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For Lara

May the long time sun shine upon you

All love surround you

And the pure light within you

Guide your way on.





The Barcelonians combine the vivacity of the Gaul with the dignity of the Castilian, while their appreciation of music recalls the Teuton. In no town in the Iberian peninsula flows a more vigorous and cheerful tide of life; and none makes so cosmopolitan an impression.

—Karl Baedeker, Spain and Portugal Handbook for Travellers, 1901





But to this day the natural affiliations of the Catalans attract them to the S. provinces of France; and they are always ready for revolt. Barcelona in particular is a hot-bed of anarchy.

—Karl Baedeker, Spain and Portugal Handbook for Travellers, 1913





The city of spies, labyrinth of mines and countermines, of secret rendezvous, of multiple treacheries…

—Victor Serge, Birth of Our Power






PROLOGUE Barcelona June 14, 1909


Hermenigildo Cortéz woke up in the early morning of the greatest day of his life and looked down through the shutters. The sun was only just coming up but already the port was beginning to stir. He saw the wagons and carts bringing fish and vegetables to the market; the factory workers in their caps and blue smocks drifting sleepily through the gray dawn. He heard the clatter of horses’ hooves from just outside his field of vision and the blare of a horn coming from the direction of the harbor. Beyond the statue of Columbus he could see the streaks of red spreading across the sky beyond the rows of fishing boats, masts, and funnels. For the next two hours he paced the room or sat in bed, smoking and staring into space. At seven o’clock he began to get dressed. He put on the double-breasted suit, shirt and tie, the scuffed box toe shoes, the false beard and moustache, and finished it off with the fedora hat.

When he was done he paused to examine himself in the mirror. He looked like any other Indiano, fresh off the boat from Buenos Aires with nothing to show for it but the clothes he stood up in. He went downstairs to the seamen’s café and drank a brandy to steady his nerves before returning to pay his bill. No sooner had he come back to his room than the butterflies began to swirl around in his stomach once again. He took off his jacket and drew the little suitcase from under the bed. Even though there was no danger, his hands were clammy as he laid it down gently on the dressing table.

Once again he lifted the infernal machine from the pile of clothes and thought how much it looked like an iron. He turned it on its side to unscrew the metal casing and looked down on the rows of taped dynamite, and the wires that connected them to the detonator and the timing mechanism. Even though he had already practiced all this various times, he bit his lip as he adjusted the timing mechanism to ten o’clock. Now the clock was ticking and his heart seemed to beat in time as he reassembled the device and put it back in the suitcase. By the time he stepped out onto the street, he had managed to calm himself. He walked alongside the harbor, and saw the fortress perched on the hill beyond the Columbus Monument, and then turned into the Ramblas. In the far distance he could see Mount Tibidabo overlooking the city, beyond the canopy of trees and the beige hotels and apartment buildings with their wrought iron balconies.

Many years ago his grandmother had told him how the mountain got its name from the Latin tibi omnia dabo—all these things I will give to thee. These were the words the devil had spoken to Jesus in an attempt to tempt him, his abuela said, and she told him that he should think of them every time he looked at the mountain so that he would not give in to temptation himself. Hermenigildo had once been fond of the old woman, but he knew he had disappointed her when she was alive and she would not have been pleased with him now. Her disapproval did not bother him, because he had long since freed himself of all the laws, superstitions, and sentimental attachments that might once have inclined him to seek her approval. And now he was conscious of the power that his freedom gave him as he walked up through the central thoroughfare, past the newspaper stands and terraced cafés, past the gentlemen in leisure suits, canes, and boaters, accompanied by well-appointed señoras in feathered hats, holding fans and parasols.

He passed servants and housewives in long white skirts carrying straw baskets, workers in blue smocks and crumpled caps, army officers in uniform with ladies on their arms, nuns and priests, beggars and barrow boys. There were also police; watching over the daily herd like dogs: Guardia Civil in their three-cornered hats; Mossos d’Escuadra in their English-style helmets, municipal guard dogs with clubs and red capes; militiamen in plain clothes with shotguns hanging from their shoulders and pistols bulging under their coats.

For a moment Hermenigildo imagined that they could hear the ticking bomb, but he knew it was an illusion. There was nothing in his appearance or demeanor to attract attention, and it was impossible to hear the bomb above the sounds of the new century. Even the voices around him were muted by the factory sirens, the tinkling bicycle bells and screeching streetcars, and the occasional roar of a motor car spluttering through the stream of traffic on both sides of the thoroughfare, as though the whole city was nothing more than a gigantic factory machine turning around on invisible cogs.

Hermenigildo took care to match his step with the flowing crowd, because it was not good to seem like a man in a hurry on the Ramblas. He strolled past the cafés; the Central, the Suizo, the Americano and the Oriente; past the Boqueria market and the flower stalls of the Rambla de las Flores. He glanced at the roses and carnations and bright bouquets, the blue-tipped irises and cobalt allium with heads like sea anemones, the children peering at the trilling songbirds, and the flower vendors tying up bouquets or adjusting their arrangements.

It was nearly 9:15 when he reached the watchmaker’s shop at the top of the Ramblas and crossed the road toward the floral glass and striped awnings of the Bar la Luna. By lunchtime the café would be packed, but now there were only a few customers scattered around the terraced tables. In the far corner an elderly gentleman was sitting under the awning, accompanied by a woman who looked considerably younger. The man was tall and distinguished, with old-fashioned white sideburns, and a flat-topped hat. He looked English or German. His companion was wearing a veil over her eyes, but Hermenigildo could see enough of her face to see that she was pretty. He ordered a coffee and looked out toward the watchmaker’s clock, while the woman sipped at a cup of hot chocolate and the foreign gentleman pored over what appeared to be a guidebook.

At 9:50 Hermenigildo laid some coins on the table. A moment later the woman got up and went inside. The foreign gentleman was still immersed in his book, and Hermenigildo tried not to look at his face or the faces of the other customers, because it was better not to dwell on such things. It was better to think of himself as a shell that had been fired, and had now reached its destination. He pushed the bag under the table and walked out toward the street. Even as he left the café he half-expected to hear someone calling him back, but now he was out of sight of the terrace and walking quickly across the Plaza Catalunya. He was halfway across the square when the bomb exploded behind him. Even from that distance the noise made him jump, and he seemed to feel the hot air blowing toward him. His first instinct was to keep walking, but he sensed that he was more likely to attract attention to himself if he did. Instead he turned and looked back. In spite of himself he could not help admiring what he had unleashed. There was power and beauty in the explosion and its aftermath. It was as if a small volcano had erupted from underneath the city, bursting up through the café in a cascade of fire, smoke, leaves, and debris. For a moment the blast seemed to reverberate through the streets, swallowing all other sounds, and then he heard the first screams and saw the customers running out into the street. Directly opposite the café a tram had come to a halt, and its passengers were staring with horrified fascination as a woman staggered out onto the pavement. Hermenigildo was pleased to see that it was not the woman who had been sitting with the foreign gentleman. This woman was older and stouter and not as pretty. Her face and hair were covered with dust and her dress was stained red.

It was not until she turned toward him that he realized that one of her arms was missing. He thought that he had seen enough now, and as he walked away he could not help feeling slightly sick.
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From the fifth floor of the Mountview Hotel, former detective-sergeant Harry Pedro Lawton could hear the sound of children’s laughter and the sea gently rolling on the shore behind him as he prepared to climb onto the opposite balcony. It was less than three feet away, but he knew that Dr. Morris would have been horrified to see him there. Once again he considered knocking on the door. But Divine & Laws paid only by results and Mrs. Evangeline Watson and her companion were under no obligation to open it to a private investigator. They might even summon the receptionist and have him thrown out, in which case three weeks’ work would be wasted.

There had been a time when he would not have thought twice about climbing over, but now the street seemed a long way down, and he knew that if he waited any longer his nerve might fail him. He hoisted one leg and then the other over the edge of his own balcony, and stood gripping the edge with both hands. Turning sideways toward the wall, he reached out with his right hand and stepped out with his right leg toward the opposite ledge, even as he held on to the ledge with his other hand. He ignored the sickly sensation in his belly and pulled himself onto the opposite balcony, shifting his weight as he did so, until he was gripping the ledge with both hands. Now the sounds of coitus became louder as he climbed over onto the balcony, and his palms were damp as he gripped the window sill and climbed in through the rose-patterned curtains.

“Good morning,” he said brightly. “Sorry to interrupt.”

The two bodies erupted in a flurry of hands, heads, and feet, and Mrs. Evangeline Watson stared back at him in horror. Lawton could not help feeling a pang of guilt at the sight of her flushed cheeks and disheveled hair, as Lieutenant Teddy Rycroft rolled away from her and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Who the hell are you?” he said.

“Harry Lawton, private investigator. Acting on behalf of Divine & Laws solicitors. I’m here to serve Mrs. Watson with her divorce papers.”

“You’ll do no such thing, you dirty Fenian bastard.” Rycroft advanced toward Lawton with his fists clenched and his manhood already drooping.

“I wouldn’t advise that, sir,” Lawton said. “I have some knowledge of the pugilistic art.”

“So do I.” Rycroft brought his fists up to his face and took an obvious swing at Lawton’s head with his right, which Lawton easily evaded by dropping underneath it and stepping back with his own fists raised. Lawton had never fought a naked man before. He had read somewhere that the ancient Greeks used to do this, but now the confrontation seemed embarrassing and faintly ridiculous.

“This won’t help anyone, Lieutenant,” he said. “And it definitely won’t end well for you.”

“Oh stop, Teddy.” Mrs. Watson was sitting up in bed now with a sheet wrapped around her. “How much is my husband paying you, Mr. Lawton? I’m sure I can find more.”

“Your husband pays the solicitors not me, madam. And I’m not here to blackmail you. Just doing my job is all.”

“And what a job.” Rycroft pulled on his underwear. “Your mother must be proud.”

Lawton shrugged and dropped the envelope onto the bed. “My mother’s feelings are no business of yours. Bring these to the solicitors next week. Please don’t try to pretend you didn’t receive them. My statement will be sufficient proof that you did.”

Rycroft gave him a baleful stare as he opened the door and stepped out into the corridor. Behind him he heard Mrs. Watson let out a very different moan to the ones he had heard before. He could not know whether she was crying because of the divorce that would ruin her or the loss of the lover who would certainly abandon her. Either way he felt sorry for her, because Lieutenant Rycroft was a typical army rake, whose career and reputation would remain unscathed by this, but Mrs Watson’s husband was a hard-nosed bastard who would crush her in the courts. It was always the women who came off worse in these situations, but the world was what it was and there was nothing he could do about it. He unlocked the door to his own room, picked up his overnight bag, and walked back out into the dark corridor with its creaking floorboards and well-trodden carpets. At the end of the corridor a shifty face stared back at him from a hallway mirror that had not been polished in a long time. The reflection showed a big man, six feet tall and comfortably over the police regulation height despite his hunched shoulders, but in that moment he felt much smaller. He looked away from his own accusing gaze and hurried back down to the street to catch his train.



Divine & Laws had their offices near Great Ormond Street Hospital, close enough to Chancery Lane to maintain a veneer of respectability and just far enough to allow their clients to visit them without losing theirs. Lawton arrived in the late afternoon to find John Divine reading the court report from the Evening Standard on the Rainier divorce case to his partner and Donaldson the articled clerk. Mrs. Rainier’s attempt to divorce her Jewish husband on grounds of cruelty had attracted a lot of attention in the press, partly because of the juicy counterclaims from her husband regarding her own adultery, and also because Mr. Rainier had enlisted the services of Sir Edward Carson KC, the prominent Ulster Unionist and the Standard’s favorite barrister.

Carson had demolished Mrs. Rainier’s claims with his usual efficiency, and Divine was reading a letter that Carson had produced in court from Mrs. Rainier’s Austrian lover. “As you well know I do everything in my power to please you,” he read. “You have no idea how often I think and dream of you—how often I have you in my arms, kissing you fervently all over your lovely body, your lips, your beautiful eyes.”

Divine shook his head in mock disapproval. “All over her body gentlemen! If I was her husband I’d want to strangle her if I heard some Jew talk to his wife like that. Good afternoon, Harry. I take it you have news?”

“Yes sir. The papers are served. And well-served.”

“Excellent. And I have news for you. You had a visitor this morning. A gentleman. Chief Inspector Maitland—from Scotland Yard. Not in any trouble, are we?”

“Not that I know of sir. I knew Captain Maitland from the army. I worked under him in Limehouse.”

“Well he left his phone number. You can call him when you’ve given your deposition.”

Lawton sat down at the clerk’s desk and described how he had witnessed the respondent Mrs. Evangeline Watson in the act of sexual congress with Lieutenant Edward Rycroft, in Room 510 of the Mountview Hotel in Brighton at precisely 9:15 A.M.

“How did you get into their room?” Divine asked. “Do tell.”

“I climbed in through the window.”

“Five floors up!” Laws exclaimed. “Harry, your talents are wasted on us! Perhaps you should have taken up cat burglary.”

“I know a lot about it, that’s for sure,” Lawton said. “But I do have some morals left—just about.”

“The same can’t be said of Mrs. Watson,” Divine said with a sigh. “The women of today! Too much time on their hands and too much freedom. They behave like this and now they want the vote!”

Lawton said nothing. After signing his statement he dialed the number and waited for the exchange to make the connection. A few moments later James Maitland’s crisp upper-crust accent came crackling down the line.

“Good afternoon Harry,” he said. “Glad to hear from you.”

“Captain. I didn’t know you were at the Yard.”

“I am. And I have some work that might interest you. Very well-paid work—in Barcelona.”

“Barcelona?” Lawton said. “In Spain?”

“That’s the only one I know. Listen, do you know the Clarence? It’s just up the road from the Yard.”

“I do.”

“Can you be there in an hour?”

“Yes sir. But—”

“See you there then.”

Maitland hung up and Lawton put the phone down to find the others looking at him with obvious interest.

“Going on holiday, Harry?” Divine asked.

“On what you pay me?”

Divine laughed. “You can go, you know. We’ve got nothing for you right now.” He handed him an envelope filled with bills and coins. “Barcelona. Isn’t it full of anarchists?”

“Crawling with them,” Divine agreed. “And even madder than ours. A bomb went off there just last week. In a café. The bastards.”

“Do you remember one of them bombed an opera house there some years back?” Laws said. “In the middle of William Tell if I remember correctly. Just tossed two bombs into the audience! One of them fell onto a lady’s lap and didn’t explode. The other did. Absolute bloody carnage.”

Divine grimaced and shook his head. “Wild beasts. They need to be put down.”

Lawton left Divine and Laws discussing anarchists and infernal machines, and made his way through the stream of hansom cabs, trams, and motorized taxis, omnibuses, milk floats, carts, and drays. He passed a giant billboard painting advertising The Arcadians, showing the actor Dan Rolyat in a forest setting, surrounded by a cluster of appealing young women in long white dresses and flowers in their hair. Rolyat looked like a cat with the cream, and no wonder. The musical was the big show in town that year. Even the widow Friedman had hinted that she wanted to go, as if he had enough money to take her to the West End.

Lawton walked on through a haze of smoke, dust, and petroleum fumes. He was surprised how unsettled he felt at Maitland’s unexpected call. Maitland had made no attempt to contact him since his illness, and there was no reason why he should. Even when they had worked together in Limehouse, Lawton continued to think of him as an army officer rather than a policeman. Maitland had moved in a more elevated world of gentlemen’s clubs, Wimbledon, Lord’s, and country houses when he was away from the station. A man like that did not come to the East End except for work or business.

He arrived at the Clarence to find Maitland sitting in the deserted saloon bar, nursing a pint of ale. He was dressed impeccably as always, in a well-cut suit and starched pointed collar, and looked much the same as he had last seen him, except for a few streaks of gray in his handlebar moustache. Even as he got to his feet Lawton saw him once again in his khaki uniform, standing over the five kneeling Boers with a Browning in his hand. He remembered his face shining like marble in the moonlight, and the hard victor’s smile on his face as he looked down on the prisoners and said “So gentlemen. What do we do with you?” Even in the darkness, his voice had sounded thick and charged with menace, but there was no trace of that man now, as Maitland smiled graciously and shook his hand. “Harry! Good to see you again! Let me get you some neck-oil my friend.”

“I don’t drink,” Lawton replied. “Not anymore. I’ll have a ginger ale.”

“Pedro Lawton doesn’t drink?” Maitland shook his head in disbelief. “Wonders never cease.”

Maitland went over to the counter and returned with a Belfast ginger ale. Lawton had not been inside a pub in more than two years, and the smell of hops and whiskey aroused an old thirst that was best left unrequited.

“Congratulations on the promotion,” he said. “When did it happen?”

Maitland smiled modestly. “Last year. It came as a surprise, to be honest. I’ve been lucky. But the West End is not like Limehouse. Even the thieves dress well.”

“I don’t doubt it.” Lawton sipped at his glass.

“So how’ve you been?” Maitland gave him a sympathetic look. “Keeping alright?”

“Well enough.”

“You know I was at the dentist last week, and I saw your advertisement in the Mirror. Not a newspaper I normally read, but I saw your name! ‘Private enquiries. All business undertaken. Discretion assured.’ Good old Harry, I thought. I presume there’s plenty of work around?”

Maitland looked genuinely interested, but Lawton knew what real detectives thought of private investigators, and he doubted whether he would have been impressed to know how he had spent the morning. “It pays the rent. You mentioned some work, sir?”

“I did indeed. Does the name Randolph Foulkes mean anything to you? Dr. Randolph Foulkes?”

“Isn’t he some kind of explorer?”

“He is. Among other things. Well it seems he was blown up by a terrorist bomb in Barcelona last week.”

“Seems?”

“It’s not been confirmed. The British consul says a foreigner was killed, and Dr. Foulkes is missing from his hotel room. The body’s a mess, as you can imagine. Poor bugger was sitting right next to the bomb. And now his wife has come to us and said that Foulkes paid out £500 through a Barcelona account before he died—to a woman. She wants us to send someone to find out who it is. We don’t have resources to send someone to Spain on suspicion of adultery. But I thought it might interest you. Given that you speak the lingo.”

“I haven’t spoken Spanish for a while now. And I’ve never been to Spain. Wouldn’t it be easier to get someone over there?”

Maitland shook his head. “She doesn’t want a foreigner. Very adamant about that. And she’s not poor. You don’t have to see me as a gift horse. I’m not doing you a favor here, Harry. I owe you.”

Maitland gave him a meaningful look, and Lawton shifted uncomfortably. “I’m happy to meet her and discuss it,” he said.

“Good. I’ve arranged a meeting with her tomorrow morning. She lives near Hastings. St Pancras at 9:20 all right with you? We can go together.”

Lawton felt a flash of irritation at Maitland’s presumption. Even after two years, he still seemed to behave as if the world was at his beck and call, and Lawton was still his subordinate. And yet Maitland also seemed pleased to see him, whereas the captain’s presence only reminded him of many things that he wanted to forget.

“That’s fine,” he said. “I’ll be there.” There did not seem much to talk about now, and he drank the last of his ginger ale and got up to leave.

“Till tomorrow then.” Maitland reached out his hand. “This is a good decision Harry.”

Lawton was tempted to point out that he had not decided anything, but even as he left the pub, he knew that there was really only one decision a man in his position could make.
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The train had just pulled out of Mataró when Esperanza Claramunt saw the balloon coming toward them from the direction of Barcelona. From a distance it looked like a large yellow ball floating above the sea, but as it came closer she could see the basket beneath it and the tiny heads protruding above the rim. Some of the other passengers had also noticed the balloon. Most of them were peasants, bringing herbs, saffron, oranges to sell, and some of them had even brought live hens and chickens that clucked in the luggage racks above them. Many of them had clearly never seen nor even heard that human beings were now able to fly, and one old woman crossed herself as a man and a woman waved at them from the flying basket.

Some of the passengers waved back, and Esperanza heard cheering from the men and women on the roof of the train. She would have liked to wave herself, but she did not want to appear frivolous in the presence of the Ferrers. It still seemed incredible to her that she was sitting directly opposite Francesc Ferrer I Guardia and his wife Soledad. It was little more than a year since Ferrer had been acquitted of complicity in the attempted assassination of the king during the royal wedding procession in Madrid. Esperanza wondered what the newspapers would say if they could see the nation’s most famous anarchist sitting in a third-class carriage, while his radiant wife sat fanning herself next to him. Apart from the folded copy of Solidaridad Obrera on his lap, Ferrer looked more like a shopkeeper or a farmer than a terrorist with his downturned moustache, linen suit, and straw boater.

“Look Francesc!” Soledad nudged him and pointed her fan at the balloon.

Ferrer looked up and grunted, and returned to his paper.

“Incredible!” Soledad exclaimed. “Wasn’t it last year that those Americans actually flew in a flying machine—with wings?”

“The Wright Brothers,” said Esperanza.

“That’s it!” Soledad exclaimed. “And they say it won’t be long before people can fly to every city in the world.”

“It won’t be long before those machines will be capable of dropping bombs on every city in the world,” Ferrer said.

“Ay, Francesc!” Soledad fluttered her fan. “Not everything has to be serious all the time.”

“It’s an entirely logical development,” Ferrer persisted. “The marriage of technology and militarism. Every new invention sooner or later finds a military purpose. Think what Napoleon would have done if he’d had a flying machine at Zaragoza. It wouldn’t matter how thick the walls were. And I’m going to make a prediction—one day these flying machines will be dropping bombs on Barcelona, unless we win.”

Soledad rolled her eyes and looked at Esperanza, who responded with a faint smile. Once again she was impressed by Ferrer’s knowledge, insight, and erudition. There was really nothing he could not talk about, and if he showed no interest in balloons then she would not show any either, at least in public. But even as the balloon flew by, she could not help feeling excited by it. She imagined herself and Pau floating above the world with the blue sky all around them, in perfect silence, with the fields and ocean stretched out below. She felt thrilled to be young in such a century, when even gravity was no longer an obstacle to human progress, when the future seemed filled with possibilities that previous generations had only imagined. The end of poverty, disease, and superstition; bridges and roads connecting the most far-flung places; flying machines and motorcars; rational education for all; immaculate cities built of towers and glass with parks and sanitation where the workers divided their hours between study and labor—all these things were likely to occur in her lifetime. She and her comrades had spent much of the day discussing the glorious possibilities that awaited Spain and the world, when capitalism was overthrown and the workers took control, and the social revolution brought an end to a society ruled only in the interests of the few. In the mountains that future seemed closer, and the city of slums and policemen seemed to lose its hold on them as they walked through an ancient and more peaceful world inhabited only by shepherds, charcoal burners, and woodcutters.

Even the older members of her affinity group, who had known prison and torture, seemed to walk more lightly as they talked of Tolstoy, Nietzsche, and Malatesta, of rational education, strikes, and the revolution that would soon change everything. Some comrades, like Arnau Busquets, were so poor that they had nowhere to wash in their own homes, and after lunch the men stripped down to their underwear and bathed in a stream. Esperanza had heard of anarchist groups in other countries where men and women took all their clothes off during expeditions to the countryside, and she was relieved when Flor and Soledad contented themselves with dangling their bare ankles in the cool water. Now she felt the warm pressure of Pau’s thigh beside her and she pictured his dripping hair and shoulders and his slim tapered waist, when she saw Ferrer looking at her thoughtfully.

“I’ve been meaning to tell you, Miss Claramunt. I intend to reopen the Modern School, hopefully next year.”

“I’m very glad to hear it.” Esperanza replied. “The city needs it.”

“If I succeed I shall need new staff. And I would like to send some of them to Paris for training—funding permitting. Is that something that might interest you?”

Esperanza was so pleased and so taken aback by this unexpected offer that she could not think what to say. “It would be an honor,” she replied finally.

“Very good.” The train was coming into Badalona now and Ferrer got to his feet and lifted his knapsack from the shelf. “Why don’t you and Pau come and visit us in Montgat? We can discuss it then.”

Pau said they would try to come next week. Once again Esperanza wished Ferrer’s ailing niece a quick recovery, and Ferrer thanked her as he and his wife got down from the train. No sooner had they departed than Ruben Montero and his wife Flor took their vacant seats. Ruben took a swing from a hip flask, and stared at Esperanza with the faintly mocking smile that always irritated her.

“You do know that Ferrer invests in the Stock Exchange?” he said.

“Yes.” Esperanza suppressed her irritation. “And he uses the money to pay for the people’s education. He plays the capitalists at their own game.”

“They say he’s a mason,” Ruben said.

“A progressive mason!”

“If you say so.” Ruben’s hooded eyes gleamed, and once again Esperanza sensed that he was playing some kind of game with her. She turned away and stared out the window as Barcelona appeared up ahead and the familiar stations flashed past. The train stopped at the little station halfway down the Passeig de Gràcia, and she expected Pau to continue down to the Plaza Catalunya with the others. To her surprise and pleasure he said he would walk her home. Once again Ruben looked at her with a smirk, and she was relieved to see the back of him as the others continued onward to the Plaza Catalunya. It was not yet dark, but the new electric lights were already beginning to glow as they walked past the scaffolding that surrounded the new building at the corner of the Calle Provenza, which her father’s old friend Antoni Gaudí had designed.

Even draped in scaffolding, it looked more like a mountain than a building and there was something faintly ominous about it. Further up on their left she saw the Batlló House, another Gaudí building, which had been completed only a few years ago, and which she definitely preferred. In the dusk it looked even more like a fairy palace with its coral-like mosaics, its curved dragon roof, and seashell balconies.

“I don’t like Ruben,” she said suddenly. “I don’t know why he drinks like that.”

“You might drink if you’d spent three years in a penal colony,” Pau replied. “Ruben’s better than you think. When the time comes, he’ll come out alright. Anyway he’s married to my sister so I have to put up with him.”

Esperanza said nothing, as they crossed the Diagonal and turned into the village. Even though Gràcia was now connected to Barcelona by the Passeig de Gràcia, she still thought of it as a village, despite the new workshops and the electric street lights that had been introduced in some of its principal streets. Most of Gràcia was still lit by the old gas lights, and some streets still had no lights at all.

“Did you enjoy today?” Pau asked.

“I did.” She smiled to let him know that he was one of the reasons why she had enjoyed it.

“And now you’re going to go to Paris?”

Esperanza laughed. “Would you miss me if I did?”

Pau did not reply. They had nearly reached her street now, when he stopped to light a cigarette. Esperanza noticed a small carriage coming up the street behind them, and she wondered what her mother would say if she could see her standing in a darkened street with a young man.

“I’ve been meaning to ask you something.” Pau shuffled and looked down at his feet. Esperanza looked at him expectantly, and wondered why he suddenly seemed so awkward and uncomfortable. “I—oh never mind, it can wait. Are you coming to the Athenaeum on Wednesday? A professor from the university is coming to give a talk—‘Religion or Science: Which will define our age?’ ”

“That does sound interesting.”

“Good. I’ll see you there then.”

Esperanza was still wondering what he had been about to say to her, when he leaned forward and pecked her lightly on the cheeks. She would have liked him to kiss her on the lips, but that was not the way even anarchist girls behaved, at least not in her neighborhood. She waved at him playfully and walked away. She was just about to turn the corner when she heard a scuffle behind her, and she looked back down the darkened street. The carriage was stationary now, and two men whose faces she could not see appeared to be dragging Pau toward it. Pau’s head was lolling forward and he was not putting up any resistance as they dragged him into the carriage.

Esperanza watched all this with stunned amazement, as if she could not believe it was really happening. “What are you doing?” she called, in a thin, frightened voice that did not sound like her own. “Stop!”

There was no answer. The driver flicked the reins now and the two black horses came trotting toward her. As she backed against the wall she caught a glimpse of angry, hate-filled eyes beneath the floppy hat and the scarf that covered most of the driver’s face, and it was only then that she ran toward it and screamed for help.



Through the open doorway Lawton looked down at the body of Elizabeth Hutten, lying face upward in a pool of blood. Everything was how he remembered it: the red sheets and the bloodstained poker, the blood splashes on the wall just behind the bed. But now the blood was flowing out of the doorway and lapping all around his feet. Even when he backed away it followed him down the stairs and out into the street. It flowed all around the feet of pedestrians and the wheels of carriages and motor cars, though offices and department stores, theaters, and foreign embassies, and down the Strand and the Mall and onward toward Buckingham Palace, Whitehall, Downing Street, and the Ministry of War. Yet no one else but him appeared to see it or react to it. Even when he slipped and fell floundering and sliding in the current, the people in the street continued to walk past, ignoring his cries for help.

He woke up with a start to find the widow Friedman shaking him, and her two youngest children standing at the foot of the bed, their pale faces staring anxiously out of the gloom.

“Harry, vake up. You having a nightmare.”

Lawton sat upright as the widow shooed her children away.

“You alright?” she asked.

“I’m fine.” He lifted back the sheets. “Go back to sleep.”

“It’s early. You don’t vant breakfast?”

Lawton shook his head. He had not even intended to stay the night, and breakfast would only arouse expectations that he could not fulfil, both in his landlady and her children. The widow sighed and laid her head back down on the pillow as he got dressed and walked downstairs through the café and out into the street. Already a thick curtain of smog covered the city and men, women, and even children were slipping out of their mean terraced houses, their clogs and boots clattering on the greasy cobblestones. Lawton passed a cluster of Jews huddled together in conversation outside the makeshift synagogue, speaking in Yiddish, Russian, and Polish. Some of them were wearing prayer shawls, others wore dark jackets and black Homburg hats, and a few had long locks hanging down their pale cheeks. The Aliens Act was four years old now, and all that was left of the British Brothers League was the occasional tattered poster, yet still more Jews continued to make their way to the East End from the edges of Europe, like the relics of some ancient wandering tribe.

John Divine had asked him more than once how he could stand to live in Jewtown, and Lawton usually replied that his room only cost two shillings a week. It was easier than trying to explain that he preferred to live in a place where he was a stranger, surrounded by foreigners who knew no more about his life than he knew of theirs. The boarding house was just around the corner from the café, and he shut the door of his room behind him and looked around at the narrow iron bed, the worn armchair, the little chair and table by the sink, his father’s barbells, and the wardrobe with the broken mirror.

Next to the window stood the table bearing his Victor phonograph machine—his only prized possession—and a handful of twelve-inch records. Some old penny dreadfuls and copies of Illustrated Police News and Reynolds’s Weekly were piled on the floor with a handful of books: Gross’s Criminal Investigation, The Hound of the Baskervilles, The Riddle of the Sands, and a few detective memoirs that he still kept. He took off his shoes and jacket and lay on the bed smoking and listening to the warbling pigeons from the roof while he summoned up the energy to perform his morning routine. Once, when he was still on the force, he had gone almost every morning to the gym to lift some weights or do some light sparring, now he preferred to exercise at home. He felt so tired that he was tempted to forego it, but as always the stern voice in his head warned him that any slackening of the will could only lead to further disintegration. Finally he got off the bed and performed his usual set of press-ups, sit-ups, and side bends, finishing off with the barbells for the biceps and some shadowboxing.

Afterward he washed and put on the smarter of his two suits, and went downstairs to the kitchen, where he ate a breakfast of bread, Bovril, and tea. He walked the short distance to the underground, and bought a copy of the Mirror. Even as he waited for the train he checked his body and the world around him for any warning signs that might oblige him to retreat from the day. But there was no numbness or tension, no unwanted sights or smells, and the faces around him seemed clear and distinct as he sat on the train and read the paper from cover to cover, from the advertisement offering treatment for alcoholic excess to the society and sports pages. By the time he reached St Pancras he had learned that Bertie was motoring at the Newmarket races; that Lloyd George’s budget faced another challenge in the Lords; that Hobbs was on his way to another hundred, and that the suffragette prisoners would now be force-fed.

The paper also reported that the army had perfected its military measures against the Somaliland Mullah. Lawton had learned to take such claims with a pinch of salt. From a distance it was always a pleasure to imagine generals effortlessly moving the empire’s armies back and forth like pieces on a board, but he had seen war with his own eyes and so had Maitland. He glanced up at the list of stations and pictured a line of soldiers sweating and cursing their through Somaliland toward some unknown destination in their scratchy uniforms and helmets, weighed down by their knapsacks and rifles. And then he saw himself and his companions standing over the five Boer commandos, who knelt beside their blankets with their hands on their heads. He saw Maitland’s face like a smooth marble statue in the moonlight and heard the horses whinnying just behind him, and the rustle of the wind stroking the trees above their heads.

Even in the darkness he saw the anger and disbelief on the faces of the Boers that they had allowed themselves to be taken by surprise in the bush by the English officer with the plummy accent. They were not the only ones to underestimate Maitland. When the young captain took command of their unit that winter, few people had expected much from him. Maitland came to them fresh off the boat, smelling of cologne and exuding an air of the cricket pitch, country estates, and drawing rooms, but he had proven himself to be a tough, brave, and decisive officer who never asked his men to do anything he would not do himself. He was also ruthless. Where some officers had balked at putting Boer women into camps or burning their farms, Maitland had not shown a moment’s hesitation. Lawton had not fully realized how ruthless until that night on the veld, when Maitland stared down at the five commandos and said, “Corporal, draw up the firing squad.”

Lawton remembered that Maitland had given the order in the same voice that he might have used to give instructions to a servant or the gardener, so that he was not sure if he had heard him correctly.

“Sir?”

“You heard. These men are guerrillas. We aren’t taking prisoners.”

By that time Lawton had already done a lot of things in the war that he had never imagined doing, and he did not question his orders further. No one knew how many of their men the Boers had killed, and even the notion of taking prisoners seemed like a quaint relic of a different kind of war that had neither meaning nor relevance in a situation like this. Out there in the veld, on that calm moonlit evening, Maitland’s order seemed entirely logical, and even the Boers seemed to expect it. They left the five bodies lying in the copse and took their rifles, horses, and ammunition, and it was only afterward when they rode away that Maitland told them that they would be better not to speak about it. And now as the train pulled away from Liverpool Street, it seemed to Lawton that he could still smell the sweet scent of acacia as the oldest of the Boers lay twitching on the ground till Maitland finished him off with the Browning.



In the end they had been forced to speak about it to the military tribunal. At the inquiry, they all told the story they had agreed upon and rehearsed with Maitland, and Lawton had been the first to testify. Once again the scene unfolded before him; the barracks hut where the regimental commander Colonel Phillips sat behind the desk with his two officers, one of whom was taking notes; the wooden chair where Phillips invited him to sit down; the fresh young faces of the newcomers marching up and down the dusty square outside in their khaki uniforms.

“Corporal Lawton, this is not a court-martial. But I would appreciate your frankness. I want you to describe what happened on the night of September 24.”

“Our column was carrying out anti-guerrilla operations in the Lichtenburg sector, sir. We were looking for a Boer commando camp, acting on intelligence information.”

“And did you find it?”

“We did, sir. We left our horses and advanced on foot. But our presence was discovered. There was a firefight sir. All five commandos were killed.”

“But there was a sixth who you didn’t find, wasn’t there?” Phillips looked at him intently. “And he says that Captain Maitland ordered you and your men to execute the prisoners in cold blood. And if that is true, then it is a very serious matter.”

“It isn’t true sir. They were armed guerrillas and they were shooting at us.”

“Well why do you think this Boer is saying something completely different?”

“To discredit His Majesty’s army sir. And make up for the fact that his unit was caught with its pants down.”

Phillips smiled faintly. Even then Lawton sensed that he wanted to believe what he was being told, and that he knew, as all of them did, that bad things happened in war that could not be helped, even if the politicians and the public preferred not to hear of them. In the end there had been no court-martial, and the incident was forgotten because it suited everyone to forget it. He had lied, and lied well, and it was because of his lies that Maitland had not ended up in prison or in front of a firing squad, and left the army as a hero and gone on to become a chief inspector at Limehouse station.

It was Maitland who invited him to join the force and Maitland who encouraged him to become a detective. Lawton did not know whether he had acted out of guilt or gratitude, and until yesterday he had not expected to see him again. Now he found him waiting by the ticket office, wearing the same suit he had worn the previous day, and a newly starched collar. No doubt he had a fragrant wife to do such things for him, Lawton thought, and he wondered whether she had any idea what her husband had once been capable of when he wore a uniform.

“I meant to tell you yesterday,” Maitland said, as they sat down on the train. “There’s an English detective in Barcelona already. Charles Arrow.”

“Arrow of the Yard? I thought he’d retired.”

“He has. But he’s been helping the city with its terrorism problem.”

“And he didn’t want to take this on?”

“He’s not interested. But he might be able to help you if you need it. And one other thing, I’ve told Mrs. Foulkes that you left the force to become a private investigator—for the salary. If she asks just go along with it. We don’t need to give her any more… unnecessary information.”

“Yes sir.” Lawton felt himself reddening.

“No need for sir, Harry. We’re not in the army now. I was very sorry to hear what happened to you. All the things we went through in the war. And then this? Damned bad luck.”

Lawton did not like sympathy, whether it came from the widow Friedman or from Maitland, and he nodded vaguely and looked out the window as the train chugged out through the suburbs. Maitland briefly attempted to make conversation about their Limehouse days, but Lawton’s obvious lack of enthusiasm was such that he soon gave up and retreated behind his newspaper. From time to time he made some comment on what he was reading, as though he were talking to a complete stranger. None of this dispelled the awkwardness between them. Even as Lawton looked out at neat little towns and villages, the soft undulating hills and woodlands, he found himself thinking of the war. He saw his unit riding across the veld in the rain and sun, chasing guerrillas, and blowing up watering holes with dynamite. He saw himself bayoneting sheep and cattle at Boer farms, smashing furniture and setting fire to Boer houses. It seemed incredible to him that he could ever have done such things, but Maitland’s presence was a reminder that he had. He was not sure whether war changed men, or whether it merely brought to the surface things that were normally kept hidden in peacetime, but a part of him now wished that Maitland had not come back to remind him of his own transformation.



On arriving at Hastings, they took a motor-taxi to the village of Graveling, and drove out through a landscape of hedgerows, fields and oast-houses.

Twenty minutes later the taxi drove into a tree-lined drive and pulled up in front of a large redbrick house, with a coat of arms of crossed swords and a shield above the doorways. A servant girl in a black dress, white apron, and bonnet ushered them into a large drawing room covered in a wallpaper design of birds and flowers. Lawton stared at the oriental carpets, the paintings and pictures, the long mirrors on either side of the fireplace, the two sofas that faced each other in front of the French windows, and the freshly mowed lawn that stretched out toward the fields beyond.

He also noticed an unmistakably medicinal smell that seemed out of place in such opulent surroundings, and he soon found the explanation for it in the array of medicines, pills, and powders piled on the table next to one of the sofas. Some of them were familiar to him, from Clarke’s Blood Mixture, Spasmosedine sedative, Bromocarpine nerve tonic, and Eno’s Fruit Salt for the liver, to the strychnine and potassium bromide that he knew only too well. He was still looking through them when Maitland gave a little cough, and a woman in her early sixties appeared in the doorway, holding a stick in one hand and her maid’s arm in the other.

Mrs. Randolph Foulkes was wearing a red satin dressing gown emblazed with damask flowers that reached all the way down to her Moroccan slippers. The richness and playfulness of these colors only accentuated her sharp, bony features and unforgiving demeanor, as she sat down opposite the window and invited them to do the same. The maid drew the curtain and Mrs. Foulkes stared disapprovingly at Lawton as Maitland introduced them.

“Well,” she said, “I wasn’t expecting a half-caste. And what happened to your nose?”

“I used to box in my youth ma’am,” Lawton replied. “It was broken on one occasion.”

“Really Maitland, I asked for a detective not a brawler!”

“I worked alongside Detective-Sergeant Lawton in K-Division,” Maitland replied. “That’s Limehouse, ma’am—one of the roughest districts in London. I can assure you there was no better thief-catcher in the district.”

Mrs. Foulkes looked only partially mollified. “Yet you left the force for private enquiry?”

“I did, ma’am. For financial reasons.”

“And you speak Spanish.”

“My mother was Chilean. My mother was part Mapuche.”

“What an exotic combination! I’m sure Randolph would have found you fascinating. Amelia, it’s time to feed the rabbits.”

The maid nodded and left the room. Lawton’s face was expressionless, but the widow was not endearing herself to him. “I’m sorry for your loss,” he said.

Mrs. Foulkes waved her hand as though a fly had just entered the room. “We all die, Mr. Lawton. But this affair requires further investigation. I assume the chief inspector has explained why?”

“I understand that your husband left money to an unknown beneficiary.”

“He did—to a woman.” Mrs. Foulkes grimaced. “I didn’t even know Randolph was in Barcelona.”

“He didn’t know anybody there?”

“Only Señor Ferrer. He was in London in April. He came to see me with his wife. But Randolph wouldn’t have visited him.”

“Why not?”

“Ferrer is an anarchist,” Mrs. Foulkes explained. “But he’s also an educationalist. I write children’s books for the Moral Education League and Señor Ferrer wanted to publish one of them. He and Randolph spent an hour yapping in his study. When they’d gone Randolph told me he never wanted to see him in his house again. He certainly wouldn’t have gone to see him in Barcelona. As far as I knew he was in Vernet writing a book.”

“Vernet?” Lawton said.

“Vernet-les-Bains. In the French Pyrenees. Randolph rents a house there. He goes there every year to write and walk in the mountains. Sometimes he spends the whole summer there when he’s writing a book. I’ve never seen the house, but I used to go to Vernet to take the waters. We stayed in a hotel then. Now I don’t go anywhere. I suffer from neurasthenia, you see.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Lawton replied.

“The disease of the century!” she exclaimed wearily. “My doctor says it’s because the world is moving too fast. Newspapers, steamships, and trains, and now the automobile. The brain can’t cope, he says. Well I don’t know why this should affect me. I only take the Times and I’ve never even been in an automobile. Yet some days I can’t even get out of bed. You’d never believe I used to be on the stage.”

“Oh I can very well believe it,” said Maitland.

Mrs. Foulkes acknowledged the flattery with the faintest of smiles. “Before your time perhaps. I was at the Lyceum when Mr. Stoker was manager.”

“The Bram Stoker?” said Lawton.

She looked at him in surprise. “Well, well. You didn’t strike me as a literary man.”

“I don’t read much,” Lawton said. “But I have read Dracula. A strange tale.”

“I knew Mr. Stoker before he wrote it. He used to say my Ophelia was one of the greatest performances he had ever seen. I made grown men and women cry, Mr. Lawton! Now I merely waste away.”

She gave them a pained look. It was no wonder she had been on the stage, Lawton thought. “So your husband was writing a book in Vernet?” he asked.

“So he said.” Mrs. Foulkes opened a drawer in the medicine cabinet and handed him a postcard of a large pink building with tall white arches and cream façades with the word CASINO emblazoned above the doorway. Lawton read the message dated June 11: Thought this would bring back memories. Weather marvelous as always. Writing going well. Plenty of walks and good conversation. Keep well, Randolph.

“My solicitor told me about the payment last week,” Mrs. Foulkes said. “The money was requested from Barcelona two days after that postcard was sent, at the Bank of Sabadell. The payee’s name was Marie Babineaux.”

“Do you know this woman?”

“Never heard of her. That’s why I want you to go to Barcelona and find out who she is. After you’ve confirmed whether Randolph is actually dead.”

“I should point out ma’am, that it isn’t always easy to identify a body after a bomb blast,” Lawton said.

“That won’t be a problem. Randolph was one of the pioneers of fingerprinting. He has many copies of his own at his laboratory. My secretary will supply you with them. Randolph was also missing two toes on his left foot—from frostbite. There are also photographs—Bertillonage photographs. Another of my husband’s interests. Will that be sufficient?”

“I’m sure it will,” Lawton replied.

“Good. I want you to leave as soon as possible. Your pay will be £5 a day plus traveling expenses—the first month payable in advance. There will be a bonus of £30 if you find this… trollop. I assume that’s acceptable to you?”

Lawton suppressed his astonishment. These rates were more than his detective’s salary, and nearly twice as much as he received from Divine & Laws. “Very much so,” he replied.

“Good. Is there anything else you need?”

“Does your husband have a workplace or study here in the house?”

“He does.” She looked at him suspiciously. “Why do you ask?”

“I’d like to look around it,” Lawton said. “If there’s a possibility of deception it’s always good to know something about the person who may have been deceived.”

Mrs. Foulkes did not look pleased. “I assure you there’s no other possibility, Mr. Lawton. My husband would not have had an extramarital affair. He wasn’t the type.”

Lawton had heard too many similar claims to take her insistence for granted, but he said nothing as Maitland gave her a reassuring smile.

“As I told you, Mr. Lawton is very thorough. But I must get back to the Yard. I’ve asked the taxi to wait.”

Mrs. Foulkes was about to call for the maid to show Maitland out, but Lawton offered to do it himself and accompanied him to the door.

“Thank you, sir,” he said, almost in a whisper. “Appreciate it.”

Maitland looked pleased. “Not at all. Glad to be able to help. And this is easy money Harry. If you need anything from me when you’re over there, let me know. Good luck.”

Once again they shook hands, and as Lawton watched him walk back to the taxi, it occurred to him that for the first time in two very dismal years his luck might have finally changed.






3

On Thursday afternoon Bernat Mata finally took his children to the Barcelona zoo to see the great ape. For weeks his son Carles had been pleading with him to take them to see the monster, now the boy stood holding his father’s hand and stared nervously at the white gorilla that glared back at them from the opposite side of the narrow moat.

“Are you sure it can’t escape?” he asked.

“Of course it can’t escape,” Alba rolled her eyes. “It’s in a cage.”

“I didn’t ask you,” Carles retorted. “And what if it breaks the bars?”

“Then it will eat you!”

Mata smiled patiently. “Alba, please remember that you are eight and your brother is five. I promise you son, that this monster cannot escape.”

“He knows we’re talking about him,” Carles said.

Mata stared back at the ferocious yellow eyes and jutting teeth, and thought that his son was probably right. Since its arrival from the Belgian Congo that spring, a lot of people had been talking about Snowy the gorilla. This was partly due to its size and its color, and also to the sign on the animal’s cage that claimed, “there is less difference in size and structure between the well-developed brain of a gorilla and that of the lowest living savages than there is between the brain of such a savage and the brain of a high European type.”

This seemingly uncontroversial observation had offended the Catholic papers, which accused the zoo authorities of exposing young children to Darwinism. Snowy had even become the subject of one of Archbishop Laguarda’s sermons at the cathedral, in which His Eminence reminded his congregation that man had been brought into the Garden of Eden fully formed, that Eve had been born of Adam’s rib, and that any arguments to the contrary were fallacious and blasphemous. Mata wondered whether this was the first time in history in which a gorilla had been mentioned in a sermon. The ape reminded him of the soldiers who had attacked the offices of ¡Cu-Cut! magazine four years ago, because of Joan Junceda’s cartoon mocking the armed forces. Those soldiers had shown the same brutish ferocity that day, and it was easy to imagine the gorilla raging through the offices, knocking over desks and smashing typewriters in the street.

The soldiers had accused Junceda and the magazine of insulting the honor of the armed forces, but as far as Mata was concerned, men who behaved like hooligans in response to words and pictures they did not like had no honor to defend. That was bad enough, but instead of punishing them, the government had given in to their thuggery and passed the Law of Jurisdictions, which now obliged every newspaper and magazine in Catalonia to submit to the military censors. And all this had been done with the approval of the bishops and archbishops who lectured the city on the evils of evolution.

“We should go home now,” he said.

“But we’ve only just arrived!” Carles complained.

“Yes. To see Snowy. And now we’ve seen him. We’ll come on a longer visit another time. Right now you need to eat and I have to work.”

Mata took his son’s hand while Alba skipped along beside him, past the mad puma pacing up and down the same few steps that it would follow till the ends of its days, past the anteater and the armadillos and the Pyrenean brown bear. Outside in the park couples and families were seated on the grass, rowing on the lake, or strolling back and forth between the rows of trees while parrots shrieked and squawked in the trees above their heads. They had just left the zoo when he heard what sounded like an explosion coming from the direction of the Ramblas. It was not as loud as the Bar la Luna bombing two weeks ago, and no one in the park seemed particularly concerned by it.

Mata was not sure whether such sangfroid was a sign of civic strength or weakness. Since Joan Rull’s execution last August, the bombings in the city had quieted down. His execution had brought to an end a three-year period in which bombs had gone off all over the Raval. At times there had been an explosion around the Ramblas almost every week and sometimes every day, as large and small bombs went off in alleyways, marketplaces, urinals, and doorways. Even then the population got on with its daily business as if all this mayhem were of no more consequence than a streetcar accident.

According to the prosecutors at his trial, Rull was responsible for most of these bombs, and the lull that followed his conviction seemed to prove them right. Yet Rull had protested his innocence right up until they tightened the garotte around his neck in the Modelo prison. Mata had no idea whether he was telling the truth. Many times during the trial he had glanced over at his mane of combed-back hair and his dark hooded eyes and tried to gauge his reaction to the witnesses and statements, but his expression never changed.

Mata had spoken to the English detective Arrow about the bombings, and Arrow had dropped hints that he did not believe Rull was uniquely responsible for them. Many people had the same doubts, but no one could ever prove them. The state claimed that justice had been done and the minister of the interior boasted that peace had been restored to Barcelona. But now the Luna Bar suggested that such claims were premature. He had witnessed the bloody aftermath of the explosion there and he still felt revolted by what he had seen. Of course no one had claimed responsibility for it, and that was not unusual. It had been the same during the Rull years, and Mata wondered whether the bombing signaled the beginning of a new campaign, as they came into the dirt square that surrounded the Monumental Fountain. He looked at the man in a battered top hat standing by the fountain, playing with a dancing monkey while a child solemnly cranked out a waltz on a barrel organ. That was how the city worked: the monkeys placed bombs while someone else cranked the organ, and only the monkeys ever got caught.

Mata gazed at the waterfall, past the statues of a chariot and horses, Neptune and the Griffin toward the half-naked Leda. Whoever had known that model was a lucky man, he thought, as he noticed a young woman coming toward him from the entrance to the Arc de Triomf. Even from a distance she looked vaguely familiar. As he came closer he looked at the long neck and heart-shaped face, the wide brown eyes and chestnut hair tied up beneath her hat.

“Good afternoon Senyor Mata,” she said in Catalan. “Your wife said you would be here. I’m Esperanza Claramunt. Rafael Claramunt’s daughter. I believe you knew my father.”

Now Mata remembered the little girl he had seen holding her mother’s hand at Rafael Claramunt’s funeral in 1896. She would have been not much older than Alba, he thought, as he looked at her with an expression of concern and surprise.

“I did,” he said. “And your mother, too.”

“She suggested I talk to you.” Esperanza’s eyes flickered toward the children. “On an urgent matter.”

“Of course.” Mata sent his children to look at the monkey and he and Esperanza walked over to a nearby bench under the shade of a tree. He slumped down like a heavy bear with his hands resting on his cane and looked at the young woman expectantly.

“A comrade—a friend of mine has been kidnapped,” she said. “By the police.”

Mata raised his eyebrows. He had known Rafael Claramunt mostly through his writings and speeches, and as one of the many tragedies of 1896. He remembered him as a decent man, a moderate republican who had fallen victim to the inquisitorial frenzy that followed the Corpus Christi bombing. It soon became obvious that Esperanza Claramunt had gone on a very different political journey, as she described the kidnapping of the anarchist Pau Tosets.

“I’m sorry to hear this,” he said. “But if your friend was arrested, there isn’t much a journalist can do about it.”

Esperanza’s cheeks turned suddenly pink. “The comrades said this would be a waste of time. But my mother said that you wrote about my father. She said you were one of the few bourgeois journalists to question the charges against Ferrer.”

Mata sensed that this was intended to be a compliment, but it did not sound like one. “I was,” he said. “Because the charges were without foundation.”

“Pau’s done nothing wrong!” Esperanza insisted. “He’s just a printer and a journalist—like you.”

“An anarchist journalist. Who works for Solidaridad Obrera.”

“Is that a crime now? And it’s not the police I’m worried about. It’s the Brigada. You know what they’re capable of.”

Mata knew very well. The Social Brigade had led the investigations into the Corpus Christi bombing, and its officers were responsible for many of the outrages that followed. Nowadays the Brigada was supposed to be under strict orders to moderate its behavior, but when it came to anarchists and political crimes the collar was easily slipped, and the savage bombing at the Bar la Luna would not have inclined them to remain on the leash.

“How do you know the Brigada is involved? You say you didn’t even see who kidnapped your friend.”

“I don’t know. But if they have arrested Pau and someone asks about him—someone with influence—it might save him.”

Mata could not help feeling pleased that she thought of him as a person of influence, and her earnest puppy-dog eyes seemed suddenly difficult to refuse. “I’ll go to the castle and ask,” he said. “They don’t have to tell me anything. But if he is there, I might at least shake the tree and get them to admit it publicly.”

“Thank you.” Esperanza looked so relieved and grateful that Mata could not help feeling sorry for her.

“I won’t be able to go until tomorrow,” he said. “Come by my house in the evening.”



Mata called his children back, and the four of them walked out of the park along the wide promenade toward the Arc de Triomf. Esperanza chattered to Carles and Alba with the ease of someone who was used to being in the company of children, and Mata was not surprised to hear that she was a teacher at one of the Ferrer schools. On reaching the arch she turned away toward the Plaza Catalunya, and Mata and his children walked on home. Sylvia had lunch ready and the children chattered about the gorilla and the nice lady they had met in the park. Mata did not tell his wife what he had agreed to do. After lunch he took the siesta as usual and then set off to his offices in the Calle Escudellers.

He was tempted to take the tram, but he needed to lose weight and Sylvia was worried about his heart. A walk would also give him time to mull over the column he had already agreed with Rovira on Marinetti and the Futurist movement, whose manifesto he had just translated into Catalan. Half an hour later he arrived out of breath at the offices of La Veu de Catalunya to find his colleagues sitting at their desks like galley slaves, while Rovira strode menacingly up and down the aisle between them in his waistcoat and short sleeves. Rovira looked at him in disapproval. Mata knew that Rovira wanted his journalists to look more like businessmen in order to impress the newspaper’s funders, and disapproved of his floppy hats, his long frock coat, and his cane pipe, but he also knew that there was nothing Rovira could do about it.

“There you are Mata,” he said. “We’ve just had a messenger from Bravo Portillo. You can save that Futurist stuff for another day.”

“Is it about the bomb?” Mata asked. “I heard it earlier.”

Rovira clucked his tongue. “That was nothing. Just a coffee-grinder bomb in the Calle Ferran. Blew out a shop window. But now there’s been a murder. At the swimming club. Ten more minutes and I would have given it to someone else, but of course the inspector asked for you.”

Despite the sarcasm, Mata knew Rovira was pleased with his mutually beneficial arrangement with the chief of the Atarazanas district station, and La Veu had often benefitted from Inspector Manuel Bravo Portillo’s interest in getting his name in the papers. Such publicity enabled him to uphold the reputation of the Barcelona police force and also to advance his own career prospects, and as long as he saw Mata as his best vehicle for achieving these ends, then Rovira would not send anyone else to report on important stories like this.

Mata had never heard of a murder at the swimming club before, and he wondered what could have happened as he walked onto the Ramblas and caught a cab. Ten minutes later he was sitting in the back of a one-horse carriage moving at a trot around the customs house. As they followed the curve around the port toward Barceloneta he saw the three funnels of the German battleship Helgoland looming up out of the ocean just beyond the entrance to the harbor. The arrival of the lead ship from the Kaiser’s new class of dreadnoughts in Barcelona had thrilled and flattered some of Mata’s compatriots. Some of them saw it as another confirmation of Barcelona’s transformation into a European city, but he sensed that its presence had more to do with the Kaiser’s attempts to flatter Spain than anything to do with Catalonia. Soon the carriage came alongside the swimming club, and he saw the crowd gathered on the beach just before the upturned boats and nets. Bravo Portillo was standing at the center of the crowd with two uniformed Mossos d’Escuadra, and the mortuary wagon was already drawn up just behind the onlookers.

“There you are Mata,” Bravo Portillo said. “Just in time.”

Mata threaded his way through the fishermen, sailors, and local women, past a few members of the swimming club who were still wearing their striped one-piece bathing suits and vests with towels around their shoulders. One of Bravo Portillo’s officers pulled back the tarpaulin to reveal the corpse of a man in his early thirties. Though he stopped just above the waist for the sake of decency, it was obvious that the victim was naked. Mata stared at the flecks of seaweed in his jet-black hair, and the swirling tattoos that he had seen on certain criminals in the Modelo prison, from the dagger on one forearm and the pistol on the other, to the large gallows that covered most of his bony chest with the words CARPE DIEM tattooed beneath it. The corpse also contained a number of wounds that looked like bites, and there was a large gash in his throat, where a mesh of torn pink veins protruded from a rim of whitened flesh.

“What’s this?” asked Mata. “Did he get bitten by a shark?”

“I don’t think so.” Bravo Portillo rolled the body onto its side to reveal a piece of frayed rope tied around his wrists. “One of the swimmers found him floating in the water. Poor little Hermenigildo. I don’t think he expected to leave the world like this.”

“You knew him?”

Bravo Portillo nodded and folded back the tarpaulin over the corpse’s face. “There wasn’t much to know. His name was Hermenigildo Cortéz. Typical rubbish from the Raval. Petty thief and pickpocket. He used to run with Rull’s group. A nobody—though he didn’t always realize it. Well, he seems to have upset someone.”

Mata looked out toward the gleaming ocean that had brought this corpse ashore. In his youth he had been a member of the swimming club and he still occasionally came here with his children. Now he thought that he would not be bringing them here for a while. And he could not help thinking that whoever had inflicted such strange wounds on the nobody from the Raval had more in common with the Barcelona zoo’s latest acquisition than with anything human.



Lawton sat smoking and listening to Caruso singing an aria from Tosca on the phonograph. From where he was sitting he could see the sunset spreading across the sky in the direction of the Thames like a forest fire, as the great tenor filled the room. Lawton had not bought any new records since leaving the force, but even after two years it still seemed miraculous that science had made it possible for Caruso to sing to him in his own room. He was also grateful, because he had stopped going to concerts or the music hall since his illness. In the half-light, the Italian’s voice seemed to weep from the little speaker horn, and even though Lawton did not understand the words, he felt soothed, uplifted, and moved by the emotion behind them.

The music continued to resonate even after he got up to lift the needle. Beyond the rows of chimneys and clotheslines the sky reminded him of the Great Unexplained Event the previous June. That night the sun had refused to set, and the sky was lit up with a lurid orange glow that lasted till past midnight, so that it had been possible to read the newspaper without even turning the light on. At first he had thought it was another hallucination, but then he heard the excited voices of his neighbors and he realized that everyone else was seeing the same thing.

Some said that war had broken out and that the German invasion was underway. Others claimed that another great fire was spreading through London, but the next day the newspapers reported that the same ghostly light had been seen all over Europe. No one knew what had caused it. There were reports that a volcano had erupted in the South Seas; that a meteorite had crashed in Siberia and caused a forest fire; that the Kaiser had been experimenting with a new super-weapon. Some God-fearing Christians had even gone out into the West End with sandwich boards declaring that the end of the world was coming and calling for all theaters and music halls to be closed.

Now Lawton wondered how Randolph William Foulkes would have accounted for it, because there was no doubt that Dr. Foulkes was a very learned man who knew a lot about many things. His bookshelves were a testament to the breadth of his knowledge and interests. Many of the books in his collection were written in foreign languages, and Mrs. Foulkes said her husband was fluent in German, Latin, and French, and he could also read Sanskrit. At least fifteen of them were written by Foulkes himself, Mrs. Foulkes said, and some of them had been translated. Foulkes had a degree in medicine from Oxford and a doctorate in anthropology from the Royal Holloway. He was a fellow of the Royal College of Physicians, the Royal Geographical Society, the Royal Anthropological Institute, the Society for Racial Hygiene, and the Society for Psychical Research. According to Mrs. Foulkes, his friends and correspondents included Sir Francis Galton, Gladstone, Conan Doyle, Cesare Lombroso, Ernst Haeckel, and Alphonse Bertillon, some of whom had dined at their house.

Foulkes’s study was filled with souvenirs and mementoes of his travels and encounters with famous men. There was a framed letter of appreciation from Signore Lombroso for a lecture Foulkes had delivered in Milan; an African witchdoctor’s mask, two crossed spears, and a leopard-skin shield, in addition to various fossils, bones, and glass cabinets containing insects and butterflies. The study also contained a number of photographs of Foulkes himself, including an early daguerreotype showing him receiving his degree in medicine at Oxford.

Even as a young man in his gown and mortarboard, Foulkes looked older than he was, with his high-domed forehead and high cheekbones, his long sideburns and the serious and faintly distant expression on his face as he stared back at the camera, as though he were looking at some point just beyond it. Foulkes had the same frown in a more recent photograph that showed him in a parka, standing outside a wooden hut against a background of ice and snow, with a group of men who were similarly dressed. Behind them was a pile of boxes and bags loaded on sledges, and Lawton noticed that some of the boxes were marked with what looked like a flash of lightning and the single word, EXCELSIOR.

“That was taken five years ago,” Mrs. Foulkes said. “The Excelsior expedition to Greenland. Randolph was sixty-three. I told him he was too old to go. He wouldn’t listen, of course. He never did.”

“Was your husband interested in polar exploration, ma’am?”

“He was more interested in the natives. He took his camera and his measuring instruments with him. Randolph was always measuring people and photographing them.”

“I’ll need his photograph,” Lawton said. “And a copy of his signature.”

“Mr. Pickering will give you whatever you need tomorrow. You will also need a passport. I assume you have one?”

“No ma’am. We didn’t need one in the army.”

“Well you need to get one. And you will also need francs and pesetas.” Mrs. Foulkes looked at him dubiously. “I hope you can cope with being abroad, Mr. Lawton. Chief Inspector Maitland seems to have great faith in you.”

Lawton was tempted to tell her that he had fought in a war; that he had supported himself with his fists for nearly three years; that he had risen from street constable to detective in less than two years. He would have liked to sit down with her and tell about all the villains he had chased through Limehouse streets and rookeries that were as far removed from the world in which she lived as Africa or the jungles of Borneo. He could have told her how he had once dressed up as a priest in order to catch the Spitalfields confidence trickster who pretended to be a missionary in order to deceive rich women just like her. He could have described how he had used fingerprints and footprints to prove that Lizzie Hutten’s husband had cracked his wife’s skull with a metal bar and tried to blame it on a burglar—a case that had been featured in the Police Gazette. He could have thrilled her with tales of cat burglars he chased across the rooftops in his prime; of the days and even weeks he had spent stalking and following suspects without any of them knowing until it was too late, and all the other villains he had brought to justice and sent to prison or the gallows by using ingenuity, guile, and disguise as well as physical force.

“I’ll do my best ma’am,” he said finally. “I’d also like to borrow one of your husband’s books. I’ll return it to his secretary tomorrow.”

“What on earth for?”

“It would be useful to have some idea of your husband’s interests.”

Mrs. Foulkes told him to help himself and pointed out some of her husband’s works. There had been a time when Lawton had read books on criminal investigation methods and the law in the station or the public library. Since leaving the force, he read mostly for recreation and distraction. Foulkes’s books clearly did not belong to any of these categories. Titles such as Heredity and Nature, and Practical Eugenics held no appeal. Lawton briefly considered Narrative of a Traveler in Nyasaland and Children of the Sun: Travels in the Sami Arctic, before settling on The End of England, which Mrs. Foulkes said was his most recent book.

Now he turned on the gas light and sat down to read it. Within a few pages the explanation for the title became obvious. The introduction was peppered with statistics about destitute aliens, paupers, drunkards, and moral imbeciles who were filling the nation’s slums, workhouses, and asylums. While the unfit continued to breed without any attempt at intervention or mitigation, the birth rate among the more productive sectors of the population continued to fall. According to Foulkes these developments posed a direct threat to the nation’s survival, and had left the greatest empire the world had ever seen increasingly vulnerable to its enemies.
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