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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.










Thy way is darkness. Remember me, once, in the long and lampless night of thy left.


Tanith Lee, Tamastara




Part One




1


‘Go on,’ said the man. ‘I know you’re game for it.’


‘Leave me alone,’ she said, ‘or you’ll be sorry.’


Something in the brightness of her eyes made him think twice, deterred him, and he dropped back, swearing at her, and twisting his dusty battered hat around on his head like a change of mind.


Even so, to be sure, she marched down the side street, that she did not know. She did not think he would follow, for this street, which quickly became no more than an alley, looked dubious, as if she might have accomplices waiting to accost him. Then again he might try his luck, pounding after her and pinning her against the bricks. She did not want that, and she would kick and bite, as she had sometimes had to do before. Already her heart was hammering with the anticipation of violence – but he did not pursue. All that happened was the alley curled into another, which was simply a sort of tunnel, and now she ran down it, only hoping for a way out.


But there was no exit. No light. Grey walls went up to dark overhangs, and blackened recesses gaped on stone. Rotten peel squashed underfoot. Then abruptly came slants and turns, and slippery cobbles, and she thought, Well, wasn’t I a silly fool to dash in here – in an inner voice that resembled her sister’s – when suddenly she saw her own self in front of her, like magic. It was her reflection in an occluded pane of window glass. Beside this rose a door, which had opened inward, on a great glowing mound of objects.


Annie stood amazed.


It was a shop of curiosities, such as she had heard of but never seen. Even from outside she could smell its perfume, like a church, but sweeter, smouldering. It made her think of formless things, like memories she could not remember and half-forgotten dreams. Then she stepped forward and walked in. It was the end of the turbulent alley, there was nowhere else to go. Even so she guessed this was not wise. But life was full of danger.


Extraordinary. It was a dream. The walls seemed made of gold, and went up to a golden ceiling, where hung an octagonal golden lamp. No, it must be polished brass, that was it, and the same for the two tall rods with lily-shaped cups upon them out of which smoked a snowy vapour … it was the smoke which made the air so sweet. Nearby stood vases, painted and beaded with enamel flowers, and behind them, coming visible as she moved, an animal of metal as large as a horse – a tiger was it? And there a bird hung on outspread wings above the lamp, with a terrible fierce eye. And there a soldier doll in a scarlet coat was patrolling up and down. The atmosphere was full of clicks and whirrs and tiny whistlings. A mechanical pigeon preened in a golden brass cage. And here, around a stack of gorgeous bolts of cloth, a stair of silk, in which threaded clawings of gold and silver thread, Annie saw a mirror, green with age, encircled by huge snakes of ebony. There were jewels in their eyes, red as flowers. And in silver dishes under the mirror lay heaps of transparent stones, green and scarlet and blue, while from a wooden box coiled out a tail of fat round pearls. None of it would be real, for it was a fortune. No, it was glass, such as they used in the theatre.


But Annie Ember looked up, and beheld herself again, poised in the mirror above the dishes of rubies, emeralds, sapphires, turquoise. She saw these perhaps naively, but herself cruelly, and to the point. A thin and shabby girl of sixteen, her brown rats-tails pushed up under a bonnet with a wilted feather. She wore her sister’s hand-me-down dress, and old boots. Her hem was torn, and though she spent most of her days mending, had not seen to this. Her pale city face had a young-old look. It was a face of sighs, the sighs of leaning back from drudgeries. An aching back, chapped hands. But for a moment, catching the gleam of the gems, her eyes were luminous and large. They had flared outside, warning off the man who took her for a whore. Now they were dreaming, still as pools in garden shade she had never known. Is that me?


And at her thought, a paper manikin whirled down from a wire, and doffed his hat to her.


She dodged away. And in doing so, noticed, to her right in the mirror, someone sitting behind her on a low divan piled with gold and crimson cushions.


Annie spun round. She stared.


A very old man, who was a king or a prince. But out of a fairy tale. In his long hair streaks of black remained, and his eyes were ink within and without, drawn around with kohl. He wore a golden garment, and on his feet silver slippers. From a bubbling crystal container, another snake fed itself into a point of amber at his lips. He smoked silently, looking back at her. His skin was like the smoke, almost it seemed to her blue.


Not blinking, he took the snake from his lips, and said, ‘What will you buy?’


Annie did blink. With the brisk irritation of poverty, she said, ‘I haven’t any money.’


‘Then why did you come in here?’ he inquired. His voice was fur-smooth, it had a lilt to it she had never heard.


He must be a hundred years old. And he was a foreigner. Where did he come from? Surely she had heard tell of a place where they spoke in this musical half-laughing way, and had blue skins?


‘What will you buy,’ said the princely man, ‘for one penny?’


She thought, Oh, he’s mad. And then, Or it’s a trick.


She recalled something. A beautiful word. India. It was that place. Had her long-dead mother not said—


‘Only one penny,’ said the prince from India, enticingly.


She glanced involuntarily about the shop again. It dazzled her. On a shelf she saw a brass rat, cunningly caught in an attitude of washing in a conceited, self-satisfied way.


‘Not the rat,’ he said.


‘And it would cost more than a penny,’ said Annie Ember, feeling her hard little pale face become even uglier.


‘That would depend. Wait,’ he said. ‘Look at this.’


And he opened his dusk hand before her.


On the palm lay a shard of dark yellowish material. It certainly did not look worth very much.


‘What is it?’


‘An amulet,’ said the man. ‘Perhaps you would like an amulet.’


What was an amulet? Ah, yes. Something to protect you, like the crucifix Mother had worn before her other daughter’s husband had sold it.


Annie craned forward. The man stretched out his hand. She found she had taken the dirty thing off his clean hard palm. The shard looked like used soap.


‘This is ivory,’ said the man. ‘Very old. Cut carefully from the tusk of a living elephant. Did you know such a thing was possible? Yes, indeed. And if performed properly, the tusk will grow up again, so it is not a robbery.’


‘I’ve heard — of elephants,’ said Annie. Her mother again … or rather her sister from her mother. Because their father had seen them, ages ago. Before Annie was born.


Then she made out the shape of the elephant that was the ivory shard. It was a tiny figure. A miniature tail behind and a greater one in front. Four columnar legs. The arch of back. The ancient head and fanned cabbage-leaf petals of the ears. But all so very small. She was used to threading needles by candlelight, otherwise she might not have made it out so swiftly.


The ivory had a perfect feel. It was like something that had had to be and must always be.


‘The male elephant of this country,’ said the princely man, ‘he alone has tusks. The female’s tusks are hidden. You must remember this. And, too, how wise the elephant is. He is the land whale, and the boulder and the mountain, and the remover of mountains. He is a cloud that brings the rain.’


Annie had barely heard him now. She was uncomfortable, for usually when anyone spoke to her at length, they wished to utilize her in some way. Even her sister. And besides, she did not understand what he said. Even the elephant looked absurd. Surely nothing could be quite of that form? Although there were plated beasts that lived in rivers, and snakes two yards long, and unicorns, her sister had said there were unicorns. But their mother, fount of this information, was dead, and all Annie had left of her was a small curl of dry hair, just as all she had of her father was his name, Ember. And her sister did not even have that any more.


‘Well, I’ll get along now,’ said Annie.


‘One penny,’ he said, ‘for the ivory elephant.’


‘Oh no.’


She held the ivory out. It clung to her fingers. Her hand, not like his, was unclean as well as chapped, and stuck with needle pricks.


‘One penny,’ he said.


He is mad. Better humour him. As he raised the amber mouth of the snake of the hookah, she drew a penny out of her empty little purse, and put it on a carved table beside him.


He laid down the snake, placed his hands together, and nodded behind them at her.


She could go now.


Annie felt a moment of strange reluctance.


She said, ‘What will I do with the elephant?’


‘God knows that,’ said the man. ‘You must wait and see.’


Annie turned and hurried away through the shop, leaving the mirror and the silk, the vases and jewels, the smoking incense, and the prince of twilight in his costume of gold.


At the door she did not look back. She closed the door behind her, and went up the twisting alley, and hoped the man who had propositioned her would not be waiting, and that there would not be much trouble when she reached home without the loan she had been sent to wheedle and failed to obtain. She thought of the nasty alley and how she was hungry, and of her sister’s voice, and nothing.


At last she got up into the street, and came out, and the man in the dusty hat was gone. People moved back and forth. She had not looked over her shoulder. Perhaps the shop had vanished. The ivory thing was in her purse where the penny had been. Had it vanished too?


On a wall were posters for the music hall, and a carriage raced along another road with its wheels churning up the filth. An old washerwoman barged past with her grumbling load.


Tears sprang into Annie’s eyes, surprising her. She denied them.


They slid away back into her heart and left her there, hard and young, and pale and dirty, trudging home in her cracked boots.


Annie Ember lived in the slums, on Tooth Street, by the river.


It was a maze tucked into a corner of the city, the water marking its boundary. Spring had come, and the river was oily and greenish, and muck floated on it, and in the mud at its edges carrion gulls picked ferociously yet resignedly. Near dawn, dilapidated boats slid in along the tide; they had been searching for any riches the river might give up overnight, the fob watches and rings of suicides, and skeins of hair for the wig-makers from the heads of murdered women.


Tooth Street overlooked this venue. Its craning tenements were the colour of soot, the whole area seemed blasted and blackened as if by a recent volcanic eruption. The fires that burned at the street’s river end would have heightened this impression, save for their gregariousness. Those without any pretension to a home lived by the fires, feeding in refuse. Here and there a kettle hung steaming from a makeshift hook. Sometimes they had killed a gull, or got a fish from the scurrilous river, and this they cooked. A bad smell soaked from these encampments that was worse than the smells of poverty from the tenements.


Annie entered a building midway along the street. Augusta House was its name. In the yard festoons of washing offered themselves limp and damp to the offended sun. Some skinny children played a game with a ball of paper and sticks. Annie climbed stairs in half-light. At each landing the window was cracked or broken and had been sealed with brown paper. One flight, two, three, four. She dwelled in the exalted position of the top floor, the head of the tower. Annie came to a door, one of several, and gave a twist and a push. There was no key used at this time of day, and by night the door was barred.


She entered on a room that was full of vague mounds. Annie looked at them, and made out as usual a lumpen settee flung with pillows and clothes, a chest from which things extruded, some chairs past their best, and piled with newssheets, a table with a cloth of holes, and set with a tea-pot and a loaf. On the hearth their own kettle faintly chirruped, and on the windowsill, before a view of the unholy street and river, stood a pot of geraniums. These were hers. A door led to another room in which was a great untidy bed, and there sprawled a young man with a white pure face and long reddish curls, reading a newspaper and drinking from a bottle. Her sister Rose’s husband, Innocent.


‘Is that one of you women?’ called Innocent loudly, in a harsh voice. ‘Bring me some tea.’


Annie took the tea-pot, went to the hearth and lifted off the kettle by its frayed holder. She poured the boiled water on to the old brew of tea leaves. On the rickety dresser she found the large cup which was Innocent’s. She filled the cup with a little milk from the jug, the tea, and four spoons of sugar.


She did not like entering the bedroom, but Innocent lay there like a sultan, and took the cup from her.


‘And where’s my bread?’


‘I’m sorry,’ said Annie. Like her sister, she still spoke well, and sometimes tried to camouflage this. She had omitted to do so.


‘Sorry, sorry,’ mimicked Innocent, his awful, handsome face screwed up. ‘Little miss fell-down-from-above. Ain’t I always to have my bread? Go and get it, you lazy slut.’


Annie went back and cut a big slice off the loaf. She spread dripping on it from the bowl. Of course he always had his bread. She bore it back to him and watched him start to eat. She had an incoherent awareness of her sister’s marriage, and of Innocent coming to live with them, and her mother — then still alive — not liking Innocent, but that she, Annie, a child, had worshipped him. Until she got used to his ways, and then worship changed to cautious loathing.


‘And where’s that other bitch, I’d like to know,’ said Innocent. ‘And as for you, did you get it?’


‘No,’ said Annie.


‘Useless bloody slut. I knew it ain’t no good sending you, with your la-di-da ways. You don’t know how to get round these old fellers. I’ve taught her. But you ain’t worth teaching.’


Annie felt frightened. Some threat was always being offered and she could only define it as sexual. She edged out of the bedroom, saying as she went, ‘I did my best. He said we’d had enough credit.’


‘Then you need to look like you can exchange something, you silly mare.’


Annie sat down on the settee, which at night was her bed, and began to pick about in the heap of rags Innocent had brought in. What might be salvaged she or her sister would repair, and then sell along the streets that led to the market.


‘Not worth your keep, you ain’t,’ said Innocent. But he began to read his paper again. ‘Bloke here,’ he said generally, as doubtless he would have spoken aloud had Annie not been present, ‘won a hundred pounds on a horse. Well curse him, I say. May he get growths.’


Annie shuddered with distaste, and heard her sister’s weary, slightly limping steps in the corridor outside.


A moment more, and Rose came in. She wore rather garish clothes, a pink dress much darned, and a bonnet with trite roses. One item was beautiful, her lace gloves, which she had made herself.


‘And here’s the other slut,’ said Innocent.


Annie’s sister’s head jerked up, like that of a dog which hears its name. Her hair was not brown, but golden, her face pretty in its dust of powder, but so tired.


She went straight into the bedroom and Annie heard the clink of coins.


‘Is that all?’


‘There was only one.’


‘Bloody fool. There’d be more if you tried harder.’


‘He was a gentleman.’


‘Oh, so you wait for gentlemen, do you? What gentleman’s going to go with you down some alley?’


‘He was. He gave what I asked. Said I should change my ways.’


The sound of a slap.


‘Stick to what you can do. It’s all you’re good for. And that cat of a sister. I ain’t worked out why I bother with the pair of you.’


‘Because we keep you, Innocent.’


‘You want another clip? Who keeps me? Ah?’


Silence.


Annie had threaded a needle and begun on an old coat. She had skill. Had her mother taught her? She could not recall the teaching. She seemed to have been sewing from the cradle.


The young woman who was her sister came out. She smiled at Annie, despite the red blotch on her cheek, and went to the chest. Pulling wide a drawer, she removed a bundle, and undoing it, revealed a magnificent rag doll. Its face was a mask of white satin, its eyes were sewn like pansies, and its lips better than the namesake roses on the garish hat. It wore a dress of cucumber green, sewn with tiny false pearls in intricate patterns, and edged with lace. Its hair was silk, golden like Rose’s own, but not quite finished.


‘I’ll get two pounds for her in Rustle Street, Mrs Marpolis promised me.’


‘That witch,’ said Innocent. He had emerged from his lair and was sprucing his appearance before a cracked mirror over the mantel. Annie marvelled idly at his beauty and his foulness so absolutely combined.


‘She will,’ said the sister, placatingly.


‘You hope she will. She’d better. You’ll please yourself, no doubt. You and your rotten dolls.’ Presently he added, ‘I’m off to see the Joyless Bugger.’


Which meant he would be absent the rest of the day and most of the night. Both women sighed spontaneously with relief.


When Innocent was gone, Rose unbuttoned her boots and took off her hat. The mark of Innocent’s blow was fading; he had been lenient.


‘Brew us some tea, Annie.’


Annie carried out the ritual with the kettle and tea-pot. Her sister’s cup was only sugared once, for economy.


As they drank the tea, the afternoon faded. The geraniums turned to blood as a golden sun sank behind Augusta House into the river. The fire burned low and was replenished. Annie and her sister sewed, like clockwork, as if they had done so from the cradle.


When the last drop of dusk had been squeezed out, Annie lit two candles, and made more tea.


‘Ah, let’s give this a rest,’ said Rose.


She stood up and walked around the room to ease her back, stiffened by sewing, one hand smoothing her eyelids and brows. She had been a beauty once, better than the dolls she made, even better than this one of the pansy eyes and bright hair.


‘We’ve done enough. What say we play the Yesyes?’


Annie frowned over the tea-pot. She spread a little dripping on a slice of bread and cut it into two halves.


‘If you want.’


‘Oh, go on, you silly. You’re scared of it.’


‘No, I ain’t,’ said Annie. She corrected herself, ‘I’m not.’


‘Yes, no need to talk like that when Innocent ain’t here,’ said Rose. She laughed bitterly. ‘Come on. Clear that table. I’ll get the board.’


She went into the chest again and pulled out, from its spot of concealment, the Yesyes board, a curious concave oblong, inscribed with the letters of the alphabet and the two words ‘Yes’ and ‘No’. With this Rose liked to experiment, setting her fingers on the little triangle, trying to make it run about the board and spell out messages. Spirits were meant to come. And sometimes the board did offer up strange remarks. Once it had said: ‘Beware the parson’s owl.’ Once: ‘Eat more larks.’ And once: ‘Toby forgets.’ When pressed, always it would make less and less sense.


Annie did not care for the board. She suspected imps rushed in to play games with her sister. Something supernatural, not real, yet also present, able to cause trouble of some sort, for on one occasion the clock had fallen off the mantel during a session. But Rose liked the Yesyes. Her continual hope was that it would some day offer a possible alternative to her recent life, her cringing passion for and terror of Innocent, her guilt over Annie, and her own prostitution.


They sat by the table in the dull candlelight. Annie held her sister’s hand, and Rose put two free fingers on to the triangle of wood.


Nothing occurred. After a few minutes Rose said, plaintively, ‘Do speak to us. Do speak. Please. We’re listening and ready.’


Rose’s voice was soft and clear and quite cultured. Annie had lost this fineness, half deliberately and long ago, but Rose did not seem able to let go of her vocal beginnings. She importuned gentlemen on the streets in such a way, after all, and often they were seduced.


The triangle also, apparently.


It began quirkishly to strut along the letters, but unable to settle or decide.


‘Oh, are you there?’ asked Rose. ‘Oh, talk to it, Annie.’


Annie was silent.


Rose said, persuasively, ‘Is it Mother?’


‘It isn’t Mother,’ said Annie. She spoke fiercely, but Rose did not notice.


Uncomfortable, Annie was hot and taut, her corset cutting into her, the smell of candle-grease making her queasy, as the half slice of bread and sour tea gurgled in her unappeased belly.


‘Oh, Mother, is it you?’ implored Rose.


The triangle skittered up the board. No.


‘Ah,’ said Rose sadly. ‘Who then? Is it someone we know?’


The triangle stayed firmly where it was.


‘Tell your name,’ said Rose.


No name, spelled the triangle.


‘Who are you then?’ cried Rose.


The triangle oozed at an even pace, now, along the board, finding the letters and staying upon them until Rose had spelled them out aloud.


‘What is it saying?’ said Rose. ‘I’m all confused.’


Annie bit the fingernails of her free hand.


‘It says we’re going on a journey. You are going away.’


‘Oh! I thought it did. Oh – oh where?’


‘Better than this,’ said Annie as the letters met the triangle.


‘Is he—’ said Rose, ‘is Innocent going?’


‘Yes,’ said Annie. She scowled. ‘It’s playing with you, Rose.’


‘No, no, it’s someone from Mother. We’re going on a journey.’


‘I don’t know what that word is,’ said Annie.


Rose said, puzzled, ‘Ivory. It says Ivory.’


Annie started as if she had been struck.


It was an imp, an imp that knew what she herself had forgotten – the tiny creature of tusk, an animal that perhaps did not exist. Put into her purse, slipped from her brain.


Annie snatched her hand from Rose’s hand, and the triangle slewed to a stop.


‘Now look,’ said Rose. Her tone was sorrowful not enraged. She would never fight. Annie had always fought, one way or another.


‘I’m sorry,’ said Annie, ‘but I don’t like it. We shouldn’t.’


Rose tried the triangle coaxingly. It would not respond. She removed her hand and touched it to her cheek.


‘It said Ivory. That was India. Mother – it said we’d go away.’


‘It isn’t likely,’ said Annie, ‘unless he throws us out.’


Rose said, ashamed, ‘He won’t, while I can make him money.’


‘Where could we go?’ said Annie angrily.


‘Better, it said. Somewhere better.’


‘Heaven,’ said Annie, without thinking.


Rose turned to her, white as paper under her rouge. ‘Ssh.’


They did not speak again until, in the black of night, Annie lay under her blankets on the settee in the main room, and Rose in the big bed, vacant of Innocent.


‘I’ll get two pounds for my doll. He’ll be pleased.’


‘He’ll spend it in a week.’


‘Perhaps I could lie. Tell him I only got one, and put some by.’


In the past, before Annie could recollect, they had lived in quite a big house, on a pleasant street. But Father, or someone who had been Mother’s protector, had fallen to hard luck, and gradually, bit by bit, they had descended to this. Annie had one sharp memory, maybe of a Christmas, sparkling lights and candles, and a man’s ruddy face. But whose had it been? Her mother she did not recall. Rose had said her hair was flowing and rich, like honey. But the curl that remained was short, grey and coarse.


On the stair, in the corridor, a step.


Both women tensed.


Then a loud commotion, echoing away all down the house, informed them it was another door, a neighbour, not Innocent arriving back.


‘Let’s get some sleep before he comes home,’ said Rose, and, with a weary groan, seemed gone.


She had cut from her mind, or mislaid, the word ‘Heaven’. Annie lay hard in the dark, and considered it. Outside vague howls rose from the lorn night.


And in her purse, where she had not looked to see, did the little ivory beast still lie, or had she dreamed the golden shop and the prince of India already? She turned her face from sleep. No more dreams. But sleep came, and she moved within it, borne away, on the mystical journey of the night.


Annie Ember opened her eyes in astonishment on the morning, as if she expected to wake elsewhere. But surprise faded. She was where she must be.


A pinkish afterglow hung above the river, and on this the pot of geraniums stood jungle black.


A noise came from the hearth, Rose busy with the kettle, her hair in curling rags, brewing fresh tea.


Where had Annie been? Nowhere. Only into sleep. She sat up. She had forgotten everything.


‘Old sleepy-head,’ said Rose. ‘I want an early start. He’s not home yet, perhaps I can get off before he comes.’


Rose laughed. She had had a good night’s rest without Innocent. Although he never troubled her sexually, he put his cold feet on her warm back, pushed her in his sleep, and pulled the quilt off her so she was left with only the blanket. His often-tipsy mutterings disturbed her; sometimes he struck out in sleep, and had once given Rose a black eye without knowing, blaming her next because it spoiled her looks. The beatings he awarded when conscious were aimed at portions of her body that would not overtly show.


Annie pushed off the blankets, stepped into her boots and did them up. She slept as Rose did, in her undergarments, and now had only to get into her corset, which Rose helped her with, her petticoat and dress.


‘I finished that doll. Pity, I’ll miss her. I did it by candlelight an hour ago. I woke up because the birds were singing. Those fires over by the river muddle them, poor things, they think it’s morning.’ If Innocent had been there, Rose would not have dared ‘waste’ the candle, nor would she have talked so much. Now she had finished the doll, she would be going to Rustle Street and Mrs Marpolis.


‘Can I come?’ Annie felt contrite, not knowing why.


‘If you’re quick.’


Annie tidied her bed into a settee, and did up her dress. She put on her bonnet as they drank their tea and ate a miniscule piece of the loaf, which now tasted rather stale, a usual taste.


The window was full of light. They unbarred the door and went out. On the long stairs, after all, they met Innocent, slightly dishevelled and with a sickly carnation in his button-hole.


‘The mice sneaking off,’ said Innocent, catching Rose playfully by the wrist. ‘Who told you you could?’


‘You said I was to take that doll to—’


‘Don’t try that trick on me, my girl. I never said that. But,’ disposed to be generous, Innocent lounged on the stair, ‘I’ll allow it. Make sure you get two pounds, you ain’t worked your eyes raw over the thing for nothing. Did you miss me?’


‘Yes, Innocent.’


‘Want to know where I’ve been, I dare say. Well, I ain’t telling, but I got a shilling or two.’


Rose gave a wobbly smile. Innocent gambled and doubtless thieved. She hoped and feared that one night he would be caught, trapped, and killed like a handsome white scorpion. It was Annie who wondered how she and Rose would manage without Innocent. He did very little for them, spending his ill-gotten gains on himself and his pals, and their sparse earnings too. He badly-used Rose and had given her over to whoring, and would do the same for Annie, perhaps, permitted time or a change in her looks. He was an evil influence, yet he provided a curious backbone for their lives. His vanishment would leave a hole, a gape. Even their poor pleasures, such as this excursion, they stole from him.


He gave Rose a kiss on the cheek, ‘Maybe you’ll meet a nice gentleman,’ and went upstairs, where he would kick off his boots — Rose would clean them later — and sprawl on the bed to sleep away his night. On then, to the world.


Tooth Street was not lovely in the spring sunlight, but here and there plants with yellow flowers had come up between the cracked paving stones. The road had horse dung on it, and both the tenants of the tenements and the campments were busy shovelling it up and squabbling.


The milk cart passed the end of the street; it never ventured down it.


‘I should have bought a penny-worth. That milk’ll be off by tea-time. I’m all mixed this morning.’ But Rose looked lovely as the street did not, her eyes vivid and her face relaxed, smiling.


They walked to Rustle Street which took most of an hour, going up through the slums towards the higher lighter city as if surfacing through muddy water. At last they were walking the broad thoroughfares where trees grew in a wild spray of green. Ancient buildings loomed on the backdrop, columns and onion domes, and towers which the sunlight scoured to whiteness. Ahead lay the great market, and here they found enchantments, the red heaped apples and barrel-organ with monkey in purple trappings, the stalls piled with things not to be bought or even thought of. The flower-sellers were a garden, the forced roses and sunflowers, and violets thick as tapestry on the ground. They took care not to bruise a single petalled head.


A man selling whippets roared past their faces with beery breath. Rose coloured and hurried by. Annie guessed this man had had her sister.


Down a cobbled lane stood the shop of Mrs Marpolis. Its windows bulged, and there was bobbled velvet at the door. Inside, the china figurines were a crowd, out from which masks and dolls peered with perfectly formed blind eyes. Seeing these riches, Annie wondered at their daring. How could anything stitched by meagre candlelight in the slum be worthy of Mrs Marpolis’ shop?


Two lady assistants looked down their noses, their lace blouses — lace not so fine as that of Rose’s gloves — and their black slopes of skirts, to somewhere at the level of the floor, where Rose was.


‘May I help you?’ As if it could be conceivable.


‘I’m here to see Mrs Marpolis.’


Startled by Rose’s voice and accent, the second assistant fell. ‘I’ll go and see if she is free to be disturbed.’


And Annie pictured Mrs Marpolis struggling for liberty in enormous chains. As Annie remembered her, they would have needed to be large.


But, ‘Do you have an appointment?’ inquired the first assistant, from her heights, staying the other.


Rose hesitated.


Annie said loudly, ‘Of course we do. Do you decide for Mrs Marpolis who can go in?’


‘Annie!’ exclaimed Rose, whose plan had been as ever to avoid wrath with mild words, which it rarely managed.


Annie ignored her. She said to the assistants, ‘Well, will you risk it?’


Mrs Marpolis was sent for, and came.


‘This way, and enter, girls,’ she mooed, waving her great hands ringed with dark jewels. Her hair was far too black, like a live crow. Her white face was a terrible mask, not like the pretty things in the shop. Enormous black eyes, in pouches of white kidskin flesh, flashed.


Annie and Rose went after Mrs Marpolis into a sanctum, and the curtain was let fall.


This room Annie had never penetrated before. A wine-red velvet wallpaper covered the walls, which were also hung with strange medallions, pictures, cameos and silhouettes in oval frames. On the great marble fireplace a fire burned heartily, and the room was stifling. Beyond the fire, in a nook, stood one solitary figurine, a pale tulip. Annie recognized it as a Madonna Rose had told her of. A small votive light burned before the Madonna in a crimson cup, throwing rich lifelike flickers over the dainty face and long blue veil. The Madonna’s dress was eastern, and rich with gold, and she had a golden crown. In her arm she carried, not a holy Infant, but a plate of sticky-looking sweets. Annie gazed. Was this blasphemous?


Mrs Marpolis, inured, paid her bonbon Madonna no heed. She did not walk across the room, but glided on runners.


‘Show. I will see.’ Rose produced the doll. ‘Ah. Fine work. And the pearls. I knew you be clever with them when I give them you.’


‘I did my very best,’ said Rose.


‘Very fine, as I said.’ Mrs Marpolis never smiled. Her mouth was large and extended, like the jaws of a beast, and behind her lips were huge white teeth. ‘I am pleased. I will give you what I said. One pound.’


Rose faltered. ‘Oh, well, Mrs Marpolis—’


‘Or, correct me, did I promise you a guinea?’


‘It was two pounds,’ said Annie, ‘thank you.’


‘Two pounds? Who is this child?’


‘My sister, Mrs Marpolis.’


‘I had forget. So small she was, the time before. And now a young lady.’ Annie held the terrible black eyes. ‘And she is called?’


‘Annie,’ said Rose.


‘Ah, Anna. I recall her now. Little Anna. Well, Anna, how is it you speak up so boldly? Were you here to know I promising two whole pounds, a vast amount, to your sister?’


‘Rose told me that you did,’ said Annie.


‘Rose was mistooken, then.’


‘Yes, Mrs Marpolis,’ said Rose, ‘I’m sure. A guinea, if you will—’


‘She’s sat working through the dark, ruining her sight,’ said Annie. Her heart pounded and her eyes enlarged. She would not give up.


‘Her poor eyes. Well. We must all suffer for us trade.’


Mrs Marpolis folded her fat hands in their armour on her dark skirt and looked like a statue. Another Madonna, but without any sweets.


‘Then,’ said Annie, ‘we must go to the other lady, who promised two guineas.’


Mrs Marpolis widened her own eyes. It was the only symptom that she too was now embattled.


‘What lady? This is not right. I give the pearls, and the silk, for this doll.’


‘We will pay you for the materials from the two guineas the other lady is prepared—’


‘Enough!’ snapped Mrs Marpolis.


Rose looked near to fainting.


Annie turned towards the door.


‘Two pounds,’ snarled Mrs Marpolis. ‘Not a penny more. You are rogues. Such women,’ she said, to the ornate plaster ceiling. ‘I am surround by wickedness.’


Rose hustled Annie into the street, where they stood, flushed, between distress, embarrassment and joy. ‘You shouldn’t have—’ ‘Yes I should.’ What a turn up—’


They bought apples.


‘I’ll tell him I only got one pound. He won’t expect the witch to have given me more. I can hide the rest.’


Annie licked the apple, able to be childish a moment, perhaps like Eve.




2


Innocent woke in the late afternoon, as the women were quietly sorting and sewing the rags. He announced that the Joyless Bugger and two or three other cronies would be coming to dine, and at three o’clock he gave Annie money and sent her to the pie-shop on Pastry Lane. Rose put on potatoes and cabbage to boil, and made up a gravy.


The prospect of a meal was offset for Annie, as for Rose, by the nature of the company. Even so, approaching the pie-shop, Annie’s stomach growled urgently. Inside, the smells sent her dizzy. Then she had the walk back, the pie in its wrapped dish, her mouth watering, not daring even to break off a bit of the crust. She cast her mind deliberately out into uneasy seas. There was something she had been trying to remember, something that nagged at her but which she could not grasp. Beside that stood the darker, denser problem, all too well recalled, that Rose meant to cheat Innocent of half the money for the doll.


This had happened once before, when Rose had been making lace gloves and selling them to the better houses near the park. Rose had kept some of the money back, saying to Annie defiantly, ‘I earnt it. And one day we may need it, you and I. Mother used to say, put something by for a rainy Sunday. And he never does. Anyway. How will he know?’ But Innocent, by some murky process of telepathy based probably upon knowing Rose herself so well, deduced that something had gone awry. When challenged, Rose denied that she had ‘slyly and viciously’ kept anything from him. Then he had gone for her, and Annie had before her inner eyes the view of Rose hanging by her hair from Innocent’s hand as he, with the other fist, smote her in the ribs and breast — places where bruises were not immediately evident. The screaming and roaring had roused the tenement, which thundered back, abusing the occupants of the top apartment, until the whole house seemed to shake, like a nightmare Tower of Babel.


Annie was afraid that this would now occur again. For Rose, even though Innocent had not yet asked her about the doll, already seemed furtive, tiptoeing about, glancing at her hellish husband under her eyelids. One should not try subterfuge with such as Innocent. At least, Rose should not. Annie had fooled him now and then. But there again, he had little interest in Annie. Innocent’s interest in you was what dictated danger.


When Annie returned to the rooms, other tenants were at their doors, sniffing up the evolving aroma of cabbage and gravy. In the apartment, the Joyless Bugger, a bulging man of black moustaches, had already arrived, and soon after came the Badger, a little being in a checked cap which he never removed, and Earbone, a talkative vandal. These three stood in a line before the fire, smoking their long pipes, while the food bubbled at their backs.


Everyone sat down to the pie and vegetables, and to a large reeking cheese Earbone had produced. The men drank beer, and Rose, being pressed by the Joyless Bugger to take some sips of this, became cheerful and giggly even in the presence of Innocent.


He eyed her thoughtfully. And Annie, who had been lost in the food, felt herself change, her eyes hot and her stomach abruptly stony, so a pain began where appetite had been.


‘She’s clever, my Rosie,’ said Innocent. ‘She makes dolls now and sells them on Rustle Street to Ma Marpolis.’


‘There’s a canny old bitch,’ said the Joyless Bugger gloomily.


The men made merry over anecdotes of Ma Marpolis, how her assistants in the shop were tied in kennels overnight, how she rode on a broomstick to raid the graveyards of the city, how she liked roast rat for her supper.


Then, ‘How much she give you for the doll? You ain’t said,’ asked Innocent of Rose.


‘Oh—’ said Rose gaily, ‘a pound.’


‘A pound, eh?’ Innocent looked round at the men. ‘Not bad, eh? Not bad for a rotten old doll of rags.’


Rose laughed, soprano and sweet; you could hear she had had a pretty singing voice.


‘Very nice, lovely,’ said Innocent’s companions.


‘But,’ said Innocent, in a slow, puzzled way, ‘you said the old bint promised you two. Two pounds. You said.’


‘She did. But then — well, she wouldn’t pay me what she promised. Stuck out for one, or nothing. What could I do?’


Rose’s beer-touched confidence was still high. She had not faltered. And Earbone broke in. ‘She’s a tough cow, that Marpolis. Can’t budge her.’


‘Yes,’ added the Badger, ‘she supplies, I hear, girls to some funny areas. I reckon your Rosie is taking a chance. You should keep her away from Ma Marpolis.’


‘Yes,’ said Innocent. He sighed and gently looked at Rose. ‘You wouldn’t lie to me, would you, Rosie?’


Rose’s face twitched. Her mouth trembled. She was flustered, and could not meet his eye. ‘She only gave me one pound. I told you.’


‘Let’s see it then,’ said Innocent.


Rose got up hurriedly, and went to take her purse from the chest. She brought the purse to Innocent, quivering.


‘My wife,’ said Innocent to the gathering, ‘you have to watch her, Joyless. She hides things sometimes, despite what the Good Book tells her, to honour and obey me.’


‘They all hide things,’ said the Badger dolefully.


‘Too true,’ added Earbone. ‘My old lady hides my bacca and my beer, but I always finds it.’


‘Beat her,’ said Innocent.


‘I’ve beat her blue and black, but it don’t stop her. She’s daft if you ask me. But then, I don’t see her more than twice a month.’


‘Look at this pound,’ said Innocent. ‘It gladdens my heart. I ain’t saying two wouldn’t gladden it more.’


‘She only gave me the one, Innocent,’ nervously over-insisted Rose.


Annie kept her eyes down on her congealing plate. She wondered if Innocent would extend his queries to her. She would do better than her sister, but probably it was too late.


‘I think I’ll turn you over, at bedtime,’ said Innocent to Rose, and the other men laughed. ‘Make sure, eh, Joyless. Nothing in her stays.’


Rose blushed violently. Although she whored, she had never lost a proprietary shyness.


Annie thought, What next? Will he start on her in front of them?


But nothing happened. The men resumed their drinking and chewing, their digestive asides. Annie in turn made herself eat, not wanting to waste the meal, although it felt like rocks and serpents going down.


Rose could not eat. She was trying to pretend she was guiltlessly put out at Innocent’s comments on her underwear, at his doubting her truthfulness. But anyone could see she was only frightened.


When the food was consumed, Annie and Rose cleared the table, but for the tea-pot, loaf and knife, fetched the men more beer, and then washed the plates. After this the two women resumed their sewing on the settee, while the four men sat on chairs at the hearth, smoking and drinking, playing cards. Their conversation was both boring and savage, laced by terrible uglinesses of speech and desire. Had there been any point to it, Annie would have wished them all dead, but she had long ago learned the futility of wishes. Rose was nervous, and pricked her fingers till blood came and stained the ragged garments she worked on. Although Innocent saw this, he did not scold her. That too boded ill.


It was after midnight when the dinner party broke up. The Joyless Bugger, Earbone and the Badger went racketing off down the stairs to an increasing accompaniment of cries and curses from the interrupted floors.


Outside they turned to baiting one of the campments and were set on by a brawny woman brandishing a kettle and the bones of a gull. The three men ran off hooting in mock terror. Innocent turned from the window.


‘Now, Rose, let’s be having you.’


Annie’s heart recoiled without amazement.


‘What do you want, Innocent?’ Rose’s voice was trembling so she could hardly speak.


‘You know full well. I want that pound you ain’t given me.’


‘But I gave it you.’ Rose got up, as if getting ready to run.


‘You gave me one pound. But I want the other.’


They began to circle each other, and Annie, thick with weariness, felt a grim premonition. When Innocent lunged and struck Rose on the breast — as normally not to bruise her face — and Rose fell over and began to cry, Annie spoke out quickly. ‘It’s in the work basket.’


‘Oh, is it now?’


‘She kept it back to buy you a new coat.’


‘Oh, did she now?’


And Innocent lurched across and took up the work basket, upending it. He caught the pound in mid-air, amid the shower of darning thread, scissors and needles.


Innocent waved the money before his face.


‘Well, Rose. Well, Rose.’


‘I’m – sorry – Innocent,’ said Rose, where she lay on the floor.


‘Of course you are, you cow. I’ve made you sorry. A new coat, eh? I can find my own new coat.’ And all his evil white face moved like the beak of a predatory bird. He strode to Rose and kicked her in the side. She screamed. He repeated the blow, as if he had liked doing it very much.


‘Don’t,’ said Annie. She had started up, but she knew better than to run forward. ‘If she’s in a state, she won’t be able to work—’


‘Have to put you out, then,’ said Innocent. But he turned from Rose, fastening his eyes instead on her sister. ‘Not that you’d be any use. You ain’t got no figure. And your face is like a coal scuttle. Perhaps you’re hiding something, too? Eh? Something Ma Marpolis slipped you.’


‘No,’ said Annie.


‘Well, you’ve got no brain,’ said Innocent, ‘maybe you ain’t hiding. Bring us your purse. I’ll take a look.’


Annie went at once to get her purse. As she was bringing it to him, she saw Rose begin to pull herself up from the floor, holding her side, and sobbing noiselessly – she had been certain he had irreparably damaged Rose – but even as she felt the relief, Annie recalled that there was something in her purse, something she did not want Innocent to see—


There was nothing now she could do. She held it out to him and Innocent graciously accepted it.


‘Couple of pennies,’ said Innocent. ‘All right. I’ll let you off. I’ll only take the one. Ah,’ he said. ‘But what’s this?’


He brought it out then in his elegant soiled fingers.


She had forgotten not only that it existed, but how nondescript it looked. It was nothing. A piece of used soap gone hard.


She did not want Innocent to touch the ivory shard that was an elephant, that was a dream-animal of a strange smokyland, which perhaps they had told her of, when she was a baby.


‘Well, what is it? Nasty thing.’


‘I found it.’


‘You found it. Where?’


‘On the street,’ said Annie. ‘In the gutter.’


‘Yes, that’s the right spot for you, little miss high-up-nose.’


Innocent twirled the shard, the elephant, in his fingers. Would that matter? Annie could do nothing. She looked at him blankly and said, ‘You keep it, if you like, Innocent.’


‘Here, Rose,’ said Innocent. He went to Rose, who sat now at the table, holding herself in her arms, breathing in gasps. There was blood like careless rouge on the side of her mouth, although he had not hit her there. As if addressing a whole, uninjured acquaintance, Innocent demanded, ‘What’s this worth? Anything?’


Rose looked at it, and her eyes fixed.


She could not dissemble. She had never done so.


‘Ivory—’ said Rose.


‘Ivory?’ Innocent was alert. ‘That pig’s tooth from the Indies?’


‘Elephant tusk.’


‘It’s valuable,’ said Innocent. He turned and glared at Annie. ‘You little rat, where did you get this? Thieved it, did you, and didn’t tell me? You ain’t learned. I’ll give you some of what I gave her.’


Annie braced herself, and her hand slid behind her back, scrabbling down on the settee pillows, where she had seen the scissors fall.


Innocent laughed, drunkenly, quite pleasantly. And he eased forward.


Rose said, ‘No, Innocent. You mustn’t.’


‘Shut your row, you stupid whore. I ain’t to be told.’


Rose stood up. She held on to the table, and then she let go of it, and she ran at Innocent from behind, half falling against him. She screamed with pain at the impact, and then, having begun, she continued to scream. Her hands flew up on to his head, and she started to rip out of it the coils of his fine reddish hair. Then Innocent screamed.


It was astonishing. To hear him shriek.


Both Annie and Rose were for a moment startled. And in that moment, Innocent, howling, flung round on Rose, his fists raised up like terrible hammers.


Rose commenced to scream again and again her hands flew forward, upward, directly into Innocent’s face.


Innocent’s howls ascended into an atrocious squeal. And finally, at last, murmurs blew upward from the tower below, like outraged bats, the other tenants once more protesting—


But Annie did not hear them. She stared in disbelief as a spurt of scarlet ink rushed away from Innocent’s head, from the face that was turned from her towards Rose. It rushed and struck the wall, the damp and mildewy wallpaper. So red.


He had dropped the ivory. It lay beside his stampeding feet. Annie could not go to get it. Stupidly, she picked up the scissors and held them like a dagger. She could stab him in the back, had better do so, before he got hold again of Rose – but somehow Annie could not take a step.


Then Innocent sprawled round. He was shrieking, swear words, shouts to God. He did not utter Rose’s name nor any of the foulnesses he habitually called her. It was as if he had forgotten her. He dropped on his knees, gripping at his face. It seemed necessary that he do this, for his face was all undone, rags and tatters of flesh and red, red blood. As he struggled there with himself, and with forgotten Rose who was again tearing at him from behind, Annie caught a glimpse of something, quite wrong. It was Innocent’s left eye, dangling by a thread like silk … out of its socket.


‘Rose,’ said Annie.


Rose lifted her head. She shook herself. Her face was white and pure and for an instant resembled Innocent’s – as it had been. Then she turned back and snatched the bread knife from its station on the table.


‘Blinded me—’ screeched Innocent, crawling on the floor. And Annie saw his other eye was gone to a mass of rich ripe crimson tissue.


Then Rose cut him across the back, across the neck and shoulders with the knife.


Innocent’s mouth bubbled silver and red and he fell ruined face down.


Rose stood away.


She dropped the knife.


Annie gazed as the blood ran out from under Innocent’s body. Like rivers in sudden sunset …


And on the river, borne towards her, the shard of ivory floated, floated to her, to her feet. And there it stopped. In a daze she reached down and took it up, out of his blood. Its exquisite smoothness was unmarked, unstained.


Rose said, quietly, ‘I’ve done it now. I’ve killed him. You see.’


‘Yes,’ said Annie. She recalled a street fight she and Rose had once passed, blood on the road, and Rose had become faint, but she, Annie, had felt only contempt, disgust.


But now Rose seemed only disgusted, and, as usual, very tired. She sat down on the chair, wincing.


‘I think he’s broken something in my side,’ she said. And then, ‘But it won’t matter now.’


‘He’s dead,’ said Annie.


‘Yes, he’s dead. If you cut the neck there, it kills. I think Mother must have learnt that from Father. She told me once. She was nursing you at her breast, and she told me that. You sucked up death with her milk.’


Annie dropped back on the settee. The room whirled and presently there was Rose, putting a cold cloth on her forehead. Rose had washed her hands, only her pink dress was all red, and drops of ruby were in her fair hair.


‘Just rest,’ said Rose. ‘I’ll walk down in a minute. Ask Gem’s boy to go for a constable.’


‘No,’ said Annie, ‘no, we must—’


‘No must about it,’ said Rose. She yawned, genteelly, behind her fingers. ‘I’ve done a murder. I’ll have to pay for it.’


‘We could run away,’ said Annie. She sat up although her head still swam. ‘Go quickly, now.’ The ivory was clenched in her hand.


‘Go where? Where can we go? They’d catch us. Prison. That’s my journey. And then—’ Rose hesitated, surprised. She said in a sad humble voice, ‘Oh, Annie. They’ll hang me.’
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Breakfast was brought in by the crippled girl. She set it down on the lace table-cloth. A dish of hot kippers, eggs in china coddlers, toasted bread and a slab of daffodil butter, green and tawny jams, the large tea-pot with its brew of leaves always fresh. The crippled girl had one leg in an iron, and a pinched leery little face. Annie thought, Is that like me? But she was not really interested. Not really concerned by the stunning food, though it shone before her. This irony was not lost. She would have done a great deal to get such a feast a few weeks back. To get such a feast, and share it with Rose.


The room was yellow, like the butter, as the room below was all leaden red. On a mantel fringed by a yellow shawl, a big black and gilt clock showed its round cold moon. It was twenty minutes to eight in the morning.


Annie looked at the clock. It had been only half past seven a minute ago. And when she entered the room … only seven. And as she had lain awake, and sometimes slept, it had been earlier. And last night – and last Tuesday – and before—


Annie checked her thoughts. It was no good. It was twenty to eight.


She remembered even so, as if it could not be helped, the crowded law court. Bad weather, it had rained. The sooty yards were full of water, and through the water the closed carriages came in like enormous black fish. Inside the building steam rose from the wet clothing of all the persons jumbled there, and a duller fainter mist rose from the gas lamps they had had to light. Ominous dark day for the trial of a foul murder.


It was odd, surely there was not an instant that could be forgotten, and yet she had indeed mislaid so much. Fragments were crystal clear – that man with the rolling voice who had called Rose a Woman of the Alleys, with the sheep’s fleece wig perched on his coal-black curls — a darling of the gallery and of the crowd, who frequently applauded him. And the judge, fat as some red vegetable, with a stupid clever face it was impossible you could believe had justice in it, although justice was his extraordinary name — Sir Montague Justice.


He sat listening, crouched there, vegetable toad, in his box above them all, God presiding.


‘We have heard how this woman was beaten by her husband, my lord. But then it seems she often was in grievous error, and had earned it. What man, I say, would bear such infamy unmoved. Not merely an adulteress to his marital bed, but a common prostitute. Who sought, in turn, to lead her own sister into the same way.’


And Rose, far off, raised up also but only a little distance, miles beneath the throne of the vegetable toad god, Rose pale and still, not crying out. Meek Rose. And the meek shall inherit the earth. But oh, they did not.


No, it was the man with the voice and the curls, and it was Sir Montague Justice, these were the ones who had inherited. Power and confidence vaporized out of them, like the glim-lit vapours of the court rising from wet garments and lamps.


There had been a few who had spoken for Rose. She was hardworking. No, they did not believe she had solicited men. Yes, her husband thrashed her often. But then, men did smack their wives. What was a little correcting blow? Some women made a great deal of fuss about nothing. Some women, too, were virtuous, and did not earn chastisement. And a few against. Of Innocent’s dear friends, not one could be found. The wife of the Badger had told the police she reckoned he was long dead. The Joyless Bugger had vanished under the scum.


Annie they did not convict of anything except idiocy. They thought her simple, easily led. But the constable related how he had found her on the settee, In a near-faint, her dress and hands unmarked by blood. Not guilty.


But this other one. ‘She stands before you,’ said the black-curled man whose name Annie had forgotten too, as one might try to forget the name of a horrible illness one had once suffered. ‘You would think her nothing but a common street-walker, a fallen woman, nothing more. And yet, I tell you, just so the demon of the grisly tales of our childhood disguises itself. Strong and seasoned men blenched at what she had done. For she did not kill like a woman, who in desperation might seize some artifact and lash about herself. No, she killed her husband like a fiend from Hell itself.’


And the strong and seasoned men had described it. Innocent’s body, his injured face and wrecked eyes, the effective cuts of the knife. And Rose, in her gown and jewelry of his blood, taking them quietly in to see.


There was another man in a robe, who spoke for Rose. His first case, the gallery whispered. But he related to Rose curiously. He said he would have to admit she had been a prostitute. He would have to allow them that she had committed murder in a particularly gruesome and unfeminine manner. He could only say that she had been driven to it by fear.

OEBPS/images/9780575120778.jpg
@EWI\Y

THE WORLD FANTASY
AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR

Elephan tasm

TANITH LEE

‘ONE OF THE MOST POWERFUL
AND INTELLIGENT WRITERS

TO WORK IN FANTASY"
PUBLISHERS WEEKLY





OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





