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CHAPTER ONE

‘What a dreadful breakfast - simply appalling! Nothing but cold porridge and toast without butter. Might be the worst breakfast I’ve ever had, and I’ve been to some disgusting places.’

‘An hour ago there were eggs, gammon, that fish stuff—’

‘There was kedgeree? I love kedgeree!’

‘You should have got up earlier. What kept you in bed, some duchess?’

‘Duchess, indeed! I went to bed at ten with a red dispatch box, and I was up with it again at six!’

‘Funny tastes you’ve got, Hector.’

The two men were walking down a muddy lane between dense hedges, the morning air chilly and damp, with frost on the yellow grass like grey velvet. Behind and ahead of them, other men were moving, some with guns broken at the breech, their breath faint smoke.

The man named Hector - moustached, well-bellied, straight-backed - frowned at those ahead, then at those behind. ‘All of them had a proper breakfast, I’m sure. So much for the rewards of virtue. I suppose the kedgeree wasn’t very good, in fact. Fenniman is famous for his bad food.’ Fenniman was their host. ‘Has a very rum cook, said not to pay enough. But luncheon will be spectacular, I promise you - has it catered in London and brought out by rail, everything down to the extra servants and the tables and chairs. Marquee in case it rains. Likes to make a show for the  higher echelon of guests.’ He snorted, became sorrowful. ‘I shall be starved by luncheon.’

‘Good for you.’ The other man tapped his friend’s waistcoat. ‘Well-filled starvation.’ He was tall and lean and had an American accent. He had a huge nose, as well, and a greying moustache that hung down each side of his mouth, his face rather weary and battered-looking, as if he had been walking against the wind for too long.

‘Don’t poke me like that!’ Sir Hector Hench-Rose sucked his belly in and put a hand where the American had been tapping. ‘It’s undignified.’ Amused as suddenly as he had been irritated, he said, ‘I am a baronet, after all. We’re very dignified creatures - unlike you, Denton. Authors have no more dignity than - than artists. Big hats and earrings and Spanish capes and - when are you going to change your clothes, by the way? You’re the only one of us in mufti.’

‘Change into what?’

‘Your shooting clothes.’

‘These are my shooting clothes.’ He was wearing a rather old lounge suit, green-brown tweed, and a soft hat that had been through a good deal of rain.

‘You’re joking.’

‘You said to wear shooting clothes. These are clothes I can shoot in.’

‘I said “shooting suit”!’

‘This is a suit.’

‘But it’s not a shooting suit! Look at me. I am wearing a shooting suit. Doesn’t your man know better than to let you come on a shooting weekend without a shooting suit?’

Denton stopped and looked his friend up and down. ‘You’re wearing knickers.’ Too late, he remembered that ‘knickers’ meant something different in England.

‘They’re breeks, and they’re part of a shooting suit! Everybody’s wearing them - look around you!’

Denton looked at the other men, some of whom were squeezing against the hedges to go around. All of them were wearing tweed  breeches and Norfolk jackets, stiff collars and neckties. ‘The lot of you look like a cycling club,’ he said.

‘We look nothing of the kind! Cyclists wear funny little hats.’ Hench-Rose was in fact wearing a tweed hat that might have been considered funny, but it was different from the caps that cyclists wore with their breeches and Norfolk jackets. ‘Denton, what were you thinking of?’

‘You said we’d be tramping over wet moors behind dogs.’

‘Um, well - not that it makes any difference to the clothes question, but we’re not going to be shooting over dogs.’ Hench-Rose cleared his throat, stretched his neck from his collar, put his hand again on his waistcoated belly. ‘Butts, in fact.’

‘What’re butts?’

‘Place you stand for driven birds. Now, before you go off half-cocked, listen to me! The plans changed; our host suddenly had the chance to entertain several very important persons who are also first-rate shots, and so he - between you and me and the gatepost, he’s rather a collector of personages, our Fenniman, the very reason he wanted you, in fact a bit of a bum-sucker - so he waved his magic wand and transformed a rough shoot into driven birds. It’s a far more elegant sport, Denton! His Majesty does it!’

‘His Majesty does all sorts of things.’

‘He makes huge bags.’

‘At some of his other pastimes, too, I hear.’

‘Now, now, this is too bad of you - I shan’t let you impugn my sovereign, much less—’ He clutched Denton’s arm as another man passed them, murmuring a hello as he stepped around. Beautifully turned out in the required shooting suit, he was carrying an open shotgun in the crook of his right arm. As he went ahead of them and out of earshot, Denton murmured, ‘Handsome gun.’

‘Do you know who that is? Held, the financier - one of Fenniman’s catches. He’s a Jew, of course, but the right kind.’

‘What’s that supposed to mean - the rich kind?’

‘You know what I mean - one of us. Cultured. Not - you know - Jewy.’

‘You certainly wouldn’t want a Jew to be Jewy.’ 

‘You know what I mean. Don’t be flippant, Denton. Held is a millionaire. At least. Quite welcome in the very best houses.’

‘I wish I could say as much for myself. You were telling me about butts.’

Hector frowned and then gave a quick sketch of shooting driven birds from prepared positions while as many as a hundred beaters drove everything that could fly or run towards them. ‘Mostly Chinese pheasant now, but there’ll be some partridge from last year, plus the odd rabbit or hare. Wonderful bags are made, Denton - Prince Nordeep Singh regularly shoots in the middle hundreds. I have on occasion bagged three hundred myself. No telling how it will go here, of course: Fenniman had stocked for rough shoots, but when he snared Held and a couple of others, he slung in thousands of pheasant from a breeding place, so the count will be well up.’

‘I think I’m more the rough-shoot type, Hector.’

‘You look more like one of the beaters, but in for a penny, in for a pound. I would remind you that I suggested you to Fenniman, and in a sense I’m responsible for you. You have to shoot driven birds today, Denton.’ His voice had taken on a hint of appeal. Like a parent with a fractious child, he said, ‘Perhaps I can get you a rough shoot tomorrow.’

‘If I’m a good boy. Hmp.’ Denton patted his friend on the shoulder. ‘I’ll behave, Mother.’

 



Denton found that he had been placed near the right-hand end of the line of butts, not quite at the end (it was explained to him that a proven good shot would be there to pick up birds he or others missed) and nowhere near the middle, where the personages would shoot and where, it was hoped, the birds would come the thickest.

‘First shoot, sir?’ a bearded man in a wine-red velvet jacket said to Denton. The man was holding two shotguns, one in each hand. ‘I’m Feather, sir, under-keeper. Be loading for you today.’ He was eyeing Denton’s clothes. ‘Used a shotgun before, have you?’

Denton had in fact used a shotgun - to kill four men, but that had been thirty years before, and he wasn’t about to talk about it  now. He passed over years of hunting everything from buffalo to prairie hens in the American West, and a year with Cody’s Wild West as a ‘crack pistolero’, said only, ‘I know which end the shot comes out of.’

The under-keeper grunted. He insisted on demonstrating the safety device on each gun, the method of raising the gun, of sighting. He explained what it meant to lead the bird. ‘These are ejector guns, sir. Open them after shooting, the spent cartridges fly out. Don’t you do that, sir. I’ll do that. You pass the gun to me after one or both barrels are fired - the gun has two barrels, remember - and I’ll hand you the newly loaded gun and then crack the first gun and eject, and by the time you’ve fired number two, I’ll have number one loaded and we’ll make the exchange again. Now let’s practise, please, sir.’

‘Shoot, you mean?’

‘No, sir, the exchange. The goal is to keep shooting, bang-bang-bang-bang. The birds come very fast and often. Exchange has to be fast and smooth.’

Denton saw that the under-keeper despised him. In his eyes, Denton was an interloper, an American and an ignorant one, at that, who knew nothing about shooting driven birds and would be useless when the shooting started. Now, Feather said, ‘Don’t mind if you miss, sir. Everybody does, at first.’

‘Where do I pee?’

The under-keeper blinked, frowned. He didn’t like having the shooting taken less than seriously. Still, he bobbed his chin towards a stand of trees behind them. ‘Couple of privies beyond it if the call is serious. Less important thing, do it in that wood. Another for ladies over the cart-track there. We’ll rehearse the exchange now, if you please, sir.’

‘After I pee.’

Denton strolled up to the little wood, hardly deep enough to give cover to a standing man, but he knew that this class of British were quite offhand about it: so long as his back was turned or one sapling stood between him and onlookers, propriety was satisfied. Discharging the breakfast tea in a cloud of steam, he  heard somebody else come up next to him, glanced over to see the millionaire, Held - the unJewy Jew - unbuttoning his flies.

‘Not shooting today?’ Held said.

‘I am, apparently.’

‘I suspect you’re rather good at it. You’re Denton, aren’t you? I’m Henry Held.’ He smiled. ‘You’ll forgive me if we don’t shake hands.’ He gave his penis a shake and chuckled. ‘I read your last book - I think it was your last, The Love Child? Rather wonderful. I always marvel that such sad things aren’t depressing, but that’s the art of it, isn’t it? You can do in a book what we can’t do in life. How I wish I could do it!’ He buttoned himself up and turned away. ‘Shoot well. I’m sure you will.’

He knows, Denton thought. Many people did.

He strolled back to the butt, which was really only a waist-high mound of earth pushed up by a horse-drawn scraper.

‘We must practise the exchange, sir. The beaters are coming.’

‘Is that what I hear - that racket?’

‘Yes, sir, the beaters hitting the trees with their sticks. The first birds will appear any moment, sir.’

Denton took a shotgun and passed it back and was handed another; they went through it again, Denton desultory, the under-keeper insistent and quick, and then the first shots sounded from well off- one, and then two almost together - and then there was a second of silence and then a fusillade.

‘Now, sir!’ Feather was cramming cartridges into one of the guns. He thrust it at Denton. ‘Remember to lead, sir - shoot what you can hit; leave the high ones and the fast ones for the good shots—’

A bird came sailing high, high above them, going fast at an angle across the butt. Denton raised the shotgun and killed it, then swung and took a bird that was crossing fast and low from left to right.

‘Good shot, sir! Oh, good again—!’

Denton broke the gun and the spent cartridges popped out. He put the gun in the crook of his arm and looked up the line of butts, watching birds come sailing over the treetops into the range  of the guns. Little more than dark dots with the flutter of their wings as a kind of halo, they moved into the open space before the butts and then, more often than not, collapsed in the air as if they had been squeezed by a fist. Feathers burst into a tiny puff, and the bird would come pelting down at an angle, cartwheeling, wings useless, abruptly pathetic.

‘The gun, sir - give me the gun! Sir! You’ve broken the gun yourself—Take the gun, sir!’

Denton turned and looked at him. The under-keeper’s face was red, perhaps with anger or perhaps simply with excitement. He had a gun held out almost in Denton’s face, and he was trying to wrench the empty one out of his arm.

‘I’ll tell you when I’m ready for the next gun,’ Denton said.

‘You must shoot, sir!’

Denton turned back towards the wood, picked off a fast bird with one barrel and then went up and back and caught a high flier that was actually behind him. A voice he didn’t recognize shouted, ‘Oh, well shot,’ from his left. A spattering of applause followed; he turned and saw half a dozen women leaning on parasols or sitting on uncomfortable-looking folding stools.

‘Gun!’ Feather cried. ‘Sir, you must shoot!’

‘Why? I’ve got four birds; that’s enough.’

‘You let that one go - and that one - sir - there’s another—!’

‘They’re too easy.’


‘Shoot!’ The keeper’s red face was almost touching Denton’s. Denton put his hand on the man’s chest and pushed him back as he said very low, ‘If you tell me to shoot one more time, I’ll belt you one.’ He took the loaded gun, let five birds go by as too easy, picked off a fast partridge that had just been missed by the clean-up shooter on his right, and then stood with the gun ready, waiting for another sporting shot.

‘Shoot, sir - please.’ Feather’s voice all but broke, as if he were near tears.

Denton held the shotgun out. ‘You shoot,’ he said.

‘No, please - you must—’

‘Like hell.’ Denton broke the gun, ejecting the spent and the  unspent cartridge, and leaned the shotgun against the berm of dirt. ‘You want them dead so much, you shoot them. I’ve had more sporting times throwing black-powder bombs into fishponds.’ He turned and started up towards the women, who were staring at him with horror and a kind of sensual fascination.

‘You’re leaving the butts!’ the under-keeper cried.

‘So I am.’ He strode on. The hostess, Mrs Fenniman, was one of the group that was watching him. He knew he must have done an unforgivable thing; he knew that Hench-Rose would suffer for having brought him there. But enough was enough.

Removing his hat, he said, ‘Mrs Fenniman—’

‘You have been taken ill, I am sure.’ She was the third daughter of somebody in Salisbury’s government, one of his titled crew; her tone was arch, hard, withdrawn, as if he were a boy who couldn’t possibly have thought up all by himself the atrocious thing he’d just done.

‘Only sick of shooting sitting ducks, ma’am. I’m sorry, but this isn’t for me.’

‘But you shoot so magnificently,’ another woman said.

Mrs Fenniman looked severely at the woman, then at Denton. ‘You must, of course, please yourself. As you already have.’

‘I’m very sorry. I didn’t understand—’ He never had to explain what he didn’t understand, and it was just as well, as he didn’t think he could explain to a woman of her sort what disgusted him about killing the helpless; instead, movement from his left distracted him, and he saw a figure running towards him with a yellow something fluttering in one hand. The figure became his soldier-servant, Atkins, ex-British army, and the something became a telegram that read ‘COME TO MY HOUSE AT ONCE STOP J’.

‘I must return to London,’ he said.

‘Of course you must,’ Mrs Fenniman said in the voice of a woman who has had the self-sent-telegram trick played on her a hundred times. ‘Do not linger out of some misplaced idea of courtesy.’

 



The Fenniman Panhard bounced along the unmetalled road. Wind reddened the passengers’ faces. Denton had forgone goggles;  Atkins, beside him, wore them below his bowler hat, with a grin below the goggles.

‘Won’t this thing go any faster?’ Denton shouted at the driver.

‘Unlawful to go more than twenty miles per hour, sir. Mr Fenniman quite strict about it.’ He avoided a rutted place and pulled back into the centre of the road, his passengers swaying to one side and then the other. With a bang, a rear tyre burst.

‘Oh, hell!’ Denton shouted.

‘Not to worry, sir. Happens all the time.’ The chauffeur climbed down and asked that they do the same, then began to unload the tyre-changing tools from the boot.

‘Couldn’t you have borrowed a motor car that worked?’ Denton snarled to Atkins as they huddled beside the road, a light drizzle beginning to fall on their heads.

‘Only one on offer. If you’d ordered your own motor car in time, we’d have it now.’

‘It’s due any day.’

‘Lot of good that does us.’

‘You look ridiculous in those goggles.’

‘One of us has to be able to see where he’s going.’

‘Her telegram said to come to her house. Not my house. Why?’

‘Daresay she wants you to come to her house and not your house.’ The ‘her’ was the J of the telegram, Janet Striker, with whom he didn’t quite live but with whom he had an intense and constant relationship: their houses backed on each other, separated only by back gardens, allowing for a veneer of propriety over an entirely scandalous - and delightful - intimacy.

‘You know, Atkins, if Job advertised for a comforter, I’d write you a character.’

‘Only trying to calm the frantic employer.’

‘I’m not frantic! What the hell, how long does it take to change a tyre?’ Denton jumped into the road and shouted, ‘Do you need help?’

The chauffeur waved a hand and said he’d be done at any moment, thank you, sir. He had yet to remove the old tyre.

On the road again, Denton glowered into the drizzle and was  silent. At the railway station, he let Atkins lead him inside, then to the platform, then to a bench. Suddenly he said, ‘We should have telephoned.’ Janet Striker had the telephone now; his own was to be installed in a week or two, despite his misgivings.

‘No telephone at Fenniman’s, General. Just like the hot water and the central heating - doesn’t exist.’

In time, he let Atkins push him into a railway carriage, where they rode side by side, although custom said he should have gone to first class. Denton disliked the marks of privilege; Atkins knew it and indulged it. Encouraged by Denton, he had manufactured a somewhat cheeky persona that mocked the normal master-servant behaviours. Included in this were the military titles that flickered through Atkins’s conversation: Denton, who had been only an acting lieutenant at the end of the American Civil War, got called General, Colonel, Major or Captain by the former sergeant. The fact that Denton paid Atkins half again as much as any manservant in London encouraged him to be offhand.

In London at last, Denton paid a cab driver to ‘go as fast as you can’, meaning he didn’t go very fast at all because of the traffic. It was by now the middle of a busy Saturday, horses and motor cars everywhere, pedestrians crossing in packs like herd animals swimming a river. The traffic smell - urine and horse dung, mixed now and then with petrol fumes - was so strong that some women walked with perfumed hankies at their noses, while, behind them, Commissionaires carried their packages and, hankie-less, inhaled the smells as if they were their native air. Here and there some woman of means was followed by her carriage as she shopped, its walking pace a frustration to Denton as his cab got behind it.

‘Damn these women!’ he growled. He shouted up at the driver, ‘Can’t you stay off the damned shopping streets?’

‘Not if you want t’ get where yer going, I can’t.’ He sniffed and flicked the horse’s back. The horse flicked its tail and kept at the same speed. A few streets later, they came on an entire stretch of road that had been torn up, men in shirtsleeves and caps moving through the rubble with shovels and hods of cement. The cab stopped altogether.

‘What now?’ Denton roared.

‘Bloody telly-phone lines. Bloody Post Office can’t keep to its proper business but has to use our bloody money to lay down telly-phones!’

At last they got around Russell Square and into Guilford Street, where the horse, without encouragement, picked up speed, actually achieved a slow trot as they passed the end of Lamb’s Conduit Street, where Denton was able to look to his right and see, halfway along, his own house. On the front steps was the unmistakable uniform of a London policeman.

‘Uh-oh,’ Atkins said.

‘Judas Priest.’

‘That’ll be the least of it.’

The driver put the horse into a lope, and they careered into Millman Street, as if speed over the last sixty yards would make up for the delays. Denton jumped down before the cab had stopped at Janet Striker’s door, left the vehicle swaying on its springs as he shouted back to Atkins, ‘Pay!’

He pulled the bell, pounded on the door and shouted. Then he kicked the door. Even though he could hear quick footsteps, he shouted and pounded again. His foot was back for another kick when the door opened and Janet Striker was standing there, swaying aside as a huge dog rushed out, barking, and made for Atkins. She looked him in the face, looked down at his foot, smiled, then gasped as he put his arms around her and threatened to break her ribs.

‘Denton, you idiot—!’ She pushed him back. ‘People will see.’

‘Are you all right?’ He held on to her arms as if ready to shake the truth out of her. ‘Are you all right?’


‘I was until you grabbed me. Really—’

‘Janet, what’s happened?’

She looked down her walk at the cab, at Atkins, now boosting down the luggage, then left and right up the street as if for eavesdroppers. And then she said in a perfectly normal voice, ‘I’m afraid there’s a corpse in your back garden.’




CHAPTER TWO

A brick wall separated his own back garden from Janet Striker’s; in the wall was a door, with a lock to which she kept the key. Usually, the door was unlocked, the traffic between the two houses fairly constant.

Now, the door was locked from Denton’s side.

He pounded on it. He kicked it. A voice shouted at him to give over; he paid no attention, kicked it again, got a threat of immediate arrest, started to shout an obscenity, then thought better of it and hoisted himself up the bricks and hung there looking into his own garden.

‘Hi there now, that’s enough!’ A grey-haired constable was standing among the rows of autumn vegetables. He pointed a truncheon at Denton. ‘Down you go, or I’ll run you in, my lad!’

‘I’m as old as you are, my lad. That’s my garden you’re standing in!’

‘I don’t care if it’s the garden of the Queen of the Fairies - I’m in it and you stay out!’

‘I have a right to get into my own garden!’

‘This here is a crime scene and now the province of the Metropolitan Police. Get your head off that wall!’

Another head appeared beside Denton’s. ‘Them’s my swedes you’re trampling on with your big boots, you ape!’ The vegetables had been Atkins’s idea, the winter crop his special pride.

The policeman waved the truncheon and took a step towards them. ‘I’ll have you both in, then—’

Atkins screamed. ‘Don’t move! You’re heading for my cold frames!’

Denton’s grip was slipping. Trying to muster an air of hurt dignity, he said, ‘New Scotland Yard will hear about this.’ He slid down the wall.

‘And about them swedes!’ Atkins added as he dropped beside Denton. ‘That bastard. Begging your pardon, General. But to stand on my vegetables and wave his great calabash and—’

‘Did you see any corpse?’

‘No. Did you?’

‘It’s too close to the wall, I suppose.’

‘That’s where the cold frames with the lettuces are!’ Atkins tilted his head back and bellowed at the wall, ‘If you’re into my lettuces, Bobby Peel, I’ll have your helmet for a chamber pot!’

‘Enough, enough—’ Denton pulled him away. ‘No more—’

‘Bloody hell, Major, I raised them from little sprigs!’

‘If they’ve ruined them, they’ve ruined them. Let’s stick with the corpse.’

He crossed Janet Striker’s garden and bounded up the steps to the rear door. He knew the house well, had once, before she had bought it, gone into it in the dark after a man who was stalking him. She had transformed it, turned it back into the little eighteenth-century house it had once been. In the basement, once a huge kitchen and storerooms, she had installed a couple to take care of her; upstairs now had white walls and uncurtained windows, and she moved through this brightness, uncorseted, in flowing dresses made of Liberty silks and cashmeres. Outdoors, she was drab in greys and blacks; in her own house, she was a many-coloured bird.

‘My God, you’re so beautiful,’ he said to her now, seeing her suddenly in the room where she kept her piano. He put his hands on her face. ‘I thought something had happened to you.’

‘Don’t be silly, Denton.’ She put her hands over his. ‘I’m a plain woman, and you know it.’

‘Not to me.’

‘Ah, that’s a different thing altogether.’ She grinned at him. The long scar that ran down the left side of her face, faded now, gave him its own ironic smile - Don’t forget me. It had been made with a knife. Denton had shot the man who held the knife, but too late to save her face.

‘They won’t let me into my own house.’

‘Call Munro.’ Without letting go of his hands, she put the toe of her left shoe behind her right ankle and rubbed. Scratched, in fact. ‘Damn the fleas!’ she said. Letting go of one of his hands, she bent sideways to scratch with her fingers. ‘There’s every sort of vermin in Europe in the Isle of Dogs!’ She was doing a survey of income and outgo in four poor streets; he had made the mistake of saying he thought that Charles Booth had already done that very thing. It had made for a chilly day or two.

‘If I call Munro, he won’t like it. Anyway, I hate the telephone.’ He was getting one to please her and Atkins; he planned to use it only to talk to her - if it worked.

‘Munro likes you.’ Munro was a CID detective at New Scotland Yard. Denton told her that it wasn’t Munro’s stamping ground; this was E Division. The police were jealous of their territories. But she got the operator and placed the call, and he found himself listening to the peculiar muted explosions of the lines and, muffled as if somehow offstage, another conversation about horses. Then he got the big room where, he knew, three telephones hung on a wall and, far away, Munro had a desk. Whoever answered sounded as if he was hung-over; then it took half a minute to get Munro to the telephone.

‘Detective Inspector Munro here, sir.’

‘Don’t sir me, Munro - it’s Denton.’ He was shouting because of the telephone.

‘Oh, cripes, I should have known. It’s about your house, isn’t it? And stop shouting; I can hear.’

‘You know?’

‘It’s all over the Yard. Dead woman in her knickers, famous  man’s house - you’d think we were one of the cheap papers. Well, what?’

‘They won’t let me into my garden.’

‘Quite right.’

‘Munro, it’s my house! The whole house can’t be a crime scene!’ Denton realized he was still shouting. He could be heard all over the street, he thought.

“Course it can. Anyway, not my bailiwick; it‘s—’

‘E Division, I know, I know. At least get me into my own quarters, Munro. My God, man, I live there!’

‘Well, she may have died there, so you’re out of it. Stay out. Sorry, truly, but this is police business, Denton. You’ll probably be let back in tomorrow.’

‘Tomorrow!’

‘I’m sure you can find somewhere to stay.’ Munro knew about Janet Striker and the two houses. However, he was careful not to sound sarcastic, or perhaps that tone didn’t carry over the instrument.

‘Hell.’

‘Good to talk to you.’

‘Hell again.’

He put the mouthpiece back on its hook and looked at Janet Striker. Atkins, who had been lurking in the doorway with the enormous dog, which was still in an ecstasy of tail and tongue at seeing him, muttered something about lettuces and turned away.

‘Munro implied I should stay with you.’

She raised her eyebrows.

Denton chewed his lower lip. As if he had been running ever since first seeing her telegram and now had the first chance to catch his breath, he stood very still. He folded his arms. He was thinking that he hadn’t given her time to tell him what she knew, if anything, about the body in his garden. He said, ‘Munro says it’s a woman. In her underclothes. Who found her?’

‘One of the men putting in your heating.’ Denton was having central heat installed, another enthusiasm of hers and Atkins’s.  He had said he’d have it torn out if it did anything to upset his peace of mind.

‘How did you hear about it?’

‘A detective came to question me. I suppose they saw the gate in the garden wall and thought the woman might have come from here.’

‘And you told him she hadn’t.’

‘I told him I’d been out most of the morning, at my class at University College.’ She was studying economics after half a lifetime of, as she said, knowing nothing; the project in the Isle of Dogs was a result. ‘He of course said he’d “verify my statement”.’ She smiled a little grimly.

‘Nothing else? Nothing he could—?’ He gave a one-sided shrug and a questioning look: Nothing they could smear you with? She had a past - prostitution, commitment to a prison for the criminally insane, although she had been neither criminal nor insane - and they both knew that she would be vulnerable in a police court and the press.

‘Nothing.’

He looked at her and said, ‘You know I love you.’ It was a way of saying that she could tell him anything, and that now was the time to tell it.

‘Yes, I know.’ The tone committed her to nothing. She had dark eyebrows, rather thick; large eyes, beautifully shaped but often inscrutable. Now, she looked at him steadily and said, ‘There is something. But it isn’t about me.’

‘What?’

She looked down at her hands, which were tented in front of her. ‘The woman could be one Dr Bernat saw this morning.’ Bernat was Denton’s doctor and had a surgery at the corner.

‘I don’t follow you.’

‘Bernat saw her early - before eight. His wife’s away; he wanted a woman in the surgery with him and he sent for Mrs Cohan, but she was off doing the shopping so I went.’ Mrs Cohan was her cook, housekeeper and seamstress; she lived in the basement with her husband.

Puzzled, Denton said, ‘There’s nothing wrong in that.’

‘I didn’t say there was.’

‘Did you tell the detective that?’

‘No.’

‘Good God, why not? Janet, you know the police—’

‘I told you, because of Bernat. Bernat’s a friend as well as our doctor.’

They stared at each other. Denton surrendered to her seriousness. He said, ‘What happened?’

‘Bernat performed an illegal operation on her.’

‘What illegal operation?’

‘Oh, really, Denton! What operation is illegal?’ She was quickly angry, then calm again. ‘He aborted a pregnancy.’

‘My God!’

‘Oh, do grow up! You look like a parson who’s just learned how to gamahuche. He aborted a pregnancy! And don’t say “How could he do such a thing”! She said she had to get rid of it; he did it. What was the woman supposed to do, go to Harley Street and pay the rate the great ladies of society pay? My God, Denton, come into the real world - what do you suppose women do?’

‘But - but - the law.’

‘To hell with the law. Would you rather the woman carried the thing and had a child and then gave it away to God knows what? Would you rather she had half a dozen children before she’s twenty-five, half of them dead before they’re two?’

He flinched. He had been married once; his wife had carried four children, lost two, and killed herself while pregnant the last time. Janet knew all this; what she had said might not have been deliberate, but of course it had not been mere coincidence. He saw her regret what she had said, start to speak; he waved a hand and walked to a window, his left hand curled at his mouth, then turned back to her. ‘Did she die at Bernat’s?’

‘Of course not.’

‘What happened?’

She hesitated, then came to him. ‘Bernat had to go to the Jewish Infirmary. The woman was afraid to be alone - not a childish sort  of fear, something more real, maybe somebody. I thought she was afraid of her husband; I’m not sure why. I couldn’t understand her terribly well; she spoke some French and, I think, Russian. Anyway, I said she could come and rest here.’

Denton frowned but held his tongue; nothing could be changed now. After a silence, he said, ‘Who saw you?’

‘We walked up the street and came into your house and through the gardens - it was shorter. She was feeling weak. Denton, I didn’t see the harm!’

‘All right, through my house - were the heating men there?’

‘Not yet, I think.’

‘And to your house.’

‘I put her in the Cohans’ extra room. She didn’t want to climb the stairs. Then Mrs Cohan came back and I told her the woman had been ill and needed to rest.’ She shrugged. ‘I went to my class.’

‘That’s everything?’

She nodded. He knew better than to ask again; when she said something, she had said it, and that was that. She played no games, no Are you really sure? or Truly nothing? He looked out of the window and then back at her. ‘If it’s the same woman, the coroner’s autopsy will find out about the abortion - won’t it?’

‘I think so. It’s what I worry about. She was only about two months along; I don’t know how much evidence it would leave. But will they examine her womb?’

‘It depends on the doctor and what they think happened. Probably they’ll want to know if there was rape or sex of some kind. Probably, yes. Does Bernat know?’

‘I sent Cohan with a message for him.’

Denton thought about what she had told him. ‘If it’s the same woman,’ he said.

‘How would I know? But how could it not be?’

He tried to think about that, shrugged. ‘I have to get into my house. I have to know where we are - what Bernat’s going to walk into. Janet, if they find out about the abortion - and they will— they’ll find about you bringing the woman to my house.  Somebody along the street saw you. Somebody always does. Then they’ll track it back to Bernat.’ He raised his eyes to meet hers. ‘But you’ll be in it.’

She said nothing.

‘So they’ll have you involved in the abortion and keeping evidence from the police. Then they’ll try to make it you and Bernat killing her. Depending on what they’ve got in my garden.’ He shook his head.

‘I’d do it again the same way.’

‘I know you would.’ He kissed her forehead. ‘If Bernat shows up, keep him away from the police - away from his surgery, too. Is your lawyer on the telephone? Call her and tell her to stand by. You’re going to need her if the police want to talk to you again.’ He held her against him. ‘We’ve got through other things. We’ll get through this.’ He went out, snatching a hat from the waiting Atkins’s hands and telling him to stay there.




CHAPTER THREE

Denton was still wearing the old suit he had worn for the shooting, and he supposed he looked seedy and perhaps untrustworthy. Not, certainly, like a successful novelist who could afford to have central heating installed.

He walked back down to Guilford Street. He fumed over what she had done. He saw no way out of it, and he knew what a prosecutor would make of her in front of a jury - Is it not true, Mrs Striker, that your husband committed you to an institution for the criminally insane? Is it not true, Mrs Striker, that you worked for years in a house of prostitution? Is it not true, Mrs Striker, that you assisted at the hideous procedure called abortion? And she would say yes because she was honest and courageous. Damn her.


He turned into Lamb’s Conduit Street, seeing his own house and beyond it the Lamb, debouching its midday clientele, afternoon closing almost on them. He had let most of the ground floor of his house to a draper; his own entrance was beyond it on the Lamb side, set back behind an iron gate. A policeman stood on his steps, probably the same one he had glimpsed earlier from the cab. Around his gate lounged half a dozen dispirited-looking men who would be, he supposed, journalists. His own face was not a well-known one, although his name was, but they surely would know whose house the police had taken over; still, Denton strode around them without hesitation or hurry and opened his gate and went in.

‘Now then, sir.’

‘Aha, Constable.’ Denton smiled. Denton kept his voice too low for the journalists to hear.

The policeman scowled. ‘You another newspaper scribbler?’

‘I hope I don’t look that bad.’ He was trying to seem a cheerful, blind-to-the-obvious optimist: Hench-Rose came to his mind.

‘One of the heating men?’

‘Certainly not!’ Denton forced a laugh. ‘Heating man, indeed!’

‘If you was one of the heating men come to go in and get his tools, you could have done.’


Oh, dammit! ‘I just spoke with Detective Inspector Munro at New Scotland Yard.’

‘Oh, yes?’ The policeman squinted, possibly a sign of poor vision, more likely utter contempt for any interference from the Yard. ‘Your name Allinson?’

Not to be caught out a second time, Denton hesitated. To be Allinson or not to be Allinson, that was the question - was Allinson, whoever he was, to be allowed in, or was he somebody to be arrested on sight? Denton temporized. ‘I own this house, Constable.’

‘That’s very fine, sir, but you can’t go in it today. Police order. If you don’t like it, take it up with E Division. Superintendent Masham.’ The constable, who appeared to be about forty and disappointed with the world, stared him in the eye without pity.

‘But I—’

‘Not a hope. Please leave the premises, sir.’

Denton sighed and turned around. Most of the journalists were hanging on his gate now, glad for any novelty. When they saw he had been defeated, they cheered and hooted; one waved his hat. Denton walked slowly back to them to find that they took him for one of their own. One shouted, ‘Good try!’ another, ‘He’s on to all our tricks.’ As Denton pushed through them, one said, ‘What paper?’

‘The Daily Crapper.’

‘We all write for that one!’ Weak huzzas and haw-haw laughter.

Denton turned back towards Guilford Street and found Atkins waiting in front of the drapery shop. Denton shook his head.

‘Thought I’d stay back,’ Atkins said. ‘Might be mistaken for one of them.’

Denton looked at the drapery shop’s door. ‘What do you think of trying the cellar?’ A common cellar lay under both the shop and Denton’s part of the house.

‘Draper’s got no cellar access.’

‘Unless the heating men have made one.’

Atkins screwed up his face, then said, ‘Aha. Pipes, and so on. Right, Colonel - good tactics. But if you think I’m going down a heating pipe, you got another think coming.’

‘There wouldn’t be a fire yet; what’s the difficulty? Let’s see if there’s an opening, and then we’ll talk about who’s going into it.’

Atkins said he definitely was not going into any pipe, but Denton was already on his way up the drapery shop’s steps. At the top, he said, ‘Coming?’ and held the door. Atkins came up but said again as he passed inside that he wasn’t Meshach nor Abednego and wasn’t going into any furnace, fiery or otherwise.

‘Mr Henson!’

‘Mr Denton!’ The draper smiled and looked vaguely terrified to find his landlord inside his shop. A short, square man in his fifties, he was probably aware that the rent was lower than it might have been and that he didn’t want it pegged where it probably should be. ‘To what do I owe the honour of this visit, sir?’

‘The central heating.’

‘Ah, oh, the heating.’ Mr Henson’s facial tic suggested that he thought that heating might add to the rent. ‘None yet, I’m afraid. Months yet.’

‘Oh. I thought they might have installed a - pipe, register, whatever it is.’

‘Oh, yes! Oh, indeed. The register. Yes. But there’s no pipe yet and of course no heat.’ Henson smiled. ‘We’re actually rather proud of our register. The clientele comment upon it - quite possibly the first in the trade. Several ladies told me they’re looking forward to coming here in the cold months and standing on it.’  Henson grinned, looked away in case the grin could have been taken as suggestive, muttered, ‘Not that it won’t cost me a good deal in coal - expenses frightful just now ...’ and then stared moodily at a display of velvets as if he regretted saying anything good about the central heating. He tried to shift the subject to the police and the rumours about the back garden, but Denton cut him off.

‘Where’s the register?’

‘Right behind the bombazines. You see it there, near the cutting table—? Yes. Yes.’

Denton strode to it, Atkins behind him. At their feet was an ornate iron casting covering a two-by-three-foot hole in the shop floor; black iron branches and leaves curled and twined inside the rectangle to form a grating strong enough to bear human weight but with plenty of openings to let the heat rise.

‘Fine register,’ Denton said. ‘I just wanted to make sure it was being done right.’ He knelt; one knee gave a crack. He found the screws that held the register in place. He looked up at Atkins. ‘Turn-screw?’

Atkins produced a stag-handled knife (Army and Navy Stores, 10/6, a Christmas gift from Janet Striker), opened a short screw blade at one end and held it out.

‘You’re a source of never-ending satisfaction.’ Denton started in on the screws, which were bigger than the designer of the knife had expected and well sunk in the joists beneath. In time, however, he got them out, assuring Mr Henson along the way that he wanted only to check the supports under the register. When the last screw came free, he and Atkins lifted the register upside down, revealing that the underside was in fact a shallow box with louvres that could be moved from above to control the flow of heat, and laid it on the floor.

Denton took his hat off and put his head into the opening. A smell of damp and earth rose up. He put his head in farther and tried to look around: gloom greeted him. A dozen feet away, however, he could make out the bulk of a metal furnace, round, squat, already sprouting connections for pipes meant to go all over  the house. ‘Excellent,’ he said. He rolled on his front and put his legs into the opening.

‘You’re going down there?’ Henson said. The idea seemed to frighten him.

‘We both are.’

‘But - the hole—’

‘Put the register back when we’re down.’

‘How will you get out, sir?’

‘Cross that river when we get to it.’ And Denton swung down, caught his weight on his hands and dropped to the cellar floor. Seconds later, Atkins’s legs appeared; Denton embraced them, took Atkins’s weight and lowered him until his feet touched the floor, too. Denton waved up into the hole. ‘Close it up, Mr Henson. We’re fine - all’s well.’

‘But hold the screws,’ Atkins shouted. ‘Just in case.’ He muttered to Denton, ‘I for one don’t want to spend the bleeding night down here.’

Denton made his way towards the furnace and felt his way around it. It smelled of the foundry still, copperish and oily. Pieces of pipe lay higgledy-piggledy, and he nudged them aside like a swimmer moving through cluttered water.

‘Light,’ Atkins said behind him. Indeed, light was coming from uneven gaps in boards above their heads now; yet another, smaller hole was off to their right. The boards had been laid over a sawn opening so nobody would fall through.

‘Oh, hell,’ Denton said. ‘That’s my front hall up there. They’ve cut a damned hole in my front hall!’

‘Two, Major.’

‘What the hell!’

‘The big one’s for a register; the little one, my guess is, is for a pipe to the floor above.’

‘They said the pipes would go in the walls!’

‘Them pipes we just kicked about wouldn’t fit inside a meat safe, much less a wall. My guess is, you’re going to have pipes in the rooms. For company.’

Denton swore again and set about finding something to stand  on. They both rummaged about the cellar, Denton discovering two more holes in the floor above, both towards the back of the house; through one, the rumble of men’s voices came.

‘Coppers,’ Atkins whispered.

‘Not very happy coppers.’ Indeed, the voices sounded angry.

A table with three legs was found against the rear wall. They put it under the largest of the openings and Atkins held up the legless corner while Denton hoisted himself on the other end, first his buttocks and then his feet.

‘Not very steady,’ he said.

‘Get on with it, General, it’s destroying my back.’

Denton stood, slowly and uncertainly, then pushed the rough boards apart and grasped the edges of the hole, now level with his eyes. ‘Here I go,’ he said.

‘In the name of God, go!’

Denton bent his knees and jumped; the table clattered into pieces; Atkins swore and lurched forward, and Denton heaved his abdomen up to the floor above, then flailed and squirmed and got his thighs up and at last his feet.

‘Nothing to it.’

‘My hat. What about me?’

‘Find something else to stand on, then put up a hand.’

‘Oh, yes, I will. Oh, in for a penny...’ Atkins went off into the gloom. While he was gone, Denton looked around his downstairs hall, standing still because the police voices, now louder, were coming from beyond the door to Atkins’s quarters. What he saw didn’t please him: the carpets had been rolled back; the paintings - large, mostly bovine, bad (as he now knew) - had been stacked against a wall. The smaller hole near the house’s front wall was matched, he saw, by another just like it in the ceiling. ‘They’re butchers!’ he muttered.

‘I’m back,’ came a voice from the bigger hole. ‘I found a crock.’

Denton lay down again, his torso canted into the hole, and extended an arm. Atkins was there; they clutched each other’s wrist, and up Atkins came. He was both gamer and stronger than  he let on: once he was drawn to the level of the floor, he swung up his other arm and a leg and scrambled the rest of the way like a boy. He lay on the floor on his back. ‘We’re now guilty of breaking and entering.’

‘It’s my house, so we didn’t break.’ They were both whispering.

‘Crime scene. Probably hang the both of us.’

Denton indicated the stairs. ‘Up.’

‘I lost my hat down there. Object of virtue.’

‘We’ll get it later.’

They pushed the boards back over the hole. Denton tiptoed up the stairs that led to his rooms above. A voice from below was shouting something about lawyers. Atkins whispered, ‘Bloodshed soon, from the sound of it.’

To Denton’s surprise, his door was unlocked. Frowning, he put a finger to his lips, then slowly pushed the door open. The heavy curtains on the front window had been drawn - he had left them open - and the room was dim. Denton stepped in, turned to Atkins and heard a sudden exclamation and the clatter of something falling. He whirled and saw a large figure scrambling out of his own favourite armchair.

‘What the hell!’ He went one way, Atkins the other, Denton with an eye on the poker and Atkins apparently for a small chair, which he had picked up by the time the figure, now seen as a youngish man in an overcoat, said, ‘Now, then!’

Denton’s left foot struck something on the rug; he bent, his eyes still on the man, and felt a bottle by his shoe; he picked it up and started to brandish it as a weapon but at the same moment recognized the man. ‘Sleeping on duty, Detective Constable Mankey?’

‘Oh, it’s you is it, Mr Denton! No need to be sarcastic, is there?’

‘Perhaps you’d like another beer while you’re here.’ Denton held up the bottle - Fremlin’s Elephant Brand (Special Quality). He tossed the bottle down the room to Atkins and yanked the curtains open, letting in a clouded light that nonetheless made  the detective blink. The light revealed the room, a long one made before his ownership by knocking two rooms together: opposite the door, a fireplace and the armchair, books filling the wall above; far down, an alcove that served as a pantry, undoubtedly where the detective had found the beer; then a head-high porcelain stove (unused) and the stairs to the rooms above. At the far end was a large window that overlooked the garden; Denton had been making for it to try to see the dead woman when the detective had woken and jumped out of the chair. Nearer, in the wall opposite the pantry, was a dumb waiter, into whose open doors Atkins was now staring.

‘Bloody hell!’ Atkins whispered. ‘They’re putting a stovepipe up my dumb waiter!’ He stared down the room at Denton. ‘I will not carry a back-breaking load of dishes up and down them stairs!’

‘Later, Sergeant, later! He turned back to the detective. ‘It is Mankey, isn’t it? E Division?’

‘Remarkable memory you have - make a good witness. Detective Constable Mankey, yes, sir. And I know you’re Mr Denton. Two years ago, wasn’t it? Attempted assault on you.’

‘It was.’ Denton jerked his head at the door. ‘Let yourself in?’

‘Quite proper, Mr Denton. This is a crime scene. I employed established procedure to effect entry.’

‘You picked the lock, you mean. You have a warrant?’

‘Warrant not necessary in the immediate vicinity of a crime of this magnitude.’

‘Beer authorized under the same statute?’

‘I’ll pay you for the bloody beer!’ Mankey pushed a large hand into his suit-jacket pocket.

‘No, no, no - only ragging you, detective. Have another, if you like. It isn’t a sin to catch a catnap when nothing’s going on.’ Atkins had disappeared into the pantry, now put his head out and murmured, ‘Pale ale or lager?’

‘Not for me,’ Mankey said, trying for a pious tone. ‘I was only washing down my bit of lunch.’ He began to stuff into his overcoat pocket several pieces of tan paper, some with grease stains, that  lay on and around the table beside Denton’s armchair. Denton laughed. He waved at Atkins to leave the beer where it was. Mankey said hufhly that Denton had no business being there and how had he got in, and he’d better leave at once or it would be a police matter.

Denton pulled over a small chair and sat. ‘How was she killed?’

Mankey stopped stuffing papers and said, ‘How do you know it’s a she?’

‘Munro told me.’

‘Oh, so the Yard’s putting its nose in, is it!’

‘I called him; get off your high horse. Come on, Mankey, you know me, you know I’m not a suspect or even a witness - I was in the country shooting little birds, and thirty people can vouch for it.’

Mankey stood as if guarding the armchair against assault, sniffed, growled, ‘That’s to be verified.’ He sniffed again. ‘I interviewed the female in the house behind. She said you were shooting at some posh spot or other. I note that she was the same female that you saved from a murderer two years past by shooting him. Last year a madman put two bullets in your back. Now there’s this. Things seem to happen to you, Mr Denton.’

‘Some of the police think I’m actually a decent citizen. Friend of the force.’

‘Hmp.’

‘Oh, sit down, Mankey. I’m here now - it isn’t going to do the Metropolitan Police any good to throw me out of my own house.’

Mankey stood for two seconds longer to show that he was not to be soft-soaped, and then he lowered his bulk back into the armchair. He was a wide man, almost bald; his round face was divided by a dark moustache that was so straight it looked like an iron bar he was carrying between nose and upper lip. Seated, Mankey kept his head up, his look severe: perhaps because essentially unsure - Denton had several volumes of the latest scientific psychology on the shelf above the detective’s head and knew what  deep insecurity was - he was trying to be outwardly overbearing. The unsureness showed, however, when he said, ‘I suppose you’ll spread it about that I was having forty winks and some refreshment up here.’

Denton waved a hand. ‘I don’t care if you ate the cheese and toasted the last loaf of bread. What I want to know is, how the hell did a dead woman get into my back garden?’

‘So would we.’

‘How did she die?’

‘Waiting for the doc to tell us - if he ever gets here.’ He frowned at Denton, then grunted and, looking around as if for spies, lowered his voice. ‘Between you and me, I think her neck was broke.’ He did a quick imitation of somebody whose head had been twisted so far to the side that the neck was broken - mouth open, tongue out, eyes wide - and snapped back to himself. ‘And not out there, is my guess.’

‘Where?’

‘Can’t say yet. Your house, I’d think.’ He wiped fingers over his mouth. ‘She was wrapped in an old tarpaulin and stuffed behind that outhouse of yours in the corner of the back garden. Wouldn’t of been found for God knows how long if one of the workmen hadn’t gone back there to pee.’

‘He couldn’t use the WC?’

‘Habit, probably. Or maybe the water was off. Anyway, whoever killed her must of dragged her out there, but of course there’s been boots all over the garden so I couldn’t see what the hell went on. This case is a complete and utter hash.’ He patted his head and combed a few hairs over the top with his fingers. ‘Shouldn’t be telling you this. Improper. I suppose you’ll go to Munro with it.’

‘Where’s the medical man? When are they going to examine her?’

Mankey gave a sarcastic laugh. ‘That’s what all the carry-on’s about downstairs.’ He leaned forward, suddenly confidential, and Denton realized that Mankey was eager to talk, even to him. ‘We’d have had a medico in here three hours ago if there wasn’t  two gents - I don’t think - came busting in here, acting like little tin gods visiting the unwashed, and demanding the deceased! I ask you! It’s been a right comedy.’

‘From the Yard?’

‘The Yard, my arse, pardon my French. They say they’ve got special authority from the Home Sec, but all they did was wave a bit of paper at us and come the high and mighty. I’d of thrown the pair of them out, but Steff - you don’t know him, I think, new-made inspector - says no and tiptoes about like he don’t want to hurt their feelings. Kept whispering to me about “protocol”. I’d have given them protocol! Anybody can wave a bit of bloody paper!’

‘I don’t get it.’

‘And nor do I! Steff went off and found a telephone and got on to our super, who’s also, pardon me, a bit cautious, and he called some great man and he apparently called their lawyers, and the word came back that nobody’s quite sure, it may be and maybe not, but it could be, or not, or perhaps, but we’re to be nice to these two chaps until everybody makes sure his own arse is out of the line of fire.’

‘You mean they may be legitimate.’

‘And I may be the Prince of Wales. Legitimate what?’

‘Special Branch?’

Mankey made a rude sound.

‘I don’t get it, Mankey.’

‘I came up here to get away from them - talking about “their” body and “their” investigation. I needed that bottle of beer after an hour with them.’

‘Are they still downstairs?’

‘What d’you think the argy-bargy’s about? It’s a right disaster - I got a pile of cases working, four people to question in Red Lion Square, court appearance first thing Monday, and promised the wife to be home early to spade up the garden. I don’t need two la-di-das waltzing in and wasting time when this investigation should have been open and closed in a morning! Now look at the time—’ He pulled a fat watch from his waistcoat. ‘After  half-two. Tomorrow a Sunday, and I’ll have to work to be where I should have been today. It’s like the what-d‘you-call-it. In that book. Running fast to stay in place. Judas Priest!’

‘Will they do a post-mortem, do you think?’

‘How would I know? If we ask for one, I suppose. No reason to right now - plain as your face how she died.’

‘Sex thing? Raped?’

Mankey shrugged. ‘Nothing obvious. Still has her knickers on.’ Mankey stared at Denton, sucked on a space between two front teeth, and seemed to make a decision. ‘Look: here’s how I think it was. I think she was in this house, and I think she took her own clothes off and I think she had herself a lie-down. There’s a black dress and a coat hanging up in a room downstairs, plus a bed’s been laid on but not between the sheets, only somebody rumpled it and pulled up an old military blanket from the foot. That doesn’t say rape to me, nor probably somebody having herself a morninger, either. What I see is a woman that hung up her outer clothes and lay down in her stockings and knickers and top, and somebody broke her neck and dragged her into your back garden and rolled her in a tarp and hid her.’

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/kenn_9781409112037_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
KENNETH

CAMERON





