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            Ensanguining the skies




            How heavily it dies




            Into the west away;




            Past touch and sight and sound




            Not further to be found




            How hopeless under ground




            Falls the remorseful day.




            (A. E. Housman,


            More Poems, XVI)


          


        


      

    


  




  When I wrote my 1997 letter I thought I had little to look forward to in 1998, but it turns out that I was stupidly optimistic




  (David Mackenzie, 


  On the Dole in Darlington)




  









  
    
      
        PROLEGOMENON

      

    

  


  
      
  
  
  
  


      As o’er me now thou lean’st thy breast,


      With launder’d bodice crisply pressed,


      Lief I’d prolong my grievous ill –


      Wert thou my guardian angel still

	  
	      



	  
	      



      (Edmund Raikes, 1537–65, The Nurse)


    




 ‘SO I OFTEN hook my foot over the side of the mattress.’


  ‘You what?’


  ‘Sort of anchors me to my side of the bed.’


  ‘Double bed?’


  ‘Not unknown is it, for a married couple? People can share the same bed but not the same thoughts – old Chinese saying.’


  ‘Still makes me jealous.’


  ‘Idiot!’


  ‘Everybody gets a bit jealous sometimes.’


  ‘Not everybody.’


  ‘Not you, nurse?’


  ‘I’ve just learned not to show it, that’s all. And it’s none of your business in any case.’


  ‘Sorry.’


  ‘How I hate men who say “sorry”!’


  ‘I promise not to say it again, miss.’


  ‘And will you promise me something else? To be a bit more honest with yourself – and with me?’


  ‘Scout’s honour!’


  ‘I can’t believe you were ever in the Scouts.’


  ‘Well, no, but . . .’


  ‘Shall I test you?’


  ‘Test me?’


  ‘Would you like me to jump into bed with you now?’


  ‘Yes!’


  ‘You’re quick on the buzzer.’


  ‘Next question?’


  ‘Do you think I’d like to jump into bed with you?’


  ‘I’d like to think so.’


  ‘What about the other patients?’


  ‘You could draw the curtains.’


  ‘What excuse . . . ?’


  ‘You could always take my blood pressure.’


  ‘Again?’


  ‘Why not?’


  ‘We know all about your blood pressure. High – very high – especially when I’m around.’


  ‘It’s those black stockings of yours.’


  ‘You’re a stocking-tops man!’


  ‘Nice word, isn’t it – stocking-tops?’


  ‘If only you weren’t stuck in this bloody ward!’


  ‘I can always discharge myself.’


  ‘Not a wise move, good sir – not in your case.’


  ‘What time are you off duty?’


  ‘Half-eight.’


  ‘What’ll you do then?’


  ‘Off home. I’m expecting a phone call.’


  ‘You’re trying to make me jealous again.’


  ‘After that, I suppose I’ll just poke the thingummy, you know, around the four channels.’


  ‘Five, now.’


  ‘We don’t get the new one.’


  ‘What about Sky?’


  ‘In our village, satellite dishes are most definitely discouraged.’


  ‘You could always take a video home.’


  ‘No need. We’ve got lots of videos. You should see some of them – you know, the sex ones.’


  ‘You watch that sort of thing?’


  ‘When I’m in the mood.’


  ‘When’s that?’


  ‘Most of the time.’


  ‘And even if you aren’t in the mood?’


  ‘Oh yes! They soon turn anybody on. Haven’t you seen some of these Amsterdam videos? All sorts of bizarre things they get up to.’


  ‘I haven’t seen them, no.’


  ‘Would you like to?’


  ‘I’m not quite sure I would, no.’


  ‘Not even if you watched them with me?’


  ‘Please, nurse, am I allowed to change my mind?’


  ‘We could arrange a joint viewing.’


  ‘How – how bizarre’s bizarre?’


  ‘Well, in one of ’em there’s this woman – about my age – lovely figure – wrists tied to the top of the four-poster bed – ankles tied to the bottom . .
  .’


  ‘Go on.’


  ‘Well, there’s these two young studs – one black, one white – ’


  ‘No racial discrimination, then?’


  ‘ – and they just take turns, you know.’


  ‘Raping her . . .’


  ‘You’re so naive, aren’t you? She wouldn’t have been in the bloody video, would she, if she didn’t want to be? There are some people like
  her, you know. The only real sexual thrill they get is from some sort of submission – you know, that sort of thing.’


  ‘Odd sort of women!’


  ‘Odd? Unusual, perhaps, but . . .’


  ‘How come you know so much about this?’


  ‘When we were in Amsterdam, they invited me to do some porno-filming. Frank didn’t mind. They made a pretty good offer.’


  ‘So you negotiated a fee?’


  ‘Hold on! I only said this particular woman was about my age – ’


  ‘ – and had a lovely figure.’


  ‘Would you like to see if it was me?’


  ‘One condition.’


  ‘What’s that?’


  ‘If I come, you mustn’t hook your foot over the side of the mattress.’


  ‘Not much danger of that.’


  ‘Stay with me a bit longer!’


  ‘No. You’re not my only patient, and some of these poor devils’ll be here long after you’ve gone.’


  ‘Will you come and give me a chaste little kiss before you go off duty?’


  ‘No. I’m shooting straight back to Lower Swinstead. I told you: I’m expecting a phone call.’


  ‘From . . . your husband?’


  ‘You must be kidding! Frank’s in Switzerland for a few days. He’s far too mean to call me from there – even on the cheap rates.’


  ‘Another man in your life?’


  ‘Jesus! You don’t take me for a dyke, do you?’


  ‘You’re an amazing girl.’


  ‘Girl? I’ll be forty-eight this Thursday.’


  ‘Can I take you out? Make a birthday fuss of you?’


  ‘No chance. According to your notes, you’re going to be in at least till the end of the week.’


  ‘You know, in a way, I wish I could stay in. Indefinitely.’


  ‘Well, I promise one thing: as soon as you’re out, I’ll be in touch.’


  ‘Please! If you can.’


  ‘And you’ll come and see me?’


  ‘If you invite me.’


  ‘I’m inviting you now.’


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER ONE

      

    

  


  
    
	  
  
      You holy Art, when all my hope is shaken,


      And through life’s raging tempest I am drawn,


      You make my heart with warmest love to waken,


      As if into a better world reborn

      




      (From An Die Musik, translated by Basil Swift)

    



 APART (OF COURSE) from Wagner, apart from Mozart’s compositions for the clarinet, Schubert was one of the select composers
  who could occasionally transport him to the frontier of tears. And it was Schubert’s turn in the early evening of Wednesday, 15 July 1998, when – The Archers over – a
  bedroom-slippered Chief Inspector Morse was to be found in his North Oxford bachelor flat, sitting at his ease in Zion and listening to a Lieder recital on Radio 3, an amply filled tumbler of pale
  Glenfiddich beside him. And why not? He was on a few days’ furlough that had so far proved quite unexpectedly pleasurable.


  Morse had never enrolled in the itchy-footed regiment of truly adventurous souls, feeling (as he did) little temptation to explore the remoter corners even of his native land; and this,
  principally, because he could now imagine few if any places closer to his heart than Oxford – the city which, though not his natural mother, had for so many years performed the duties of a
  loving foster-parent. As for foreign travel, long faded were his boyhood dreams that roamed the sands round Samarkand; and a lifelong pterophobia still precluded any airline bookings to Bayreuth,
  Salzburg, Vienna – the trio of cities he sometimes thought he ought to see.


  Vienna . . .


  The city Schubert had so rarely left; the city in which he’d gained so little recognition; where he’d died of typhoid fever – only thirty-one.


  Not much of an innings, was it – thirty-one?


  Morse leaned back, listened, and looked semi-contentedly through the french window. In The Ballad of Reading Gaol, Oscar Wilde had spoken of that little tent of blue that prisoners call
  the sky; and Morse now contemplated that little tent of green that owners of North Oxford flats are wont to call the garden. Flowers had always meant something to Morse, even from his schooldays.
  Yet in truth it was more the nomenclature of the several species, and their context in the works of the great poets, that had compelled his imagination: fast-fading violets, the globèd
  peonies, the fields of asphodel . . . Indeed Morse was fully aware of the etymology and the mythological associations of the asphodel, although quite certainly he would never have recognized one of
  its kind had it flashed across a Technicolor screen.


  It was still true though: as men grew older (so Morse told himself) the delights of the natural world grew ever more important. Not just the flowers, either. What about the birds?


  Morse had reached the conclusion that if he were to be reincarnated (a prospect which seemed to him most blessedly remote) he would register as a part-time Quaker, and devote a sizeable quota of
  his leisure hours to ornithology. This latter decision was consequent upon his realization, however late in the day, that life would be significantly impoverished should the birds no longer sing.
  And it was for this reason that, the previous week, he had taken out a year’s subscription to Birdwatching; taken out a copy of the RSPB’s Birdwatchers’ Guide
  from the Summertown Library; and purchased a second-hand pair of 8/50mm binoculars (£9.90) that he’d spotted in the window of the Oxfam Shop just down the Banbury Road. And to complete
  his programme he had called in at the Summertown Pet Store and taken home a small wired cylinder packed with peanuts – a cylinder now suspended from a branch overhanging his garden. From
  the branch overhanging his garden.


  He reached for the binoculars now and focused on an interesting specimen pecking away at the grass below the peanuts: a small bird, with a greyish crown, dark-brown bars across the dingy russet
  of its back, and paler underparts. As he watched, he sought earnestly to memorize this remarkable bird’s characteristics, so as to be able to match its variegated plumage against the
  appropriate illustration in the Guide.


  Plenty of time for that though.


  He leaned back once more and rejoiced in the radiant warmth of Schwarzkopf’s voice, following the English text that lay open on his lap: ‘You holy Art, when all my hope is shaken . .
  .’


  When, too, a few moments later, his mood of pleasurable melancholy was shaken by three confident bursts on a front-door bell that to several of his neighbours sounded considerably
  over-decibelled, even for the hard-of-hearing.


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER TWO

      

    

  


  
    
      When Napoleon’s eagle eye flashed down the list of officers proposed for promotion, he was wont to scribble in the margin against any particular name: ‘Is he
      lucky, though?’


      (Felix Kirkmarkham, The Genius of Napoleon)

    



 ‘NOT DISTURBING YOU?’


  Morse made no direct reply, but his resigned look would have been sufficiently eloquent for most people.


  Most people.


  He opened the door widely – perforce needed so to do – in order to accommodate his unexpected visitor within the comparatively narrow entrance.


  ‘I am disturbing you.’


  ‘No, no! It’s just that . . .’


  ‘Look, matey!’ (Chief Superintendent Strange cocked an ear towards the lounge.) ‘I don’t give a dam if I’m disturbing you; pity about disturbing old
  Schubert, though.’


  For the dozenth time in their acquaintance, Morse found himself quietly re-appraising the man who first beached and then readjusted his vast bulk in an armchair, with a series of expiratory
  grunts.


  Morse had long known better than to ask Strange whether he wanted a drink, alcoholic or non-alcoholic. If Strange wanted a drink, of either variety, he would ask for it, immediately and
  unambiguously. But Morse did allow himself one question:


  ‘You know you just said you didn’t give a dam. Do you know how you spell “dam”?’


  ‘You spell it “d – a – m”. Tiny Indian coin – that’s what a dam is. Surely you knew that?’


  For the thirteenth time in their acquaintance . . .


  ‘Is that a single malt you’re drinking there, Morse?’


  It was only after Morse had filled, then refilled, his visitor’s glass that Strange came to the point of his evening call.


  ‘The papers – even the tabloids – have been doing me proud. You read The Times yesterday?’


  ‘I never read The Times.’


  ‘What? The bloody paper’s there – there! – on the coffee table.’


  ‘Just for the Crossword – and the Letters page.’


  ‘You don’t read the obituaries?’


  ‘Well, perhaps just a glance sometimes.’


  ‘To see if you’re there?’


  ‘To see if some of them are younger than me.’


  ‘I don’t follow you.’


  ‘If they are younger, so a statistician once told me, I’ve got a slightly better chance of living on beyond the norm.’


  ‘Mm.’ Strange nodded vaguely. ‘You frightened of death?’


  ‘A bit.’


  Strange suddenly picked up his second half-full tumbler of Scotch and tossed it back at a draught like a visitor downing an initiatory vodka at the Russian Embassy.


  ‘What about the telly, Morse? Did you watch Newsroom South-East last night?’


  ‘I’ve got a TV – video as well. But I don’t seem to get round to watching anything and I can’t work the video very well.’


  ‘Really? And how do you expect to understand what’s going on in the great big world out there? You’re supposed to know what’s going on. You’re a police
  officer, Morse!’


  ‘I listen to the wireless—’


  ‘Wireless? Where’ve you got to in life, matey? “Radio” – that’s what they’ve been calling it these last thirty years.’


  It was Morse’s turn to nod vaguely as Strange continued:


  ‘Good job I got this done for you, then.’


  Sorry, sir. Perhaps I am a bit behind the times – as well as The Times.


  But Morse gave no voice to these latter thoughts as he slowly read the photocopied article that Strange had handed to him.


  Morse always read slowly.


  
    
      MURDER POLICE SEEK

      ANONYMOUS CALLER


      
        A MAN HAS rung the police anonymously with information that could help identify the killer of Mrs Yvonne Harrison who
        was found handcuffed and battered to death a year ago.


        Detectives yesterday appealed for the caller to make contact again. No clear motive has ever been established for the murder of the 48-year-old nurse who was alone in her home in the
        Oxfordshire village of Lower Swinstead when her killer broke in through a ground-floor window.


        Detective Chief Superintendent Strange of Thames Valley CID said that a man had rung twice: “We are very anxious to hear from this caller again as soon as possible. He can contact us
        in the strictest confidence. We don’t believe the calls are a hoax and we don’t believe the caller himself is the killer. But we think that he can give us more information to
        substantially further our enquiries into this brutal murder.”


        At the time of the murder Mrs Harrison’s husband Frank was in London where he works for the Swiss Helvetia Bank. Their son Simon works at the Daedalus Press in Oxford; their daughter
        Sarah is a junior consultant in the Diabetes Centre at the Radcliffe Infirmary in Oxford.

      

    

  


  Had Morse’s eyes narrowed slightly as he read the last few lines? If they had, he made no reference to whatever might have puzzled or interested him there.


  ‘I trust it wasn’t you who split the infinitive, sir?’


  ‘You never suspected that, surely? We’re all used to sloppy reporting, aren’t we?’


  Morse nodded as he handed back the photocopied article.


  ‘No! Keep it, Morse – I’ve got the original.’


  ‘Very kind of you, sir, but . . .’


  ‘But it interested you, perhaps?’


  ‘Only the bit at the end, about the Radcliffe.’


  ‘Why’s that?’


  ‘Well, as you know, I was in there myself – after I was diagnosed.’


  ‘Christ! You make it sound as if you’re the only one who’s ever been bloody diagnosed!’


  Morse held his peace, for his memory needed no jogging: Strange himself had been a patient in the selfsame Radcliffe Infirmary a year or so before his own hospitalization. No one had known much
  about Strange’s troubles. There had been hushed rumours about ‘endocrinological dysfunction’; but not everyone at Police HQ was happy about spelling or pronouncing or identifying
  such a polysyllabic ailment.


  ‘You know why I brought that cutting, Morse?’


  ‘No! And to be honest with you, I don’t much care. I’m on furlough, you know that. The quack tells me I’m run down – blood sugar far too high – blood pressure
  far too high. Says I need to have a quiet little rest-cure and try to forget the great big world out there, as you call it.’


  ‘Some of us can’t forget it though, can we?’ Strange spoke the words very softly, and Morse got to his feet and turned off the CD player.


  ‘Not one of your greatest triumphs that case, was it?’


  ‘One of the few – very few, Morse – I got no-bloody-where with. And it wasn’t exactly mine, either, as you know. But it was my responsibility, that’s all. Still
  is.’


  ‘What’s all this got to do with me?’


  Strange further expanded his Gargantuan girth as he further expounded:


  ‘I thought, you know, with the wife . . . and all that . . . I thought it’d help to stay in the Force another year. But . . .’


  Morse nodded sympathetically. Strange’s wife had died very suddenly a year previously, victim of a coronary thrombosis which should surely never have afflicted one so slim, so cautious, so
  physically fit. She’d been an unlovely woman, Mrs Strange – outwardly timid and inwardly bullying; yet a woman to whom by all accounts Strange had been deeply attached. Friends had
  spoken of a ‘tight’ marriage; and most agreed that the widower would have been wholly lost on his own, at least for some while, had he jacked things in (as he’d intended) the
  previous September. And in the end he’d been persuaded to reconsider his position – and to continue for a further year. But he’d been uneasy back at HQ: a sort of supernumerary
  Super, feeling like a retired schoolmaster returning to a Common Room. A mistake. Morse knew it. Strange knew it.


  ‘I still don’t see what it’s got to do with me, sir.’


  ‘I want the case re-opened – not that it’s ever been closed, of course. It worries me, you see. We should have got further than we did.’


  ‘I still—’


  ‘I’d like you to look at the case again. If anyone can crack it, you can. Know why? Because you’re just plain bloody lucky, Morse, that’s why! And I want
  this case solved.’


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER THREE

      

    

  


  
    
      Which of you shall have a friend and shall go unto him at midnight and say unto him, Friend, lend me three loaves. And he from within shall answer and say, Trouble me not:
      the door is now shut; I cannot rise and give thee. I say unto you, though he will not rise and give him, because he is his friend, yet because of his importunity he will rise and give him as
      many as he needeth


      (St Luke, ch. XI, vv. 5–8)

    



 LUCKY?


  Morse had always believed that luck played a bigger part in life than was acknowledged by many people – certainly by those distinguished personages who saw their personal merit as the only
  cause of their appropriate eminence. Yet as he looked back over his own life and career Morse had never considered his own lot a particularly lucky one, not at least in what folk referred to as the
  affairs of the heart. Strange may have had a point though, for without doubt his record with the Thames Valley CID was the envy of most of his colleagues – his success-rate the result, as
  Morse analysed the matter, of all sorts of factors: a curious combination of hard thinking, hard drinking (the two, for Morse, being synonymous), hard work (usually undertaken by Sergeant Lewis),
  and, yes, a sprinkling here and there of good fortune. The Romans had poured their libations not only to Jupiter and Venus and their associate deities in the Pantheon; but also to Fortuna, the
  goddess of good luck.


  Lucky, then?


  Well, a bit.


  It was high time Morse said something:


  ‘Why the Lower Swinstead murder? What’s wrong with the Hampton Poyle murder, the Cowley murder . . . ?’


  ‘Nothing to do with me, either of ’em.’


  ‘That’s the only reason then? Just to leave a clean slate behind you?’


  For a few moments Strange appeared uncomfortable: ‘It’s partly that, yes, but . . .’


  ‘The Chief Constable wouldn’t look at any new investigation – not a serious investigation.’


  ‘Not unless we had some new evidence.’


  ‘Which in our case, as the poet said, we have not got.’


  ‘This fellow that rang – ’


  ‘No end of people ring. We both know that, sir.’


  ‘ – rang twice. He knows something. I’m sure of it.’


  ‘Did you speak to him yourself?’


  ‘No. He spoke to the girl on the switchboard. Didn’t want to be put through to anybody, he said. Just wanted to leave a message.’


  ‘For you?’


  ‘Yes.’


  ‘A “he”, you say?’


  ‘Not much doubt about that.’


  ‘Surely from the recordings . . . ?’


  ‘We can’t record every crazy sod who rings up and asks what the bloody time is, you know that!’


  ‘Not much to go on.’


  ‘Twice, Morse? The first time on the anniversary of the murder? Come off it! We’ve got a moral duty to reopen the case. Can’t you understand that?’


  Morse shook his head. ‘Two anonymous phone calls? Just isn’t worth the candle.’


  And suddenly – why was this? – Strange seemed at ease again as he sank back even further in his chair:


  ‘You’re right, of course you are. The case wouldn’t be worth re-opening – unless’ (Strange paused for effect, his voice now affable and bland)
  ‘unless our caller – identity cloaked in anonymity, Morse – had presented us with some . . . some new evidence. And, after my appeal, my nationally reported
  appeal, we’re going to get some more! I’m not just thinking of another telephone call from our friend either, though I’m hopeful about that. I’m thinking of information from
  members of the public, people who thought the case was forgotten, people whose memories have had a jog, people who were a bit reluctant, a bit afraid, to come forward earlier on.’


  ‘It happens,’ conceded Morse.


  The armchair creaked as Strange leaned forward once more, smiling semi-benignly, and holding out his empty tumbler: ‘Lovely!’


  After refilling the glasses, Morse asked the obvious question:


  ‘Tell me this, sir. You had two DIs on the case originally – ’


  ‘Three.’


  ‘ – several DSs, God knows how many DCs and PCs and WPCs—’


  ‘No such thing now. All the women are PCs – no sex discrimination these days. By the way, you were never guilty of sexual harassment, were you?’


  ‘Seldom. The other way round, if anything.’


  Strange grinned as he sipped his Scotch. ‘Go on!’


  ‘As I say, you had all those people on the case. They studied it. They lived with it. They—’


  ‘Got nowhere with it.’


  ‘Perhaps it wasn’t altogether their fault. We’re never going to solve everything. It’s taken these mathematicians over three hundred years to solve Fermat’s Last
  Theorem.’


  ‘Mm.’ Strange waggled his tumbler in front of him, holding it up towards the light, like a judge at the Beer Festival at Olympia.


  ‘Just like the colour of my urine specimens at the Radcliffe.’


  ‘Tastes better, though.’


  ‘Listen. I’m not a crossword wizard like you. Sometimes I can’t even finish the Mirror coffee-break thing. But I know one thing for sure. If you get stuck over a clue
  – ’


  ‘As occasionally even the best of us do.’


  ‘ – there’s only one way to solve it. You go away, you leave it, you forget it, you think of the teenage Brigitte Bardot, and then you go back to it and – Eureka!
  It’s like trying to remember a name: the more you think about it the more the bloody thing sinks below the horizon. But once you forget about it, once you come to it a second time,
  fresh—’


  ‘I’ve never come to it a first time, apart from those early couple of days – you know that. I was on another case! And not particularly in the pink either, was I? Not
  all that long out of hospital myself.’


  ‘Morse! I’ve got to re-open this case. You know why.’


  ‘Try someone else!’


  ‘I want you to think about it.’


  ‘Look.’ A note of exasperation had crept into Morse’s voice. ‘I’m on furlough – I’m tired – I’m sleeping badly – I drink too much
  – I’m beholden to no one – I’ve no relatives left – I can’t see all that much purpose in life – ’


  ‘You’ll have me in tears in a minute.’


  ‘I’m only trying to say one thing, sir. Count me out!’


  ‘You won’t even think about it?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘You do realize that I don’t need to plead with you about this? I don’t want to pull rank on you, Morse, but just remember that I can. All right?’


  ‘Try someone else, sir, as I say.’


  ‘OK. Forget what I just said. Let’s put it this way. It’s a favour I’m asking, Morse – a personal favour.’


  ‘What makes you think I’ll still be here?’


  ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’


  But Morse, it appeared, was barely listening as he stared out of the window on to his little patch of greenery where a small bird with a grey crown and darkish-brown bars across its back had
  settled beneath the diminishing column of peanuts.


  ‘Look!’ (He handed the binoculars to Strange.) ‘Few nuts – and some of these rare species decide to take up special residence. I shall have to check up on the plumage but
  . . .’


  Strange had already focused the binoculars with, as it seemed to Morse, a practised familiarity.


  ‘Know anything about bird-watching, sir?’


  ‘More than you, I shouldn’t wonder.’


  ‘Beautiful little fellow, isn’t he?’


  ‘She!’


  ‘Pardon?’


  ‘Immature female of the species.’


  ‘What species?’


  ‘Passer domesticus, Morse. Can’t you recognize a bloody house-sparrow when you see one?’


  For the fourteenth time Morse found himself reappraising the quirkily contradictory character that was Chief Superintendent Strange.


  ‘And you’ll at least think about things? You can promise me that, surely?’


  Morse nodded weakly.


  And Strange smiled comfortably. ‘I’m glad about that. And you’ll be pleased about one thing. You’ll have Sergeant Lewis along with you. I . . . did have a word with him,
  just before I came here, and he’s—’


  ‘You mean you’ve already . . .’


  Strange flicked a stubby finger against his empty, expensive, cut-glass tumbler: ‘A little celebration, perhaps?’


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER FOUR

      

    

  


  
    
	 
  

      He and the sombre, silent Spirit met –


      They knew each other both for good and ill;


      Such was their power, that neither could forget


      His former friend and future foe; but still


      There was a high, immortal, proud regret


      In either’s eye, as if ’twere less their will


      Than destiny to make the eternal years


      Their date of war, and their ‘Champ Clos’ the spheres

	  
	      




      (Byron, The Vision of Judgment, XXXII)

    



 IT IS POSSIBLE for persons to be friendly towards each other without being friends. It is also possible for persons to be friends without being friendly
  towards each other. The relationship between Morse and Strange had always been in the latter category.


  ‘Read through this as well!’ Strange’s tone was semi-peremptory as he thrust a folded sheet of ruled A4 across at Morse, in the process knocking his glass on to the parquet
  flooring. Where it broke into many pieces.


  ‘Ah! Sorry about that!’


  Morse rose reluctantly to fetch brush and pan from the kitchen.


  ‘Could have been worse, though,’ continued Strange. ‘Could have been full, eh?’


  As Morse carefully swept up the slivers of the cut-glass tumbler – originally one of a set of six (now three) which his mother had left him – he experienced an irrational anger and
  hatred wholly disproportionate to the small accident which had occurred. But he counted up to twenty; and was gradually feeling better, even as Strange extolled the bargain he’d seen in the
  Covered Market recently: glasses for only 50p apiece.


  ‘Better not have any more Scotch, I suppose.’


  ‘Not if you’re driving, sir.’


  ‘Which I’m bloody not. I’m being driven. And if I may say so, it’s a bit rich expecting me to take lessons in drink-driving from you! But you’re right,
  we’ve had enough.’


  A further count, though this time only to ten, prolonged Morse’s invariably slow reading of the two handwritten paragraphs, and he said nothing as he finally put the sheet aside.


  It was Strange who spoke:


  ‘Perhaps, you know, on second thoughts, we might, er . . . anither wee dram?’


  ‘Not for me, sir.’


  ‘That was meant to be the “royal we”, Morse.’


  Morse decided that a U-turn was merely a rational readjustment of a previously mistaken course, and he obliged accordingly – for both of them, with Strange’s measure poured into one
  of the cheap-looking wine glasses he’d bought a few weeks earlier from the Covered Market, for only 50p apiece.


  ‘Is this’ (Morse pointed to the paper) ‘what our dutiful duty-sergeant transcribed from the phone calls?’


  ‘Well, not quite, no.’ (Strange seemed curiously hesitant.) ‘That’s what I wrote down, as far as I – we – could fix the exact words. Very difficult
  business when you get things second-hand, garbled—’


  Morse interrupted. ‘No problem, surely? We do record everything that comes into HQ.’


  ‘Not so easy as that. Some of these recordings are poor-quality reception; and when, you know, when somebody’s speaking quietly, muffled sort of voice . . .’


  Morse smiled thinly as he looked directly across at his superior officer. ‘What you’re telling me is that the recording equipment packed up, and there’s no trace.’


  ‘Anything mechanical packs up occasionally.’


  ‘Both occasions?’


  ‘Both occasions.’


  ‘So all you’ve got to rely on is the duty-sergeant.’


  ‘Right.’


  ‘Atkinson, was that?’


  ‘Er, yes.’


  ‘Isn’t he the one who’s been taken off active duties?’


  ‘Er, yes.’


  ‘Because he’s become half-deaf, I heard.’


  ‘It’s not a joke, Morse! Terrible affliction, deafness.’


  ‘Would you like me to have a word with him myself?’ For some reason Morse’s smile was broader now.


  ‘I’ve already, er . . .’


  ‘Were you at home, sir, when this anonymous caller rang you?’


  Strange shifted uncomfortably in the chair, finally nodding slowly.


  ‘I thought you were ex-directory, sir.’


  ‘You thought right.’


  ‘How did he know your number then?’


  ‘’Ow the ’ell do I know!’


  ‘The only people who’d know would be your close friends, family . . . ?’


  ‘And people at HQ,’ added Strange.


  ‘What are you suggesting?’


  ‘Well, for starters . . . have you got my telephone number?’


  Morse walked out into the entrance hall and returned with a white-plastic telephone index, on which he pressed the letter ‘S’, then pushed the list of names and numbers there under
  the half-lenses now perched on Strange’s nose.


  ‘Not changed, has it?’


  ‘Got an extra “five” in front of it. But you’d know that, wouldn’t you?’ The eyes over the top of the lenses looked shrewdly and steadily up at Morse.


  ‘Yes. It’s just the same with my number.’


  ‘Do you think I should get a tap on my phone?’


  ‘Wouldn’t do any harm, if he rings again.’


  ‘When he rings again.’


  ‘Hoaxer! Sure to be.’


  ‘Well-informed hoaxer, then.’ Strange pointed to the paper still on the arm of Morse’s chair. ‘A bit in the know, wouldn’t you say? Someone on the inside, perhaps?
  You couldn’t have found one or two things referred to there in any of the press reports. Only the police’d know.’


  ‘And the murderer,’ added Morse.


  ‘And the murderer,’ repeated Strange.


  Morse looked down once more at the notes Strange had made in his appropriately outsized, spidery handwriting:


  
    
      Call One


      That Lower Swinstead woman – nickers up and down like a yo-yo – a lot of paying clients and a few non-paying clients like me. Got nowhere much with the case did
      you – incompetant lot. For starters you wondered if it was one of the locals, didn’t you? Then for the main course you wasted most of your time with the husband. Then you
      didn’t have any sweet because you’d run out of money. Am I right? Idiots, the lot of you. No! Don’t interrupt! (Line suddenly dead.)


      Call Two


      Now don’t interrupt this time, see? Don’t say a dickybird! Like I said, that woman had more pricks than a second-hand dart-board, mine included, but
      it’s not me who had anything to do with it. Want a clue? There’s somebody coming out of the clammer in a fortnight – listen! He’s one of your locals, isn’t he? See
      what I mean? You cocked it all up before and you’re lucky bastards to have another chance. (Line suddenly dead.)

    

  


  Morse looked up to find himself the object of Strange’s steady gaze.


  ‘It’s incompetent, sir, with an “e”.’


  ‘Thank you very much!’


  ‘And most people put a “k” on “knickers”.’


  Strange smiled grimly. ‘And Yvonne Harrison put an embargo on knickers, however you spell ’em!’


  He struggled to his feet. ‘My office Monday morning – first thing!’


  ‘Eight o’clock?’


  ‘Nine-thirty?’


  ‘Nine-thirty.’


  ‘Now get back to your Schubert – though I’m surprised you weren’t listening to Wagner. Just the job, The Ring, for a long holiday, you know. Especially the Solti
  recording.’


  Morse watched his visitor waddling somewhat unsteadily towards the police car parked confidently in the ‘Resident’s Only’ parking area. (Yes! Morse had mentioned the apostrophe
  to the Chairman of the Residents’ Welfare Committee.)


  He closed the front door and for a few moments stood there motionless, acknowledging with a series of almost imperceptible nods the simple truth about the latest encounter between two men who
  knew each other well, both for good and ill:


  Game, Set, Match, to Strange.


  Or was it?


  For there was something about what he had just learned, something he had not yet even begun to analyse, that was perplexing him slightly.


  The following Sunday was a pleasant summer’s day; and along with three-quarters of the population of Hampshire, Morse decided to go down to Bournemouth. It took him over
  an hour to park the Jaguar; and it was a further half-hour before he reached the seafront where car-loads and bus-loads of formidable families were negotiating rights to a couple of square metres
  of Lebensraum. But moving away from the ice-cream emporia, Morse found progressively fewer and fewer day-trippers as he walked towards the further reaches of the shore-line. He’d always told
  himself he enjoyed the changing moods of Homer’s deep-sounding sea. And he did so now.


  Soon, he found himself standing alongside the slowly lapping water, debating with himself whether the tide was just coming in or just going out, and staring down at the glass-like circular
  configuration of a jellyfish.


  ‘Is it dead?’


  Until she spoke, Morse had been unaware of the auburn-haired young woman who now stood beside him, almost wearing a bikini.


  ‘I don’t know. But in the absence of anything better to do, I’m going to stand here till the tide comes in and find out.’


  ‘But the tide’s going out, surely?’


  Morse nodded somewhat wistfully. ‘You may be right.’


  ‘Poor jellyfish!’


  ‘Mm!’ Morse looked down again at the apparently doomed, transparent creature at his feet: ‘How very sad to be a jellyfish!’


  He’d sounded a comparatively interesting man, and the woman would have liked to stay there awhile. But she forced herself to forget the intensely blue eyes which momentarily had held her
  own; and walked away without a further word, for she felt a sudden, slight suspicion concerning the sanity of the man who stood there staring at the ground.


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER FIVE

      

    

  


  
    
      In the country of the blind, the one-eyed man is King


      (Afghan proverb)

    



 IT WAS ON Tuesday the 14th, the day before Strange’s visit to Morse, that Lewis had presented himself at the Chief Superintendent’s
  office in Thames Valley Police HQ, in punctual obedience to the internal phone call.


  ‘Something for you, Lewis. Remember the Lower Swinstead murder?’


  ‘Well, vaguely, yes. And I’ve seen the bits in the paper, you know, about the calls. I was never really on the case myself though. We were on another—’


  ‘Well, you’re on it now – from next Monday morning, that is – once Morse gets back from Bermuda.’


  ‘He hasn’t left Oxford, has he?’


  ‘Joke, Lewis.’ Strange beamed with bonhomie, settling his chin into his others.


  ‘The Chief Inspector’s agreed?’


  ‘Not much option, had he? And you enjoy working with the old sod. I know you do.’


  ‘Not always.’


  ‘Well, he always enjoys working with you.’


  A strangely gratified Lewis made no reply.


  ‘So?’


  ‘Well, if it’s OK with Morse . . .’


  ‘Which it is.’


  ‘I’ll give him a ring.’


  ‘No, you won’t. He’s tired, isn’t he? Needs a rest. Give him a bit of time to himself – you know, crosswords, booze . . .’


  ‘Wagner, sir. Don’t forget his precious Wagner. He’s just bought another recording of that Ring Cycle stuff, so he told me.’


  ‘Which recording’s that?’


  ‘Conductor called “Sholty”, I think.’


  ‘Mm . . .’ Strange pointed to three bulging green box-files stacked on the side of his desk. ‘Little bit of reading there. All right? Chance for you to get a few moves ahead of
  Morse.’


  Lewis got to his feet, picked up the files, and held them awkwardly in front of him, his chin clamping the top one firm.


  ‘I’ve never been even one move in front of him, sir.’


  ‘No? Don’t you under-estimate yourself, Lewis! Let others do it for you.’


  Lewis managed a good-natured grin. ‘Not many people manage to get a move ahead of Morse.’


  ‘Oh, really? Just a minute! Let me hold the door for you . . . And you’re not quite right about what you just said, you know. There are one or two people who just
  occasionally manage it.’


  ‘Perhaps you’re right, sir. I’ve just not met one of ’em, that’s all.’


  ‘You have though,’ said Strange quietly.


  Lewis’s eyes turned quizzically as he manoeuvred his triple burden through the door.


  That same evening, Lewis had just finished his eggs and chips, had trawled the last slice of brown bread across the residual HP sauce, and was swallowing the last mouthful of
  full-cream cold milk, when he heard the call from above:


  ‘Dad? Da – ad?’


  Lewis looked down at the (presumably problematical) first sentence of his son’s A-level French Prose Composition: ‘Another bottle of this excellent wine, waiter!’


  ‘Easy enough, that, isn’t it?’


  ‘What gender’s “bottle”?’


  ‘How am I supposed to know? What do you think I bought you that dictionary for?’


  ‘Left it at school, didn’t I!’


  ‘So?’


  ‘So you mean you don’t know?’


  ‘You’re brighter than I thought, son.’


  ‘Can’t you guess?’


  ‘Either masculine or feminine, sure to be.’


  ‘That’s great.’


  ‘Feminine, say? So it’s, er, “Garçon! Une autre bouteille de cette —” ’


  ‘No! You’re useless, Dad! If you say “Une autre bouteille”, you mean a different bottle of wine.’


  ‘Oh.’


  ‘You say “Encore une bouteille de” whatever it is.’


  ‘Why do you ever ask me to help you?’


  ‘Agh! Forget it! Like I say, you’re bloody useless.’ Lewis had never himself read Little Dorrit, and unlike Morse would not have known the soothing secret of counting
  up to however-many. And in truth he felt angry and belittled as he walked silently down the stairs, picked up the box-files from the table in the entrance hall, walked past the living room, where
  Mrs Lewis sat deeply submerged in a TV soap, and settled himself down at the kitchen table, where he began to acquaint himself with the strangely assorted members of the Harrison family –
  wife, husband, daughter, son – four of the principal players in the Lower Swinstead case.


  He concentrated as well as he could, in spite of those cruel words still echoing in his brain. And after a while he found himself progressively engaged in the earlier, more grievous agonies of
  other people: of Frank, the husband; of Sarah, the daughter; of Simon, the son; and of Yvonne, the mother, who had been murdered so brutally in the Cotswold village of Lower Swinstead, Oxon.


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER SIX

      

    

  


  
    
      The English country gentleman galloping after a fox – the unspeakable in full pursuit of the uneatable


      (Oscar Wilde)

    



 AT FIRST HE’D felt some reluctance about an immediate interview with her. But finally he decided that earlier rather than later was probably best;
  and in tones considerably less peremptory than those in which Strange had summoned Lewis three days earlier, he called her to his office at 4.30 p.m.


  At which time she stood silent and still for a few seconds at the door before knocking softly, feeling like a schoolgirl outside the headmistress’s study.


  ‘Come in!’


  She entered and sat, as directed, in the chair opposite him, across the desk.


  Professor Turner was a fair-complexioned, mild-mannered medic, in his early sixties – the internationally renowned chief-guru of the Radcliffe Infirmary’s Diabetes Centre in
  Oxford.


  ‘You wanted to see me, sir?’


  Yes, he wanted to see her; but he also wanted to put her rather more at ease.


  ‘Look, we’re probably going to be together at lots of do’s these next few months – years, perhaps – so, please, let’s forget this “Sir” business,
  shall we? Please call me “Robert”.’


  Sarah Harrison, a slimly attractive, brown-eyed brunette in her late twenties, felt her shoulder muscles relax a little.


  Not for long.


  ‘I’ve sat in with you once or twice, haven’t I?’


  ‘Three times.’


  ‘And I think you’re going to be good, going to be up to it, you know what I mean?’


  ‘Thank you.’


  ‘But you’re not quite good enough yet.’


  ‘I’d hoped I was improving.’


  ‘Certainly. But you’re still strangely naive, I’m sorry to say. You seem to believe everything your patients tell you!’


  ‘There’s not much else to go on, is there?’


  ‘Oh, but there is! There’s a certain healthy and necessary scepticism; and then there’s experience. You’ll soon realize all this. What I’m saying is that you might
  as well learn it now rather than later.’


  ‘Is there anything particular . . . ?’


  ‘Things, plural. I’m thinking of what they tell you about their blood-sugar records, about their sexual competence, about their diet, about their alcohol-intake. You see, the only
  thing they can’t fool you about is their weight.’


  ‘And their blood pressure.’


  Turner smiled gently at his pupil. ‘I haven’t got quite as much faith as you in our measurements of blood pressure.’


  ‘But they don’t all of them make their answers up.’


  ‘Not all of them, no. It’s just that we all like to pretend a bit. We all tend to say we’re fine, even if we’re feeling lousy. Don’t we?’


  ‘I suppose so.’


  ‘And our main job’ (Turner spoke with a quiet authority) ‘is to give information – and to exert some sort of influence – about the way
  our patients cope with what, as you know, is potentially a very serious illness.’


  Sarah said nothing. Just sat there. A little humiliated.


  And he continued: ‘There are a good many patients here who are professional liars. Some of them I’ve known for years, and they’ve known me. We tell each other lies, all right.
  But it doesn’t matter – because we know we’re telling each other lies . . . Anyway, that’s enough about that.’ (Turner looked down at her folder.) ‘I
  see you’ve got Mr David Mackenzie on your list next Monday. I’ll sit in with you on him. I think he did once tell me his date of birth correctly, but he makes everything else up as he
  goes along. You’ll enjoy him!’


  Again Sarah said nothing. And she was preparing to leave when Turner changed the subject abruptly, and in an unexpected direction.


  Or was it unexpected?


  ‘I couldn’t help seeing the articles in the newspapers . . . and the department was talking about them.’


  Sarah nodded.


  ‘Would it mean a lot to you if they found who murdered your mother?’


  ‘What do you think?’ The tone of her voice bordered almost on the insolent, but Turner interpreted her reply tolerantly, for it was (he knew) hardly the most intelligent
  question he’d ever formulated.


  ‘Let’s just wish them better luck,’ he said.


  ‘Better brains, too!’


  ‘Perhaps they’ll put Morse on to it this time.’


  Sarah’s eyes locked steadily on his.


  ‘Morse?’


  ‘You don’t know him?’


  ‘No.’


  ‘Heard of him, perhaps?’ Turner’s eyes grew suddenly shrewd on hers, and she hesitated before answering:


  ‘Didn’t my mother mention she’d nursed him somewhere?’


  ‘Would you like to meet him, next time he comes in?’


  ‘Pardon?’


  ‘You didn’t know he was diabetic?’


  ‘We’ve got an awful lot of diabetics here.’


  ‘Not too many like him, thank the Lord! Four hefty injections a day, and he informs me that he’s devised a carefully calibrated dosage that exactly counterbalances his considerable
  daily intake of alcohol. And when I say considerable . . . Quite a dab hand, too, is Morse, at extrapolating his blood-sugar readings – backwards!’


  ‘Isn’t he worried about . . . about what he’s doing to himself?’


  ‘Why not ask him? I’ll put him on your list.’


  ‘Only if you promise to come along to monitor me.’


  ‘With you around? Oh, no! Morse wouldn’t like that.’


  ‘How old is he?’


  ‘Too old for you.’


  ‘Single.’


  ‘Gracious, yes! Far too independent a spirit for marriage . . . Anyway, have a good weekend! Anything exciting on?’


  ‘Important, perhaps, rather than exciting. We’ve got a meeting up at Hook Norton tomorrow at the Pear Tree Inn. We’re organizing another Countryside March.’


  ‘That’s the “rural pursuits” thing, isn’t it? Foxhunting—’


  ‘Among other things.’


  ‘The “toffs and the serfs”.’


  Sarah shook her head with annoyance. ‘That’s just the sort of comment we get from the urban chattering-classes!’


  ‘Sorry!’ Turner held up his right hand in surrender. ‘You’re quite right. I know next to nothing about foxhunting, and I’m sure there must be things to be said in
  favour of it. But – please! – don’t go and tell Morse about them. We just happened to be talking about foxhunting the last time he was here – it was in the news – and
  I can’t help remembering what he said.’


  ‘Which was?’ she asked coldly.


  ‘First, he said he’d never thought much of the argument that the fox enjoys being chased and being pulled to little pieces by the hounds.’


  ‘Does he think the chickens enjoy being pulled to little pieces by the fox?’


  ‘Second, that the sort of people who hunt do considerably more harm to themselves than they do to the animals they hunt. He said they run a big risk of brutalizing themselves . . .
  dehumanizing themselves.’


  The two of them, master and pupil, looked at each other over the desk for an awkward while; and the Professor of Diabetes Studies thought he may have seen a flash of something approaching fury
  in the dark-brown eyes of his probationary consultant.


  It was the latter who spoke first:


  ‘Mind if I say something?’


  ‘Of course not.’


  ‘I’m surprised, that’s all. I fully, almost fully, accept your criticisms of my professional manner and my strategy with patients. But from what you’ve just said
  you sometimes seem to talk to your patients about other things than diabetes.’


  ‘Touché.’


  ‘But you’re right . . . Robert. I’ve been getting too chatty, I realize that. And I promise that when I see Mr Morse I’ll try very hard, as you suggest, to instil some
  sort of disciplined regimen into his daily life.’


  Turner said nothing in reply. It was a good thing for her to have the last word: she’d feel so much better when she came to think back on the interview. As she would, he knew that. Many
  times. But he allowed himself a few quietly spoken words after the door had closed behind her:


  ‘Oh Lady in Pink – Oh lovely Lady in Pink! There is very, very little chance of a disciplined regimen in Morse’s life.’


  







  
    
      
        CHAPTER SEVEN

      

    

  


  
    
      Whoever could possibly confuse ‘Traffic Lights’ and ‘Driving Licence’? You could! Just stand in front of your mirror tonight and mouth those
      two phrases silently to yourself


      (Lynne Dubin, The Limitations of Lip-reading)

    



 DISABILITIES, like many sad concomitants of life, are often cloaked in euphemism. Thus it is that the ‘blind’ and the ‘impotent’
  and the ‘deaf’ are happily no longer amongst us. Instead, in their respective clinics, we know our fellow out-patients as those affected by impaired vision; as victims of chronic
  erectile dysfunction; as citizens with a serious hearing-impediment. The individual members of such groups, however, know perfectly well what their troubles are. And in the latter category, they
  tend to prefer the monosyllabic ‘deaf’, although they realize that there are varying degrees of deafness; realize that some are very deaf indeed.


  Like Simon Harrison.


  He had been a six-year-old (it was 1978) attending a village school in Gloucestershire when an inexplicably localized outbreak of meningitis had given cause for most serious concern in the
  immediate vicinity. And in particular to two families there: to the Palmer family in High Street, whose only daughter had tragically died; and to the Harrison family in Church Lane, whose son had
  slowly recovered in hospital after three weeks of intensive care, but with irreversible long-term deafness: twenty-five per cent residual hearing in the left ear; and almost nothing in the
  right.


  Thereafter, for Simon, social and academic progress had been seriously curtailed and compromised: like an athlete being timed for the hundred-metres sprint over sand-dunes wearing army boots;
  like a pupil, with thick wadges of cotton-wool in each ear, seeking to follow instructions vouchsafed by a tutor from behind a thickly panelled door.


  Oh God! Being deaf was such a dispiriting business.


  But Simon was a fighter, and he’d tried hard to make the best of things. Tried so hard to master the skills of lip-reading; to learn the complementary language of ‘signing’
  with movements of fingers and hands; to present a wholly bogus facial expression of comprehension in the company of others; above all, to come to terms with the fact that silence, for those who are
  deaf, is not merely an absence of noise, but is a wholly passive silence, in which the potential vibrancy of active silence can never again be appreciated. Deafness is not the brief
  pregnant silence on the radio when the listener awaits the Greenwich time-signal; deafness is a radio-set that is defunct, its batteries dead and non-renewable.


  Few people in Simon’s life had understood such things; and in his early teens, when the audiographical readings had begun to dip even more alarmingly, fewer and fewer people had been
  overly sympathetic.


  Except his mother, perhaps.


  And the reason for such lack of interest in the boy had not been difficult to fathom. He was an unattractive, skinny-limbed lad, with rather protuberant ears, and a whiny, nasal manner of
  enunciating his words, as though his disability were not so much one of hearing as one of speaking.


  Yet it would be an exaggeration to portray the young Harrison as a hapless adolescent, so often mishearing, so often misunderstood. His school fellows were not a gang of unmitigated bullies; nor
  were his teachers an uncaring crew. No. It was just that no one seemed to like him much; certainly no one seemed to love him. Except his mother, perhaps.


  But Simon did have some residual hearing, as we have seen; and the powerful hearing-aids he wore were themselves far more valuable than any sympathy the world could ever offer. And when, after
  many a struggle, he left school with two A-level certificates (a C in English and a D in History) he very soon had a job.


  Still had a job.


  In the early 1990s, Oxfordshire’s potential facilities for business and industry had attracted many leading national and international companies. During those years, the county could boast
  the largest concentration of printing and publishing companies outside the metropolis; and it was to one of these, the Daedalus Press in North Oxford, that on leaving school Simon had applied for
  the post of apprentice proofreader. And had been successful, principally (let it be admitted) because of the employers’ legal obligation to appoint a small percentage of semi-disabled
  applicants. Yet the ‘apprentice’ appellation was very soon to be deleted from Simon’s job description, for he was proving to be surprisingly and encouragingly competent: accurate,
  careful, neat – a fair combination of qualities required in a proof-reader. And with any luck (so it was thought) experience would gradually bring with it that needful extra dimension of
  tedious pedanticism.


  On the morning of Friday, 17 July, he found on his desk a photocopied extract from some unspecified tabloid which some unspecified colleague had left, and which he read through with keen
  attention; then read through a second time, with less interest in its content, it appeared, than in its form, since his proof-reading pen applied itself at five points in the article.


  
    [image: Start of image description, A newspaper article with the headline, New Clue to Old Murder. The article has some spelling errors, which Morse has corrected in pen with proofreading marks. It reads, Information received by Thames Valley Police seems likely to prompt renewed enquireis into the bizarre murder of Mrs Yvonne Harrison just over a year ago. Residents of the small hamlet of Lower Swinstead in Oxfordshire are bracing themselves for further statements and a fresh upsurge of media interest in the ghastley murder of their former neighbour. Tom Biffen, landlord of the Maidens Arms, remains philosophical however, and then he is quoted, You can’t blame people, can you? Exactly the same as Jack the Ripper. Nobody knows who he was. That’s why he’s so interesting. Same with who done Mrs Harrison in. Nobody knows who he was. Or she was. End quote. Its difficult to disagree. Would we still be reading about the Ripper if we knew who it was who murdered and mutilated a succession of prostitutes in the East End of London in the 1870s? As it is, his idetnity remains unknown, just like that of Yvonne’s murderer. The villagers themselves are less than forthcoming, and seem dubious about any new breakthrough in the case. Another quote, Let’s just wish the police a bit better luck this time round, says Mrs May Kennedy, who runs the surprisingly well-stocked village shop. And so say all of us. All of us, that is, except the murderer., end of image description]

  


  Chief Inspector Morse had not as yet encountered Simon Harrison; but he would have been reasonably impressed by the proof-reader’s competence. Only reasonably, of course, since he himself
  was a man who somewhere, somehow, had acquired the aforementioned dimension of ‘tedious pedanticism’, and would have made three further amendments. And, of course, would have
  corrected that gross anachronism, since historical accuracy had engaged him from the age of ten, when he had taken it upon himself to memorize the sequence of the American presidents, and the dates
  of the kings and queens of England.
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