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ChapterEighty

Iamretired.Iamtobemetwithintrimgardens.I
amalreadycometobeknownbymyvacantface
andcarelessgesture,perambulatingatnofixedpace
norwithanysettledpurpose.Iwalkabout;notto
andfrom

(CharlesLamb,LastEssaysofElia)

Itseemedtherewaslittletocloudthebrighteve-
ningattheendofAugust,thatsameyear,when
Strangeheldhisretirementparty.TheChiefConstable
(noless!)hadtoastedhisfarewellfromtheForce,
payingafulsometributetohiscolleague’smanyyears
ofdistingishedserviceintheThamesValleyCID,
crowned,asithadbeen,withyetanothersignificant
triumphintheYvonneHarrisonmurdercase.

Forhispart,Strangehadspokenreasonablywittily
andblessedlybriefly,andhadincludedapersonal
tributetoChiefInspectorMorse:

‘Idon’tthinkwe’regoingtoseehislikeagainina
hurry,andpeopleoflesserintellectlikemeshouldbe
gratefulforthat.Andit’sgoodtohavewithusherehis
faithfulfriendand,er,drinking-companion’(muted
amusement)‘SergeantLewis’(Hear-Hear!allround).
‘Morsehadnofuneralserviceandnomemorialser-
vice,justashewished;butImakenoapologyfor
rememberinghimherethiseveningbecause,quite
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be a bit more honest with yourself – and with
me?’

‘Scout’s honour!’
‘I can’t believe you were ever in the Scouts.’
‘Well, no, but . . .’
‘Shall I test you?’
‘Test me?’
‘Would you like me to jump into bed with you

now?’
‘Yes!’
‘You’re quick on the buzzer.’
‘Next question?’
‘Do you think I’d like to jump into bed with you?’
‘I’d like to think so.’
‘What about the other patients?’
‘You could draw the curtains.’
‘What excuse . . . ?’
‘You could always take my blood pressure.’
‘Again?’
‘Why not?’
‘We know all about your blood pressure. High –

very high – especially when I’m around.’
‘It’s those black stockings of yours.’
‘You’re a stocking-tops man!’
‘Nice word, isn’t it – stocking-tops?’
‘If only you weren’t stuck in this bloody ward!’
‘I can always discharge myself.’
‘Not a wise move, good sir – not in your case.’
‘What time are you off duty?’
‘Half-eight.’
‘What’ll you do then?’
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denedhimselfofhismanifoldsinsandwickednesses,
includingthesubsequentmurderofhiswife’slover,
JohnBarron...

Hisactions,afterreceivinghisdaughter’sfrantic,
freneticphonecallonthenightofYvonne’smurder,
hadbeenstraightforward.TraintoOxford;thentaxi
toLowerSwinstead,whenceBarronhadlongsince
fled;andwhereRepp,thoughstillaround,remained
unseen.HarrisonhadpaidoffFlynn,expectinghimto
driveawayforthwith;thereafterveryquicklydispatch-
inghisdistraughtdaughterhome.Coollyandruth-
lesslyhe’dtakenover.Confusion!–thatwastheonly
hope;andtheonlyplan.Yvonnewasalreadyhand-
cuffed,presumablyforsomebizarrebondagesession,
andwhatablessingthathadbeen!He’dtiedagag
lightlyaroundhermouth;goneontothepatioand
smashedintheglassofthefrenchwindowfromthe
outsidebeforeunlockingit;he’dturnedthelightson,
everyoneofthem,andyankedouttheTVandthe
telephoneleads,bothupstairsanddown;andfinally,
withillogicaldesperation,he’ddecidedtoactivatethe
burglaralarm,sinceevenifnooneheardit,itwould
berecorded(sohebelieved).

He’ddoneenough.Almostenough.Justthepolice
now.Hehadtoringthepolice,immediately;and
suddenlyherealizedhecouldn’tringthem–he’d
justmadesureofthathimself.Buttherewashis
mobile,themobileonwhichhe’dalreadyrungSarah
severaltimesfromthetrainandoncefromFlynn’s
taxi.Hecouldalwaysloseitthough:andthelongerhe
waitedtoringforhelp,thebetterthechancesforthat
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TheformerChiefSuperintendentlumberedacross
thestill-desertedcanteentojointhejollifications
below.

ButLewissatwherehewas.
Apartfromthemiddle-agedwomanatthecounter

readingtheSun,thereseemednooneelsethere.And
afterlookingaroundhimasguiltilyasMorsemust
havedoneintheSummertownnewsagent’s,foralittle
while,inhisdesolation,heweptsilently.
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simply,hehadthemostbrilliantmindIeverencoun-
teredinthewholeofmypolicecareer...Wellnow.
Allthatremainsformeistothankyouforcoming
alongtoseemeoff;tosaythankyouforthelawn-
mowerandthebook’(heheldaloftacopyofSirDavid
Attenborough’sTheLifeofBirds)‘andtoremindyou
there’sasplendidbuffetnextdoor,includingaspecial
plateofdoughnutsforoneofournumber.’(Much
laughter,andmuchsubsequentapplause.)

Lewishadclappedasmuchastherestofthem,but
hehadnowishtostaytoolongamidtheback-slapping
andthereminiscences;andsoonmadehiswayupstairs
tothedesertedcanteenwherehesatinacorner
drinkinganorangejuice,wishingtobealonewithhis
thoughtsforawhile...

TheconclusiontotheHarrisoncasehadprovedpretty
much,thoughfarfromexactly,asMorsehadpre-
dicted.Twohoursafterherfatherhadbeentakento
HQforquestioning,SarahHarrison(refusingtosee
herfather)hadpresentedherselfvoluntarilyandmade
afullconfessiontothemurderofhermother,making
absolutelynoapologyforanything–exceptforcausing
herfather(sheknewit!)allthatpainandagonyof
spirit.Whatwouldhappentohernow,shesaid,would
notreallyamounttoimprisonmentatall;but,ina
curioussortofway,toakindofliberation.

Andperhapsithadbeenmuchthesame,albeit
ratherlater,forFrankHarrisonhimself,who(less
eloquentlythanhisdaughter)hadbydegreesunbur-

1

Prolegomenon

As o’er me now thou lean’st thy breast,
With launder’d bodice crisply pressed,
Lief I’d prolong my grievous ill –
Wert thou my guardian angel still

(Edmund Raikes, 1537–65,
The Nurse)

‘So I often hook my foot over the side of the
mattress.’

‘You what?’
‘Sort of anchors me to my side of the bed.’
‘Double bed?’
‘Not unknown is it, for a married couple? People

can share the same bed but not the same thoughts –
old Chinese saying.’

‘Still makes me jealous.’
‘Idiot!’
‘Everybody gets a bit jealous sometimes.’
‘Not everybody.’
‘Not you, nurse?’
‘I’ve just learned not to show it, that’s all. And it’s

none of your business in any case.’
‘Sorry.’
‘How I hate men who say “sorry”!’
‘I promise not to say it again, miss.’
‘And will you promise me something else? To
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confusionhe’dtriedsohardtoeffect.Indetective
storieshe’doftenreadofthedifficultiespathologists
encounteredinestablishingthetimeparametersfor
anymurder.Yes!He’djustgouptothemainroadand
walk(run!)thehalf-mileorsotothenexthouse.
Whichindeedhewasdoingwhenheheardthevoice
atthegatethatledtothedrive.Heremembered
Flynn’swordsexactly:

‘It’inkyoumoightbeneedin’alittlehelp,sorr?’...

theremorsefulday

447

‘Justlikeyou,eh?Aboutlotsofthings.Younever
hadthefaintestidea,forexample,thatIre-opened
theHarrisoncaseonthebasisofacoupleofbogus
telephonecalls,nowdidyou?’

‘Youmean—?’
‘Imeantherewerenotelephonecalls.Imade’em

upmyself.Bothof’em.’
‘Ijustdidn’trealize...’
‘Nobodydid,exceptMorseofcourse.Heguessed

straightaway.ButI’dliketobethenevertoldyou!He
justdidn’twanttoletmedown,that’sall.’

‘Whydidn’thetellmeallthisthough?Itwould
havemadesuchalotofdifference...attheend...’

‘Idunno.Alwaysanindependentsod,wasn’the?
Andalwayshadthatgreatbigstreakofloyaltyand
integritysomewheredeepinsidehim.Butyoudon’t
needmetotellyouthat.Sohewasneverworriedtoo
muchaboutwhatpeoplethoughtofhim.Hecertainly
didn’tgivetwomonkeyswhatIthoughtofhim,atleast
mostofthetime.Infacttheonlypersonhedidwant
tothinkwellofhimwasyou,Lewis.Soletmetellyou
somethingelse.It’sonehelluvajobhavingtolivewith
guilt,asI’vedone.Almosteverybodydiscoversthe
same,youknowthat.FrankHarrisondid,didn’the?
SarahHarrison,too.It’ssomethingIhopeyou’llnever
havetogothroughyourself.Notthatyoueverwill.
NordidMorsethough.Heoncetoldmethatthe
guiltiestheeverfeltinhislifewaswhenacoupleof
theladssawhimflickingthroughagirliemagazinein
theSummertownnewsagent’s.So...Sojustkeep
thinkingwellofhim,Lewis–that’sallIask.’
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be a bit more honest with yourself – and with
me?’

‘Scout’s honour!’
‘I can’t believe you were ever in the Scouts.’
‘Well, no, but . . .’
‘Shall I test you?’
‘Test me?’
‘Would you like me to jump into bed with you

now?’
‘Yes!’
‘You’re quick on the buzzer.’
‘Next question?’
‘Do you think I’d like to jump into bed with you?’
‘I’d like to think so.’
‘What about the other patients?’
‘You could draw the curtains.’
‘What excuse . . . ?’
‘You could always take my blood pressure.’
‘Again?’
‘Why not?’
‘We know all about your blood pressure. High –

very high – especially when I’m around.’
‘It’s those black stockings of yours.’
‘You’re a stocking-tops man!’
‘Nice word, isn’t it – stocking-tops?’
‘If only you weren’t stuck in this bloody ward!’
‘I can always discharge myself.’
‘Not a wise move, good sir – not in your case.’
‘What time are you off duty?’
‘Half-eight.’
‘What’ll you do then?’
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toLowerSwinstead,whenceBarronhadlongsince
fled;andwhereRepp,thoughstillaround,remained
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driveawayforthwith;thereafterveryquicklydispatch-
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lesslyhe’dtakenover.Confusion!–thatwastheonly
hope;andtheonlyplan.Yvonnewasalreadyhand-
cuffed,presumablyforsomebizarrebondagesession,
andwhatablessingthathadbeen!He’dtiedagag
lightlyaroundhermouth;goneontothepatioand
smashedintheglassofthefrenchwindowfromthe
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burglaralarm,sinceevenifnooneheardit,itwould
berecorded(sohebelieved).
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opponent,Iknowthat,butI’mbeginningtosuspect
thatevenhehasalmosthadenoughbynow.IfI’m
over-optimisticaboutsuchanoutcome,there’llstill
beSarahherself.Itwillbeasurpriseifthepairof
themhaven’tbeeninclosetouchinrecentdaysand
weeks,andI’vegotafeelingthatlikeherfather
she’salmostreadyherselftoemergefromthehell
shemusthavebeengoingthroughforsolong.
Quiteapartfromjudicialconvictionsandpunish-
ments,guiltbringsitsownmoralretribution.Weall
knowthat.

Onethingiscertain.Thiswillbe–hasbeen–
mylastcase.Iamnowdeterminedtoretireandto
takelifealittlemoregentlyandsensibly.We’ve
tackledsomanycasestogether,oldfriend,andI’m
veryhappyandveryproudtohaveworkedwithyou
forsolong.

That’sit.Thetimeisnow12.45a.m.,andsud-
denlyIfeelsoveryweary.

AllthemanuscriptnoteswerewithStrangewithin
thehalf-hour.

AndLewishadnothingfurthertodowiththe
investigation.

the remorseful day

3

‘Off home. I’m expecting a phone call.’
‘You’re trying to make me jealous again.’
‘After that, I suppose I’ll just poke the thingummy,

you know, around the four channels.’
‘Five, now.’
‘We don’t get the new one.’
‘What about Sky?’
‘In our village, satellite dishes are most definitely

discouraged.’
‘You could always take a video home.’
‘No need. We’ve got lots of videos. You should see

some of them – you know, the sex ones.’
‘You watch that sort of thing?’
‘When I’m in the mood.’
‘When’s that?’
‘Most of the time.’
‘And even if you aren’t in the mood?’
‘Oh yes! They soon turn anybody on. Haven’t you

seen some of these Amsterdam videos? All sorts of
bizarre things they get up to.’

‘I haven’t seen them, no.’
‘Would you like to?’
‘I’m not quite sure I would, no.’
‘Not even if you watched them with me?’
‘Please, nurse, am I allowed to change my mind?’
‘We could arrange a joint viewing.’
‘How – how bizarre’s bizarre?’
‘Well, in one of ’em there’s this woman – about my

age – lovely figure – wrists tied to the top of the four-
poster bed – ankles tied to the bottom . . .’

‘Go on.’
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Thereremainsjusttheonefinalmattertosettle.
Themurderweaponwasneverfound.Butthepath-
report,asyou’llrecall,gavesomeindicationofthe
typeofweaponused.Therewereperhapstwoblows
onlytoYvonne’shead.Thefirstrenderedtheright
cheek-boneshatteredandthebridgeofthenose
broken.Thesecond,themoreviciousanditseems
thefatalblow,crashedacrossthebaseoftheskull,
doubtlessasYvonnetriedtoturnherheadawayin
desperateself-defence.Thesuggestionmadewas
thatsomesortof‘tubularmetalrod’wasinall
probabilitythecauseofsuchinjuries.

Anarm-crutch!
HowdoIknowthis?Idon’t.ButIshallbe

inordinatelysurprisedifIamnotverycloseindeed
tothetruth.And–howmanytimeshasthishap-
pened?–itwasyou,Lewis,whodidthetrickforme
again!Remember?Youwerereiningbacksome
fancifulnotionsofmineaboutSarahtearingdown
tothecinematobuyaticket,andyousaidthatshe
wasn’tgoingtobetearingaboutanywherethat
night,becauseshe’dsprainedheranklerather
badly;andthatifsheweredoinganythingitwould
behobblingabout.Yes.Hobblingaboutononeof
thosemetalarm-crutchesthey’dprobablyissuedher
withfromthePhysiotherapyDepartment.(Willyou
findout,Lewis,ifandwhenthearm-crutchwas
returned?)

Irealizethatitwon’tbeeasytoestablishSarah’s
guilt,butwe’vegotthelong-awaitedinterviewwith
herfathertolookforwardto.He’llbeaworthy
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‘Well, there’s these two young studs – one black,
one white – ’

‘No racial discrimination, then?’
‘ – and they just take turns, you know.’
‘Raping her . . .’
‘You’re so naive, aren’t you? She wouldn’t have been

in the bloody video, would she, if she didn’t want to
be? There are some people like her, you know. The
only real sexual thrill they get is from some sort of
submission – you know, that sort of thing.’

‘Odd sort of women!’
‘Odd? Unusual, perhaps, but . . .’
‘How come you know so much about this?’
‘When we were in Amsterdam, they invited me to

do some porno-filming. Frank didn’t mind. They made
a pretty good offer.’

‘So you negotiated a fee?’
‘Hold on! I only said this particular woman was

about my age – ’
‘ – and had a lovely figure.’
‘Would you like to see if it was me?’
‘One condition.’
‘What’s that?’
‘If I come, you mustn’t hook your foot over the side

of the mattress.’
‘Not much danger of that.’
‘Stay with me a bit longer!’
‘No. You’re not my only patient, and some of these

poor devils’ll be here long after you’ve gone.’
‘Will you come and give me a chaste little kiss before

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

‘From . . . your husband?’
‘You must be kidding! Frank’s in Switzerland for a

few days. He’s far too mean to call me from there –
even on the cheap rates.’

‘Another man in your life?’
‘Jesus! You don’t take me for a dyke, do you?’
‘You’re an amazing girl.’
‘Girl? I’ll be forty-eight this Thursday.’
‘Can I take you out? Make a birthday fuss of you?’
‘No chance. According to your notes, you’re going

to be in at least till the end of the week.’
‘You know, in a way, I wish I could stay in.

Indefinitely.’
‘Well, I promise one thing: as soon as you’re out,

I’ll be in touch.’
‘Please! If you can.’
‘And you’ll come and see me?’
‘If you invite me.’
‘I’m inviting you now.’
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ChapterSeventy-Nine

Heavenhasnoragelikelovetohatredturned,
Norhellafurylikeawomanscorned

(Congreve,TheMourningBride)

Ifyou’reguilty,you’llhavetoproveit
(GrouchoMarx)

Lewisfinishedreadingthroughthefolderearly
thatsameevening.Mostofithe’dknownabout
already.Itwasonlywhenhe’dcometothelastthree
sheetsthathewasawareofthewhollynewtenorof
Morse’sthinking.

ButherewithIgivemyfinalthoughtsonthemurder
ofYvonneHarrison,thatcrisplyuniformednurse
wholookedaftermeinhospitalonce(butonce!)
withsuchtempting,lovingcare.

Fromthestartofthiscase,onepersonstoodout
highabovetheothersinfirmnessofpurpose,dar-
ing,andclarityofmind:FrankHarrison.Hewas
stillsexuallyattractedtoYvonne,butshewasno
longerattractedtohim;indeedonenightinhos-
pitalshetoldmethatsheusedtohookherfoot
overherownsideofthemattresstoestablishasort
ofno-man’slandbetweenthem.Butsheremained
awomanobsessivelyinterestedinsex,bothasprac-
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Chapter One

You holy Art, when all my hope is shaken,
And through life’s raging tempest I am drawn,
You make my heart with warmest love to waken,
As if into a better world reborn

(From An Die Musik, translated by
Basil Swift)

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

Morse had never enrolled in the itchy-footed regi-
ment of truly adventurous souls, feeling (as he did)
little temptation to explore the remoter corners even
of his native land; and this, principally, because he
could now imagine few if any places closer to his heart
than Oxford – the city which, though not his natural
mother, had for so many years performed the duties
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aswellasbeingaregularattheMaiden’sArms;
knowntoBarron,ofcourse;andalsoknownto
Flynn,becausethepairofthemhadattendedlip-
readingclassestogether.

Asyouknow,Iwaswrong.
Buttherewassomeoneelsewhohadaneven

morecompellingmotive,withtheotherfactsfitting
equallyconvincingly:SarahHarrison.Whatmotive
couldshehavehad?Simplythis:thatsheandBarron
hadbeensecretloversforayearorsobefore
Yvonne’smurder.Ilearnedsomethingaboutthis
fromtwomostunlikelywitnesses–fromAlfand
Bert,denizensoftheMaiden’sArms.Particularly
fromBert,whohadseenthetwoofthemtogether,
bothattheThreePigeonsinWitneyandatthe
WhiteHartinWolvercote,whenhewasplayingaway
inthecribbage-league.I’velittledoubtthatothers
inLowerSwinsteadknewaboutittoo,buttheyall
kepttheirmouthsshut.Onthatfatefulevening,
Sarahcalledhomeunexpectedly,andfoundher
secretloverinbedwithhermother–Godhelpus!
ShewasalreadyknowntoRepp,aswellastoBarron,
ofcourse.Butwheredoesthatopportunisticfellow
Flynnfitintothepicturethistime?Thereisnow
ampleproofthatheknewSarahfairlywell,because
intheyearsbeforethemurderthepairofthemhad
performedinapopgrouptogetherinseveralpubs
andclubsinWestOxfordshire(somedetailsare
known)althoughneverasithappensatthe
Maiden’sArms.

Andthat’salmostit,Lewis.
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(b)SisterJanetMcQueen(seeaddressbook)
(c)SergeantLewis,mycolleagueintheThamesValley

CID.

Forseveralminutes,Lewissatwherehewas,unmov-
ing,butdeeplymoved.WhyinheavenMorseshould
haveshownsuchbitternesstowardtheChurch,he
couldn’tknow;andwouldn’tknow.Andwhyonearth
Morsehadrememberedhimwithsuch...

Histhoughtsstillinconfusion,LewistriedtheCar-
lislenumberagain;againwithoutsuccess.

Hewashedouttheemptytumblerinthebathroom,
andreturnedtothestudy,wherehepouredhimself
thelasthalf-inchofGlenfiddich,satdownagain,
silentlyraisedhisglass,anddrainedit.

Helookeddownattheseveralsheetsofpaper
remaininginthefolder,markedonthefirstpage
‘NotesontheHarrisonCase’,andallwrittenin
Morse’shand,thatsamesmalluprightscriptthatLewis
hadfoundintheHarrisonfiles.He’dgothroughitall
laterthough.Forthemomentheplacedtheothertwo
singlesheetsonthetop,andwaspreparingtoleave,
whenheopenedtheseconddrawerdownagain,took
outthephotographoftheJaguar,andslippeditinto
thefolder–ontopofeverythingelse.

Andnoticedsomethingelsethere,pushedtothe
backofthedrawer.

Apairofhandcuffs.
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of a loving foster-parent. As for foreign travel, long
faded were his boyhood dreams that roamed the sands
round Samarkand; and a lifelong pterophobia still
precluded any airline bookings to Bayreuth, Salzburg,
Vienna – the trio of cities he sometimes thought he
ought to see.

Vienna . . .
The city Schubert had so rarely left; the city in

which he’d gained so little recognition; where he’d
died of typhoid fever – only thirty-one.

Not much of an innings, was it – thirty-one?
Morse leaned back, listened, and looked semi-

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

It was still true though: as men grew older (so Morse
told himself) the delights of the natural world grew
ever more important. Not just the flowers, either. What
about the birds?
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tisingparticipantandaddictedvoyeur.(Shehad
mentionedtomesomeAmsterdamvideos.But
althoughIlookedquitecarefullythroughthescores
ofvideosthere,Icouldfindnothing.Isuspectthey
wereinnocentlydisguisedundersuchlabelsasThe
JungleBookorCookingwithHerbs.)

NowclearlyFrankHarrisonwas–is–someone
withaverystrongsexualdrive,anddoubtlesshe
claimedhismaritalrightsonhisspasmodicperiods
athome.Butinevitably,whentheywereawayfrom
eachother,Yvonneknewwhathewasupto,justas
heknewwhatshewasupto.Andforthatreason,I
canfindnocompellingmotiveforFrankHarrison
tohavemurderedhiswife.Theremighthavebeen
theopportunity,forallweknow.Buthisalibiwas
uncontested,sincethereseemednoreasontosus-
pectthefirmandexplicitevidenceoftheman
Flynn,whoclaimedtohavepickedhimupfrom
OxfordStationanddrivenhimouttohishometo
LowerSwinstead.

Itisnowmyview(Ilookforwardtointerviewing
FrankHonthematter)thatFlynnwasnotinfact
paidforfixinghistaxi-timesforthepurposeof
Harrison’salibi.Hewaspaidforsomething
different.

UntilsoveryrecentlyIthoughtthatSimonmust
havemurderedhismother.Hehadamplemotiveif
hefoundhisbelovedmuminbedwiththelocal
builder–Godhelpus!Andtheotherfactsfitted
thathypothesisneatly:hewasknowntoRepp,the
localshadycharacterfamiliartoeveryonearound,
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ingnexttoeachotherbesidetheJaguar,withno
writingonthebackatall.

LewistriedtheCarlislenumber;withnosuccess.
Onthefloortotherightofthedesklayabuff-

colouredfolder,itscontentssplayedoutsomewhat,as
ifperhapsitmayhavebeenknockeddownacciden-
tally;andhepickeditup.Onthefrontwaswritten:
‘Fortheattn.ofLewis’.

Thetopsheetwastheprintedformd1/d2,issued
bytheDepartmentofHumanAnatomyinSouthParks
Road,thesecondsectiondulysignedbythedonor;
andcountersignedbythesamemanwhohadwit-
nessedthevalidityofthesecondsinglesheetofA4to
whichLewisnowturnedhisattention:

MYWILL
Iexpresslyforbidtheholdingofanyreligiousserviceto
markmydeath.NordoIwishanymemorialservicetobe
arrangedthereafter.Ifanypersonswishtorememberme
inanyway,letitbeintheirthoughts.

Ifthesehandwrittenparagraphshaveanylegal
validity,asIamassuredtheydo,myestatemaybe
settledwithlittledifficulty.Inolongerhaveanydirect
next-of-kin,andevenifIhave,itmakesnodifference.

Myworldlygoodsandchattelscomprise:myflat(now
clearofmortgage);itscontents(includingagoodmany
rarefirsteditions);twoinsurancepolicies;andthemonies
inmytwoaccountswithLloydsBank.Thetotalassets
involvedItaketobesomewhereintheregionof£150,000
atcurrentratesandvalues.

Itismywishthatthesaidestate,afterappropriate
charges,bedivided(likeGaul)intothreeparts,inequal
amounts(unlikeGaul)withthebeneficiariesasfollows:

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

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

Plenty of time for that though.
He leaned back once more and rejoiced in the

radiant warmth of Schwarzkopf’s voice, following the
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ChapterSeventy-Nine

Heavenhasnoragelikelovetohatredturned,
Norhellafurylikeawomanscorned

(Congreve,TheMourningBride)

Ifyou’reguilty,you’llhavetoproveit
(GrouchoMarx)

Lewisfinishedreadingthroughthefolderearly
thatsameevening.Mostofithe’dknownabout
already.Itwasonlywhenhe’dcometothelastthree
sheetsthathewasawareofthewhollynewtenorof
Morse’sthinking.

ButherewithIgivemyfinalthoughtsonthemurder
ofYvonneHarrison,thatcrisplyuniformednurse
wholookedaftermeinhospitalonce(butonce!)
withsuchtempting,lovingcare.

Fromthestartofthiscase,onepersonstoodout
highabovetheothersinfirmnessofpurpose,dar-
ing,andclarityofmind:FrankHarrison.Hewas
stillsexuallyattractedtoYvonne,butshewasno
longerattractedtohim;indeedonenightinhos-
pitalshetoldmethatsheusedtohookherfoot
overherownsideofthemattresstoestablishasort
ofno-man’slandbetweenthem.Butsheremained
awomanobsessivelyinterestedinsex,bothasprac-
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bler,completelyempty.Morsehadtimedhisexitfairly
satisfactorily.

Lewissatdownandquicklylookedthroughthe
letters:BT;BritishDiabeticAssociation;LloydsBank;
OxfordBrookesUniversity.Nothingtoopersonalper-
hapsinanyofthem,butheleftthemthereunopened.
Hefullyrealizedtherewouldbequiteafewdetailsto
besortedoutsoonbysomeone.Notbyhimthough.
Hehadbutthesinglemissionthere.

Intheseconddrawerdownontheright,hefound
sixphotographsandtookthemout.Anoldblack-and-
whitesnapofamiddle-agedmanandwoman,theman
showingfaciallineamentssimilartoMorse’s.Astudio
portraitofafair-hairedyoungwoman,withawritten
messageontheback:‘LikeyouIwishsomuchthat
thingscouldhavebeendifferent–lovealways–W’.
Anothersmallerphotograph,withabriefsentencein
Morse’sownhand:‘SueWiddowsonbeforeshewas
arrested’.Aholidayshotofayoungcoupleonabeach
somewhere,thedark-headedbronzedyoungwoman
inawhitebikinismilingbroadly,theyoungman’s
rightarmaroundhershoulders,and(again)some
writingontheback‘Ionlylookhappy.Imissyoulike
crazy!!!Ellie’.Clippedtoaphotographofasmartly
attractivewoman,intheuniformofahospitalsister,
wasabriefletterunderaCarlisleaddressandtele-
phonenumber:‘Iunderstand.Ijustcan’thelpwon-
deringhowwewouldhavebeentogether,that’sall.I’d
havehadtosacrificeabitofindependencetooyou
know!Alwaysremembermyloveforyou.J.’Onlythe
oneotherphotograph:thatofMorseandLewisstand-
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English text that lay open on his lap: ‘You holy Art,
when all my hope is shaken . . .’

When, too, a few moments later, his mood of
pleasurable melancholy was shaken by three confident
bursts on a front-door bell that to several of his neigh-
bours sounded considerably over-decibelled, even for
the hard-of-hearing.
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(b)SisterJanetMcQueen(seeaddressbook)
(c)SergeantLewis,mycolleagueintheThamesValley

CID.

Forseveralminutes,Lewissatwherehewas,unmov-
ing,butdeeplymoved.WhyinheavenMorseshould
haveshownsuchbitternesstowardtheChurch,he
couldn’tknow;andwouldn’tknow.Andwhyonearth
Morsehadrememberedhimwithsuch...

Histhoughtsstillinconfusion,LewistriedtheCar-
lislenumberagain;againwithoutsuccess.

Hewashedouttheemptytumblerinthebathroom,
andreturnedtothestudy,wherehepouredhimself
thelasthalf-inchofGlenfiddich,satdownagain,
silentlyraisedhisglass,anddrainedit.

Helookeddownattheseveralsheetsofpaper
remaininginthefolder,markedonthefirstpage
‘NotesontheHarrisonCase’,andallwrittenin
Morse’shand,thatsamesmalluprightscriptthatLewis
hadfoundintheHarrisonfiles.He’dgothroughitall
laterthough.Forthemomentheplacedtheothertwo
singlesheetsonthetop,andwaspreparingtoleave,
whenheopenedtheseconddrawerdownagain,took
outthephotographoftheJaguar,andslippeditinto
thefolder–ontopofeverythingelse.

Andnoticedsomethingelsethere,pushedtothe
backofthedrawer.

Apairofhandcuffs.
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Chapter Two

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

(Felix Kirkmarkham, The Genius of Napoleon)

‘Not disturbing you?’
Morse made no direct reply, but his resigned

look would have been sufficiently eloquent for most
people.

Most people.
He opened the door widely – perforce needed so to

do – in order to accommodate his unexpected visitor
within the comparatively narrow entrance.

‘I am disturbing you.’
‘No, no! It’s just that . . .’
‘Look, matey!’ (Chief Superintendent Strange

cocked an ear towards the lounge.) ‘I don’t give a dam
if I’m disturbing you; pity about disturbing old Schu-
bert, though.’

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

Morse had long known better than to ask Strange
whether he wanted a drink, alcoholic or non-alcoholic.
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ingnexttoeachotherbesidetheJaguar,withno
writingonthebackatall.

LewistriedtheCarlislenumber;withnosuccess.
Onthefloortotherightofthedesklayabuff-

colouredfolder,itscontentssplayedoutsomewhat,as
ifperhapsitmayhavebeenknockeddownacciden-
tally;andhepickeditup.Onthefrontwaswritten:
‘Fortheattn.ofLewis’.

Thetopsheetwastheprintedformd1/d2,issued
bytheDepartmentofHumanAnatomyinSouthParks
Road,thesecondsectiondulysignedbythedonor;
andcountersignedbythesamemanwhohadwit-
nessedthevalidityofthesecondsinglesheetofA4to
whichLewisnowturnedhisattention:

MYWILL
Iexpresslyforbidtheholdingofanyreligiousserviceto
markmydeath.NordoIwishanymemorialservicetobe
arrangedthereafter.Ifanypersonswishtorememberme
inanyway,letitbeintheirthoughts.

Ifthesehandwrittenparagraphshaveanylegal
validity,asIamassuredtheydo,myestatemaybe
settledwithlittledifficulty.Inolongerhaveanydirect
next-of-kin,andevenifIhave,itmakesnodifference.

Myworldlygoodsandchattelscomprise:myflat(now
clearofmortgage);itscontents(includingagoodmany
rarefirsteditions);twoinsurancepolicies;andthemonies
inmytwoaccountswithLloydsBank.Thetotalassets
involvedItaketobesomewhereintheregionof£150,000
atcurrentratesandvalues.

Itismywishthatthesaidestate,afterappropriate
charges,bedivided(likeGaul)intothreeparts,inequal
amounts(unlikeGaul)withthebeneficiariesasfollows:

(a)TheBritishDiabeticAssociation
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If Strange wanted a drink, of either variety, he would
ask for it, immediately and unambiguously. But Morse
did allow himself one question:

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

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

For the thirteenth time in their acquaintance . . .
‘Is that a single malt you’re drinking there,

Morse?’
It was only after Morse had filled, then refilled, his

visitor’s glass that Strange came to the point of his
evening call.

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

‘I never read The Times.’
‘What? The bloody paper’s there – there! – on the

coffee table.’
‘Just for the Crossword – and the Letters page.’
‘You don’t read the obituaries?’
‘Well, perhaps just a glance sometimes.’
‘To see if you’re there?’
‘To see if some of them are younger than me.’
‘I don’t follow you.’
‘If they are younger, so a statistician once told me,

I’ve got a slightly better chance of living on beyond
the norm.’

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

‘A bit.’
Strange suddenly picked up his second half-full
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bler,completelyempty.Morsehadtimedhisexitfairly
satisfactorily.

Lewissatdownandquicklylookedthroughthe
letters:BT;BritishDiabeticAssociation;LloydsBank;
OxfordBrookesUniversity.Nothingtoopersonalper-
hapsinanyofthem,butheleftthemthereunopened.
Hefullyrealizedtherewouldbequiteafewdetailsto
besortedoutsoonbysomeone.Notbyhimthough.
Hehadbutthesinglemissionthere.

Intheseconddrawerdownontheright,hefound
sixphotographsandtookthemout.Anoldblack-and-
whitesnapofamiddle-agedmanandwoman,theman
showingfaciallineamentssimilartoMorse’s.Astudio
portraitofafair-hairedyoungwoman,withawritten
messageontheback:‘LikeyouIwishsomuchthat
thingscouldhavebeendifferent–lovealways–W’.
Anothersmallerphotograph,withabriefsentencein
Morse’sownhand:‘SueWiddowsonbeforeshewas
arrested’.Aholidayshotofayoungcoupleonabeach
somewhere,thedark-headedbronzedyoungwoman
inawhitebikinismilingbroadly,theyoungman’s
rightarmaroundhershoulders,and(again)some
writingontheback‘Ionlylookhappy.Imissyoulike
crazy!!!Ellie’.Clippedtoaphotographofasmartly
attractivewoman,intheuniformofahospitalsister,
wasabriefletterunderaCarlisleaddressandtele-
phonenumber:‘Iunderstand.Ijustcan’thelpwon-
deringhowwewouldhavebeentogether,that’sall.I’d
havehadtosacrificeabitofindependencetooyou
know!Alwaysremembermyloveforyou.J.’Onlythe
oneotherphotograph:thatofMorseandLewisstand-
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please, let’s forget this “Sir” business, shall we? Please
call me “Robert”.’

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

Not for long.
‘I’ve sat in with you once or twice, haven’t I?’
‘Three times.’
‘And I think you’re going to be good, going to be

up to it, you know what I mean?’
‘Thank you.’
‘But you’re not quite good enough yet.’
‘I’d hoped I was improving.’
‘Certainly. But you’re still strangely naive, I’m sorry

to say. You seem to believe everything your patients tell
you!’

‘There’s not much else to go on, is there?’
‘Oh, but there is! There’s a certain healthy and

necessary scepticism; and then there’s experience.
You’ll soon realize all this. What I’m saying is that you
might as well learn it now rather than later.’

‘Is there anything particular . . . ?’
‘Things, plural. I’m thinking of what they tell you

about their blood-sugar records, about their sexual
competence, about their diet, about their alcohol-
intake. You see, the only thing they can’t fool you
about is their weight.’

‘And their blood pressure.’
Turner smiled gently at his pupil. ‘I haven’t got quite

as much faith as you in our measurements of blood
pressure.’

the remorseful day
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tumbler of Scotch and tossed it back at a draught like
a visitor downing an initiatory vodka at the Russian
Embassy.

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

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

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

‘I listen to the wireless—’
‘Wireless? Where’ve you got to in life, matey? “Radio”

– that’s what they’ve been calling it these last thirty
years.’

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

‘Good job I got this done for you, then.’
Sorry, sir. Perhaps I am a bit behind the times – as

well as The Times.
But Morse gave no voice to these latter thoughts as

he slowly read the photocopied article that Strange
had handed to him.

Morse always read slowly.
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‘You’vearrangedthat?’
FrankHarrisonnodded;andwatchedthebacksof

herlegsassheleftthetable.
Yes,he’darrangedforbreakfastintheirroom.
He’darrangedeverything.
Almost.
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ChapterSeventy-Eight

...&thatIbenotbury’dinconsecratedground
&thatnosextonbeaskedtotollthebell
&thatnomurnerswalkbehindmeatmyfuneral
&thatnofloursbeplantedonmygrave...

(ThomasHardy,
TheMayorofCasterbridge)

Morsehadalwaysbeenmorecloselyattunedto
life’sadagiosthanitsallegros;andhishomereflected
suchamelancholictemperament.Thepastel-coloured
walls,hauntedbythemusicofWagner,Bruckner,
andMahler,weredecoratedwithsombre-tonedrepro-
ductionsofRembrandt,Vermeer,andAtkinsonGrim-
shaw;andlined,inmostroomsbothupstairsand
down,withlongshelvesofthepoetsandthenovelists.

ThewholeplacenowseemedsoverystillasLewis
pickeduptwopintsofsemi-skimmedCo-opmilkfrom
theporch,pickedupfourlettersfromthedoormat,
andentered.

Inthestudyupstairstherewereseveralsigns(as
Lewisalreadyknew)ofasunniertemperament:the
roomwasdecoratedinasun-bedtan,terracotta,and
white,withabrightMatissehangingontheonlywall
freeoftheubiquitousbooks,CDs,andcassettes.Ared
angle-lampstoodonthedeskwith,besideit,abottle
ofGlenfiddich,virtuallyempty,andacut-glasstum-
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Chapter Six

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

(Oscar Wilde)

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

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

‘Come in!’
She entered and sat, as directed, in the chair

opposite him, across the desk.
Professor Turner was a fair-complexioned, mild-

mannered medic, in his early sixties – the inter-
nationally renowned chief-guru of the Radcliffe
Infirmary’s Diabetes Centre in Oxford.

‘You wanted to see me, sir?’
Yes, he wanted to see her; but he also wanted to put

her rather more at ease.
‘Look, we’re probably going to be together at lots

of do’s these next few months – years, perhaps – so,
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MURDER POLICE SEEK
ANONYMOUS CALLER

Aman has rung the police
anonymously with infor-

mation that could help identify
the killer of Mrs Yvonne Har-
rison who was found hand-
cuffed and battered to death a
year ago.

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

Detective Chief Superintend-
ent Strange of Thames Valley
CID said that a man had rung
twice: “We are very anxious to

hear from this caller again as
soon as possible. He can con-
tact us in the strictest confi-
dence. We don’t believe the
calls are a hoax and we don’t
believe the caller himself is the
killer. But we think that he can
give us more information to
substantially further our enquir-
ies into this brutal murder.”

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

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

‘I trust it wasn’t you who split the infinitive, sir?’
‘You never suspected that, surely? We’re all used to

sloppy reporting, aren’t we?’
Morse nodded as he handed back the photocopied

article.
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ChapterSeventy-Three

WhenIhavefearsthatImayceasetobe
Beforemypenhasglean’dmyteemingbrain...

(Keats,Sonnet)

SlowlyMorsewalkedhomewardfromtheWood-
stockArms,disappointed(aswehaveseen)ifnot
whollysurprised,thatthefavouriteintheHarrison
Stakeshadfallen(likeDevonLoch)withinsightofthe
winning-post.Butnow,atlast(orsohetoldhimself)
Morseguessedthewholetruth.Andfeelingpleasingly
over-beered,hehadearliertakentheunusualstepof
orderingabarsnack,andhadenjoyedhisliberally
horse-radishedbeefsandwiches.Hethoughthewould
probablysleepwellenoughthatnight.Afterawhile.
Notjustforaminutethough.Truthwasthathefelt
eagertocontinue(tofinishoff?)thenoteshe’d
alreadybeenmakingontheHarrisonmurder,justin
casesomethinghappened;justincasenoonewould
beawareofthesweetlylogicalsolutionthathadfor-
mulateditselfinhismindthatday.

Muchearlier(Morseknewit)heshouldhavepaid
farmoreattentiontothethingthathadpuzzledhim
mostabouttheHarrisonmurder:motive.Untilnow,
Simonhadfittedthatbillprettywell,sinceMorsewas
surethatthemother–sonrelationshiphadbeenvery
close;muchtooclose.Goodthinking,that!Then,that

theremorsefulday
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beensomethingofasurprisetolearnthatMrsLkept
suchacopioussupplyofassortedmedicaments;and
retiringtobedunprecedentedlyearlythateveninghe
hadswallowedtwoNurofenPlustablets,andsleptlike
thelegendarylog.

At10a.m.thefollowingdayhedroveuptothe
mortuaryattheJR2.

Theeyeswereclosed,buttheexpressiononthe
waxenfacewashardlyoneofgreatserenity,forsome
hintofpainstilllingeredthere.Likesomanyothers
contemplatingadeadperson,Lewisfoundhimself
ponderingsomanythingsashethoughtofMorse’s
mindwithintheskull.Thoughtofthatwonderful
memory,ofthatsensitivitytomusicandliterature,
aboveallofthatcapacityforthinkinglaterally,verti-
cally,diagonally–whateverwhichwaythatextraordi-
narybrainshoulddecidetogo.Butallgonenow,for
deathhadscatteredthatunionofcomponentatoms
intotheair,andMorsewouldnevermoveorthinkor
speakagain.

Feelingslightlyguilty,Lewislookedaroundhim.
Butatleastforthemomenthisonlycompanywasthe
dead.AndbendingdownheputhislipstoMorse’s
foreheadandwhisperedjusttwofinalwords:‘Good-
bye,sir.’
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‘You’vearrangedthat?’
FrankHarrisonnodded;andwatchedthebacksof

herlegsassheleftthetable.
Yes,he’darrangedforbreakfastintheirroom.
He’darrangedeverything.
Almost.
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ChapterSeventy-Eight

...&thatIbenotbury’dinconsecratedground
&thatnosextonbeaskedtotollthebell
&thatnomurnerswalkbehindmeatmyfuneral
&thatnofloursbeplantedonmygrave...

(ThomasHardy,
TheMayorofCasterbridge)

Morsehadalwaysbeenmorecloselyattunedto
life’sadagiosthanitsallegros;andhishomereflected
suchamelancholictemperament.Thepastel-coloured
walls,hauntedbythemusicofWagner,Bruckner,
andMahler,weredecoratedwithsombre-tonedrepro-
ductionsofRembrandt,Vermeer,andAtkinsonGrim-
shaw;andlined,inmostroomsbothupstairsand
down,withlongshelvesofthepoetsandthenovelists.

ThewholeplacenowseemedsoverystillasLewis
pickeduptwopintsofsemi-skimmedCo-opmilkfrom
theporch,pickedupfourlettersfromthedoormat,
andentered.

Inthestudyupstairstherewereseveralsigns(as
Lewisalreadyknew)ofasunniertemperament:the
roomwasdecoratedinasun-bedtan,terracotta,and
white,withabrightMatissehangingontheonlywall
freeoftheubiquitousbooks,CDs,andcassettes.Ared
angle-lampstoodonthedeskwith,besideit,abottle
ofGlenfiddich,virtuallyempty,andacut-glasstum-

colin dexter
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‘You say “Encore une bouteille de ” whatever it is.’
‘Why do you ever ask me to help you?’
‘Agh! Forget it! Like I say, you’re bloody useless.’
Lewis had never himself read Little Dorrit, and unlike

Morse would not have known the soothing secret of
counting up to however-many. And in truth he felt
angry and belittled as he walked silently down the
stairs, picked up the box-files from the table in the
entrance hall, walked past the living room, where Mrs
Lewis sat deeply submerged in a TV soap, and settled
himself down at the kitchen table, where he began to
acquaint himself with the strangely assorted members
of the Harrison family – wife, husband, daughter, son
– four of the principal players in the Lower Swinstead
case.

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

the remorseful day
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‘No! Keep it, Morse – I’ve got the original.’
‘Very kind of you, sir, but . . .’
‘But it interested you, perhaps?’
‘Only the bit at the end, about the Radcliffe.’
‘Why’s that?’
‘Well, as you know, I was in there myself – after I

was diagnosed.’
‘Christ! You make it sound as if you’re the only one

who’s ever been bloody diagnosed!’
Morse held his peace, for his memory needed no

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

‘You know why I brought that cutting, Morse?’
‘No! And to be honest with you, I don’t much care.

I’m on furlough, you know that. The quack tells me
I’m run down – blood sugar far too high – blood
pressure far too high. Says I need to have a quiet little
rest-cure and try to forget the great big world out
there, as you call it.’

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

‘Not one of your greatest triumphs that case, was it?’
‘One of the few – very few, Morse – I got no-bloody-

where with. And it wasn’t exactly mine, either, as you
know. But it was my responsibility, that’s all. Still is.’
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407

veryafternoon,abustylustylasssittingwithSimonin
thethree-and-sixpennieshadinnocentlyscupperedhis
carefullyconsideredschemeofthings.

Oncehome,Morsepouredhimselfamodestlylib-
eralmeasureofGlenfiddich,andchangedintoagaud-
ilystripedpairofpyjamasthatblossomedinwhiteand
purpleandred...beforecontinuing,indeedcomplet-
ing,hiswrittenrecord.

ThiseveninginLowerSwinsteadIspokeatquite
somelengthwithMrBertBagshaw.WhydidInot
followmyfirstinstincts?HadIdoneso,Iwould
haverealizedthatanycluestothat(mostelusive)
motivationforthemurderofYvonneHarrison
wouldeverbelikelytolieintheimmediatelocality
itself,ratherthaninsomeexternalrapeoralien
burglary.Hardy’syokelsusuallyknewallaboutthe
goingsonintheWessexvillages;andtheirrôleis
paralleledtodaybythelikesoftheAlfsandthe
BertsintheCotswoldpublichouses.AlthoughInow
knowwhomurderedYvonneHarrison,itwillnotbe
easytoprovetheguiltoftheaccusedparty.Iam
remindedoftheGreekphilosopherProtagoras,who
founditdifficulttobedogmaticabouttheexistence
ofthegods,partlybecauseoftheobscurityofthe
subjectmatter,andpartlybecauseofthebrevityof
humanlife.

ButherewithIgivemyfinalthoughtsonthe
murderofYvonneHarrison,thatcrisplyuniformed
nursewholookedaftermeinhospitalonce(but
once!)withsuchtempting,lovingcare...
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ChapterSeventy-Seven

DearSir/Madam

PleasenotethatanentryontheRegisterofElectors
inyournamehasbeendeletedforthefollowing
reason:

DEATH

Ifyouhaveanyobjections,pleasenotifyme,in
writing,beforethe25thNovember,1998,andstate
thegroundsforyourobjection.

Yoursfaithfully

(CommunicationfromCarlowCountyCouncil
toanerstwhileelector)

AfterreturningtoHQLewisgaveStrangean
accountofthequiteextraordinaryevidencesoinno-
cently(asitseemed)suppliedbyMaxineRidgway.

Buthecoulddonomore.
Forhehadnothingmoretogive.
UnlikeMorse,whohadalwaysprofessedenormous

faithinpills–pillsofallcolours,shapes,andsizes–
Lewiscouldhardlyrememberthelasttimehe’dtaken
anythingapartfromtheVitaminCtablethewas
bulliedtoswalloweachbreakfast-time.Ithadtherefore
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ChapterSeventy-Three

WhenIhavefearsthatImayceasetobe
Beforemypenhasglean’dmyteemingbrain...

(Keats,Sonnet)

SlowlyMorsewalkedhomewardfromtheWood-
stockArms,disappointed(aswehaveseen)ifnot
whollysurprised,thatthefavouriteintheHarrison
Stakeshadfallen(likeDevonLoch)withinsightofthe
winning-post.Butnow,atlast(orsohetoldhimself)
Morseguessedthewholetruth.Andfeelingpleasingly
over-beered,hehadearliertakentheunusualstepof
orderingabarsnack,andhadenjoyedhisliberally
horse-radishedbeefsandwiches.Hethoughthewould
probablysleepwellenoughthatnight.Afterawhile.
Notjustforaminutethough.Truthwasthathefelt
eagertocontinue(tofinishoff?)thenoteshe’d
alreadybeenmakingontheHarrisonmurder,justin
casesomethinghappened;justincasenoonewould
beawareofthesweetlylogicalsolutionthathadfor-
mulateditselfinhismindthatday.

Muchearlier(Morseknewit)heshouldhavepaid
farmoreattentiontothethingthathadpuzzledhim
mostabouttheHarrisonmurder:motive.Untilnow,
Simonhadfittedthatbillprettywell,sinceMorsewas
surethatthemother–sonrelationshiphadbeenvery
close;muchtooclose.Goodthinking,that!Then,that

theremorsefulday
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beensomethingofasurprisetolearnthatMrsLkept
suchacopioussupplyofassortedmedicaments;and
retiringtobedunprecedentedlyearlythateveninghe
hadswallowedtwoNurofenPlustablets,andsleptlike
thelegendarylog.

At10a.m.thefollowingdayhedroveuptothe
mortuaryattheJR2.

Theeyeswereclosed,buttheexpressiononthe
waxenfacewashardlyoneofgreatserenity,forsome
hintofpainstilllingeredthere.Likesomanyothers
contemplatingadeadperson,Lewisfoundhimself
ponderingsomanythingsashethoughtofMorse’s
mindwithintheskull.Thoughtofthatwonderful
memory,ofthatsensitivitytomusicandliterature,
aboveallofthatcapacityforthinkinglaterally,verti-
cally,diagonally–whateverwhichwaythatextraordi-
narybrainshoulddecidetogo.Butallgonenow,for
deathhadscatteredthatunionofcomponentatoms
intotheair,andMorsewouldnevermoveorthinkor
speakagain.

Feelingslightlyguilty,Lewislookedaroundhim.
Butatleastforthemomenthisonlycompanywasthe
dead.AndbendingdownheputhislipstoMorse’s
foreheadandwhisperedjusttwofinalwords:‘Good-
bye,sir.’
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Lewis’s eyes turned quizzically as he manoeuvred
his triple burden through the door.

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

‘Dad? Da – ad?’
Lewis looked down at the (presumably problemat-

ical) first sentence of his son’s A-level French Prose
Composition: ‘Another bottle of this excellent wine,
waiter!’

‘Easy enough, that, isn’t it?’
‘What gender’s “bottle”?’
‘How am I supposed to know? What do you think I

bought you that dictionary for?’
‘Left it at school, didn’t I!’
‘So?’
‘So you mean you don’t know?’
‘You’re brighter than I thought, son.’
‘Can’t you guess?’
‘Either masculine or feminine, sure to be.’
‘That’s great.’
‘Feminine, say? So it’s, er, “Garçon! Une autre bouteille

de cette —”’
‘No! You’re useless, Dad! If you say “Une autre

bouteille ”, you mean a different bottle of wine.’
‘Oh.’

colin dexter
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‘What’s all this got to do with me?’
Strange further expanded his Gargantuan girth as

he further expounded:
‘I thought, you know, with the wife . . . and all that

. . . I thought it’d help to stay in the Force another
year. But . . .’

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

‘I still don’t see what it’s got to do with me, sir.’
‘I want the case re-opened – not that it’s ever been

closed, of course. It worries me, you see. We should
have got further than we did.’

‘I still—’
‘I’d like you to look at the case again. If anyone can

crack it, you can. Know why? Because you’re just plain
bloody lucky, Morse, that’s why! And I want this case
solved.’

colindexter
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Hefinishedwritinganhourlaterat12.45a.m.
Orperhaps,tobeaccurate,hewrotenomore

thereafter.

AtwhichhourLewiswassomewhatuneasilyasleep,not
atallsureinhismindwhetherthingsweregoingwell
orgoingill.Morsehadinsistedthatitshouldbehe,
Lewis,whowouldbeonhandwhenFrankHarrison
andhisladypassedthroughArrivalsatHeathrow.No
problemtherethough.Stillthirty-sixhourstogo
beforethescheduledBritishAirwaysflightwasdueto
land,andMorsehadbeenadamantthatHarrison
wouldbeonthatflight,andnotflittingofftoKath-
manduortheCaymanIslands.Yetonethingwasever
troublouslydisturbingLewis’sthoughts:thereal
natureofthepuzzlingandsecretrelationshipthathad
clearlyexistedbetweenMorseandYvonneHarrison.
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HarrisonspokeagainjustafterDixonhadturned
offtheM40ontotheA40forOxford.

‘Youknow,I’mlookingforwardtoseeingMorse
again.ImethimatBarron’sfuneral,butIdon’tthink
wegotonverywell...Mydaughter,Sarah,knowshim
though.He’soneofherpatientsattheRadcliffe.She
tellsmehe’sastrangesortoffellowinsomeways–
interestingthough,andverybright,butperhapsnot
takingallthatgoodcareofhimself.’

Lewisremainedsilent.
‘Whydidn’thecomeuptoHeathrowhimself?

Wasn’tthattheoriginalidea?’
‘Yes,Ithinkitwas.’
‘ArewemeetingatStAldate’sorKidlington?’
‘Hewon’tbemeetingyouanywhere,sir.Chief

InspectorMorseisdead.’
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