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A Bit Off the Map





See, some people go about like it doesn’t matter why we’re here or what it’s all for, but I’m not like that. I want to get at the Truth. Of course, it’s not easy because there’s a lot that think they know, but even if they do, they’re not telling anyone else. Same as it might be with the Government. A lot’s secret and we can’t tell what they’re doing. But about this other truth – the important one – like what the religions pretend to know, I think it’s more of a question of keeping on worrying at it and making up your mind that you’ll find out. At least that’s how I see it. And now I’ve met Huggett and The Crowd, I’m likely to be lucky – because Huggett’s a sort of philosopher and a mystic too. Only like me he’s quite young.


They’ve sent me a parcel for my birthday. But I won’t go back there. Not unless I was to go back and perhaps kill her, see; and I might do because I don’t know my own strength. I’m not very tall, just average, but I’m well made all right. I could go for a model if I wanted. There’s crowds of artists have asked me – sometimes it’s just funny stuff, of course, but mostly it’s genuine. They’d be glad to get me because I’ve got proportions; not just health and strength stuff – muscles and that just goes to fat. Well paid too, but you’ve got to be able to take it, because it’s tiring work modelling, I could do it though if I wanted; I don’t know my own strength. I wouldn’t take a job like that though, because maybe I’ll be an artist and then it’d be bad if I’d been a model. At least that’s how I see it. You never hear of models becoming artists. Models are usually just layabouts.


It could be I might be a painter too. I’ve got an eye for colours. But I haven’t found myself yet. That’s what I’ve got to do now – find what’s really there, what really goes to make up the being they call Kennie Martin. (It’s all right, too, I can tell you – not just the physique like what I said already but the eyes and the mouth. If I use them most times I can get anything I want.) ‘Being they call Kennie Martin’, that’s like they put it in novels, see, it’s more subtle. I notice things like that. That’s why it might be I might be a writer. But I’ve got to find myself first. And that means going deep down. Of course, a lot of it’s sex. I can get most what I want but I don’t know what I want. See, it’s like I read ‘the personality is a delicate balance between mind and body. In each personality the balance between male and female is delicate too’ or something like that. That was in a book I bought second-hand – The Balance of Being by James T. Whiteway. Or it might have been Havelock Ellis, because I’ve read that too – cases and all. But I know all that anyway. Like you get a woman that fancies you but then she won’t let you have it unless you’re wearing a special sort of belt or socks or something. Or like it might be a queer that dresses up as a maid. I know it all, but I won’t say whether I know it personally or not. I never admit. That’s one thing you learn in the life I lead – never admit anything. Let the other man do the talking and if there’s questions you don’t like, just stare. Only you must put all the power you’ve got into it. It’s a matter of Will Power – one or the other of you goes down. With me, the other man goes down. So I don’t say what I know from experience – not in detail, that is.


Lots of times I don’t work because the jobs they offer don’t take you any place worth going or because like now I’ve got to be free until I find myself. Well, I’ve got to sleep somewhere, haven’t I? That’s all I’m saying. (If you answer like that and smile a bit sideways, it makes people interested – it’s a mystery, see, and everyone’s a sucker for a mystery.) But personal or not, I know all the prostitutes and the ponces and that. I shan’t get stuck there, because I’ve something big in me that’ll take me to the top when I find myself.


All the same it’s a world that keeps you on your toes, because you’ve got to think and talk quick in that world. I mean like a prostitute’s got to think and act quick if she’s to live. Anyhow I’ve read it, too, how criminals and artists are all together; see, they’ve got to be, because society’s ranged against them. It was in Picture Post one week about it. Like Rimbaud. There was a bloke lived in Fulham who read some of Rimbaud’s poems to me. Souls of the Damned or something, because art means you have to suffer. Huggett says Rimbaud found out about himself and then he quit. Went out for big money and made it. Slave trade or something. Lots of artists are sadists, see. But Huggett says he wasn’t any good anyway. He says real genius means Will Power. All this art and suffering is just cock, Huggett says. (I don’t like it when Huggett uses those words – cock and that. A lot of these intellectuals talk like that, ‘C— this and, f— that’ – but all as though the words would bite them. I just stare at them when they talk like that. They soon stop. But Huggett isn’t like that. When he speaks he means it. All the same he used the words – cock and all that. I don’t know why.) Well, anyway Rimbaud once was sitting in a café – with the poets and all, queers a lot of them, the bloke who told me was queer himself. And he suddenly lashed out with a knife and cut the fingers of these others. On the table.


That’s what I’ve done. I suddenly see red, especially if someone’s done me a wrong thing. I don’t forgive, I don’t believe in that. I half killed another boy at school. That’s what got me into trouble first. There’s four or five people in the world that I’d like to cut the guts out of. I often think of that. It’s like I said about my step-mother. If I went back there I’m liable to half kill her, because I might see red and I don’t know my own strength. So it’s no good their sending me birthday presents. They’re all earning good money there now but all they sent me’s five pounds. Not that I blame them. All the same a lot of that’s going on what they wouldn’t like. Haircut and that. And a bottle of good stuff – it doesn’t dry the hair, see, because if you put spirit on it it’s liable to crack; and it gives colour without any dye. Pour les hommes, it’s called.


Well, as I say, they don’t believe in me. They think I’m just a layabout or worse. But I don’t worry. They’ll see. I’m just finding myself, that’s all. If my mother hadn’t died, she’d have understood. She saw to it that I speak well, because, see, I speak good English, but I can’t write very easy. Of course, if I turned out to be a poet, that’d be different, because there it isn’t writing, it’s the words, like they have to have power. Poetry’s like painting in words. That’s how I see it. She took me to see the psychologist, because I’d seen red and half killed that boy. But then she died and he didn’t see any good to psychologists. And then he married this bitch. The psychologist said I’d got to find myself, at least I think he did. I don’t remember very well. All the same I had a low I.Q. and that was the same in the army. I used to worry about that, but Huggett says all that’s cock. And the same about that I didn’t do very well at school.


Look, I’m trying to find out what it’s all about. Because when you look at it, it doesn’t seem very much good. But I’ve always known it did mean something – life and all I mean. Not religion, mind you. I used to think that and I went to a lot of these churches. Because he and my step`mother didn’t bother about that. A car and old-time dancing and the pictures. That’s about all they think of – and sex, of course. I see red when I think of that. Chris, that’s their son, has been given a Lambretta because he’s got a grant to Teachers ‘Training College. I don’t say I wish he’d kill himself on it, but pretty near. Well, anyway, with them not believing in religion and that, I used to think there must be something to it. My mother always went Christmas and Easter. (I wonder sometimes if there wasn’t something funny about who my father was. I’d like to get at the truth of who I really am. I know my mother never wanted to have it with him. I wouldn’t blame her even if it was someone else. I’d be glad although it’d mean giving myself an ugly name. Also it would account for a lot, like why I’m different.) So I went to all the churches – there’s lots nobody knows much about like The Church of the Latter Day Saints and that. And I listened at Marble Arch. But I didn’t find what I wanted. Like it’s what Huggett says they’ve only got a part and they make out it’s the whole. It stands to reason there must be a whole Truth somewhere. Anyway what they said didn’t seem to go along the way I was looking. See it’s like I say when I want to give someone the brush off –’ I don’t fancy anything with you, thanks all the same’. There was more in a book I bought once – A Triangle of Light. An analysis of mysticism, by J. G. Partridge, D.Litt. What I got through of it, that is. It gave, see, the Inner Meaning. But Huggett says he’s never heard of the book and he doesn’t go much for the idea of it, maybe it wasn’t much – see, I was only seventeen when I bought that book.


Huggett’s writing a book that’s to go a long way for finding out the Truth, but it’ll take him years to write because it’s not only religion he’s taking in but philosophy. So he works in this shipping office, but he has poems published and he’s got all these followers – The Crowd they’re called. Truth and Reality – it’s thousands of years men have been searching for it. What’s real? – Aristotle said it was what we see, and Plato said it was what we couldn’t see, like what’s behind things. I read about that in a digest. And Socrates said Know Thyself. But Huggett says that it’s more the Will. We’ve got to breed a new race with real Will Power. It’s Will Power that’ll get you to the top too.


Of course I could get jobs with prospects, but what’s it mean? There they go, like I see them on the tubes and buses and maybe they’ll have a house in the suburbs and a car and a wife and kids, and mostly when they’ve got these, they drop dead. Don’t be an anonymous man, Huggett says. That’s what he calls them. We’re in a hurry, my generation. And anyway I’ve got to have time to think and to find myself. So mostly I take short jobs like loading things on vans (but I’m not very strong) and doorman and working in the ice-cream factory and waiter. And mostly I change rooms. We’re restless, we’re in a hurry. And sometimes I just sleep around where I can find it, but, like, well it’s not always to my taste, though it’s company and I get lonely on my own. But still you’ve got to have the will to stand alone if you are going to get anywhere. Sometimes I’ve got a room of my own and I’m between jobs like now and that’s the best.


Of course, maybe success might come sudden, like I saw a map the other day showing all the buried treasure that’s been found in England (I don’t know much of the country, except the approved school was in Yorkshire on the moors) or there’s unclaimed moneys, you can get a list of them if you ask for it. I’ve got the figure and legs that could make a dancer and I could sing, if only I could stop smoking. There’s Elvis Presley’s got all these cars and Tommy Steele started just in a skiffle group like in one of the coffee bars that I spend most time in. (You have to learn to make one coffee last.) Look at Carroll Levis’s discoveries, those are all young, but that’s not serious. Traditional’s more serious. But in any case, I don’t go much for dreaming like that, because see you’ve got to keep your wits about you if you’re going to think about the Truth, and it’s most only layabouts that dream of making millions on pools or like perhaps being England’s Johnnie Ray overnight.


All the same it was chance that I met The Crowd. Susan’s a school teacher. We got talking in the Italian coffee house and she was the girl friend then of Reg that’s the next to Huggett. I think he’d like to be the principal himself, but Huggett’s a genius and he’s not. And Reg believes in Power and what he says is Shit in the face of humanity – if millions have to be liquidated what’s it matter? most people are never alive anyway but Huggett believes in Power and Leadership for the Regeneration of the World. So they often quarrel. At first Reg didn’t like for me to be there because it was obvious I appealed to Susan, but now he’s with this other girl Rosa, see, who works as a typist. Reg doesn’t work much himself. And then, see, they mostly (the men, that is) dress very badly – dirty old flannel trousers, I wouldn’t think to wear, and coats (who wear coats?) and they don’t have their hair cut anywhere good, if at all – partly it’s they’re too busy thinking and talking, partly it’s they don’t like anything that might look queer, mostly it’s they don’t like anything that looks bourgeois (only Huggett tells Susan not to be a fool when she calls a thing bourgeois). Well, me being dressed as I am – see, when I’ve got money I buy my jeans and sweaters at this place where they make specially for you (so you never see the same on anyone else) and my hair cut at Raymond 15/- with Pour les Hommes, and my jeans very tight because I’ve got good legs. Well, see, The Crowd thought I might be on to some game (but what have they got to lose?) or a queer (The Crowd is strong against queers, but Susan could tell them different about me) or in with a teddy boy lot (but I’m always alone). So they didn’t act very friendly at first (except Susan – and the women, in The Crowd, they don’t count too much) but I thought, as it might well be I’d be an artist or a writer, this was my chance (because even Huggett says in England the world of artists and writers is very tough to make, you’ve got to smash your way through) and then what they talked about is what I want to hear – see, about Truth and Will Power and Genius – and especially Huggett; and I get very lonely. So when I was with Susan and we were with The Crowd, I didn’t speak, I just listened. That’s another trick, if you want something or somebody, don’t say anything, it seems like a mystery, see, which as I say people like. Also The Crowd, even Huggett, like listeners. But mostly anyway I wanted to listen – it was what I must hear if I’m to find myself – and, see, I haven’t had much education so I have to listen hard. At first, I don’t think Huggett noticed me. Then one day Reg started that there probably wasn’t any Reason for it, any Truth about it, just being smarter than the next man. That made Huggett mad with him. So I said what Reg said couldn’t be right, because it stood to reason there was the Truth to find somewhere. And after that Huggett started to ask for me when I wasn’t there and told Susan to bring me along. So now I go with them mostly. (And about being lonely – that’s what I tell when someone’s interested in me. I know how to do it all – about my mother being dead and that bitch my stepmother, and whether perhaps he’s not my father at all. And mostly its gets them – sometimes they say, ‘Look take this couple of pounds and nothing asked in return.’ I tell it big-eyed and lost because I could be an actor, maybe I will when I find myself. But what’s funny is it’s true. I don’t think too much about it because you have to be on your own and be tough. So it’s like I’m shooting a line and it’s true all the same which is funny really.) But The Crowd’s not the same as the Angry young men which you read about. Someone said it was and Huggett got very angry, because it’s by Love and Leadership that the Will works. And all these angry young men believe in democracy and freedom and a lot of stuff that Huggett says just gets in the way of real thinking.


All the same The Crowd is angry because what’s being done and written now is all cock. Huggett says it’s only time before their ideas come to the tip, but, all the same, like I said, our generation is in a hurry. And I get angry too, like I said, so that I could kill them all – the foremen and the headwaiters and the police and the girls that want to be kind and the queers that want to be kind and him writing from Southampton. ‘You know, Kennie, I’ve told you often and again there’s a bed for you here and jobs too if you treat your stepmother right and don’t mix with the rotten crowd off the ships that you did when you were here. For they are a rotten crowd, Kennie, you know. And you mustn’t think we don’t want you.’ I don’t think about that, I know. The bitch worked to get me out and I’m not going back unless if I go back as something big that she’ll have to listen to. But I mustn’t think about it too much, for like I said I see red and then I am liable to do anything. I don’t know my own strength. Like the man at the approved school wrote psychopath but I don’t take much notice of that. But I must know what it’s all about, what we’re here for, what the Truth is. And sometimes I get so that I can’t wait – I must know. Often I’ve thought I’ve found it, but it’s been a bloody cheat. But I reckon I can learn at lot from Huggett, because he’s a genius. Well anyway that’s where I’m going now to the Italian coffee house to meet The Crowd and not to bloody Southampton and home. And Susan told Huggett it was my twenty-first birthday and The Crowd is giving me a party. And mostly I don’t drink because I’m liable to get angry, but with The Crowd I feel good and maybe I shall get drunk at my party.




   





The Crowd sat at two long tables in the far corner of the window. If the polished yet wilting rubber plant which loomed above them had now the familiarity of the aspidistra – once, after all, also a modish exotic – the unself-conscious dowdiness of the members of The Crowd only seemed designed further to deny the tropical origin of the fleshy leaves, to insist on their complete acclimatization to the English lower-middle-class world. Amid the uniformity of elaborate male hair styles and female horsehair tails, of jeans and fishermen’s sweaters, the dilapidated grammar school heartiness of The Crowd’s male attire, the dead but fussy genteel ness of their women might have suggested a sort of inverted exhibitionism. But the clothes of The Crowd – the tired suits, the stained flannels and grubby corduroys; the jumpers and skirts, the pathetically dim brooches and ear-rings – were no conscious protests, only the ends of inherited and accepted taste, the necessities of penurious earnings. Even Harold’s blazer was just what he had always worn. They were as unconscious of the bejeaned world around them as they were of the rubber plant, the Chinese chequer players or the guitar of the skiffle group. They always met at the Italian coffee house and they drank Cona. They were as always talking; or rather the men were talking and the women were seeming to listen. Clothes were the last thing that either sex would have noticed in the other. The young women, except for Susan, were plain, and, except for Rosa, without make-up; but Rosa alone had a bad skin. The young men had strong faces with weak chins, except for Harold Gattley who was an older, simple-looking man with spectacles. He was probably over thirty. Huggett had a thin and freckled white face, unbrushed carroty hair, pale grey eyes and a rather feeble little reddish moustache. When, as now, the conversation had ceased to interest him, his face was quite without expression, his body absolutely still.


Reg was describing his present difficulties with his novel. ‘When Rawston gets back to London,’ he said, ‘he reads in the evening paper that there has been a big fire in Bristol, and a woman has been burned and he realizes that it is Beth.’ He paused.


Everyone knew the plot and the characters of Reg’s novel well, but Susan, who had never shed an upper-middle-class desire to say the right thing, asked, ‘Is that the whore?’


‘Yes,’ said Reg. ‘What I’m worried about is Rawston’s reaction. Beth had been the only living creature that he found when he returned home, the only being of force and will in Bristol, and by sleeping with her he’d renewed his energy. At the same time she represented the only claim the town and the past could make on him, now that his mother had married the school inspector and, of course, he had to destroy her. I don’t know whether to make him remember that he’d overturned the oil stove before he left her lodging-house – a sort of subconscious half action that could be justifiable murder – or whether simply his will to be rid of her was enough to make her careless about the candle by her bed and so prepare her own destruction.’


‘If,’ observed Harold Gattley, ‘you give Rawston subconscious urges, you surely reduce his status as an expression of intellectually controlled will.’


There was a general murmur of disapproval of the concept of the ‘subconscious’ and one man even suggested that it sounded dangerously like Freudian rubbish.


Huggett flicked into life for a moment, ‘I don’t think Reg should be accused of infantilism,’ he said. ‘I imagine that by the subconscious he implies a reservoir of the Will that a man like Rawston, who is in training to realize himself, can call upon to strengthen his conscious powers. There are techniques for putting this reservoir more completely at command – prayer and contemplation and so on. I take it that Reg means Rawston to have some knowledge of these.’ There were disagreements between Huggett and Reg, but neither would have the other called a fool.


Reg nodded with a pleased smile, ‘Rawston,’ he said, ‘is not a homunculus, you know. He pitched old Daddy Freud with all the rest of the claptrap into the dungheap long before the book begins. As Huggett says he knows the conventional exercises. Although, of course, he uses them for personal supremacy and not for all the old Christian rubbish. I have one chapter in which he reads Boehme and adapts his ideas for destructive ends.’


Huggett closed his eyes wearily. ‘Oh God!’ he cried, ‘all this dreary satanism, this nihilistic nonsense. You’re just an old upside down romantic, Reg,’ and, when Reg was about to answer, ‘No, no. We can’t argue about all that again now,’ Huggett said firmly, ‘What does worry me is all this conventional concern with individual personalities. Rawston this and the harlot that. Of course, you’ve dug your own grave by using that rotting corpse, the novel. It’s bound to be encumbered with humanistic dead wood.’


‘You need wood, Huggett, to make a fire,’ Reg answered in his special ruthless voice. ‘And, by God,’ he continued, ‘we’ll light such a blaze that all their nice little civilized fire engines won’t be able to put it out.’


A frisson ran through the members of The Crowd present. The effect of Reg’s and Huggett’s talk on most of the girls and many of the men was always emotive rather than intellectual; it was always most powerful when the utterances were apocalyptic and mysteriously menacing to the old order.


Harold Gattley’s new girl friend – a redhead – alone received no frisson; she was busily chasing with her tongue a seed that had lodged in her teeth. When she came to London to do a speech therapy course, she had determined to move in an artistic set, but this did not commit her to listening.


Susan, however, sought desperately for something nasty to say to Reg. She felt no sympathy with the ideas of The Crowd. She was held there solely by her strong physical desire for Reg and the hope that he would show interest in her again. Quiescence had proved no help and she had determined on a course of opposition to arouse him. She could think, however, of no comment except, ‘Take care you don’t burn your fingers.’ It sounded a bit childish and, in any case, would only underline her schoolmarm manner which Reg and Huggett both despised. Eventually she said, ‘How boring all this intellectual pyromania is.’ But the words, which had seemed so sophisticated, came too late, for Reg had begun to talk again.


‘Rawston,’ he said, ‘as soon as he reads the news, goes to the police and …’ But the urges of Rawston’s Heroic Will were to remain unrevealed, for at that moment Kennie entered the bar and made his way to their table.


Kennie’s appearance, when as this evening he let his self-admiration have rein, caused comment even in the most extravagant worlds of jeans and hair-does. Among The Crowd he seemed flagrant. His jeans were tighter than seemed altogether likely, and they were striped. His belt was bigger and more decked with brass studs. His sweater (the famous model) was unlikely ever to be repeated in its zebra-like weave. Beneath his swirling, sweeping mass of black hair, luxuriant with the strong scented ‘Pour les hommes’, his pale face was embarrassingly foolish and beautiful. His huge eyes stared vacantly, his wide sensual lips fell apart in a weak smile. Kennie always breathed through his mouth. He wore one small brass ear-ring. Above all, he was too short for so extravagant an attire. Reg frowned as Kennie took his seat by Susan and, as soon as the first greetings had finished, he continued, ‘You see, Rawston has to impose his will, at some point, on authority …’


But Huggett would have none of it. He had adopted Kennie as idiot mascot and his mixed feelings of kindness and patronage were not going to have his pocket Myshkin pushed to one side by Reg. Huggett, he said to himself, was boss, not Reg.


‘Shut up, Reg,’ he said. ‘Damn your Rawston and all the other bloody little satanic nihilist heroes wreaking their puking little vengeances on Society. What better are they than a lot of damned Don Juans or Rastignacs or Sorels or the rest of the romantic rubbish? Keeping within the confines of their own clever little wills, their own bloody little sanities, their all too human clever tricks. Let them get the other side of sanity, that’s where they’ll find the Vision and the true Will, in Bedlam with old Billie Blake.’ And when Reg seemed about to reply, Huggett turned deliberately away from him, ‘Twenty-one-year-old Kennie,’ he said, ‘that’s what we’re celebrating today.’ It was final.


Susan took Kennie’s hand. She had always aspired to teach the low I.Q.s, to reclaim the delinquents. Maternalism overwhelmed her and she hoped against hope that Reg’s jealousy might be lit by taking it for more. She had even hoped once that the maternalism would indeed turn to something more, but Kennie had lain so passive in their lovemaking, had rocked so cradle-content that nothing had been woken in her. The Crowd had accepted it as proof that Kennie was not queer and she had found in it her first doubts. Nevertheless she squeezed his hand and kissed him on the lips. ‘Many happy returns of the day, darling,’ she said. And all the others, save Reg and Rosa, echoed her cry.


Kennie felt suddenly shy with The Crowd. He had basked in their tolerance of him, feeling it as kindness that had no strings attached – he believed that he had known such things rarely in his life. But this sudden demonstration overwhelmed him. He wanted his party, of course, but, above all, he wanted to hear The Crowd talk. He had no liking for Reg, was indeed always glad to hear Huggett wham him down; but Reg was still someone very important, the next to Huggett, and that his birthday should be used to cut Reg’s outpourings seemed to him almost sacrilegious. Kennie had learned over many years to please as well as to hate and he sought a way now to please Reg. Nothing had surprised him more in his intercourse with The Crowd than the numbers of plays and novels and stories that the members were writing except perhaps the strange names of their heroes – not Christian names as in the books he had read but strange-sounding surnames like Gorfitt, Sugden, Burlick and Rawston. Knowing nothing of the D. H. Lawrence precedent, he had worked out for himself that leaders, men with Will perhaps, dispensed with Christian names – after all no one ever spoke of anything but Huggett. Perhaps all these strange characters in the books of The Crowd were a kind of homage to Huggett. He had carefully memorized all their names. So now he turned to Reg and said with all the appeal he could muster, ‘I should imagine Rawston’s a good deal like Sugden in Harold’s play. I mean the way he does everything like for a purpose.’ Kennie’s accent when he spoke was, unlike his grammar, very classy. Combined with his pretty looks it was all that Reg detested most.


‘Oh, for God’s sake, Huggett,’ he cried, ‘if you want to believe all this Dostoevsky Myshkin balls, do you have to impose every little cretinous catamite on us? At least you can ask your protégé not to come the creeping jesus over me.’


Susan and Huggett looked anxiously for a moment at Kennie; he had assured them so often of his ‘seeing red’ and of his ignorance of his own strength. Fortunately there were words he had not found in Havelock Ellis; he was clearly bewildered at Reg’s outburst.


‘Look, Reg,’ said Huggett authoritatively, ‘D. H. Lawrence was a fool. Happily for the world his corpse has long since mouldered. Don’t bother to reincarnate it for us. You haven’t got the right sort of beard.’ Then turning to Susan, he announced, ‘Vitelloni’s for the celebration dinner, I think, don’t you, Susan?’ And in a few minutes The Crowd had swept Kennie off for an orgy of pasta, risotto and red chianti. It was all Reg could do to persuade Rosa to stay behind with him at the coffee house, as she said – ‘it’s always silly to miss a party’.


The idea, at first, was to go back to Huggett’s room with plenty of bottles of Spanish red wine and play some records of unaccompanied Pennsylvania railroad songs. By the time, however, that they had reached the fruit salad and ice-cream, Huggett’s elation produced another scheme. ‘Let’s go to Clara’s,’ he cried, ‘she’ll lionize Kennie. You’d like to be lionized, wouldn’t you?’ A very little drink affected Huggett; his manner became almost bullying.


The delights of Vitelloni’s food had soon palled on Kennie; he had no great taste for food and drink, but he was used to being given more luxurious meals than The Crowd knew. With a few glasses of wine, his mind had returned to his urgent quest for the Truth. ‘I wanted like to hear what you had to say,’ he told Huggett, and he confided to Susan, whose protective arm around his waist he was now beginning also to feel an encumbrance to his quest, ‘See I’ve not much time and I’ve got to find out such a lot about myself. I thought it might be that they’d be talking again about philosophy and truth and that.’


‘We shall,’ Huggett cried. ‘We shall talk of Truth and the true virtue of the Will until the small hours. But where better than at Clara’s, Hetaira of Highgate, the Aspasia of the Archway. She holds the riddle of the Sphinx, Kennie, to say nothing of the secret of the Sibyls.’


The Crowd goggled somewhat. One or two of the girls woke for a moment to hope and elation; Huggett seldom clowned, but when he did it meant only one thing – that he, who rigidly subordinated lust and, even more, emotion, to the discipline of his great work, was in a sexy mood. The girls’ hopes were soon dashed, however, for Huggett characteristically announced quite simply, ‘Besides I think it’s time that I took Clara to bed. She works too hard for the arts; she needs time off.’


Huggett’s laughter came rarely but when it did it was always sufficient for eight men. Normally, however, it was reinforced by laughter from all The Crowd; tonight there was no reinforcement. There was silence. Then one of the girls, forgetting Huggett’s admonitions to Susan, said, ‘She’s such an awful bourgeois creature, Huggett.’ Another said, ‘She must be quite old.’ They meant the same thing. A young man in a grubby leather jacket said, ‘It’s slumming, Huggett, that’s what it is.’ Harold Gattley blinked owlishly through his spectacles, ‘I expect she sleeps in silk sheets,’ he said. ‘Just because she got your poems published, Huggett, there’s no need to be that friendly.’ Clara Turnbull-Henderson in their view was both untouchable and out of range. Harold’s red-haired girl finished manoeuvring the last cherry in her fruit salad. She looked up and said primly, ‘I don’t think I care to go all the way to Highgate, Harold.’


Huggett was seldom faced with rebellion. On such occasions, he always seemed younger even than his twenty-two years. He ran his hand through his thick red hair in perplexity and stared at them in distress. Nevertheless he was determined, and he said with sudden, boyish heartiness, ‘She’s got heaps of drink there – whisky, cherry brandy, crème de menthe.’ Then he got up from the table and edging through the narrow space between The Crowd and the next table, he made his way up the stairs, behind the cash desk to the dark, insanitary lavatory that Vitelloni’s provided for clients. Huggett’s rare evasions were of the simplest kind.


Kennie, in whose life sex had been so frequent a burden, heard Huggett’s proposal with disappointment and perplexity. He had felt so sure that tonight might be the crisis, the moment of revelation when he would learn what it was all about, what everything was for. And now perhaps there would be no talk. He thought of the unknown Clara with hatred. Susan’s grey eyes rested on him maternally. She guessed his disappointment. She had almost decided to take Kennie off on her own, when Reg and Rosa silently took their places with The Crowd. Rosa’s determination to be in on the party had won the day, but her fat little made-up face still wore the sulky pout by which she had gained her victory. Susan saw Reg and knew that she had to stay, but she pressed Kennie’s knee, and said, ‘Don’t worry. There’ll be lots of talking, Kennie.’


The Crowd pooled their money to pay for the meal, and, despite the prospect of Clara’s drinks, bought bottles of red wine to take with them. They would not let Kennie pay for anything. They were eleven when they bundled into taxis for Highgate. Kennie had to pay at the other end, because The Crowd had now hardly five shillings between them. Paying for the taxis gave Kennie great pleasure, for he felt confident that he could come more easily by money than The Crowd could.


The Crowd surged up the front steps of Miss Turnbull-Henderson’s large late-Regency stuccoed house. A small elderly man with flushed cheeks and greying black hair was already ringing the bell. He was soon swallowed up in the ocean of The Crowd’s talk and, when the door opened, he was already being gradually levered backwards down the steps by the unheeding young people. The Italian maid – Miss Turnbull’s fourth change in as many months – was completely incapable either of comprehending or of restraining The Crowd. When Clara herself arrived on the scene, The Crowd were already taking off the numerous scarves and gloves which both sexes wore at all times of the year. She was very disconcerted; her great dark eyes were round as a lemur’s, her plump, young face blushed crimson with shyness and alarm, her long ear-rings shook. Her shyness became her; and even Kennie, struck with surprise at her prettiness, felt the soundness of Huggett’s desires.


‘We’ve brought some drink,’ said Huggett, ‘we’re celebrating a twenty-first birthday. I remembered that after that meeting you told me you’d like to meet the rest of The Crowd.’


‘Oh, my dear,’ Clara cried and her silver dress shimmered and shook as she spoke, ‘I’m expecting Tristram Fleet!’ Then with more alarm, she cried, ‘Mr Fleet! There you are.’ She smiled with gracious, if excited welcome over the heads of The Crowd at the elderly stranger. Tristram Fleet smiled with equally gracious, old world courtesy back at her. In between was an insurmountable barrier of sports coats and duffle coats, woollen scarves and raincoats.


For a moment it seemed as though Mr Fleet and Clara were going to fight their way through to each other. But the situation was saved by Huggett. ‘I say,’ he said, ‘I had no idea you were Tristram Fleet. I’m Huggett and this is Reg Bellwood.’


‘How do you do?’ said Mr Fleet. ‘May I say how satisfying I found your poem “St John of the Cross”, Mr Huggett?’


‘St John on the Cross,’ Reg said angrily, but Huggett was genuinely delighted. ‘Thank you,’ he said, the pleased little boy; then the angry small boy, he added, ‘We’re against most of the stuff you write, of course.’


‘Ah,’ Mr Fleet sighed, and he made a coy little moue. ‘Ah well!’


It was beautifully done, Clara thought. Perhaps everything would be all right after all. To have brought Huggett and his group into contact with Tristram Fleet was quite something. What else was ‘Mountside’ for, for what other purpose did all the money Mummy had left her serve, except to create an intellectual forum? She had been excited by the prospect of a tête-à-tête with Tristram Fleet, but her excitement had been tinged with alarm. Now she could simply assume the role of hostess to which she had dedicated her life.


‘Mr Huggett has already addressed the Club,’ she told Tristram Fleet, and to Huggett she said, ‘Mr Fleet has come to talk over a discussion I’m hoping to get up.’ She left nothing for Huggett and Tristram Fleet to say. But there was no fear of silence for The Crowd were arguing loudly whether Fleet looked like his photographs, whether it mattered whether he did or not, whether it mattered what he looked like, whether, indeed, he mattered at all. Kennie was silent, for not reading either the Sunday or the weekly book reviews he had never heard of Tristram Fleet.


Harold’s red-haired girl friend was silent, too; she read all the Sunday and weekly book reviews and she felt that at last she had really got into intellectual circles.


Only a few of her mother’s Heal’s chairs remained in the large drawing-room which Clara was converting to Brighton Pavilion chinoiserie. Mr Fleet, however, sat in one of the more comfortable of these, and devoted himself to a few words of compliment to his hostess about the dragon panels she had put in. ‘They’re charmingly monstrous,’ he said, ‘but,’ he added, for in taste he made no demurs, ‘don’t hesitate to let the whole thing be a hundred times more monstrous. I should like to see twisted dragons entwining everywhere in monstrous embraces. Especially on the ceiling.’


This was no sort of talk for The Crowd and they set about consuming as much drink as they could in the shortest time. They persuaded Clara to let them make a ‘cup’ in a large china bowl. The Crowd always mixed as many types of drink together as possible – it saved precious time that might be spent in the fuss of choosing.


Tristram Fleet was nervous of The Crowd and in particular of Huggett. He would not otherwise have made his remark about the dragons and he quickly realized its unsuitability. He had accepted Miss Turnbull-Henderson’s invitation to address her Readers and Writers Get Together Club’ with some apprehension, but she offered such a good fee that he felt justified in considering it his duty. To find that one of the leaders of the new generation had already found the same duty cheered him, but he was not happy that his first meeting with Huggett should take place on such unfamiliar ground. At such times he would normally have taken refuge – a very congenial refuge – in making advances to one of the young women. The girls of The Crowd, however, had naked faces and dirty hair; he was repelled by them. Clara’s opulent, if rather goofy prettiness he found charming – he regretted their lost tête-à-tête. But to commit himself to Clara, with all the absurd implications of her celebrity-hunting Club, before Huggett and The Crowd was a step he did not care to make. He was intensely relieved when Huggett squatted on the floor by his chair and began to make boyishly friendly conversation like any undergraduate fan. Soon they were discussing the economic possibilities in writing for a young man in modern England.


The Crowd relieved their nervousness of the chinoiserie by drinking continuously; Clara relieved her nervousness of The Crowd by filling their glasses as often as she could. A great deal was drunk very quickly.


Susan felt depressed because Reg and Rosa had begun smooching. She decided that it was abominable of Huggett so to neglect Kennie on his birthday treat. ‘This is Kennie Martin,’ she said to Clara, ‘it’s his twenty-first birthday that we’re celebrating.’


If Clara found Kennie’s clothes disconcerting, she thought his large-eyed face – a mixture of John Keats and cretinism – most disturbing. However she thought someone so ‘interesting’-looking might well be a young genius. ‘I can’t imagine anything more wonderful than to be twenty-one and have a whole creative future in front of you,’ she said.


Kennie did not answer. He was not, like The Crowd, particularly impressed by the chinoiserie; he had been taken back to far grander places in his time – rooms with concealed cocktail cabinets and fitted-in bars.


Clara tried again. ‘Are you a dimanche writer?’ she asked.


Kennie turned and stared at her. ‘See,’ he said, ‘I’ve got to listen to what Huggett’s saying to that bloke. It’s important to me.’


Clara blushed crimson once more, but, remembering the strange brusqueries so usual in young genius, she decided not to take offence and contented herself by filling up Kennie’s glass even more often than those of the others.


It was not long before Huggett’s conversation changed from the polite and the practical to the expounding of doctrine. He had great faith in his powers of conversion. Tristram Fleet, lulled by preliminary politenesses, felt only flattered by this friendly man-to-man challenge of the avant garde. He was not among the established literary figures who made a profession of easy communication with youth; he only regretted now that more of his contemporaries were not present to witness his surprising success. He nodded attentively as Huggett gesticulated.


Kennie sat himself close to them and gazed as though into a fish tank at the Aquarium. Around this little group the smoke gathered and through it could be seen the increasingly drunk Crowd, petting and smooching, and occasionally sitting bolt upright to listen with drunken pantomimic reverence to the talk. Even Susan, with her short straggly hair and red sunburnt face, began to look like a tipsy cricket Blue. Through the haze Clara glided and glinted like some graceful, silvery fish. It was a success, she felt, but she did not dare to relax.


Kennie became increasingly sleepy. Huggett’s dicta came to him in sudden wafts and then receded. What he heard, however, seemed to his drunken senses the revelation he was seeking.


‘There is no other vision but a subjective one,’ Huggett was saying. ‘I make my own maps and mark my own paths on them. If people choose to follow me they’ll find their own salvation.’


‘But your secret areas are so closely guarded. You keep your secrets too well. You’ve published no Defence of the Realm Act,’ Mr Fleet said. It was all much easier than he had expected.


‘It’s my realm,’ Huggett shouted, and ‘I must protect it how I can.’


Kennie saw how serious it all was from the look on Huggett’s face. Later he heard Huggett protesting.


‘Good God! Of course, Rousseau was insane. What would be the possible point of taking any notice of him, if he wasn’t? If you sit on this side of sanity, you’ll fade away with the anonymous men, you’ll be lost in the desert void of reason. Surely you can see that the only hope lies in the subtle and difficult patterns that lie beyond the reason. Why even as an aesthete you must admit that. They’re the only beautiful things left. Go to Blake, go to Maupassant in his last days, go to the Dukhobors and the followers of Jezreel. Why even the next lunatic escaped from an asylum can tell you more of what the real truth is than fools like Hume or Bertrand Russell.’


‘Mm,’ said Mr Fleet. ‘Great wits are sure to madness near allied. I see.’ It was all far more banal than he had expected. He was beginning to find it quite tedious.


Then again, through a thicker haze and a room that was increasingly showing signs of revolving, Kennie heard Huggett say, ‘Oh well, of course, if you don’t recognize the humanist conspiracy to conceal the truth they’ve betrayed.’


‘Do you seriously mean,’ Mr Fleet asked, ‘a conscious conspiracy?’


Huggett paused for a moment, then he replied gravely, ‘When I am talking to some people, I am inclined to think that the only answer to that question is, Yes.’


‘Ah,’ said Mr Fleet, ‘I see. Well that takes me into fields with which I’m quite unfamiliar and quite unqualified to continue our argument.’ He got up and moved across the room.


Kennie could see that Huggett was very angry.


Distressed though he was at the course of his conversation with Huggett, Tristram Fleet felt on his mettle not to give up. He came over to Reg. ‘And what are you writing at the moment, Mr Bellwood?’ he asked.


Reg had been quite willing to be placated earlier, but he resented Tristram Fleet’s sole attention to Huggett. He was annoyed with Rosa for making him come to the party and more deeply resentful than ever of Kennie as the cause of the occasion. He saw his chance. ‘Oh, nothing much. Thanks awfully,’ he said in an aggressive imitation of Mr Fleet’s voice. Then taking Mr Fleet by the arm, he said, ‘But you must meet the hero of this party. Our twenty-one-year-old Teddy boy. I expect you’ve read about the menace of the Teddy boys, but I bet you’ve never met one, Mr Fleet.’


He led the embarrassed critic over to where Kennie sat with his sensual mouth more than usually adenoidally open in a desperate attempt to sort out Huggett’s vital words from a general drink-fumed haze.


‘Kennie,’ Reg said, ‘here’s the most distinguished guest of your party – Mr Tristram Fleet. Mr Fleet, meet our twenty-one-year-old guest of honour, Kennie Martin, as you can see by his attire, a genuine guaranteed Teddy boy.’ He then moved away.


Kennie hated Reg for calling him a Teddy boy – everyone knew he was on his own. He remembered also that Tristram Fleet had made Huggett angry.


Mr Fleet’s first impulse on taking in Kennie’s appearance was to turn his back and go away, but the boy’s evident misery made him feel that he must soften Reg Bellwood’s rudeness. ‘I’m afraid that in my secluded ignorance,’ he said, ‘I’ve had no acquaintance with any of the young people of today – Teddy boys or otherwise. I’m delighted to meet you though. Many happy returns of the day.’


Something in the combined cultured tones and evident nervousness of Mr Fleet gave Kennie a clue as to how he could avenge Huggett. He leaned forward in his chair and gave Mr Fleet a slow, insolent smile with which he had often sent elderly gentlemen about their business. ‘Look,’ he said, ‘you’ve got the wrong bloke. I shouldn’t think you did know any Teddy boys, but if you did, I know what they’d call you – a f — bent, see.’


The slang was unfamiliar to Mr Fleet, but its intended meaning was painfully clear. He reddened with fury; his reputation as a womaniser was known to everyone. He turned his back on Kennie. For a moment he thought of leaving, but he somehow felt that he must restore his reputation. He looked for Clara, but to his disgust he saw that she had sunk at last on to the sofa where she was holding Huggett’s hand. His eyes swept the hideous nakedness of the young women’s faces. Harold’s red-haired girl friend made a desperate effort to hold his glance, but he pushed on hurriedly. At last he fixed upon Rosa. Her face if a little spotty was, at least, properly made up and not without a certain sophistication. Her clothes too made some offer of the curves of her figure. Besides it would be pleasant to annoy the insufferable Mr Bell wood. He lowered himself with a certain difficulty to the floor by her chair, and gave her his full attention. Here he met with a greater triumph than perhaps he intended. Rosa was already disgruntled with her victory over Reg. So far it had given her no more than a little petting and, as this was from Reg himself, she might have had it less grudgingly anywhere else. Also she alone of the women of The Crowd felt any envy of Clara’s looks, clothes and money. Attention from Tristram Fleet seemed at last to make sense of her triumph. She saw to it that at least she left in his taxi. Susan, too, gained indirectly from Rosa’s triumph, for Reg could not bear to leave alone. Before Reg took her off, she bent over Kennie and asked, ‘Will you be all right, Kennie?’ but he was asleep. Two by two The Crowd departed so that Huggett and Clara found themselves alone. When he began to unhook her dress she pointed at Kennie. Turning out the lights, she led Huggett upstairs.


It was quite dark in the room when Kennie woke. He felt very sick. His first thought was to get outside, for, unless antagonized, he was naturally very polite and Clara had been the hostess of The Crowd. It would be awful if he vomited in her room, but he managed to hold off until he got into the garden. Everything was very still when he bent down under a lilac bush. When he raised his head the sky seemed immense over him, the moonlight illumined remote distances. Far away the sound of a train whistle made his sense of loneliness almost unendurable. He was near to tears. He fought through the daze to hold on to the important things he had heard Huggett say. He set off to walk across the Heath and work out their meaning.




   





Colonel Lambourn looked at his watch and noted with annoyance that it was already half past midnight. He liked to take his walk at half past eleven exactly, but recently he had fallen asleep once or twice after his dinner and tonight he must have slept longer than usual. It was not altogether surprising after the unsatisfactory chat he’d had with that fellow at the Board of Trade – some subordinate without an ounce of gumption.


The Colonel locked the front door of his flat – always rather a business now that he’d had a third lock put on, but one couldn’t be too careful with things as they stood – and set off briskly along Parliament Hill to the Heath. He carried his dispatch-case with him, because despite the three locks, there were things that he felt happier to have under his eye – in fairness to the community. He walked erectly and briskly for a man of seventy-four. He was still a handsome man with his rubicund cheeks and bright blue eyes, and he dressed smartly, although his black hat and overcoat were not new. He noticed with satisfaction how quickly a sleep had restored his energies after a very tiring day. Visits to the central offices of the Prudential, to the Royal Geographical Society, to the Treasury, to the Board of Trade, to Peter Jones, to the Bolivian Embassy, to the Wallace Collection and to Church House – few men of his age could have carried programmes of this kind out day after day, wet or fine; but then few men of his age had his responsibilities, few men, indeed, of any age. He smiled grimly. His blue eyes had a watery glaze.


Reviewing the day’s interviews – two events disturbed him; the incompetence of the subordinate at the Board of Trade, but, far more disturbing, the fellow at the Prudential. To begin with he had no illusions that the fellow was really the high-up chap he represented himself to be and he’d told him so, but more disturbing than that, he had a shrewd idea that it was the same fellow who’d represented himself to be the Curator of Kew Gardens a few days before, and indeed, the same chap that had given himself out to be the Secretary of the Patent Office last month. In which case … However, discipline was the main essential. Every step in the campaign in its due order; and no panic.


He went over tomorrow’s appointments: Willesden Borough Council, the Lord Chamberlain’s Office, the Directors of Overseas Broadcasts, the Scottish Office, the Ranger of Richmond Park, the Arts Council, Friends’ House, and the Secretary of the Junior Carlton. A tiring day. The Colonel’s eyelids shut, but a moment later he tensed the muscles of his face and marched on.


It was as he was passing a bench beneath a large oak tree that the Colonel’s attention was drawn to a bent figure seated there. Some young fellow in distress apparently. Well, there’d soon be a great deal of distress in the world, unless the fellows in authority proved a great deal less idiotic than they had up to now. All the same, there was no more terrible sight in the world than a man in tears – most demoralizing thing that could happen.


The Colonel was about to walk on, when some sense of his own distress and loneliness made him decide to see if he could help at all. Used as he was to official business, however, he was not adept at establishing human contacts. He sat rather stiffly at the other end of the bench and it was some minutes before he could bring himself to ask nervously, ‘Is there anything I can do to help?’


The boy turned enormous eyes upon him. ‘Look,’ he said, ‘I’m not interested.’


Colonel Lambourn was familiar with these words. ‘I’m not surprised,’ he said, ‘few people are interested to find out the truth.’ To his amazement however, the boy took him up on these words.


‘Who says I’m not interested in the Truth. That’s what I’m searching for, see.’


‘Ah’ said Colonel Lambourn. ‘In that case …’ He felt in his breast pocket, took out a leather wallet and presented the boy with his card. ‘Lieutenant-Colonel Lambourn (Rtd), 673 Parliament Hill, N.W.’


The boy read the card, then he said, ‘I thought you looked like a colonel.’ But Colonel Lambourn no longer seemed interested in the boy’s remarks: he opened his dispatch-case and began to take out various maps. He spoke in a loud, rather colourless, official voice, ‘I’m perfectly aware, sir,’ he said, ‘that you are a very busy man.’ The boy looked surprised at this. ‘As I am myself,’ the Colonel went on. ‘I shall not presume any further on your time than it takes to explain the essentials of the very serious situation which at present presents itself in this country. A situation which, however, I think you will see offers unlimited possibilities if comprehended properly and dealt with promptly. A situation which if, as I say, dealt with in this way offers to humanity a greater opportunity of grasping the essential truth of life than any that have previously existed. And now,’ he said and his watery blue eyes glinted with a formal smile, ‘I shall cut out any further cackle and draw your attention to these three maps.’


He seemed for a moment to search for a table in front of him, then contenting himself with the ground, he spread out a map of England. ‘I do not have to remind you, sir,’ he said, ‘of the absolute secrecy which necessarily surrounds my statement. I don’t wish,’ he looked a little anxiously at the boy and his head shook a little, ‘to speak idly of a conspiracy. People are so often discouraged when I tell them of the continuous persecution to which I’ve been subjected.’ His voice sounded puzzled, ‘Fools find it so easy to avoid the truth by calling it madness.’


The boy looked at the old man eagerly, then he asked with excitement, ‘Have you ever been in an asylum?’


Colonel Lambourn drew himself up stiffly, ‘My enemies,’ he said, ‘had me locked away at one time, but I’m glad to say justice prevailed.’ He folded up the map and showed signs of leaving.


‘No, don’t go,’ the boy cried, ‘I want to hear what you have to say. Like you’ll be able to tell the truth of it all.’


The old man spread out the map once more. ‘Thank you for your understanding, sir,’ he said, ‘you are a wise man.’ And now he began to explain the red lines and crosses On the map. ‘These you see,’ he said, ‘are the old bridle paths of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. As far as I have been able to establish them,’ and he repeated somewhat vaguely, ‘As far as I have been able to establish them. Now,’ and he spread out another map marked in blue, ‘here you have the Government defence zones, atomic power stations and gun sites laid down in the Defence of the Realm Act.’


The boy’s eyes grew rounder as Huggett’s conversation with Fleet returned to him.


‘You will notice that each of these bridle paths leads in fact to a defence zone. Hardly a coincidence, I suggest. Now look at this third map. A Map of Treasure Trove issued by the Office of Works. Notice the position of the bridle paths in relation to the buried treasures and in relation to the defence zones.’ The boy echoed, ‘Buried treasure,’ excitedly. ‘But,’ said the old man solemnly, ‘this map perhaps is the most conclusive. A diagram of the intersections of the three maps when superimposed. You see what they show?’ he asked.


The boy stared open-mouthed.


‘No?’ said the Colonel. ‘Allow me to draw your attention. So, so, and so. You see. Three open pentacles.”


He sat back with a look of triumph. And the boy leaned forward excitedly.


‘I think,’ Colonel Lambourn said, ‘that if the intersections of these pentacles themselves were to be fully explored, indeed I have no doubt, that humanity would be in possession of what I may call the putative treasure and, if that were to happen, I have no doubt that our enemies would be, to put it mildly, seriously discomforted.’ He began to fold up the maps and replace them in the dispatch-case.


‘What’s it mean?’ cried the boy. ‘What’s it tell you?’ And as the old man began to rise from the bench, he seized his arm roughly, ‘I want to know the Truth,’ he cried, ‘I want you to tell me the Truth of it all. What’s behind it?’


Colonel Lambourn turned and stared at the boy. His head shook a little and for a moment a film came down over his blue eyes, then he sat down, opened his dispatch-case and took out the first map. The boy’s body trembled with excitement. ‘I’m perfectly aware, sir,’ the Colonel said, ‘that you are a very busy man. As I am myself. So I shall not presume any further on your time than it takes to explain the essentials of the very serious situation which at present presents itself in this country …’ The boy stared amazed. ‘A situation which, however,’ the Colonel went on, ‘I think you will see offers possibilities.’


‘It’s a bloody cheat,’ Kennie cried.


The despair of his screams made the Colonel turn towards him. Kennie banged his fist down on the old man’s face. Blood poured from the Colonel’s nose and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the bench corner. Kennie got up and ran away across the grass.




   





See, it’s like I said when I see red I don’t know my own strength. And it’s all, all of it, a bloody cheat and I don’t know what I shall do. But if there’s questions, I’ll be all right, see, because what’s an old bloke like that want talking to me on Hampstead Heath at one o’clock in the morning. That’s what they’ll want to know.
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