ab our pursuers heen familiar fwith Oxfors,

they could haire raught us up seteral fimes oyer. As it foas, by the fime they exfricaten
themselues from the young man fehose hoat foe hat stolen, then ronsulted their maps,
fup fuere afway from the rier-side path in hristelurel meadofo—by this fime, 3 foas
punfing—and dofin the nefr ruf fo the Jsis proper.
By the fime they had lorated the Thames path, gone bark up fo Folly Brivge, and
crossed the rier fo gef to the path, the rurrenf had moped us hriskly dofonsfream.
@hey nearly vanght us up af Iftley, fohen the lovkkeeper profested ahouf feorking the
locks for one solifary punt, but & flash of gold in his hand changed his mind, and fup
fuere afoey.
@he day fwas warm, the rushions fwere romforfable, and the merest fouch of the pole
kept us motring in the right diverfion. Wp stopped from fime fo fime fo fake refresh-
ment. And af one such stop, I hought an anfigue postrard, thinking fo amuse M=
Hing in Ualifornia.
Mhen pirening rame upon us, J changed info raiment that foould drate less nofice
than frousers on & foomean my age, and fop shandoned our gessel. In o fit of fehimsy,
J Ieft the day’s clothing folded in the hoat, foith my serondary pair of spectarles, since
eirery reader of rrime fiction knofes that suirides alfeays remoire their specfacles.
@hus, the explanafion of how Ms King rame fo possess my memoivs. I may af a
lafer fime recount the story of our subseguent rommunivafions: What I meant by the
anfigue postrard that she read as, Move to fallote; fohy e were in Wvecht when J
senf if;
J M, and fulyy, most puzzling of all, The
Tt @imes i nof publish its arcounf of the
punt found in renfral Tondon for an
. enfire three pears.
Js it nof safisfying fo knofe that there is
alfeays more fo any tale?




