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About the Author

John le Carré was born in 1931. For six decades he wrote novels that came to define our age. The son of a confidence trickster, he spent his childhood between boarding school and the London underworld. At sixteen he found refuge at the University of Bern, then later at Oxford. A spell of teaching at Eton led him to a short career in British Intelligence, in MI5 and MI6. He published his debut novel, Call for the Dead, in 1961 while still a secret servant. His third novel, The Spy Who Came in from the Cold, secured him a worldwide reputation, which was consolidated by the acclaim for his trilogy Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy, The Honourable Schoolboy and Smiley’s People. At the end of the Cold War, le Carré widened his scope to explore an international landscape including the arms trade and the War on Terror. His memoir, The Pigeon Tunnel, was published in 2016 and the last George Smiley novel, A Legacy of Spies, appeared in 2017. Silverview is his twenty-sixth novel. John le Carré died on 12 December 2020.
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At ten o’clock of a rainswept morning in London’s West End, a young woman in a baggy anorak, a woollen scarf pulled up around her head, strode resolutely into the storm that was roaring down South Audley Street. Her name was Lily and she was in a state of emotional anxiety which at moments turned to outrage. With one mittened hand she shielded her eyes from the rain while she glowered at door numbers, and with the other steered a plastic-covered pushchair that contained Sam, her two-year-old son. Some houses were so grand they had no numbers at all. Others had numbers but belonged to the wrong street.

Arriving at a pretentious doorway with its number painted with unusual clarity on one pillar, she climbed the steps backwards, hauling the pushchair after her, scowled at a list of names beside the owners’ bell buttons, and jabbed the lowest.

‘Just give the door a push, dear,’ a kindly woman’s voice advised her over the speaker.

‘I need Proctor. She said Proctor or no one,’ Lily said, straight back.

‘Stewart’s on his way now, dear,’ the same soothing voice announced, and seconds later the front door opened to reveal a stalky, bespectacled man in his mid-fifties, with a leftward lean to his body, and a long beakish head tilted in semi-humorous enquiry. A matronly woman with white hair and a cardigan stood at his shoulder.

‘I’m Proctor. D’you want a hand with that?’ he asked, peering into the pushchair.

‘How do I know it’s you?’ Lily demanded in reply.

‘Because your revered mother phoned me last night on my private number and urged me to be here.’

‘She said alone,’ Lily objected, scowling at the matronly woman.

‘Marie looks after the house. She’s also happy to lend any kind of spare hand if needed,’ said Proctor.

The matronly woman stepped forward but Lily shrugged her away, and Proctor closed the door after her. In the quiet of the entrance hall she rolled back the plastic cover until the top of the sleeping boy’s head was revealed. His hair was black and curly, his expression enviably content.

‘He was awake all night,’ Lily said, laying a hand on the child’s brow.

‘Beautiful,’ the woman Marie said.

Steering the pushchair under the staircase where it was darkest, Lily delved in its underside and extracted a large unmarked white envelope and stood herself before Proctor. His half-smile reminded her of an elderly priest she’d been supposed to confess her sins to at boarding school. She hadn’t liked the school and she hadn’t like the priest and she didn’t intend to like Proctor now.

‘I’m supposed to sit here and wait while you read it,’ she informed him.

‘Of course you are,’ Proctor agreed pleasantly, peering crookedly down at her through his spectacles. ‘And can I also say, I’m very, very sorry?’

‘If you’ve got a message back, I’m to give it to her by mouth,’ she said. ‘She doesn’t want phone calls, texts or emails. Not from the Service or anyone. Including you.’

‘That’s all very sad too,’ Proctor commented after a moment of sombre reflection, and, as if only now waking to the envelope he was holding in his hand, he poked at it speculatively with his bony fingers: ‘Quite an opus, I must say. How many pages, would you think?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Home stationery?’ – still poking – ‘Can’t be. Nobody has home stationery this size. Just normal typing paper, I suppose.’

‘I haven’t seen inside. I told you.’

‘Of course you did. Well’ – with a comic little smile that momentarily disarmed her – ‘to work, then. Looks as if I’m in for a long read. Will you excuse me if I withdraw?’

In a barren sitting room on the other side of the entrance hall Lily and Marie sat facing each other in lumpy tartan chairs with wooden arms. On a scratched glass table between them lay a tin tray with a Thermos of coffee and chocolate digestive biscuits. Lily had rejected both.

‘So how is she?’ Marie asked.

‘As well as can be expected, thanks. When you’re dying.’

‘Yes, it’s all awful, of course. It always is. But in her spirit, how is she?’

‘She’s got her marbles, if that’s what you mean. Doesn’t do morphine, doesn’t hold with it. Comes down for supper when she can manage.’

‘And still enjoys her food, I hope?’

Unable to take more of this, Lily marched to the hall and busied herself with Sam until Proctor appeared. His room was smaller than the first and darker, with grubby net curtains, very thick. Concerned to preserve a respectful distance between them, Proctor positioned himself next to a radiator on the far wall. Lily didn’t like the set of his face. You’re the oncologist at Ipswich Hospital, and what you’re about to say is for close family only. You’re going to tell me she’s dying, but I know that, so what’s left?

‘I’m taking it for granted that you know what your mother’s letter says,’ Proctor began flatly, no longer sounding like the priest she wouldn’t confess to, but somebody a lot more real. And seeing her brace herself for denial: ‘Its general thrust anyway, if not its actual contents.’

‘I told you already,’ Lily retorted roughly. ‘Not its general thrust or anything else. Mum didn’t tell me and I didn’t ask.’

It’s the game we used to play in the dormitory: how long can you stare out the other girl without blinking or smiling?

‘All right, Lily, let’s look at it another way,’ Proctor suggested with infuriating forbearance. ‘You don’t know what’s in the letter. You don’t know what it’s about. But you’ve told this or that friend that you were popping up to London to deliver it. So who’ve you told? Because we really need to know.’

‘I have not told one single fucking word to anybody,’ Lily said, straight into the expressionless face across the room. ‘Mum said don’t, so I didn’t.’

‘Lily.’

‘What?’

‘I know very little of your personal circumstances. But the little I do know tells me you must have a partner of some sort. What did you say to him? Or if it’s a her, to her? You can’t simply vanish from your stricken household for a day without offering an excuse of some kind. What more human than to say, quite by the way, to a boyfriend, girlfriend, pal – even to some casual acquaintance – “Guess what? I’m popping up to London to hand-deliver a super-secret letter for my mother”?’

‘You’re telling me that’s human? For us? To talk like that to each other? To a casual acquaintance? What’s human is, Mum said she didn’t want me to tell a living soul, so I didn’t. Plus I’m indoctrinated. By your lot. I’m signed up. Three years ago they held a pistol to my head and told me I was grown up enough to keep a secret. Plus I haven’t got a partner, and I haven’t got a bunch of girlie friends I bubble to.’

The staring game again.

‘And I didn’t tell my father either, if that’s what you’re asking,’ she added, in a tone that sounded more like a confession.

‘Did your mother stipulate that you shouldn’t tell him?’ Proctor enquired, rather more sharply.

‘She didn’t say I should, so I didn’t. That’s us. That’s our household. We tiptoe round each other. Maybe your household does the same.’

‘So tell me, then, if you will,’ Proctor went on, leaving aside what his family did or didn’t do. ‘Just for interest. What ostensible reason did you give for popping up to London today?’

‘You mean what’s my cover story?’

The gaunt face across the room brightened.

‘Yes, I suppose I do,’ Proctor conceded, as if cover story were a new concept to him, and a rather jolly one at that.

‘We’re looking at a nursery school in our area. Near my pad in Bloomsbury. To get Sam on the list for when he’s three.’

‘Admirable. And will you actually be doing that? Looking at a real school? You and Sam? Meet the staff and so on? Get his name down?’ – Proctor the concerned uncle now, and a pretty convincing one.

‘Depends how Sam is when I can get him out of here.’

‘Do please manage it if you can,’ Proctor urged. ‘It makes it so much easier when you get back.’

‘Easier? What’s easier?’ – bridling again – ‘You mean easier to lie?’

‘I mean easier not to lie,’ Proctor corrected her earnestly. ‘If you say you and Sam are going to visit a school and you visit it, and you then go home and say you’ve visited it, where’s the lie? You’re under quite enough strain as it is. I can barely imagine how you put up with it all.’

For a discomfiting moment, she knew he meant it.

‘So the question remains,’ Proctor continued, returning to business, ‘what reply should I ask you to take back to your extremely brave mama? Because she’s owed one. And must have it.’

He paused as if hoping for a little help from her. Receiving none, he went on.

‘And, as you said, it can only be by mouth. And you will have to administer it alone. Lily, I’m really sorry. May I begin?’ He began anyway. ‘Our answer is an immediate yes to everything. So three yesses in all. Her message has been taken to heart. Her concerns will be acted upon. All her conditions will be met in full. Can you remember all that?’

‘I can do the little words.’

‘And, of course, a very big thank you to her for her courage and loyalty. And for yours too, Lily. Again. I’m so sorry.’

‘And my dad? What am I supposed to tell him?’ Lily demanded, unappeased.

That comic smile, yet again, like a warning light.

‘Yes, hm. You can tell him all about the nursery school you’re going to visit, can’t you? After all, it’s why you came up to London today.’

*

With raindrops spitting up at her from the pavement, Lily kept going as far as Mount Street, where she hailed a cab and ordered the driver to take her to Liverpool Street Station. Maybe she’d really meant to visit the school. She no longer knew. Maybe she’d announced as much last night, although she doubted it, because by then she’d decided she was never again going to explain herself to anyone. Or maybe the idea hadn’t come to her till Proctor squeezed it out of her. The only thing she knew was: she wasn’t going to visit any bloody school for Proctor’s sake. To hell with that, and dying mothers and their secrets, and all of it.
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On the same morning, in a small seaside town perched on the outer shores of East Anglia, a 33-year-old bookseller named Julian Lawndsley emerged from the side door of his brand new shop and, clutching to his throat the velvet collars of a black overcoat left over from the City life he had renounced two months previously, set off to battle his way along the desolate seafront of shingle beach in search of the one café that served breakfast at this dismal time of year.

His mood was not friendly, either towards himself or the world at large. Last night, after hours of solitary stocktaking, he had climbed the stairs to his newly converted attic flat above the shop to discover he had neither electric power nor running water. The builder’s phone was on answer. Rather than take a hotel room, if one was even to be found at that time of year, he lit four kitchen candles, uncorked a bottle of red wine, poured himself a large glass, piled spare blankets on the bed, got into it and buried himself in the shop’s accounts.

They told him nothing he didn’t know. His impulsive escape from the rat-race had got off to a wretched start. And if the accounts didn’t say the rest of it, he could say it for himself: he was not equipped for the loneliness of celibacy; the clamorous voices of his recent past were not to be quelled by distance; and his lack of the basic literary education required of your upmarket bookseller was not to be repaired in a couple of months.

The one café was a clapboard shack squeezed behind a row of Edwardian beach huts under a blackened sky packed with screaming seabirds. He had seen the place on his morning runs, but the thought of entering it had never crossed his mind. A faulty green sign flickered with the word ICE minus its S. Forcing the door open, he held it against the wind, entered and eased it back into place.

‘Good morning, my dear!’ yelled a hearty female voice from the direction of the kitchen. ‘You seat you anywhere! I come soon, okay?’

‘And good morning to you,’ he called vaguely in return.

Under fluorescent lights lay a dozen empty tables covered in red plastic gingham. He chose one and cautiously extracted the menu from a cluster of cruets and sauce bottles. The babble of a foreign news announcer issued through the open kitchen door. A crash and a shuffle of heavy feet from behind him informed him of the advent of another guest. Glancing at the wall mirror, he was guardedly amused to recognise the egregious person of Mr Edward Avon, his importunate but engaging customer of the previous evening, if a customer who had bought nothing.

Though he had yet to see his face – Avon, with his air of perpetual motion, being far too preoccupied with hanging up his broad-brimmed Homburg hat and adjusting his dripping fawn raincoat over the back of a chair – there was no mistaking the rebellious mop of white hair or the unexpectedly delicate fingers as, with a defiant flourish, they extracted a folded copy of the Guardian newspaper from the recesses of the raincoat and flattened it on the table before him.

*

It is yesterday evening, five minutes to closing time. The shop is empty. It has been empty for most of the day. Julian is standing at the till, totting up the day’s meagre takings. For some minutes he has been aware of a solitary figure in a Homburg hat and fawn raincoat, armed with a furled umbrella, standing on the opposite pavement. After six weeks of running a stagnant business, he has become quite the connoisseur of people who stare at the shop and don’t come in, and they are beginning to get on his nerves.

Is it the shop’s pea-green paintwork the man’s disapproving of – he’s an old inhabitant maybe, and doesn’t like garish? Is it the many fine books on display, special offers to suit all pockets? Or is it Bella, Julian’s twenty-year-old Slovakian trainee, frequently to be found occupying the shop window in search of her various love-interests? It is not. Bella is for once gainfully employed in the stockroom, packing unsold books to be returned to their publishers. And now – miracle of miracles – the man is actually making his way across the street, he is removing his hat, the shop door is opening, and a sixty-something face under a mop of white hair is peering round it at Julian.

‘You’re shut,’ an assured voice informs him. ‘You’re shut, and I shall come another time, I insist’ – but already one muddy brown walking shoe is inside the door, and the other is easing its way after it, followed by the umbrella.

‘Not shut at all, actually,’ Julian assures him, matching smooth for smooth. ‘Technically, we close at five thirty, but we’re flexible, so please just come in and take all the time you need’ – and, with this, resumes his counting while the stranger studiously threads his umbrella into the Victorian umbrella stand and hangs his Homburg on the Victorian hat stand, thereby paying his respects to the shop’s retro-style, selected to appeal to the older age group, of which the town has a plentiful supply.

‘Looking for something particular or just browsing?’ Julian asks, turning up the bookshelf lights to full. But his customer barely hears this question. His broad, clean-shaven face, mobile as any actor’s, is alight with marvel.

‘I’d absolutely no idea at all,’ he protests, indicating with a flowing gesture of his arm the source of all his wonderment. ‘The town may boast a real-life bookshop at last. I am amazed, I must say. Totally.’

His position now manifest, he sets off on a reverential inspection of the shelves – fiction, non-fiction, local interest, travel, classical, religion, art, poetry – here and there pausing to fish down a volume and subject it to some kind of bibliophile’s test: front cover, inside flap, quality of paper, binding, general weight and friendliness.

‘I must say,’ he exclaims again.

Is the voice entirely English? It’s rich, interesting and compelling. But is there not a very slight foreign flavour in the cadence?

‘You must say what?’ Julian calls back from his tiny office, where he is now running through the day’s emails. The stranger begins again, on a different and more confiding note.

‘Look here. I’m assuming that your magnificent new shop is under entirely different management. Am I right, or am I barking up the completely wrong tree?’

‘New management is right’ – still from his office, through the open doorway. And, yes, there is a foreign flavour. Just.

‘New ownership also, one may ask?’

‘One may, and the answer is emphatically yes,’ Julian agrees cheerfully, taking up his former position beside the till.

‘Then are you – forgive me.’ He starts again, severely, on a more military note: ‘Look here – are you by any chance, or are you not, the young mariner himself, because I need to know? Or are you his deputy? His surrogate. His whatever?’ And then, arbitrarily concluding, with some reason, that Julian is offended by these searching questions: ‘I mean absolutely nothing personal, I assure you. I mean only that, whereas your undistinguished predecessor christened his emporium the Ancient Mariner, you, sir, as his more youthful and may I say vastly more acceptable successor –’

By which time, the two of them are in a silly all-English tangle, until everything is properly patched up, with Julian confessing that, yes, indeed, he is both manager and owner, and the stranger saying, ‘Mind awfully if I help myself to one of these?’ and deftly winkling a get-to-know-us card from its housing with his long pointy fingers, and holding it to the light to scrutinise the evidence with his own eyes.

‘So I am addressing, correct me if I’m wrong, Mr J. J. Lawndsley in person, sole owner and manager of Lawndsley’s Better Books,’ he concludes, lowering his arm with theatrical slowness. ‘Fact or fiction?’ – then swinging round to observe Julian’s response.

‘Fact,’ Julian confirms.

‘And the first J, if one may make so bold?’

‘One may, and it’s Julian.’

‘A great Roman emperor. And the second – even bolder?’

‘Jeremy.’

‘But not the other way round?’

‘Never on any account.’

‘Does one call you Jay-Jay?’

‘Personally, I recommend plain Julian.’

The stranger ponders this with knitted brows, which are prominent and gingery, and flecked with white.

‘Then, sir, you are Julian Lawndsley, not his portrait, not his shadow, and I for my sins am Edward Avon, like the river. I may be Ted or Teddy to the many, but to my peers I am Edward all alone. How d’you do, Julian?’ – thrusting a hand across the counter, the grip surprisingly powerful, despite the fine fingers.

‘Well, hullo, Edward,’ Julian replies jauntily and, withdrawing his hand as soon as he is decently able, waits while Edward Avon makes a show of deliberating his next move.

‘Will you permit me, Julian, to say something personal and potentially offensive?’

‘As long as it’s not too personal,’ Julian replies warily, but in a similarly light vein.

‘Then would you mind frightfully if, with all due diffidence, one made an absolutely footling recommendation regarding your extremely impressive new stock?’

‘As many as you like,’ Julian replies hospitably, as the danger cloud recedes.

‘It is a totally personal judgement and merely reflects my own feelings on the matter. Is that clearly understood?’ Evidently it is. ‘Then I shall proceed. It is my considered view that no local interest shelf in this magnificent county, or in any other county for that matter, should regard itself as complete without Sebald’s Rings of Saturn. But I see you are not familiar with Sebald.’

See from what, Julian wonders, even as he concedes that the name is indeed new to him, and all the more so since Edward Avon has used the German pronunciation, Zaybult.

‘Rings of Saturn, I must warn you in advance, is not a guidebook as you and I might understand the term. I’m being pompous. Will you forgive me?’

He will.

‘Rings of Saturn is a literary sleight of hand of the first water. Rings of Saturn is a spiritual journey that takes off from the marches of East Anglia and embraces the entire cultural heritage of Europe, even unto death. Sebald, W. G.’ – this time using the English pronunciation and waiting while Julian writes it down. ‘Formerly Professor of European Literature at our University of East Anglia, a depressive like the best of us, now, alas, dead. Weep for Sebald.’

‘I will,’ Julian promises, still writing.

‘I have overstayed my welcome, sir. I have purchased nothing, I am good for nothing, and I am in awe. Goodnight, sir. Goodnight, Julian. All good fortune with your superb new enterprise – but wait! Is that a basement I see?’

Edward Avon’s eye has lighted on a descending spiral staircase tucked into the further corner of the Reduced to Clear department, and partly concealed by a Victorian screen.

‘Empty, I’m afraid,’ Julian says, returning to his takings.

‘But empty for what purpose, Julian? In a bookshop? There must be no empty spaces, surely!’

‘Still thinking about it, actually. Maybe a second hand department. We’ll see’ – beginning to tire.

‘I may take a look?’ Edward Avon insists. ‘Out of shameless curiosity? You allow?’

What can Julian do but allow?

‘Light switch on your left as you go down. Watch your step.’

With a nimbleness that takes Julian by surprise, Edward Avon vanishes down the spiral staircase. Julian listens, waits, hears nothing and puzzles at himself. Why did I let him do that? The man’s as mad as a flute.

As nimbly as he has vanished, Avon reappears.

‘Magnificent,’ he declares reverently. ‘A chamber of future delights. I congratulate you unreservedly. Goodnight, once more.’

‘So may I ask what you do?’ Julian calls after him as he starts towards the door.

‘I, sir?’

‘You, sir. Are you a writer yourself? An artist? A journalist? An academic. I should know, I’m sure, but I’m new here.’

The question appears to puzzle Edward Avon as much as it does Julian.

‘Well,’ he replies, having apparently given the matter much thought. ‘Let us say I am a British mongrel, retired, a former academic of no merit and one of life’s odd-job men. Will that do you?’

‘I guess it will have to.’

‘I bid you anon, then,’ Edward Avon declares, casting him a last wistful look from the door.

‘And anon to you,’ Julian calls cheerfully back.

At which Edward Avon-like-the-river dons his Homburg hat, adjusts its angle and, umbrella in hand, sweeps bravely into the night. But not before Julian has been subjected to the heavy aroma of alcoholic fumes on his departing breath.

*

‘You decide what you wanna eat today, my dear?’ the proprietor was asking Julian in the same strong mid-European accent with which she had greeted his arrival. But before he could answer, it was Edward Avon’s rich voice that was resounding over the boom of the sea wind and the creaks and groans of the café’s flimsy walls:

‘Good morning to you, Julian. You rested soundly amid the turmoil, I trust? I suggest you go for one of Adrianna’s bumper omelettes. She does them remarkably well.’

‘Oh, right. Thanks,’ Julian returned, not yet quite willing to use the Edward. ‘I’ll give it a shot.’ And to the ample waitress standing at his shoulder: ‘With brown toast and a pot of tea, please.’

‘You want fluffy, like I make Edvard?’

‘Fluffy’s fine.’ And, to Avon, resignedly: ‘So is this a favourite watering-hole of yours?’

‘When the urge takes me. Adrianna is one of our little town’s best-kept secrets, aren’t you, darling?’

The insistent voice, for all its verbal flourishes, struck Julian as a trifle underpowered this morning, as well it might be, if last night’s breath was anything to go by.

Adrianna clumped happily back to the kitchen. An uneasy truce reigned, while the sea wind howled and the gimcrack building heaved under the stress and Edward Avon studied his Guardian newspaper, while Julian had to content himself with staring at the rainswept window.

‘Julian?’

‘Yes, Edward?’

‘A most amazing coincidence, actually. I was a friend of your late lamented father.’

Another crash of rain followed.

‘Oh, really? How extraordinary,’ Julian replied, at his most English.

‘We were incarcerated in the same appalling public school together. Henry Kenneth Lawndsley. But to his school friends fondly known as the great H. K.’

‘He often said his schooldays were the happiest of his life,’ Julian conceded, not at all convinced.

‘And, alas, if one surveys the poor fellow’s life, one might sadly conclude that he was speaking no less than the truth,’ said Avon.

And after that, nothing except the crashing of the wind again, and the foreign gabble of the radio from the kitchen, and Julian discovering an urgent need to get back to the empty bookshop where he didn’t yet belong.

‘I suppose one might,’ he agreed dully, and was grateful to see Adrianna approaching with the fluffy omelette and his tea.

‘You allow I join you?’

Whether Julian allowed or not, Avon had already risen to his feet, coffee in hand, leaving Julian not knowing which to be more surprised by: the man’s evident familiarity with his father’s unfortunate life, or Avon’s reddened eyes sunk into their sockets, cheeks cracked with pain-lines and coated in silvery stubble. If this was last night’s hangover, the man must have been on the bender of a lifetime.

‘So did your dear father ever mention me?’ he asked when he had sat down, leaning forward and appealing to Julian with his haggard brown eyes. ‘Avon? Teddy Avon?’

Not that Julian remembered. Sorry.

‘The Patricians Club? He didn’t speak of the Patricians to you?’

‘He did. Yes, he did,’ Julian exclaimed, the last of his doubts for better or worse receding. ‘The debating club that never was. Set up by my father and banned after half a meeting. He nearly got slung out for it. As he tells it – or did,’ he added cautiously, since his late father’s accounts of himself did not always stand the test of accuracy.

‘H. K. was Club Chairman, I was his Vice. They nearly threw me out too. I very much wish they had’ – swig of cold black coffee – ‘Anarchists, Bolsheviks, Trotskyites: whatever doctrine enraged the Establishment, we hastened to adopt it.’

‘That’s pretty much how he described it too,’ Julian acknowledged, then waited, as Avon did, each for the other to play the next card.

‘And then, oh dear, your father went up to Oxford,’ Avon recalled at length, with a stage shudder, and a lowering of the underpowered voice, and a clown’s lift of the bushy eyebrows to Heaven, followed by a sideways glance at Julian to see how he was responding, ‘where he fell into the hands’ – placing his own hand on Julian’s forearm in sympathy – ‘but perhaps you are of a religious disposition, Julian?’

‘I’m not,’ Julian replied emphatically, his anger rising.

‘I may go on, then?’

Julian went on for him:

‘Where my father fell into the hands of a bunch of American-financed born-again evangelical mind-benders with short hair and smart ties who carted him off to a Swiss mountaintop and turned him into a fire-breathing Christian. Is that what you wanted to say?’

‘Perhaps not in such harsh language, but I could not have put it better. And you are truly not religiously disposed?’

‘Truly not.’

‘Then you have the foundations of wisdom within your grasp. There he was at Oxford, poor man, “as happy as Larry”, as he wrote to me, his whole life before him, girls galore – yes, they were his weakness, and why not? – and, by the end of his second year –’

‘They’d got him, okay?’ Julian cut in.
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