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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      




“I am interested in Margaret, but I don’t really care…”


Margaret Oliver needs to get away to Aunt Josie’s and rest, to think about what to do with her insensitive, humorless husband.


But there is no rest—only “dreams?” at night and visions of Josie and her lover, Paul Tyson, during the day. When suddenly, Paul’s revolutionary explorations into the action of time approach the breakthrough point, there is Paul’s … suicide? accident? murder?


And all the while her subconscious is active, restless, goading her on, offering suggestions, trying to find out what is happening to Margaret… and why?




We have no knowledge of how this unconscious functions, but since it is conjectured to be a psychic system it may possibly have everything that consciousness has … If the unconscious can contain everything that is known to be a function of consciousness, then we are faced with the possibility that it too, like consciousness, possesses a subject, a sort of ego.


Individuation is complete when the conscious and the unconscious learn to know, respect, and accommodate each other.


C. G. Jung




Chapter 1


Even the subdivisions thinned out after Margaret passed Brookhaven, and she started to watch for the turnoff, to her left, that would take her to Josie’s house. They say that there used to be many large estates on this part of the island and perhaps they were still there, but from the highway they were invisible and, she suspected, long since abandoned, razed for the innumerable rows of houses and white concrete streets. It was hot that day; an out-of-season heat wave had come in to replace April’s sooty rains, and the expressway had been swarming with traffic, apparently headed toward Jones Beach. They separated, she to hew to her more northern route, the endless parade keeping right Brookhaven. She looked at the signs and what? She couldn’t remember if she thought about it. Then or not: I did and have since then, I know. So while I thought about atomic accidents and mutated brush, purple grasses, white leaves, disproportionately shaped trees, and such, she was preoccupied with watching for the turnoff, although it wasn’t even due for twenty miles. Bennett had said twenty miles. I tried to make her remember his words, but only succeeded in making her anxious, so I gave up and continued to consider Brookhaven. She was worrying about the narrowness of the road, hoping she wouldn’t meet a truck on it. And she had slowed down infernally. Not that I cared particularly. I studied the roadside, and noticed the clouds that were scudding now, and smelled the sea air, and let her worry about trucks.


I began watching for the turnoff, too, and if she missed it, I planned to give her an itch that wouldn’t let up for hours.


There were cliffs along her left, Margaret was thinking, with some surprise. Now and then there was a glimpse of the sound, and the air had changed in the past half hour or so, smelling of air that has been purified by hundreds of miles of interplay with salt spray and sun. She drove through Baiting Hollow with absolutely no awareness that in less than a tenth of a mile she would have to turn. I made her hands tighten, and she decided it must be near now. I made her slow down and make the turn, and then keep her eyes on the left to catch the first sight of the house from above it on the road, I could remember the entire scene with Bennett when he described this place, but, of course, she didn’t. She was pleasantly jolted when she saw the small gray building in front of boulders that almost dwarfed it, and the scraggly, wind-warped pines that shielded it from the constant sea wind. I shall call it the sea.


The road twisted and the view was gone. She didn’t see it again until she made a second turn, this time from the tertiary road that was pitted and gutted, to a driveway that was in even worse condition. It had heaved and cracked and thawed so many, times in the past that there were jumbles of macadam and deep gullies and hummocks of grasses. It led to the house and was passable, in low, if you had no need to get back out in a hurry. Margaret thought that perhaps she would never want to leave. She looked out the rearview mirror as she slipped and ground her way toward the house and already she was alone in the world. The poor road was out of sight; there was nothing but the boulders and the steep driveway and the house.


It was for the sea that she had come. She sat in the car when she brought it to a halt and stared out at the choppy water, blue green, gray, purple, whitecapped and rough at a shoals several hundred feet offshore, smooth and glassy on this side of the sandbars, wavelets which hardly even murmured as they touched the coarse sand shore. She found herself leaving the car. I took her toward the rocks that were tossed this way and that, and stood her on them with the wind whipping her skirt about her legs, feeling through her the sea and the air and the chill that erased the thoughts of the heat of the city and the long drive to this place. She listened to the quiet waves and the rustle of the grasses as blades rubbed and freed themselves only to rub abrasively again. It was too late for a swim, already the shadows were elongated and black, and the air was cooling very fast. Tomorrow, she promised, herself or the sea, and she wasn’t certain which. Tomorrow.


She opened the house then, not paying more than cursory attention to it yet. She hadn’t come for the house. Bennett had said it was very nice; he said the Metropolitan Museum was very nice; Buckingham Palace was very nice; his hotel room in Atlanta from which he had called her last night was very nice; Josie’s house was very nice. Later she would study it, pry, redecorate it in her mind, but then she was not interested. She scowled at the thoughts of Bennett that kept bobbing up. She had come here to think about Bennett, but not tonight. Not now.


She took the groceries from the car, studied the remaining driveway to the garage which had an apartment over it, and shook her head. It certainly was impassable. Bennett had told her not to leave the car out where the salt spray and blowing sand would pit the finish, but the driveway was nothing but holes. She turned and glanced at the length she had driven and saw, that there really was no difference. She finished unpacking the car, took her bags inside the house and left the car standing outside the door, where the wind would drive salt and sand against it and pit it and pit it and pit it.


Margaret was too tired to think, too tired to care that the house was wrapped in dust covers from end to end. I had her pull the sheets from the furniture and toss them in a corner; if she had no curiosity about the house, I did. I got her started on unpacking the groceries and through her eyes I examined the kitchen; As she put things away I wondered about the house, about Josie, why she had left it like this; I wondered about Bennett, what he was doing, and what Margaret would do next I didn’t care a lot I am interested, but don’t really care, unless she begins to go the route of drugs. I keep her away from them, when I can. Sleeping pills are the worst; they hit me harder than they do her. The others usually don’t touch me at all, but they make her try to get at me, sometimes, and that can be bothersome. She is so terribly afraid of me. If it weren’t for that those probes wouldn’t matter, might even be nice for both of us, but she is afraid of what shell find, and I can’t reassure her without bringing on the acute anxieties that make her reach for the sleeping pills: ouroboros. I wondered: if the worm got enough of his tail inside him, so that it reached the digestive juices, how much of himself would he digest before he died of auto-cannibalism?


Margaret lifted a bottle of bourbon from the last of the bags and stared at it as if she had forgotten that she had packed it herself. Suddenly she sat down hard, still clutching the bottle.


“God,” she whispered. “Oh, God, what am I doing?” She felt as if she had been asleep and stared about at the kitchen as if seeing it for the first time that evening. The same thoughts kept going around and around, drowning out everything else: she had to think about Bennett and her; she had to call him before eight; she had to eat something. At the thought of eating she realized that she hadn’t eaten since nine that morning, and then only toast and coffee.


Briskly she rummaged among the groceries she had put away in the refrigerator and brought out cold beef, lettuce and tomatoes, and a quart of milk. She was being determined so I left her alone. She made a sandwich and ate it as she wandered again through the house, carrying a glass of milk. Her room, in blue and white, nice … She said, ugh, at the word nice. He had her doing it. The room was comfortable, feminine, well furnished with a chaise longue, a chair, a large bed, a desk, dresser. A closet was half lull of clothes, all in dust bags. She would look them over the next day, she thought, closing the door. A partitioned bathroom led to a second bedroom, and this one was a man’s room. She pulled dust covers off to see the furniture. Brown and white, plain, larger than the first bedroom. She wandered through it to the hall, and I gave her a twinge and sent her back to look it over more carefully. She was almost finished with her sandwich, and was thinking about the coffee she had left on the stove. She saw little of the room, but I studied it very carefully. The bed was twin size, covered with a tailored spread; there was a very worn leather chair and a large desk with a drawing board tilted back on it, half a dozen pens in a brown mug. One wall was covered with shelves of books, a print and some blown-up astronomy pictures on another wall…


Margaret left the room again and once more felt the urge to return. There was something about it … She shrugged. Tomorrow.


I let her go and looked again at the bedroom, now a permanent part of my memory. It was the best room in the house, with a fireplace between double windows overlooking the sea and the rocks. The room had been used by someone who appreciated it. The leather chair was worn, but kept, probably always in that same spot where he could look up from his book and study the patterns of light and dark on the water. The rug had indentations; the chair belonged there, as the desk belonged where it was, and the ashtray on the desk, and the wastebasket by the desk. A swing-out typewriter? I made her put down her coffee and return to the bedroom and examine the desk more closely; there it was, complete with electric typewriter. She went back to the kitchen and finished eating then.


She was thinking about the room too, and as so often happens when her thoughts echo mine, there was a good bit of carryover. That was the middle ground where I feel that I can almost get through to her, or let her come into me.


She and Bennett had talked of Josie now and then, but she could remember little of what he had told her about his aunt Josie Oliver was his old maid aunt, he had said jokingly once: Josie Oliver, the famous theater designer.


“She pulled out the year before we got married,” Bennett had said. “No one knows why. She never said. But she’s in London now, and the house is standing there vacant, and she says that we are welcome to it anytime.”


That was all that Margaret could remember of Josie Oliver. But Bennett’s old maid aunt holed up in a country house with a man? Who was he, where was he? Why hadn’t they married? Margaret frowned, wondering if Bennett knew anything about this. I knew that he didn’t. He would never have permitted his wife to come into the house if he had known. The thought made her uneasy and she pushed it aside.


I had a lot more about Josie than she did, but none of it added to any more than she had reached: the pages of Bennett’s album that had ads for various shows that Josie had designed sets and costumes for; a few cards she had sent him when he was younger; a note or two. I looked again at her decisive handwriting, bold, self-assured, half script, half print, all her very own. No picture. I never had seen her or a picture of her. Bennett’s description: “She’s two or three years older than I am”—he was now forty—“rather pretty, or was a few years ago, taller than you, but not very much, thin, smokes like a train, with long skinny fingers. I remembered her fingers. She loved rings, great big flashy ones, wore them all the time. She lost one of them at our house once and there was hell for a week until it was found, turned out that it was a real emerald.”


That was Josie. Her room had been stripped of personal things: her books were gone, her art materials, her accessories had been cleared from the bathroom and the dresser in her room. But his, the man’s, things were all there, just as he must have left them. Why? I knew she would hear the telephone ring in a moment or two, and that it was seven-thirty then, and that Margaret had to call Bennett before eight. Also, she was getting cool, and she was afraid to turn on the furnace.


The telephone rang and Margaret jerked at the sound. I would have warned her if I’d been able to. Sometimes I can, but not usually.


“Hello,” she said, almost in a whisper, not wanting to hear her own voice in that quiet house.


“Miss Oliver? This is Gus Dyerman. Everything all right up to the house?”


Margaret stared blankly at the phone. Gus Dyerman, the grocer that the agent said would check. Why didn’t the fool remember? She didn’t, not at all. She made a noise that could have meant anything and he said:


“I wanted to tell you that I put some logs on the back stoop for you. And m’boy Harry’ll be there first thing in the morning to light your furnace, less’n you want him to do it tonight. Don’t ’spect it’ll get very cold tonight though, do you?”


“No, not at all. It’s fine,” Margaret said. She didn’t know what to call him. He had slurred his name and she wasn’t even sure of what or who he was.


“Yes’m. If you want anything, want Harry to bring up anything, you just call, you hear? Nice lamb chops came in today, and some good Boston lettuce….”


“I don’t think, I mean … Yes, I’ll call, if I think of anything….”


“Better take down my new number, Miss Oliver. It’s 378-9402. You got that?”


“Yes,” Margaret said, almost desperately, “but I’m not…”


“I’ll just send up a few things that I recall you used to like, nice berries up from the South, and some cream, and eggs. Anything you don’ need, just send back with Harry. Won’t bother you no more tonight, Miss Oliver. Glad to have you back again, ma’am.”


Margaret sat holding the still phone and finally laughed. “Just what the hell difference does it make?” she said. She would straighten it out the next day, or someday. She glanced at her watch and dialed the hotel in Atlanta where Bennett was staying.


“Hello, dear, I’m here.” Margaret forced gaiety into her voice.


“Good. Everything all set then? Is the electricity turned on, the furnace, and everything?” “Yes. Everything’s fine.”


“Good. You get some rest and I’ll try to get up in the middle of the week. I can’t promise yet, though. Did you catch the evening news?”


“No, I forgot … I was just getting in,” she added quickly.


“Okay, but try to get the late news. We made all the networks. Greeley’s in great form. Tomorrow we’re off to Birmingham….”


I could see Bennett, crisp white shirt, black tie, spotless black tuxedo, his hair so precise it might have been painted on. No man named Arnold, I thought at Margaret forcefully, will ever become President. Margaret thought how much she disliked Arnold Greeley; she said, “Let me know where you are in Birmingham. I won’t try to call you again. It will be much easier if you just call here from time to time. I’ll be here.”


Pictures of Bennett flashed on and off in her mind: Bennett smiling at her, his glasses hiding his eyes behind reflections of twin lamps, his lips curved showing his gorgeous teeth. Bennett gorgeous, phoney but gorgeous, right out of a poster of the most successful man of his time, with painted-on hair and eyes that hid behind glasses and teeth that made dentists envious. Bennett turning off the light before touching her. Bennett coming in late, groping for her in the dark, finishing with her quickly, falling asleep, not knowing, or caring, if she slept then, or if she crept from the bed…. Bennett, sleeping, mouth partly open, trickle of drool.


“Take care of yourself, darling,” he said. “See you next week.”


Margaret put the phone down very gently, hardly making a sound. She went to the kitchen and poured bourbon into a glass, added a little water, and drank it quickly. She made a second drink, took it with her to the living room and stared at the television in the corner. The late news. She’d try to remember.


She had to make the bed, and unpack some of the things from her suitcase. The agent had said linens were in drawers; she rummaged until she found them. The blue and white room was cold. She was shivering by the time she had the sheets in place. She had a sweater in one of the suitcases, but she went past them and looked inside the closet again and took a plastic-wrapped sweater from the shelf. It was a pale blue cashmere sweater with crystal buttons. Eighty dollars, she thought, putting it on. She remembered the logs and went out to the back stoop to bring in some of them. On her way back she remembered that there was a fireplace in the brown and white room as well as in the living room, and she turned and went inside the man’s room, where she laid the fire and made the bed. She looked inside the closet; his clothes were there.


She took the clothes bag away from his jackets and slacks and felt the rough cloth, and then backed away from them and returned to the living room. She looked over the television-stereo console and put on a record, and as it played she washed her dishes. She took her bags from the blue and white room and put them in the other one. I was pleased with her; I’d barely even nudged her about k. She liked the brown and white room better, too.


She was hardly thinking at all, just doing things without questioning herself, keeping her mind as blank as she could. When she finished with the few things that she had to do, she was lost for several minutes and a feeling of near panic overcame her; it passed quickly as she started to examine the bookshelves in the living room. She pulled down an illustrated Morte d’Arthur and took it with her to the bathroom and started to run water into the tub.


I was busy too, not bothering with her at all really. I was sorry that she had chosen the Mallory book. I knew it already, and she wouldn’t be seeing it anyway. It might as well have been one that I never had glimpsed before. I made her uncomfortable with the book, but couldn’t get her to put it back for another one, so I gave that up. I was keeping attuned to the time; I didn’t want her to miss Arnold Greeley’s broadcast, and I knew I couldn’t trust her to turn it on without prodding. She detested him. I don’t hate him. I am interested in him and in what he’s doing. She is pure animal; all reaction, no cerebration at all. Time is a problem with her. I have to keep track of it for her and then sometimes she won’t acknowledge my signals. For me, of course, there is her now, and all other times. That is bothersome too. There is all other time, all equally true and clear and available to me, but as she moves farther and farther away from her past she loses events and names and dates. They aren’t repressed; she simply can’t find them, and we can’t make contact. Then, often, so much of what she thinks she is remembering is wrong. She said, “I wish I could break through and see what’s really in there, go exploring in my own mind, you know?” She doesn’t remember saying it, but she did, when she was fifteen, and very intense, and rather intellectual for her age. I thought then, how marvelous it would be to be able to open to her, to be one with her, but I saw that I was wrong. Those few times when she has had a glimpse she has been terrified.


Too, she misinterprets. She digs out a piece of something, adds conscious judgment, the “logic” she has acquired, to color it wrong, and thinks she has the truth.


I was thinking along those lines, also keeping in mind that the news would be on shortly, checking the pages that she turned to confirm that I had them all already, feeling with her the heat of the water slowly cooling, smelling with her the scent of the bath oil, the fragrance of the soap, enjoying the feel of the fluffy cloth, comparing it to a cloth she’d had at three, remembering the smell of her mother leaning over her bed, keeping a check on the fire because she hadn’t closed the screen, wondering what her father would have said about her not wanting a baby…. I was comparing the bathroom with other bathrooms, the ones she’d had in her first New York apartment, the outhouse at camp when she was eleven, the mauve-papered one in her mother’s house…. Each one was there, could be entered and examined, cracks counted in the tile, and so on. None of this reached her, of course. She was a blank. Presently she left the tub and wrapped herself in a heavy robe and warm slippers and curled: on the couch in the living room before the television.


She watched the screen, sipping a third drink. She was warm now and felt sleepy and comfortable. The war news, the President’s latest message, a senator’s caustic reply, weather, minor items. Then Arnold Greeley was there, handsome, serious, father to the world.


“… to give in to such evil. Never has this great nation faced such internal unrest, such unwarranted castigation by its own citizens, such treasonous deeds and threats, such blatant propagandizing of its youth …”


Margaret stared at the screen and didn’t notice when the newscast ended, when the string of commercials started and stopped, when the movie Intermezzo began. Somewhere about the middle of the movie, she jerked away and staggered up from the couch to turn off the set and go to bed. She switched off lights in the small house and closed the door of the brown and white room. The closet door was open and she saw her reflection there in a full-length mirror. She pulled off her robe slowly and stared at the person she saw across the room, thin, good legs, long hair that was darkening but had once been the color of pale honey, blue-green eyes. She groped for the light switch behind her, and only the dying fire lighted the room then. Still she stared at the image and very slowly she raised one hand to her breast, feeling her flesh, pinching the nipple until it responded She stepped closer to the mirror and watched her other hand move. She wanted to close her eyes, wanted to stop, wanted to cry, and did none of those things. She was staring into the mirror, but to the side of it I could see the brown corduroy coat, could feel the texture, smell the man smell of it. Margaret cried out then and fell across the bed sobbing almost hysterically.


I felt only disgust for her. She hadn’t finished it and JIOW would be up for hours, restless, demanding, not allowing me to have that small bit of freedom that I felt was my due. And in the end she might even decide on sleeping pills. I tried to make her go back to the motions that would bring about orgasm and finally rest, but she twisted and squirmed and sobbed and refused to touch her own body again.




Chapter 2


She had a bad night and awakened sluggishly, hearing, but not recognizing the sound, a pounding on the back door of the small house. Harry Dyerman, the grocer’s son, I tried to tell her, but the wall between us was never more solid than that morning. She yanked on her robe and ran her hand through her hair. It doesn’t tangle when she sleeps. As long as it is, you’d think it would, but it doesn’t.


Harry was sixteen, maybe, embarrassed and uncomfortable when she opened the door for him. He carried a large grocery bag and tried not to look at her. Margaret’s feet were cold; she hadn’t put on her slippers.


“Dad said that if you didn’t need the stuff I should bring it back, and to give you this.” Harry handed her an envelope.


Margaret started to put it in her pocket, turned, asking, “How much do I owe you?”


He looked stupidly at her and shook his head. Margaret realized that Josie must have paid weekly, or monthly, or something. She rubbed her eyes hard. She should say, I’m not Josephine Oliver, kid. She felt the envelope then as the silence grew, and she pulled out a sheet of notepaper wrapped around a check. The check was for $54.50, made out to Josie. She stared at it, feeling as stupid as the boy looked. The note: “Dear Miss Oliver, Here is the balance from the one hundred dollars you left me. I paid Alice 8.50 to clean, and took out the 37 you owed me. Leaving a balance of 54.50. I didn’t know where you was or I’d of mailed it to you. Yours sincerely, Gus.”


She started to slip the check in her pocket and jerked it out again. She couldn’t keep Josie’s check, or cash it. She held it out for Harry to take back, and he took a backward step. He was staring at her now.


‘Tell… tell Gus to keep it, to pay for the things I’ll be getting while I’m here,” she said.


Harry took the check, but still didn’t leave. She waited. “Dad says do you want someone to come up and clean for you?”


Alice? Did Alice always come to clean? She’d know Josie by sight … I tried to reach Margaret again, but she was having none of me that morning. She said, “I guess so….”


“He’ll send Mrs. Carmichael over tomorrow, or whenever you say.”


“Alice?”


“She busted her leg ice skating last winter and she’s staying with her daughter down in Jersey somewheres now.”


After Harry left, Margaret put on coffee and found her slippers. I almost felt sorry for her. She wasn’t able to cope at all, and there was a call coming up, and the coffee would boil over, and the stupid boy had forgotten the furnace and would be back….


She tried to ignore the phone when it rang, but it went on and on and finally she answered it


“Miss Oliver, this is Horace Bok. May I come over to see you this morning? I’m over at Baiting Hollow …”


Margaret said, Tm sorry, you have the wrong number.”


“Please, Miss Oliver. I know you’re back! Don’t hang up. Just hear me out. Please!”


“Mr. Bok,” she said desperately, “I just got here, I haven’t even unpacked yet…”


“Dr. Bok,” his voice said softly, almost whispering. Then accusingly, “You’ve forgotten all about it, haven’t you? You wrote to me that when you came back I could look over the material, and you’ve forgotten….”


“Mis … Dr. Bok, I have to go. Coffee is boiling over. Good-bye.”


She mopped up the coffee, then poured herself a cup and sipped it as she began to go through the bag of groceries. Strawberries, cream, cheese, lettuce, ham slices, scallions…. Dyerman had been thorough. There was even a loaf of raisin bread. She wrinkled her nose. Raisin bread? I was wondering how Bok had learned that she was there in the house. Through Dyerman or the agent who had arranged for the electricity to be turned on, probably. Horace Bok. I never had heard his name before. What material did he want from Josie? Margaret wasn’t even curious about it yet. She was headachy and mildly hungover, and trying hard to remember the dream she’d been having when the pounding on the door interrupted her sleep.


It was a simpleminded dream, but she would make a big to-do about it if she recalled. I had heard the jeep turn from the road into the drive, and I had told myself a story about it: Bennett, in uniform, delivering a message to Garcia by jeep, being shot at by gorillas with poison darts, with Greeley in the background—Greeley being Garcia in this case—afraid Margaret would distract Bennett’s attention long enough to permit one of the darts to get past his flying hands that kept knocking them aside before they hit him. One of the gorillas had started to beat on a hollow log, rotted at both ends, I had added maliciously, and that had taken care of the boy’s pounding on the door.


She tried to recapture the content, and I kept pushing it out of her reach, until she gave up and sliced a piece of raisin bread and spread it with the sweet butter that Dyerman had sent. What material does Bok want? I kept pushing that up for her to seize on, but she sidestepped again and again. I looked over the rooms and decided to make her go through the desk drawers. She was reluctant. She’s a rather decent sort, doesn’t pry into other people’s mail, and like that, but I made her anxious about Bok, enough so that she decided to try to find out who he was at least


She found Josie’s correspondence with him. Josie hadn’t thought enough of it to take it with her when she left apparently. Also, Josie had not met Bok personally. Margaret sighed in relief. I did too. She had accepted the role of Josie. Things had gone far enough along already that to deny it meant far more explanation than simply to accept it for now.


There was Bok’s initial note, with a letter of introduction from Dr. Luther Monroe, who addressed Josie as, my dear Josie, and who vouched for Bok’s authenticity. He was a doctor of philosophy at Columbia, well known to Luther Monroe, respected, etc., etc Margaret’s eyebrows peaked and she went through the rest of the correspondence quickly. Bok wanted to look over the notes and notebooks of Paul Tyson, which he understood were in Josie’s keeping. Josie had agreed that he might do that when she returned.


Paul Tyson. The brown and white room was Paul’s room, Paul’s books, his desk … I looked at it again and knew that Paul Tyson was the owner of the room, of the brown corduroy coat …


Margaret put down the letters and drummed her fingers on the desk thoughtfully. Of course, she’d have to tell Bok that he’d mistaken her for Bennett’s aunt, but then he’d tell Dyerman, or the agent, and someone would come to find out just who was in Josie’s house, and she really couldn’t prove a thing except that she was Margaret Oliver and had the keys to the place. She didn’t even know how to get in touch with Bennett until he called her back.


On the other hand, she could admit Bok and let him see the material. Josie had told him he could. He’d expect her to know where it was, something about it. The letters implied that Josie knew all about it, whatever it was. Notes and notebooks. She wandered into Paul’s room and stared at the desk, bare and clean, with only the jug of pens to indicate that it had been used in the past. The drawers held supplies: paper, erasers, two unused typewriter ribbons, rulers, a compass, graph paper…. She closed the drawers and looked over the bookshelves. All bound books. Nothing in the closet, just his clothes, shoes, sweaters, shirts. The dresser drawers held personal belongings, brushes, cuff links, underwear, socks. That settled that Josie must have whatever material Bok wanted to see. When he called back she’d tell him it was not available at that time. It was in London.
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