the Thames path, gone
back up to l_~“olly the river to g€t to the path,
the current jad moved us briskly downstream. They ne

And at one such stop, I bought an
amuse Ms King in Californja

When evening came upon us, I changed into raiment

d draw less notice than (rousers on a woman my age,
and we abandoned our vessel. In a fit of whimsy, I left the day’s
clothing folded in the boat, with my secondary pair of
SPECtacles, since every reader of crime fiction knows that
suicides always remove thejr spectacles. Thus, the explanation
of how Ms King came to POSSESs my memoirs. I may at a later
time recount the story of our subsequent communications: What
I meant by the antique postcard that she read as, More to fol!ow;
why we were in Utrecht when I sent it; and why, most puzzlmg_
of all, The Times did not publish its account of the punt found in

central London for an entire three years. |
Is it not satisfying to know that there is always more to

any tale?
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