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  The Master’s Lodging,


  The King’s College, Oxford.


  My dear Freisler,


  I know you will remember our conversation in the Fellows’ Garden during last summer’s Rhodes House conference.


  At that time you ridiculed my fears as the nightmares of a suspicious old man. Nevertheless you agreed to pass on my message to those whose duty it is to investigate nightmares, and I have
  reason to believe that they did not reject it.


  In that belief I have held my hand (if not my tongue) during these last months. But now something has occurred which makes further action imperative.


  I have heard this day of the death of one of my former students . . .





  Chapter One


  BUTLER LISTENED TO the sound of the nurse’s quick step recede down the corridor until it was lost in the
  nursing home’s silence, an expensive silence as far removed from the National Health Service as a Rolls-Royce was from a five-ton lorry.


  For a moment he stood looking at himself in the mirror on the back of the door. Presumably its function was to enable Matron to check her uniform and her expression before leaving her office to
  patrol her kingdom; old RSM Hooker had had just such a mirror on his office door in the regimental depot. Likely it was still there, even though Hooker was bones on the Imjin. Some things
  didn’t change.


  But others did, like the reflection before him. It wasn’t the hard face and the clashing reds of skin and hair which bothered him. They were only a little more out of place over a civilian
  suit than they had been over a uniform. He had always looked a bit like a prizefighter; now he looked like a retired prizefighter. But where had that air of defeat come from?


  He sighed and turned away. Possibly it came from too many errands like this one, small and nasty errands that he scorned to escape. And which were being given him more and more often, he
  suspected. It had even been an errand very much like this one which had started Hugh Roskill on his way to this place.


  The thought of Hugh directed his eye to the steel filing cabinets beside the window. Hugh’s case history and progress report would be in there and it would take him ten seconds to pick the
  silly lock and see for himself how far Hugh was swinging the lead.


  He scowled with disgust: so far down the slope he had come that the exercise of his petty thief’s skills was almost instinctive even when unnecessary. This was all mere routine and Hugh
  had undoubtedly been telling the simple truth—it wasn’t the sort of thing a man would lie about, even one who enjoyed being fussed over by pretty nurses drawing twice the pay of their
  overworked sisters in the public service.


  Again he halted his line of thought angrily as he recognised it for what it was: a half-baked, unsubstantiated, left-wing line. He hadn’t the least idea what nurses in exclusive
  nursing homes earned, and the nurses he had seen so far had been if anything less attractive than those who had looked after Diana in the cottage hospital at home.


  His glance softened as it settled on the three little girls playing on the gravel parking lot outside the window. It wasn’t often that he could combine business with pleasure, but bringing
  them had been a minor stroke of genius. It had won him a rare extra afternoon with them, and their pleasure in the adventure had been as complete as Hugh’s in their goggle-eyed hero-worship.
  There was even a chance that Hugh would never realise the real reason for their presence.


  Yet there had been a cloud for Butler in that meeting which he recognised as a just reward for his duplicity. Inexorably, remorselessly, they were growing up. Today they were delightful kittens,
  and tomorrow and for a year or two to come. But their little claws would grow and their furry coats would become sleek, and they would be tigresses in the end. One day he would find their mother in
  them.


  As he felt the knot tighten in his gut he heard the distinctive click-tap quick step—the hospital step—rapping towards him down the passage. With relief he shut his daughters and his
  late wife out of his mind and turned back towards the door.


  “Major Butler—I’m sorry to have kept you waiting. Do sit down.” Matron’s voice was as crisp as her step. “You have an inquiry about Squadron
  Leader Roskill, I believe?”


  There was the merest suggestion, a primness about the inflexion of the question, that Matron wasn’t certain he had any right to pry into the exact condition of Roskill’s thigh bone.
  As if to emphasise her doubt she allowed the palm of her right hand to rest flat on the folder she had taken from the cabinet and placed on the desk in front of her.


  “Squadron Leader Roskill is a colleague of mine at the Ministry of Defence, Matron.” Butler allowed his official tone to trickle into the words gradually. “We are a little
  short-handed at the moment. We’d like to know when we can expect to have him back with us.”


  “I see.”


  Butler met her gaze with obstinate innocence. In an establishment like this it was reasonable that the fees purchased a measure of loyalty as well as treatment, apart from the simple
  mathematical fact that the longer Hugh stayed, the louder the final ring on the cash register would be.


  “Well . . .” the hand resting on the file relaxed a fraction “. . . you must understand that the original injury sustained by Squadron Leader Roskill was a serious one, Major.
  There was considerable damage to the bone. Whatever is done, there is bound to be a limp. What we are doing is attempting to minimise it.”


  Are doing. That meant that the sawbones was still at work and Hugh wasn’t going back on to the active list for some time yet.


  Butler nodded sympathetically, wondering as he did so just how much Matron knew or guessed about the nature of that original injury. Probably not too much, since Hugh had been taken to one of
  the Ministry’s own nursing homes in the first place, and they would have passed on only the information they couldn’t possibly conceal.


  The hand opened the file at last.


  “Now—let me see—” she began.


  “When I’m grown up I think I’ll marry Uncle Hugh.”


  Sally’s childish treble came through the open quarter-window with startling clarity. The three children had moved gradually across the gravel until they were playing directly beneath the
  office.


  Matron swung round in her chair with a rustle of starched uniform to examine the source of the interruption.


  “Don’t be silly. You’re far too little for him.”


  Diana’s emphasis indicated that she was also in the running for Roskill’s hand, and as the eldest of the three had a much better chance of reaching the winning post first.


  Matron turned back towards Butler. “Your daughters, I believe, Major?”


  “I’m sorry, Matron. I’ll send them back to the car at once—”


  “There’s no need for that.” She smiled at him. “They won’t bother anyone here.”


  “Well, you’d both better wait until he gets better from his accident. He might only have one leg.”


  As always, Jane represented reason and calculation. At nine she was already estimating the odds with a coldness that sometimes worried Butler.


  “They are delightful, Major—quite delightful.”


  “He didn’t have an accident, stupid—he was shot.”


  “I know he was. But Daddy tells people it was an accident.”


  “And he shot all the people who shot him.”


  “Only one person shot him, Sally.”


  “Well, he shot lots of them.”


  The smile on Matron’s face had turned sickly with unbelief. It struck Butler that she was probably mirroring his own expression.


  “Only three, there were.”


  “Four.”


  Butler rose from his chair and reached for the window-latch.


  “Three. I heard Daddy say three to that man.”


  The latch stuck maddeningly as Sally groped for a riposte to Jane’s irritatingly factual claim. How the devil had they heard anything when they should have been safe in bed and long
  asleep?


  The latch yielded, but one catastrophic second too late: short of a rational reply, Sally took refuge in an irrational one—


  “Well, Daddy’s shot hundreds of men—hundreds!”


  For a moment Butler stared at the three upturned little faces, little round freckled faces. At the start of that moment he had wanted to tell them that it wasn’t so and that of all things
  death was not the measure of manhood.


  Then he saw beyond them the great frozen lake north of Chonggo-song, and the Mustangs he had summoned up sweeping down on it in front of him . . . they had been wearing white parkas, the
  Chinese, when they’d come streaming down over the Yalu, but sweat and dirt and grease had turned the white to a yellow that stood out clearly against the snow . . .


  “Hallo, Daddy,” said Sally.


  “Go on back to the car, darling,” said Butler carefully. “Here—catch the keys, Diana. You can turn the radio on.”


  He watched her shoo her sisters safely away from the window before turning back into the room. He had been lamentably careless in forgetting that little pitchers had large ears—it had
  never even occurred to him.


  Only when he was settled comfortably in his chair again did he lift his eyes to meet Matron’s, and then with unruffled indifference. The damage was done, but like the absence of the notes
  on Roskill’s operation it was of no importance. It might be hate and anger she felt, or even horror. Or only distaste and contempt.


  But it was all one to Butler. He had his instructions and she had her proper duty, and he would see that she fulfilled hers as correctly as he carried out his, one way or another. It was always
  more pleasant if it could be done with a smile, but he no longer expected that luxury.


  “Now, Matron,” he said unemotionally, “just when is Squadron Leader Roskill likely to be on his feet again?”


  It was enough, and had always been enough, and always would be enough, to be on the Queen’s service.





  Chapter Two


  “J. DINGLE—TWO RINGS” was inscribed on a piece of plain cardboard in a cellophane holder on the
  left of the door.


  Butler sniffed, picking up the faint tang of sea air, and scrutinised the inscription. The letters were spidery and slightly shaky, which fitted in with what the lodge-keeper at Eden Hall had
  told him: “old Mr Dingle” had been in both the World Wars, which placed him well into his seventies at the least.


  He sniffed again. It seemed unlikely that J. Dingle would remember anything useful about the late Neil Smith even if he lived up to the lodge-keeper’s assertion that in the matter of old
  pupils of Eden Hall “old Mr Dingle was bound to know”. Smith had likely been an inky fourteen-year-old when Dingle had last seen him, and that not less than nine years before. The real
  pay-dirt, whatever dirt there was in Smith’s short career, would be in the more recent levels. This visit to Westcliffe-on-Sea was no more than routine.


  But that thought, once weighed and evaluated, pleased and invigorated Butler, and he reached forward and rang the bell, two firm, decisive rings. Routine action generally proved fruitless, and
  was normally boring, but it could never be regarded as wasteful. Rather, it was proof that whoever was co-ordinating an operation was leaving nothing to chance, and that was how Butler liked things
  to be.


  Beyond the red and green glass panels of the door someone was stirring: J. Dingle, summoned by his two rings. It was a comfortless, solid house, redbrick and bourgeois, dating from the days when
  Westcliffe-on-Sea tradesmen could afford to tuck a servant or two in the attics under the eaves. And now, built just too far from the sea to decline into a boarding house, it had turned into a
  respectable nest of small flats for single retired people whose private pensions or prudently invested savings enable them to scorn state aid.


  Among whom was J. Dingle: the door swung open and Butler and J. Dingle considered each other in silence for a moment.


  “Mr Dingle?”


  A small nod. Butler drew his identification folder from his breast pocket and politely offered it to the old man. With the elderly, courtesy was their right as well as his duty.


  “I wonder if I might have a few words with you, Mr Dingle?” Dingle stared at Butler over his half-glasses with eyes that seemed much younger than the rest of his face—bright,
  birdlike eyes set in wizened and folded skin which reminded Butler of the brazils that had appeared in his home every Christmas to linger on in their bowl for months because no one had the patience
  to crack them.


  The eyes left Butler’s face at last in order to examine the folder, flicking back to compare the face with the photograph, then lowering again to decipher the small print.


  At length the examination was complete and the eyes returned, still without expression—it was as though Dingle’s three-score years and ten had exhausted his ability to react
  outwardly to any event, no matter how unlooked-for.


  “You’d better come inside then, Major Butler,” the old man beckoned abruptly with a mottled, claw-like hand into the dark hallway in which the light from outside picked out the
  highlights of polished woodwork and linoleum.


  Butler waited for him to close the door, and then followed him down the passageway, stooping uneasily, to avoid a ceiling which he guessed was far above his head. Now that he was inside it, the
  house seemed to press in on him.


  He was not prepared for the room into which Dingle finally ushered him, a high, well-proportioned room, full of leather-bound books and photographs in silver frames jostling each other on small
  mahogany tables. There was a fire bright with smokeless fuel in the hearth and a smell of good tobacco. The pity he had begun to feel for Dingle was transmuted instantly into something close to
  envy—“poor old Mr Dingle” became “lucky old Dingle”.


  The old man pointed to a chair on one side of the fire, waiting until Butler had sunk himself into it before settling in one on the other side of the fireplace.


  “Just what is it that you want of me?”


  “Some information.”


  “Tck! Tck!” Dingle clucked pettishly. “Of course you want information. I may be ancient, but I’m not senile. And I recognise one of those signatures on that little card
  of yours—though he was only a junior civil servant when I knew him.”


  Butler frowned, momentarily at a loss, and Dingle pounced on him.


  “Not done your homework, Major?” The lipless mouth puckered briefly and then tightened again. “Perhaps I am leaping to a false conclusion about your arcane purposes. But there
  was a time in the Second War when I ran errands between MID and NID, and I recall him perfectly—I never forget a name or a face. Not yet, anyway.”


  Not senile, thought Butler, certainly not senile—even if he had jumped to a conclusion. It was, after all, a reasonable conclusion in the circumstances, however coincidental those might
  actually be.


  But it was strange to think of this skeletal old gentleman striding down corridors which he himself used.


  Butler’s eyes strayed involuntarily to the framed photographs on the table beside him. Individuals in cap and gown, team groups in the comically long shorts of yesterday’s sports or
  immaculate in striped blazers and white flannels; Dingle had been a sportsman in his faraway youth. There was even a group of officers and men dating, by their moustaches, Sam Brownes and puttees,
  from the ’14-’18 war.


  “You will not find it easy to recognise me there.”


  Butler engaged the bright eyes again. It was time to assert himself. “Not at all, sir,” he snapped. “You’re third from the left in the cricket picture, second row, on the
  far right in the rugger one and in the centre of the infantry group.”


  Lashless shutters of skin descended half-way across Dingle’s eyes in what was presumably an expression of surprise. Which was gratifying even though there was no mystery in the
  identification: if none of those youthful faces in any way resembled this wrinkled mask there was still one nondescript young face that was common to all the groups and which must therefore be
  yesteryear’s Dingle.


  “I’m here rather by accident, sir,” Butler continued stiffly. “I had intended to call on the headmaster, but it seems that the school is shut up for half term. I was told
  that you might be able to help me.”


  Dingle remained silent.


  “I am interested in one of your former pupils, Mr Dingle. I believe you may be able to help me.”


  Still the old man said nothing. Butler sensed rather than noticed a wariness in him.


  “The name of the man—the boy, that is—was Smith. Neil Smith.”


  At last Dingle spoke. “Smith is not an uncommon name, Major Butler. The christian name is not significant, I have never addressed a boy by his christian name. Neil Smith means no more to
  me than any other Smith, and I have taught a great many of them.”


  “I think you may remember this Smith. He was a clever boy.”


  Dingle regarded him coolly over his half-glasses.


  “Five per cent of all boys are clever, Major. Apart from the wartime interruptions I have been teaching for over half a century. Now, how many clever boys . . . how many clever
  Smiths . . . do you think I have instructed in Latin grammar and English grammar in half a century?”


  Butler sighed. It always had to be either the hard way or the easy way, but with a man like this, with this background, he had a right to expect it to be easy.


  “You taught him from 1957 to 1962, Mr Dingle,” he said. “In 1962 his parents emigrated to New Zealand—he went from Eden Hall to Princess Alice’s School,
  Hokitikoura. Have many of your pupils gone to Hokitikoura?”


  Dingle’s mouth pursed with distaste: there was no need for Butler to remind him further that on his own testimony he never forgot a name or a face. There could be no doubts now in his mind
  as to the exact identity of Neil Smith among the five per cent of the clever Smiths.


  To soothe his own irritation Butler allowed his eyes to leave Dingle’s face and range for a moment over the room: there might be more to be discerned about the man there.


  The bookshelves were as he would have expected: serried ranks of Loeb Latin and Greek library classics and the chaste dark spines of Oxford and Cambridge University Press volumes. On the
  mantlepiece, of course, the well-stocked pipe-rack and tobacco jar, and one silver-framed photograph in pride of place.


  “Good lord,” Butler murmured. “Isn’t that Frank Woolley?”


  He stood up to look closer, although he knew immediately that his identification was correct: no mistaking the tall left-hander playing forward—making mincemeat of a short, fast ball. A
  legend caught for posterity.


  On the bottom of the photo was written carelessly: “Best wishes from Frank Woolley to Josh Dingle, who clean bowled him.” There was a date, but it was lost under the edge of the
  frame.


  “Bowled him!” Butler repeated in awe. “That would be something to remember, by God!”


  “Surely you are too young to remember Frank Woolley, Major?” exclaimed Dingle. “He retired well over thirty years ago—before the war—and he was no chicken
  then.”


  “1938 he retired,” said Butler. “My Dad took me to see him every time he came anywhere near us—he was past his prime then, but he was still great—Dad always called
  him ‘Stalky’.”


  “You’re Lancashire, then? That was their name for him wasn’t it? I thought I recognised it in your voice.”


  “Aye.”


  For one sybaritic half-second Butler was far from the isle of Thanet, out of Frank Woolley’s own Kent, and away to the north, sitting beside his father on the edge of the ground at Trent
  Bridge on a hot summer’s afternoon, knowing that he had twopence in his pocket for a big strawberry ice . . .


  “He played his first innings for Kent against Lancashire, Frank did—in 1906. Or maybe 1907,” said Dingle reflectively. But he could be that old, thought Butler.
  “Johnny Tyldesley flogged him all over the ground.”


  Johnny Tyldesley! It was like hearing someone casually remember the Duke of Wellington—or King Arthur!


  “Lancashire scored over 500 in five hours. Frank missed him twice—and then scored a duck.” Dingle’s face suddenly cracked in an unmistakable smile. “That was the
  first innings though. In the second Frank flogged Walter Brearley just the way J.T. had flogged him—64 in 60 minutes. That was the start of it.”


  Dingle nodded at him happily, and Butler realised that he had allowed his own mouth to drop wide open.


  “And just what was it that you desire to know about Smith?” said Dingle. “A dark-haired boy, rather stocky. I wouldn’t have said he was quite as clever as you have
  suggested—if I have the right Smith. In the top ten per cent, perhaps—beta double plus rather than alpha. What has he done to offend the Ministry of Defence?”


  “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that, sir.”


  “Hmm . . . I rather expected that. But if he’s become one of these student revolutionaries I must tell you that I don’t approve Government action against them. It’s the
  Government and the Press and television that has made them what they are, or what they think they are. Publicity is like power, Major Butler—it’s a rare man who isn’t corrupted by
  it. Better to leave them alone.”


  “What makes you think he’s a student revolutionary? Have you met him recently?”


  “Not since he left Eden Hall. That would be ten years ago this July. But we like to keep in touch with our old boys, particularly the ones who do us credit later on. Their names are
  inscribed on the honours boards. Your Neil Smith—that would be Smith N. H.?”


  “Neil Haig Smith.”


  “That would be he. In his time at Eden Hall he was known to his fellows as ‘Boozy’ because of that ‘Haig’, though I’m sure he had never drunk any whisky in
  his life then. But he subsequently won an exhibition to the King’s College, Oxford—in English. I recall being somewhat surprised by the news. It was not his strongest subject when I
  taught him. He should have graduated by now though. Did he fulfill his promise?”


  Butler was conscious that the crafty old devil was attempting to approach his earlier question from a different direction. But now he had thawed out it might be unwise to call a halt too
  abruptly. In any case there was nothing of value to let slip—nothing known to Butler, anyway.


  “He was awarded a First.”


  “Indeed!” Dingle’s creased forehead crinkled even more. “I would have judged him a safe Second, and there’s nothing further from a First than that. One must assume
  that he was a late developer!”


  He nodded to himself doubtfully, then glanced up at Butler. “And you say he was involved in student protest of some sort?”


  “I really don’t know, sir,” said Butler—the words came out more sharply than he had intended. Perhaps if Roskill had been well enough to take this job they would have
  told him somewhat more, but as it was it was the exact and humiliating truth.


  “But you do know enough to know what it is you want to know?”


  “We wish to know everything you can remember about Neil Smith, sir. What he did, what he said. What foot he kicked with. Which hand he bowled with. What he liked to eat and what he
  didn’t like. If he had any illnesses, any scars. Everything, sir. No matter how trivial.”


  Dingle considered him dispassionately. “Scars,” he murmured. “Scars—and the past tense. Every time you refer to him you use the past tense. So he is dead . . . or rather
  someone is dead—that is more logical—someone is dead, and you have reason to believe that it is Smith, our Smith of Eden Hall. Is that it?”


  Butler took refuge behind his most wooden face. It was at such moments as this that he missed his uniform. In a uniform a man could be stolid, even stupid, with a suggestion of irascibility,
  and civilians accepted it as the natural order of things, not a defence. A uniform meant orders from above and blind obedience, too, and British civilians of the middle and upper classes found this
  comforting because they took the supremacy of the civil power over the military for granted. It was a long time since Cromwell and his major-generals after all!


  But better so, he reflected, mourning the mothballed khaki—doubly better so. Better that civilians should patronise the uniform—despise it if they chose to—than worship it or
  fear it as they did in less fortunate lands over the water. If this was the very last service the British Army did for its country, it would be a mighty victory.


  He squared his shoulders at the thought.


  “Don’t equivocate with me, Major Butler,” said Dingle severely. “Is Smith dead?”


  Butler gave a military-sounding grunt. A few moments before the old man had been almost on his side, but he was slipping out of reach again now. The wrong word would ruin everything.


  He gestured to the photographs on the table. “You are forgetting your own experience, sir—”


  “I’m an old man now, Butler. To forget some things is one of the privileges of old age. And I’m remembering that I have a responsibility to my old pupils. Before I remember any
  more about Smith you must set my mind at rest.”


  “I can’t do that for you, sir,” Butler shook his head.


  “Can’t—or won’t?”


  “Can’t.” Butler’s eyes settled on the big leather Bible on the shelf beside Dingle’s left hand. “Remember the centurion in St Matthew—‘I am a man
  under authority, having soldiers under me; and I say to this man, Go, and he goeth’.”


  “Under whose authority are you, Major?”


  “Under Her Majesty’s Government, Mr Dingle, as we all are. But you miss my point. I’m not the centurion—I’m just the soldier he gave the order to.”


  Dingle’s lips, the double line of skin which served for lips, compressed primly and then relaxed. “Very well, Major. But there’s little I can tell you about him. What I can do
  is to tell you where to look.”





  Chapter Three


  EXCEPT FOR A pedestrian fifty yards ahead of him and an empty van parked at the far end of it, the road was empty. Butler
  counted off the lamp-posts until he came to the fourth, dawdled for a moment or two playing with his shoelace to let the fellow turn the corner, and then ducked smartly into the evergreen
  shrubbery.


  Beyond the outer wall of leaves he stopped to take his bearings. It was quiet and gloomy, and the light was green-filtered through the canopy above him, but it was the right place beyond
  doubt—he could see the path beaten in the leaf-mould at his feet. He followed it noiselessly, twisting and turning through the thicket of almost naked branches, until he saw the garden wall
  ahead of him.


  It was, as Dingle had said, an incomparable piece of bricklaying: a craftsman’s wall, as straight and solid as the day it had been built out of the fortune old Admiral Eden had picked up
  in prize money back in Nelson’s time.


  “ . . . to keep the locals out—Eden never trusted the lower orders after the Spithead mutiny. And that was what attracted the first headmaster when the house became a school back in
  ’28; only he was more concerned with keeping boys in of course . . .”


  Butler ran his eye along the wall. It was all of ten feet high and crowned with a line of vicious iron spikes which reminded Butler of the chevaux de frise barricades of spiked wood he
  had seen round the government villages in Vietnam four years before. Again, Dingle had been quite right: it seemed unclimbable without artificial aids.


  “. . . Except such a barrier only serves as a challenge to a particular sub-species of boy. It only looks unclimbable: in reality I believe there are three recognised points of
  egress and at least two well-used entrances . . .”


  He followed the track along the foot of the wall until he reached the rhododendron tangle.


  “. . . Young Wrightson’s favourite place—I beat him for using it too obviously back in ’35—the boy was a compulsive escaper. I believe the Germans found that out
  too. I’ve no doubt the branches there will be strong enough now to bear your weight . . .”


  Like the pathway, the rhododendron limbs bore the evidence of regular use—the appropriate footholds were scarred and muddy—but the top of the wall was lost in the luxuriant foliage
  of a clump of Lawson cypresses growing on the other side of it.


  Butler wedged himself securely in the rhododendron and gingerly felt for the hidden spikes in the cypress.


  Once again the old man’s intelligence was accurate: one spike was missing and others were safely bent to either side or downwards, presenting no crossing problems. And on the garden side
  the cypress offered both cover and a convenient natural ladder to the ground.


  It was all very neat, ridiculously easy, thought Butler as he skirted the evergreens on the neatly-weeded path which led towards the school buildings. True, if the lodge-keeper had been prepared
  to let him into the school in the first place, in the headmaster’s absence, it would not have been necessary at all. But then he would never have known where the old school records were kept,
  and that in itself justified the encounter with Dingle.


  Except that the whole business smacked of the ridiculous: to be required at his age and seniority illegally to break into a boys’ preparatory school like some petty burglar in order to
  trace the childish ailments and academic progress of one of its old pupils! It might be necessary. His instruction indicated that it might even be urgent. But it was not exactly dignified.


  He sighed and squinted up at the tiny attic windows, each in its miniature dormer. At least he knew where he was going.


  And at least, thanks to Dingle, he would be entering rather than crudely breaking in. Here was the wood-shed beside the changing room; and here, reposing innocently on the rafters, was the stout
  bamboo pole with the metal loop on the end which generations of late-returning masters (and possibly boys too) had used to gain entry.


  He pushed open the tiny window: sure enough, it was possible to see the bolt on the back door six feet away. He eased the pole through and captured the knob of the bolt with the wire loop.


  The changing room contained an encyclopaedia of smells: sweaty feet and dirty clothes, dubbined leather and linseed oil and linament—the matured smell of compulsory games on Mondays,
  Wednesdays and Fridays.


  Through the changing room into the passage. The smell was subtly altering now, from athletic boy to scholastic boy: chalk and ink and books and God only knew what—floor polish maybe, and
  feet still (or perhaps the feet smell was the characteristic boy smell). It was a combined odour Butler remembered well, but with elements he could not recall nevertheless. Obviously there would be
  ingredients in a private boarding school, which opened its doors when money knocked, different from those in his old state grammar school. David Audley and young Roskill would know this smell
  better—perhaps that was why they had wanted to put Roskill on this scent.


  Butler shook his head angrily and cleared his thoughts. Turn right, away from the classrooms, Dingle had said.


  Abruptly he passed from an arched passageway into a lofty hall, with a sweeping staircase on his left. This was the main entrance of the Hall itself—and there, where the staircase divided,
  was the Copley portrait of Admiral Eden himself still dominating it—the old fellow’s grandfatherly expression strangely at odds with the desperate sea battle being fought in the
  picture’s background. Perhaps he was attempting to compute his prize money. . . he was likely happier presiding over middle class schoolboys here than being gawped at in some museum by the
  descendants of the men he had so often flogged at the gratings.


  Butler’s footsteps echoed sharply as he strode across the marble floor and up the staircase. On the left the battle honours of Eden Hall . . . Capt. S. H. Wrightson
  1934-38—the compulsive escaper—DSO, MC . . . and on the right, among the academic honours . . . N. H. Smith 1957-62—Open Exhibition, The King’s College,
  Oxford. That was under the 1967 list. And there was Smith again in the 1970 names—First Class Honours in Politics, Philosophy and Economics. So Smith had changed subjects, from
  English to P.P.E.—a proper radical subject grouping if Dingle’s suspicions had any foundation to them . . .


  Cautiously Butler climbed higher. From marble staircase to mahogany parquet flooring; from mahogany floor to the solid oak of the second floor stairway. Next the polished oak of the
  dormitories—and there, on the left, the door to the attic stairs.


  This one was locked, as Dingle had said it would be. But he had also said that the door was a feeble one, secured with a cheap lock and opening inwards on to a small landing of its own. So for
  once brute force seemed to be the proper recipe. Butler examined the door briefly, to pinpoint the exact target area. Then he took one pace back, balanced himself on his left leg and delivered a
  short, powerful blow with the flat of his heel alongside the doorknob.


  Beyond the door there was another change of atmosphere, not so subtle and unrelated to the school itself: the


  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  Ioannes et Antonius: ob res trans vallum prospere gestas
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