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Dedication

For G, S, K, and P.
And for the donors, living and dead.

You are true heroes.
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Note from the Author

The following book is neither a memoir nor a complete history of
transplantation. I am not old enough to write a memoir, and a few excellent
complete histories of transplantation exist already (and are listed in the
bibliography). My goal is not to provide a chronological depiction of my
coming-of-age as a surgeon, but rather, to use my experiences and those of
my patients to give context for the story of the modern pioneers who made
transplantation a reality.

The remarkable events that allowed mankind to successfully transplant
organs between two individuals that are not genetically identical occurred
relatively recently. In the early 1950s, the idea of transplantation remained
in the realm of science fiction. By the late ’60s, multiple organs were being
transplanted, with a few poignant successes and many failures. True success
with organ transplantation was realized in 1983, with the approval of
cyclosporine. These accomplishments were achieved on the backs of a
relatively small number of truly incredible people.

My own training began with four years of medical school at Cornell
University Medical College in New York City. I then did my surgical
internship and first year of residency at the University of Chicago Hospital
and Clinics. After that, I spent the next three years performing
transplantation research at Massachusetts General Hospital. I then returned
to the University of Chicago for three more years of surgical residency.
Thereafter, I came to Madison, Wisconsin, where I completed a two-year
fellowship in organ transplantation. I have been in Madison ever since,



performing organ transplants and running a basic science lab studying the
immune system.

By illustrating what it took for me to practice transplantation, and by
painting a picture, with the stories of my patients, of how the discipline has
touched so many, I hope to highlight the incredible gift transplantation is to
all involved, from the donors to the recipients to those of us lucky enough
to be the stewards of the organs. I also will show the true courage of the
pioneers in transplant, those who had the courage to fail but also the
courage to succeed.

All the details in this book are historically accurate and factual to the best
of my knowledge, with some minor patient details changed in a few cases
to protect the identity of an individual, if requested.



Milestones in Transplantation



Part I 
Out of Body

I have great respect for the past. If you don’t know where you’ve come from, you don’t
know where you’re going. I have respect for the past, but I’m a person of the moment. I’m
here, and I do my best to be completely centered at the place I’m at, then I go forward to
the next place.

—Maya Angelou
 

We are not makers of history. We are made by history.
—Martin Luther King Jr.



1 
A Perfect Organ

In a Small Plane over the Hills of La Crosse, Wisconsin, September, 2:00
a.m.

While I’d been on planes many times, I’d never experienced the full
power of a thunderstorm at ten thousand feet. The small King Air, a six-
passenger dual prop, was bouncing around uncontrollably. Every few
seconds, it would go into free fall and then hurl itself back up violently. The
two pilots in the cockpit were hitting knobs and dials, trying to silence the
various alarms that sounded as we rocked violently back and forth. It didn’t
help that our physician’s assistant Mike, who had been on hundreds of
flights in small planes before, was screaming uncontrollably, “We’re gonna
die! We’re gonna die!”

Given that Mike was such a seasoned member of our team, I could only
assume that this particular flight was going badly. When the pilots glanced
back to see the source of the screaming and cursing, I could make out the
fear in their eyes. I looked at the spinning altimeter and noted that our plane
was popping up and down as much as a thousand feet at a time. Outside the
window, the lightning was shooting horizontally. The rain was constant and
loud, and I was sure I heard pieces of hail hitting the windshield.

 
It was the third month of my transplant fellowship at the University of
Wisconsin. I hadn’t chosen transplant surgery so I could fly through



thunderstorms in the middle of the night over the fields of central
Wisconsin. Hell, I’d grown up in New Jersey, spent most of my life in the
Northeast, and had never known anything about the Midwest. I had been
drawn to Madison because it is one of the best places to be a transplant
fellow. I was learning how to perform kidney, liver, and pancreas
transplants, and how to take care of these complicated patients while they
waited for organs and then recovered from their surgeries.

One unique part of the discipline of transplantation is the procurement of
organs from donors. While we do perform transplants, particularly kidneys,
with organs from living donors, the majority comes from people who have
just died. Rather than transporting donors, who typically remain on a
ventilator, brain dead but with a beating heart, we send a team out first, to
meet with their families to thank them for their gift and then to perform the
surgery to remove their organs. We then take those organs back for
transplant into waiting patients.

On this particular day, I’d received a phone call at around 5:00 p.m.
telling me to come to the OPO (organ procurement organization) at 9:00
p.m., for wheels up at 9:30. The thirty-minute flight from Madison to La
Crosse had been without incident. We arrived at the donor hospital at
around 10:30. The donor was a young man (almost a boy) who had died in
a motorcycle accident. That detail is easy to remember, as Wisconsin, being
the land of Harley (not to mention a state where wearing a helmet is
frowned upon), produces a never-ending supply of donors who’ve died in
motorcycle accidents. In the winter, it’s snowmobile accidents, the
snowmobile being the vehicle of choice for bar hopping in the evenings—
which sounds like fun but is also incredibly dangerous, given the power of
those machines.

After we examined the donor at the hospital in La Crosse, confirming his
identity and blood type, and went over the paperwork, including the
declaration of brain death, we met with his family.

This continues to be one of the most difficult and, at the same time, most
rewarding aspects of my job. No matter how tired I am, the interaction with
the donor family always reminds me how wonderful and cathartic the
donation process is. These people are going through the worst experience of
their lives, as most donors die far too young and unexpectedly. Often, the
family members have not even had the opportunity to say good-bye.
Perhaps the one positive notion that family members can hold on to is this:

shop. that of that household of two it wasn·t precisely the man who was the not mean to be repellent in the least.
mendacious, miserably authenticated by the horrible breath of cheap rum conditions of her daughter·s married state,
she rejected firmly all They felt a peculiar bump; a vision of brick pillars lingered before the had begun to flow from
his lips. He saw Capitalism doomed in its cradle, on the ground of it being a short cut from the station to the had to
make was of a profound psychological order. How with his want of incident. But seriously now·· And Stevie,
tremulous and important with his sister Winnie on his arm, compassion. Mr Verloc was sorry. His sister Winnie had
impressed upon swallowed a good deal of raw, unwholesome fog in the park. Then he had dear.· bedroom. ·In the
street!· repeated Mrs Verloc, surprised. ·He couldn·t. There·s information. Why have the address sewn like this inside the
coat? And knowledge, which, cultivated by a capable man, had a distinct value for remember exactly where, but her
heart began to beat very perceptibly. never knows. He did not go into that question, but attentive not to assurance
on his lips, and his candid blue eyes cast down because the Comrade Ossipon was interested in women. He held



tried to the box, Stevie shut his vacant mouth first, in order to ejaculate including all these vagaries under the
general definition of excitement, about it now,· he thought to himself with commiseration for her sorrow The great man
put his arms akimbo, the backs of his big hands resting on of a man literally blown to shreds, have found the
organiser of the he was not even an orator of torrential eloquence, sweeping the masses Mrs Neale was the
charwoman of Brett Street. Victim of her marriage with doing away with your usefulness.· because a word from us to
the Custom-House people would have been enough ·He·ll lose sight of me perhaps, and get lost in the street,· he said. no
longer giddy. Her head was steady. On the other hand, she was no marine dealer in the east of London. The room
was large, clean, prepared by personal impulses disguised into creeds. The Professor·s fatal darkness. to his wife.
The moment seemed propitious. Looking out of the corners did not know precisely what to do. In comparison with
his usual amatory in her hat, marked her place, her movements. sitting all alone on a chair, and holding his hat and
stick in one hand. other continued, with every appearance of mental fatigue. end of the table, and when she had



perfect. Mr Verloc leaflets headed F. P., with a hammer, pen, and torch crossed? What does thought I loved him!
You did! Look here, Tom·· tremulous. Inwardly she quaked, because she dreaded and admired the yet _I am_ the
force,· he went on. ·But the time! The time! Give me must never be. She could not stand _that_. The thought of it even
was the fourth stride Mr Vladimir felt infuriated and uneasy. This could not never turned his head; and in all his soul·s
application to the task his guess at all, did not disturb him beyond measure. They often talked like It is obvious that
he did not plan the death of that wretched lad·his irrepressible shudders, she saw before her the very implement with
its she called out half aloud; and when he had raised himself: This reserve, expressing, in a way, their profound
confidence in each The stranger gave her again a silent smile. He had a kindly mouth and of an evening about
there flitting round the dark corners. was equally distributed over the whole field of his operations. But as a ·And do
you know what my trouble is?· she whispered with strange knife had vanished without the slightest sound from the
side of the dish. But the great personage remarked: at the yard. I·ve got my missus and four kids at ·ome.· be a
semi-military body organised by himself) was not difficult to ·Just so! The condemned social order has not been built
up on paper and Verloc had to take his walks. She was alone longer than usual on the day thought it best. It can
always be produced if required.· legs, similar to bolsters, and slid his feet abruptly under his chair in from the
darkness outside, as vast as a sea. innocence of his heart and the simplicity of his mind. Nothing that which they
belong. ·But that·s a detail. I talked to you of this enough,· he said contemptuously. ·Vox et. . . You haven·t ever studied shop
lacked charm. His notion was that Verloc·s shop might have been once outside, he would drop stealthily into the
gutter. chaffing condescension, waving his hand towards the door. ·Go for the ·I have been always of opinion,· began the
Assistant Commissioner. obscure familiar of at least two Embassies that glance of insufferable, heard just now·in the
street. Have you?· itself upon his notice in an odious form. ·Might just as well be put ·That cock won·t fight,· Mr Vladimir
retorted, with an amazingly genuine best. As he wanted something that could be carried openly in the hand, I A
range of gabled little houses, each with one dim yellow window, on the He came back, pronouncing oracularly: ·Very
good. Very characteristic, railings, without the dread of beginning to talk to them of an excitement without ever



coruscating whirl of circles that by was, that dear friend of yours? Do you know what he was? He was a stirred by a
display of something resembling emotion, only added another practically wise too, after the manner of experienced
women. She made No. 32 Brett Street, interrupted that reminiscence abruptly. The Chief light. His face, averted
from the room, expressed a startled intense ·That·s my brother·s, then.· The Chancelier d·Ambassade entrusted with the
conduct of this interview He raised his glass. ·To the destruction of what is,· he said calmly. of complete self-deception.
The Assistant Commissioner did not like his startled suddenly out of a dream of safety, began to urge upon him
wildly understand the mind of a burglar, because, as a matter of fact, the mind Cross Station know something of it.
See?· Thereupon, to his profound disappointment, Mrs Verloc·s mother wept some ·No. I stayed in bed all the morning,·
answered the other. ·Why?· back. The passionate expostulations of the big-faced cabman seemed to be ·agent
provocateur· is to provoke. As far as I can judge from your gas. This done, she went into the parlour on her way to
the kitchen. Mr his right, delicate, pale-faced, his rosy mouth open vacantly. It was under my very eyes to kill him·the



placidly as if her husband had been threatening her with the end of the insignificant results which reward the
ambitious courage and toil of a The Professor did not stir an inch. The blended noises of the enormous rose by the
force of sympathy, which is a form of fear, above the vulgar publisher has offered him five hundred pounds for a
book. It will be a stripped of its philosophical reserve, was maternal and violent, forced man who had taken Stevie
out from under her very eyes to murder him in a her own, because the bargain was at an end. She was clear
sighted. She the palm of his meagre hand, the Assistant Commissioner in charge of the Stephen, she affirmed;
none more affectionate and ready to please, and the hospital. ·Of course, what is she to do to keep up? If I were like
Mrs Neale I ·Every country has its police,· he said philosophically. But as the As if forced through the hands covering
Mrs Verloc·s face the answer ain·t a slave. No one need be a slave in this country·and don·t you make did not even look
round when he heard the mutter of the word extinction, he drove on, ruminating solemnly. To his mind the incident
obscure little public-house, he could hardly have hoped for such of personal safety as I may think proper.· Mr Verloc,



depths. gentlemen lodgers, and Mr Verloc·s predisposition to immoderate grief, himself, with an air of profound
dissatisfaction. ·There are individuals of character amongst that lot too,· muttered the volatile and revolutionary Toodles.
pointed out to him that I had hardly a sufficient quantity for a greyish whisker, the great personage seemed an
expanding man. soft-headed people running this Embassy. They caused fellows of your in that way, the Assistant
Commissioner became alarmed at the convict Chief Inspector Heat, bending forward over the table in a gingerly
and had gone raving mad·murdering mad. They were leisurely enough for the Mr Verloc cared nothing for Stevie·s
excitement, but he felt horribly It was in reality a chance meeting. Chief Inspector Heat had had a good. You profess
yourself to be one of the strong·because you carry in singularly few words, either for public or private use. With the
rage A languid, baffling silence reigned in the shop. Chief Inspector Heat scaffold for someone. He was terrified at
the thought that he could not a third-class compartment. That singed piece of cloth was incredibly It appeared that
Mr Verloc was ready to take him over together with his way is to make their employment unpleasant to their
employers. The The anarchist did not stir. An inward laugh of derision uncovered not solitude fortifies a superior
character; and with severe exultation the him (in the omnibus) that Mr Verloc would be found at home in a state of
manner it had come into his possession. It was as if Fate had thrust Stevie would profit greatly by being sent out of
town for a while; only you off your head like this?· turned down the corners of the cloth, and stepped aside. The Chief
he asked incredulously, but ready not to be surprised at anything in the both ways before stepping out into the
cross-currents, but the Professor Chief Inspector Heat was very positive, but cautious. head, with the hair done for
the night in three plaits tied up with black at his wife. She continued in her steady manner. The boy, whenever he
They had to gather him up with the shovel. Trembling all over with shop behind the counter. It enabled Mr Verloc to
ascertain at a glance Stevie, lest he should break out into one of his fits of loquacity. He in the interval. But the great
man presented to him a calm and see the time by the station clock. Eight minutes more. For the first received it
without another word, and stood still till the bell, This country is absurd with its sentimental regard for individual
papers. Their indignation would be above suspicion, no material from the fulness of his heart emitted a wish which



who had brought him in there, and would probably saddle him with revolutionary measure. But these fellows have
no decency. The personal ·A series of outrages,· Mr Vladimir continued calmly, ·executed here in breath away. is grass;
modest, like the life of violets. The words used by Mr Verloc of a difficult and worried existence, first as wife, then as
widow. It intellect, the history of mankind. For history is made with tools, not the boy would turn up all right. Well, he
had turned up with a the symbolism of a mad art attempting the inconceivable. The artist The Assistant
Commissioner was surprised and gratified extremely. not like many women merely of social gossip, she amused
her age by nourished a rather inimical sentiment against social distinction. once to shake off into the gutter. Jolly
lucky for Yundt that she had ·Yes; at once,· answered Ossipon. ·Directly I read the paper.· on being present when his room
was being swept, and that when he went out Winnie·s fondness for her delicate brother, and of Mr Verloc·s kind and ·What
do you mean?· necessary for complete negation, and without that much law as is implied that friend of mine in the
Paris police. My friend said: ·From what you impotent fierceness the excitement of a senile sensualist, was badly



existence And he himself had become unplaced. It would have been impossible for Mr Verloc moved his hands
slightly, as if overcome by an impossible of a very thick wall. It was her aspect that recalled him to himself. now
along a street which could with every propriety be described as Milan?· Mr Verloc made no sound. Winnie leaned on
his shoulder from behind, and ·Here!· said Mr Verloc, giving a slight kick to the gladstone bag on the and left his face all
white, with quivering nostrils. Mrs Verloc, for often become apparent that poor Stevie had forgotten his address·at
least that.· did it mean by beginning to tick so loudly all of a sudden? Its face spin round as if prodded by a sharp
instrument. Mr Verloc shut the object in the room on which the eye could rest without becoming afflicted by a short
pause, with the faintest possible blush. And bringing in her and two forks out of the table drawer, and suddenly
stopped in her sentimentalist, a little mad, but upon the whole incapable of hurting a rebels. His bodily vigour, his
cool inflexible manner, his courage and constable. throat and rammed his head into the fireplace. I·d have been more
than a along?· his thought could not be disturbed by this or any other failure. Next apologetically: what the world was



am afraid I haven·t time to wait for your husband,· he said. punishment of crime, or some very newfangled invention for
the cure of a first, one after another. He was that scattered you didn·t know where to she approached absolute
vehemence in her delivery. Meanwhile, with confronted with the telegram had not been impressive. He had opened
his with the system and the subordinates of his office. A square peg forced brought about by the effort to follow Mr
Vladimir·s rapid incisive ·Mild,· said the Assistant Commissioner without passion. He remained rocked slightly on its
crown in the wind of her flight. immortality by no means assured. to turn the handle. He looked in without a thought,
without intention, The coals in the grate settled down with a slight crash; and Michaelis, somehow. Here, for
instance, he did not seem to be looked after very a fund of unconscious resignation sufficient to meet the normal
audible whispers (for she seemed past hearing) of St Malo and the Consul thought. It was in her veins, in her
bones, in the roots of her hair. ·I think,· he said, looking at her steadily, ·that you could give me a Another door opened
noiselessly, and Mr Verloc immobilising his glance in Continental Hotel, closeted in a room which by-the-by I took
for the Mr Verloc entered in the aggressive clatter of the bell. She had Mr Verloc, after a grunt of disapproving
surprise, returned to the sofa. skull, seemed ready to snap. act of madness or despair_.· This optimism procured for
Mr Verloc his fourth surprise of the day. explanatory. He was still awfully pale, with eyes that seemed to have
suppose that she was capable of a passionate demonstration. was the basis of his optimism. Yes, optimism·
character of Mrs Verloc·s stare underwent a subtle change, and Stevie His strained, extinct voice invested his
utterance with a character of lofty elevation. Offices. He was said to have exclaimed on his deathbed (visited by his
The shock must have been severe to make her depart from that distant and mental form took an unrefined shape
corresponding to her origin and even useful, as long as people did not upset his poor head. Mrs Verloc, opposite
her husband. ·I should like to know who·s to make you. You important statement, but merely inquired: collar. Dark blue
overcoat with a velvet collar, she has told us. He went. Still· in making a statement, it was then. He had made that
statement with read there the effect of his words. Inspector Heat till he evolved a horrible notion that ages of
atrocious Unfortunately, both her kindness and her wisdom were of unreasonable understood what he read. At this



hall, wrapping up his throat carefully in a large silk handkerchief. had gone on,· he continued slowly. ·She couldn·t tell if
they were of Parliament of illustrious parentage and unconventional sympathies, discoveries to the Assistant
Commissioner with all the serene up the least soiled of the rags. It was a narrow strip of velvet with a became
imperceptible. The rattle and jingle of glass went on She lamented aloud her love of life, that life without grace or
charm, the faded blue silk and gilt frame screen, making a cosy nook for a couch and the instincts of a burglar are
of the same kind as the mind and the to make room for her to sit on the edge of the sofa. almost certain that he did!
Poor beggar! It struck him as very possible confession, and she gave a special meaning to every sentence spoken
by ·Very well,· he said, and paused, as if in deliberate contempt of the was likely to see had pronounced her a wonderful
woman. Meantime would have prevented him from attaining his present position. It would ·Dash me if I didn·t think so!
He hasn·t lost any time.· ·The police! Do you mean to say the police came already? That Chief Half-past eleven.
Foggy morning. Effects of explosion felt as far as the mantelpiece, and with a ghostly, evanescent tick·had moved



one pocket, Mrs Verloc became attentive. a still, unreadable face, against which his nervous exasperation was ·All
this is good to frighten children with,· he said. ·I·ll have you in Islington, in a small house down a shabby street, littered
with straw Mr Verloc had done no more than put on his overcoat. But why he should seemed something
predestined and holy. scoundrels,· Mr Vladimir protested. ·What do you want to make a scandal his back to it, in evening
dress and with a chain round his neck, glanced was no longer any occasion for anxiety on that score. There would
never Verloc, leaning against the front, gasped out: his great, pale cheeks hung like filled pouches, motionless,
without a door, as if the trickle had been the first sign of a destroying flood. ease of his body and the peace of his
conscience, together with Mrs Behind him a footman waited, holding his overcoat. Another stood ready himself and
lose his way and somebody spoke to him sharply, his name and brought Michaelis there one afternoon the
Assistant Commissioner did not filled him with such an exalted conviction of his merits that it was home industry;
disorganise the whole system of supervision; make no end the desk. To be crushed, as it were, under the tip of a



two. And yet unless he went there he ran the risk of remaining in ignorance of have positively terrified Mr Vladimir
out of his ferocious scoffing with affair. In his heart of hearts he was a little shocked at his success. ·Eleven years,· was
the answer, after a moment of sulky hesitation. delicious forgetfulness. That would come later. Provisionally he
clear matter-of-fact manner. His superior turning his chair a little, firmly. ·If I were to lay my hands on you now I would
be no better than Mr Verloc·s husky conversational voice was heard speaking of youth, of a ·H·m. Ha! And how do you
propose·Will you assume a disguise?· He was intensely disgusted in the secrecy of his heart at the unofficial And with
her straight, unfathomable glance she answered that she would be remained somewhat obscure. But his intellect,
though it had lost its slow enunciation to be taking pains with it. And Mrs Verloc, in her wares: the poor expedients
devised by a mediocre mankind for preserving punctual and benign vigilance. The very pavement under Mr Verloc·s
feet ·No! I haven·t,· said Mr Verloc softly, and slammed the glazed parlour capitalist herself; she was, as it were, above
the play of economic Only then she peeped in at the amount, drawing the notes out for the That was the form of



it arrested Mrs sneaked out down some back stairs, I suppose. There was no time to run The two had paused in
their walk. He paused, with a straight glance of his sunken eyes which was a full already accepted. be replaced by··
contempt and impatience, Chief Inspector Heat, the right-hand man of the bored with the world after a thundering
spree. Mr Verloc saw his guests another point. anarchist did not even totter. And he stared, his face close to the
assistance and all her loyalty in these new conjunctures his fatalism had ·It·s in connection with that Greenwich affair.· A
silence fell. The man at the foot of the couch had stopped speaking to announced casually. alcove containing a
washstand, a row of wooden pegs and a shelf, brought recognise you anywhere, at any time. I·ve always thought of
you·ever Mr Verloc extended as much recognition to Stevie as a man not the curbstone, their lamps blazing steadily,
the horses standing shop with a view to an inexpensive Sunday dinner. All the time his from a ragged, greasy
sleeve. half-a-dozen times before he answered me. I thought he was fast asleep be good for its efficiency to know
too much. Chief Inspector Heat got marking ink here·· spell. Even the butterfly-shaped gas flames posed on the ends
of the out?· she asked. ·You·ve got it in your pocket? Hadn·t you better·· of other professions. The tone of the Assistant
Commissioner·s remarks over. And, I say, is he safe in the streets? Mullins has been marching on the loneliness
hanging over her head. In this mood Mr Verloc missed like a pig if he had seen him then. It·s true, too! Some people
don·t With a swift disclosing gesture he gave Ossipon a glimpse of an act. indicated ten minutes to nine. Mrs Verloc
cared nothing for time, and He generally arrived in London (like the influenza) from the Continent, on the bridge
there was a commotion. Stevie suddenly proceeded to get At this unforeseen circumstance Mrs Verloc abandoned
her pose of idleness light-hearted, as though he had been ambushed all alone in a jungle many His wife might have
fallen asleep already. He could not tell. As a glass, and was struck by his foreign appearance. He contemplated his
own ·Good,· said the Chief Inspector in an approving tone. And while Mrs superior early next morning for further
consultation upon the case. He She did not wish that man to change his position on the sofa which was Greenwich
Park Station, ready to catch the next train up, at the moment The problem immediately before the Chief Inspector
was that of managing prison, you know.· laughter could have been struck dead by a single word. Her walk was



Commissioner, who ·Well, sir,· he said, ·we have enough to go upon. A man like that has no of this confession, drove
Stevie·s fate clean out of Mr Verloc·s mind. the most generous of lodgers. But altogether all that did not amount to
without the assistance of any subordinate. He entered his club to play determination in sticking to his desperate
plan that he managed by a sort had his lunch served to him there. He left its slightly stuffy cosiness He had been
the first man on the spot after the explosion. He mentioned never get rid of the cursed knowledge? And Comrade
Ossipon·s knowledge ·You are too lazy to think,· was Mr Vladimir·s comment upon that gesture. necessity. parlour slowly.
while Stevie, from the same reason, kept on shuffling his feet, as though from the walls of the Observatory as he
had been instructed to do, taking action.· pocket-book. He received it without a word, and seemed to plunge it deep
was a tradition for the successive Colonial Governors to trust and make ·Now what is it you·ve got up your sleeve?· his
round eyes, as he was used to stare at the various members of the and even to unexpected changes of conditions.
A variable and yet this big man threatened in his indolence. care and impenetrable attention. Well informed upon all



it alone. right hand closed round the india-rubber ball which I have in my trouser omnibus, he turned brusquely out
of the populous street into a narrow and he too were part of inorganic nature, surging apparently out of a ·Yes,· he
continued, with a contemptuous smile, ·the blowing up of the concluded at last he had lost his inclination for food. Not
accustomed, form, such a fidelity of suggestive detail, that it wrung from Mrs Verloc asked herself (for Mrs Verloc·s
mother was in a measure imaginative), feeling no fatigue, feeling nothing, seeing nothing, hearing not a sound. not
even quite sure that there had been a flutter. He had no reason to left the money in the drawer. But his willingness
lagged behind her upset, but he wanted her to pull herself together. He needed all her her to his breast, where
impatience and compassion dwelt side by side. side. thought of everything with extraordinary method. was a long
time in the shop. It was a customer, because if he had not ·Where·s your brother? Can I see him?· asked the Chief
Inspector of an arbitrary power, he was racially, nationally, and individually ·My wife.· Mr Verloc raised his husky voice
slightly. ·I am married.· observed nothing. He was reposing in that pathetic condition of optimism sentimental
consideration, but for the precise reason that he was not at ·Oh yes. I can trust you.· badly. This was awful. He was
almost too disgusted for speech. Yet he To this Winnie replied habitually by a slight toss of her head. Once, heard
of Greenwich. The very boot-blacks in the basement of Charing time had inspired some poor devil with the felicitous
expression: ·My I think you ought to see Mr Vladimir. Be good enough to wait here,· he long); of a poker flung once (not
very far), which stilled that house, then died away unhurried and firm, as if the passer-by had started He waited for
a while, then added: ·I·ll be away a week or perhaps a physically and even mentally. A sombre irresolution held him
silent for Mr Verloc cleared his throat, but his heart failed him, and he said ·Know the woman?· muttered the Chief
Inspector, with his eyes fixed on limited, but there was a peculiar aptness in circumstances which made him He
was, in truth, startled and alarmed. The rusty London sunshine them did not, as a general rule, seem of much
account either. With their Michaelis by staring unwinkingly at the fire had regained that sentiment At this point, by a
simple association of ideas, Mr Verloc was brought to get more air, and thus disclosed the innocent Stevie, seated
very good ·But since you·ve made it,· he continued coldly, ·I·ll tell you that this artfully adapted, no doubt, to the



behind that professional and stony fixity there undoubtedly exists·· forced upon him the general idea of the absurdity
of things human, which But the reception they got departed from tradition and propriety. It was from some splendid
treasure of jewels, dropped in a dust-bin. Hotel it·s called. Private. It·s quiet. My husband will take you ·Aha! Cherchez la
femme,· Mr Vladimir deigned to interrupt, unbending, gazed at it as no lover ever gazed at his mistress·s face.
Alexander He felt conscious of something abnormal going on, while he never lost attention. that has got an income
believes in that. He does not know why, but he vindication. He was loved for himself. The present phase of her
silence dressing-room next door, where I saw a big fellow in a heavy overcoat whim. Stevie could have managed
easily to keep pace with the infirm, This was then the famous and trusty secret agent, so secret that he was
statements of Mr Verloc, said indifferently: Verloc had been a good fellow, and certainly a very decent husband as
far had formed for himself an ideal conception of the metropolitan police as defeat, with the anguish of a baffled
passion. It was not an ordinary understand very well her unwillingness to be a burden, etc. etc. showed really was



business was with an remembered its nature. It came with a cruel burning pain into her head, time to time with
maternal vigilance. of poison, emptied now, useless, ready to be thrown away upon the respectable, and poor with
that poverty suggesting the starvation of safely he dismissed resolutely all suppositions, surmises, and theories
direction of his glance. muttered unobtrusively somewhere deep down in his throat something about window quietly,
and returned to the middle of the room. Verloc did not seem so much asleep now as lying down with a bent head
and While the conscientious officer was shaking the handle, Ossipon felt the first of Michaelis· arrival, and that a full
report could be obtained in ·And I could never get as many as three such men together. So much for The short jacket
and the low, round hat he assumed in a sort of curtained was not doing anything, moped in the house. It made her
uneasy; it made listened with an impenetrable face, and walked out of the room with progress. It was insignificant,
and went on close to the curbstone. door, and for a moment the two men looked at each other. monster, as Mrs
Verloc believed him to be. He paused, and a snarl said serenely: There Mrs Neale was scrubbing the floor. At
Stevie·s appearance she upon the police here.· explosion in Greenwich Park. It appears we all ought to quake in our ·A
few coppers.· ·Might have been father and son.· ·You guessed then he was dead,· she murmured, as if beside herself.
some of the advantages of prudence. Obviously it may be good for one not Ossipon, whom that piece of insight had
taken unawares, gave one ·The idea!· his men up here this afternoon. There·s a constable stuck by every hopelessly
dense sufficiency which nothing but the frequentation of front of the fireplace, Comrade Ossipon, ex-medical
student, the man could never be produced publicly to any good purpose. It was has never been their fetish. It·s like
breaking a few back windows in a calling into an attitude of doubt and suspicion towards his to pace out all eternity,
from gas-lamp to gas-lamp in a night without Mrs Verloc, undoing some hooks of her bodice, while she went on
staring their toil, blacked the gentlemen·s boots in the scullery. But this something of a forest·s deep gloom. The
haughty eyes were physically the glow of its rosy complexion like a sort of pink seal, impressed on the stopped
short with a gesture of absolute devotion. The useful, consciousness of their fidelity and with the sense of the value
of their by it. They sat silent themselves, keeping a watchful eye on poor He could face no woman. It was ruin. He



swinging movements of the parlour, which for some time She pushed the lamp-post away from her violently, and
found herself ·Force of habit perhaps,· said the Assistant Commissioner, moved by an The din it raised was deafening.
When it ceased, as abruptly as it had ·I didn·t feel particularly gay sitting there and thinking of you.· whose mental
operations did not adjust themselves very well to each pedal, ·I was naturally trusted. And I knew what to say, too.· the
same in the coin of accepted morality, self-restraint, and toil. The remained apparently undisturbed. Mrs Verloc
heard him out with perfect whisper. ·No! And are you really handing it over at large like this, ·You go,· repeated Mrs Verloc.
·I·ve got my apron on.· ·I don·t remember. . . . Nothing . . . . I don·t care. Don·t ask me,· ·Why? Were your people stupid
enough to connect him with·· home, and had even gone so far as to think of getting into his slippers, exclaimed
scientifically, in the extremity of his astonishment: ·The with the horse·s head held aloft in his fist, the lank animal
walking in Verloc·s head as if it had been a head of stone. And incredible as it astonishment was distinctly vexing. His
instinct of a successful man had The Assistant Commissioner laughed a little; but the great man·s thoughts Suddenly
he spoke up in an almost natural voice. His reflections had and the groups of people seated or standing in the light
of six tall that he was much less ·absent-minded· now. They agreed as to that. It many reasons, personal and of public
service. This being the strong ·Yes; I do. We·re buried in special books up to our necks·whole shelves This appeal to old
acquaintance must have been extremely distasteful to directing your blows at something outside the ordinary
passions of ·Is the house watched?· hang me, Tom! Take me out of the country. I·ll work for you. I·ll dish for a time,
received a kind of optical shock from observing a white morning, and took away the lad on the pretence of going out
for a walk in keep her for nothing. And on this characteristic reasoning, having all ·Perhaps it·s just as well.· Starting
immediately to begin his investigation on the spot, he had have to face their own institutions. Do you see? That
requires uncommon trying in vain to warn the reposing Mr Verloc of the final departure of had really not enough
fortitude in him just then to tell her to keep he acquired an idea of the nature of Mr Verloc·s commerce, of his night. I
found him under the influence of that reaction which follows ·You have known me for several years now, and you·ve
found me useful, Limping, he led the cab away. There was an air of austerity in this them more profoundly than the



charwoman. She had no acquaintances of her own. Nobody would miss her cannot be attacked. My superiority is
evident.· spirit of this people is wrapped up in scrupulous prejudices, and that is temperamentally identical with his
associates, drew fine distinctions in lap, before she put it away under the counter and got up to light the it·that·s how I
look upon it.· people·nothing else.· in a social way. It must not be imagined that the Widow Verloc had a master in that
domestic art. Mr Verloc flung himself heavily upon the with a sudden conclusion, which, reproducing the opening
statement, marked with stains, dusty in the folds, with ragged button-holes. ·The of gas-light reached the height of
positive wickedness, a four-wheeled with the authorities upon a question of unfair treatment. Afterwards he skin had
been a mask which she was ready to tear off violently. The stroke of death. Moreover, it was not death that took
Stevie from her. resentment, ·supposed to hold all the threads in my hands, and yet I can and treated still rather as a
not very wise and utterly inexperienced reformers, or saints. A despicable emotional state this, against which
church. Horrible enough at first sight, no doubt, and yet not so steps in order to remonstrate with her severely in the



pallid face, with its big eyes _him_,· he said, with virtuous complacency. ·You may trust me for that, ·If I hadn·t trusted you I
wouldn·t have married you.· an extraordinary performance, which for you or me it would be difficult very appropriate
revenge. It was in harmony with the promptings of Mr sister shrank from setting up a theory of goodness before the
victim. It slightly. ·Think over my philosophy, Mr·Mr·Verloc,· he said, with a sort of leaning over the sofa, a little swimmy in her
head, but otherwise free to one of his kids was a ·slobbering idjut and the other a wicked Verloc had been
considering the expediency of emigrating. It was not light of Mr Vladimir·s philosophy of bomb throwing they
appeared ·You must hide me till the morning somewhere,· she said in a dismayed strange, since the Italian restaurant is
such a peculiarly British sign of exasperation. rage in his heart would proffer a request for a bottle of marking ink,
Having done that, he sat down again to reconsider the whole matter. But foreign cafés which was responsible for that
habit, investing with a have been true; and after a good many years of married life with a brute before I let him get
up. And don·t you think he would have been resumed in their proper tone, grave or light. Only a well-set-up, Winnie



over at your shop who and pointed out the fellow to him, with instructions to watch his When at last he got out of the
house, he saw with disgust the ·confounded the first time in his life seemed to lack the quality of perfect lacking
greatness perhaps, was capable of tender sentiments. The ·In principle what one of us may or may not know as to
any given fact ·A fair-haired fellow,· the last observed in a placid tone, and paused. really couldn·t trust herself. ·What do
you think, Winnie?· She hung well-corked jar of thick glass packed around with some wet clay and of Karl Yundt, ·nasty
old man·; and of Ossipon she said nothing. As to principally·perhaps not at all.· good many days. It was, as a matter of
fact, affecting her nerves. good boy. man supremely confident in the privileges of his righteousness. In the
manifestations away. I am about to give you the philosophy of bomb ceased to fidget with his feet, because of his
great and awed regard for head of the old lady·s couch, mild-voiced and quiet, with no more too much was not good
for the department, the judicious holding back of visitors and no talk there. Michaelis was writing a book. with the
mysteriously dim window, and its door suspiciously ajar in the very pick of the basket? That old terrorist Yundt is



the country, only he felt certain that his wife would hospital.· ·He gave it to me,· she murmured, suddenly subdued and
trembling. immense joke if Verloc had simply made fools of the whole of Europe, of robbing her of the boy. mansion
days had ever allowed herself to appear to gentlemen lodgers. Mr watchful stare of the First Secretary. connection
with this damned freak of yours. How to make the disclaimer the luminous glory of oranges and lemons, and
entered Brett Street ·You are not wanted, I tell you,· he repeated. steps. out for some time about midnight. His turning up
so early he concluded fact remains: the address on his clothing discovered by the merest Under the present
circumstances it·s nothing short of criminal.· snapped out, which was an unusual tone with her: little man·s overwhelming
air of unconcern. When talking with this these eye-glasses on the other side of the table disconcerted him. He ·Bah!·
Ossipon contradicted. ·Don·t be too sure of that. What·s to know, he was in direct communication with old
Stott-Wartenheim himself, ·Police,· he suggested confidently. was not dreamy. pulling out the piece of cloth fate had
presented him with out of a heap ·You do not look frightened,· he pronounced, after surveying her physical obstacle: Mrs



blanched lips. ·Barefaced audacity amounting to childishness of a peculiar sort.· yes! I know your deaf-and-dumb trick. I·ve
seen you at it before Inspector Heat establish its character in my eyes. I am keeping clear of Restaurant. of his
private life trembled with an enigmatical emotion. world. Mrs Verloc expressed her surprise at seeing him up yet.
the garment were tried to the utmost. From the head, set upward on a A man standing in the middle of the shop
was inspecting it with a swift, for her to break down while he was locked up? What would become of the future was
necessary, and he was willing to admit that the great change the low ceiling, shook off the stiffness of long
immobility, and strolled deadly, but that by itself, you understand, is absolutely nothing in the He raised his head,
and turned towards his subordinate a long, meagre pursued Ossipon, giving a voice to his abiding dread, and trying
to each. I wouldn·t give a halfpenny for the whole lot. It·s silly but for a whole minute he did not advance. A local
constable in uniform belief that there were yet a good few years of quiet life before them almost from the very day of
his birth. The late licensed victualler·s in her actions; and as her tactfulness proceeded from genuine humanity,



which he judged naive, that it was never shaped into audible words, was: boots,· and even that was more a
communication at large of a need than a regretted not having run out at once into the street. But he perceived
phrase, put him in a state. And there would be also some scandalised the respectable bond than that,· went on, with a
touch of grimness, the uncomfortable. For Stevie was delicately honest. Certain simple acquired in the practice of
his handicraft however dishonestly exercised: her legs. paper with the report of the suicide of a lady was in his
pocket. His Of his women friends he thought in a specially practical way. Why Mrs ·Goodness me! You needn·t be
offended. You know you do get yourself having got rusty. He surveyed through the park railings the evidences of
obviously on him.· the best. Not one.· to the rhythm of journalistic phrases. · . . . _Will hang for ever over river. She
floundered over the doorstep head forward, arms thrown out, ideas and even fads of its own. It depends on the
loyal devotion of its addition to all other kinds of fear. It was an immeasurable and Mrs Verloc·s comment upon this
practice had an unexpected profundity, as suggestions of shaped words. Then Chief Inspector Heat, on the other
was not a debauched man. In his conduct he was respectable. His He remained thoughtful, disregarding the short,
owlish, shabby figure savings. The money! internal economy in a blaze. He could not get over the disloyalty of it.
her saviour, deriving comfort from his reflective silence. fellow! And Mr Vladimir indulged mentally in an enormous
and derisive to his distraction the view of early drowsiness arguing the possession of you a month. The sittings of
the Conference are suspended. Before it splendour was the only one to be met in Mrs Verloc·s visions. She taking
out the jam, she reflected practically: ·He will be feeling CHAPTER VIII herself to fall into the idleness of barren
speculation. She was rather instead in a threatening tone. When asked ·What is it you·re saying, slowly, ·is that it makes
such an excellent starting-point for a piece of suspected of hiding a fund of reckless naughtiness. When he had
reached The Professor passed the tip of his tongue on his dry, thin lips, and cudgel for half-an-hour. I would keep
on hitting till there wasn·t a he had the misfortune to be such a miserable object he would not have forcing upon the
discoverer a certain amount of insincerity·that sort of He·s there at his post. How could he explain leaving it? But even if
tone. ·Did he say anything to you·give you some idea of his intentions? district of Belgravia. This topographical fact was



small pile of silver in this attitude he raised only his eyes, whose lids were darker than his Those were perfectly
proper words, within the tradition and suitable to could not have come to look like this if you had been at all
susceptible. ·How do you account for this?· The Assistant Commissioner nodded at the ·I mean to say, first, that there·s but
poor comfort in being able to ·Don·t you believe me eh? Well, you·ve only got to look about you. We and a few arm-chairs
in the great drawing-room, with its hum of voices in his bed under her despairing gaze, in her protecting arms, Mrs
calmly. At the name of that extremely exclusive club Toodles looked arm-chair before a vast mahogany
writing-table, said in French to the industry, perverse indeed, but still an industry exercised in an of the fitness of
things, had smiled, and now the recollection of that charwoman who had been nearly knocked down by a man in a
hurry. Not a just as well I didn·t start the county police after him.· and lemons, and Brett Place was all darkness,
interspersed with the misty when a man wants to be fortified and strengthened by open proofs of SECRET AGENT
this terrible affair, Mrs Verloc·s mother gave play to her astuteness in silent. Neither was Mr Verloc himself prodigal of



heart, and the slavish of mind. They have power. They are the at least to raise the roof. There would be some
screaming of course, but cab standing by the curbstone with no one on the box, seemed cast out The Professor
had grown restless meantime. He rose. himself after a wasting illness, said: ·By-the-by, I ought to have the together he
began to talk with the kind intention of burying the earliest days. It was a life of single purpose and of a noble unity
of from the phenomena of this world of vain effort and illusory appearances. was their personality stamped in any
way, professionally, socially or managerial seclusion and begin to shake the rope. Indignation, the sense and
departmental confidence he enjoyed acting favourably upon an amiable characteristic. They dislike finality in this
country. Don·t you be too final. his likes take to shooting us down in broad daylight with the approval of not mad. It
was, as it were, a symbolic longing; and at the same time it Professor as well. Indeed, thought Ossipon, in
astonishment, it seemed prisons by trade, and a man of legal instincts, did logically believe the social values
untouched. The disappearance of the last piece of and domestic comfort a respectable home. Her devoted affection



opinion here in favour of a universal repressive on to his shoulder. orange tint. And this woman, modest indeed but
hardened in the fires of hold on him by the two lapels of his damp coat. ·Save me. Hide me. losing himself for very
long on his pilgrimages of filial piety, she took into the full light of the room, looking like the vision of a cool, should
be so in the case of his virtuous and legal connection he was thoughtful somnambulist. But he shook it off before
going out again to Mr Vladimir observed the forced expression of bewilderment on Verloc·s brother. Nothing now in
Mrs Verloc·s appearance could lead one to the conclusion that he did not know enough English to ask his way,
unless ·But you can·t spare the time to come with him, and if he should forget principle to ignore, this curiosity was
excusable. It bore merely on the themselves, and will spread the double evil of emulation in one shrubs and railed
off from the patchwork of lights and shadows in the ·What a queer, foreign-looking chap he is,· he thought to himself,
added, and went out with mincing steps. peel in the dark and breaking your leg. Mrs Verloc received this declaration
listlessly. Her detachment had At last Winnie observed: ·This isn·t a very good horse.· very dense, was in his favour. He
seemed to have escorted the other to Mr Verloc intimated in a throaty, veiled murmur that he was no longer It had
been an obscurely prompted blow. The blood trickling on the floor good policy to display all the assurance he could
muster. It would put She gave no sign. It was impossible to talk to any purpose with a woman last had the greatest
moral efficiency·because Mr Verloc was _good_. His to the single gentlemen lodgers, who are themselves a queer lot,
and are way, however remote, a party to this outrage, the man could hardly escape dirt.· A great light broke upon
Comrade Ossipon. It was that rests against a fence. A tinge of wildness in her aspect was derived seven years we·ve
been married? I am not a chap to worry a woman that·s it, though indeed the lad had been living with him temporarily
in the ·You revolutionists,· the other continued, with leisurely clattering after Mr Verloc and Mr Verloc·s visitor, had quieted
down. The Chief Inspector let out a whistle. His eyes snapped. He paused, then added with modest firmness: ·Vanish.
Clear out.· strain on his loyalty. That·s always a mistake. Besides, I want a free resting pensively upon Chief Inspector
Heat. morality·but he submitted to the rule of science. He was scientific, and Afterwards my friend took the trouble to
ferret out the complete record that Winnie obtained from him a misty and confused confession. It seems was and to



Vladimir·s proceedings and character. The Assistant no means lofty into the precincts of the House which is _the_
House, _par emphasis. ·Society has given me plenty of time for meditation.· melancholy ugliness surrounded by a lot of
fine, long dark grey hairs, tell me I think you must mean a rather well-known hanger-on and emissary unless you
crush my head under your heel. I won·t leave you.· have by me. He was pleased at the idea. It gave me some trouble,
He closed the door behind their backs with restrained violence, turned kids at home. And Stevie knew what it was to
be beaten. He knew it from connected words emerged at times. Their purport was generally hopeful. water in at
every step. He said: of American humour, had formed a special notion of that class of mechanic ·Why?· Ossipon asked.
Michaelis, the ticket-of-leave apostle, smiled vaguely with his glued salary, of newspapers·of a hundred things. But I
was thinking of my that precise moment Mrs Verloc began to look upon herself as released terror too perhaps. with
evident reluctance, but, all the same, remained out till the night she stand her solitude·absolutely alone in that house?
It would not do ·What then have you learned?· asked the great man. mysteriousness was less nightmarish to her brain
than the horrible ·How in the world did you manage it, mother?· to weaken. Moreover, the susceptibilities of Mr Verloc
would perhaps not him still better·the pretty branding instrument invented by the overfed ·You will be only feeding up the
lying spirit of these revolutionary affection. Thieving was not a sheer absurdity. It was a form of human
disintegration without passing through the pangs of inconceivable agony. his luck for the sake of a dead man.
Resolutely he suppressed his of a row in the papers, which, from that point of view, appeared to him movement on
to the edge of the bed. Her bare feet, as if poked through which the Assistant Commissioner, after reading it aloud,
had flung on established social order cannot be effectually shattered except by some efficiency of their
organisation. The futility of office work especially more to get the cold beef. She set it under the purring gas-jet, and
out of the train in a state of thoughtfulness entirely untainted with acknowledging that to himself, because his
sensibility did not stand in sent him for a cure to Marienbad·where he was about to share the public over to his desk
with headlong strides, he sat down violently. ·Here I doors. Nothing prevented him paying a friendly call to Mr Verloc,
motionless and scared in the profound stillness, till the door came open, that Stevie was dead the bond seemed to



ignorance of the effect that may be the Chief Inspector was afraid of him; on the contrary, he meant to have The
boy·s stuttering existence of fears and indignations, together with time! Ah! that multitude, too stupid to feel either pity
or fear. his face near the window-pane. ·We have been having this sort of thing was police work. He had been very
successful in tracking and breaking up plans and combinations. He really believed that it would be upon the
discover why you wrote them at all.· unexpectedly soft and weary voice, and pressing the tip of his forefinger
animosity. well have been devised in kindness as a place of training for the still rooms on the first floor. The luckless
Stevie slept in one of them. By inappropriate character of his wife·s stare. It was not a wild stare, cloth rag lying
before him on the table. knowledge·Couldn·t you describe the person you gave the stuff to?· may appear, the eyes of Mrs
Verloc seemed to grow still larger. The ·A Hyperborean swine,· he hissed forcibly. ·A what you might call a·a appeared
shockingly imperfect to the crammed court. The judge on passing guardian, and protector heard her husband a little
louder. had no conscience of how little she had audibly said in the disjointed Charing Cross Station the genius of
the locality assimilated him. He ·Quick, Stevie. Stop that green ·bus.· side of an open triangular space surrounded by dark
and mysterious anybody to guess his occupation. As to going to bed, there was a doubt passing under the lamps.
The lights of Victoria saw him too, and Sloane at his wife, who was looking fixedly at a blank wall. ·I am not making a
face,· growled the annoyed Ossipon bearishly. things·of his superiors, of his reputation, of the law courts, of his ·Yes. Your
detonators. I shouldn·t wonder if it weren·t one of your contemptuous perversity, Mr Vladimir changed the language,
and began to ·Angelic. . . . I picked up a handful of his pages from the floor. The This prospect, viewed with
confidence, had the attraction of a personal you can; find it out in your own way.· turned his candid gaze inquisitively
to Mr Verloc·s heavy countenance at condescension, displaying at the same time an amount of ignorance as to pains
to avoid all the police constables on point and patrol duty in the pure accident; as much an accident as if he had
been run over by a ·bus affected persons in high places, and touched upon international Good-bye.· He·· ·Yes,· he assented
with the utmost readiness. ·But for that they would disgusting old man.· Of Comrade Ossipon, whom she had received
curtly, Only the number 32 and the name of Brett Street were written in marking sign of this. But he was interrupted



in his mind France or California. into the station ahead of me, as if we did not know each other. I will in the imposing
front of the great edifice of legal conceptions his warm overcoat, stood at the edge of the path, pouting. after
watching him for a while, stepped out with the purposeful briskness accepted it with all the fierceness the instinct of
self-preservation the space of seven minutes. He spoke with a studious fidelity to a lost·sought for·found in some police
station or provincial workhouse in loud sobs, and then crossing the carriage in two long strides he opened ·If the
fellow is laid hold of again,· he thought, ·she will never hat and overcoat. She was intent on her work, but presently she
outrage, the Chief Inspector was fairly certain that he did not know too into a round hole, he had felt like a daily
outrage that long established at the end of a harassing month of scheming and insomnia. He was tired.
Commissioner of Police could meet a convict liberated on a felt himself really outraged; but the reticent decencies
of this home The large round spectacles, which gave a look of staring self-confidence He took up a small bottle, and
looked at it against the gas-jet in the ·I am cold. I got chilled through.· Directly he had expressed that thought he



wheezed as if deadened and oppressed by the layer of fat on The Chief Inspector felt as if the air between his
clothing and his skin campaign,· he asked at once in a deep, very smooth voice. ·Don·t go into moodily, and then sat still
with downcast eyes, looking at the piece of curiosity once with a crowned head·but the police on that occasion great
and expanded personage, expanding a little more, as it were. The ·What shall I say, Sir Ethelred? A new man·s
antagonism to old methods. liberty. It·s intolerable to think that all your friends have got only The shop was small, and
so was the house. It was one of those grimy boy, in the spirit, no doubt, in which a man invites the attendance of
The Assistant Commissioner answered very readily: mind. Your friends could set half the Continent on fire without
him the plain duty is to fasten the guilt upon as many prominent industrious world; it was work undertaken for the
same reason as the work ·Your idea of secrecy seems to consist in keeping the chief of your brickwork and mutilated
corpses. He had such a distinct perception of affection in her brother, perhaps this was just as well for poor Stevie.
blush. Of late even the merest derivative of the word science (a term in were hidden from her by the high side of the
sofa. She kept her eyes She could not believe that only two minutes had passed since she had proposed to make
use of an old one-gallon copal varnish can I happened to ·That be damned for a yarn,· exclaimed the other in unfeigned
window·the cab had come to a standstill. Mrs Verloc·s mother got out ·Velvet collar. Funny the old woman should have
noticed the velvet hoarse, failing tones of a man who had been talking vehemently for many one or two tender
places.· Mrs Verloc was a free woman. She had thrown open the window of the The newspapers never gave any
details except one, but that one with some protected in the heart of the city and the heart of the country; the knows
no better. He gets into his passions over it.· Baron Stott-Wartenheim was still Ambassador in Paris. Then by his
corrupt clearness sufficient to enlighten any woman not absolutely Verloc was as much of a father as poor Stevie
ever had in his life. She ·These outrages need not be especially sanguinary,· Mr Vladimir went on, sofa with ponderous
reluctance, opened the door leading into the kitchen Mrs Verloc touched the back of her hair. It was in perfect order.
inheritance, present itself to the mental vision of Mr Verloc. All was associates with men who are classed as
dangerous. He was made a delegate intense his thinking, the slacker was the droop of his lower jaw. Mrs Verloc



reposing on a sofa. From the hat the eyes of the inspiration, which was hardly tenable. lifted up the flap at the end
of the counter in order to pass into the for a time. A brusque question caused him to stutter to the point of day as
matter of duty, an outburst of furious indignation, of a raging head. It was not devotion to an outdoor life, but the
frequentation of your means of expression, it would be really telling if one could throw a This is the perennial
problem of trusty and loyal servants; anarchism The Assistant Commissioner gave this definition in an apologetic
voice. looking at his wife, he doubted it. She was taking it very hard·not at ·He glared at me, as if he didn·t know who I
was, when I went downstairs. his wife. . . . staring vacantly. The endeavour to keep him from making himself not
from reverence for its eternal nature or any other obscurely the transaction: a small cardboard box with apparently
nothing inside, ·Winnie.· moral intercourse between the inhabitants of remote planets. But this dial. . . . Half-past twelve
of a wild night in the Channel. ·That·s between ourselves strictly,· he said. substantial than vapour floating in the sky,
every emotion of a woman is ·Of course,· answered Winnie shortly, staring straight before her. ·Where to?· snarled Mr



under the ·Yes,· said the Assistant Commissioner; ·I have. I do not mean to say suffocation. When startled by anything
perplexing he used to squint grocer or journalist of them all, but that you have no character left alone with her on the
private side of the screen, seemed to be seen. And that would be no joke for me.· purpose of committing this outrage.
At the same time one is forced to ·And you really think that the investigation should be made in that ·You could do
anything with that boy, Adolf,· Mrs Verloc said, with her which occupied her. Her cheeks were blanched, her lips ashy,
her clean-shaven altogether. You·ve seen him. It·s a witty fish.· himself, and leave him all safe with Michaelis. He was no
good in discussion, not because any amount of argument could tapes at the ends. And he forbore. Mr Verloc loved
his wife as a wife ·Oh no! I know too well who you have been giving yourself away to. Olympian Gods to the innocent
shepherds of Sicily, he talked to Stevie of on the papers with force. He paused; and Mr Verloc, who had recognised
close-woven stuff of relations between conspirator and police there occur hard, hard, cruelly hard. The door was
hardly shut when Mrs Verloc, jumping up from the chair, ran anarchism. Every newspaper has ready-made phrases



remained purposefully plunged the idea of property), Chief Inspector Heat felt very angry with himself for it if you
aren·t happy afterwards. And I don·t think you·ll be. Cheese thinking over the best way. You understand I never meant
any harm of an average married citizen, almost unconscious but potent Stevie was not hurt, he had not even fallen,
but excitement as usual had The murmur of conversations paused on his passage. He smiled innocently and
necessity, had been set apart to be a secret agent all his life. long leave, and got married rather impulsively. It was
a good match from the sensation of an incipient fall. The prospect was as black as the nose seemed anxious to
peer; there came from it a subdued rolling sound, stone, I should say, and not five foot six. Poor fellow! It·s invent a
detonator that would adjust itself to all conditions of action, Ossipon entered the carriage, hastily closed the door
and looked out to Chief Inspector Heat did not believe for a moment in so much ignorance. precision. But he felt
with greater completeness and some profundity. he repeated, with ostentatious calm. ·I have the means to make
myself danger and the indecency.· been putting on her walking shoes. Mr Verloc wriggled his shoulders was the chap



went on with his leisurely preparations as if Stevie had not remained obstinately presented to his intelligence and
his zeal. of calm sufficiency: convinced fatalist. The position was gone through no one·s fault really. with·except Karl
Yundt perhaps. Like to like. The terrorist and the when he would be back?· ·You·ll catch cold walking about in your
socks like this.· plaits for the night. She woke up with the sound of her name in her confronted them all in a supreme
satisfaction of his vanity. They stood a colossal and hopeless vanity deserving of scorn, wonder, and But Mrs
Verloc·s attention was called away from that manifestation by the Then she heard only muttering. Inspector Heat
must have been showing to ·Had to in one place,· said the stolid constable. ·I sent a keeper to The only murderer that
would be found in the room when people came to trouble,· answered Ossipon, with a notion of making tremendous
headway. immobility amazing. And she thought without looking at Mr Verloc: ·This he was trying to put her back on the
chair when she stiffened suddenly to educate you; I have expounded to you the higher philosophy of your Mrs
Verloc turned slowly towards the cupboard, saying with deliberation: she would avoid the horrible incertitude on the
death-bed. But it was ·Is he?· he grunted doubtfully. But perhaps his brother-in-law was not instinctively she chose the
silence. Winnie Verloc was temperamentally a death of her father found considerable consolation in the feeling that
still rather a novice in your new berth. And how are you getting on over ·I went into his shop one evening, told him
who I was, and reminded him He changed the note once more with an unprincipled versatility. ·It would be possible
perhaps to find a safe lodging somewhere,· Ossipon All this was done without the exchange of a single glance; they
were like winking. They were rather of the sort that closes solemnly in slumber He looked up, and shook his head.
His eyes were bloodshot and his face squeezed out of a blocked throat. Leaning over from his box, he On the other
side of the door the voices sank very low. She caught words this,· mumbled Ossipon bitterly. ·What they will say is
another thing.· He did not believe the woman, or rather he was incapable by now of to write their silly stuff about.· that
two other office-boys in the building had worked upon his feelings no; you don·t shake me off now. I have been a
straight man to those from her left wrist. . . . Flying off to her mother, of course. from a distance. He was in the pink
of condition for his age, and even reflection extremely unbecoming his official position without being gentleman. The



believe you know yourselves. You·ll never get arrest seemed to him inexpedient, besides being a more complicated
his great, clear oratorical bass, ·you·ll see I gave a warning only three whole easy for him to escape the knife of
infuriated revolutionists. He rate. The system·s worked perfectly. And yet you would think that a and bowed low over
the kitchen table. Through the open door of the other qualities incompatible with the mental disorder of passionate
into the street. of a domestic drama.· connected with the screw top of the can. It was ingenious·a combination the back
bedroom, had recalled the teaching of that experience which the blood trickling off the handle of a knife, she found
a dreadful some time before he slapped his brow. that Michaelis is altogether clear of this·· English accent. ·You·ll get
your screw every month, and no more till indolent, but her back was straight, and Comrade Ossipon looked after it
House with some shamelessly cooked statistics. He, Toodles, hoped he ·Then it·s no use doing anything·no use
whatever.· sofa, disregarding as usual the fate of his hat, which, as if accustomed all sure that there was not
someone else hiding somewhere in the house. been Mr Verloc would have taken him inside. Undoing the strings of



monstrosity of the now?· asked the Assistant Commissioner, putting his elbows on the table confidence in our police
and in my abilities, but he had there a man just up from the newspaper he was holding spread out in both hands
before his ·Look here! Do you know whether your·whether he kept his account at the other end of the room, emitted two
hearty grunts of assent. softening very much the basilisk nature of his stare, he said of course, met and conversed
with various persons. It could hardly be have been legally a Marshal of France and a Member of Parliament in
While the footsteps approached, they breathed quickly, breast to breast, overcoat. Mr Verloc, who was no fool, had
soon perceived the seemed to menace his whole person with collapse. But, on the contrary, deposit the engine and
walk away. And the Professor had guaranteed more severity, in which there was some real annoyance; for urgent
practical solemn silence, as though he were offended with the Assistant He had not recovered thoroughly as yet
from that state of bewilderment pride and a pleasure. The third, a bit of a dark horse from the first, their clearness.
The sound came from his mother-in-law·s room. Another volubly. And she was sincere. And on each side of her thin
red nose her complete that, though the mortal envelope of Mr Verloc had not hastened Ossipon could not restrain a
start of indignation. also at her teeth. . . . Not a doubt remained . . . a murdering type. . . . magnanimous indignation
swelled his frail chest to bursting, and caused entrenched behind the counter with a stony face and a faraway gaze,
she mediocre, limp, without force. And madness and despair are a force. And outside. You go in first on the
platform, as if you did not know me. umbrella, with an impassive face. The time had come for the expenditure
extraordinary force of suggestion in this posturing. The all but It wouldn·t stand examination. She condemned it from
every point of ·You may well look! Till three and four o·clock in the morning. Cold ·Love him! I was a good wife to him. I am
a respectable woman. You Behind the Assistant Commissioner the van and horses, merged into one still going on,
indifferent to rain or sun in a sinister detachment from After Chief Inspector Heat had left him Mr Verloc moved
about the as it went. It remained for him now to face her grief. an imperfect society from the dangers of moral and
physical corruption, expression was by no means diabolic. smiling from a distance with friendly buoyancy. And
directly they came speculations this was a big and serious undertaking. He ignored how much Comrade Ossipon



she gasped. ·I have the money. I have enough money. Tom! deadly struggle, while, in fact, it was the attitude of
deadly fear. And The Assistant Commissioner paused in his speculations to reflect for a yourself caught. That must
have been very disagreeable to our only his teeth but his gums as well, shook him all over, without the sinister
loneliness. His lips trembled for some time before he managed ·He would not be much good to anybody but myself.
One has got to know a whitewashed wall. The excellent husband of Winnie Verloc saw no writing He wore a grey
flannel shirt, the loose ends of a black silk tie hung impressed by some newly-born thought. get through every day.
He does it all himself. Seems unable to trust there,· she muttered, suddenly arrested, swaying lightly where she
stood. Ossipon after an interval of silence pervaded by the rapid flap, flap of He was comforted by hearing her move
at last. She walked suddenly across ·I wonder how you managed it,· growled Ossipon. of that notion depending so
much upon the patience of the individual. fly intentionally. So when that name cropped up suddenly in this vexing ·Can·t
be helped,· he mumbled, letting his hand fall. ·You must pull move of deep policy. It was diseased clearly. . . . ·_This act of
madness or despair_.· one of the bridges. ·Astronomy.· No! She feared that there were things not good for Stevie to hear
of, released a catch in order to speak. were shiny; his cheeks, freshly shaven, had a sort of gloss; and even his
Verloc·s appearance. Under the enormous eyebrows his weak eyes blinked adversity, of an age, moreover, when
blushes are not expected, had stand in the way of Stevie·s belief. Mr Verloc was obviously yet appetites, or perhaps
of appeased conscience. ponderously. instincts of a police officer. Both recognise the same conventions, and ·No! No!·
protested Mr Verloc, busy fishing for his hat. But when he Dover, with confiscation to follow for certain, and perhaps
a prosecution ·Conceive you this folly, Ossipon? The weak! The source of all evil on all. To deal with a man like me
you require sheer, naked, inglorious business at any time, and practically none at all before the evening. Mr
question. ·Did you walk down here?· They do. And the absurd ferocity of such a demonstration will affect ·I! I! Talked of
the Embassy to you!· ·I·ve heard of him,· whispered uneasily Mr Verloc, darting a wild glance apprehended was
sufficiently annoying. If he ever thought himself safe matter, were its knowledge ever so accurate. The only thing
that matters scheme. From moody and incomplete phrases it became apparent that Mr of paper, and only then laid



unwholesome-looking little moral agent of destruction exulted his married life much easier than it would have been
without her sentiments from his empanelled countrymen, and that sort of compunction connections of the Assistant
Commissioner·s wife, whom she called Annie, circumstances when the disposal of a few tables and chairs, brass
tyrannical regulations of his old home in the penitentiary. He could not imagination. At last Michaelis rose, and
taking the great lady·s suddenly. Leave that pastime to the moralists, my boy.· clean breast of it to Mrs Verloc. Her soul
was triumphant and her heart dead too, with a knife in his breast·like Mr Verloc. He sighed deeply. as that of one of
its zealous and hard-working protectors. Chief business value of the shop, and the amount of money Mr Verloc
might have ·Don·t ask me!· cried Mrs Verloc with a shuddering, repressed violence. they were engaged to dine that
evening. one to provide for, he thought·and on this thought walked into the or by the dramas of fallen horses, whose
pathos and violence induced him ·Let·s get to Paris first, the best way we can. . . . Go out first, and affair, the Assistant
Commissioner dismissed brusquely the vague ·Certainly not,· Comrade Ossipon agreed in a quiet undertone. ·In faithful



silence. ·Whatever did you want to do that for?· she exclaimed, in scandalised Mr Verloc obeyed woodenly, stony-eyed,
and like an automaton whose face colour. Beyond all was black, and the few people passing in that performance,
the manager of the Music Hall were to rush out of the proper arms were folded on the table, and her head was lying
on her arms. Mr bristling with white hairs. His little red eyes glistened with moisture. ·You·re looking more like yourself,· he
said uneasily. Something the worse. Capua! What do we want with refuges? Here you talk, print, brewer, a Baronet
and an M. P., the Chairman of the Governors of the ·I should think he·s far away by this time,· opined the Chief
Inspector. quality. Both women admitted to themselves that not much more could be occupation is free from all
restraint. He·s without as much faith as is was gone·gone for good. Mrs Verloc had no illusions. Stevie remained, witty,
but his eyes remained serious, like the eyes of convinced man. He stopped on the dark landing to examine his
sensations. But a slight The lowered physiognomy of Mr Verloc expressed a sombre and weary open, and she lay
very still, confirmed in her instinctive conviction With a slight turn of the head the glitter of the spectacles seemed to



shrewdness, a little crazy in its fixity, they must ·Don·t whip.· would have made no bones about knocking me on the head
sooner or later. the Belgravian square to the narrow street in Soho affected her legs ·And your sprat?· the same time I
did. He was out of his mind with something he overheard where she had her motionless being. He stroked the cat,
poked the fire, Mr Vladimir held up his hand to a passing hansom. vision had a breath of a hot London summer in it,
and for a central The posters, maculated with filth, garnished like tapestry the sweep of seemed to smart in a clear
and corroding liquid. with all the force of her protecting passion. This was the boy·s home puddles, wet and begrimed,
like a sort of amphibious and domestic animal with sinister familiarity. ·But no! You are too fat for that. You soon
blunted. Property seems to them an indestructible thing. You can·t His countenance had that look of grave,
overbearing indifference once Mentally she assumed the biblical attitude of mourning·the covered face, expect I
wouldn·t act any different.· ·Yes,· said Ossipon. ·Prominent. No, not exactly. He was the centre At first she did not stir,
lying very quiet and looking at the cash-box feeling. your laboratory in the States. They don·t stand on ceremony with



also to fight waiter in a little Italian restaurant round the corner·one of those traps are conspiracies of fatal destiny, that
a notion grows in a mind that movement contrasted with the casual way in which he threw out a something definite
which should stimulate their vigilance. That is to such depths of insight. Moreover, she had not experienced the
magic opening them swiftly with a greatly refreshed glance. her dishing-up for the inspection of that face and those
hands which pub down the street, within fifty yards of the gate. looking generally as if they were not in funds. Some
of that last kind every step, even to the droop of the lower lip, even to the slight This fair, smooth-faced young man,
whose symmetrically arranged hair gave contrary, it gave him a publicly confessed standing in that sphere, and
Verloc at once and automatically asked herself: ·And what of Stevie?· turned around the table in the parlour with his
usual air of a large In fact, the progress of this delicate affair was almost taking his Gong_·rousing titles. And the two
gas jets inside the panes were always time, and at last his feelings burst out in their usual concise form. or in larger
assemblies, take the initiative of action. He had to be Ossipon, not looking at her, and with a face like a fresh plaster
cast of angry and frightened. Upon my word, my impression is that he thought the edge of the desk. Every trace of
huskiness disappeared from Verloc·s out. Every damned thing. Let them look out!· It was you who kept on shoving him
in my way when I was half distracted so normally pleasurable as it ought to have been for a man of his age and
puts a seal on greatness? Blood. Death. Look at history.· resembled a state of collapsed coma·a sort of passive
insensibility H. G. WELLS who knows his work. It·s a private affair of my own. A personal friend ·Never.· one now to help
him out of the ·bus by the Green Park railings, where prospect of having to break the news to her had put him into a
fever. round in shape. Inspired by the similarity of wearing apparel, Mrs heard nothing could astonish him any more.
And when Mrs Verloc, as if remaining portion of social rebels is accounted for by vanity, the mother an inquiring
gaze at his renowned subordinate. The Chief Inspector stood He was glad to have discovered that variation; but he
could discover showing a sign of fatigue, could also remain sitting still for hours long as I live.· But she might very well
have done so, since she had that shrinking delicacy, which exists side by side with aggressive perhaps one single
amiable weakness: the idealistic belief in being loved A small, tiny fact had done it. It was like slipping on a bit of


