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I, John Ozias Talbot, aged thirty-six years and three months,
being in my perfectly sane mind, wish to write down this
statement.

I do so entirely and solely for my own benefit and profit--in
fact, for the quietening of my disturbed mind. It is most
improbable that anyone other than myself will read this document,
but should anything happen to me and I die without destroying
this writing, I wish the reader, whoever he or she may be, to
realize fully that no one could conceivably be of a more complete
mental sanity and honest matter-of-fact common sense than I am at
this moment.

It is because I wish to show this self-evident fact to myself
and, if need be, to the whole world (after my death) that I write
this down. There will be many minute and apparently insignificant
facts and details in this record because circumstantial
facts are in this matter the thing! I have suffered during
these preceding months certain experiences so unbelievable that
were I not sane, and were many of the facts not so
commonplace, my sanity might be doubted. It is not to be
doubted. I am as sane as any man in the United Kingdom.

Because in the course of this narrative I confess to a crime
this document will be kept in the greatest possible secrecy. I
have no desire to suffer at the hand of the common hangman before
I need. That I do not myself feel it to be a crime matters
nothing, I am afraid, to the Law. One day, when the important
elements in such matters are taken into account rather than the
unimportant, justice will be better served. But that time is not
yet.

I was born in the little seaside town of Seaborne in
Glebeshire on January 3rd, 1903. I am married and have one son
aged ten. I inherited my father's business of Antique and Picture
Dealer. I am the author of four books, a Guide to
Glebeshire and three novels--The Sandy Tree (1924),
The Gridiron (1930) and The Gossip-monger (1936).
The last of these had some success. I was born in a bedroom above
the shop, which is in the High Street and has, from its upper
windows, a fine view of the sea and the now neglected and
tumbledown little harbour.

I was the only child of my parents and adored by them. Some
have said that they spoiled me. It may be so. I worshipped my
mother but had always a curious disaffection to my father. This
was partly, I can see now, physical. He was an obese and sweaty
man and would cover my face with wet slobbery kisses when I was
small, and this I very greatly disliked. My mother, on the other
hand, was slight and dapper in appearance, and the possessor of
the most beautiful little hands I have ever seen on any woman.
Her voice was soft and musical, marked with a slight Glebeshire
accent. She had something of the gipsy in her appearance, and
liked to wear gay colours. I remember especially a dress made of
some foreign material--silk of many brilliant shades--that I used
to love, and I would beg her to show it me as it hung in the
cupboard in the bedroom. My father, when they woke in the
morning, would always go downstairs to get breakfast ready (he
worshipped my mother), and then my mother would take me into her
bed and I would lie in her arms. Never, until I married, did I
know such happiness.

My father was successful in his little business--successful,
that is to say, for those easier, more comfortable days--and we
lived very pleasantly. His great passion was for the buying of
old and apparently worthless pictures. He would clean them with
the hope that something by a Master might be discovered. He did,
indeed, make one or two discoveries--a Romney portrait and an
Italian Pietà by Piombo were two of his successes. But his main
business was with visitors and tourists. He visited all the local
sales and sometimes went quite far afield.

We lived quietly and knew few people. My mother was fastidious
about people and I have inherited that from her.

At this point I must say something about my own personality
and character because so much of what afterwards happened depends
on that. I will try to be honest, although honesty is never easy
when we write about ourselves. We naturally incline to our own
favour. But I have always trained myself to consider myself
objectively and am possibly given overmuch to self-criticism.

I have been always of a reserved nature, careful to say no
more than I truly feel and to confide only in those I trust and
thoroughly know. My father's sentimentality affected me
unpleasantly, and the love that I felt for my mother did not need
expression.

From my very early years I have been considered cold and
undemonstrative, but in reality I have always longed for
affection although I have found it difficult to believe that
anyone could in real fact be fond of me--this not because I do
not know that there are many things in me worthy of affection,
but because I have seen, during my life, so many false emotions,
so many bitter betrayals of people by one another, and have
realized that most men and women express more than they feel and
mean less than they say. I have tried very earnestly to avoid
this fault in myself.

I suppose that I must confess myself a prude, and this same
prudery has lost me many contacts that I might otherwise have
made. The sexual life of man has always seemed to me ugly and
dangerous, and only to be redeemed by real and abiding love. The
conventional life of man with man regarding the physical side of
things has been, and is, repellent to me.

And yet God knows I have longed again and again for friendship
and companionship, and have blamed myself bitterly for not
obtaining it more easily. Another reason for my reserve is that I
have had one ceaseless ambition--namely, to be generally
recognized as a good writer. Not a great one--that I long ago
realized I should never be. But I have wanted to be one of the
writers of my time whose work is generally known. It is
good work, better by far than the writings of many who
have been generally acclaimed, but it has had a quality of
rareness and peculiarity that has hindered its general
popularity. And then I must regretfully admit that my sense of
humour is small. Life seems to me to be altogether too serious,
especially during the last anxious twenty years, to admit of much
humour!

I have always shrunk from boisterousness, violence and noise.
I love soft voices (such as that possessed by my dear mother),
courteous ways, good manners in argument, consideration of
others. The cheerful, hail-fellow, slap-on-the-back sort of man I
have never been able to abide.

I can be exceedingly obstinate and tenacious of purpose. When
an idea is deeply rooted in my mind I find it impossible to
reject. I like to be allowed to go my own way without
interference and I detest enquiries into my personal affairs.

God knows this is not a pleasant self-portrait and I can blame
no one for wishing to see the last of me, and yet I have, I
think, qualities of honesty, courage, affection and fidelity that
are valuable.

I had better here say something about my personal appearance,
as that is of the utmost importance in these peculiar
circumstances. I will not describe myself as I am at this moment,
for reasons to be seen later, but rather as I was two years
ago.

I was, and am, five foot eleven inches in height. I was
slender and yet not meagre. My hair was plentiful, dark brown in
colour and apt to be untidy owing to my dislike of filthy things
like brilliantine: my eyes grey, and my eyebrows faint, my nose
neither large nor small, my lips thin and nervous if I am
agitated or worried, and my chin rather indeterminate. My hands
free of hair (my body, apart from my head, has little hair).
Although when clothed I appear slim, without my clothes I had,
two years ago, the evidences of a slight tendency to stoutness.
And here I must mention a possible over-delicacy as to my being
seen by anyone unclothed. I attribute this to my having been a
day boy and, since my school time, I have mixed very little with
men.

I shall never forget my horror when, one morning entering my
room without knocking, an aunt, a noisy careless creature, saw me
nude in my bedroom. I was at that time a boy of about
fifteen.

I might have made a good thing of my business had I been able
to put my whole heart into it. My father had trained me well and
I have a natural love for rare and beautiful things. But my mind
was for ever on my writing, and had it not been for my wife, I
should, I fear, have lost everything. I owe her a great deal for
this and many other things.

I am not a religious man although recent fearful events have
led me to reconsider many of my earlier views. If there is
a God, I pray Him to forgive my many years of disobedience and to
lift, if it may be so, this dreadful present burden from my
shoulders.
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I met for the first time James Oliphant Tunstall on my very
first day at the Seaborne Grammar School. (This was in 1913.) I
was a boy of ten years of age and, of course, dreadfully shy and
nervous at this, my first day at school. I remember it as though
it were yesterday, and indeed because it was the hour of my first
meeting James Tunstall, it may be said to be the most important
day of my life.

During the morning nothing much occurred. I was placed with
several other new boys in a class some way up the school. We were
the bright new boys and James Tunstall was not among them.
He was in a lower form. I remember very well the master of my
form--Oxley was his name--for he had a passionate love for
literature and was the first human being to make Chaucer and
Shakespeare, and even Milton, understandable to me. He was a
long, thin man with a long, thin nose, and a habit of sniffing as
though an unpleasant odour were somewhere lurking. But how he
adored Shakespeare!

We were let out for recreation at midday and it was in the
playground on that sharp September morning that I first saw James
Tunstall. Anyone would have noticed him before the other new
boys, just as in later life he was always the first to be
recognized anywhere. He was exactly my height but even then
filled out sturdily and broadly. Whereas I was
sallow-complexioned he was rosy and brown in colour, with rounded
cheeks. Even then his eyebrows were thick above his bright
sparkling eyes.

He was always laughing, joking, calling out, on the move. As a
small boy (he was the same age as myself, born in the same month)
he was friendly to all the world. I suppose, to use modern rather
cheap terms, you would say he was an extrovert. I was an
introvert. But there was more in it than that. He used his
breeziness and heartiness to cover his secret designs. Even then,
at ten years of age, he was plotting how he could use everybody
and everything to his own advantage. He was helped, of course, by
the fact that he never had any morals whatever.

When I first saw him he was standing in the middle of the
stone yard telling some story to a group of other boys, and
although he was only a new boy, he had already fascinated them
and they were laughing and joking with him as though he had been
at the school for years. I didn't want to approach the group but
I had to. Even at that very first moment he fascinated me and
even at that very first moment I hated him.

He said again and again, in after years, that he had always
liked me--even at that first encounter. And I think, in a strange
sort of way, that was true--liked me and patronized me.

Now if there is one thing stronger in me than another it is my
hatred of being patronized. Patronage of one human being by
another seems to me despicable. It is true, I suppose, that the
patronizer does not sometimes know that he is patronizing. That
makes it worse, for it argues a secret arrogance and conceit, an
arrogance of the soul.

In any case, from the first Tunstall patronized and mocked me.
This does not mean that he was not pleasant to me. He, as he
laughingly said afterwards, from the very first took me under his
wing. He called me 'Jacko,' a name that naturally revolted me.
'You know, Jacko,' he said to me many years later, 'I'll never
forget how you looked that first morning at the old school--with
your anxiety and politeness and helplessness. You were the most
tempting object for anyone to rag, and where you'd have been if I
hadn't protected you I can't imagine.'

Protect me in a sort of way he did, but for me in a very
shaming kind of way. He was popular, of course; I was not so much
unpopular as negative and colourless. When a boy twisted my arm
or kicked my behind Tunstall would come up, laughing, and say:
'Stop that. Jacko's under my protection. Didn't you know?' And
because he was strong and stoutly built, and everyone liked him,
people did let me alone. But the other boys caught up the horrid
name, Jacko, from him. How I detested it! It was as though I were
a monkey.

I very soon discovered that Tunstall was up to every kind of
trick and broke all the rules, but he was popular with the
masters as well as with the boys, and he had, then as later, an
open, hearty, smiling manner. He was always in good spirits and
had great ingenuity in the carrying-out of his secret plans. He
was lazy and I often did his work for him. It wasn't as though I
were frightened of him exactly, and yet I can see now that there
was some sort of secret fear mixed in my feelings about him. Not
so much fear, perhaps, as a consciousness of some bond between
us. He felt that as well as I.

I have mentioned the word fear. I will admit at once that I am
not brave and have never been so. One of the first things to
exasperate me in Tunstall was his apparent fearlessness. It
seemed that he was afraid of nothing, but I am not really sure
that this was so. There was, I fancy, a lot of false bravado
mixed up with it.

But I must get on, for I have much to tell--how much I didn't
properly perceive when I began.

One summer term at the Grammar School an episode occurred
which I fancy affected all my after life--and it changed my
nervous dislike of Tunstall into positive hatred. I have spoken
already of my sensitiveness to any sort of personal exposure.
This was always with me a kind of spiritual passion.

On a certain day in the week the town salt-water baths were
reserved for our school. They were formed from part of the sea,
but the actual bathing-pool was enclosed in an especial pavilion.
We boys undressed all together in a long kind of reserved
corridor. I was extremely sensitive of undressing before others,
and while most of the boys were quite careless about the matter
and ran about the place naked, I was always careful to slip on my
bathing-trunks before taking off my shirt.

One afternoon a number of boys, including Tunstall, were
undressing near me when someone mocked me and called me rude
names. Then they all teased me. I was standing with only my shirt
on when, quite unexpectedly, Tunstall whipped my shirt off,
snatched my bathing-trunks away from me, and then pranced round
me laughing and gesticulating. The others joined in and formed a
ring round me while I stood, trembling all over, my hands folded
in front of me. My folded hands annoyed them and they pulled them
away, and I don't know what would have happened had not a master
been seen approaching. Then, laughing and shouting, they jumped
into the water.

It will be difficult for many people to understand the deep
and lasting effect that this trivial little incident had upon my
character. These things cannot be explained even now when Freud
and Jung have done so much to reveal us to ourselves. I felt as
though I had been deeply and publicly shamed, and my original
shyness and reticence were doubly reinforced.

The affair was, however, made worse for me by what followed.
As, after our bath, we walked up to the school, Tunstall joined
me. He was in radiant health and spirits. He put his arm round me
and drew me close to him. I remember our little conversation as
though it had occurred this morning!

'Look here, Jacko!' he said. 'You mustn't mind things so much.
Why, I thought you were going to blub! It was only a bit of
fun.'

I hated his touch, the pressure of his fingers against my
neck. However, I pretended not to care. 'I didn't mind,' I said,
'only I thought it was a silly sort of thing to do.'

'Yes, you did mind. You know you did. You mustn't mind
anything. I don't. If chaps see you mind they'll only do it all
the more.'

'I don't see why I can't be left alone,' I said.

'So you will be if you don't care. I was only ragging. I am
awfully fond of you, you know. I am really.'

'That's all right,' I said sheepishly. Then he ran off
laughing, without a care in the world.

Even then I was writing. The only thing I wanted to be in the
world was a writer. Oddly enough Tunstall had an artistic side to
him. His father was, I should imagine, a ne'er-do-well. He betted
on horses and was always involved in wild-cat schemes to make
money. They lived in a little house outside the town, overlooking
the sea. His mother was a gentle-faced woman who had, I expect, a
pretty hard life. Tunstall could draw like anything. He was
always amusing the boys by drawing things for them and often the
drawings were bawdy. They seemed to us miraculously clever,
although even then I thought there was a certain cheapness and
commonness in them. But he showed me one day some water-colours
of the sea and coast that seemed to me lovely. It was on that day
that most unfortunately I told him about my writing, and under
pressure I showed him one or two things.

He professed to like them greatly--especially one, a rather
fantastic sort of fairy-story as I remember it. But he did say he
wished that they had been a bit more 'spicy.' 'Later on, when
you're selling things to the papers, put in bits about girls'
legs and that sort of thing. That's what sells. After all, it is
what men are always thinking of--"a bit of skirt."'

I remember the phrase 'a bit of skirt' with a very especial
horror--it seemed the lowest, most common denominator to which
the world could possibly be put.

I suspected then that I had been a fool to show him my
writing--very soon I discovered the kind of fool that I had been!
Soon everybody was teasing me 'to show my writing.' But I found
that I had no need to do so, for Tunstall had informed them fully
of the nature of it and especially of the fairy-story, which
contained a character called King Dodderer. This became my
nickname. How I hated him then! I did have at least the pluck of
facing him with it. Trembling with rage I charged him with
betraying my confidence.

'You swore you wouldn't tell anybody'--feeling almost a frenzy
at the sight of his round cheeks, his rather coarse but thick
dark hair and eyebrows, his rounded but strong and sturdy body.
Our conversation was something like this:

'I didn't know you'd mind. Honest, Jacko, I didn't.'

'Of course you knew I'd mind.'

'Honest, I didn't. And why should you? I've told everybody
they're awfully good.'

'You haven't. You've made everybody laugh at them.'

'Oh, they tease a bit! What does it matter? You are a
funny chap. You should be like me, bold as brass and not giving a
damn for anybody.'

'Before I'd be like you I'd drown myself,' I answered
hotly.

Then he put his hand on my arm, holding it tightly. It was a
way that he had. He would stand quite close to me, holding my
arm, looking into my face with his bright, bold, sparkling eyes,
and I felt as though he absorbed me, took me right inside
himself, inside his hateful self, and kept me there a
prisoner.

'You know, Jacko, I do like you, although you're such a
goup. I think you really like me too, although you're a bit
afraid of me. I like that as well.'

'I hate you! I hate you!' I cried, breaking away from him.

Then, of course, we grew older. We both left the school when
we were sixteen, I to join my father at the shop, he to go into
some sort of business in London.

There are other things I remember about the two of us at that
school. There was one other thing I never forgave him for. At
last I made a friend, the only friend I did make at that place.
He was a boy called Marillier, a tall handsome boy, popular with
everyone. For some reason or other he took a great fancy to me. I
was astonished when I found it was so. He was clever and read
books. His great ambition was that one day he should be a
publisher. 'Then I shall publish your books and we'll both make a
lot of money.' He was a really charming boy, sensitive and
understanding, and, after a while, I poured out my heart to him.
He seemed to understand all my reserve and silence and reticence.
We went for long walks along the cliffs and bathed in the coves.
He made me very happy. I worshipped him and would have done
anything for him. Strangely enough Tunstall was jealous of this
friendship.

'You like him more than you do me, don't you?'

'Of course I do,' I answered. 'I don't like you a little bit.
I never have.'

'Oh yes you do,' he answered. 'I mean more to you than
Marillier does. You can't get away from me. You think you can,
but you can't.'

Then Marillier began to be a little less intimate with me. He
wasn't as frank and easy with me. I taxed him with it and he
denied it, but I knew it was true. I was easily hurt and brooded
over things. I was sure that Tunstall had said something to
Marillier about me. I taxed him with that and we had a
quarrel. All our intimacy was spoilt. Perhaps if I had been
another kind of person I would have broken down the barrier
between us, but I was too shy, and our friendship was ruined.

Tunstall said one day:

'You don't see as much of Marillier as you did, Jacko.'

'You've put him against me.'

'Well, what if I have? I'm the only friend you're going to
have here.'

'I'm not your friend! I'm not your friend!'

But he only laughed and teased me with his smile, as though he
knew everything about me and could make me do as he wished. Other
little things I can remember.

There was some sort of an examination and I helped Tunstall
with his paper. This was afterwards discovered and we were both
punished, but Tunstall, because he was a favourite, was let off
lightly, and I, because none of the masters, save only Oxley,
liked me, was severely handled.

I brooded long over this unfairness.

There was a master called Harrison, a big, fat, rosy man,
rather an example physically of what Tunstall might be when he
became a man. Their resemblance was, I think, more than physical.
Their natures were of the same kind.

Harrison disliked me very much, and it happened that for a
whole year Tunstall and I were both in his form. He seemed to
understand the relationship of Tunstall and myself, and fostered
its disagreeableness in every way. He had a complete
understanding with Tunstall and their eyes would meet and they
would smile.

Harrison had a trick of jingling his keys and money in his
trouser-pocket which for some reason or other disgusted me. The
backs of his hands were covered with dark black hairs, and
sometimes, when the weather was warm, he would take off his coat
and turn up his shirt-sleeves. His thick strong arms were covered
with hair, and this also revolted me.

I was, for the latter part of that year, at the top of the
form and the cleverest boy in it, but he would catch me out in a
fault whenever he could and would summon me in front of him,
before the class. Then he would hold my arm as Tunstall sometimes
did and stare at me, smiling contemptuously. I knew that
Tunstall, behind my back, was watching with delight, and I felt
as though I was held, a prisoner, between these two and that they
were, in concert, shaming me.

Harrison had affairs with girls in the town, and at last was
involved in some scandal and was dismissed from the school, but I
think that he continued to see Tunstall.

During most of these school years the Great War of 1914-18
was, of course, raging and, although we boys had little actually
to do with it, I don't doubt but that it affected all our nerves
and that the weak nutrition of the last years of the War was bad
for our health.

In 1919 both Tunstall and I left.
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From 1919 until March 1929 Tunstall was in London, or in any
case did not return to Seaborne. His mother and father died.
Their little house by the sea was sold. It seemed that no
fragment or memory of them remained.

I worked in the antique shop and, during those years, the boom
years that followed the War, we did sufficiently well. In 1924 my
first novel, The Sandy Tree, was published. I will not
now, when my hopes have been so sadly disappointed, say very much
of my almost delirious excitement at that time. The shore of the
world is scattered with the bones of disappointed artists. I had
written several novels before The Sandy Tree and sent them
to various publishers. They were refused and I destroyed them.
But on that morning when I received the letter saying that The
Sandy Tree had been accepted I knew such joy that I was, for
a while, insane. I realized on that morning that with a little
luck I might be encouraged to be an entirely different human
being--genial, friendly, communicative. My mother and father were
almost as wildly delighted and all our friends and acquaintances
were told of the event. I corrected my proofs as though they were
the very blood of my body. As the day of publication approached I
could scarcely sleep and ate almost nothing. Then my six
presentation copies arrived in their dark-blue covers and I gave
the first one that I handled to my father and mother. They both
thought the book wonderful and looked at me with new eyes. Then
came the day of publication. Weeks followed. Nothing happened at
all. There were some reviews, none very rapturous, one or two
advertisements. Some jocular remarks were made by our
acquaintances. It was altogether too queer and unusual a book for
their understanding. After a month the book was as though it had
never been. I told myself that this always happened to a first
novel of any peculiar merit. I told myself that I was so unusual
that it would take time for me to be discovered by the people who
really understood me.

But in my heart I had been dealt a dreadful blow. All my life
long I had looked forward to the day when I would be an author
before the world. I consoled myself, at moments of bitter
loneliness or disappointment, with this self-prophecy of my
future glory. Now I had tried and I had failed.

In 1926 my father died. He was ill for a week from some sort
of fever and then quite suddenly one evening passed away. On the
last day of his life he spoke to me in a very touching
manner.

He lay there seeming to me to be cleansed of all his grossness
by approaching death. His eyes were dim but of a great kindness
and even tenderness. I sat beside his bed and suddenly tears
began to fall. I loved him for the first time and learned all
that I had missed. But he himself was gay and even jocular. He
had always been a merry man.

'All our lives together, John, I've loved you and you've not
loved me. You've wanted to get away from me. Something in me has
shocked you. But I've understood that, for I've always seemed to
be both myself and yourself--the rake and the puritan bound into
one body. I've not been physically faithful to your mother and
she has known it and forgiven me. But I have loved her dearly all
through life. Don't be too shocked at things, John. Men are
partly animals, you know, and the animal in man isn't as evil as
the devil in man--the devil's weapons are meanness, treachery,
betrayal of heart, coldness, uncharitableness, not fornication
and all lasciviousness. Remember not to judge or you may yourself
be judged. It was the man whose house was swept and cleaned that
took in the seven new devils.'

That was the way my father talked, in a kind of scriptural
style. He pressed my hand, and that night about ten he coughed
and cried out and died.

I took on the business.

I should say something here about Seaborne itself, for I loved
it so much until a certain evening and after that came most
bitterly to hate it as, afterwards, I will write down. In
Elizabeth's day it had been quite a flourishing seaport with a
bustling trade. It was well situated between the hills and having
in front of it a natural harbour with a strong breakwater. This
was needed, for the houses of the little town went to the water's
edge and, during three-quarters of the year, the storms could be
terrific.

The Upper Town was like any other seaside resort in
Glebeshire, with a High Street, a Methodist chapel, a tourist
hotel, 'The Granby', a Smith's bookshop with its messenger-boy
sign, a hosier's, a grocer's, a china-ware and our own antique
shop.

Above the Upper Town, straggling up the hill, were decent
villas with pleasant gardens. All this was conventional, but the
Lower Town was very unconventional. It reminded one of Polchester
in piccolo, for Polchester's Seatown on the Pol was at one
time--and not so very long ago--as wild and neglected as any
place you could find in England.

Seaborne's Lower Town wasn't wild and neglected. It was simply
deserted. It had fallen into a still and gloomy sea-green, slimy
decay. Any sea traffic there was had moved to the New Harbour,
that also boasted a new pier with a hall and a cinema.

So the Lower Town harbour had surrendered to history. The
houses that abutted on the sea had still some remnants of
Elizabethan architecture, and there were proposals once or twice
a year that something should be done with this part of the town.
'The Green Parrot,' a very low sort of pub, hanging right over
the water, and with one foot on the old deserted grass-grown
landing-stage, was in reality a fine little building with the
remnants of an Elizabethan staircase and spy-hole. 'The Green
Parrot' had in fact a long and exciting history had anyone taken
the trouble to delve into it.

I little thought, at the time of my father's death, that I
was, in my own destined moment, to add to that history.
Possessing the twisted and restless imagination of a romantic
novelist, the Lower Town appealed greatly to my taste and fancy.
I liked especially on an early spring or midsummer evening to
wander quite alone under the shadows of the warped and tumbled
houses, looking upward into a sky faintly green with the piercing
silver of a newborn star, and then down, beyond the rotting wood
iridescent with slime, into the water that heaved as though it
were asleep and reflected, a little out of focus, the glass of
windows, the tufts of greenery between the window-joints, the
pushing eaves, the drunken chimneys, and, behind them all, the
line of quiet hill like a smudged drawing, grey and still. That
is how it was. Green and grey, still and crooked, waiting,
sleepily speculative, on the edge of the Atlantic.

On these evenings there were few passers-by. Even 'The Green
Parrot' was not greatly patronized. In the daytime tourists
visited the Lower Town and found it 'picturesque.' They bought
postcards of it. But on my evenings I was a solitary, and loved
to be so.
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