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1t did what n skirt is supposcd to do
though. And 1 found I could tuck an end
in and walk a step or two without having
Lo grab at it every sccond,

“Wonderful,” she said, cheering me.
“Now all we have to do is descend into
the barroom and meet the pub keeper
and his wife and anyone clse waiting for
us, such as our faithful hobby., Would
you be knowing, sir, any Highland
flings?”

The odd thing about English girls is
their levity at the damnodest timos. 1
didn’t know any Highland flings, but 1
didn’t tetl her. 1 headed in the general
direction of the closet door. She took my
arm.

She said, *“My friend, how much did
you drink while briefing that Soho
beauty? The door's balind you. 1f 1
know my bobbies, our Rock of Gibraltar
won't take more than ten or fifteen min-
utes going over the publican. As it is,
Portuguese Inn has a rather rotten repu-
Lation. Soon as our forl departs, you can
be certain Lthe publican will be up here,
uqking questions. We’d best hurry. You
can’'l go downstairs through a closel
door, Richard.”

1didn’t believe we'd have to go through
the main barroom. [ picked up the
empty whisky bottle by Lhe neck.

She said, “ Masy doesit, Tid,”

1 shook my head. 1 might need some-
thing to swing. 1 got to the closetl door,
nodding for her to follow, She thought
she was humoring me. The closet. was
empty.

She said, “1 detest cobwebs. Won't
you please come?”” She stepped next to
me, and she first noticed where the cob-
wvbe were torn away. I was still look-
ing. I'd have been still looking to find
where Max Lingen and the other two
departed from, if it hadn’t been for her.
She thought T knew,

She said, ““ You must have had a gnudy
time. So this was where Lhe other chaps
who did you in found a way to escape
without our bobby seeing them? 1 didn’t
know this was in your story, Dick Whit-
tington.”

1 stopped; 1 asked her please nol Lo
keep ribbing me on that Ilick Whitling-
ton line, This wasn’t the Dick Whitting-
ton story. It was Randy being shot; it
was this happening just now to me.

She replied seriously, “1'm sorry. This
one ia ralher dreadful, isn’t it?’' Stoop-
ing, she lit her torch. She pushed on the
side of plaster-and-lath wall under tbe
nncient beam. A square panel of plaster
about five fect by two casily opened.

She whispered, “You  know, there
were road runners operating at Golder’s
Green and in Hampstead Heath until the
middle of the Inst eentury really. Portu-
guese Inn is quite famous in history.”

She pushed ahead first; I had to fol-
low. The stimulation of gelting out re-
lieved some of Lhe ache in my head. The
months of toughening courges at home
and over here weren’t atl something you
sce in the movics. 1 surprised myself
cven. I managed to close the section of
plaster; I managed to keep on descend-
ing the shaky siairs without falling on

my nose; Alice shining the way with her
torch. The steps were nearly vertical, no
more than fifteen or sixteen inches wide,
compressed between (wo brick walls, I
don’t see how Max Lingen ever squeczed
hinsel down. (Gork niust have had to
drag him, the gray man pushing.

As the fog outside steamed npward,
Alice’s torchlight blurred more thickly.
Halfway down, she said softly, *“ Damn,”’
and stopped, head lilted back. “My
hair,” she whispered.

A atrand was caught in a splinter pro-
jecting from a broken overhead bheam, 1
fumbled with her hair. It wasn't conrse
and heavy like T'roya’s or like that
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