'sme -- I'm not ready for
them. But don't you see, father, | shouldn't be aware of sexua problemsif | hadn't tried to leave them
behind. And I'm sureit'sthe same with Augtin. If heésasadis, it's because he'storn in two. | don't know
Augtin asasadist. | know him as arather generous dilettante who likes ballet and music and philosophy.
| think it's the same with him aswith me. Y ou know, father, Shaw said we judge an artist by his highest
momentsand acrimind by hislowest. But what happens when aman's amixture of thetwo? Y ou can't
sentence the crimind half to desth and let the artist go free, can you? Especialy when you know he
wouldn't beacrimind if hewasn't an artist.

Y ou think the criminal should be dlowed to kill other human beings?

No, father. God forbid! | just think that. . .

Hefdt suddenly deflated. He finished lamely:

.. .it'smoreimportant to cure him than punish him.

| agree. The problem with Austin iswhether hel's curable. . .

He glanced at the clock on the mantelpiece. It was a quarter past four. Sorme said:

I'd better go. I'll try to find Austin.

Be careful, Gerard. Y ou don't want to be sent to prison as an accessory.

No, father.

The priest sad, smiling:

Not to mention me.

| promise.



Beforeyou go. . . would you mind asking Father Rakos if there's anyone waiting for me

downgtairs?

All right, father.

He met the Scotswoman as he opened the door. She said:

The man's gone. He waited ten minutes, then said he was going for awalk.

The priest said: Good. I'mtired. Could | have acup of tea, Mrs Doughty?

Sorme went out into the rain and the faling dusk, feding a stifled impatience with his sense of

unredity. Hefdt asif he had just been acting in aplay.

He hdf recognised the man who was approaching him across the road; a moment later, he saw it

was Glasp.

Hi, Oliver! Where are you going to?

He sensed immediately a certain morosenessin Glagp's manner. Glasp said:

| waswaiting for you.

There was a suggestion of athrest in hisvoice, that Sorme failed to understand.
How did you know | was here?

That woman told me. | waswaiting to see Father Carruthers.

| see! That wasyou, wasit? Well, what are you going to do now?

Glasp hesitated. Sorme looked at him closdly, puzzled. Glasp sad:

| didn't know you were aclosefriend of Father Carruthers.

I'm not. But I've seen him severd times.

They stood on the edge of the pavement. Sormelaid ahand on Glasp'sarm.
Come and have acup of tea. We can't stand here in this downpour.

Glasp accompanied him into Farringdon Road without speaking. They walked to the caf € where

Sorme had been with Stein. Glasp was wearing the most threadbare and shabby overcoat Sorme had
ever seen, and it was soaked with rain. He was dso hatless; hisred hair clung to his skull and forehead in
grands; therain made it look deep brown.

The café was warm, and amost empty. They sat near the window, where the steamed surface

waslike awall between them and the gathering dusk. In normal circumstances, Glasp's moroseness
would have worried Sorme, but the excitement of histalk with the priest made him now indifferent to it.
He drank histeaand thought about Nunne, wondering where he was now, trying to recollect any words
or actionsthat might add weight to his suspicions.

He had amost emptied his cup before Glasp spoke:

What do you find to talk about with him?

With. .. ?Oh, Father Carruthers. Oh. . . variousthings. Nothing that would interest you.

No?

| don't think so.

He had caught the suspicion in Glasp'sface. He sad:

Why? Did you suppose we were talking about you?

Weren't you?

No. Why on earth should we? Y ou get some extraordinary ideas!

Histone was less restrained than hiswords; it implied: What makes you suppose we give adamn

about you? Glasp coloured and drank amouthful of teain agulp; Sormeimmediately felt remorse. He

sAd:

I've been talking over. . . some rather important subjects. . . | can't be more explicit.

Austin, Glasp said. It was not aquestion but a statement.

Yes.

Glasp said abruptly:

I'm sorry if | got thewrong idea. But. . . I've had one or two doses of people getting officious

about me. And Father Carruthers used to be amember of the Reform Oliver Society.

Not at al. Areyou going to see him now?
No. | won't go back.



Won't he wonder where you are?

It doesn't matter. He's probably glad to escape asession. . .

What are you doing now?

Going back home.

Why don't you come back with me? Have amed and talk.

Ashesadit, hewas amost certain Glasp would refuse. He was surprised to see Glasp
hesitating, and the moment brought an intuition of hisfundamenta londiness. Glasp sad:

I've aready had one meal with you.

There's not much, Sorme said. But there's enough for two, anyway. Y ou may aswell.

All right. Thanks.

The progpect of the ride in the Underground, with a change at Tottenham Court Road, so
depressed him that he hailed a passing taxi asthey came into Holborn. Glasp said:

You're picking up Augtin's habits!

Sorme said: Never mind. | don't want to mess about in thisrain.

He repressed his own sense of rashness by reflecting that Austin had paid for his lunch, and
probably saved the price of the taxi.

He left Glasp to make the tea, and went downgtairs to phone Nunne. There was no reply from
theflat; the girl on the switchboard asked if she could take a message. Sorme declined, and returned to
his room. The thought that the line might be tapped brought a sense of danger, and the redlisation that the
cal might easily be traced back to his own address. The memory of his hesitation, as he had waited for a
reply, the uncertainty whether to warn Nunne that he had something urgent to tell him, congtricted his
throat with a sense of a close escape.

Glasp was not in the room when he returned. He drew the curtains, looking towards the lights of
the Kentish Town Road, wondering if the police thought it worth while to keep awatch on him too. He
sat inthe armchair, and indulged in afantasy in which he was arrested with Austin as an accessory before
the fact. Heimagined the Public Prosecutor describing his excursonswith Nunneinto Spitdfields, his
acting as adecoy to lure awoman into some aleyway. He remembered suddenly that he had told Stein
that his acquaintance with Nunne had been very short, and he was amused by the sense of rdlief that took
him unaware. When Glasp came back into the room, he was startled, having completely forgotten about
him. Glasp said:

Look here, what about skipping tea? Come and have adrink with me?

Sorme looked at the clock.

Wdll. .. al right. That'sagood idea.

He could sense that Glasp was concerned about accepting his hospitaity for asecond timein
three days; thisworried him. He had no wish to make Glasp fed under obligation to him; accepting a
drink from Glasp seemed an opportunity to disperse the awkwardness. He touched Glasp's overcoat,
that hung on the back of the door, dripping water on the floor.

Y ou'd better borrow my raincoat. Well put thisin the kitchen to dry.

That'sdl right. I've worn it wetter than thet.

Yes, but. . . it'd better dry out. Cometo think of it, I've got a plastic mac somewhere in here.

He rummaged in an unpacked cardboard box in the bottom of the wardrobe, and found the
macintosh, tied in atight parcel. Glasp sat huddled over the fire, his knees gpart, seam risng from his
trousers. He had combed his hair; it was dicked back in aglossy wave, looking brilliantined. He said:

That's one advantage of being awriter -- it's easier to keep asmall room warm. The only way to
keep warm in that barn of mineisto stay in bed.

Helooked strangely lugubriousin the plastic raincoat; it accentuated the stoop of his shoulders.

Looking a him, Sorme felt surprised that he had ever regarded Glasp as formidable; he seemed
defenceless. But there was something aien about his stringy ugliness; it wasimpossibleto fed protective



about him.

They werethefirg inthe bar. In the grate, afire was beginning to burn through. Glasp sat close
toit, drinking apint of bitter. But when Sorme suggested agame of darts he accepted without hesitation,
and scored adouble with hisfirst dart. Sorme was inclined to accept it as afluke, but was soon
compelled to revise his opinion; Glasp threw the darts dowly and clumsly, with acobra-like motion of
the hand, but with a startling accuracy. When they sat down again, he had beaten Sorme three times.
Sorme said:

Wheredid you learnto play like that?

In my teens. | haven't played for years.

He emptied his pint, and banged it on the shelf. Sorme said: Another? Glasp looked surprised,
and said: Oh, thanks. His mood had changed completely in twenty minutes, become relaxed and
humorous. Sorme watched him emptying the second pint, and thought with amusement: When shdll | ever
learn? People are real. My mind likes cresting patterns too much.

Glasp said: Perhaps | should have phoned the hostdl .

Hell understand. Anyway, hewas very tired.

Glasp nodded.

He'sagood sort. | ought to see him more.

Sorme said: You sad earlier that he used to be amember of the Oliver reform Society? What
exactly did you mean?

Glagp sad, amiling:

Y ou mean, what did they want to reform me from?

Wedl, yes.

Nothing serious. They used to think 1'd be the new Chagall.

Didn't you?

It'snot that. | judt. . . don't like people having preconceived ideas about me. . . that | haveto live
up to. I'd rather beleft done.

Mmmmm. But what did you want to do when you were | eft alone?

That didn't matter.

Sorme sad meditatively:

| know what you mean. But it'sdifficult, isn't it? Y ou fed asif you want nothing except to be
aone. Then your own weakness betrays you. Y ou get involved in adifferent way -- involved with
boredom and londliness. Y ou know, | fed ashamed of the fact that | fed better now because of Austin.
It'snot ared superiority | fed over him. It'sanillusion, pure chance.

Glagp asked:

Isit pure chance that you're not asadist?

l...think so.

No. When you read your volume on the Arran murder, do you fed it's pure chance you're not
thekiller?

Sorme thought about it. He said:

No. Because | wouldn't murder a man for the sake of afew pounds as Laurie did.

Y ou'd murder him for other reasons, though?

No, of course not. That's not what | meant. | don't possess any of theingtinct that could make
me sympathise with amurderer. | don't think many people have. But everybody possesses a sexud urge.
Why do you suppose the type of Sunday paper that specialisesin sex crimes has such vast sales?

Glagp sad:

Not sex crime done. Any sort of crime. If you use that argument, you'll have to admit thet the
readers of Sunday papers have a suppressed desire to be footpads and blackmailers and kleptomaniacs.

All right. What's your conclusion?



Glasp did not reply immediately. The pub was beginning to fill up; aman wasleaning across his
shoulder to reach apack of cardsfrom the shelf. When the man was out of earshot, Glasp leaned
forward. He said serioudly:

I'll tell you. You'reafool to underrate yoursdlf. Y ou're nothing like Austin, or like Gertrude
Quincey, or any of these other people you get mixed up with. They just waste your time.

Sorme grimaced and shrugged.

| suppose they do. But they've got some vaue, for al that.

Not for you. For you, they're just parasites.

Why parasites? It's the other way round. They give me medls, and | do nothing.

Except give them your blood.

Perhaps.

Y ou do, Glasp said emphaticaly. Why don't you rediseit? They don't belong to the same
Species as youl.

Or you? Sorme said, smiling.

For amoment, he thought Glasp was offended; hislook was hard and enquiring. Then he said:

Wel, you answer that one.

Sorme restrained his pleasure at theimplied compliment. He said:

A sort of Nietzschean master and dave mordity, en?

Why nat, if it fitsthe facts? What's the point in imagining you're one of the mob if you're not?
You'rejust awolf pretending to be a sheep, that's all.

He emptied his glass. When Sormetried to take it from him, he said: No, it'smy turn. He crossed
to the bar. Sorme stared at him. His glance fell on the plastic macintosh that lay over the chair, and he
recalled Glasp standing in hisroom wearing it, his shoulders rounded, hisface bloodless and aien, aman
without vitaity or direction. His veinswere warmed by a secretion of excitement like anticipation,
thinking: I wonder how many more there are in London? There might be enough to make anew age. Not
Chicago rebels, but a generation with purpose. It's good to know Oliver. HE'sright about Austin. I'm
sck of salf-confessed weakness.

Glasp returned with two glasses. Sorme said:

What about finding something to eat?

All right. What about going up to see Gertrude?

Gertrude?

Why not?

Sorme stared at him in astonishment.

Areyou serious?

Why not?It's only aten-minute walk from here. We needn't stay. I'd like to say hello. It'salong
timesincel saw her.

All right. I know a pub in Hampstead where we could get something to est.

Glasp emptied haf of his pint in one draught. Sorme asked:

Did you and Gertrude ever quarrel?

No. Not redlly.

He gtared into his glass; holding it between two pams, he looked like a clairvoyant gazing into a
crystd bal. Then hewent on:

| was pretty frank one night about her Jehovah's Witness stuff. I'm sorry now. She'sal right.
She's swest.

| can't understand why she never married. She's not unattractive.

She got bitten once. Didn't you know?

... I'd heard something about it. Caroline mentioned it.

Caroling? Oh, that blonde?

Sorme asked: Don't you approve of blondes?

Glasp said briefly: Not much.

Or sex of any kind?



That depends.
He emptied his glass, and stood up.
I'm going outside. Y ou about ready to go?

* * %

Sorme had decided to phone her from Chalk Farm station, but a bus drew to a stop as they
arrived, and they were on the lower deck, panting from the run, before he remembered. The sight of the
Hampstead tube station brought a memory of Nunne. He said:

Y ou know, Oliver, I'm worried about Austin.

Why?

Hell get himsdf into trouble.

That'shisfunerd.

Yes, but. . . the police suspect him of worse things than beating his boy friends.

How do you know?

Oh. . . I just happen to have found out.

They turned into Flask Walk; Glasp looked at him sideways as they passed under alamp.

From Father Carruthers?

Yes.

How does he know?

| promised him not to let it go any further.

In that case, don't.

Sorme said: | suppose there'sno harm in telling you. It doesn't make any difference now.
Carruthers has a German friend caled Franz Stein -- a police pathologist. He told Father Carruthers
about aletter held received from the Hamburg police. Austin was suspected of killing amale progtitute.

Hedid, Glasp said.

What? How do you know? Are you sure?

Pretty sure.

How long have you known?

| didn't know until you just told me. But | know it'strue.

How?

Hewastrying hard to see Glagp's face, wondering how serioudy to take him. Hefelt a
premonition of disgppointment, a suspicion that Glasp might prove to be acharlatan. Glasp's tone was
meatter-of-fact; it puzzled him.

When | first knew Austin, | used to dream he was amurderer. | had one particularly vivid dream.
.. | waswalking behind two men by the side of ariver. Suddenly one of them hit the other with a
wegpon of some kind, and pushed him into theriver. It was night, and | couldn't see their faces, but |
knew that one of them was Austin, and the man he killed was atramp of some kind. I woke up
immediately. . . A few hourslater, Augtin cameto see me. Assoon as| saw him, | decided it was all
nonsense. He just didn't look like the man in my dream. . .

Areyour dreams accurate?

No. More often they're wrong. I've got amorbid sort of mind. It picks up chance impressions
and magnifiesthem. It's the same process that worksin my painting. When | was aboy, | once dreamed
that aboy in our classwaskilled in atrain accident. For years | was convinced hed diein atrain. But
he'samarried man now. . .

But you gill think Audtin redlly killed this man?

l...think. .. Whenyou said it, | remembered my dream. Suddenly, | was certain. Y ou see,
sometimes my dreams are accurate. . .

How do you account for that?

| don't try. It just happens sometimes.

They had arrived at the gates of Miss Quincey's driveway. Sorme could seealight inthe



gtting-room. He sad:
Good. She'sin, anyway. WEIl have to talk about this when we come out.
Glagp sad indifferently: All right.
I'd better try and contact Austin too. He ought to be warned.
Glasp looked at him as he opened the gate. He asked casudly:
Ought he?

CHAPTER FOUR

Through the glass pand he saw the kitchen door was open; her voice was speaking to someone.

It looksasif she'sgot avigtor.

F---- it, Glasp said. We should have rung.

Shdl we go?

Miss Quincey came out of the kitchen. She called:

Isanybody there?

Sormerang the bell. She said:

Gerard! Oh, hello, Oliver!

She stood there, looking with surprise from one to the other, holding the door. Sorme felt the
awkwardness.

We. . . just thought we'd come in and say hello. We happened to be over thisway. . .

I've got Brother Robbins here for supper. But comein. . .

Sormesad hadtily:

Er, no. .. didn't realiseit'd beinconvenient. Wewon't comein now. . . | don't want to interrupt. .

She seemed to recover her self-possession.

That'sdl right. Comein for afew minutes, anyway. I'm making a cup of tea

Sorme thought hard for some reason to get away; without looking at Glasp, he knew he was
doing the same. Nothing occurred to him. He said lamely:

Wéll, thanks. But we won't stay long. We're meeting someonein half anhour. . ..

Glasp followed him into the hall. He had not spoken so far. Miss Quincey said:

It'sniceto seeyou again, Oliver. It'savery long time. Take your coat off. Oliver, | think you've
met Brother Robbins.

Brother Robbins heaved himsdlf out of an easy chair, and advanced with an over-cordia smile.
As Miss Quincey introduced them, he shook their hands with atight, moist handclasp. Sorme found
himsdf thinking: My God, Dde Carnegie standing for President; the fruity, dightly Cockney voice poured
warmth and asmell of onionsover him.

I've told you about Gerard, Miss Quincey said.

I'm most delighted to meet you, Brother Robbins said.

At firgt glance, he struck Sorme as a curious combination of awell-to-do grocer and a shady
bookmaker. He was afoot shorter than Sorme, with afleshy face and pot belly. His clothes |ooked
dightly rumpled and grease-stained, but his shirt collar wasimmaculately starched, and an old school tie
looked newly washed and ironed. Sorme concelved an immediate and keen didike for him.

Y ou're the young man who's thinking of joining us? Brother Robbins said.

Sorme looked with surprise at Miss Quincey. She interposed:

| don't think he's made up hismind yet!

Ahno. Quite.

Brother Robbins sat down again. Glasp stood there, looking sulky and out of place. Brother
Robbins suddenly caught hiseye, and said:

And I've heard you are too, Mr Gasp.



Glasp.

Ah. .. | beg your pardon. Y ou paint, don't you?

Yes.

Miss Quincey said: Will you both have tea?

Er. .. no thanks, Sorme said. Not for me.

Nor me, Glasp said.

Sorme followed her into the kitchen. He said:

| think we'd better go. . .

All right. But stay afew minutes. Y ou don't want poor Brother Robbinsto think he hasthe
plague.

All right.

Won't you have some tea?

Weve been drinking beer.

Oh...I'mafraid | can't offer you beer. Not while Brother Robbinsis here.

Would he disapprove?

Miss Quincey hestated; she sad:

Perhaps he wouldn't. I don't know. Do you want beer?

Sorme'sinclination wasto refuse; she had phrased the question in away that made it difficult to
accept. Thisirritated him, striking him asachallenge. He said:

I'd prefer it to tea.

Then perhaps you'd ask Oliver if held like beer.

Glasp was scowling at the carpet as he camein. Sorme said:

Gertrude says there's some beer if you'd prefer it.

Glasp shook his head.

No?I'm having beer.

Helooked at Brother Robbins, and asked politely:

| hope you don't object.

Brother Robbins seemed to accept the question as naturd, asif he wasan old lady in arailway
carriage being asked if she mindscigar smoke. He said genidly:

Oh, not a dl. Not in the lesst.

For you, Oliver?

Glasp said, with abad grace:

OK.

Sorme returned in afew moments with two lager glasses of light de, ice-cold from the
refrigerator. He wasthirsty after the walk up the hill, and drank as much as he could before his throat
froze. Brother Robbins asked:

Do you two drink alot?

Sorme sensed that Glasp was about to make arude retort. He said hadtily:

No, not alot. We don't get together very often. Do you drink?

No. But not because | disapprove of it. | just don't like the taste.

Something in his manner sung Sormeto irritation. Brother Robbins was speaking with the
elaborate courtesy of aprison vigtor: he managed to imply that beer drinking was a particularly squdid
vice which he was too broad minded to condemn. Sorme emptied his glass defiantly and went into the
kitchen for another bottle. Miss Quincey said, with asort of horror:

Y ou've drunk that aready?

| wasthirsty. May 1?

He hdlped himsdf from the refrigerator. When he turned round, he met aworried and reproachful
look; she seemed to suspect that he intended to start a drunken brawl. He said pointedly:

WEIl goinaminute.

Oh no! Don't think that! | just don't want. . . Stay aslong asyou like.

Thanks.



He went back, taking the bottle.

Glasp was answering some question in an indistinguishable mumble. Brother Robbins looked
relieved to see Sorme again. He said:

L et me see -- you were a Roman Cathaolic, weren't you?

No.

Church of England?

No. I'm an exigentidis.

Yes?Buter. .. | meant. . . religion.

| know. That'swhat | meant.

Oh. | don't think I've come across that sect. Isit anew one?

Not redly.

Who was the founder?

A Dane named Kierkegaard.

And do they believein the redeeming power of Jesus Christ?

Kierkegaard did, certainly.

Ah, but did heaso believein Luther'sjudtification by faith?

Oh no! He dways attacked the established Church. He thought men ought to live like Christ
instead of relying on the Church. . .

Good! Then hewas on theright path! The trouble with most people today isthat they don't
realise the importance of obeying the laws of God. They think it's enough just to accept them. They don't
seem to realise that the Bible has given us a gtrict code of conduct to cover every aspect of our lives.

Sorme nodded ponderoudly. His silence seemed to encourage Brother Robbins; he leaned
forward, and switched on his Dde Carnegie smile again.

Y ou ought to cometo our Bible classes. I'm sure you'd enjoy them.

I'm surel would, Sorme said insincerely.

Abruptly, Glasp spoke; he was Sitting up and glowering belligerently at Brother Robbins.

Isit true you people expect the end of the world any day now?

Brother Robbinsturned to Glasp, and smiled winningly, asif Glasp had just paid him a
compliment.

Itis. Not, of course, any day. The Book of the Revelation indicates that it will be within the next
thirty years.

And that everyone in the world will be destroyed except the Jehovah's Witnesses?

TheBibletdlsus o.

Glasp gave acontemptuous grunt and relaxed into his chair. In spite of hisdidike of Brother
Robbins, Sormeimmediately reacted in hisfavour. He said quickly:

Isdl thisinthe Bible?

Certanly itis. Theevidenceisquite plain. The Bible saysthat the devil came down to earthiin
1914, and that from that day forward, the world has belonged to him. And can you doubt it when you
look around at the world? The threat of war everywhere, crime and evil reaching anew high level. Look
at these murdersin the East End. Look at what the Russians are doing in Hungary. Look at the H-bomb
tests. Theworld has gone mad, because it belongs to the devil now. That iswhy theflock of Christis
persecuted. It isadl just asthe Bible predicted. The Apocaypse of St John makesit quite plain. It
predicts that men will try to improve things, but it istoo late. "And he opened the pit of the abyss, and a
smoke ascended out of the pit as the smoke of a great furnace, and the sun and the air were darkened by
the smoke of the pit.’

He leaned forward to declaim the quotation. When heraised it to intone, hisvoice had afoghorn
qudity; it reminded Sorme of one of his uncles who used to recite The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck'
at Christmas parties. Before he could comment, Brother Robbins had swept on:

Nothing can stop the dominion of evil in the world because the world belongsto the old evil one
now. They might passthis Bill to stop hanging. They might persuade Russiato put an end to the Cold
War. But nothing will stop the world from hurtling towards the Last Judgment.



He paused for amoment, passed ahand over his forehead. He wiped his damp fingers on the
arm of the chair. Sorme said:

Y ou sound pretty gloomy.

Out of the corner of hiseye he saw Glasp amile. He kept his own face stiff and gravein case
Brother Robbins should fed he was being mocked.

Gloomy! No, I'm not gloomy. We are not pessimists. We go on joyfully, certain of eternd life.
When the battle of Armageddon isover we shall dl live on aparadise earth for ever.

This earth?

Certainly. Thisearth, but transfigured and made into a heaven.

But only after the battl€'s been won?

Of course.

Supposing your Side doesn't win the battle?

That isimpossible. God is dl-powerful. We must win.

Sorme said: In that case, there's not much credit in winning, isthere? It should be awalkover.

Y ou don't understand, Brother Robbins said gravely.

Sorme saw the sugpicion that nickered in hiseyesfor amoment. He said hadtily:

Don't think I'm just heckling you. I'd like to know.

Then you should read your Bible. And I'm sure Sister Quincey would lend you some of our
books and tracts.

Glasp said abruptly: We ought to go.

Brother Robbins turned astern face on him. He said:

Y ou should be morelike your friend here and take a serious interest in serious questions. God is
not mocked!

For amoment, Sorme thought Glasp intended to ignore the comment; he scowled and hunched
his shoulders, hisforehead wrinkling into creases. Then he said shortly:

I'd need to be a bloody moron to fall for that crap.

Miss Quincey came into the room as he spoke. She looked asif her worst fears had been
confirmed, and as if she now expected Glasp to urinate on the carpet. She said:

Oliver! | shdl haveto ask youto goif you're rude!

Brother Robbiris said equably:

No no, my dear. Theré'sno point in doing that. If he doesn't believe, you won't make him believe
by turning him away.

Then he ought to gpologise. That wasn't polite.

Glasp said sullenly and sarcadticdly:

Ohno. It'snot politewhen | say what | think! It's OK for him to ram his opinions down
everybody'sthroat. I'm damned if | don't believeit, but I'm not alowed any beliefs of my own. Just
because he's got no sense of redity, I'm rudeif | contradict him.

Miss Quincey took this unexpectedly well. She said:

It'syou who lack a sense of redlity, Oliver. Every great truth sounds fantastic. Y ou think the truth
has to be commonplace and ordinary, but you're wrong. It's you who are tied down by your sense of
redity. . .

Sorme could see that Glasp was becoming more irritable and inarticul ate as she spoke; he had a
foreboding that Glasp would shout some obscenity and stamp out of the house. He intervened quickly:

| don't quite agree with you, Gertrude. | don't think Oliver rejects your beliefs because he prefers
everyday redlity. Infact, | think that every artist has the same kind of dreams -- an earth turned into
heaven, men made into immortals. On the other hand, it seems like wishful thinking to supposeitll happen
tomorrow week. We both believe that if you want to change the world into a paradise, you've got to do
it yoursdlf.

Brother Robbins had stood up as he spoke; now he extended hisarms, asif inviting Sorme and
Glasp to be embraced.

But my dear man, you're one of us. Y ou want the same things. It's only a question of the means,



and we can show you the way.

| agreeit'saquestion of means, Sorme said cautioudy. We ought to discussit more fully some
time

They were al standing, looking at one another. Miss Quincey was obvioudy nervous about
Glasp; as Sorme started to say: I'm afraid welll haveto. . . Brother Robbins interrupted with enthusiasm:

Why not now? | am aways glad to discuss these things. Can anything be of greater importance?

We have to see someone, Sorme said, looking at hiswatch. But any other timeI'd beglad. . .

To bridge an awkward lapse in the conversation he looked at Glasp, saying: Ready, Oliver?

Glasp muttered something, and turned his back on them. Sorme said:

Er. . . ddighted to'v met you. Goo'bye. 'Bye, Gertrude.

He hurried after Glasp, catching him up at the front door. Miss Quincey came after him, touching
his shoulder. She said quickly:

Come back tomorrow, Gerard.

All right. | want to talk to you.

From the darkness outside Glasp called suddenly:

Goodnight, Gertrude.

She looked surprised, then called calmly:

Goodnight, Oliver.

She added quickly, to Sorme:

Ask him to come again -- when I'm done.

OK. Goodnight.

She had been keeping her voice low, her face close to him. Seeing that Brother Robbins and
Glasp were both out of sight, Sorme bent quickly and kissed her. She stepped back a pace, looked
quickly behind her towards the lounge, then said coolly: Goodnight.

She closed the door behind him; he went into the darkness, thinking: All women have ataent for
intrigue.

Glasp was standing by the gates. Sorme said:

How d'you fed?

OK.

Gertrude told me to ask you to go back some time -- when he's not there.

Glasp grunted. Sorme said:

Don't you like her ether?

Oh, she'sOK. . . Must be abloody fool, though. Swallow that balls.

| wonder how far she does?

All theway, Glasp said with disgust.

They were passing the telephone kiosk at the end of Well Walk; Sorme said:

Do you mind if | try and phone Austin again?

No.

The telephonigt's voice told him that Nunne was sill not home, and asked if she could take a
message, Sorme sad:

No; it's not important. | just wanted to ask him to cometo a party.

Thisevening?

Yes

If you'd liketo leave the address, I'll giveit to him when he comesin.

After amoment's hesitation, Sorme gave his own address, reflecting that Glasp's presence gave
him areason for speaking of aparty, in case he was ever forced to judtify the call.

Not inyet? Glasp said:

No.

What are you going to do about him?

| don't know. Warn him in someway.

There's not much danger.



Why do you say that?

Because a crime committed along time ago in Hamburg won't be easy to pin on him.

Sorme redlised with surprise that Glasp had not yet connected Nunne with the Whitechapel
murders. For some reason, he had taken it for granted that Glasp knew. He rejected the idea of
mentioning it now, remembering Glasp's outburst at supper afew nights before, and suspecting suddenly
that Glasp was capable of betraying Nunne to the police. He said:

| hopeyou'reright.

Y ou worry more about Austin than he does about you.

Why? Do you think he didikes me?

No. But he'sthe heartless type. He doesn't give adamn about anybody redlly.

On Haverstock Hill again, Sorme said:

What about another drink?

Good idea.

| know a pub.

The public bar was crowded; they went around to the saloon bar and found it lessfull.

Sameagan?

Pease.

Grab those seetsin the corner. I'll bring them over.

The episode at Gertrude Quincey's had destroyed the fedling of ease and therising warmth; it
began to return when he had drunk half the pint of bitter. Glasp said:

What were we talking about?

Audin.

Ohyes. Let's skip him. He doesn't matter.

All right.

Glagp was amiling, asif at some secret joke. Sormelooked a him enquiringly, raising his
eyebrows. Glasp sad:

What about Gertrude?

What about her?

Y ou having an affair with her?

Oh, you saw that, did you?

You didn't try to hideit. With the light behind you.

Well, the answer'sno. | like provoking her.

That was provocation, was it?

Pretty well. Just fun.

Am| being nosey?

No! There's nothing secret about it. It's a sort of joke.

You'vedoneit before, like?

Will, yes. Just to provoke.

Glasp sipped at his beer; he had amanner of launching questions suddenly, asif hoping to take
by surprise, and Sorme guessed another was coming. It came a moment later.

Do you want to deep with her?

Sorme considered this carefully. In fact, the idea had ceased to interest him since deeping with
Caroline. He sad carefully:

| don't think | do. . . | don't know.

Wéll, either you do or you don't.

No. It'snot assmple asthat. In asense, | want to deep with every woman indiscriminately, you
know. . . When | hear about someone being given the freedom of the City of London, | sometimesthink
how niceit'd be if someone could grant you the freedom of al the women in the world. Just anybodly.
Y ou produce an engraved scroll with agolden key oniit, and say 'My name is Sorme; come back to my
room. . ." Splendid idea.

Glagp sad, laughing:



The sentiments of a sex maniec.

No. Not redly!

No. I'monly joking.

But redly, | think there's an dement of truth there.

I'm surethereis.

Do you know those lines of Blake about the lion lying down with the lamb? Something about the
golden age. That'stheroot of it, you know. We livein afallen world, and we dream of agolden age
when there was no such thing as frustration. All men turned into gods because they can do whét they like.
That'swhy | find it hard to condemn Austin, no matter what he's done. There shouldn't be such athing as
sexud perversion. . . but then, maybe there shouldn't be such athing as sex ether. It'sdl part of afal.

Y ou know Tolstoy'sideathat nobody ought to have sex, except to beget children? That'slogical. Either
al sexisnaurd, or it'sunnatura. Therés no dividing line between norma sex and perversion.

He was aware as he spoke that it sounded illogica; Glasp waslistening with hislower lip thrust
out, an expression of distrust on hisface. He made a conscious effort to sound more reasonable:

Putit likethis. If I'm attracted by agirl, | know damn well it's not entirely a desire to deep with
her. If I'm curious to know what she'slike in bed, it's more adesire to break down the barriers between
human beings, not adesire to penetrate her. And if it getsto the point of bed, the chances are that | shan't
want her any more. It's the same with Gertrude. There's something about that icy virgin attitude that
provokes me. But | don't think it's adesire to have Gertrude for amistress.

He observed an answering glow of sympathy in Glasp thistime, but the need to catch his
intuitionsin words was too strong to allow him to stop and wait for Glasp's response. He felt a sense of
complete wdlbeing as he emptied hisglass and set it down, leaning forward, aware of ideas straining to
be expressed.

Have you ever been in aroom with two women who've been your mistress? And when you look
from one to the other, theré's no curiosity about either. If either of them uncrosses her legs you don't
bother to look to see how high the skirt goes. They form asmal group, cut off from all the rest of
womankind. Y ou might desire them, but the curiogity's gone. Well, what | fed about Gertrudeis
curiogity, not desire. So | can't redly say whether | want to deep with her or not. Have another?

Glasp had finished his beer; he was |ooking around the room with an expression of distaste. He
sad:

Too many people. What about moving?

The room had been filling Snce they camein; now there were no seats|eft, and agroup of people
sood within afew feet of them, laughing noisily. Sorme said:

Mogt pubsin London'll be like this on a Saturday night. We could go back to my room.

What'sthetime? Eight o'clock. All right, if you like.

* * %

Hefilled the washbowl! with hot water, then plunged his handsinto it and leaned forward on
them, suddenly tired. Through the half open door of the bathroom, he heard the phone ringing, and
tensed automatically, waiting to be caled. When the ringing stopped and no one shouted his name he
dried his hands, thinking tiredly: People. How can | escape people? It was a sudden disgust, areaction to
the excitement of the afternoon and now the sensation of knowing Glasp with asympathetic insght. It
wasthe feding of winning agame, the sensation of an increasing interior power, an energy for which he
could find no immediate outlet.

Glasp was stretched in the armchair, hisfeet on the stool. On the turntable of the gramophone the
first sde of Prokoviev'sfifth symphony was coming to an end. Two full quarts of beer sood on the table.

Sndl | turnit over?

No. I'd rather talk.

Glasp held out the beer glass, tilting it as Sorme poured the brown ale. Sorme said:

Y ou look pleased with yoursdif.



Dol?

There's a contented expression on your face.

Maybe, Glasp said.

Sorme relaxed in the other chair, raising his dippered feet on to the footstool; Glasp moved his
own stockinged feet to make room. Sorme noted with interest that he was wearing anew pair of nylon
socks. Glasp said:

Listen, Gerard. Hasit struck you that Austin could be the Whitechape killer?

Sorme kept his eyesfixed on hisdippers, careful to show no surprise. He said findly:

Hmmmm. Perhaps. Not very likely, though.

Y ou think not?

| don't think it'svery likely. Serioudy. Do you?

| think it's possible. We know Augtin is a sadist. We suspect he killed someone in Hamburg.

Yes, but. . .

What?

We dso know Austin. Can you look at him and connect him with the murders? | cant.

Glasp held his beer glass on alevel with hisnose and frowned &t it.

Neither can . That proves nothing. Y ou know Augtinisa sadist. Can you imagine him besating
anyonewith awhip?

No. ..

Y et he probably does.

Wil even s0, these murders are heterosexua and he's queer. Why should he choose women?

Easer to pick up in Whitechapel.

All right. Second, why choose Whitechapdl, where he's more likely to get caught every time he
commitsacrime? Why not move around London? And, third, why on earth should it be Austin, with
severd million other peopleliving in London?

Glasp looked a him steadily.

Y ou don't want it to be Austin, do you?

Sorme shrugged.

| don't know. | like Austin, but that wouldn't stop me from looking the factsin the faceif they
redlly pointed to him.

Glasp said: Anyway, you needn't worry. | wouldn't give him away to the police, evenif | knew
he did them.

No?

Anyway, you can bet they've got an eye on him now. If he's suspected of this Hamburg murder,
he'sanatura suspect for Whitechapd!.

| suppose so. | don't understand the way these things work.

Y ou don't understand sadism, anyway, do you?

Sorme asked curioudy:

What makes you say that?

Y ou're not the type.

No? What typeam 1?

Glasp sad, shrugging:

You'relikeme. Not particularly interested in sex.

Blimey! Do you redly think s0?

Glasp grinned.

Y ou think you are. But you're not. Try to understand what | mean. Austin'sa sensudist. He's not
aman of ideas. Nothing redly interests him but what he can see and touch.

Oh, I dunno. | wouldn't say he hasno idess.

He hasn't. Perhaps he makes an effort because he'stalking to you. If he ever got really used to
you, he'd stop making the effort.

Yes, but. . . therésakind of innocence about Austin. Y ou don't understand.



Ohyes| do. Thereésakind of innocence about sensudity. It doesn't haveto leer and drool. But
it just doesn't get off the ground. The most sensua man | ever knew was a collector of knivesand
daggers. He wrote several monographs on the subject -- known as the leading authority of Europe. Not
anideain his head, but the most amazing collection of facts about daggers.

Sorme said dubioudy:

| see what you mean.

He was feding vaguely hungry. From the cupboard he took a hdlf loaf of bread, some Spanish
onions, and a polythene bag containing Gruyere cheese. He said:

Help yoursdf if you're hungry.

He cut anirregular chunk of bread from the sde of the loaf and plastered butter on it. Glasp said:

That'sagood idea.

Ashe sawed a theloaf, he said:

Don't get the wrong ideas about Austin. HE's no soul-mate. He's dl right, but if you get entangled
with him, hell suffocate you.

| know thet. But | think you migudge him. He migudges you too.

Does he? What does he say about me?

Sorme hesitated, calculating the effect of complete frankness; a desire to provoke areaction
urged him to spesk. He said casudly:

Oh, hethinksyou have some. . . sexud peculiarities.

Naturaly, Glasp said contemptuoudy. HEd haveto.

Sorme said, laughing:

Oh, | agree. They dwayswant to pin it on other people. . .

What does hethink. . . I'm addicted to? Men, boys or animals?

Nether. Littlegirls.

The effect was greater than he had anticipated. Glasp laid down the knife on the plate, staring
increduloudy.

He what?

Sorme ignored his excitement; he said:

Oh, you know what it'slike. . .

He said that? Tell me exactly what he said.

As he spoke, Sorme heard someone outside his door; for amoment, he expected to see Nunne's
face; then the key turned in the next room, and he heard the Frenchman open his own door. His heart
pounding, he said quickly:

Oh, to do Augtin justice, he was only reporting something he'd heard.

Areyou sure?

Quite sure. Two Americans thought they'd known you in London severd years ago. But after dl,
it might easily have been someone dse. Or they might have said it for effect.

Glagp said dowly:

Well I'll be damned!

He emptied hisbeer glass, and refilled it; then sat hunched forward in the chair, staring into the
fire. Something in the crouched tenseness of his body made Sorme aware that he was experiencing an
inner upheaval that he was unwilling to show. Sorme's heart was dtill beeting heavily from the noise
outsde the door. He said:

Look. Why don't we skip the subject? I'm sorry | told you.

But didn't he say any more than that?

Nothing.

Glagp said dowly:

These bloody queers amaze me.

Why?

They'reinterested in nothing but persondlities. If I'd painted the greatest portrait Snce
Rembrandt, it wouldn't interest him unless he thought 1'd had an affair with the Sitter.



Thistime, Sorme made no effort to contradict him. He glanced a his watch, wondering if he
could suggest going out. The thought of Nunne arriving soddenly worried him. He said lightly:

| don't ssewhy you let it bother you. | only told you to amuse you. | don't take Austin serioudly.

Glasp looked at him, frowning.

But why did he say it? Where did he get theidea? Y ou didn't tell him about that picture of agirl
inmy room?

No.

Hefdt acutely uncomfortable; he had seen the picture of the girl while Glasp was out of the
room, and found the idea of lying about it disagreeable. He said:

I'vetold you, anyway. He got the ideafrom two Americans. | can vouch for it. I've met them.

Glasp shrugged irritably. He said:

Wéll, | don't giveadamn, anyway. But | bet what you like he's seen me around with the girl in
that picture, or been told about it.

Sorme said untruthfully:

| can't remember the picture, anyway. | doubt whether Austin knows about it.

Glasp subsded into silence, wolfing huge mouthfuls of bread with Spanish onion; the muscles of
hisjaw stood out as he chewed and swallowed. Somewhere bel ow, a door dammed; again, Sorme
wondered if Nunne had arrived. He said:

Y ou know, I'm pretty sure you're wrong about Audtin. . .

Glagp sad:

Would you suppose I've got ataste for twelve-year-old girls?

... well, | presume not. But quite honedtly, it wouldn't particularly shock meif you had. Girls
can often look quite adult at twelve.

Glagp said gloomily:

This one doesn't. She looks about nine.

Yeshut. . . Look here, Oliver. | don't want to pry into your private life. Let's drop the subject,
shdl we?

Doesit embarrass you?

No, but. . .

Wi, it doesn't embarrass me either. | don't mind talking about it.

Sorme wondered if Glasp was dightly drunk: the assertiveness was blurred and heavy sounding.
Hesad:

OK, if youwant to, let'stalk about it. Who isthis girl, anyway?

Glasp emptied the quart flask of beer into his glass with deliberation, then screwed its cap on and
placed it carefully on thefloor. He said:

Her name's Chrigtine.

To cover the awkwardness he was feeling, Sorme opened the second quart of beer and filled his
glass. Hefdt acertain absurdity in the conversation; Glasp was, after dl, under no compulsion to tell him
about the girl; this seemed somehow the wrong moment and the wrong way in which to talk about her.
He noticed that the gas fire was beginning to go out, and searched his smal changefor shillings, glad to
have something to do, waiting for Glasp to go on. When he spoke findly, there was no trace of
drunkennessin hisvoice. He said serioudy:

Y ou know, Gerard, it makes my blood boil when somebody like Austin gets nosey about my
affairs. | never did anything to him, did 1?1 live on my own out there. | don't ask people to take notice of
me. | avoid people because | don't enjoy playing the game. Do you know what | mean?

The socid game, you mean?

| mean the personal game. You see. . .

Looking at him, Sorme could dmost watch the words trying to force their way out; he found
himsdlf leaning forward, concentrating to help Glasp.

If you get involved with people, you've got to stick to the rules. It'slike going to a public school
or joining aposh club. If you want the advantages, you have to stick to the rules. Well, I'd rather not join



the club. I'll do without the advantages. It'slike exhibiting. If you exhibit your work, you put yoursdlf at
themercy of alot of haf-witted bastards who don't know paint from shit. But it's no good complaining
about not being understood. If you put your work on show it's like asking peopleto look at it. And if
they make stupid comments, you've got nothing to complain about, because you asked them. Well, so |
don't exhibit. Then if somebody makes a stupid comment about my work I've got aright to fetch hima
backhander across the mouth and say: Shut your f---ing noise; nobody asked you.

It was coming now, and Glasp wastaking like amachine, hisface flushed, unaware of the
breadcrumb stuck in the corner of his mouth. There was also apleasurein his eyes, an astonishment that
hisfedingswereredly changing themsdvesinto words and coming ouit.

It's the same with people. If you need people, you've got to persuade them to accept you on the
level you want. 1t's OK for somebody like Picasso. Everybody accepts him, anyway, so he goes his own
way. Do you see what | mean? But if you want to do good work, it costs more effort than it's worth to
make them accept you. . .

| know just what you mean, Sorme said. It's happened to me many times. Just before | gave up
work, | used to work in an office with a Scottish clerk who had aterrific chip on his shoulder. He knew |
wanted to be awriter, and he used to enjoy getting at me -- telling me | was abloody intellectual and out
of touch with redlity.

Y ou should have belted him one, Glasp said.

| fdt likeit. But what was the good? He'd just succeeded in getting under my skin. | think he had
some sort of inferiority complex -- he stuttered badly. But | had to put up with him because he sat next to
me. | used to fed the same asyou -- afedling of outrage that he should criticise me. | felt like saying:
You'reabloody fool. I don't want to know you. Unfortunatdly, | couldn't help knowing him, and |
couldn't help talking to him and working with him. . .

Glagp sad bitterly:

Wéll, that'show | fed about Austin Nunne. Except that | did say to him 'Y ou're abloody foal. |
don't want to know you.' And till | can't get away from his stupidities.

Sorme said: But wouldn't you fed differently if your work made you famous?

Of course. Because then | shouldn't have to argue with thefools. | could leave that to my
admirers. Look at this man tonight -- Brother whatsisname at Gertrude's. | could see he was abloody
fool and there was no point in exchanging two wordswith him. So | didn't. That's how it's supposed to
be.

Sormesad quiltily:

Y ou know, you're being abit unfair to Austin about this matter of the girl. I'm pretty sure he
doesn't know anything about her.

But you said he had. . .

Two Americanssaid it, Sorme said firmly. And they weren't sureit wasyou.

Glagp sadirritably:

Augtin'safool, anyway.

Sormesad, smiling:

| wondered why you looked so fierce when | first introduced mysdlf to you asafriend of
Audins

It was about the worst thing you could say. But when | talked to you | found | liked you.

Thanks.

Shdl | tdl youwhy?

Sorme nodded. Glasp said:

Y ou've got ajob of your own to do. Y ou don't waste time like Austin.

Sorme said, shrugging:

| waste too much.

Not like Austin. Y ou know, something goes wrong with aman who wastestime. He startsto go
rotten. Y ou can dmost smell him. Don't you fed that about Austin?

No. | don't fed he'svery different from me.



Youll find out, Glasp said.

He sank deeper into the chair, bending his knees above the footstool, saying meditatively:

I'll introduce you to Christine sometime. Y oull like her. She'sataented child.

Does she paint?

A little. I'm trying to teach her. She hasalot of talent. . . more than me.

Serioudy?

Serioudy. I'm not talented; | have to work like hdll for al my effects. She doesit easly.

How old is she? Nine, did you say?

No, twelve. Shelooks nine, though.

How did you meet her?

In rather an odd way. One day, | was standing outside a bookshop in the Mile End Road |ooking
through the sixpenny case, and thislittle girl stood at the Sde of me. She kept looking at an old leather
covered autograph book -- years old, the pages discoloured, but for some reason unused. And | could
see she wanted thisthing. When | looked insideit, | saw it was more expensive than the other books --
not much -- ashilling or one and six. And she kept putting it back and looking at other books, then taking
out thisthing again. | began to wonder if sheintended to pinch it. But she didn't. Shefinally put it back,
and walked off. Well, I'd found a couple of books | wanted, and I'd just sold some woodcuts to a shop,
s0 | took the autograph book and bought it with the other two. Well, when | got outside she was already
about half amileaway, so | ran &fter her, caught her up, and gave her the book.

Sorme asked, laughing:

Wheat did she do?

Shejust took it, and stared at me. | felt abit slly about buying it, so | turned and walked away.
And that wasthat. Neither of us spoke.

What a strange thing to do!

Oh, I dunno. It wasjust an impulse, you know.

But how did you get to know her?

That happened later. | saw her acouple of timesin the street, and guessed she must live near me.
But | wasn't redlly curious, you know. . . Anyway, one day | waswalking past the cinemain the
Commercid Road -- it was a Saturday afternoon and there was a queue of kids outsde. And she came
running out of the queue and said hello. Then she went belting back into the queue before | could say
anything. Then about two days later | met her as| came out of abread shop in Vdlance Road, and she
walked along with me. | felt abit embarrassed -- you know, | hate asking kids how old they are and
what they do a school and all that stuff -- | remember how it used to bore me when | was akid. But it's
difficult to think of much elseto say. Anyway, she asked mewhat | did, and | said | was apainter. She
said'Oh!" not very interested -- she thought | meant a painter and decorator. Then when | said | painted
pictures she got very interested. | could almost see her building romantic daydreams about ared artis.
Wil she had to go home that day, but | said I'd show her my pictures some time, and the next day |
found her outside my house at about four in the afternoon, so | asked her in. She was funny. She looked
both ways to see no one was watching, then dashed through the doorway like ajack rabbit. And |
showed her my pictures, and gave her a cup of tea, and told her to comein any time sheliked. She was
obvioudy pretty shy. . . Wéll, the next Saturday afternoon, she turned up and ingsted on watching me
paint. Her parents thought she'd gone to the thregpenny rush again. . . And that was how | got to know
her.

She sounds charming, Sorme said. Was she redlly romantic about being an artist?

Ohyes. | found out that she'd developed agrand passion. | met her one day with some school
friend, and she blushed like mad. And the following Saturday afternoon | started to pump her about it,
and findly got her to admit that sheld told her friend that I'd asked her to marry me when she was
Sxteen!

Sorme sad, laughing:

Widl, why not?

Glagp shrugged:



W, it'sapossihility, | suppose -- she has only three yearsto go. She's nearly thirteen.

Sorme said with astonishment:

Areyou that interested?

... Youdon't understand. Y ou see, she comes from abig family -- she's got seven brothers and
sisters. They used to deep four in abed once. And her father'sawarder in Brixton gaol -- an absolutely
bloody moron who spends all he can on booze. She's got an elder sister who's married. She married a
Pole, and they live next door. And when the Pole comes home drunk and triesto beat hiswife, she goes
next door and deegpswith Christine and her other sster inasingle bed. . . She deeps down the other
end. And | saw her mother once -- a poor, wrecked old thing with terrific sagging breasts and no teeth.
She can't be more than fifty, and shelooks seventy. That'sthe sort of background she comes from. She
wants to study at art school -- she's brilliant enough to get a scholarship -- but her parents wouldn't even
dream of it. Her mother told her that art students are no better than progtitutes. And, anyway, they want
her to go to work when she leaves school and bring in afew shillingsaweek until she marries. Her family
havelived in dumsfor generations. They don't want to do anything better.

That's stupid. Can't you persuade them?

Not ahope. Christine daren't even let them know she still seesme. | had afight with her father
once.

Blimey! How?

Glasp shrugged, then shook himself, grimacing, asif rgjecting an unpleasant memory.

He'sadrunk, ablustering stupid drunk. Christine's brother saw usin acafé and told her parents.
They gave her athrashing and made her promise not to see me again. Luckily, we spotted the brother
when he saw us, and | was able to warn Christine not to tell her parents everything -- to say sheldd only
met me once or twice in the Whitechapel Art Gallery. Otherwise she might have told them about posing
for me and had the skin beaten off her. Anyway, the next day | was passing a pub in Hanbury Street
when her father came out and Started to yell at me.

How did he recognise you?

Oh, he'd seen me around, and 1'd seen him -- they only live five hundred yards away, round the
corner.

What was he shouting about?

Stupidlies. . . filthy lies. If aquarter of it had been true, he could have had me thrown in gaol for
tenyears. | didn't know what to do. . . | didn't want him to get Christine into any moretrouble. So | tried
soothing him. That only made him worse. Hewas haf drunk. He grabbed my collar and started shouting
in my face -- shooting spit and beer al over me. | told him to let go and he just shouted louder. So |
jerked my kneeinto his crotch, and hit him in the face.

Sorme exclamed: Christ! Hefound it hard to imagine Glasp hitting anyone.

Then luckily apoliceman came along and threatened to throw us both inside, so we brokeit up
and separated pretty quickly. The Whitechapel police don't ssand much nonsense -- they're arough
crowd. | half expected him to start telling the policeman I'd seduced his daughter, but he didn't. He just
dunk off. | was pretty shaken. . .

Did hetakeit out on Christine?

No, that's the odd thing. She came round the next day and told me about it. She'd beenin the
kitchen when he camein, and he started to yell about taking her to adoctor to get evidence against me.
Then her mother flew into arage and threatened to leave him if he tried anything of the sort. And later her
mother questioned her about me -- wanted to know if anything had ever happened with me, and, of
course, Chrigtine denied it, and her mother believed her.

Sorme listened gravely, nodding, wondering how to phrase the question that was forming and
anxious not to let it appear on hisface. He said:

But even if held taken her, nothing would have come of it?

Nothing. . . except gossip, probably. That'd be bad enough. If it came out that she'd posed for
meit might causetrouble.

Did she pose often?



Ohyes. .. | drew her thefirst time she came. But not in the nude, of course.

Then why should there be trouble?

Because later on she started posing naked for me.

Ah. . . that's difficult. Did she want to?

Ohyes. At first shewas shy. Then one day shefell in the brook in Victoria Park and got soaked.
Her mother'd threatened to whip her if she played near water again, so she came around to meto get
dry. She got into bed while | made afire -- it was a summer evening -- and stayed theretill her clothes
weredry. Well, | persuaded her to pose sitting in front of the fire, and made a good sketch of her with
thefirelight behind her -- one of the best things | ever did. After that she often posed.

Sorme said:

| can't help feding you're playing with fire. Her father doesn't sound the kind who'd forget a
quarrdl.

Glasp said hopdesdy:

| know. What can | do? Stop seeing her?

Widll. . . that's up to you, of course. Would it make abig differenceif you stopped seeing her for
afew months-- just to let things cool down?

Of course.

But you've done alot for her. Y ou've shown her adifferent way of life. She won't change now.

Glasp grimaced, shrugging:

I'm not so sure. Two of her ssterswork in ahosiery factory. That'swhat her family want her to
do. Besdes, it'sapretty awful environment to fight againgt.

It must be abit of adum with saven kids.

It is. Sacking on the floor instead of mats, and boxesingtead of chairs. And they're considered
pretty well off because they live in athirty-bob-a-week Council flat.

But asyou say, shelll be sixteen in afew years time, and you can take her out of it. . .

To what? My three pounds ten aweek?

It'd be luxury after what she's been used to.

That's. . . not the point. It's not that | want to marry her. That'd only be away of getting her
legdly outsde her parents grasp. That's what matters.

Sorme gretched in the chair, oppressed by the heat. He said dowly:

There could be other ways of doing that. Get someone to agree to act as guardian to her and
send her to art school. Someone like Gertrude. If her parents could be persuaded. . .

Gertrude! Glasp said. That'd be out of the frying-pan into the fire!

Would it?

Glasp leaned forward, staring hard at Sorme; his forehead was twitching again, giving the thin
faceadightly insane expresson. He sad:

Y ou don't understand. | don't want someone elseto get her. | don't want other people to keep
getting inthe way.

Theintengty in hisvoice and the twitching forehead produced a curioudy unpleasant impression
on Sorme. He made his voice casud, saying:

Yes, | seeyour point. But you said you didn't particularly want to marry her.

And why should 1? Glasp said; there was something strained and irritable about his vehemence.
What would that give me, except alega right to deep with her?

Oh, alat. ..

Glasp interrupted:

But | don't want to deep with her. | don't even want to touch her. I'm not abloody pervert.
Don't you see? | just want her. | want her more than I've ever wanted anything. . .

He leaned back, his shoulders dumping; Sorme could amost fed the exhaustion that surrounded
him likeagrey air. He said soothingly:

That's OK. Y ou've nothing to worry about, have you? Y ou're not likely to lose her. And she's
lucky she met you. What have you got to worry about?



Glagp sadtiredly:

Not much. Not much at dll.

Sorme stood up. He said:

Look here, I've got to go downstairs. Why don't we go out and get alast drink before the pubs
close?

Glasp's voice sounded dead.

| don't want another drink. It'stime | went back, anyway.

Just asyoulike. . .

Going down the gairs, he experienced afeding of revolt about Glasp and his problems, a sudden
undergtanding that Glasp's mind was no more like his own than Nunne'swas, that hisintellect was driven
by emotionsworking at steam-hest; the stuffy hest of the room seemed like aphysical counterpart of the
climate of Glasp's mind. He breathed deeply and gratefully the cold air of the bathroom, smelling of damp
plaster and escaping gas from the Ascot, thinking irritably: He needs something to love like the rest of us,
but it couldn't be akitten or apuppy or even awoman, it had to be an under-age girl, so the emotions
can work up anice pressure. And one day the boiler burgts.

He was glad Glasp had decided to leave; his sudden exhaustion had communicated itsdlf to
Sorme.

Across the waste ground he could see thelight in hisroom; it puzzled him. He could remember
switching it off. As he opened the front door, he thought suddenly: Damnation, Austin, and was glad he
had seen Glasp on to the escaator at Camden Town Underground. Mounting the flight of gairsto his
room, he saw the open door, and the straw basket that |eaned against the doorjamb. It wasfull of empty
beer bottles. He pushed open the door, prepared to say: Hello, Austin.

The old man stood on the rug, his back to thefire, his hands clasped behind his back. Hewore a
nest black suit with acollar and tie. He smiled gpologeticaly at Sorme.

Sorme stood there, in the doorway, unwilling to advance into the room, feeling a choked rage
risng in histhroat. The old man smiled nervoudy. Sorme said:

What do you want?

I'm. . . very sorry to disturb you. | found your door open. . . 1. . . do hope I'm not intruding.

His politeness softened Sorme, but only to the extent of soothing the desire to be rude. He felt
outraged by theinvasion of hisprivacy. He said coldly:

I'd rather you didn't come into my room in my absence.

As he spoke, he made amental note to lock the door and window whenever he went out.

The old man continued to smile, fidgeting with his handsin the region of the neatly buttoned
waistcoat. He pointed at the empty beer bottle on the floor, and said:

| wonder if you require this?

Sorme stared at him blankly.

What?

Y our bottle? Perhaps you have morein your cupboard? If you're anxiousto get rid of them, I'd
be glad to take them away.

Abruptly Sorme understood. He pulled open the cupboard and saw the empty pint bottles on the
floor. He had no doubt that the old man had dready looked. He said irritably:

Yes, do take them. . . There aren't many.

Ah, that'sredly very kind of you! Very kind.

The old man stopped and gathered up the three pint bottles, and the empty quart from the rug.
Sorme watched him closdly, wondering if hewas drunk again. His speech had aclarity and precision it
had lacked the last time Sorme had talked with him. He was wearing patent-leather shoes with ahigh
polish. Sorme said:

| suppose you know that it's after ten-thirty. The pubsll be closed.



The old man was standing by the door, inserting the bottles carefully in the straw bag. He looked
up, frowning.

Ten-thirty? No.

He fumbled in the pocket of the waistcoat, then seemed to remember something. He said:

But.. . but my clock says nine-thirty.

I'm afraid itswrong.

Oh dear. . .

He stood there, looking at Sorme, asif it lay in Sorme's power to solve his problem. For a
moment, Sorme felt ashamed of theirritable satisfaction he had experienced in pointing out thetime. He
sad:

I'm afraid you'll have to wait until tomorrow.

The old man said with dismay:

Ohno. | can't do that!

He came forward to the table again, and took a handful of money out of his pocket. Helaid this
on the corner of the table and began to count it. Sorme could see three half-crowns and some coppers.
Hesad:

Look here, don't you think you'd better count that in your own room?

The old man glanced a him reproachfully, and went on counting. Then he looked up, and asked
amply:

Can you lend me twenty-two and six?

No. I'mafraid | can't.

I'd returniit.

I'm sure you would. Anyway, the pubsaredl closed. . .

| know. But | know where | can buy gin. Are you sure you couldn't lend me twenty-two and
Sx?

I'm afraid not.

Theold man said tremuloudly:

Ohdear. . . | wonder if the French gentleman next door could?

He knocked on the door of Cdlet'sroom. It wasimpossible for Sormeto close his own door
with the bag leaning againgt the jamb. He turned to the fireplace and made aface of despair a himsdlf in
the mirror. There was no reply from Calet's room. Sorme was certain he was inside; probably he had
heard the old man's voice and decided to keep quiet. The old man knocked again. Sorme found the
spectacleirritating; he went downstairs to the bathroom and locked the door. After afew moments, he
heard the old man come downgtairs. He flushed the toilet and went up again. Before going into hisroom,
he removed the bag from the doorway, and leaned it against the wall outside. He locked his door, and
flung himsdlf into the armchair, thinking: I'l leave this bloody place and find somewhere else. That old
swine ought to bein aninditution.

As helistened, aknock sounded on the door. He started in his chair. He called: Who isit?

The old man's voice said: May | speak to you?

Sighing, he crossed to the door and unlocked it. The old man said:

| relly must beg your pardon for intruding likethis. I knov it'sunforgivable, but. . . | really must
get twenty-two and six from somewhere.

Sorme said wearily:

I'm sorry, | can't help you.

The old man looked around, asif suspicious of an eavesdropper. His face took on acunning
expresson. He advanced on Sorme, pushing him into the room, then said in awhisper:

| cantell you something that would interest you.

For amoment, Sorme was on the point of saying: I'm sure you couldn't, and pushing the old man
out. He was prevented by an innate didike of rudeness and a certainty that the old man would only begin
knocking on the door again. The old man raised afinger at Sorme, and regarded him with aknowing,
dightly reproachful expresson. He said:



I'm not mistaken in supposing you are aman with astrong interest in religion?

Why?

Ah, you're suspicious, and quite rightly so. Not many people have aright to spesk of religion. But
| have. Now, let metell you something that will surpriseyou. | can open your third eye for you.

He leaned forward and hissed the last sentence in Sorme's face and Sorme was able to observe
that there was no alcohol on his breath. He retreated astep, and said:

I'm afraid | haven't got athird eye.

Aha Y ou think you haven't. Y ou don't know. | thought you weren't one of the initiated. But you
have honesty. Y ou have honesty, or | wouldn't speak to you. Do you know what the third eyeis?

He was speaking rapidly now, perhaps sensing Sorme'sincreasing desire to throw him out.
Sorme shook his head.

Y our third eyeisyour mystica eye. Y ou have two eyesto show you gppearances, but your
mystica eye can show you into the heart of things. | see you have Blake and Boehme on your
bookshelves. Wdll, they could see with the third eye. | can see with my third eye-- at least, | could until |
started to drink. It only requires avery smple operationto doiit. . . if the subject isready, of course. But
| can sense you're ready. Now, wouldn't you like to have athird eye?

Sorme, interested in spite of himsdlf, said dubioudy: | suppose so.

Good, the old man said. Then we can arrange it. How much would you consider the operation
worth? Two pounds?

Sorme could not refrain from smiling. He said:

Y ou want meto pay, do you?

Theold man said smply: | need the money.

Sormesaid: I'm afraid | haven't got it.

Redlly?It'saunique opportunity. | couldn't make the offer at any other time -- for instance, on
Monday, after the banks open. My price would be much higher then.

Hewas peering up into Sorme's face with achildlike anxiety; it wasdmogt asif hewas
play-acting. Sorme knew he was not play-acting, and that the only dternative was that he was insane.
But the redlisation caused him no darm, or even excitement. He said apologeticaly:

I'mafraid | can't give you two pounds. | haven't two poundsto spare.

Theold man said sadly:

Oh dear. Wdll, inthat case. . .

He turned away from Sorme, staring at the doorknob. He said vaguely:

| wonder who could. . .?

He asked Sorme suddenly:

| suppose you don't happen to have alittle gin hidden away?

I'm afraid not. Only some beer.

Mmmm. | haven't touched beer for years. But | suppose. . . in the absence of anything better.
Wdll. Would you object if | drank aglass of your beer?

Sormesaid:

Not at all. Take the bottle.

He snatched up the bottle from the table, and thrust it into the old man's hands. The old man took
it dubioudy. Hesad:

If you could lend me eight and ninepence | could buy ahalf bottle | suppose. But they wouldn't
likeit.

I'm sorry. I'm in the same position as you. I've no money to spare until | can go to the bank.

Oh. Well, in that case, | suppose I'd better have some beer. Have you aglass?

Sormetook aglass from the table and inverted it over the neck of the bottle. He said:

Y ou might let me have the glass back sometime.

Oh, I don't want to take it away.

He removed the glass, unscrewed the bottle, and carefully laid the stopper on thetable. A feding
of comic resgnation came over Sorme; heimagined Bill Payne in the room, watching with amusement



and preparing an imitation of the old man's eager innocence and Sorme's baffled irritation. He sat downin
thearmchair, and Sared at the old man as he poured beer. The old man caught his eye and smiled
genidly. He replaced the bottle on the table, screwed on the stopper, then came over and sat in the other
amchar. Hesad:

Forgive mefor not offering you some. But the bottle wasn't quite full to begin with, and I'm afraid
| shan't have enough for myself. Thisis not selfishness, you understand, but ordinary self-preservation.
Wéll, chin-chin, or whatever you young people say nowadays.

The military phrase sounded odd pattering over hislips. He drank the beer with an expression of
distaste. When the glasswas haf empty, helowered it, saying:

I'm afraid | wouldn't drink this by preference.

No, Sorme said. He took care not to sound interrogative, for fear of provoking another
explanation. The old man said pleasantly:

| find you likeable. What can | tdll you to amuse you?

Sorme said gruffly: Nothing, thanks.

Let me see. Weren't you interested in Jack the Ripper?

Sorme was unable to conceal hissurprise. He said:

| suppose so. Why?

| knew it. | know agreat dedl about you. . .

Sorme wondered if Carlotte had mentioned the subject. He determined not to be drawn out any
further. He said:

I'm not particularly interested.

No?All the same, | think | can tell you one or two things that would interest you. How old would
yousay | an?

He stared a Sorme so persistently that he found it difficult to ignore the question. He said findly:

Seventy, maybe.

The old man's eyes glittered with delight. He reached for the beer bottle.

Wrong again. I'm éghty-nine.

Sorme said unbdievingly: Yes?

| can show you my birth certificate to proveit. | have it somewhere. . .

He clapped ahand to his coat over his heart, then said:

| thought | had it. It must be in the drawer. But thisis beside the point. I'm assuming you
disbelieve me, wheress, in fact, | am sure you don't. Isthat not so?

Yes, Sorme said.

Thank you, sr. A man prefersto be trusted. Well, there you are. Eighty-nine. Born on the
twenty-third of August, eighteen sixty-seven. | may add that my father wasin diplomatic servicein
Cracow, where he knew Zeromski. My mother was Polish. Well. . . the gentleman who is known to the
Press as Jack the Ripper was aclosefriend of my father's. His name was Sergei Pedachenko, and he
came from the same village as Grigory Efimovitch Rasputin. In fact, he was ardétive by law of Grigory
Efimovitch. Together they grew up in Pokrovskoe in Tobolsk, athough Sergel Fyodorovitch was severd
yearshissenior. . .

Ashereclined in the armchair, gesturing with hisleft hand as he talked, the old man made Sorme
think of an actor in some Turgenev play. The words flowed out like a speech learned by heart. When the
old man paused to empty his glass, Sorme found himself wanting him to go on. The old man talked ashe
refilled theglass

Wi, Grigory Efimovitch and Sergei Fyodorovitch belonged to one of the raskolniki, that isto
say, aheretica sect, known asthe Khlysty. And the Khlysty believed in sdlvation through sin. Y ou
understand? A fine theologica point, asyou will recognise. The more one Sins, the more one can repent.
A verba sophigtry, you say? Not at al. Consder that many aman who isinclined to saintliness suffers
from boredom, a sense of futility. Consider that it is better to fed yoursdf asinner than to fed asif you
have no identity. Thisisadmittedly a human weakness, that a man hasto dramatise himsdf into an identity
or suffer stagnation. You and |, Sir, know that man isagod. And yet he can do nothing to make himself



into agod unless circumstances are kind enough to give him an opportunity to behave like one.

Sorme found himsdlf listening with increesing amazement; asense of unredity cameover him. A
fantasy shaped itsdlf in his heed, that the old man wasredly an angel in disguise, sent to bring hometo
him asense of hisown immaturity. The old man could evidently see the effect he was creating; something
likeasmirk formed in hiseyes ashetaked. Heraised hisfinger in admonition:

Thisisthe paradox of our nature, the result of origina sin. A tree can beitsdf by standing still. A
man becomes himsdf only by making abonfire of his potentidities. In the light of action, he seeshis
redity asit disappearsin anew persona. And. ..

He paused to take along drink, then said vaguely:

Where were we?

Jack the Ripper.

Ahyes. My friend Pedachenko. Well, to makeit brief, Sergel Fyodorovitch cameto London to
sn hisway to salvation. He had read abook by Dostoevsky describing it asthe most sordid capital in
Europe. At thetime, | was aboy of eighteen. He and | travelled together from Odessa. He brought with
him an Augtrian tail oress named Limberg, awoman of digtinctly sadistic tendencies. They took roomsin
Leman Street, and my friend embarked on his career of disembowelling. His mistresswas dways
somewhere near carrying a cloak. When he had committed his crime, she would hand him the cloak: he
would cover his bloodstained suit -- he bought innumerable suitsin the Petticoat Lane market -- and
together they would walk home arm in arm, like a respectable man and wife returning from alate evening
with friends. On three occasions they were stopped by police when amere glimpse of my friend's
trousers would have given him to the hangman. On each occasion, they posed asamarried couple and
were alowed to proceed immediately. After hislast murder, he sailed for America, where he became the
proprietor of abrothel in New Orleans.

The old man emptied his second glass, and carefully filled it to the brim again, emptying the
bottle.

Naturaly, he was made very welcome on hisreturn to Russia. He was gppointed Archimandrite
of the sect, and was generally regarded as something of asaint. He then began his career of repentance.
His mistress Limberg had no taste for repentance and left Russia with another young man who hoped to
emulate Sergel Fyodorovitch. My friend Pedachenko accompanied Grigory Efimovitch to St Petersbourg,
where he shared his extraordinary successfor anumber of years. They died within ayear of one another
-- Rasputin in nineteen-sixteen, murdered by the bandit Y ussupov, and Pedachenko in
nineteen-seventeen, shot in the back by one of Kerensky's men.

The old man took asip from the full glass, then sood up, holding it carefully. He said politely:

| shdl now leave you, borrowing, if | may, your glass.

Sorme stared a him, unableto find words. The old man bowed dightly, saying gravely:

Goodnight.

He took the empty bottle, and went to the door. Sorme heard the bottle clink into the straw bag.
A moment later, the old man returned, till holding thefull glass. He said:

Y ou are il certain you can't lend me eight and ninepence?

Sorme fumbled in his back pocket, and produced a crumpled ten-shilling note. He handed it to
the old man without speaking. The old man bowed; he said formaly:

Sir, you have saved my life. A thousand thanks.

He kissed the note, then backed out of the door. Sorme found hisvoice to say: Goodnight, asthe
door closed. The old man did not reply. He heard him mounting the next flight of gtairs, the bottles
dinking.

Thetiredness had gone; he stood by the window, wondering what to do. A few minutes later, he
heard the old man come downgtairs again and go out of the house. After amoment's uncertainty, he went
downgtairs and rang Nunne'sflat again. Therewas till no reply. He went and stood in the front doorway
for awhile, then returned to hisroom. It was too late to go back to Miss Quincey's and Caroline was on
the other sde of London. There was nothing for it but to go to bed.

He lay awake for two hours, thinking about the old man and about Austin. When he dept, the old



man hovered in his dreams. Towards 2 am he went downstairs to the bathroom, and washed his hands
and facein hot water. After that, he dept. There was no sound coming from the old man'sroom.

He woke again in the cold dawn, dreaming that Gertrude Quincey lay pressed against him. While
he kept his eyes closed, he could fed her body againgt his relaxed limbs, her arms round his neck. She
stopped being there when he woke up fully, but the memory was as clear asa physica experience. He
dared at the paeing sky; in the clear light of speculation, the desire disgppeared; it was possible only
through the blurred outlines of deep.

The sense of wellbeing expanded in him, aknowledge of increasing power; for amoment hefet
glad of theworld and the existence of everything init. Then hefell adeep thinking about Caroline.

CHAPTER FIVE

He was dreaming that Nunne had been condemned to deeth, and he wastelling Stein that it was
amonstrous stupidity, that Nunne was aman of genius, an irreplacesble lossto literature. But as he said
it, hedid not believeit. He knew it would be impossible to express hisred reasons for defending Nunne
to Stein or anybody else.

A noisewoke him. He stared at the wall, and listened to amale voice in the room below singing a
popular song. It sounded as if there were decorators at work in the room. He turned on to his back and
dared at the sky through the window. It was marble-grey. He found himself wondering whether he would
ever defend Audtinif it cameto atria for murder. They would be wrong; Stein and the judges would be
wrong; but there was no way of dtering that. A good psychiatrist might have him declared insane; that
would be the smplest solution; but Nunne was not insane.

He got out of bed to put the kettle on, turned the gas to medium and climbed back into bed. As
he did so his eyesrested on the Nijinsky Diary, and something concentrated inside him. There wasthe
image of aman walking along atree-lined avenue a night, listening to sounds of music coming from a
hotel lounge. In the man was an obsession with the superhuman, adesireto rise cleanly and naturally
beyond human pettiness, maintaining the flight without uncertainty. For amoment he fet he understood
Austin, received a clear indgght into the disgust that became violence. He looked out at the grey sky,
holding the knowledge firmly, thinking: Nothing matters but this power. No priceistoo highfor it.

At the same time he heard footsteps on the stair, and guessed they were coming to his room.
Carlotte's voice called: Mr Sorme!

Hello?

She opened the door.

Areyou up yet? There's a gentleman to see you.

Who?

She shrugged.

| don't know. A German.

German?

He thought hard for amoment, then asked:

Anold man?

Yes.

Ah. Ask him to come up, would you, please?

He pulled on apair of trousers, and was tying his dressing-gown as Stein came into the room.
Stein glanced at the rumpled bed, and smiled gpologeticaly:

Am | too early?

Sorme shook his cold hand.

That's OK. | was awake. What did you want to talk to me about? Austin?

Hewasleading deliberatdly, unwilling to play a cat-and-mouse game. Stein said:

Ausgtin? No, not particularly. | am moreinterested in this old man above you.



For amoment, registering his surprise, Sorme believed him.

Why?Y ou don't think he's the Whitechapd killer?

No. But he may know something. When hewasin hospita, he shouted strange thingsin hisdeep.

I'm sure he knows nothing, Sorme said decisively.

No?

| had atalk with him last night. He's as mad as amarch hare, but he doesn't know anything. How
did you find out about him, anyway?

Stein shrugged expressvely:

| happened to notice the address on Inspector Macmurdo'slist of routine calls. | knew it was
your address dso. So | came on the off-chance that you might be able to tell me something.

To Sorme, watching him, the he seemed transparent; but he remembered that Stein was unaware
that Father Carruthers had spoken to him of Nunne. From Stein's viewpoint, there was no reason why
Sorme should disbelieve him. He said:

I'll tell you what | can, but you ought to see him yoursdlf. Y ou'd see, he's cracked.

He raved about murder in the hospital.

Y es. But not these murders. The only Whitechapd crimesthat interest him happened sixty years
ago.

The Jack the Ripper murders?

Sormesaid:

What on earth makes you interested in aman of that age? It must be obvious that he'd be
incapable of aseries of murders?

Stein said wearily:

Somewherein London thereisakiller. Thereis nothing to do but check every possibility.

| agree. But you're wasting your time with the old man. He'stoo old. And he'sinsane, anyway.

Soisthekiller.

Y ou think s0?

Sensad:

Yes, | think so.

The kettle began to Smmer. Sorme said:

Sit down and have a cup of tea. Y ou look tired.

Thank you. | am tired.

Don't you take arest on Sundays?

Stem said, shrugging:

Inacaselikethis, thereisno timeto rest.

He dropped into the armchair, placing his hat on the table. Sorme found himsdlf fegling sorry for
him. He spooned teainto the thermos flask and poured in the boiling water. As he turned off the gasring
he lit the fire. The room was warm from the burning gas, he removed the dressing-gown, and put on a
shirt. Hesad:

Never mind. Maybe youll catch himin the act sometime.

Perhaps, Stein said. He contemplated the steam that rose from the flask, and then added:

He made another attempt last night.

What?

Sorme stared at him, wondering at the same time if Stein was trying to trap him in some way.
Stein was not even looking a him. He asked:

What happened?

| don't know in detail. A woman was attacked in her room early this morning. Neighbours heard
her screams and ran in. The man jumped out of the window and disappeared.

In Whitechapel ?

Yes.

But what happened to the woman?

Shewas till unconscious at eight o'clock this morning. Her skull was fractured.



Will shelive?

Probably. Luckily, theinjuries have not affected the brain.

So you should get adescription of the killer?

We hope so. But the room was in darkness.

Pouring the tea, Sorme thought: Poor Austin. Theré's nothing | can do now. Then he stopped
himsdf, thinking: Why Augtin? It may not be Audtin.

Stein accepted the mug of tea, saying:

So you seewhy we are getting tired of it all.

| do. Never mind. With luck, you'll get a description.

Perhaps.

Stem relgpsed into Slence, drinking histea

Y ou say you're sure he'sinsane, doctor?

| think so.

Sorme stopped himsalf on the point of asking: Insane enough to get sent to Broadmoor?

Instead, he asked:

Do you think al sexud killersareinsane?

Why, no, assuredly not. Any more than astarving man who stealsaloaf of bread isinsane.

| see.

Steinlooked at him and asked, smiling:

What are you thinking?

I'm wondering. . . if amurderer might not be saner than the average man.

How?

Sorme stared out of the window for amoment, then said:

For instance, in the days when sacrifices were offered in temples. The priests might have
profounder insght into reality than most people. The killing was a symboal.

A symbol? Stein said unbelievingly.

Yes A sort of regjection of the ordinary daylight. A ddiberate turning away from daylight logic.

Sein sad, frowning:

But aman who killsisunder strain. Heisnot a philosopher.

Someone knocked on the door. The girl caled:

Telephone for Dr Stein.

Stein said wearily:

Agan!

He made atired gesture of disgust, and went out of the room.

Sorme finished drinking histea, seated in the armchair. Obscurely, he felt that something
important was taking place, but he found it difficult to take it serioudy. A sense of redlity in him revolted
againgt the complications of diplomacy and deception. Although he knew Nunne'slife might be at stake,
it was il impossibleto fed completely involved. Hetried to focusthis sense of unredity, wondering how
quickly Stein would interrupt him; after amoment, the feding recreated itsdlf briefly; hetried to verbdise
it. What was at stake was murder -- murder of anumber of women. If they died, it was because they
had no good reason to Say dive. Thelivesthey lost were only half lives; consequently, the Whitechapel
killer could only be hdf amurderer. And the killer himsdlf was probably only haf divetoo. In that case, it
was acase of quarter murder. Futility murdering stupidity and uselessness. Nietzsche had said thet a
whole nation was adetour to create a dozen great men. . .

Stein came back into the room. Thetired look had gone. He said:

We have caught him.

Sorme sat up.

What!

Stein's eyes were dive with restrained excitement.

The murderer. He was caught an hour ago.

Sorme stared a him unbdievingly.



Who wasit?

A Brixton labourer. He was the man who attacked the woman last night. His description was
circulated, and apolice car saw him trying to climb the dockyard wal. The woman identified him an hour
ago.

Areyou certain it's the murderer? Has he confessed?

No. Infact, he admitsthe attack last night, but saysit was hisfirst attempt.

Arethe police quite sureit'sthe right man?

Quite sure. He had blacked his face with burnt cork. They found a sponge smeared with burnt
cork in his pocket.

Sormesad, amiling:

Well, congratulations. | hope you've found the right man.

Stein sad shrugging:

He may not be. Murderers are imitative. In the K trten case, an idiot was caught in the act of
attempted rape, and confessed to the murders. Unfortunately, he was not thekiller. | could cite many
cases where a murder has been imitated by other murderers. . . All the same, we must hope.

Sorme said dubioudy:

Brixton'sahelluvaway from Whitechapel.

Stein smiled.

This man was born and brought up in Whitechapd . Probably he knows Whitechapel better than
Brixton. Besides, he may have motives of revenge against women in Whitechapd .

Sten lifted histeacup and emptied it. He said, smiling:

Now we shall seeif your theories about the murderer's mentality are accurate.

He put the cup back on the table, and picked up his hat.

| thank you for thetea. | shall hopeto see you again before | return to Germany.

| hope s0. You -- er -- don't fed interested in the old boy upstairs now? Stein said:

We shdl remain interested, of course, until we are certain that this man isthe murderer. But |
intend to take a short rest now.

Hissmilewas no longer tired. He said, politely:

| wish you good morning, and thank you.

Sorme shook his hand.

Don't mind if | don't come down?

Sensadfirmly:

Not in the least. Goodbye.

Sorme listened to the steps descending the sairs, counting dowly up to fifty to make sure that
Stein had left the house. Then he glanced in the mirror, caressed his unshaven chin with hisfingers, and
put on ajacket and overcoat.

Sein'svigt left him with afeding of suspicion; the news of the arrest had falen out too neetly. It
seemed prearranged. He turned off the gasfire, and made sure the window was fastened, then locked
the door behind him.

Before he asked the question, he knew the answer would be negative. He stood, holding the
receiver, contemplating with distaste the moisture that had condensed around the mouthpiece from the
previous user. After awhile, the girl returned:

The porter saysthat, asfar as he knows, Mr Nunne didn't come back last night. I'll tell him you
rang, shdl 1?

He walked aong Camden High Street, uncertain what to do. A taxi cruised past, and for a
moment he congidered hailing it and going to the Kensington flat. Then the thought that Nunne might not
be there either discouraged him. He stood, hesitating, at the corner of Crowndae Road, contemplating
the boxes outside the post office. The sight of abus|abelled 'Farringdon Road' decided him; he jumped



on to the platform before the lights changed. Relaxed on the upper deck, he noticed again the same sense
of interior clarity that had come earlier in bed. A point of vitality stirred in him, imposing itself on the
outline of St Pancras station, transforming the thought of trainsinto a sense of triumph.

The Hungarian priest was a the door of the hogtdl. He said immediately:

Y ou want to see Father Carruthers?

If it's possible, please.

Yes?1 don't know if he'sresting.

It's very important.

The priest opened the door with alatchkey.

Y ou will wait in there, please.

Thank you.

The formditiesirritated him. He sank into the armchair beside the gasfire, then stood up again,
tensing his shoulders with impatience. He glanced out of the door, and saw Robin Maunsdll coming up
the stairs. He withdrew his head immediately, wondering if Maunsell had seen him. The stepsturned the
corner, and went up the next flight. He smiled with rdlief. Almost immediately, the Hungarian priest came
back.

Will you go up?

Thanks.

He pretended to be looking for his gloves on the armchair, to make sure Maunsdll was out of
sght. The priest said:

Y ou havelost something?

Oh. .. no. They're herein my pocket. . .

Hewent up the Sairstwo at atime, at once impatient and cautious.

Father Carruthers said:

Good morning, Gerard. Y ou're soon back.

Morning, father. Hope I'm not a nuisance.

The priest wasin bed; helooked ill and tired. Thefirein the grate was amass of glowing cods,
Sorme observed the contrast between the room temperature and the icy coldness of the priest's hand as
hetook it.

Y ou're not anuisance. But I'm afraid I'm not too well today. We shall haveto makeit brief.

OK, father. Briefly, then, Stein has just been to see me about Austin.

Was he quite frank with you?

Wéll, no. Infact, he hardly mentioned Austin at al. That'swhy | wanted to see you. He saysthe
Whitechapel killer's been arrested.

When?

About an hour ago. The phone rang while he was with me. He claimed he/d come to talk about
the old man in the room above. . . the one who tried to set the house on fire.

Thepriest said dowly:

| see. Well, what do you think?

| wonder if it's some sort of atrick.

Did he question you about Augtin?

No. He hardly mentioned him.

But you believe he wasn't sincere abouit his reason for coming to see you?

No. | don't think the police redly suspect the old man. Hestoo old. They might aswell. . . they
might aswell suspect you. If you seewhat | mean. . .

Indeed, they might! Well, so you suppose they might ill beinterested in Austin?

Sorme said helplesdly: | just don't know, father.

I'minclined to fed they are. Have you seen him?

Wéll, that's another problem. Austin seemsto have disappeared. He hasn't been home for
twenty-four hours. Mind, he could be at the Kensington place.

Couldn't you phone?



He's not on the phone.

| see. And what about this man who has been arrested?

Some man who attacked awoman last night in Whitechapel. A Brixton labourer. Hed blacked
hisface, apparently.

Ah, redly?

Have you heard of him, father?

Thepriest sad:

| have. And I'm afraid it sounds asif you'reright.

Why?

Franz mentioned him to me afew days ago. He said that aman was frightening womeniin
Whitechapel by jumping out of doorways with ablack face. The police don't redlly believe heé'sthe
murderer. And Franz most certainly doesnt.

Why?

Because a man who jumps out of doorways and frightens women sounds avery different
proposition from amurderer. He's asadist of asort, of course. . . but not the kind the police want.

But this man attacked awoman, father. He caused serious head injuries, according to Stein. It
wasinaroom in Whitechapel, and he escaped by jumping through the window.

Indeed? Ah. . .

Sorme stirred uncomfortably on the edge of the bed. He unbuttoned his overcoat; the heat was
making him swegt. The priest said findly:

If you are sure he attacked awoman. . . perhaps| am wrong.

Stein said held confessed to the attack, but not to the other murders.

| see. Then it sounds asif he was being quite sincere. If he wastrying to deceive you, he wouldn't
have admitted that the man had not confessed to the previous murders.

Y ou mean held either tell me he had, or wouldn't mentioniit a al?

I'm afraid it sounds like that.

A shiver passed over the skin of Sorme's back. He said:

Why afraid, father? Do you think Austin's the murderer?

Thepriest sad:

From my knowledge of Audtin, it seemsunlikely.

Why?

Because. . . | have known Austin since he was achild. | should say, | have been acquainted with
him since he was a child. And his mother has talked to me about him agreat dedl. Do you think he could
commit amurder?

The question took Sorme by surprise. After a hesitation, he said doubtfully:

That's not easy to answer. In the sense you mean, no. He's not aruffian, he'snot calous. . . But. .
.| cant explain.

Try to explain, Gerard.

Sorme pulled off the overcoat, and dropped it on the bed, then unbuttoned the jacket. He wiped
the swest off hisforehead. He said dowly:

You seg, father, it'slikethis. | met him at the Diaghilev exhibition, you know. . .

Y es. What hasthat to do with it?

Quitealot, actualy. You didn't seeit, did you? No. Well -- it impressed me, because. . . it was
likeafary tale. These old costumes, designs, soft music, scent -- the same scent that Austin uses,
incidentaly -- just like another world. Well, that's Austin'sworld, father, the world he wants tolivein.
He's not avery brilliant person. He wouldn't get much out of the writings of the saints or the Church
fathers. But he wantsto find an ideal world al the same. . . Y ou remember, | told you the same thing
about his basement flat?

Yes.

| think being dive exhausts him. He can't accept redlity. | can understand him because | fed the
same. Theredlity of the world batters him. It bullies him. So he wantsto see it from some beautifully



detached standpoint. That'swhy he's so theatrical. Instead of real dums, he wants a stage set that ooks
like dums. Instead of red despair and defegt, he wants tragic actors raving about it. He hasto smplify
everything. . .

| see your point. But this doesn't sound like the definition of amurderer to me.

He becomes the tragic actor himsdlf, making agesture of defiance. Don't you see, father. He
dramatises his own sdlf-disgust. If he committed a murder, he wouldn't be area murderer. Hed bea
tragic actor playing Macbeth.

Thepriest sad:

I'm afraid you overestimate his need for self-dramatisation. | doubt whether it would extend to
actud killing.

Sormefdt confused and involved, unable to capture the thread of insght. He said findly:

| dunno, father. . . It'sdl thisfeding of wanting to impose yourself on theworld. Murder'sthe
ultimate taboo. In a certain mood, it could be akind of suicide. | think that's how Austin feels. Unlesshe
can dramatiseit, the world seems unbearably dien. He wants to do something positiveto judtify his
exigence.

The priest'sface clouded. He sad:

l...seewhat you mean. All thesame. . . | don't know. It doesn't strike me aslikely.

No, and | agreg, it'sno fina proof that Austin would commit murder. . .

Y ou should see Augtin. . . and perhaps you should warn him.

| thought you didn't want meto warn him?

Not openly, perhaps. On the other hand, it ssemsto me very probable that heisnot guilty. In
that case. . .

He broke off, staring at the eiderdown, his chin on his chest. Sorme was uncertain whether his
attitude showed deep thought or smply fatigue. He stood up and crossed to the window, which was
open about an inch at the top; the faint current of cool air was ardlief. As he waited, the priest went on:

What you say about Austin may be true for yoursdlf. | could imagine a certain type of man who
needs a sense of mora purpose, who feels the world to be meaningless. . .

Sorme interrupted:

Austin once said something like that to me. He said hefelt futile or meaningless. . . no,
unintended; that was the word.

Did he? What dlse did he say?

Oh. . . something about fedling he ought not to be dive. He said if therewas any justice in the
world held've broken his neck or something. Mind, he wasin a pretty low state that evening.

Unintended. | must admit, you surprise me. But it bears out what you say. But, as| was about to
say. . . | canimagine that aman might feel aneed to enter the order of good and evil, to escape asense
of futility. And | can imagine him committing a.crime merely to proveto himsdf that heis cgpable of evil,
and therefore not entirely. . . unintended. But | have never in my life come across such a case -- except,
perhaps, in juvenile ddinquents.

Sorme said, shrugging:

Theway you put it, | agreeit sounds unlikely. But I'm not talking about conscious motives. I'm
just saying that if Austin wasthekiller, | could understand. | mean, take Oliver Glasp. . . HEsthe same
sort of person. I've seen alot of Oliver over this past week, father, and | think I've got to know alot
about him. Well, | know held never suffer from any sort of strain if he believed in his own genius. Hed
have a purpose then. Asit is, he's got himsdf involved with some ten-year-old girl from adum tenement.
It gives him asense of meaning from day to day, and that's what he needs to keep going. But he doesn't
believein his own redity enough to exist without something of the sort. Don't you seewhat I'm trying to
say, father? Oliver needs people more than ideas -- he's an emotiona person. So when he'sunder strain,
he gropes around for people. | need ideas more than people. When | rebd, it'sarebellion of ideas. But
Austin's sensua aswell asemotiona. He needs aphysical outlet for hisrebellion -- driving fast cars,
flying an aeroplane. Doesn't it sound plausible?

Hewas carried away by the excitement of his own words, when he stopped, he experienced a



fedling of guilt. Father Carruthers was listening with his head drooping, his eyes closed; he might have
been adeep. Without opening his eyes, he said softly:

Yes, it soundsplausible,

Sorme said: I'm afraid I'm talking too much.

I'm sorry. I'd like to help you more. But | fed very tired.

Y es, absolutely, I'll go now.

Go and see Audtin.

If I canfind him!

Try a hisKensngton flat. Take ataxi there.

All right. But I'll take atube.

Thepriest sad:

Open that top drawer behind you. . . no, theleft one. There should be a plastic case there. . .

Y es, thank you.

He opened the black wallet that Sorme had handed to him, and took out a pound note.

Takethisand useit for ataxi.

No, redly, father. . .

Takeit. | have no usefor money here -- | spend my daysin bed. Besides, you are doing an
errand for me. I'd go if | could. Takeit.

Sorme took the note unwillingly, and pushed it, folded, into histop pocket. He said:

Thank you, father. Shdl | phone back to let you know?

No. If anything important happens, come back. But | shall deep now.

All right, father. Thanks. | hope you get well soon.

Thank you, Gerard.

Helet himsdif out of the front door. As heturned the corner, he met Robin Maunsell hurrying
acrosstheroad. Maunsdll said:

Wadl, Gerard, you're rather a stranger, aren't you? A stranger to me, | should say, because | hear
that you're dways popping in and out to Father Carruthers.

Sorme said embarrassedly:

How areyou?

I'm very well. But what on earth's going on with you? Are the two of you planning acampaign to
convert Austin Nunne?

Something likethat, Sorme said, grinning.

Comein and have acup of tea.

No, thanks, Robin. I'm just doing an errand for Father Carruthers.

Redly? Are you coming back?

| expect so. Later in the day.

Will, | can see you're dying to go. PerhapsI'll seeyou later.

Sorme said untruthfully:

I'm just off for lunch. I'm pretty hungry. But I'll seeyou later. . .

All right.

As Sormeturned away, Maunsdll said:

Give Audtin my regards.

Sorme looked back in surprise, but Maunsdll was already in the doorway.

He crossed Rosebery Avenue, walking towards Ludgate Circus, with the idea of finding ataxi in
Holborn. His neck was still damp with sweet from the heat of the room, and histhroat felt dry. For some
reason, hefelt no belief that Nunne would be in the Kensington flat. Nunne wouldn't be anywhere where
he was known to go regularly if hewas avoiding the police. . . Thethought of the women's clothes came
to him suddenly. At the time, Nunne's explanation had been inadequate. But his new suspicions provided
no satisfactory hypothesisto explain them either.

In Fleet Street he turned into the bar of thefirst pub he saw. He ordered a pint of mild, and
drank ahalf of it before the burning sensation went out of histhroat. He grinned at the bartender, saying:



Ah, that's better.

From the next bar, someone called:

Cheerio, George!

Goodbye, Mr Payne.

Sormesaid:

Wasthat Bill Payne?

Yes, Sr.

He hurried to the door of the pub, and saw Payne on the point of crossing the road. He called:
Hi, Bill!

The noise of traffic drowned hisvoice; as Payne was about to step off the pavement, he jumped

forward and touched hisarm. Payne said:

Ad:

Héello, Gerard! What are you doing here?

Having adrink. Come and join me.

In there? Where were you? | didn't see you.

The bartender said:

Y ou're soon back!

Paynesad, grinning:

| planted my friend here to give me an excuse. What are you having, Gerard?

I've got one, thanks. Have one with me. What isit?

Usud, please, George. Let'sgo in next door. Thiswood'sicy to the arse.

A firewas burning in the lounge bar; Payne carried his glassto the table that stood neer it. He

Have you heard the news?

About the arrest? Yes.

Payne said with surprise:

Whered you hear it?

From apolice pathologist.

Starr?

No, Stein -- the German doctor | know on the case. He came around this morning to follow up

the business of the old man. They phoned him while he waswith me.

Did they? Y ou mean they told him the hunt was off?

Oh no. Jugt that the man had been arrested. Stein admitted it might be the wrong man. Why?
Widll. . . surely it's obvious? He hasn't confessed to the murders. . .

Ah, then you haven't heard the latest. He's made afull confession since.

What! Confessed to what?

All the murders -- except one of the women killed the other night.

Areyou sure?

Quite sure. It came just before | eft the office.

What did it say? Do you know the details?

Some of them. Y ou know about the attack last night?

Yes.

Wi, the palice found charcoa marks on the woman's throat and hands. She was unconscious,

of course. They started afullscale murder hunt. He must have got into the dockyard somehow -- down
near Limehouse pier. And somebody spotted him as hetried to climb over the wdl thismorning. They
say he's got a broken knee. He'd tried to clean the charcoa off hisface, but there were till traces, and
they found the sponge held been using in his pocket. They took him to Commercid Street police Sation
and he denied the murders -- dthough he admitted the attack last night. Then they took him to Scotland
Y ard, and he confessed thelot. So that'sit!

sad:

Sorme found it difficult to conced the cold fedling of relief that gave him adesireto laugh. He

So he's caught!



He's caught, Payne said.

Do they know anything about his motive?

No. But he'sabit of an idiot. Can't speak properly -- hasaharelip -- and he's been on
probation for being involved in arobbery.

Anidiot? That doesn't sound so good.

Why?

Stein told me that an idiot was arrested in the D Usseldorf case, and confessed to the murders. He
wasn't the murderer.

| think the police must befairly sure of themsalves. They wouldn't announce his confesson if they
doubted it. Anyway, for the sake of the police | hope they've got the man.

So does everybody. But why did he wear charcod last night? There was no sign of charcod in
the previous murders. And Stein told me they'd been after this bloke for afew weeks -- he'd been
jumping out of doorways and frightening women. That doesn't sound like thekiller.

Payne said thoughtfully:

Perhaps youreright. That'sagood point. I'll mention that to the chap who's doing the story.
Anyway, why should he confessif he's not the killer?

Perhaps the police were rough with him. Y ou said he'd got a broken knee. He wouldn't have
much resistance, would he?

But the police wouldn't want him to confessif he wasn't thekiller.

Sorme said, shrugging:

| don't know. It'sonly guesswork. | hopeit's the right man. What's his name, by the way?

Oh. .. Bentley, Alfred Bentley. Livesin Brixton.

But he used to live in Whitechapdl, Sorme said.

Did he? Areyou sure?

That'swhat Stein told me.

| didn't know that. So he'd know the district well. Listen, Gerard, 1'd better get back to the
office. What's the name of this German, in case we want to contact him?

Stein. Franz Stein. And he's working with Macmurdo.

Right. Thanksalot. | might ring you later. Let's meet for adrink.

All right. Be seeing you, Bill.

After Payne had gone, he finished his pint, staring into the fire. The excitement had been replaced
by doubt. He replaced his glass on the counter, went into Fleet Street, and hailed a passing taxi.

When thetaxi turned into Palace Gate, he asked the driver:

Would you mind waiting at the end of Canning Place?| shan't belong.

As hewalked towards the house, he told himsalf he could return and dismissthetaxi if Nunne
wasin. He had no desire to encounter Vannet, and was afraid the taxi might attract his attention.

The area gate creaked open. The curtains behind the barred windows were drawn. He rang the
bell and listened carefully. He could hear it ringing somewhere inside. There was no other sound. Herang
again. After await of another haf minute, he took an old envelope out of his pocket, scrawled amessage
on it and dipped it through the | etterbox. Above his head, the front door opened. A man he had never
seen before looked down at him. The man said:

Oh.

His head disappeared, and the front door closed again. Sorme decided to leave immediately,
afraid that Vannet might appear. He fdlt better when the door of thetaxi had closed behind him. He gave
the driver his Camden Town address.

As he passed the telephone in the hall, he stopped and diaded Nunne'sflat, knowing ashe did so
that it would be pointless. After amoment, the girl said:
I'm afraid therés il noreply, gr.



He groped through his pockets and found another four pennies. With his address book propped
open on the coin box he dided Caroline's number; aman's voice with a London accent answered.

'Old on aminute. I'll get 'er. 'O0'sit speskin'?

A moment later, Caroline's voice said:

Gerard! Hello, sweet!

Hello, pet. How are things?

Fine. What are you doing?

Nothing much. Have you heard the Whitechapel murderer's been caught?

Yes, it wason theradio just now. Isn't it exciting?

Terrific. How areyou feding?

Oh, dl right, now. I've recovered.

Is anyone there with you?

No; daddy's gone upstairs.

When can you come over here again?

Not today, swest, I'm afraid.

Y ou doing something thisevening?

No, but they don't like meto go into town on Sunday. They say I'm there too often. | could
come tomorrow. . .

Good. Make it tomorrow night, then?

All right, darling. I'm longing to see you.

Hewent upstairsfeding curioudy let down. Thetenson of the morning had aroused an
anticipation in him. To spend the rest of the day a one seemed an anticlimax.

In his room he opened atin of tomato soup, and ate it with bread and butter. He took avolume
of Blake off the shelf and tried to read as he drank the hot soup. A few minuteslater he returned the
book to the shelf and took down The Return of Sherlock Holmes. This attempt was more successtul;
he read four stories before he became tired. It was now three o'clock. He remembered Miss Quincey's
invitation, but felt no real desireto go there. He would have preferred spending the afternoon in bed with
Caroline. He dtretched and yawned, massaging his eydids with hisfingers, then stood up and looked out
of thewindow. The day was grey and cold. He typed anote on ahaf sheet of quarto paper, then put on
his coat and went downgtairs, locking his door behind him. He propped the note against the telephone as
he went out.

She looked pleased to see him.

Come and get warm. I've been expecting you.

Redly? Why?

| just rang you up. The girl told meyou'd |ft atelephone number, and when | asked for it it
turned out to be mine?

He said, chuckling:

That must have been apleasant surprise!

Therewas acod fire burning in the Stting-room. The curtains were drawn, and the lamplight
gave the room an atmosphere of warmth. He was suddenly glad he had come.

Where's Oliver today?

Oh. . . a home, | suppose. What did Brother Robbinsthink of him?

Oh. . . hethought he was a Communist. But he liked you.

Sormesad: Hmmm.

Sheasked, smiling:

Y ou didnt like him much, did you?

Not much. Do you?

He'savery good man. He does agreat ded of social work besides hiswork for us.



She saw Sorme's grimace as she said 'us, and coloured. She asked:

Why didn't you like Brother Robbins?

Sorme said:

| didn't didike him particularly. But | can't imagine why you're mixed up with that bunch. | don't
mind intelligently religious people. But anybody can see he's as crack-brained as a flat-earther.

Shesad, shrugging:

It'strue he's not particularly intelligent. But he's kind-hearted, and that's the main thing.

| suppose so. But what's to stop you becoming a Catholic or aBaptist if that's all that matters?
You'l find just as many kind people there, | expect.

| cantdl you in one sentence. | can't stand churches.

No?

No. | don't know why. When | wasalittlegirl, | used to be sick in church.

And isthat the only reason you're a Jehovah's Witness?

Of course not. But it's the reason that | wasn't amember of any other congregation before|
became aWitness.

But surely the Witnesses have a sort of achurch -- Kingdom Hal, or whatever they cal it?

Yes.

Don't you go there?

Not often. Twice ayear perhaps| go to prayer meetings at the houses of other members -- and
of course | hold them here.

Sorme looked at her face, lit by the flames, and became aware of her asa different persondity;
she seemed younger, and aso weaker. A kind of understanding wasforming in him.

But you didn't fed the same averson for the Bible?

Ohno. At least, | did asagirl. Or | should say, | wasindifferent toit. | could never understand
why they had to say 'art’ instead of 'are’ and thingslike that. And once | got dapped by my nurse when
shethought | was making fun of the Bible. | wanted to know why it was aways talking about people
‘arigng’. 'He arose and went to theland of Uz.' | said it made it sound asif the ancient Hebrews were
stting down dl thetime, and it was quite an event when they stood up.

Sorme said, laughing:

Y ou sound asif you had quite a sense of humour!

No. | was serious.

The telephone began to ring. She went out to answer it, and called amoment |ater:

It'sfor you.

Hesad:

Good. That'll be Audtin.

No, it's Oliver.

Oliver!

He went to the phone and said:

Hello, Oliver.

Glagp's voice sounded muffled.

Listen, Gerard, can you help me?I'mintrouble.

What sort of trouble?

I'min Commercia Street police station. I'm under arrest.

What the hdll for?

Oh. . . it'sabout Chrigtine. Her father'slaid a complaint against me.

What's the charge?

Seducing aminor.

But. . . but that'sinsane! | mean. . . they can't have any evidence. They've only got to examine
her to find it's nonsense.

Glagp sad:

| know, but in the meantime I'm in gaol. And Christiné's run away, so | shall probably be stuck



heretill they find her.

Blimey! What abloody nuisance. Can't something be done?

Yes. You could get meout if you could lend me the twenty-five pounds bail. Or if you couldnt,
I'm pretty sure Father Carruthers would.

Right. Just hold on. I'll beright over with the money. See you in an hour. Twenty-five pounds.

Thanksalot, Gerard. | don't want to spend longer in this dump than | haveto.

Miss Quincey came out of the kitchen, saying:

Twenty-five pounds? What does he want that for?

She was carrying ateatray with ategpot onit.

Bail. He'sin the Whitechapd police Sation.

What on earth for?

Hée's charged with seducing aminor. Have you got twenty-five poundsin cash here?

No. .. Seducing aminor?

It'snonsense, of course. Actualy, it'ssomelittle girl he'staken an interest in. He thinks she has
artigtic talent. Her father's ahabitua drunk and he'strying to cause trouble. The chargell collapse as soon
as she's been examined by adoctor. . . | wonder if the police would take a cheque?

l. .. 1 know someone who'd probably cash one. But how preposterous! Oliver really ought to be
alittle careful. Do you have to go immediately? Come and have a cup of teafirdt.

Hefollowed her into the Stting-room. She said:

Have you got twenty-five pounds?

Widll. . . not redly. But Oliver thinks Father Carruthers could lend it to him.

The Catholic priest? But | doubt whether held have that much money in cash. I'd better lend it to
him, | think.

That'd be very sweet of you. You'd get it back, of course.

| know someone who lives near here who could probably cash acheque. But how silly of Oliver!

While he drank the tea, he outlined what Glasp had told him the night before. She listened
gravely; when he spoke of the child posing she commented:

That was stupid!

Hesad:

| can understand Oliver's motive. He's alonely person. He needs people.

She stood up.

I'm going to phone asolicitor friend of mine. He usudly keeps some spare cash in the house for
emergencieslikethis.

He drank another cup of teawhile she phoned. She was speaking for along time. He built up the
fire, squatting on the rug, thinking: Why do al my friends seemto get involved in violence? And why do |
loathe violence so much? Isit cowardice or laziness?

Shesad:

I'vetalked to my friend about it. I'm afraid Oliver isin rather abad position. Evenif the girl is il
avirgin, they can accuse him of attempted rape. In that case, it dl depends on the child'sword. If there
was any suggestion that he made advances to her while she was posing, held dmost certainly go to
prison.

Sorme shrugged, conceding hismisgivings. He said:

That'sdl right. From what Oliver told me there couldn't be the faintest bregth of such anidea.

| hope you'reright. If you go down to Hampstead Heeth station you'll find this solicitor's address
just opposite. His nameis Pettiford. I'll write his address down for you. Helll give you the twenty-five
pounds. Will you come back here afterwards?

All right.

Here's the address. Go down East Heath Road as far as South End Green, and you can't missit.

* k* %



Glasp looked dishevelled and exhausted. He came into the office escorted by a policeman. He
sad:

Thank God you're here, Gerard.

Sorme was surprised by the warmth and gratitude of his smile. He said:

Sorry I'm late.

He asked the sergeant:

Can we go now?

Yers. But your friendll have to stay where we can contact him. Otherwise you might lose your
money.

Thank you, Sorme said automatically.
Asthey left the police station, a man approached them. Sorme noticed that Glasp shrank away
nervoudy. The man thrust asheet of paper into Sorme's hand, saying:

Takeone. ..

Thank you.

Onefor your friend.

Sorme glanced at the duplicated sheet of foolscap asthey crossed the road. It was headed:
Jugtice for the people of Whitechapel ? The message was short:

"The man who may be thekiller of sx women isnow in the hands of the police. Theidlerich and
the dirty bourgeoisie hope that he will be declared insane, and they will pay "trick cyclists' to try to defeat
the ends of justice. But it is the people of Whitechapd who have suffered, and the people of Whitechape
who should have the last say. Bentley should hang! If we stand firm, al the psychiatristsin the world
won't get him off. Forewarned isforearmed!’

Sormesaid:

What abloody odd farrago! Why on earth should theidle rich want him declared insane?

Glasp screwed his sheet up and dropped it into the gutter, shrugging irritably. He said:

Theworld'sfull of people who should be behind bars -- in azoo! They're no better than animals.

Sorme dropped his own sheet of paper into awastebin attached to the railings of the Wren
church.

What do you intend to do now, Oliver? Gertrude says you can go and stay thereif you like.

Glagp said sarcadtically:

That's very kind of her.

Shelent methe money.

Did she? Did you haveto tell her about it?

I'm afraid | did. . .

Glagp dhrugged ill-naturedly.

So long as she doesn't sick her Come-to-Jesus pals on to me.

But where do you intend to go now?

Where do you think? Back home.

And. . . would you rather I. . . left you now?

Why? Glasp said with surprise. He laughed suddenly, and laid his hand on Sorme's shoulder for a
moment.

Sorry if | seemiirritable. It'sthe bloody police, and that swine of afather. . . I'd take great
pleasurein killing the bastard. When thisisdl over I'm going to consult asolicitor and seeif | can't sue
him for defamation of character. . .

How long have you been there?

In the police station? Since about nine this morning. Then they got hold of some senior copper to
see about bail. Y ou remember | told you about the fight | had with her father? Well, the same policeman
was theretoday. So it lent colour to my story about his grudge.

But where's Chrigtine?

| don't know. | haven't seen the father. | only gather that Christing's not to be found. She's
probably hiding somewhere.



When did dl thisblow up?

Last night, | suppose.

But why?Y ou told me he'd threatened to take her to adoctor before, and it had al blown over.

Y ou can't tell with people like that. HE's adrunk. Perhaps he had a quarrel with hiswife, or
somebody told him they'd seen Chrigtine leaving my place. It could be anything.

Y ou know he could accuse you of attempted seduction, even if the doctor reports she's ill a
virgin?

Glagp sad:

So what? They've only got to ask Chritine.

But. . . you didn't tell them about the posing?

No.

Do you think they know?

| don't expect so. Why should they? She wouldn't tell them.

But supposing she got upset and frightened? Children do, you know.

What if she did? So long as shetold the truth, I've nothing to worry about.

No. . . | suppose s0. You redly need asolicitor.

| don't seewhy. It'll al be settled when they examine her.

When did she run away?

Thismorning. She'sasilly kid. . . Last night her father told her he was going to take her to seea
doctor thismorning. Her mother'saway, | think. So she dipped out early this morning. Naturaly, he
thinks she's got something to hide. So he went to the police.

But how could they arrest you without any evidence?

Because helaid acomplaint. | think he told them sheld admitted something.

What! Y ou mean that you'd. . .

Quite. He was probably drunk when he asked her. Perhaps he hurt her and made her shout
anything to get away.

Sorme was surprised at the detachment in Glasp's voice; there was none of the rage he expected.

But inthat case. . . you might be able to charge him with false accusation later. Y ou ought to get
asolicitor.

Glasp sad, shrugging:

And pay him with bottle tops?

It wouldn't cost much. And I'm sure Father Carruthers or Gertrude would lend you the money. . .

I'll think abouit it, Glasp said.

Sorme felt he was trying to keep him quiet. He said:

All right. That's up to you.

They had arrived at Glasp's address in Durward Street. As he started to insert the key the door
opened. Sorme had the impression that the old woman must have been hiding behind it. She said:

Oh, it'syou. | thought you werein geol.

Glasp leaned forward, and shouted in her ear:

No. It'sdl right now.

Oh, it'sdl right, isit? Why havethey let you out?

| can't explain now, Glasp bellowed. He pushed into the front room and closed the front door
behind them. The old woman shouted:

| can't have this sort of thing in my house. I'm only an old woman al on my own, but | can't have
that sort of thing in my house.

Have the police been here? Glasp shouted.

The police? Y es, they've been here. You'll haveto go. | can't haveit. . .

Glasp turned to Sorme, saying quietly:

Go on upstairswhile | explain to this bloody old cow. . .

As Sorme went up the uncarpeted stairs, smelling the familiar paraffin odour, he heard the old
woman shouting:



I've never had trouble with the police before. . .

Glasp shouted back:

It'snot my fault. | canexplain. ..

Helet himsdlf into Glagp's room and closed the door. It was damp and cold. He found matches
on thewindowslll, and lit the oil stove and the gasring. He found Glasp's kettle, filled it with water, and
st it onthegas. A few minutes|later Glasp camein. Hesad:

Thaose f---ing cops have been in here searching the place.

What? But surdly they can't do that without awarrant? Did they have awarrant?

No. They just asked the old woman's permission. It's her house.

But it'syour room. I'm sure they're not alowed to do that. Y ou ought to get asolicitor.

Glasp sank on to the stool, warming his hands above the oil stove. He said gloomily:

The old bugger wants me to move out. That bloody father of Chrigtingdl. . . I'd liketo kill him.
Why can contemptible animadslike that make such amess of my lifel

Never mind. It'sjust afarce. . . But why should they search your room? What would they expect
to find?

Chrigtine, of course,

Ohyes.

Glasp sad bitterly:

Or maybe her body. | don't think they put anything past me.

He began to wander round the room, peering at canvases. He said suddenly:

Oh, Chrigt!

What isit?

Thisportrait of Chrigtine. . . I'd forgotten it.

Sorme remembered in time that he was not supposed to have seen the picture. He crossed to
Glasp, and looked at the portrait of the underfed child. Glasp had pulled severa canvases forward to
exposeit; they leaned againgt hisshin.

Do you think they saw it?

| don't know.

| doubt it. Why should they? If they were looking for her they wouldn't examine your pictures.

Glasp opened a cupboard and took out alarge folder made of brown paper. Helaid thison the
bed and opened it. Sorme ddliberatdly refrained from showing curiosity, although he caught a glimpse of
asketch of anaked child. He asked:

Isthere any sign that they've seen it?

Glasp peered closdly at the pages.

Not asfar as| can see. But | wouldn't expect the police to |eave fingermarks.

Glasp closed the album with an exclamation of disgust. He dropped on to the edge of the bed
and sghed. His big hands hung loosely between his knees. He said between histeeth:

F---ing swine.

The kettle began to smmer. Sorme emptied the teapot into the sink and rinsed it with warm
water. He found the tea on the shelf, in a packet with the top screwed round. While he made it, Glasp
began to go around the room systematicaly, looking for signs of disturbance. He said at last:

They're bloody clever. They'veleft no traces.

Have sometea

Glasp lay down on the bed, pushing the folder aside, and closed his eyes. With hisbony face
upturned to the ceiling, and the big hands resting limply on the coverlet, he looked like a corpse. Sorme
sadquigly:

Poor Oliver. | know just how it fedls. Why can't things be smple and straightforward?

Glasp's chest heaved with akind of laugh that was little more than an expulsion of bresth. He
sd:

No, you'rewrong. | don't want things smple. That's not me. | don't know what | want. If my life
wassmple, I'd belike afish out of water. | once knew an actresslike that. She had to manufacture



complicationsin her life. All her love affairs had to be messy. If they went wrong, shewasadl right. If they
went right, she felt there was something wrong.

| think you're doing yoursdf aninjudtice, Oliver.

Glagp sat up, saying tiredly:

Thank God for my friends. They never let me think theworst of myself.

Sorme noticed the bundle of wood thet lay in thefire grate.

Y ou ought to get yourself some coal, Oliver. Y ou need afirein here.

Thereiscodl. It's outsde the door. | wasjust making afire when the police arrived.

L et me make onefor you.

Glagp sad:

Thanks, Gerard.

Hetook agulp of the tea, then lay down on the bed again, his eyes closed. Sorme found a coal
scuttle outside the door and a bucket containing ashes. He laid the fire and started it with paraffin; ina
few minutes the flames were roaring up the chimney. He crouched over it. The cold of the room had
penetrated his overcoat. Glasp waslying in his shirtdeeves, the collar unbuttoned.

Aren't you cold there, Oliver?

l...supposel am.

Glasp seemed fascinated by the flames. He crossed the room and sat on the stoal, leaning
forward, the teacup between his hands.

It'sgood of you to bother with melike this, Gerard.

Not inthelesst.

I'd have been fixed if you hadn't come today.

That's OK. Y ou'd do the same for me.

The paraffin flames began to die down, but the wood was burning well. Outside, the afternoon
was turning dark. Seated in the wooden chair, Sorme reflected how dismally uncomfortable Glasp's
roomwas. Glasp said:

| never made many friends.

Sorme said, shrugging:

Nor me.

What's the good of friendsif they don't understand the problems that worry you? Y ou've got to
be ableto talk to them. You, for ingtance. . . | could talk to you five minutes after | first met you. That's
unusud.

Thanks.

Sormefdt dightly awkward about the compliment; he said:

I've got atheory about people. You and | are completely different types. | think too much, you
fed too much. | lay too much emphasis on the mind, and you lay too much on the heart. Now some
people lay too much on the body. . . Austin, for instance. When he gets repressed, he needs a physica
outlet.

And what about you?

Oh, me. | try to think my way out of problems. | try to get detached from them. | don't like
strong emotions much -- | suspect them. That'swhy | don't feel too good at the moment about Austin.

Why?Y ou don't fed any strong emotions about him, do you?

No. But he's stopped me from stagnating. 1've become so absorbed in his problemsthat I've
become quite detached from my own problems. That'sal right. . . but it's not the right way to solve
problems.

No?Why not?

As he spoke, Sorme became aware that hisideas reflected on Glasp; he repressed the misgiving,
certain that Glasp would understand, anyway. He said:

| think it'sakind of weaknessto get too involved in other peopleslives. | once knew agirl who
was the sort of person everybody told their troublesto. She gave the impression of being avery cool and
cam sort of person, and people felt she was strong and sympathetic. When | got to know her pretty well,



| found she had no ideas, no beliefs, no red saf-confidence -- in fact, she was acomplete messinside.
She kept hersalf happy by worrying about other peoplé€'s problems. She liked unhappy people -- |
suppose they made her fed superior. . . And when | meet people like Gertrude who go in for socid work
and converting people, | wonder if they're not doing the same thing.

Glagp sad:

Doesit matter?

Yes, it does. It mattersif people are made of marshmallow. Very few people arereal inside.
They need people and distractions as a cripple needs crutches. Look at me. Two weeksago | felt
completely lost. | didn't like leaving my room because the street made mefed asif | didn't exist. London
made mefed like an insect, and when | got back to my own room and tried to write| still felt like an
insect. Then what happens? | go to this Diaghilev exhibition and meet Austin. And immediately | stop
being an insect. But that's the wrong reason.

What does it matter what the reason is?

But it does matter. | should have outgrown Austin'sworld along time ago. | only went to the
Diaghilev exhibition out of a sentimentd fedling about Nijinsky. Normally, | can't ick ballet. Last timel
went to the ballet, it nearly gave mediarrhoea. . . alot of bloody prancing queers and posturing women. |
had to come out half way through. And yet that's Austin's world. He's aromantic. Hes not real inside
ether. He needs unredlity to stop him from feding an insect.

Glagp sad softly:

Weall need something to lean on.

But we shouldn't. If aman could kill dl hisillusons, hed become agod.

Or kill himsdf, Glagp sad.

No. . . HEd be strong enough to live. People die because they don't know whét lifeis.

Glasp said: Who does?

| do sometimes. Just occasionaly. And | spend al my timetrying to regain theinsight.

And what wasyour ingght like?

... It wasafedling of acceptance. It happened once when | was on Hampstead Hegth, looking
down on London. | wasthinking about al the livesand al the problems. . . and then suddenly | felt redl. |
saw other peopléesillusons, and my own illusons disappeared, and | felt red ingde. | stopped wondering
whether the world's ultimately good or evil. | felt that the world didn't matter adamn. What mattered was
me, whether | saw it asgood or evil. | suddenly fdt asif I'd turned into agiant. | felt absurdly happy. . .

Glagp sad:

I've never fdt likethat.

No?

He controlled the excitement his own words had aroused in him, waiting for Glasp to spesk,
watching the face that leaned into thefirdight. Glasp spokein alow voice, without emphasis. He said:

That'snot how | fedl. . . | suppose | need other people, asyou say. For instance, this stupid
businessis bad for me because it makes me think about myself. And Christine's good for me because she
makes me think about other people. Not just about her. She makes me redlise that hundreds --
thousands -- areliving in complete misery, never having achanceto fed these things you're talking abouit.
They don't fed like giants or gods, and they don't fed likeinsects either. They'rejust ordinary men and
women, and most of their livesis suffering or boredom.

He stopped speaking, and drank the remainder of the teafrom his mug, then set it down on the
green tilesthat reflected the flames. Thetoe of hiswornout shoe pushed a fragment of smoking cod into
the grate. He said:

That'smy vison. . .if itisavison.

Sorme looked at him silently, redising the gulf that separated their ways of feding, and
understanding the futility of words. The coa collapsed over the burnt wood, sending up sparks. Glasp
sad aboruptly:

What about going out for amed? Are you hungry?

Do you know anywhere around here?



| know a place where we can get sausage, egg and chips for two bob.
Sorme sad, standing up:
Good. Let's go.

CHAPTER SX

Sorry I'm so late.

Comein. Where have you been? Have you eaten?

Y es, thanks. | ate this afternoon with Oliver. | stayed and talked to him. He was pretty shaken
up.

Thefirewas ill burning in the Sitting-room. The hands of the electric clock showed ten-fifteen.
Shetouched his hand, and said:

Oh dear, you are cold. Come and get warm. Would you like adrink?

No, thanks. I've been drinking with Oliver.

He sat opposite thefire, and stretched out hislegstowardsit. Miss Quincey started to build it up
with smal nuggets of cod, usng aglovethat lay acrossthe fender.

Ishedl right now?

Y es. HE'scamer, at any rate.

Have they examined the child yet?

No. That's the trouble. She's disappeared. When we got back to Oliver's room, the police had
been there dready. Oliver saysthey probably suspect him of murdering her to keep her quiet!

How slly!

Ohyes. Hewasn't redly serious. They probably suspected him of hiding her. Anyway, shesa
little fool to run away likethis. It makesit look worsefor Oliver -- asif she's got something to be afraid
of. When we came out of the café Oliver saw one of her schoolfriends and persuaded her to go and call
for Chrigtine -- to see if she'd come back. She hadn't, of course, and then he started to get really upset.

I'm not surprised, with amurderer at large in Whitechapd!.

Haven't you heard? He's been caught.

No. When?

Don't you listen to the radio? He was arrested thismorning. At least a man was arrested, and
gpparently he confessed later.

Good! Thank heavensfor that.

I'm not so sureit's an advantage for Oliver. If the Whitechapel police had till got the murdersto
worry about, they might pay less attention to a drunken prison warder.

Quite. But where does Oliver think the child might be hiding?

Oh, anywhere. She only disappeared this morning. She might have spent the morning in Petticoat
Lane market, or in the docks. She's probably back home now -- unless she's staying overnight with a
friend. Or shemay goto Oliver's.

| hope so. | wouldn't liketo think of her wandering around on anight like this.

Asif to emphasise the words, there was a sound of rain on the window. Sorme went to the
window and peered out; nothing was visible in the darkness.

Have you left your bicycle outsde?

No. | came by train.

Itsjust aswell. Would you like something to eat? I'm just having something myself.

Thanks.

Heleaned againgt the refrigerator, watching her dice ajoint of ham. The wine he had drunk with
Glasp had made him fed deepy. He asked her:

Have you heard from Austin recently?

No, not for severa days.



| don't know where he's gone to. I've been trying to contact him for the last two days.

He may be at the L eatherhead cottage. He often goes there for weekends.

Ah, of course!

She glanced at him doubtfully.

Haveyou. . . have you spoken to him since you talked to me. . .

Sheleft the sentence unfinished. Sorme said:

| had lunch with him on Saturday.

Yes

She sounded uninterested. He took the plate with sandwiches, and went back into the other
room. The rain was now besting steadily on the windows. He unfolded the paper napkin, and helped
himsdlf to a sandwich, then looked &t her, smiling. She said:

I've been thinking about Austin ever since the other night. It seemsa pity that he hasn't any close
relativeswho could. . . talk to him about it. There's no one who knows him well enough to be quite open
withhim.

What could they do, anyway?

Shelowered her sandwich instead of biting it, regarding him steadily. She said:

They might persuade him to see adoctor.

That'strue. On the other hand, he might fed they just didn't understand, and tell themto goto
hdll.

That wouldn't matter. If someoneisdying of adisease, you don't ask them if they want to be
cured.

Augtin'snot dying. And | don't think homosexuality qudifiesasadisease.

He could sense afrudtration growing up in her; her eyesflickered with irritation.

But he ought to have achanceto lead anorma existence. Hell inherit agreat deal of money and
property. He should have a son to pass it on to. He should have a chance to marry and settle down.

Hesad patiently:

| can seeyour point. But | doubt whether Austin wantsto settle down. And | can't imagine him
as ahusband! Besides, why should you want to dter hislife? Heisn't unhappy -- at least, not for that
reason. What would you say if Austin suddenly wanted you to see adoctor to cure you of religion?

Oh, don't be silly, Gerard!

But if it's so important to marry and settle down, why aren't you married?

Her face coloured; for amoment, he expected a snub. She swallowed the remains of a sandwich,
andsadinaleve voice

That isn't thesamething at dl.

Looking at her face, hefdt acuriousimpulse of tenderness; shewasright; it was not the same
thing a al. Theideaof being frank with her about Austin cameto him, but he dismissed it immediately.
Instead he said:

All right. . . If you like, I'll talk to Austin about it -- tactfully. But | doubt whether it would have an
effect.

A kind of hopelessness came into her eyes. She said:

Perhapsyou're right. Perhapsit isn't my business. I'm fond of Augtin. He'sthe only personinthe
family that | ever cared for much.

Hesad gently:

Y ou can't take the responsibility for other people, you know. The best you can doisto offer help
when it's needed.

But supposing Austin needs help?

Don't you see, Gertrude, you can only help when you understand fully? Y our temperament's too
different from Austin'sto do any good.

Why do you say that? Do you suppose I've never fdt like Austin?

Hesad:

| don't know. Have you?



I've wanted to let al my impulsesloose. | suppose most people have. Austin's been lucky. He's
aways had the money to go where he likes and do what he likes, and no one hastried to interfere with
him. In another sense he's been unlucky, because he's had too much freedom. But he'sredlly a good
person. He could never destroy the good in him, no matter what he did.

Y ou're probably right. But don't you see? The fact that you've wanted to let your own impulses
|oose doesn't mean you understand Austin'simpul ses,

Do you understand them?

... don't know. | think perhaps| do.

Then explanthemtome.

He gtared into the fire, feeling no desireto talk. The evening with Glasp had tired him. Aware of
the persstence of her eyes, he sad findly:

It'safeding of being at atotal loose end. . . having no sense of purpose or motive -- afeding of
being disnherited. Asif your existence was meaningless. And then sometimes you get aglimpse of an
indght -- afeding that human existence is meaningless, but that you've got to giveit meaning. And then
you suddenly fed that you've got to stop living like abad actor in a second-rate play. Somehow, you've
got to start living properly. Well, human existence is mostly taboos, laws and rules. So thefirst thing to do
-- if you want to start living al the way down -- isto break the laws and rules. That's the way you fed
about it. And it just depends which laws and rules you fed like bregking. A man with aneurosis about
being socidly underprivileged might try to rob abank or throw abomb at the House of Lords. But most
men suffer from afeding of being sexualy underprivileged, so it'smorelikely to bresk out in that
direction. . .

He checked the impulse to say more. She waited for him to go on; then, after amoment, said
sdly:

He doesn't redise there are other waysof. . . living fully. | wish | could teach him.

Theresgnation in her voice stirred an obscure pity in him; he found himsdlf wishing shewas
sitting beside him on the settee, where he could touch her. Immediately, he felt adistrust of hisown
impulse, remembering the last time he had tried to touch her. He stood up, saying:

I'm afraid I'd belter go. . . Excuse me amoment.

In the bathroom, he opened the window and looked out towards the Heath; therain fell steadily.
Drops of water ran down hisface. The washbasin was hdf full of clothes soaking in soapy water; he
leaned over the bath and washed his hands under the hot tap. He sat on the edge of the bath to dry his
hands, taking pleasure in the warmth and softness of the towel, surprised by the curious happiness that
rosein him, thefeding of expectancy.

Shewas gtill gtting in front of the fire. Something in her pose, the crossed knees, the shoe that
hung loosely on the smdll foot, made her seem very young. He said:

What time does the train go from Hampstead?

I'm not sure. They go earlier on Sundays. It might have gone by now.

I'd better hurry.

You can't go yet. You'll be soaked. Hadn't you better stay here?

He asked with surprise:

All night, you mean?

You. .. couldif you wanted to.

What about your reputation with the neighbours?

Shelooked away from hisamile:

It'snone of their business, isit?

Wédll. . . thanks very much. Wherewould | deep?

Down here. Or in Carolinegsroom. I'm afraid you'll have to make do with Caroline's sheetsif you
deepinthere. ..

That'sfine. | dont mind at all.

| put them on last time she came here. They ought to be clean. Would you rather deep upstairs?

| don't mind. Whichever isleast trouble. . .



I'll go and turn the fire on.

Hefet shewas glad to get out of the room. He wondered if the thought of offering him Caroling's
bed had suddenly struck her with embarrassment, recognising its meaning as asymbol of vicarious
intimacy. After amoment's hesitation, he followed her upgtairs.

She was changing the pillow-case as he came into the room; the bedclothes were pulled back to
air. The bars of the eectric fire were warming to redness. He picked up a nylon nightdress that had
dipped down the bottom of the bed, asking:

Isthis Caroline's?

She snatched it from him, and dropped it into adrawer.

No. It's one of mine that she borrowed.

Shewent out of the room, saying:

I'll get you a hot-water bottle.

Helooked down at the photograph of Caroline, and experienced afedling that was not unlike
guilt. With surprise, heredised he was alittle in love with Caroline. It was an unexpected recognition; the
fedling seemed to have developed retrospectively since he had last seen her. At the time, he had been
aware of nothing but a certain amused tenderness, and the gratitude that is aresponse to awoman's offer
of her body.

Miss Quincey camein while hewas till looking at it. She asked:

Do you like Caroline?

Of course. She's very swest.

She dropped the hot-water bottle into the bed and adjusted the sheets. She said suddenly:

I'd forgotten that 1'd left the washbasin next door half full of clothes. | was starting to wash them
when you arrived. So I'd better finish them now. Do you want to go to bed yet?

Er. . . no, not especialy. Why?

| think | shal go soon. I'm rather tired.

Hefollowed her out of the room, sensing atension in her. Hewondered if she was regretting
asking him to stay. She asked:

Would you like some hot chocolate before | go to bed? | shall make some for mysdif.

Thanks. I'd like some.

She went into the bedroom; he heard the lock click. He stared at the door, shaking his head. Her
changes of mood baffled him. He went downgtairs dowly, toying with the idea of leaving, then
abandoned it; she had aready prepared the room.

In the Sitting-room, he helped himself to a sweet martini, and lay down on the settee, unlacing his
shoes. He ate the remaining ham sandwich, and stared at the moving shadows on the ceiling. He
remembered Miss Quincey's face as she had talked about Austin, and experienced again a protective
warmth. He thought with amusement: Thisfamily has ataent for ingpiring affection. But they aredl wesk:
Austin, Caroline, Gertrude. They need people.

Strange, the eement of love that has nothing to do with sex. | fed it for Audtin, for Caroline. For
Gertrude too. Less, perhaps, for Gertrude. Why isit supposed to be impossible to love more than one
person?

Stll thinking about it, hefell into alight doze, lulled by the sound of running water from overhead.

He woke up suddenly and half sat up. A moment later Gertrude Quincey came into the room,
carrying a.cup and saucer. She was wearing a blue dressing-gown, belted at the waist, and carpet
dippers. Her hair was hanging loosdly down her back; there was more of it than he realised. Without
makeup, her face looked pale.

Wha timeisit?

After midnight.

I've been adeep.

| know. | camein just now. I'm going to bed.

Wait. Don't go yet.

She had set the cup down beside the settee. He reached out and took her hand before she could



move away, and pulled it gently.

It felt cold and dim. As she sat down, heraised it to hislips and kissed it. She made no
movement toresst

You're cold.

| know. | dways get cold after abath.

Hetried to pull her down beside him, hishand on her waist. Sheresisted for amoment, then
stood up. She said:

I'veleft my chocolate outside.

He listened as she went into the kitchen, then returned carrying her own cup. As she sat down
beside him again, hefelt ashock of pleasure. He had been certain she would st in the armchair. He said:

Put your feet on.

No.

Please.

No, Gerard.

He pulled at her waist, causing her to overbalance; as her body rested against him, he repested:

Please.

She swung her feet up beside him, tugging at the bottom of the dressing-gown. Immediatdly, he
pulled her closer and bent to kiss her. Her face turned away, and hislips met her neck. The flesh was
cold. He made no attempt to force her, glad to fed her pressed against him, the coldness warming against
hisface. He kissed her ear and the side of her face, stroking the long hair with his free hand. She shivered
againgt him, then seemed to die. Her eyes were closed. He reached out for the car rug that hung over the
back of the settee, and pulled it over them, then lay beside her, closing his eyes, the satisfaction running
through himin afaint tremor. In the darkness behind his closed lids he forgot she lay beside him, feding a
total evacuation of thoughts and impulsesthat left nothing but his body's comfort. She had made no
movement; only her breething indicated she was dlive. He was dready half adegp when she stirred. She
sat up, saying:

Wed better drink this.

Heforced himsdlf into a Stting position and took the cup from her. He drank it propped on one
elbow, his shoulder againgt the cushion. It was lukewarm, and he drank it quickly. Neither spoke. Asshe
took his cup, he lay down again; amoment later, shejoined him. Thistime, she made no attempt to avoid
his mouth as he kissed her. The thin lips excited him; he pressed them open dightly, bresthing deeply. She
was completely passive. Hisrising excitement brought areaction of caution; he relaxed deliberately, and
lay beside her again, pulling her againgt him. Hisleft pdm wasflat againgt her back, enjoying the sensuous
fed of thejaeger fabric that enclosed her body. The pleasure was atenson in him that ressted time; it
was enough to fedl her there. For amoment, his consciousness expanded and became complete, aware
of his pagt, present and future as a unity, beyond self-doubt. When he looked at her face he knew she
was not thinking, was deliberately refusing to think. He lay there watching the fire sink lower, and the
hand of the dectric clock moving from half past twelve to one o'clock. Although she made no movement,
he knew she was not adeep. He began to fed the desireto deep in himsdlf. He said softly:

Let'sgo to bed.

For amoment she lay ill, then stirred and pulled her legs clear of the blanket. He let her go out
of theroom first, then stood up and stretched. The empty cups were on the rug; he picked them up and
placed them on the table. Then hewent out of the living-room, turning off thelight. As he passed
Caralinesroom, he went in and turned off the eectricfire.

Her door was closed. It opened when he pushed it; the room was in darkness. From the bed,
her voice said:

Please go away, Gerard.

Hesad gently:

Don't beslly.

He undressed in the darkness, and climbed into bed beside her. She was wearing athin
nightgown, like the one he had seen in Caroline's room; its contact with his naked flesh was a shock that



destroyed his calm. His hand felt the curve of her thigh, over the buttock; he began to kiss her. When she
pulled away, he sad:

Wouldn't you have been disagppointed if I'd dept in Carolinesroom?

Her voice was awhisper, asif afraid of being overheard:

| didn't want thisto happen. | didn't think when | invited you. . .

| know you didn't. But just now, when | came up? Did you still want meto deep in Caroline's
bed?

... don't know.

He recognised the voice of awoman refusing to think. He started to take the nightdress off.

No, please. Y ou mustnt.

Let metakeit off. | want you naked.

You. .. cant. It'snever happened before.

All right, I won't. But let metakeit off.

She moved her body to alow himto freeit, and he dropped it on to the floor. Ashefelt her
body against him he knew nothing could stop it. In spite of her fear and his promise it would happen, and
their bodies knew it. Hefdt her yidding, becoming passve againgt him, as he moved.

* k* %

The dawn was showing through the curtains. He looked at her through the grey light and saw her
eyeswere open.

How do you fedl, sweet?

Sill dive

Why, did you think it would kill you?

For awhile, yes.

He kissed her, and experienced a pressure of tenderness that took him by surprise. He looked
down at her face, the hair spread loosely against the pillow. He said:

Itsafunny thing. . .

What?

| think. . . I'm alittlein love with you.

She said: Good.

Her arms closed around him, pressing him against her; he kissed her cheek, and the hair above
her ear. He said:

It'sso slly, sweet. What are we going to do?

What do you want to do?

Stay likethisfor sx months. Just likethis.

Y ou can't. You'd get cramp.

| know. And you'd get tired. And I'd lose my hair. What do you want to do?

She kissed his ear, caressing the stubble on hisjaw with her left hand.

Whatever you want to do.

Don'tyou fed. . . guilty about. . . what's happened?
No.

What do you think Brother Robbinsd say?

| don't care.

Helet her warmth draw him down, fedling the tendernessthat was akind of annihilation. It was
likekissing her for thefirst time. The night had made her into adifferent person. He said into her ear:

Itsafunny thing. . . it's never been like this before.

Hasn't it? How isit different?

It. . . fedsasthough I'min love with you.

Good.

Y ou keep saying 'good'. Isit al that good?



She nodded, her face againgt his hair, her body moving gently. He said:
Y ou know, Thomas Mann said the words of the marriage service are nonsense: These two shdll

be one flesh. Because sex depends on strangeness, on curiosity. But it's not true. Two people can
become oneflesh. . .

tiredly:

Y ou ought to stop philosophising, Gerard.

Hesad, laughing:

| expect you'reright.

He lay beside her, hisarm around her shoulders, looking at the calling.
Tdl me something, swest.

What?

Why didn't it ever happen before? To you, | mean.

| don't know. It just didn't.

Didn't you ever want it to?

It wasn't that. It was. . . Oh, let's not talk about it now.

All right.

It'snot that | don't want you to know. But not now.

All right.

I'll tell you sometime. It'snot that | want to hide anything.

No. Y ou wouldn't have anything to hide, anyway. Y ou're not the type.
Neither are you.

Hesad:

Hmm. | don't know about that. There are one or two embarrassing episodes. . .
They wouldn't worry me.

I'm not so sure. One of them would.

Why?

Oh, never mind. . .

Doesit concern me? If it doesn't, | don't want to know.

Well, it does, inaway.

Shelay perfectly ill. She asked:

[t'snot Audtin, isit?

Austin? Why should. . . ? You don't think. . . No! Isthat what you mean?
I'm sorry. | know it'ssilly.

Hekissed her face, laughing.

Poor swest! Y ou think you've got asexua gymnast?

No. | didn't think that. But how can it concern meif itisn't Austin?
She pulled away to look at hisface. She said suddenly:

Itisn't Caraling, isit?

Hefound it difficult to answer immediately. She repested: ISit?

I'm afraditis.

Oh Gerard! Buit. . . you only met her aweek ago.

| know.

But. . . what happened? Surdly. . . it can't have developed far in aweek?
We have, haven't we?

Do you mean. . . ? Have you?

I'mafraid | have.

But when? And how? How did it happen?

He pulled away from her, propping himself on his elbow, where he could see her face. He said

My swest, it's no good asking me how it happens. She'sapretty girl. On thefirst evening | took

her out, she told me sheld like me to become her lover. . . | didn't object. | supposeit's very wicked, but
| didn't fed like being virtuous. . .



Shelay there, looking at him. Her eyes seemed unusudly large, and her lipsvery full. She asked:

Areyou inlovewith her?

He gave the answer she wanted:

No.

Issheinlovewith you?

| don't suppose so. She may be infatuated with me. But next week it'll be some actor or writer.

Shesad dowly:

| don't know quite what to say. . . So, you're Caroline'slover aswell as mine?

| was Carolineslover, technicaly spesking.

And you've decided not to be any more?

Hesadfirmly:

Now listen, sweet. Let's get thisclear. I've told you this because it's no good keeping it a secret.
Anyway, I'd rather you knew. If you want to throw me out and tell me never to come back. . . well, I'd
expect it. Would you rather | hadn't told you?

No. | suppose I'd have to know eventudly. But what do you want me to do now?

Helay down again, pulling the blanket over his shoulder.

| don't know, sweet. Y ou'd better think about it.

He stared out of the window, then at the dressing-table that was clearly visble in the dawn light.
After amoment, shesad:

| don't understand Caroline. Does she often do things like this?

No. At least, she hasn't. . . gone quite so far.

But. . . she asked you to become her lover?

Don't put al the blame on her. It takestwo to climb into bed. Anyway, theré's no point in making
excuses. I'm afraid it's happened now.

When she did not reply, he turned over and looked at her; immediately, he had to restrain an
impulseto put hisarmsround her. He said:

Wdll. .. am| thrown out?

Do you want to be?

No.

She smiled a him; it was sad and brief.

Then | don't suppose you are.

He leaned over and kissed her eyelid, and tasted the sdlt on the lashes. He said:

Poor swest. I'm sorry, | redly am. But. . . what are we going to do?

About what?

Wi, about Caroline. I'm supposed to see her tonight. And, anyway, what ought | to do about
her? | shdl have to stop seeing her. But you can seethe difficulties.

Do you want to stop seeing her?

Yes.

Shelaughed suddenly.

Youredly areslly. Why on earth did it have to be my niece?

I'm sorry, sweset, | redly am. ..

Supposing you changed your room? Moved up to Hampstead? | know aroom. . .

| couldn't do that. 1t'd seem like cowardice. The only dternative | can think of isto writeto her
and say I've gone abroad.

Why not?Y ou could go to Paris or Rome for afew weeks. Shelll find somebody else while
you're away.

Oh, I wouldn't redlly go abroad. | couldn't afford that. But | could go home for afew months --
to Yorkshire. | wouldn't fed so bad if I'd really gone far away.

She said hestantly.

If you like. . . we could go to Paris. For Christmas and the New Y ear. And even then, we
needn't come back here. | know acottage in the Lake Didtrict. . .



He bent over her and kissed her.

Dont bedlly. I wouldn't take your money.

Why not? If you were married to me you'd takeit. . .

She stopped suddenly. For amoment, he hardly noticed; her nearness was sending excitement
through him, radiating from the hand that could fed the smoothness of her thigh. He said:

Do you want meto marry you?

She shook her head.

| don't care. | want to do whatever you want to. . .

You're swest. . . But that's no answer.

But we can leave London, Gerard. Why can't we do that?

He resisted the impulse to embrace her again, moving his body away from her. He said:

I'll tell you the main reason, swest. | couldn't walk out on Austin.

What has Austin go to do with it?

l...cantexplan.

But. . . | don't understand. Is Austin in some sort of trouble?

Helooked at her puzzled face, and felt again her basic uncertainty of him. He said:

Listen, swest, let's get up and make some coffee. And I'll try to explain to you. But let me think
about it for awhile.

Without spesking, she dipped out of the bed; he stared with admiration at the dim, firm body as
she moved across the room. She snatched the dressing-gown from the hook on the door, and bent to
switch on the dectric fire. Then he was alone, listening to the rain that had started to drum gently on the
windows.

Herolled over, and felt the warm arealleft by her body; it evoked afeding of warmth and pity.
He threw back the bedclothes and stepped on to the carpet. The air was cold; he pulled on his shirt
hurriedly, standing near thefire, thinking: Am 1 in love with her?sit possible after one night?

He belted histrousers, then stopped, warming his hands and knees. That's the trouble with being
sef-divided. You can never tell. | fed asif I'minlovewith her now. What about tomorrow?

Caraline. She's swest, but it's not the same. She's bound to know about Gertrude eventualy.
Anyway, it wouldn't be wise to tie up with Gertrude permanently. In ten years time, shelll be nearly fifty;
| ill under forty.

He stared at the photograph of her on the dressing-table; she wasin nurse's uniform, and looked
about ten years younger. The eyes had the same expression he had noticed earlier in bed; they were wise
and somehow dartled. He thought: But I'min love with her. Right now. Evenif it only lasts until
tomorrow.

The kitchen felt warm; the coffee percolator was bubbling on the stove. He bent over her and
kissed her forehead. Her skin was clear and healthy; he was glad of that. He said:

You look like Lorelel with your hair down your back.

| don't fed like Lorde.

She laughed, and ran her fingersthrough her hair.

How do you fed?

Strange. I'm not used to Sitting in my dressing-gown in front of aman.

That's OK. Y ou look superb. Y ou look even better naked.

No. | don't.

He pulled back the dressing-gown, and kissed thetip of her breast.

Y ou do. You've got awonderful body. Like. . . ayoung girl.

He stopped himsalf on the point of saying: Like asixteen-year-old. But she noticed the hesitation,
and smiled at him, her eyes suddenly mischievous. He said, laughing:

| think you're athought reader.
| don't haveto be. . . with you.
Hesad:

Don't you redly care. . . about Caroline?



Of course| care. I'd rather it hadn't happened. But it's no use wishing it hadn't happened. And
anyway. . . it'sin the past now, isn't it?

He put hisarm around her waist, and pulled her to him as she went past. He said:

Yes. And | don't care.

She placed acoffee cup in front of him, and poured hot milk into it, catching the skin in astrainer.

But what about Austin?

Ahyes. .. Audin.

Hewaited until she was seated opposite, pouring the coffee.

Well, I'm afraid Augtin'slikely to bein trouble with the police.

Why?What has he done?

He spooned sugar into the cup, staring at the tablecloth. It was difficult to expressit gently.

WEéll. . . you remember you told me once that he liked smashing dolls as a child?

Yes

Why do you think hedid that?

l...dontknow. A lot of boysdon' like dolls. They think they're silly. It'sa sort of expression of
contempt.

Perhaps. But, you see, Austin a so has periodic urgesto break things. Or hurt things. It's caled
sadism.

Sadigm!

Her coffee dopped into the saucer. She set the cup down, staring at him. He said quickly:

Oh, don't get upset. It may not be as bad as you think. But the paint is. . . well, that he's known
to the police asasadit.

But how?Why?

Hesad, shrugging:

Because he probably mixeswith people who don't mind being beaten for money. And these
people are known to the police. Anyway, to cut it short, he'd be an automatic suspect in acase like these
recent Whitechapel murders. So would thousands of others, of course.

But. . . the man's been arrested, you said.

| know. And if he'sthe right man, theré's an end of it. But he may not be.

... don't understand. Austin wouldn't harm anyone. He couldn't be amurderer. Could he?

| know. | agree. But he's got himself into a rather nasty position. If hewas sensible, hedd leave the
country for ayear. | don't know what kind of trouble he'sin. I think that perhaps he's being blackmailed.

What makes you think that?

Hetold her in detail about the phone call from Switzerland, the basement flat and the night club.
Watching her face, he found himself admiring her. After thefirst shock her face became cam, and she
listened quietly, drinking her coffee. When he mentioned Stein and the Hamburg incident, she interrupted:

But that's stupid: he went into amonastery in Germany! Surdly they don't think. . .

My swest, it'snot Austin they suspect in particular. As Stein pointed out, the police haveto
check on thousands of suspectsin acaselikethis. Stein wasinvolved in the K rten murder casein D
sseldorf, and the police interviewed afantastic number of people over three years -- | forget thefigure,
but it was something like half amillion. And theré's probably agreat deal more sadism about today than
you redlise. What do you suppose happened to dl the guardsin placeslike Belsen and Auschwitz? They
weren't al tried aswar criminas-- or even five per cent of them. I've talked to men who went through
the German prison camps -- men in the French Resistance -- and | gather it happened everywhere. They
weren't dl sadists, of course. But movements like Nazism incubate sadism. Whereasin England it bresks
out as the occasional sex crime or act of violence.

He was being ddiberately abstract to reassure her, sensing that her fear was fear of the unknown,

the unexplainable. She said:
But surdly. . . it'snot like that with Austin? He's just not that kind of a person.
Sorme said:

Ah, you may beright there. It'srather difficult to explain. There are probably two types of



sadism.

He crossed to the kitchen window, and rubbed away the steam; the sight of thetreesintherain
brought a sensation of happiness.

| think that with some people sadismisjust an expression of animalism. They fed no
respongbility to other people. Psychopathic criminals. But | think it could be just an expression of
conflict.

How?

He did not ook round; he had no desire to see her face and fedl her need to be convinced. He
sd:

For example, | find that I'm tending to grow up sexudly. Y ou know therés an old Army saying:
A standing tool has no conscience. | suppose that's where men differ from women. Sex isaraw, physica
appetite for them aswell asaway of expressing love. It'sthe sense of life-purpose in aman, the need to
turn every attractive woman into amother of his children. Wheress, for awoman, sexua intercourseisa
climax of lovemaking, an expression of tenderness, not an end initsdf. Well, | find mysalf reacting to sex
like awoman. If the most beautiful girl in London climbed into my bed and said, '‘Come and get me, I'd
fail. | can't makelove likeamachine.

She said, with atouch of irony:

I'm glad to hear it.

But that's only because the sense of purpose in meis becoming stronger, and therefore more
sdective. Don't you see? An anima mates and produces children ingtinctively. And agreat many human
beings do the same. But in some men there's aneed to fedl more conscious about it al. They oppose the
ingtinct that ties them to a particular woman. Their sexua desireisn't directed at a particular woman, but
at all women. Individua women excite such aman lessthan theidea of women in generd. And that'sthe
dangerous point where he could become the sexud crimind. His sense of purposeis higher than that of
maost men, but hisingtincts are fill an animd's. If he can grow beyond that stage, helll go back to the need
for one person, and the sense of purpose passes beyond sex. It can become sublimated in aneed to
become an artist, a philosopher, asocia reformer. But until that happens he's caught between two stools.
His sense of purpose makes afanatic of him, and his appetites can't soar above sex. Do you understand
me?

l...think so. But. . . | don't see how it could lead to hurting people. If it'sahigher kind of
purpose. . .

Because of the conflict. The man beginsto detest himself, and the disgust expressesitsdf as
cruelty. Only in some people, of course. In others -- Oliver, for instance -- the disgust would turn against
himsdf. He might try to hurt himsdf. Or amply turn to drink or drugs.

Even 0. . . aman who kills can't fed this sense of purpose you talk about.

Why? Don't forget, it's an attempt to resolve a conflict. Let me give you an example. One of the
magjor fedlings sexual intercourse arousesin meisasense of my own inadequacy. For afew seconds, my
memoriesaredl intengfied, my vison widens. And then it disappears. And | redise that my chief enemy
ismy own body. | livein the present al the time. And time dilutes my memory. | learn something today,
and by tomorrow it's been washed away like footprints on asandy beach. The present closesmein.
Well, if | wasadifferent type of person | might identify this frustration with sex. The resstance of the
physical world might enrage me. | see a pretty twelve-year-old-girl in the street and know | can never
satisfy the desire she arouses. The physical world frustrates me and my own body betrays me. And one
night, | meet the girl in alondly street and try to rape her. She struggles, and | strangle her. Do you see
what | mean? The crime becomes a gesture of disgust, an act of defiance, but it could spring out of a
deeper perception than most men possess. . . If | was ahedlthy farm labourer with awife and ten kids, |
might not fed that sense of inadequacy.

She shook her head.

| can see what you mean. . . but somehow | don't fed it. Although | think you're right about
Audtin. He is looking for something, and heisn't mature enough to know what it is. | know he's
sdf-divided. But | can't imagine him hurting anyone.



Perhaps you're right. Perhaps he wouldn'.

But why do you want to see him now? Why do you want to stay in London? What can you do?

| don't know. I'd like to see him and talk to him. He doesn't know the police suspect him of the
Hamburg murder.

Areyou sure?

| think so.

Don't you think it might have been the police he was worried about when he rang you from
Switzerland?

| don't know. He said it was 'rather an unpleasant man'. | assumed it was blackmail of some sort.

Didn't you ask him?

No. What could | do, except advise him to go to the police? And that doesn't seem the right
thing to do at thisjuncture. But | think he ought to be persuaded to leave England now, whilethe going's
good.

Shelooked into hisface, biting her lip. She asked suddenly:

Do you think he could be the man who did these things in Whitechapel ?

No. Of course not.

Hesaditimmediatdy, dlowing himsdf no timeto think. But he knew it was not as smple asthat.
The Austin he knew and the Austin Gertrude knew were two different men. The Austin he had met in the
Diaghilev exhibition was a man who was capable of inflicting pain. Later he had changed, but the change
was areaction to Sorme; it sprang from admiration. He remembered the expression on Nunne's face as
he had |ooked at the photograph of the girl outside the Cineramathegtre. That was an Austin whom
Gertrude had never met. He said:

All thesame, I'd liketo talk to him. . . frankly. He ought to be warned. Do you think he might be
at Leatherhead?

Perhaps. We could go and see.

No. You mustn't come. I'd have to be aone.

All right. But I could drive you down there.

When?

Today. But we'd better phone Albany Street first.

Good. That'sfine. And could we go and see Oliver on theway?1'd like to make sure he's OK.

All right.

She stood up.

I'll go and get dressed.

He came to the door, and pulled her to him.

Poor darling. A lot's happened to you in twelve hours, hasn't it? How do you fed?

Sheamiled briefly.

Bewildered.

Hetilted her face by tugging gently at her hair, and kissed her; her lips parted, and she relaxed
againg him. His hand moved insde the dressng-gown. He said softly:

Don't worry. It'sgoing to bedl right.

She shuddered suddenly, pressing againgt him; asense of mystery and exdtation rosein him.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Asthe Consul backed out of the garage, he saw the two men waking down the drive. Looking in
the driving mirror, Miss Quincey had not noticed them. He said:

Y ou'vegot vigtors.

Redly. Who?

She continued to back the car until it was clear of the garage doors.



Two men. Do you know them?

She stopped the car and dipped it into neutrdl.

No. ..

Sheturned off theignition.

I nsurance slesmen, perhaps?

| don't think so. . .

They could be palice.

The men had seen the car and were standing by the front door, looking across at them. Sorme
sd:

Ligten. If they are police, for heaven's sake keep your wits about you. Don't tell them anything
about Audtin.

But. . . how do | explain your being here?

That's none of their damn business.

She got out of the car and went across the lawn, saying:

Would you close the garage doors, please?

Hewas glad to see she was calm as she approached them. He closed the doors and dlipped in
the lock, then stood by the car, watching her as she inserted her key in the front door and led them into
the house. He hesitated about following her; if they were police, he would prefer to stay in the
background. He stared up at the sky; it was blue and pal e after the downpour; the December sunlight
waswarm.

She cdled his name. She was standing in the doorway, beckoning to him. As he crossed the
soggy lawn, she cameto meet him. She said quickly:

They want to see you too.

Arethey police?

Y es. They seem to know who you are.

There was no trace of nervousnessin her voice. He said, smiling:

That's OK. We've nothing to worry about.

They went into the house. The two men were in the Sitting-room, standing in the centre of the rug;
the bigger of the two was cracking thejoints of hisfingers. Something in the large, red face and the
receding hair reminded Sorme of Brother Robbins. The big man said:

Mr Gerard Sorme?

That'sright.

We are police officers. My nameis Macmurdo -- Inspector Macmurdo. Thisis
Detective-Sergeant James. | believe you're afriend of aMr Nunne?

He spoke dowly, with theformality of a beadle making an announcement; he had adight Scottish
accent.

That'sright, Sorme said. He bent down and switched on the eectric fire. Ashedid so, he
thought he saw the detective-sergeant noticing hisfamiliarity with the house, then thought with irritation:
It'snone of his business, anyway.

Miss Quincey sad:

Won't you st down?

No, maam, we won't do that. We won't keep you a minute -- | can see you're on your way out.
We're smply trying to find Mr Nunne. Do you know where heis?

Augtin?No. . . Haveyou tried hisflat?

We have, maam. He hasn't been back for two days.

But why do you want him? What has he done wrong?

Macmurdo smiled.

There's no need to get upset, maam. Mot of the people the police interview haven't done
anything wrong. Mr Sorme, do you have any ideawhere we might contact Mr Nunne?

I'm afraid not. What about his parents home?

No. He's not there. When did you last see him?



[...lthink...on Saturday. | had lunch with him on Saturday.

Have you had any contact with him since?

No. I'vetried to phone him at hisflat severd times.

| see. For any particular reason?

No. He'squite aclose friend of mine.

Y ou've no ideawhere he might be?

Noneat al. Miss Quincey might have more ideathan me.

Miss Quincey shook her head.

I'm afraid not. But he often goes off for days without bothering to tell anyone.

Macmurdo asked Sorme:

Did hetdl you hewaslikely to be going away for afew days?

No.

| see. Well, thank you very much. Sorry to have troubled you.

Miss Quincey sad:

But can't you tell uswhat it's about? His family must beterrified. . . with the police making
enquiries about him.

Why, maam? Have they any reason to fed worried about him?

Widl. . . no. But when the police start to enquire. . . it would be hardly surprising if they were
worried. Can't you give me some idea of whether it's serious?

Before Macmurdo could reply, Sorme said:

Y ou're investigating the Whitechapel murders, aren't you?

Y es. How did you know?

I've seen your name in the papers.

Miss Quincey sat down. She said:

Murders? IsAugtininvolvedin. .. ?

Her voicetrailed off. Watching her, Sorme was surprised and pleased; she was showing exactly
the right degree of uncertainty. Macmurdo said soothingly:

We only want to ask him afew questions. He might be ableto help us.

Sormesaid:

| thought the murderer had been caught?

The Ingpector and the sergant exchanged glances. It was the sergeant who replied:

So did we, until last night.

Has there been another murder?

Macmurdo said: Yes.

He walked towards the door, followed by the sergeant. Miss Quincey said:

But what could Austin know about it?

Macmurdo said:

He may know nothing, maam. That's why we want to see him. If you hear from him, I'd be
grateful if you'd let usknow. Y ou too, Mr Sorme. Good morning.

Miss Quincey sat, staring at him, until the door closed. They watched the two figureswalking
back up the drive. She said:

So. . . itlooksasif itis Augtin they'relooking for?

l...don't know. If there wasamurder last night. . . it's hardly surprising, isit? They'd want to
guestion everybody even remotely connected with it. Besides, they can't be very suspicious of Augtin, or
they'd have asked more questions. They didn't even ask me about the Kensington flat. . .

Do you think they know about it?

Surely they must. They aren't asdack asdl that.

He stopped, staring out of the window; they heard the sound of a car engine starting. He said
dowly:

| just. . . don't know. | don't know what to believe.

Shesad quidly:



If he's guilty, theré's nothing we can do.

She went out of the room before the meaning of her words came home to him. He switched off
the fire, and went out. He heard her bedroom door open; when he went in, she was powdering her nose
at the dressing-table. He said:

Ligten, Gertrude. Tell me something. Supposing heis guilty. Would you let them hang him?

Shelooked a him from the mirror; her face was surprised.

Wheat could | do?

Wouldn't you eventry to help him?

Sheturned around to stare at him.

You mean. . . if Austin had killed dl those women?

Asshesad it, he saw the dawning of belief in her eyes. It was no longer aremote possibility, too
improbable to consder. The shock was reflected back in him. It wasthe first time he had considered it as
asmple matter of crime and punishment. He said:

| can't believe he'sthekiller. After dl, he'shomosexud. But I'm certain he knows something
about it. All the evidence pointsthat way.

But how? How can he?

He moves among perverts. Therésakind of freemasonry. Anyway, it might not be one man
who'sresponsible. It could be severd. . . asociety, even.

Y ou mean. . . asociety for killing?

WEéll, it could be. There have been stranger things. The thugs of Indiawere ardligious society.

He could see her clutching at theideg; it was away out. He sat on the edge of the bed, and sank
deeply intoit. She said:

Y ou think Austin could be somehow involved. . .

He knew what she meant; involved' was a euphemism for 'mided, ‘corrupted'. He said:

It's possible. Most of these sadlistic ventures seem to be communal. Anyway, it's probable that he
knows something about it.

Shesad:

We ought to find him. Do you think it's safe to go to L eatherhead?

We could try. Perhapsif we went to see Glasp on the way, they wouldn't bother to follow us.
Anyway, they may not be interested.

As he spoke, he was remembering the fact that Macmurdo was in charge of the case, and that
nothing waslesslikely. For amoment, he was assailed by atemptation to leaveit done. He recognised
the same doubt in Miss Quincey'sface. He said: We'd better find out about this other murder before we
do anything. It may have no connection with the previous murders. Perhapsthey'veredly got thekiller. . .

Shesad:

If it was Audtin, thered be nothing we could do.

Helooked at her, and recognised the incipient defeat in her eyes. He said quickly:

Maybe.

You don't think it is, do you?

He resisted the impulse to turn the question aside; it sprang from adesire to protect her, and the
timefor protecting her might be limited. He said deliberately:

My swest, it'sno useignoring it. He could bethekiller. It ispossble. | don't want to beieveit. |
don't want it to be true. My imagination won't faceit. But if it istrue, well haveto feceit.

He could follow the sequence of emotionsin her eyes. incredulity, asharpnesslike pain, then the
transfer of attention from the meaning of hiswords to the expression on hisface, less uncompromising
than the words; and, findly, an adjustment, ahope. He said:

| don't know what to fedl either. | don't know if | can condemn him. How do we know what's
lawful and what's not?'Y ou assume sex iswicked because the Bible condemns fornication. But the
experience makesit hard to believe. Last night, | could dmost fedl you trying to readjust your vaues --
trying to make up your mind whether you were being sinful or not. . .

Shesaid: Making loveisn't the same askilling.



Again, hewas surprised by the control she had acquired in afew hours, the ability to adjust to
new facts.

That'strue. Anyway, I'm not trying to defend the urgeto kill. I'm only trying to understand it
without oversmplifying it. For instance, couldn't you imagine amurder that comes out of aneed to
express your freedom?

Shesad patiently:

That wouldn't make any difference. Nobody has aright to express his freedom by killing
someone.

I'm not talking about rights. I'm talking about the question of responsibility. Look, swest, let's
assume for amoment that Augtin isthekiller. How far would he be responsble for the murders? If your
cat makes amess on the carpet, you spank it and throw it outside -- you hold it responsible. But if you
know the cat's suffering from something she ate, you don't hold her responsible. . . you assume she
couldn't help it. Wdll, isn't it the same with murder? How do you know the killer hasn't reached adegree
of boredom and sdlf-contempt and misery that make it dmost impossible not to kill? It becomes an
overpowering appetite to regain hisfreedom. . .

She shook her head.

| don't understand. What hasit got to do with freedom?

Don't you see? A man can become the prisoner of his own self-contempt. Take the Christie
case, for example. He's awegk-looking, inoffensve little man who suffers from sensitive nerves. He
develops asexua neurosis -- you know they nicknamed him ‘Can't-do-it Chrigtie' in Leeds? Well, sex
ought to be afreedom from your persondity, and the sexual neurotic can never possess that freedom --
except in sexud fantases. And apoint finaly comes where the fantasies aren't enough. The imagination
fals. Then hekills, and suddenly he has everything he wanted -- aread woman lying a hisfeet. Andfor a
moment, there's a supreme freedom, afedling of contact with eternity -- he becomes afragment of
eternity. Then thetragic return to earth -- an unconscious woman lying a hisfeet. He used to gasthem,
you know. And afeding: My God, what am | going to do when she wakes up? Then back to the world
of nagging worries and pettiness -- strangling her, hiding the body under the floorboards, worrying about
the smdll. Don't you see what | mean? Without the salf-contempt, the exhaustion and pettiness, thered be
no murder. Hekills for the same reason the saint practises meditation and the poet writes about nature.
It's an escape from personality. And De Quincey becomes a drug-addict, and Poe becomes a drunk.
Without the sengitivity, the escape wouldn't be necessary. They want agreater intengity of life, and the
only gate left openismurder. . .

Helooked at her with pity; she was listening, but without comprehension. When he stopped
talking, she only stared past his head at the wallpaper. The insght overwhelmed him: she can never
understand. She knows only categories and chapters from the Book of Kings. She can never know redl
good or evil; the knowledge would wreck her.

It wasthe answer to hisinterest in her; theinsight brought disgppointment and tenderness. A
woman'sworld, aworld of people. Without Kdi, the insane mother, infinity of destructiveness and
cregtiveness. He sad:

Wed better go. It won't do any good to Sit here.

He stood up. Sherose automaticaly, and followed him to the door. At the top of the stairs he
turned and kissed her; there was no response in her mouth. He went on down the airs, thinking: |
wonder if awoman exists who doesn't have her rootsin limits and salf-doubt? Probably not. But the
searchisnot finished yet.

Asthey drove past Houndsditch, he said:

| wonder where the murder took place? We should have asked Macmurdo.

Why?

Oh. .. curiogity. Turnleft at thetraffic lights. Let'sgo up Commercia Street and seeif we can



find out.

How would you find out?

Oh, thered be acrowd, probably. Morbid curiosity.

How revalting.

Any sign of being followed yet?

Sheglanced in thedriving mirror.

| don't think so. | can't tell. . . Theré'stoo much traffic.

Turn off by the church across the road. No, hold on aminute. | think we've found it.

Asthey drew level with the church, he could see the crowd at the corner of Brushfield Street,
opposite the market. He said:

Stop herefor aminute.

He edged his way into the crowd, peering on tiptoe over their heads. The attention seemed to be
focused around an entry adozen yards aong the street. The concrete platform of the marketplace was
packed with men and women who stared at the smal group of policemen outside the entrance. There
was no ambulance.

He made hisway back to the car. He said:

Nothing much visble. Well haveto get amidday paper.

A small man in stained white overdls edged out of the crowd, and walked past them. Sorme
sad:

Excuse me. . . What's happening? What are they dl waiting for?

The man said: Doncher know? Another murder.

Sorme said, with smulated astonishment:

But | thought they'd caught him!

Everybody did. But it don't look likeit, doesit?

What happened? Do you know?

Themansad:

Not much. They found her in aroom. Cut to pieces.

He shrugged, then turned and walked away. Sorme got into the car. He asked:

Did you hear?

Yes. It sounds horrible.

Sorme said: He may be exaggerating. Y ou know how rumours get around. What's the time now?

Half past nine.

Well go back viaHeet Street. WEI catch the early editionsin haf an hour.

Sherevved theengine.

Where to now?

Let'scal on Oliver.

Asthe car drove dong Hanbury Street, he said.

| must say, thisisquite apiece of luck for Oliver. They won't have much time to bother about him
now. Anyway, they can't have taken the charge very serioudy or they wouldn't have allowed him police
bail. . . Right here. You'll have to go down to the Whitechapel Road. It's aone-way Street.

At the end of Durward Street, he said:

Would you mind waiting here for about ten minutes? I'll try to be quick. But | doubt whether
Oliver fedsvery socigble. . .

No. | quite understand. Don't worry.

The front door stood open. He rapped with his knuckles, caling into the room:

Anyone home?

Therewas no reply. He mounted the stairs cautioudy, till blinded by sunlight, surrounded by the
familiar smell of paraffin in the darkness. He groped hisway to the door and knocked. Glasp's voice
cdled:

Hello?

He opened the door and went in. Glasp was lying on the bed, fully clothed. Sorme said:



Hello. How arethings?

All right, Glasp said. How did you get here?

Gertrude Quincey drove mein the car. She'swaiting at the end of the street. | just cameinto see
how you are.

He sat on the stool near the oil stove. He said:

Have you heard anything?

They've dropped the charge.

Good! Congratulations! When did you hear?

A couple of hours ago.

Sorme said:

Wadll, what's the matter? Y ou don't seem very cheerful about it. Why did they drop it? Has
Chrigtineturned up?

Yes

Good. And have they examined her?

No.

Why not?

Glagp sadtiredly:

Look, Gerard, do you mind not asking so many questions?

Sormelooked at him; he was staring &t the ceiling. The silence lengthened. Sorme said:

OK. I'm going now. Y ou're sure everything'sal right?

Glasp looked at him, raising his head. He propped the pillow under his head, and heaved himself
up dightly, resting his shoulders against the brassrails of the bed. He said:

She admitted she's not avirgin, anyway. But it was the cousin who lives with them. And he's
admitted it too. So they dropped the charge.

Sorme said: Good lord!

Glasp shrugged, then dropped his head back on to the bed. Sorme said findly:

That must be quitea. . . shock. How do you fedl about it?

Glagp'svoice was leve, without emotion:

She's not my daughter. Why should | worry?

Sorme stood up; he said, without conviction:

That's the sengble attitude to take. Ther€'s nothing very surprising init. Y ou don't feel annoyed,
do you?

No.

And you'l keep on seeing her?

How can 1? They wouldn't It her.

But. . . shell want to keep on seeing you.

Perhaps.

Sorme stood at the door, hesitating to go out. Something about Glasp'slistlessnessirritated him.
Hesad:

Surely it's nothing to worry about? This probably happened before you met her. You'regiving
her something she never had before. Surely this makes no difference?

Glasp turned hishead to look at him. He said:

Look, Gerard, | don't know what | feel about it. | fed asif I've fallen down ten nights of stairs.
I'm not even surewhat | felt about her. Perhapsthat's what | wanted all thetime. . . | don't know. | just
can't understand it. Why should shewant to do it?1'd like to talk to her. . . She even said sheld marry me
once. | know it'sstupid. But | felt | understood her. . . and | just don't understand.

Y ou probably understand her better than her parents -- or this cousin. Anyway, you can't drop
thegirl just because of this. It'sjust the thing you're trying to save her from. The dum background. . .

Glasp said: Perhaps.

I'd better leave you. You'll fed better later. Shal | come over later?

If you like. Not today.



All right. Don't let it worry you. Goodbye, Oliver.

He closed the door quickly, glad to leave the room. Glasp's self-pity annoyed him; compared
with the problem of Audtin, it seemed trividl.

She was smoking acigarette. She said:

Y ou haven't been long.

No.

How ishe?

He'sdl right. The police have dropped the case against him. So we can go and collect the bail
money if you like. . .

Have they? Good. | was sure they would. Is he pleased?

The car started; she backed into Durward Street and turned. He said:

No. Heirritates me. They discovered that the girl's not avirgin, but her cousin'sresponsible. . .

How appaling!

And helsworking himsdlf up into astate about it.

Why?Isheangry?

| don't know what heis. The man'safool. Do you want to go to the police station to collect the
money?

Not now. It canwait. | expect they'll be busy, anyway.

They turned again into the traffic of the Whitechapel Road, and drove towards the city. He sank
into the seat, scowling out of the window. He said:

| thought Oliver was ataented artist. But now I'm beginning to wonder.. . . HE'stoo emotional.
What doesit matter whether the girl'savirgin or not? She's till the same girl.

Ishevery upset?

| can't tell. | think he'd been building her up asasymbol of innocence and dl that kind of thing.
Theworld of adults exhausts him, so he turnsto children. Then when he discoversthe children are
subject to the same kind of corruptions, he goesal gloomy and suiciddl. . . At least Augtin'sabit more
grown up.

But why should it make any difference to him? | don't see the connection. He should be glad
they've dropped the case.

Hesad irritably:

God knows. He'satypica romantic. I've come to the conclusion that the twentieth century's
suffering from aromantic hangover. People like Oliver can't see straight. Everything has to be morbid to
interest him. . . Oh, never mind. Maybe I'm being unfair. Turn down Fenchurch Street. . .

In Fleet Street, they stopped to buy an Evening Standard. The headline read: Search for
Missing Parson Continues. He glanced down at the 'latest news column; there was no mention of the
murder. He tossed the newspaper into the back seat.

No good. Probably they didn't discover the body until late thismorning. Let'sgo and have a
quick drink. I need one.

The saloon bar was empty; it was the same room in which Sorme had spoken to Bill Payne on
the previous day. He drank a pint of bitter ale while Gertrude Quincey examined aroad atlasto
determine the best route to Leastherhead. He noted with interest the ease with which she drank adouble
Scotch straight. The beer and the sunlight gave him a sense of wellbeing. Miss Quincey closed the atlas.
Hesad:

Do you think it'sworth going straight to Leatherhead? Wouldn't it be better to try the Kensington
placefirg?

Do you think it'sworth it?

Perhaps not. | doubt whether held stay in London if. . . if he knew anything about it.

All right.

Hesmiled at her.

How do you fed?

Shetouched her empty glasswith thetip of her finger.



Better, thank you.

But. . . about dl this?

She glanced around and saw that the barman was beyond the range of her voice.

Unred. | can't believeit's serious. | fed somehow. . . asif you, and Austin, and the police, were
practisng some kind of elaborate confidence trick on me.

He said sympatheticaly:

| know. | fed the same. | think maybe dl real murders are like this-- unlessyou're directly
involved. It'sonly in novesthat the detective stumbles on clues and bodies dl over the place. Inredl life
the murders take place offstage, and it'sal messy and unbelievable.

Hefinished his beer.

Wed better go. For all we know, the police may be there before us. Do Austin's family know the
L estherhead address?

Yes, of course.

| wonder if they gave it to Macmurdo?

Shdl | ring and find out?

That might beanidea.

He watched her go out of the bar, and again felt surprise at the calm with which she accepted the
stuation. He ordered another haf pint of beer, and stood at the bar to drink it, thinking: | shal never
understand women. Arethey al like that? One day she's a Jehovah's Witness and the next she's my
mistress and an accessory after the fact. No sense of incongruity. The ancients were right. Widow of
Ephesus, Helen of Troy. Maybeit'sjust lack of vitality.

She was away for along time. She came back with the brisk casuaness of awoman who has
been out to powder her nose, and stood in front of him, waiting.

Hesad: Another drink?

No, thank you.

Hefinished his beer and they went outside.

Wdl?

No. His parents haven't heard from the police.

Areyou sure? Did you ask them?

No. Not directly. | just asked where | could find Austin. They said he might be a Oxford with
some friends. | said someone had sent aletter for him care of me, and that someone had been
telephoning me to enquire after him.

Good! What did they say?

It was hismother. . . She said she couldn't understand it, and that asfar as she knew hewasn'tin
any sort of trouble. | told her that | thought it might be a bookmaker or someone he owes money to. . .

He said with admiration:

Youreaborn intriguer!

Sheamiled briefly:

It looks asif no one has been making enquiriesfrom her, then.

Strange. Why did Macmurdo tell us he had?

| don't think he did. He only said that Austin wasn't with his parents. Perhaps they've been
keeping watch on them.

The car turned | &ft, towards the Embankment. He said:

This sounds pretty odd.

| didn't know whether to give them any kind of warning. It suddenly seemed ridiculous. . .

The best thing would beto find Austin. How long should it take usto L estherhead?

About an hour, if thetrafficisn't too bad.

Approaching Westmingter Bridge, he checked hiswatch with Big Ben. Theriver looked likea
sheet of rayon in the sunlight; it was difficult to believe in murder in the unexpected warmth.

* * *



Shesad:

Audinis here.

He sat up and stared at her. She had not spoken since they left Merton.

Where?

Here, in Leatherhead. That was his car outsde the hotdl.

Areyou certain?| didn't seeared car.

It wasn't ared one. It wasthe grey MG.

Heturned, peering out of the rear window. It was impossible to make out a parked car among
thetreffic.

Hadn't we better turn and make sure?

There'sno need. | am sure. | recognised the number. 1t's one of hisfather's cars that he borrows
Sometimes.

But supposing he'sin the hotel ?

| don't think so. HEl probably be at the cottage. But I'll go back to the hotel while you go to the
cottage.

But he wouldn't be alowed to park for long in the main Strest.

[tisn't the main street -- it wasin the Sde street.

How far isthe cottage?

About two miles on the other sde.

Have you been there before?

Once. Hetook mefor atrip in the aeroplane.

Sormesaid:

| suppose he could bein Paris by thistime.

| doubt it. He wouldn't leave his car outside a hotel if he intended to leave the country.

Helooked a her with admiration.

Y ou'd make agood detective!

She smiled without replying. The car turned left into aside lane with asignpost that said 'No
Through Road'. After another five hundred yards, she turned left again, and braked to a stop.

You'l haveto walk from here. | shan't be ableto turnif | go any further.

Whereisit?

Beyond those trees. When you reach the trees, you'll see the cottage. It stands on its own.

And what will you do?

I'll wait for twenty minutes.

OK. If I haven't returned by then, you'll know I've found Austin. Where will you be?

Back inthe hotel. I'm afraid you'll haveto walk back. It's called the Crown, and it'sin the phone
book in case you want to phone me.

That'sfine. Bye-bye, swest.

He leaned across and kissed her. The sensation was strange; since the police arrived he had
ceased to fed like her lover. Her lipsfelt cold and tight.

He climbed over the ftile, and heard the car backing into the lane. The clump of treeswasa
hundred yards away, on the edge of the field. Beyond them, he could see nothing but the sky. In spite of
the sunlight, the earth of the ploughed field looked hard and frozen. He took the path that ran beside the
hedge, and walked quickly, his handsin his pockets. After the heat of the car, the wind was cold.

There was apond in the midst of the trees; its brown water looked lifeless; a broken tree jutted
from the middle like an arm. Standing on its edge, he could see the cottage in the corner of the next field.
He experienced a sense of depression and foreboding. He stood there for several minutes, hoping to see
some sign of life. There was no smokerising from the chimney. Two windows faced towards the pond,
but their curtains appeared to be drawn.

It was cold among the trees. He glanced at hiswatch, and remembered that Miss Quincey would
be waiting in the car. He set out briskly acrossthe field, hurrying to reach the cottage. He was aware of a



desireto find it empty, to hurry back to the waiting car and to London.

The gate of the small front garden stood open. The walls of the cottage had been whitewashed,
but winter rain had cut channelsinit, leaving rust deposits from the corrugated iron roof. Outside the
back door, awater butt was full to overflowing.

He banged the rusty knocker, cdling: Audtin!

When there was no movement from inside, he shouted:

Is anybody home?

He was suddenly struck by the thought that the place might be under observation by the police.
Heturned and stared at the clump of trees he had just |€ft, at the bare hedges, and the haystack covered
with tarpaulin in the other corner of the field. As helooked, he heard amovement inside the door. He
looked round, and found Nunnée's eyes |ooking at him from the | etter-dit under the knocker. He stared
back, too startled for amoment to speak. The flap closed and achain rattled; several bolts moved back.
The door opened, and Nunne stood therein his shirtdeeves. His face looked unshaven and exhausted.
Sormesaid:

Hello, Audtin.

Nunne smiled ungteadily; asmdl of whisky cameto Sorme. He said:

Comein, dear boy. Childe Roland to the dark tower came. . .

CHAPTER EIGHT

It was asif they were meeting for the first time. In the past two days, Nunne had ceased to strike
him asaredity. Hisrdief expressed itsdlf asadesreto laugh. He said:

It'sgood to see you, Austin!

Thank you, Gerard. Y our face is aso welcome.

The small kitchen smelt of damp; behind the door stood a Calor-gas cylinder with the sedl intact.
The sink, sove and washing machine were al obvioudy new. On the draining-board stood three empty
whisky bottles.

Which way?

Toyour |eft.

The room looked like asmdler version of the Albany Street flat. The carpet wasthe same
eggshell blue; the wals were dissempered in cream and navy blue. It was stiflingly hot; a paraffin heater
with ahemisphere of glowing wires burned in the grate; the room was it by two paraffin lampswith tall
chimneys. The room had an appearance of disorder; there was agreat dedl of cigarette ash on the carpet
and shdlls of monkey-nuts. On the table were the remains of ameal, and two whisky bottles, both full.
Nunne threw a newspaper and some books off achair, and said:

Sit down.

Thanks. Mind if | take my coat off?

How did you get here?

Gertrude brought me.

Whereisshe?

She's gone back to the hotel.

Nunne dropped into an armchair, and picked up aglass from the table. He said:

Help yourself to whisky. Open afresh bottle. Why did you decide to come?

Sormetore the lead foil off abottle of White Horse, and poured himsdlf alarge one. He said:

The police have been looking for you.

He squirted soda, then turned round. Nunne was smiling. The teeth looked yelow and fang-like.
Hesad:

| see.

Sormetook off his jacket and dropped it over the back of achair. He said:



Mind if I open awindow?

Do. Where did they vist you?

At Gertrude's.

When?

Thismorning.

| see.

Nunnewas gtill smiling. Sorme anticipated the question, and was prepared to answer truthfully.
Instead, Nunne said:

How long will shewait for you?

All day, if necessary. Or | could phone her at the Crown.

Good. Perhapsweéll do that later. | can drive you back to town.

Sorme alowed no surprise to gppear on hisface. He said:

Good. Y ou're going up today?

| expect | may aswdll. . . now you've come. Allow me afew hoursto sober up.

He stretched in the chair, yawned, then emptied his glass.

So you've come dl thisway to warn me? That's rather sweet of you.

Thanks. It's nothing.

Nunne crossed to the table, and poured more whisky. He was drinking it straight. On hisway
back, he stopped by Sorme's chair and placed his hand on Sorme's head. He said:

| can't tell you how glad | am to see you, dear boy.

Sorme recognised the note of Sincerity through the whisky. He said:

Thanks.

Nunne leaned on the back of the chair. He was still swaying dightly. He said:

You are afriend, aren't you, Gerard?

Sorme looked up at him, and felt again the sudden knowledge of affection. He said:

Yes. I'mafriend.

Nunne smiled down, then walked unsteadily to his chair. Sorme said:

But if you intend to sober up, you won't do it that way.

Nunnesaid dowly:

No. | think you areright. Yes. | don't wanna get stinko yet.

He returned to the window and emptied his glass outside. He said:

Unfortunatdly, | need something to drink once | start. No milk.

He went back into the kitchen. Sorme heard him say:

Don't suppose champagned improve things. Or Niersteiner. That leaves baby pol or lemonade.

He returned carrying three bottles of lemonade and an opener. He poured a bottle into his empty
glassand tagted it. He said:

Ugh! How disgudting!

He st it down on thearm of the chair asif it were nitroglycerine, then seated himself carefully.
Hesad:

Well, go ahead. What did the police want?

Just to know where you were.

| see. Did they say anything more?

No. But when | asked Macmurdo if hewasn't in charge of the Whitechapel murders, he said yes.
And he told me there was another murder last night.

Nunne said indifferently:

And did he give you any details?

No.

Wheat time was the body discovered?

Not till late, | think. It wasn't in the early editions of the evening papers.

Nunne reached over and pulled afootstool closer. He closed his eyes, and stretched out, his
head dropping forward. He said:



Rather an awkward situation, isn't it, Gerard?

| don't know.

Nunne smiled, hiseyes closed. In hisatitude of complete abandonment to exhaustion he might
have been adeep. He said:

For five hours I've been thinking about this problem. But the whisky was beginning to overcome
me

He opened his eyes suddenly and looked at Sorme.

What am | to do?

Sormesaid:

| don't know. | don't quite understand your problem.

He moved his chair further back from the fire; the breeze from the window had lowered the
temperature of the room, but it was still overpowering. Nunne stood up and crossed to the window
again; Sorme could fed arestlessness and tension that the whisky had not released.

Areyou sure you weren't followed down here?

| should say it's pretty unlikely. | kept a constant watch. Gertrude even turned the driving mirror
towards me so | could watch out of the back window.

How much does Gertrude know?

About as much as | know.

Nunne ignored the challenge in hiswords. He drew the curtain back and returned to his chair.

| wouldn't like to be interrupted. God, | fedl pretty doshed. . . | could do with a cold shower and
arub down. Never mind | want to talk to you.

He drywashed hisface with his hands, and pushed his hair back. He drank down half a glass of
lemonade, then sat down, grimacing. He said:

Asyou gather, dear boy, I'm in quite aSituation.

How bad isit?

I'm not sure. Did Macmurdo have awarrant for me?

The words brought atightnessto Sorme's chest. He said:

No. | don't think so.

Nunne sat sorawled in the chair; he stared a Sorme and let the silence lengthen. His eyeslooked
bloodshot and exhausted, but their expression was sardonic. He said finally:

Well, Gerard?

Sorme said nothing, shrugging. Nunne said:

Y ou're till too polite to want to pry into my business. But you're rather committed to it now,
aren't you? Y ou've come dl thisway to warn me. Why did you come?

... 1 suppose, to warn you. |'ve been trying to phone you all weekend.

I've been down here. But I'm grateful, Gerard, very grateful. . . What would you do if they arrest
me?

Sormesad carefully:

Y ou mean for the. . . murders?

Nunnesad quietly: Yes.

Could they arrest you?

| don't know. Probably not. And even if they did, | think they'd be forced to release me.

Sorme emptied hisglass. He had just drunk an amount equivalent to four fingers of whisky, and
felt totally unaffected. He was also aware how much of his cam he owed to the drink. He reached for the
bottle and poured another. Nunne wrenched the cap off another lemonade bottle. Sorme asked:

What makes you assume you won't be arrested?

They'veno evidence.

He stood up again and went to the window. He said:

I'd hate Macmurdo to crawl under that window with atape-recorder. I'm afraid I'd better close
it. I'll turn thefire off.

Sorme said:



Areyou sure they've no evidence?

Fairly sure. Nothing that would be conclusvein acourt of law.

Sormesaid:

They'd try very hard. They badly need to make an arrest.

| know. And they might find some excuse for holding me while they wait for aconfesson. They
might easily do that. Hoping I'd crack. | wouldn't.

No?

No. Have you ever noticed that most killerstalk too much?

The word made Sorme's hand tighten around the glass; it was there now, between them, like an
upturned playing-card. Nunne said:

Whiteway, the Teddington Towpath murderer. Neville Heath. And Peter Manudl. They talked
their way to the scaffold.

Sorme said dowly:

Y ou dassfy yoursdf with them?

Nunne looked at him serioudy; his head made a hardly perceptible gesture of gpprovd, asif he
were aprofessor, and Sorme hismost intelligent pupil. He said:

No. | don't. But they remain of interest. Y ou don't confine your reading to Goethe and
Dostoevsky, dthough you classify yoursdf with them rather than with your contemporaries. The problem
isthat most criminals are stupid ruffians. Manuel and Hesth and the rest were contemptible. K Urten was
more interesting. In amore enlightened country -- Sweden, for instance -- he wouldn't have been
executed. He was deeply interested in his own impulses. He used to read Lombroso and Havel ock Ellis.
With the help of apand of intelligent doctors he might have added anew domain to psychology.

All traces of the whisky had disappeared, except for the occasond durring of voweds, there was
afeverish brightnessin hiseyes ashetaked. He sad:

Y ou know, Gerard, I've sat in judgment on myself many times. I'm not an animd. I'm aman. |
can judge mysdlf. If | wasawriter or apoet, the human race might agree that | can add something to
their knowledge. That meansthat | must be an identity. | can andyse my own impulses, eveniif | can't
control them. If | could talk to other people about them | might even learn to control them. So why
should | be condemned and executed like amad dog? No one has the right. It would be murder.

Sormesaid:

Thisiswhat you've been thinking about al morning?

No. Not entirely. But I've thought about it often enough. . .

He crossed to the window again and peered out, then opened it and drew the curtain asidefor a
moment. The room wasfull of the acid odour of paraffin fumes as the heater spluttered. Sorme said:

But what are you going to do now?

Ah, that isaproblem. There's only onething certain. I've got to stop.

But. . . do you think you'll get away with it?

Why not? If they've no evidence against me. ..

But if Macmurdo'slooking for you he must have a pretty definite suspicion. . .

That isnothing. No one saw melast night. . .

Sormesaid:

It was you lagt night?

For thefirst time, Nunne looked guilty. He said:

Yes.

Didyou. . . know the woman?

Nunne sat down. He said:

Ah, if youwant to talk about that. . . we shall haveto start al over again.

Sormesaid:

| don't want to talk about it particularly.

You see. . . that'smy red problem. | can't stay in England. If | was certain | wanted to be cured.



Don't you?

Partly. But it'snot like adisease. Surely you can understand that, Gerard?

| think | do. ..

Don't you see. . . to do anything worthwhile, you haveto be willing to dlow yoursdlf to be
carried away? You see, | wasborn likethis. It wasin my blood. Like your restlessness. | could never
Settle down to an ordinary life. When | was seventeen | used to pray that | might become agreet arti<t. |
used to stare at pictures by Van Gogh or M Unch, and think: These men had strange impulses. | think
Munch had visions of blood too. | used to think that if | was strong enough | could become agreet artist.

He seemed to collgpse suddenly, dropping his head again into his hands. Sorme felt an immense
pity moving inside him, and adesire to reach acrossto him. Nunne said:

It was no good. | wastoo lucky. My family had too much money. To do athing like that, you
need to fed done.

Sorme said quietly: Poor Audtin.

Nunne looked up, smiling; his eyes were red where he had been rubbing them.

No. I'm not poor Augtin. I'm f---ing rich Austin. But you know, Gerard, | have atheory.
Subconscioudy, I've been trying to induce astate of crissin my life. To get rid of the money and
privilege. And now I've doneit. The crissishere. Thereé's no way back now. Think, if I'd left the country
yesterday, this poor devil from Brixton might have been sentenced for the murders and no one would
have known.

Sormesaid:

I'm not so sure. The police have been watching you. Father Carrutherstold meto warn you.
Seintold him.

Father Carruthers? Nunne said. Isthere anybody in London who doesn't know?

| don't know whether he knows. 1 didn't know until | saw you. | couldn't believeit.

Nunnesad:

Y ou bdlieveit now?

No. Not really. Oh, | accept your word for it. . . but it's not real to me.

Nunne stretched out his hands on histhighs, and stared a them. He said:

Butit'strue. . .

Sormesaid:

But why? Why do you haveto do it?

Nunne looked a him; his eyes seemed strangely hooded, concedled. He said:

How do | know? The impulse goes back so far that | can't even traceit. Haven't you ever felt
anything of the sort?

l. .. suppose so. When | was about six | had anasty tendency to beat up boys who were smaller
than mysdif. . . if there was something about them that irritated me. | don't know whether that was sadism
or just high spirits. . .

Nunne sad, smiling:

It sounds like authentic sadism.

But | could always understand the impulse at thetime. It wasn't like -- well, being possessed by a
demon or something. It was me dl right.

Of course. It dwaysis.

But. . . you talked to me once about doing something that made you fed asif you'd been
changed into an animdl.

Did I? Perhaps| did. But that's only ahistrionic way of putting it. If you look at yoursalf
objectively, of courseyou fed like an anima. But it's never asweird asthat. Y ou know some psychiatrist
has atheory that the old legends of vampires and werewolves arose out of cases of sadism -- split
persondity. | never felt like awerewolf.

How did you fed?

Nunne was staring at his hands again. He said dowly:



| can giveyou anidea. When | killed that coloured progtitute | felt an immense exdtation. | felt
like aprophet cleansing the world, like Jesus throwing the moneychangers out of the Temple. And when
shewas lying on the ground, | had to suppress an urge to shout and bring the whole street to ook at her.
| wanted to say: Look, she's dead. She's an example to theworld. . .

He looked up suddenly, and caught the look of fascinated horror on Sorme's face. Somehow, he
was not the same person; hisface and eyes seemed darker; he reminded Sorme of agypsy he had
known asachild. He said sadly:

| know. Y ou don't understand. Y ou cantt.

Sormesaid:

No.. . | understand alittle. Was she the first?

Nunne stared back at him; his eyeswere bolder now, and somehow depthless.

No. But. . . | don't want to talk about that.

All right. . . What do you want to talk about?

The problem of what I'm going to do.

What do you want to do?

| don't know. You see. . . I'velet thisimpulse grow stronger. And today | fedl quite cleansed of it
-- asif it had gone for good. Perhapsit has gone for good.

The hope was there; Sorme could seeit clearly. It would have been impossible to counterfeit.
Sorme said quietly:

Because of lagt night?

Nunne nodded.

Because of lagt night. Do you know something, Gerard? Last night, for thefirst time, | felt
suddenly disgusted with mysdlf. It seemed stupid and pointless. And dl the way back here | wasthinking:
If I'm caught thistime, that'sthe last time. It won't happen again. . .

And do you mean that?

| think so. | don't know. Y ou see, Gerard, | till want to do something else. I'm still certain |
could do something good, something important. Don't you think so? It'sthe same urge -- the need to let
something out of yoursdf.

Sormesaid:

Look, forgive meif this question'sstupid. I'd like to ask it dl the same. Supposing everything
turns out as you want it to. Supposing you go back to London and the police don't arrest you and you
gart anew life. Wouldn't you ever think back on. . . the past? Would you fedl it had been written off and
closed?

| don't know. | think so.

You don't fed -- well, pangs of conscience. . .?

What's the point? It's done now. And if the urge has gone for good, then it wasn't all meaningless.

But what about the women?

Nunne shrugged:

Pooh, afew progtitutes. Women who'd sold their lives, anyway. Do you know what the woman
last night said to me?'l suppose you might be Leather Apron.’ She knew | might be.

| suppose she didn't believeit.

Sheknew it was possible. Shejust didn't care. If you'd found some |oathsome worm in amest
pie, you'd stop eating that brand of meat pie, wouldn't you? And if you carried on egting them, it would
proveyou didn't redly care.

Or that | wastoo hungry not to eat them.

No. These women aren't too poor to give it up. They could live better as shop assistants or
hosiery workers. They just don't care.

But why kill them because they don't care?

Nunne said with akind of exasperation:

| don't know. | don't know why | want to do it.



He made amovement of hishand towards his ssomach:

It'ssomething in here. | fed sometimesthat | could take an emetic and get rid of it dl. It'slike
periodic malaria. But try to understand, Gerard. It's not just a disease. It's an excitement. It'sakind of
inverted creativeimpulse. | fed asif I'm serving something greater than mysdif. It's. .. it'slikeaneed. . . to
build.

He made avague shapein the air with histwo hands. He laughed suddenly, and it Startled
Sorme. It was an easy laugh; therewasagaiety init.

Y ou see, theré's even asort of dramatic impulse behind it, a playwright's desire for climaxes.
Don't you see?

Sorme nodded. He said dowly:

Y ou mean. . . the newspapers ak if the killer's moved to Greenwich -- and immediately, there's
adouble murder? And a man's arrested, and everybody heaves asigh of relief. And there's another
murder. . .

Nunne was suddenly serious.

Inaway, yes. But Gerard. . . if only | could fed it had gone out of me. For good. Thisthing has
driven me. . . for three years now.

Since Hamburg?

Nunne looked surprised.

Y es, Hamburg? How did you know?

Father Carruthers again. Steintold him.

Nunne said shortly:

| thought they suspected.

Wasn't it aman in Hamburg?

A youth. Male progtitute.

Hewasthefirg?

Nunne nodded.

And. .. why did you fed the need. . .?

Nunne said, shrugging:

Don't know. Y ou wouldn't understand.

| might. Did you hate him?

No. Onthe contrary. | loved him. . . alittle.

And why weren't you caught?

Because no one knew he'd been with me. He had alot of clients.

But. . . what did you do with him?

Areyou redly interested?

Yes.

I'll tell you. I dumped him in abath of ice-cold water -- it was midwinter in Hamburg -- and | eft
him there for an hour. Then | carried him up threeflights of stairs, and left him in the room of aman whom
| knew to be away for the night. He camein at five in the morning and roused the hotdl. Then a doctor
examined the body, and decided from its temperature that he'd been killed at least eight hours before.
And | had an dibi uptill two inthe morning. So | was dlowed to leave the hotel the next day. It wasa
pretty low dump, anyway, and that was its second murder in a month.

Wasnt it dl pretty dangerous? Y ou might have been seen taking him upstairs.

That'strue. That was dangerous. And the man in the next room heard me running the bath water
at three in the morning; he mentioned it to methe next day. Luckily, I'd taken great care not to wet the
hair. But it was dreadfully dangerous.

Nunne was speaking with acertain pride; he might have been telling Sorme afishing story. Sorme
glanced at hiswatch; it was one-thirty. He had been there about an hour. In that time, Nunne's
demeanour had changed completely. He no longer seemed drunk; he talked with aclinica precison; his
voice was cam and cheerful. The whisky had affected Sorme; he was aware of being more than half
drunk, whilefedling no loss of his power to concentrate. He felt a curious acceptance of Nunne; it was no



more strange that Nunne should be amurderer than that he should be ahomosexud; or that Gertrude
Quincey should be his migtress. Things dtered; the world was a perpetud flux. Therewas no findity in
gpace or time; only an immense, immeasurable freedom.

Nunne sad:

Tdl mewhat yourethinking, Gerard?

That wouldn't be easy. | can begin to understand. . . but there are still some pieces missing.

Suchas...?

Wouldn't you prefer to be. . . norma?Or. ..

Nunneinterrupted quickly:

Of course | would. But don't overestimate my abnormdlity. | suppose ahangman'sjobis
abnormal, but he treatsit asajob al the same. So does aman in adaughterhouse. | know aman who
spent the war training teenage boys how to kill easily and silently. I've known Commandos who have
killed more Germans than they can count. One of them aways goesto Germany for his holidays and says
he prefers the Germans to any other race in Europe.

Sorme said gloomily:

Y ou mean murder's apart of the modern mentality?

Of any mentality, Gerard. Society has dways been based on murder. I1t's no use trying to outlaw
murder with laws and mora codes. It hasto disappear of its own accord -- men have to outgrow it.
Don't you see what | mean? My Commando friend -- he's a perfectly law-abiding citizen. But murder's
gill in hissystem. If there was another war, hed kill again. He hasn't outgrown murder. It's only that he
acceptsthe lawsthat forbid it. That isn't the way for aman to grow. . . Y ou think I'm being a Jesuit?

Sorme said dubioudy:

Not a Jesuit. But your defence wouldn't go down in any court of law. . .

| agree, Nunne said promptly. And | wouldn't expect it to. It's not really adefence. | don't
disown what I've done. How can 1?1 don't even understand it. | was born likeit.

| know. . . But what | don't understand is. . . well, why you should do it. | can understand
everything but the act itsdlf. | can understand the hatred and the disgust. | once wrote a story about a
man who kills out of sheer boredom and the desire to do something positive. Bt. . . the reasons aren't so
important. Y ou don't kill reasons. Y ou kill ahuman being.

Nunne said serioudy:

That'strue, inaway. But it isn't asrationa asthat. It'sakind of irrationa resentment, | suppose.
Not about people, or even society, but just about. . . the world.

Hewas not looking at Sorme as he spoke. His face was averted, and Sorme could see mainly
thetop of his head, and the heavy black hair that had been newly washed. A speculation about the
reason for this passed through hismind, and afeding of achill. The conversation suddenly became
unredl; he made amentd effort to restore it to focus. He said:

| think | understand you. I've known that kind of disgust. About three months before | |eft the
officefor good, | went on aholiday in Kent, and had an experience of the same sort.

Hisface ill averted, Nunne said:

What happened?

Oh. . . I'd been getting pretty sick of the office. It made mefed dead insde. Findly, the
weekends weren't long enough to get it out of my system. | couldn't read poetry or listen to music. It was
like being congtipated. Well, | got aholiday and went to Kent for aweek's hiking. And for thefirst two
days| fet nothing at dl, just asort of deadnessinside. And oneday | went into apub in aplace called
Marden and had a couple of pints. And as | came out, a sort of bubble seemed to burst insde me, and |
darted feding thingsagain. And | suddenly felt an overwhelming hatred for cities and offices and people
and everything that cdlsitsdf civilisation. . .

He was talking compulsively, glad to spesk of himsalf and restore afeding of normdlity to the
gtuation:

Then | got anidea. | sat down at the Side of the road and thought about it. I'd read somewhere
that the Manichees thought the world was created by the devil, and everything to do with matter was evil.



Wéll, it suddenly seemed to me that the forces behind the world weren't either good or evil, but
something quite incomprehengble to human beings. And the only thing they want is movement, everlasting
movement. That'stheway | saw it suddenly. Human beings want peace, and they build their civilisations
and make their lawsto get peace. But the forces behind the world don't want peace. So they send down
certain men whose businessit isto keep the world in aturmoil -- the Napoleons, Hitlers, Genghis Khans.
And | cal these men the Enemies, with acapita E. And | thought: | belong among the Enemies -- that's
why | detest thisbloody civilisation. And | suddenly began to fed better. . .

Nunne was looking at him now, and nodding his head dowly as he talked. He said, smiling:

Quite. Y ou understand too. Theforce behind the world is neither good nor evil. Men are not big
enough to know anything about good and evil. That'show | fdt. . . thefirst timeit ever happened in
London. I'd been to see Father Carruthersand | came away fedling sick of everything. He obvioudy
didn't know what | wastaking about. And | walked dong Charterhouse Street, and there was an
extraordinary sunset over the rooftops. And suddenly | detested it al. Did you ever read that piecein
Stein's book on K rten, about how K trten used to dream of blowing up the whole city with dynamite?
That washow | fdlt.

He stopped abruptly, and twisted his fingers together. He bent both hands backwards, making
the joints crack. His voice had begun to sound curioudy thick as he talked. Sorme watched him closely,
sensng the tightness that was coming up inside him. Nunne stood up suddenly and went to the table. He
poured half an inch of whisky into the tumbler, and tossed it back. When he spoke again, hisvoice
sounded choked:

| can't explain thefeding. . . but you understand.

Sormesaid:

Yes, | understand.

He said it to reassure Nunne rather than because he understood.

Nunne stood with hisback to him for afew secondslonger, holding the empty glass. He turned
around and ran hisfingers through Sorme's hair. Hewas smiling again. He said:

| wishyou did understand, Gerard.

He sat down again; thistime on the edge of the chair, hisfigts resting on hisknees. Although the
room was now becoming cool, his face was sweating. Sorme said:

| think I do understand, Austin. But. . . you know. . . you'll haveto stopit. If you stop now, you
might be safe. But if you dont. . . nothing can save you.

Nunne said: | know. That's the problem.

Sorme leaned forward. He said:

But do you undergtand it?'Y ou're dive now. In two months time you might be waiting in the
death cell. They'd hang you, Austin. They'd have to hang you. They wouldn't dare to commit youto a
mental home. Get away while you can. Go to Switzerland. Find agood psychiatrist and pay him five
thousand pounds and tell him everything. But don't stay in London.

Nunne looked up and smiled, but the exhaustion was back. He said:

| know you'reright, Gerard.

He cleared histhroat, and ran both hands through his hair. He began to button up his shirt.

I'm very grateful, Gerard. . .

Nonsense.

| don't deserve afriend like you.

Sormesaid:

Don't beslly.

Nunne stood up.

| suppose we'd better go.

As he spoke, they heard the noise; it was the sound of some metal object being knocked over
outside. For amoment, they stared at one another. Sorme glanced towards the window. He said quickly:

That could be the police.

As he spoke, there was a sound of knocking on the door. Nunne said:



quietly:

I'm afraid you were followed.

I'm sorry. ..

It doesn't matter.

He opened the door leading to the hal. Sorme caught up with him and grasped hisarm. He said

Dont give anything away.
Nunne turned and smiled at him. It was the calm, sardonic smile that Sorme associated with his

first meeting with him, thetotd certainty of superiority. Nunne said:

Don't worry, dear boy. You be careful.

He went out to the door. A moment later, Sorme recognised Macmurdo's voice.

Mr Austin Nunne?

Yes. What can | do for you?

Wed like to spesk to you, if we may. | am apolice officer.

Certainly. Comein. I've been expecting you.

Sorme could amost see the eagerness on Macmurdo's face. A moment later, he came into the

room, followed by the sergeant and Nunne. He was saying:

Indeed? Why?

Nunnesad:

Because my friend here came especialy to tell meto contact you.

Sorme was gill sitting down. He nodded briefly at Macmurdo.

How do you do?

Macmurdo said:

| didn't expect to see you here. | thought you had no ideawhere Mr Nunne might be?
Sorme said plessantly:

| hadn't. I've been looking systematically.

Macmurdo's disbelief was obvious. He said:

| see.

Heturned to Nunne.

Mr Nunne, would you mind telling me where you were last night?

Certainly. | was here.

All night?

No. | went out for abreath of air. . . just adrive around.

Atwhat time?

Oh. .. asamatter of fact, | don't know. After midnight. My portable radio gave out.
How long were you out?

Oh. . . about two hours, perhaps.

Where was your car parked?

Inthelane outside.

When did you leave it outside the Crown Hotdl in Leatherhead?

Nunne sat down on the edge of the table. His face was grave and concentrated.
Thismorning. | went in to buy anewspaper. And it was such alovely day that | decided to walk

back. I'd had some coffee. . .

Macmurdo interrupted belligerently:

Y ou know why I'm asking these questions, don't you?

| think so, Nunne said.

Why?

Y ou are investigating the Whitechapel murders. Y ou want to clear mefor your list of suspects.
Sorme could see Macmurdo's irritation growing with the confidence of Nunne'sreplies. The

sergeant was standing by the door, watching with interest. Macmurdo said:

Do you mind if welook around the house?
Nunne asked smoothly:



Have you awarrant?

No. But we can soon get one.

Nunne said quickly:

Oh, not at dl. Please do ook, by dl means.

The sergeant went out of the room. A moment later, Sorme heard more men coming in from
outside. Macmurdo seated himsdlf in the chair Nunne had vacated. He asked Sorme:

And may | ask how you got here?

By car. Miss Quincey -- Augtin's aunt -- drove me down.

How did you know Air Nunne was here?

Why, we had along talk after you'd gone and tried to decide where he might be. Findly, she
remembered thisplace. . .

Whereis she now?

In the Crown Hotdl.

For thefirst time, Sormefelt darm. Hefdt no fear for himsaf or Nunne, but Gertrudewas a
different proposition. Hefdt apang of regret for telling her about Nunne. But she knew very little. Evenif
she admitted. . .

A plainclothes policeman came into the room and beckoned to Macmurdo; Nunne's eyes met
Sormé's for amoment as the Inspector went out of the room. A moment later, he came back.

Would you mind telling me, Mr Nunne, why the fireplace upgtairsisfull of warm ashes?

Nunne sad, smiling:

Oh, of course. | started to make afirein the bedroom. Then Gerard arrived and | forgot. Y ou'll
see thewood and coal in theroom. . .

Did you put any wood on it?

No. | wasrather cold. So | lit agrateful of paper and some dily rags. | was Sitting there enjoying
the blaze when Gerard arrived.

Where werethe oily ragsfrom?

Oh. . . the shed outside. The decorators |&ft them.

Which explainsthe smell of paraffin?

Quite.

Macmurdo said:

Decorators use turpentine.

Nunne said, shrugging:

I'm afraid I'm not responsible for what the decorators |eave behind. Why does it matter, anyway?

Macmurdo ignored the question. He said:

Why areyou in your shirtdeevesif you were cold an hour ago?

Nunnesad:

Because this room was very warm indeed an hour ago. Asmy friend here will tdll you. You'l find
my jacket and pullover on the bed upstairs.

And what had you been burning in the kitchen stove?

Oh. . . more rubbish. Newspapers mainly. | likelighting fires.

Y ou hadn't been burning anything else. . . clothes, for ingtance?

Nunne said, with atouch of impatience:

Y ou mean bloodstained clothes? L ook, Inspector, you don't have to keep fencing with me. I'd
liketo help you. Just ask me what you like, and I'll answer you as accurately as| can.

Macmurdo repested deliberately:

Werethere any clothes?

No.

Y ou know it's something we can easily verify? By analysing the ash?

Nunnesad:

Good. I'm glad to hear that. That should save trouble.

Macmurdo said:



| see.

Heleaned forward, asif peering at the paraffin heater. He turned to Nunne suddenly, and said:

What did you do with Millie Rogers?

Sorme's heart lurched unpleasantly; he could see that Nunne was taken by surprise. Nunne said:

| beg your pardon?

Macmurdo said:

Y ou were seen speaking to awoman named Millie Rogers outside a club in Paddington. The
Badaika Club. She was heard to say that she would come home with you. She hasn't been seen since.

Nunnesaid coolly:

| haven't the faintest idea of what you are talking about, Inspector. And in case you didn't know,
my tastesdon't liein that direction.

Y ou deny knowing awoman of that name?

| most certainly do.

Y ou deny speaking to her?

No. Not necessarily. | might quite easily have spoken to awoman of that typeif she'd accosted
me. So, | imagine, might thousands of other men.

How do you know she was of 'that type'?

Redlly, Inspector! Y ou don't leave much room for doubt!

The detective-sergeant came back into the room. He was holding ared beret. Macmurdo took it
from him. The sergeant said.

Found it in the wardrobe in the bedroom, sir.

Macmurdo asked Nunne:

Whoseisit?

Nunne smiled; he sad:

Believeit or not, Ingpector, it belongsto my aunt. Sheleft it here.

Thelady who'swaiting now in the Crown?

Yes.

She's been down here?

Once. | took her for aspinin my aeroplane.

Isthat the lady who said she didn't know where you might be? Macmurdo asked, with anote of
sarcasm.

Itis.

And why do you suppose she didn't mention this place to me when | asked her this morning?

Sormeinterrupted:

| cantell you that. Sheld forgotten it. Besides, it was quite a shock to her to have policemen
looking for her nephew.

Macmurdo stared at Sorme with hostility; for amoment, Sorme expected an irritable rebuke.
Then the policeman turned away, shrugging, and handed the beret back to the sergeant. He said:

Take some samples of the ash, sergeant.

He turned back to Nunne.

Do you mind if | see your hands?

Nunne held out his hands without speaking. Macmurdo took them in his own, and turned them
over. Hesad:

Y ou've cleaned your nailstoday.

Of course. | clean my nailsevery day.

Y ou seem to have been particularly thorough today .

No. Not particularly.

Macmurdo dropped Nunne's hands. Sorme could see he was disappointed; his mouth was
beginning to tighten into aline that somehow gave him the gppearance of abulldog. But before Nunne
could St down again, he asked:

Do you possess aknife, Mr Nunne?



Nunnesad:

Of course.

Hefdt in histrouser pocket, and produced asmall penknife. Macmurdo said:

| don't mean that kind. Do you possess alarger knife -- for example, a Scout's sheath knife?

No.

Have you ever possessed such aknife?

Not since | wasachild.

Y ou don't possess any kind of knife that might be used in afight? A flick knife, for instance?

No. .. There are one or two sharp kitchen knives at my flat, | suppose. . . But nothing very
dangerous.

The sergeant came back in. He said:

There's nothing much ese, ir. I've got samples of the ash.

Macmurdo nodded. He said:

Mr Nunne, I'm afraid we shdl have to take you back to the Y ard for questioning.

Nunne said sghing:

All right. | supposeit's necessary.

Sorme asked:

What about me?

We shan't be requiring you immediately, Macmurdo said.

Nunne asked:

Do you mind if I go and get some warmer clothes on?

Macmurdo nodded. He said:

Sergeant!

The sergeant nodded, and followed Nunne out of the room.

As soon asthey were alone, Macmurdo sat in the chair facing Sorme; he leaned forward, and
sad caefully:

You redisethat if we find anything against Mr Nunne, you'd be liable for along term of
imprisonment as an accessory after the fact?

Sorme sad bluntly:

Look, Ingpector, you're barking up the wrong tree. Austin's not a murderer, no matter what his
other peculiarities may be.

Macmurdo said:

Areyou sure?

Pretty sure.

Tell me, Mr Sorme, what were you two speaking about before | came?

All kinds of things. The Whitechapel murders, among others.

Did Mr Nunne give you any explanation of why he should be suspected?

Nothing | didn't know already.

And what did you know dready?

That Austin has certain -- sexud peculiarities. Enough to make him anatural suspect inacase
likethis

That heisasadig, in fact?

All right.

But you ill think he couldn't bring himsdlf to kill?

Storme stared back levelly; he said:

Heisaso homosexud. The victims of these murders were women.

He might have aresentment againgt women.

Perhaps.

Macmurdo persisted:

Don't you agree?

I've seen no sgn of it.



Nunne came back downgtairs; he was buttoning an overcoat. He smiled at Sorme, and Sorme
smiled back. They were both aware that Macmurdo was watching them closely for any exchange of
ggnas. Nunnetransferred his smileto Macmurdo, saying:

Ready, Inspector?

All right, Bob, Macmurdo said.

The sergeant led the way out of the house.

One of the plainclothes policemen went in front. Nunne and the detective-sergeant followed. The
other policeman waked behind them; finally, Sorme and Macmurdo brought up the rear, walking ten
yards behind the others. Sorme was aware that Macmurdo was trying to make Nunne nervous; it was
like agame of chess. Nunne would worry about whether Sorme had given anything away, and now
Sorme had been threstened with an accessory charge, he had his own reasonsfor fear. Asthey climbed
over the gtile, Sorme found himself wondering: If Augtin gives himsdf away, can they make the accessory
charge stick? Poor Austin -- he's weakened himsdlf by taking meinto his confidence. | wonder if there's
any basisfor this stuff about Millie Rogers? The clothesin the basement flat. Do they know about the
basement flat? Wish | could spesk to Audtin.

Macmurdo said:

| don't understand you.

Why not, Inspector?

Y ou've only known Mr Nunne for aweek. Even if he was convicted, there'd be no case against
you. Why involve yoursdf?

Sorme said coldly:

Itsthefirgt timel knew | was involved.

Y ou rushed down here this morning to warn him. Y ou must have realised he might be the man we
want.

Sormesaid:

He happensto be afriend of mine. And you asked meto contact him yoursdlf. If you hadn't
come, he would have come to you. We were just leaving for London.

Ashesad it, he thought he saw an element of doubt in Macmurdo's eyes; suddenly, he was
certain. Macmurdo had no fina evidence on Nunne. It was dl bluff and hope. There had been four
murdersin aweek. The arrest of the Brixton man was afailure. Macmurdo had to make an arrest
somehow. Relief contracted his skin like cold water. Macmurdo said:

Youreavery loyd friend, Mr Sorme.

| hope so.

Two black cars were parked in the lane where Miss Quincey had set him down. Sorme asked:

Can you give me alift back to the Crown?

We can. | want to see the lady there -- Miss Quincey, isit?

Nunne was climbing into thefirst car; Sorme could see that Macmurdo had no intention of
alowing them any contact. He cdled:

Audin?

Nunne turned round. Sorme said:

If you get away intime, let's meet for supper tonight.

Good idea, Gerard.

He waved as he climbed into the car. Sorme felt asense of triumph. It had been done; contact
had been made; Nunne knew that nothing was wrong. Sorme climbed into the back of the other car, and
Macmurdo followed. Macmurdo said:

| doubt whether you'll make that supper date.

No?Why?

Wemay have awarrant for his arrest when we get back.

Redly?Isthat wise?

| think so, Macmurdo said sharply.

Sorme dlowed the mdice to come out; he said, smiling:



rather short-tempered with the police. Supposing you arrest Austin and there's another murder tomorrow
night?

Another false arrest might only make thingsworse. My impression isthat everyone's getting

Macmurdo scowled; again Sorme was aware of the uncertainty, the fear of making amistake, the

fear of ridiculein the newspapers. Macmurdo said irritably:

That'smy worry.
| know, Sorme said.
He relaxed on the cushions and looked out of the window. The car in front had already passed

the hotd.

Macmurdo said:

Stop here amoment.

The car hdted at thetraffic lights. Sorme asked:

Shdl | get out?

Y ou'd better, Macmurdo said.

Aren't you coming in? | thought you wanted to see Miss Quincey.

Macmurdo said shortly:

That'll do later.

Sorme stepped out of the car and dammed the door as the lights changed. He stood for a

moment, watching it disappear among the traffic, then crossed the road to the hotdl.

CHAPTER NINE

The girl behind the enquiries desk directed him to the bar. Miss Quincey was sitting doneina

basket armchair, reading acopy of Vogue. She looked up as soon as he cameinto the room; her smile
was spontaneous and warm. It was good to be back with her again. She said:

thing.

I'm glad you came. | was beginning to worry. Iseverything dl right?

Shetook hishand as he bent over her, rdleasing it dmost immediately. He said:

Not too bad, swest. I'll get adrink. Will you have another?

No thanks. Thisis my second. I'vejust had lunch.

He brought his pint of bitter back to her table, and pulled achair closeto hers. He said:
It'slucky the police didn't comein here with me. They arrived about an hour after me.

They found Audtin?

Yes. Butit'sal right. Don't be darmed. | think it's going to be OK.

She glanced around the empty bar, then asked in awhisper:

Isit Augtin?

He said noncommittally:

I'll talk about it outside. Y ou ready to leave?

She nodded. Hetilted the beer glass and took along draught, almost emptying it. She asked:
Whereis Austin now?

On hisway to Scotland Y ard. For questioning.

Have they awarrant for him?

No. And | don't think they will have. I've arranged to meet him for supper tonight.

She spped her gin and orange; her hand was trembling dightly. He said:

Don't worry. He's probably one of fifty suspects they've questioned today. It doesn't mean a

This seemed to reassure her. He finished the beer, and stood up. The barman said: Good

afternoon, Sir! asthey went out.

Where did you park the car?
Over inthe car park.



Neither of them spoke until the car had begun to pull out of the L eatherhead traffic on the Epsom
road. He said:

Remind me to contact Caroline when we get back. I'm supposed to meet her for supper.

She ignored the words, staring straight ahead through the the windscreen. Then she asked:

What has happened to Augtin?

For thefirst time, Sorme redlised that he had not yet decided what to tell her. Aningtinctive
desireto protect her made him say:

Hell bedl right. HE'sin trouble, but not too much.

But. . . does he know about. . .?

The murders? He didn't tell me specificdly. | think hewas afraid to involve me, for my own sake.
But I'm afraid he knows enough to get him into trouble. As an accessory. . .

Thenhe'snat. . .

No. He's not the killer.

Areyou sure?

Quitesure.

Thank God.

Her relief touched him, and made him fed guilty. She started to laugh, leaning forward; the car
swerved, then straightened out. She said:

Y ou don't know what a nightmare this past few hours has been.

He sad sympatheticdly:

| can guess, swest.

But | knew it couldn't betrue. | know Austin's often alittle foolish. . . but he could never do that.

The families of most murderers probably fed like that, you know.

But he'snot amurderer. You said you. . .

No, he'snot. But he may bein pretty bad trouble.

But why? Surely they aren't interested in anyone else?

They are. Thismurder hunt has turned the underworld upside down. An awful amount of dirt has
been dtirred up.

But what has he done? It can't be as serious as dl that? His father can pay lawyers. . .

| hope it won't get to that stage. If he'ssensible, helll stay out of England for six months. Look,
swest, could you stop at the Post Officein Epsom? 1'd better send Caroline atelegram. Do you know
the address of this place shé'sat?

* % %
The Scottish woman said:
He's adeegp at the moment. Can you come back at Six?
Sorme said:

I'm afraid thisis urgent. It's something hell want to know immediately. It may be amatter of life
and degth.

She looked unimpressed.

I'm sorry. | can't disturb him when he's adeep.

He repressed theirritation that made him want to push her out of the way. The Hungarian priest
came out of the vault behind him, saying politey:

Excuseme.

Sormesaid:

Look, father. I've got to see Father Carruthers. It's urgent.

The priest glanced from Sorme to the Scotswoman; he looked embarrassed and doubtful. He
asked:

And heisadegp?

Thewoman said:



And he can't be disturbed.

Father Rakos asked anxioudy:

Isit important?

Sorme took two paces back from the door, coming close to the priest. He said in alow voice:

It's about the Whitechapel murders. He asked meto let him know immediately anything
happened.

The priest glanced at the woman, then said apologetically:

| think you'd better wait insde. | will seeif heisawake.

The woman turned without another word, and walked off. Sorme followed the priest into the
dark interior that smdt of polish and tidiness. The priest said:

Y ou wait here, please.

Sorme stood by the frosted-glass windows, swearing under his breath about the Scotswoman. It
was not her refusal that irritated him, but her hostility and the desire to obstruct. He thought: How dare
she be hostile to me, the bitch? She doesn't know me. What makes people turn nasty like that? Is that a
form of sadism?

Theideainterested him; he sat in the chair, thinking about it. Sadism isinflicting pain. Does
petty-mindedness qualify as sadism? The choice of Supidity rather than intelligence? But how do |
understand Austin's? Inverted love. . .

The priest came back, he said quietly:

Heisawake.

He turned and walked into the next room. Sorme hastened up the stairs and aong the corridor,
half expecting to be intercepted by the Scotswoman. The priest's door stood dightly gar; he rapped with
hisknuckles and went in.

Father Carruthers was sitting up in bed, the plaid blanket wrapped around his shoulders; hisface
looked tired and dazed. The room was colder than usud ; the window was open.

Héllo, father.

Thepriest sad:

What has been happening?

Sorme closed the door carefully, and sat on the edge of the bed. He said:

Austin has been taken to the police station for questioning. There was another murder last night.

| heard about the murder. What do they want with Augtin?

He sat up, pulling his body into a more comfortable position; Sorme leaned forward and stopped
the pillow from dipping until the priest had adjusted himsdlf. He said:

They suspect him of the murders.

Have you spoken to him?

Y es, father. | was there when the police arrived.

Do you think he might be guilty?

Sorme hesitated, still rubbing the deep out of his eyes, the priest seemed too old and tired to
burden with aknowledge of pain. As he waited, the priest pulled the blanket tighter round his shoulders,
and sank deeper into the pillows. He said:

| takeit your hesitation meansthat heis?

Sorme said:

Yes, father.

I'm sorry, the priest said.

Before he could go on, someone tapped on the door. It was the Scotswoman. Without looking
a Sorme, shesad:

Father, there's another gentleman downstairsto see you. It's the German doctor. . .

The priest looked at Sorme:

Would you like to seehim?

Sorme said:

| don't mind, father. | can go.



Would you send him up, please?

The woman closed the door quietly. Sorme said:

Thisisalittletoo much likeacoincidence. . .

Y ou don't have to speak to him.

I've nothing to hide, father. But. . . you won't mention Austin, will you?

No. But if you're certain Augtin's guilty, I'm afraid there's nothing any of us can do.

| know, father. But I've only got hisword for it. And | don't intend to tell anybody -- beside you
-- that he'squilty.

If the police have evidence. . .

They haven't any evidence.

Thepriest sad:

We shdl soon find out.

As he spoke, Stein came into the room. He looked dapper and hedlthy, swinging an umbrela. He
showed no surprise on seeing Sorme, but smiled pleasantly and nodded. He tossed the umbrellaon to
the armchair, and removed his overcoat, saying:

How areyou, Larry? Y ou look better. And Mr Sorme. I'm glad to see you here.

Thepriest sad:

Thisisan unusud hour to cdl, Franz.

| know. | would not have dreamed of interrupting you. . . but | saw our young friend enter. | was
in the vaultswhen he arrived. | would like to speak to him. . . while heiswith you.

Sorme asked:

How did you know I'd come?

| didn't, Stein said.

The priest said to Sorme;

Would you mind closing that window, please? And putting alittle more cod on thefire?

Sorme crossed obediently to the window. The priest said:

Why do you want to speak to Gerard when I'm present, Franz?

Sensad:

| think he understands.

Sorme glanced at hisface as he bent over the coal scuttle; the exhaustion of the previous day had
vanished; helooked cadm and sure of himsdlf. Sorme said:

I'd rather you explained, doctor.

Very well. You know that your friend Austin is at present at Scotland Y ard?

Yes.

Y ou aso know that he will probably stay at Scotland Y ard until he goesto prison?

Sorme replaced the coal tongs on their hook. He asked:

Why?

Stein leaned forward; he said ddliberately:

Y ou know why. Because he isthe man the police want for the Whitechapel murders.

Sorme sat down again. He said: Are you sure?

Stein glanced quickly at the priest, asif suspecting that he was backing Sorme in the deception.
Hesad:

| am sure. And | think you are sure a so.

Sorme decided to bluff; he stared Stein directly in the eyes, and said:

What | don't understand is: Why tell me about it? What can | do?

Stein held his stare; his eyes became penetrating and aggressive,

Y ou were with him thismorning.

Yes

Hefdt rdaxed and indifferent, waiting for Stein to make the moves, unwilling to help. Stein must
have sensed something of thisin hiscamness. He said impatiently:

| think you fail to understand your pogtion.



Sorme shrugged:

What is my podtion?

| will tell you. A man named Austin Nunne hasinherited sadigtic tendenciesfrom hisfather'sside
of thefamily. Heis sent to see apsychiatrist, who places his case history on report. A year later, heis
suspected of killing ayouth in Hamburg. He returnsto England and becomes known in certain circlesas
aman of peculiar tastes. Finally, he murders a series of East End protitutes, killing with increasing
frequency. A week before the police finally come into the open with him, he makes your acquaintance
and becomes infatuated with you. Y ou are not homosexua; his frustration leads to more murders. Do |
make the position clear to you?

Sormesad levdly:

Quite. If Augtinisthekiller, then I'm indirectly responsible?

Stein shook his head.

| am not saying that you are respongible, indirectly or otherwise. What | am saying isthat you can
help the policeif you want to.

How?

Tdl them, in detail, about your contacts with him in the past week.

Sorme said, shrugging:

I'll do that, willingly. But they won't find anything of interest. To begin with, | believe you're
wrong in thinking Audtin'sinfatuated with me. He's been inclined to make me asort of father confessor.
But what he's confessed hasn't been murde.

No? Then what?

Stuff about being bored, useless, futile, and al therest. Secondly, if his sexud tastes are very
sniger, he'staken care not to let mefind out. He gives me the impression of glossing over many things. . .
things about his sex life. But then, he knows | don't share histastes; perhaps he doesn't want to obtrude
themonme

Sensad:

But you agree with methat it seemsvery likely that heisthe murderer?

...l wouldn't go sofar asto deny it. But | don't think it very likely.

And yet when you began to defend amurderer to me yesterday. . .

The priest interrupted suddenly:

Franz, wouldn't it be better if you took Gerard to some other room to ask him these questions? |
can't help, and I'd rather not beinvolved.

Stein said, with concern:

| apologiseif wetireyou, Larry. We. . .

The priest interrupted:

Y ou don't tireme. But | suspect you want meto act asawitness, and | don't want to act asa
witness. I'm too old to start gppearing in courtrooms, and | don't want policemen taking statements from
me

Stein sad politely:

I'm sorry, Larry. But you are wrong. | shall not ask you to act asawitness. | want you hereto
support me. Your friend will ligentoyou. . .

Thepriest sad:

| don't understand. . .

Steinsad earnedtly:

Let meexplan. | think Mr Sorme here knows that Austin Nunne isthe man we want. | think he
has suspected it for savera days. | think he feels he owesloyalty to hisfriend, and hasinvented excuses
for murder. | want you to tell him: there can be no excuse for murder. . .

Thepriest sad tiredly:

| don't understand. Y ou say the police are certain that Austin isthe murderer. In that case, it'sup
to them to find evidence or get a confession. But even if Austin had confessed openly to Gerard, | don't
see that would be of any usein court. It would be an unsupported testimony. If Gerard can help you and



he wantsto, well and good. But don't ask meto interfere.

Sorme said:

Look, Doctor Stein, let meexplain what | fed. If Audtin'sguilty, | don't want to help convict him.
But if he'sinnocent, | don't want to help him escape. | don't seewhy | should bedraggedin at all.

Stein stabbed hisforefinger at Sorme; he said:

Y ou don't want to be involved! And supposing Nunne was released tomorrow -- what do you
suppose would happen? He would kill again.

Sormesaid:

Y ou are assuming thet heisthekiller.

You know heisthekiller.

All right. Suppose for amoment heisthekiller. Why should he kill again? Hed be thefirst
suspect in every sexua murder committed in London for the next ten years. Helll fed a congtant watch
being kept on him. Do you think he'd kill under those circumstances?

Stein smiled faintly, and leaned back in his chair. He seemed to fed the conversation was getting
somewhere at last.

All right. Y ou areright. The police would watch him day and night, waiting for evidence. He
would probably leave the country. Wherever he goes, the police know about him. Heisredly aman on
the run. Sooner or later he will kill again. It isinevitable. Nervoustension, fear, afeding of persecution. If
hekillsagain, you will beresponsble. Think carefully about this. Heisyour friend. But heisdso a
murderer. If heis convicted, he may bejudged insane and sent to acrimina lunatic asylum. If heis
released, he has two enemiesto fight -- his own impulseto kill, and the fedling of being constantly
watched. Would he not be better in amental home?

Stein spoke persuasively; Sorme was avare he was using al the force of his persondlity to
charm. He began to regret that he had started to argue. It was difficult not to be persuaded. He averted
hisface, aware that hisindecison was showing there. He shrugged, saying doubtfully:

| don't know.

Stein smiled suddenly.

Will you let me show you something?

Sorme glanced up a him.

What?

It would not take long.

Sorme looked at the priest. His eyes were closed; he seemed to be adeep. His white face had
withdrawn from the Stuation. Sorme said:

All right. Whereisit?

Stein stood up.

Wait here for me amoment, if you don't mind. | have a phone call to make. Then we can go.

He went out of the room. Sorme stood looking at the door, wondering if he was standing
outside, listening. After amoment, he went to the door and opened it softly. Therewas no onein the
passagewey .

When he turned round again, the priest was|ooking a him. He smiled embarrassedly saying:

| don't entirely trust him, father.

Heishonest.

Ishe?What do you think he wants to show me?

The body, perhaps. | don't know.

Sorme sad, with disgust:

| hope not!

A drange excitement tirred his stsomach and loins. He sat in the chair Stein had vacated. He said:

I'm sorry to put you in this position, father.

It isyour problem, Gerard.

But -- you see how | fed?| can't betray Austin, no matter what he's done. Even if what Stein
saysistrue-- that Austin would be better off in Broadmoor. . .



Y ou fed you owe him too much loyalty?

No, it'snot that. | talked to him this morning. He's not insane. He's like me -- he has problems
that need al his effortsto solve them. He'safree man, father. And it'sonly in this past week that I've
cometo redlise the meaning of freedom. Y ou see, father, I'm certain of onething: Augtin did whatever he
did out of aneed for freedom. He told me this morning that he thinks he's been subconscioudy driving his
lifetowards agtate of crigs. Y ou heard what Stein said? He inherited sadism from hisfather's sde of the
family. God knowswhat else he inherited. HE's had alife that's made him neurotic. Hefedshesina
prison and he has the courage to do something desperate to smash hisway out of it. | know it'swrong to
kill -- but it'sdone now. It'sin the padt. If he gets out of this, hell know more about the meaning of
freedom. Don't you see? He's fighting a battle against himsdlf aswell as againgt society. Why should |
help society? 1 sympathise too much.

Thepriest said:

There may be sometruth in that, Gerard. But don't identify yourself too closaly with Austin.

But that'sjust it, father. | can identify mysdf with him. The judgeswho condemn him wouldn't
understand. They've got to condemn him because society hasto go on somehow. But | can't cooperate.
Thisman Steinis persuasive. He's plausible. But so was Pontius Pilate. He belongs to the world. He
doesn't understand. . .

The priest said softly:

Be careful, Gerard.

Why, father?

Y ou think Augtin is made of the Stuff that saints and martyrs are made of -- the holy obsession.

Y ou may bewrong. Hemay only be. . .

The door opened, and Stein came back into the room. He said:

| am sorry. | should have knocked. Am | interrupting?

Thepriest sad:

No; comein, Franz.

Sensad:

If Mr Sormeis ready, we need not disturb you.

Sorme stood up.

I'm ready.

Sensad:

| may seeyou later, Larry. Try to get some deep.

Thank you, Franz. And Gerard. . . if you want to come back, | shall be glad to see you.

Thanks, father.

Goodbye, Larry. | may be back.

Inthetaxi, Stein looked out of the window without speaking. Sorme asked him finaly:

What makes you so certain that Austin's your man?

Stein turned to him, smiling.

His case report.

From the psychiatrist, you mean?

Yes.

What did it say?

A great many things. But one of them wasthis. When Austin was thirteen, he was expelled from
his private school for being the ringleader in an affair of bullying that led to the death of aboy. He was not
directly responsible -- the boy died of brain fever -- but Austin was guilty, nevertheless. Immediately
afterwards, he experienced areligious converson. He begged hisfamily to send him to amonastery asa
novice. They refused, but they engaged some kind of clergyman as histutor.

Stein sat back, staring at Sorme from under the bushy eyebrows. The shadowsin the taxi made



hisfacelook asif it had been cut out of rock. Sorme said doubtfully:

| don't quite understand.

No? Then perhaps you will understand this. After the murder of amae prostitute named Gransin
aHamburg rooming-house Austin entered an Alsace monastery, where he stayed for about three months.
At the end of the period, aneighbouring haystack caught fire. Austin was among the monkswho
attempted to stop the fire from spreading. The next day he left the monastery and returned to England.

... 1 don't seewhat the haystack hasto do withit.

No? Peter K Urten was a pyromaniac. He liked setting fire to things -- especialy haystacks. The
sght of fire acts asastimulant to many sadists.

Youretryingtotell me. . . that Austin'sakind of split persondity who bounces from murder to
reigion?

| think it possible.

What else did the report say?

Nothing that would interest you.

Mother-fixation stuff?

Steingmiled.

Y es. Mother-fixation Suff.

Thetaxi stopped at the traffic lights outs de Aldgate East Sation. Sorme said:

Arewe going to the police sation?

No. To the London Hospital.

Why?

Sensad:

| want you to see the woman who waskilled last night.

Why?

Y ou should understand what you are condoning.

Sorme started to speak then changed his mind. Asthe taxi passed the market stalls at the end of
Valance Road, he recognised Glasp buying something in abrown-paper bag. He turned and stared
through the blue glass of the rear window, but another car blocked the view. He had thought he saw a
young girl standing with Glasp. A moment later the taxi stopped outside the Whitechapel tube. Stein
climbed out, and paid the driver. Sorme stood on the pavement, craning to catch another sight of Glasp.
Sensad:

Areyou ready?

Sorme said gpologeticaly:

| thought | saw afriend. ..

They crossed the road with a crowd of pedestrians. A sense of coldnessinvaded Sorme's chest
and diffused to his somach. Noting the confidence in Stein's manner, he prepared himsdlf for ashock
that would unbaance him. A bloated face formed in his memory, the lips blackened, a scarf knotted
tightly around the throat; it was a photograph he had seen in Nunne's volume of medica jurisprudence.
Walking beside Stein across the grounds of the hospitd, he found it difficult to suppress afeding of
sckness; his heart was pounding unpleasantly, driving the fever from histhroat and the lobes of hisears.

A uniformed policeman stood at the bottom of the concrete steps; he smiled at Stein and
nodded. His greeting seemed somehow out of place there, like an executioner'sformal: ‘| hope everything
has been satisfactory, sir? Stein went ahead through the green door, holding it open for Sorme. The
familiar iodoform smell came out to him, bringing an immediate comfort. Sorme heard hisvoice asking:

Why did they bring her here?

The pathologist wants to make a careful examination. The police mortuary istoo far.

The room was empty; white gowns hung from the pegs on thewall. There were only two stone
dabsinit. Both were covered with white cloths that concealed human outlines. Stein wasted no timeon
theatrica effects. He pulled back the sheet from the nearest dab, saying:

| want you to look at this.

Sorme moved closer to look. Thefirst impression of horror disgppeared immediately; it was



produced by the sight of the hair clotted with blood. It was not a human being on the dab; he could fed
only the dight, somach-gripping disgust of the smell of abutcher's shop. Fedling the need to speak, he
sad:

Thisiswhat pathologists refer to as'the remains.

There was no resemblance to living humanity, athough the human shape was plain enough. It was
asimpersond asahaf finished model in asculptor's studio, or the face of the mummy in the stone coffin
in the British Museum. The gashesin the face had removed any possibility of expresson. He could have
made an inventory, as precise and detached as a pathologist's report on a post-mortem. It was
impossible to make the imaginative legp and envisage someone doing thisto aliving body. It wastoo
dead; it had never been dive. After he had stared at it for about haf aminute, it was dready meaningless.
He observed instead the thin plastic cover between the remains and the white sheet, protecting the sheet
from bloodgtains.

Seinsad:

How do you fed?

| don't understand. What am | supposed to fed ?

Seinsad quietly:

At thistime yesterday, you could have met thisgirl in the Street.

Sorme looked at the broken flesh, and said:

| know you'reright. But | can't believeit dl the same.

Helooked up, and met Stein's eyes; there was disappointment there. He said:

| know what you want me to say. That there's atremendous difference between theoretical
gpprova of acrime and the actual commission. | know that. But what's the difference?

He was about to say "What's the difference whether | approve of Augtin's crimes or not?, then
stopped himself. Instead, he pointed to the other dab.

What's under there?

Seinsad shortly:

A woman.

May | see?

Without waiting for permission, he lifted the sheet that covered the upper hdf of the body. He
had half expected to find a detective making anote of their conversation. The sight of charred flesh wasa
shock. He asked:

Wheat happened to him. . . her?

The sight of the breasts corrected his mistake. They might have been carved out of ebony.

Shewas burnt, Stein said. Her husband threw a paraffin lamp at her.

Why?

Stein shrugged:

| don't know why. They had aquarrel. Probably he was drunk.

Who was she?

| don't know. | only heard whet they said when they brought her in thismorning. Sheisamarried
woman with three children.

How old was she?

In her mid-twenties. Excuse me amoment. | shdl return.

Certainly.

Hewas glad to be left done. The sight of the corpse produced no revulsion or horror; only a
recognition of humanity. He pulled back the sheet from the whole body, and stared at it. It wastoo
obvioudy and recognisably the body of ayoung woman. Where the charred flesh cameto an end, the
skin was burnt and raw. Fragments of clothing still adhered to her legs and arms. The fascination was one
of pity and kinship. It might have been Gertrude Quincey or Caroline. The flesh had once been caressed;
the body had carried children. He felt the stirring of aconsuming curiosity about her. Why was she dead?
Who was she? There was an absurdity in her death. How could twenty-five years as a human being lead
inevitably to amortuary dab, the breasts and smooth belly carbonised out of relevanceto life? The belly



and thighswere well shaped. If she had been dive, degping, he would have felt the movement of desire:
itsfaillure symbolised the absurdity of her death.

Stein came back into the room. He came and stood beside Sorme, then pulled the sheet back
over the body.

Sormesaid:

Y ou are aromantic.

He adjusted the sheet over the other dab. Sorme followed him to the door. Before he opened it,
Seinsad:

Think about it. Which ismore important. Loyalty, or. . . that?

Sormesad gravely:

| agreewith you. But. . . theré'snothing | can do.

Stein'seyes, ashard asdry ice, weretrying to bore into his own, to force an admisson. He said:

If you wanted, you could do agresat dedl.

Sorme shrugged.

If | wanted.

Stein asked coldly:

What do you mean?

Sorme said:

Would you answer me a question, doctor?

Wdl|?

Did you support Hitler during the war?

Stein was taken by surprise; the eyes went out of focus for amoment, then recovered. He said:

Y es. Like saventy million other Germans.

Sormesaid:

But you were amember of the Party. Y ou were a so adoctor. Y ou must have had some idea of
what was happening in places like Auschwitz and Belsen.

The surprise was replaced by irritation, which was controlled immediately. Stein said stiffly:

| fail to understand the point you are trying to make.

Do you, doctor?

Y ou are suggesting that if 1 condoned Hitler's crimes, | should also condone Austin's?

No. But | can't understand why you should regard them as so dissmilar.

Stein said, with atouch of harshness:

It isuntruethat | condoned Belsen and Auschwitz. We heard rumours of them -- many Germans
did. But we preferred to disbelieve them. There was nothing we could have done in any case.
Nevertheless, Hitler's crimes and Austin's wer e different. Hitler was apolitical idedlist. He may have been
wrong, but hewas not a sadist. Sexud killers were executed in Nazi Germany as they werein England.

But why do you want to catch the Whitechapd killer?

Because | have aresponsibility to society. And asadoctor | have arespongbility to humanity.
Remember this: Even Hitler thought he was serving humanity by exterminating the Jews. The Whitechapel
murderer killsto gratify apersona lust. He knows heis serving nobody but himself.

Sormesad mildly:

He managesto do agreat dedl less damage than Hitler.

That isbesde the point.

Sormesaid:

Then let me make my point quite clear. Father Carrutherstold me you became aNazi in nineteen
thirty-three. Y ou must have known about the methods Hitler was using -- dl Europe did. But you didn't
fed aduty to have Hitler arrested, or even to leave the Party. Well, you tdl methat if Augtinisthekiller, |
ought to help to condemn him, asamatter of principle. I'd just like to know how your principles condone
Hitler and condemn Austin. If I'm being impertinent, | gpologise. But I'm afraid | can't follow your logic.

Sensadirritably:

What you say isabsurd. It isuntrue that | condoned the concentration camps. But eveniif | had, it



would not be areason for you to condone sexua murder.

Sorme said:

Perhaps | don't condoneit. Perhaps | just happen to feel asyou did about Hitler's methods --
that | just don't want to do anything about it.

Stein turned away, shrugging. He said:

In that case, | hope you are prepared to face the consequences of being an accessory.

Hewalked out of the door before Sorme could answer. Sorme followed him down the steps,
closing the door behind him. He was not sorry that Stein was annoyed; it saved further argument.

Halfway acrossthe yard he stopped, pretending to look for something in his pockets. Stein
halted at the gates of the hospital and looked back; seeing that Sorme was ten paces behind him, he
shrugged and walked on. When he was out of sight, Sorme followed dowly. In the Whitechapel Road,
he peered into the crowd, and saw the German standing in front of a shop window, waiting. Asthetraffic
lights changed to red, he hurried across the road with a crowd of pedestrians, then turned in the opposite
direction from Stein, and walked quickly aong the pavement. At the corner of Brady Street he |ooked
back. Stein was no longer visible; amoment later, he caught aglimpse of him signalling ataxi to stop. He
stood there watching, concealed by the corner, until the taxi started in the direction of the City. Then he
walked aong Brady Street and turned into Durward Strest.

Herang the doorbd | severa times, then, suspecting it was out of order, rapped with his
knuckles. After another wait, he tried pushing the door. It swung open, and he found himsalf looking into
the face of Glagp'slandlady. She said:

Oh, it'syou. He's not here any more.

Not here? Sorme said. He remembered she was deaf, and leaned forward to ask: Whereishe?

Y ou needn't shout. He's left. Just gone.

Has heleft any address?

No. Hesays hell send it on.

What about his pictures?
They're dtill there -- upstairs. He's says helll collect them. | 'spect he doesn't want the police to
know where he's gonetto.

She turned her back on him, and closed the door.

For amoment, hefelt an irritable rage a her rudeness, and had to restrain adesire to kick the
door. He stood till, letting it subside, then stepped back into the roadway and looked up at Glasp's
window, suspecting that Glasp might have instructed the woman to turn him away, and might be peering
out to seeif he had gone. There was no one visible; he turned away, and walked off towards Aldgate.
He had only waked afew yards when someone behind him said:

Excuseme. ..

Hefound himself looking down into the face of agirl of about twelve years old. She was muffled
in abrown overcoat, with the collar around her chin. She said:

Were you looking for Oliver Glagp?

Y es. Do you know where heis?

She shook her head.

No. | wanted to see him. Do you think he'sredly |eft?

He asked her curioudy:

Areyou Chrigtine?

She nodded, and her face reddened. He looked down at her with increased interest. Her hair
was short and boyish, but the face was undeniably delicate and attractive. It looked pink, asif she had
been running, and the flush increased its attractiveness. The eyes were wide and brown in the ova face.
Sormesaid:

| saw him less than an hour ago just around the corner, o he can't be far away.

But hislandlady says he's gone away.

It lookslikeit.

Where do you think he might have goneto?



That's morethan | can guess.

Her eyes became troubled.

Why do you think he went?

Sorme felt suddenly guilty about the brevity of hisreplies; it was obvious that she suspected him
of didiking her. Hesad:

Oliver'sastrange man. | think he was pretty angry and upset. | saw him thismorning, and he
seemed miserable.

She lowered her eyes.

About me?

| think so.

He could read in her expression the curiosity about how much he knew. Her face was
disturbingly open, reflecting her emotions quite clearly. He could understand suddenly why Glasp had
been so upset at the notion that she was capabl e of deception. She asked:

Did hetell you about it?

Yes.

She shifted awkwardly from one foot to the other; he noticed that she was wearing ankle socks.
A dirring of curtain over her shoulder attracted his attention; it was Glagp's landlady peering out of the
window at them. Sorme said:

Which way are you walking?

She said miserably:

Any wey.

Wak aong herewith me.

Shefdl into step beside him; they walked towards the ruined theatre at the other end of the
street. Neither spoke while they werein Durward Street. She asked findly:

Do you think helll come back?

| don't know. | hope so. But it might be along time.

They stopped on the corner of Valance Road. A kind of baffled indignation cameinto her eyes
asshelooked a him. Shesaid:

But he can't just go like that. Hed say goodbye to me. . . wouldn't he?:

Sorme said awkwardly:

| expect hell be back.

Perhaps. . . perhaps he thinks he can't see me.

Sorme fed the hope that came up to himin her face.

| expect that's the reason. Now your parents know. . .

But that'sall right now! Mum had it out with dad and made him agree to let Oliver come round to
vigit us. She said shed leave him if hedidn't stop tormenting everybody. . .

Her face was pink again, thistime with excitement. He noticed that she spoke carefully and well,
but the indignation strengthened the L ondon accent. He said soothingly:

Probably hell writeto you.

Do you think he will?If you see him, make him writeto me. | don't want him to go away. It's
glly. Itsdl right now. Tl him everything'sdl right, won't you?

If I seehim, I'll tel him. But he might not get in touch with me either.

She said with exasperation:

Isn't he silly! Why does he want to run away like that?

He shrugged and started to make some vague reply. She interrupted:

Ishetrying to get away from you too?

He smiled at her penetration.

| think he'strying to get away from everybody at the moment. He'sin one of his moods.

Do they last long?

Hefdt no inclination to admit that he had had no previous experience of them. He said:

Oh, not too long. He's sure to get in touch with one of hisfriends sooner or later.



But that'snot me. If he doesn't want to see me, it'sno good. . .

But I'll make sure he contacts you.

She stared at him hopefully.

How?

Oh...I'l tdl himto.

But he might not want to.

All right. I'll send you his address, and you can write to him yoursdlf.

Will you?Would you do that? I'm sureit'd bedl right if | could talk to him.

Give meyour address.

Hetook out his notebook, and wrote it down as she dictated it. She asked:

Do you think you'll see him soon?

| don't know. I'm afraid it might not befor along time.

Oh dear. | wish | knew why he's gone.

He said uncomfortably:

| think hewasabit hurt. . .

Her eyesregarded him doubtfully for amoment; then she said:

About Tommy. . . My cousin?

Henodded. She said:

| thought they'd tell him about that. But tell him it wasn't my fault. Pleasetell him that. Make him
understand, won't you?

I'll try to.

Ohpleass. . . | meant to tell him about it.

Hesad hadtily:

Oh, it wasn't just that. | think &l the trouble with your father and the police worried him. . .

She was tapping the point of her shoe on the pavement, then swinging it in short arcs around the
other foot. He said uncomfortably:

I'm afraid I'd better go. . .

Shesaid sadlly:

| suppose | might not see him again.

Hefelt aflash of something like jedlousy, and pulled the belt on hisraincoat tighter to shake off
thefeding. Hesad:

No. You'll seehim again.

But perhaps not for along time.

He asked:

Will it make much differenceto you?

She nodded serioudly.

Of course. | liked talking to him. He knew such alot. . . and hewasnice. And | liked to go there.

Shelooked up at him, and added, with sudden candour:

| don't like my brothers and sisters much.

Hethrust his hands deep into the raincoat pockets, smiling at her. He said:

Y ou're lucky you haven't got into moretrouble.

| know. But it'sworthit. | don't mind getting into trouble. . . But | hate being bored.

Hesad:

If you get too bored, come and see me.

Immediatdly, he regretted the impulse that had made him say it, ashamed to have said it to the girl
who was so important to Glasp. It was afedling of betraying Glasp. The girl asked:

Areyou apainter?

No.

What then?

A writer.

Do you live around here?



I'm afraid not. | livein Camden Town.

Isthat along way?

Not very far.

Oliver camefor supper, didn't he?

That'sright.

Shesaid doubtfully:

I'd like to come. But | wouldn't have to let dad know.

Hesad, amiling:

| hope you're not in the habit of accepting invitationsto vist strange men?

Oh no. But you're not strange.

Thank you. But you don't even know my name.

What isit?

Gerard.

Yes. | know about you. Oliver told me.

He scrawled his address and tel egphone number on a page of his notebook, and tore it out.

Look, takethis. If you want to come, you can phone me. Do you know how to make a phone
cal?

She said, with atouch of scorn:

Of course.

She folded the paper carefully, and sowed it away somewhere insgde the coat. He said:

I'm afraid I'll have to go now. Goodbye, Christine.

Can | come on Saturday?

Widll. . . if you want to. Perhaps I'd better meet you somewhere. Will you phone me before then?

All right.

Will you have money for the telephone?

She nodded vigoroudy. He said:

Don't be too upset about Oliver.

No.

Goodbye, Chrigtine.

Goodbye.

He waked towards the Aldgeate tube, thinking: What an extraordinary child. What am | going to
do with her? Could take her to Gertrude's for tea, | suppose. Then get Gertrude to run her back in the
car. My God, that damn' fool Oliver!. . .

His mind came back to Nunne with a sudden shock; for the past ten minutes, he had completely
forgotten about him. For amoment, hismind held smultaneoudy the face of the child, and the
unrecognisable face of the woman in the morgue. Disgust lurched from his sscomach like avapour of
stagnation, and was succeeded by aheavy sense of pity and sadness. He found himself saying aoud:

Poor Chrigtine. . .

CHAPTERTEN

Ashewas about to insert hiskey in the front door, the telephone started to ring. He withdrew
round the edge of thewall, where his shadow would not be visble against the glass. A moment later he

heard Carlotte's voice saying:

Hdlo. .. No, he'snot in. I'vejust been up to see. I'll tell him you rang. Y es, hell ring you.
Goodbye.

The bell tinkled as she hung up. He turned hiskey and went in. She was starting to write on the
memo pad.

Oh, Mr Sorme. Y ou just missed atelephone call.



Hesaid: | know. | wanted to missit.

Did you? It was Mr Nunne. He wouldn't leave a message.

If anybody rings again, will you say I'm out, please?

Y ou don't want to speak to anybody?

That'sright.

A lady rang afew minutes ago. She said you'd know who it was.
Oh, thanks. . .

And you want to speak to no one?

Please. If you don't mind.

Oh, I don't mind. What if somebody comesto the door?

... I expect you'd better let them up. I'll say I've just comein. I'm pretty tired. I'm going to deep

She amiled sympathetically.

All right. I'll tell them you are out.

She went downgtairs. He found four penniesin his pocket and dialed Miss Quincey. She
answered immediately. She must have been standing close to the phone.

Gerard. Where have you been?

Oh, al over the place. I'veonly just got in.

Areyou coming up here?

No, swest. I'm pretty tired. | want to deep.

Y ou could deep here. Shall | fetch you?

It's not that. I've got alot to think about.

About Augtin?

Y es. But don't say anything on the phone. | want afew hours adoneto brood about it al.

Is Audtin coming over?

No. Hejust rang, and the girl said | wasout. | don't want to see him right now.

Why?

I'll explain later. | may giveyou aringinafew hours. I'm deadly tired now.

All right. Have adeep.

Seeyou later, Svest.

His own room was strange to him; it seemed along time since he had beeninit. Hefilled the
kettle and set it on the gasring, then lit the gasfire. Overhead, the old man was playing gramophone
records. He thought: Chrigt, he's started early. He glanced at the clock and realised it was not early; it
was almost eight o'clock. He had eaten amed at the workman's café in the Kentish Town Road before
coming in. It was not true that he wastired; it was an excuse for not seeing Gertrude.

He cleared the table of itsdirty cups and glasses, and covered it with afolded army blanket from
the bed. Thiswas to deaden the noise of the typewriter for the room underneath. He began to type
immediately; when the kettle boiled, he turned the gas very low, and went on typing. He used quarto
sheets from afolder [abelled ‘Notes. In half an hour, he had filled three of them

He stopped to read back; excitement was like alcohol in his blood. Before he reached the end of
the three pages, someone knocked on the door. He called: Comein.

It was Gertrude Quincey. Shesad:

I'm sorry. Am | interrupting?

Politeness made him say:

Not at al. Come and sit down. What made you decide to come?

She sat on the other side of the table. She was wearing a coat of light, paefur, the colour of a
teddy bear, with the high collar turned up; for amoment, she reminded him of Caroline. She said:

| wanted to see you.

He asked, grinning:

Did you suspect I'd got Caroline here?

No.



Her degpened colour told him his guess was not completely inaccurate. He said:

Would you like a cup of tea?

Yes, please.

He turned the gasfire lower; the room was stifling. She removed her coat and dropped it on the
bed. She was wearing ablue woollen skirt that he had not seen before; it looked well on her dim figure.
He put hisarms around her and kissed her on the forehead, saying:

Mmm. Delicious.

She disengaged hersdlf and took hold of hiswrigs.

What are you going to do about Austin?

| don't know, sweet. That'swhy | wanted to be aone this evening.

I'msorry. ..

I'll be back in a moment.

He carried the tegpot and dirty cups upstairs on atray, and washed them at the sink. When he
came back afew minutes|ater, she had found a cloth and was dusting the bookshelves.

Doesn't anyone clean your room?

The girl's supposed to do it once aweek.

That girl who let mein? She's not very efficient. Theré's enough fluff under the bed to stuff a
mattress.

He removed the typewriter from the table, and threw the army blanket on the bed. She grimaced
at the sght of the plastic cloth undernegth, with its circular stains of teaand beer.

Have you asponge?

| think there's one upgtairs. But don't bother now.

| don't want to keep staring at them. Up here?

She went out of the room and up the stairs. He poured boiling water on to the tea, and turned of f
the gas. She returned amoment later with adamp cloth, and cleaned the marks from the cloth. Through
the open door they heard the ringing of the telelphone.

Do you think that'sfor you?

Perhaps. But I'vetold the girl to say I'm ouit.

Supposingit'sAugin?

| don't want to see Austin. Not right now.

| see.

She took the cloth back up to the kitchen. Sorme poured the tea. She came back and closed the
door carefully, sat down.

Why don't you want to see him?

Because. . . I'vegot alot to think about.

Shesad quietly:

He isthe man the police want, isn't he?

He met her eyes, and felt no inclination to lie about it.

If heis, hess4ill free.

| know. Theradio said so tonight.

Sad what?

That the police had interviewed two men at Scotland Y ard and let them both go.

Mmm. Did it? That'sinteresting.

Is he the man they want?

He knew suddenly there was no point in keeping it from her. He nodded. She sighed deeply,
turning away from him. Hewaiched her closdy. She asked findly:

Y ou didn't intend to tell me?

| didn't want to upset you.

What do you intend to do now?

There'snot much | can do.

Why did you change your mind about meeting him thisevening?



He shrugged:

| wanted timeto think.

Areyou. . . deserting him?

Hesad:

Listen, sweet. | want you to try and understand this. For over aweek now, |I've suspected that
Austin might be the Whitechapd killer. | didn't et it worry me. He interested me too much. | wanted to
understand him, not condemn him. Well, I've only just begun to understand him. If | saw him now, I'd
have to make him redlise that | condemn him. And I'd rather not do that. I'd rather he went on thinking
I'mafriend.

Have you ceased to be hisfriend?

That's not the question. | thought this morning that | understood him better than the police. Now |
know | waswrong.

But Gerard. . . hes gill ahuman being. He needs help. He needs friends. If he's guilty, he needs
them more than ever.

Hesad:

This afternoon | went to ook at the woman he killed. She wasin the morgue at the London
Hospital. It made me understand some things I'd never redlised before.

What?

He leaned forward across the table, speaking with deliberation:

There was something | hadn't realised about Augtin. HES insane.

Her face went pale.

Hesnot. I'm sure he'snot. . .

| don't mean he's completely dotty, like the old boy upstairs. But thereés a part of hisbrain that's
asrotten asarotten apple. He'slet it get that way. He's let himsalf go rotten. Do you know why he kills?
Because he knows he's suffering from amorta disease. He's like a man with paralysis who needs
stronger and stronger stimulants. He doesn't care any more.

As he spoke, her face reflected first unbelief, then akind of desperation.

But please, Gerard, don't you understand? If that's true, we've got to stick by him. He needsiit
more than ever.

What about your Bible? Thou shdl not kill?

But the New Testament speaks about love, not about punishment. The law will punish him
enough.

What makes you think helll be punished? He knows the police have got no evidence against him.
They won't find bloodstains on his shoes, or anything like that. And he won't confess. Helovesdl this.
He's glad the police have got on to histrail. He likes crossing swords with them. It's another stimulant. He
knowsthey'll never have a shred of evidence againgt him unlessthey catch him inthe act. Thereésonly
onething that worriesme. . .

What's that?

Hewas stupidly carelesslast weekend. He had to phone me from Switzerland to ask meto
collect somewoman's clothes from his Kensington flat. That sounds dangeroudy like a subconscious urge
to be caught. . .

Whose clothes were they?

| don't know. The police mentioned some prostitute who was seen accosting him outside the
Bdaaka Club. Maybe she's buried under the floor in his Kensington place.

Her face drained of dl blood; for amoment, he thought she was going to faint. He said:

Careful, sweet. Areyou dl right?

She nodded briefly, and moved from the chair to the bed. She sat on the edge, leaning against the
wadl.

Areyou serious. .. ?

No. Not redly. | don't serioudy think he killed the woman. He's too careful.

But whose clothes were they?



Probably some he bought from a secondhand shop for the purpose. He wanted to make me a
confidant. If I'd gone to the police, it wouldn't have mattered -- held probably have taken them to the
shop where he bought them and made some excuse about not wanting some boy friend to discover the
clothesin hisflat. Asit was, he was absurdly over-secretive. He didn't have to go to Switzerland. He
suspected that | might be sympathetic. He needed someone he could be open with. He chose me. He
could see | wasfull of theories about revolt and modern civilisation and the rest, and he thought I'd make
the perfect confidant -- provided | didn't get too closeto theredity. Unfortunately, Professor Stein -- the
German doctor -- got the idea of showing me the body. Even then, it was amost afalure. Thewoman
was too much of amessto strike me as human. 1'd still have come away without understanding. But there
was another body in the place -- awoman who'd been burnt to death. Suddenly, | redlised what it meant
-- desth by violence. Do you redlise what it means? It's acomplete negation of al our impulses. It means
we've got no future. But we've got to believe in the future. And it's not just a question of my future -- it's
the future of the human race. If life can just be ended like that -- snuffed out -- then al the talk about the
dignity of man'sanilluson. It might be you or me. I suddenly understood something that I've seen once or
twice but never grasped. If the world's good, it's because somehow lifé's al onething. That's the meaning
of sanity -- everything'sa unity, not just life but even water and stones. And that'swhy Augtin'sinsane.
Do you redise: he needs other people, but he doesn't redly believe they exist? Life's meaninglessto him.
He'saman without afuture. He can take life because he doesn't attach any value to hisown. He might as
well be dead.

She was shaking her head as he talked.

Y ou're wrong. He's not as bad asthat. He's always been spoilt and sdlfish, but theré'salot of
goodinhim...

Try to understand, sweset. HE'sinsane. The best thing that could happen to him now would beto
go to Broadmoor.

But. . . what are you going to do? Tell the police?

No. | can't do that. He trusted me.

Why did hetrust you?

Heknew | felt as he does about alot of things. You see, | didn't redlise then that he was mad. |
thought he wanted to express revolt against the way things are nowadays. | thought it was akind of
escape from persondity. Y ou know. . . things keep getting more organised. Everybody's encouraged to
fit into the machine. But the more they try to take away freedom, the more it expressesitsdf in violence.
The more they talk about law and society, the more the crime rate increases. People et themselves be
manipulated to a certain degree -- by the politicians and the advertisers -- but aresentment builds up.
And sex crime and juvenile delinquency and the suicide rate keep on rising steadily. Man can't do without
theirrationd. He's not arationd creature findly. He doesn't really want a perfect civilisation and aheaven
on earth.

Shesad quietly:

That's because of origina sin.

Maybe. But | don't like the Garden of Eden legend either. Man doesn't want to be asinless
Adam in the Garden of Eden. He wantsto be a God. Give man another chance, and he'd il est the
apple. He wants to be more than man, and he doesn't give a damn about the misery and filth he hasto
walow through. At least it proves he'sfree. And that'swhere | made my mistake about Augtin. | thought
his crimes were agesture of defiance, like eating the apple. They weren't. He killed for the samereason a
dipsomaniac drinks -- he couldn't stop.

He stopped talking, feding curioudy exhausted. Histeawas till untouched. He leaned forward
and handed her the full cup from her side of the table, then stirred his own. It was haf cold. He drank it
down without lowering the cup. He said:

Do you know why | couldn't help Stein? Because he'sredlly as bad as Austin. Only he doesn't
rediseit. He wantsto see Austin arrested for the good of the organisation -- for society. But during the
war, he probably approved of exterminating the Jewsfor the good of the organisation. He doesn't givea
damn about human freedom either.



He was speaking because he could see shefelt stunned. It was away of helping her adjudt, like
digtracting someone's attention from a burn until the pain has gone away. He said:

I've learned alot from Austin, in away. | seem to have learned alot atogether in this past week.
For example, that theré's no point in running away. Theres poor Oliver. | tried to cal on himthis
afternoon, and found he'd |eft the place -- just packed up and gone. That's hisway of avoiding things he
didikes

She seemed to catch at the subject of Glasp as an escape from thinking about Austin.

Oliver? Do you know where he's gone to?

No. Heleft no address. But | met this girl -- Christine -- the one who caused al the trouble.
Shel'sasweet littlekid -- seemsrather old for her age though. 1've promised to meet her on Saturday.

Meset her?

Yes. | thought I might bring her back to your place for tea? She's obvioudy pretty upset about
Oliver leaving. Anyway, | didn't like to leave her with no kind of contact. | think Oliver'safool. She's
only achild, and he's behaving asif she's an adult who's betrayed him. Typical romantic -- he can't be
bothered to sort out hisemotions. He's like Augtin in that respect. Instead of andlysing hisfedings, he
reactsto them. Only Oliver'sreaction isawaysto hurt himsalf. Augtin'sisto hurt other people.

She asked dowly:

Do you redly think Audtinis. . . insane?

Yes. Hesinsane.

But would a court of law agree?

| don't know. | doubt it. Hisinsanity's not the recognisable kind.

What do you mean?

It'stoo much like the insanity of the age. Austin told me thismorning that we livein an age of
murder. He understandsthat, dl right. Shdl | tell you what Audtin'slike? He'sliketheratsthat diefirstin
aplague. He's been bitten by the virus. He hasn't any resistance. He thinksit's no good resisting. Human
freedom'’s disgppearing, and he wantsto help it on itsway with alittle murder. That'swhy he'sinsane.
Insanity iswhen you stop resisting. If you put Augtinin amental home, held begin to show signs of
complete insanity within afew weeks.

Why do you say that?

Becauseit'd be like taking adrug addict off the stuff. When he fed s the strain, he goes out and
kills. If you put him where he couldn't kill, hed snap.

But. . . would he keep on. . . now, | mean?

| think 0.

Then. . . | think we'd better do something. What?

I'll see his parents. Y ou ought to come too. They wouldn't believe it. They've got the money --
they could have him put into a private mental home.

He'd haveto be certified. And the doctor would have to be told about the. . . the case history.
He'd go to prison.

No. They've got friends.

She stared blankly at the fire. She said softly:

My God. . . what aterrible thing to have to face suddenly.

Y ou've managed it.

But. . . I'mnot so closeto him. And you. . . broke it gently.

Sorme said impatiently:

From the sound of them, they need a good shock.

Sheghivered:

No one deservesthat kind of shock.

I'm afraid it'sinevitable now. They might get aworse shock soon. . .

She understood his meaning immediately.

Hewouldn't. . . Not now. Surely?

Sorme said, shrugging:



| don't want to darm you, sweset. But he's quite capable of doing another one tonight out of sheer
bravado. It's become agame. That's something | didn't realise when | spoke to him thismorning. He
can'tresist achalenge.

She looked at her watch.

Then we ought to go immediately.

| thought his parents lived somewherein Shropshire?

Hisfaher'sintown. I'll phone him now.

Do you redlly need me with you now?

... perhapsnot. But | might want you later. Will you be home?

Yes. I'll wait here. For heaven's sake be careful. Don't do anything that would make us both
accessories. If you phone him, don't say anything over the phone.

He helped her on with her coat. The look of bewilderment had gone out of her face; the prospect
of immediate action seemed to restore her certainty. She opened her handbag, and put a pound note on
thetable.

I'll leave you some money. If | phoneyou, | may want you to take ataxi.

| don't need the money. I've got enough.

Keep it for the moment. | may ring you in about an hour. | shall be at the Albany. If hesnot in,
I'll wait. Don't bother to come down with me.

She kissed him briefly on the nose, and went out. It wasthefirst time she had offered to kisshim.
He stood at the open doorway, listening to her footsteps on the stairs, then the dam of the front door.
For some reason, he wanted to be certain he was alone. He poured another cup of tea, and added water
to diluteit. In spite of the tiredness, he felt a curious sense of certainty, of order. It was asif he could see
insde himsdlf and watch processes that had been invisible before. There was no longer adesirefor
amplicity; an accumulation of self-knowledge had made it lessimportant.

The phone began to ring downdtairs. He hesitated at the door; when the ringing continued, he
went to answe it.

Therewas no point in avoiding Austin now; he felt suspended, waiting for something to happen.

A girl'svoice sad:

IsMr Sormethere, please?

Speaking.

Oh, it didn't sound likeyou! ThisisCaroline.

He said uneasily: How are you, sweet?

| got your telegram. When did you get in?

About ten minutes ago. Where are you?

At home. What's been happening?

| can't tell you over the phone. I'll tell you when | see you.

When will thet be?

He had a sensation like diding down adope, unable to arrest the movement. He said cautioudly:

When will you be free?

Not tomorrow. I've got arehearsal. And we may have one on Wednesday. I'm not sure. I'm free
Thursday. . .

I'll. .. Il check inmy diary. ..

Thursday's agood day for me. | told mummy | was going to an al-night party, and it's been
cancelled. So | needn't go home.

Her voice went on as he stood there, staring at the coin box, using the pretence of looking in a
diary asan opportunity to think. Abruptly, he felt irritated with himsdlf. He said:

Y es. Thursday's fine. Will you come over here?
All right, darling. About saven?

Good.

She sad suddenly:

I'll ring off. Mummy's at the door.



Theline went dead.

In hisroom, he drank the tea, stlanding by the mantelpiece. A curious dation stirred in him, an
acceptance of complexity. He stared at hisface in the mirror, saying aoud:

What do you do now, you stupid old bastard?

Hegrinned at himsdlf, and twitched his nose like arabbit.

END OF FILE.



