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particularly forceful blow, but it hurt, it bloodied my 
nose, it brought tears to my eyes and it gave him the 
moment he needed. He twisted away and took off across 
the gravel as if it had been a sprint track. 

He had reached the fire-door almost before my eyes 
had cleared. but I can sprint too and I was up with him 
before he closed it, and would have had him. But then I 
turned to glance back at Hamrnersham, and when I did 
so I stopped dead. He was kneeling by the rails, trying to 
get up. and his face was grey, slate grey. I could hear the 
rasp of his breath from where I stood. I let go of the door 
and went over to him, fast. 

CHAPTER II 

PAPER CHASE 

There were several nasty moments then, but there were 
some pills, and we got them out of his pocket and he 
swallowed them and finally we got down off the roof and 
into the deep-carpeted world of his office suite, and the 
secretary appeared. She was very calm and capable and I 
think she knew him better than he knew himself. She took 
over. All the right procedures were set in motion and all 
Lhe right people called. The doctor appeared within 
three minutes. and Tturned to go. I was in the hall when 
Hammersbam's secretary caught up with me. She said: 
'Would you say nothing about this to anyone, please? 
Lord Hammersham will be in contact! 

And that was that. 
J got into the lift again and went down to the ground 

Hoor and left, and as I did so the sky opened and the rain 
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began to hurl itself down. I turned my collar up around 
J]lV neck and ran for the bus. 

North Kensington is not a salubrious area at the best of 
times; and in that bleak, dripping winter it was at its 
worst. The streets were full of sodden rubbish and the 
dogs slunk into the dooIWays of boarded-up shops. 
waiting. The old people clustered together in the laun­
derettes. At the end of my street the tower block rose into 
the rain like a giant tombstone. There was a trail ofspray­
paint across the door to my basement. When I opened 
the door it was like walking into a refrigerator. I went 
down the stairs fast and unlocked my flat. 

I like the rooms I have down there. They have th 
right womb-like feel to them, and for some reason there is 
a light shaft that goes four storeys up to the roof. I have 
the bed beneath it, and when I lie there I can look 
srraight up into the sky. Sometimes I can see the stars in 
daytime. 

It's a very functional Hat. There is no distinguishing 
where the office ends and the living space begins. The 
furniture is all junk and the communications equipment 
is all pretty good. The telephone on the desk might catch 
your eye. Instead of a handpiece there are headphones 
and a mike. I tried the headsets the Post Office puts out 
and hated them. This way I talk and listen and type and 
record in comfort when I'm on the telephone. I spend 
quite a lot of time on the telephone. It's my job. Next to 
the phone is the tape deck and on shelves above that 
the amp and the tuner and the turntable and next to 
them all the television. on the filing cabinet. There's a 
little console on the wall by the bed, so I can turn them 
all on and off and change stations and things like that, 
without moving. 


