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GOING NORTH



The first choice to be made concemed the 09.46.

The 09.46 meant no changes, whilst the 10.13 involved two -
and deciding which one to take was a dilemma Michael had
faced before because the two trains could be so very different.
What made him anxious was the lack of control: FOU MEver knew
what the 09.46 would be until it rolled up to the platform, and
the type of stock made all the difference. The rail company had
a tendency to switch the carriages, and the ones thar Michael
liked — which were roomy, with tables — were all too often
replaced by those used for the commuter services. That meant
no tables at all, and a lot less legroom. If things got busy you
could end up squeezed against the window hardly able to move
your elbows, and he so didn't want to be trapped like that on
this particular moming.

He wanted space, and he wanted to think.

If a commuter-style train turned up at 09.46 he would wait
on the platform, and take the later service. There was flexibi-
lity after all: he needed to be in Crewe for the 14.41. If he
missed it, the through-trains were hourly, s0 he wouldn't
be stuck.

He smiled. Was he always so particular about trains? The
answer to that was an emphatic ‘no’, but he had been trying
to learn from experience. He'd been making so many journeys
aver the last few months, taking advantage of off-peak tickets
that sold in advance for next to nothing. As a result, he'd
become very familiar with the different levels of comfort on
different services.

There was a tannoy above his head, and it came to life even
as he looked up at it



“We are sorry,” it said, ‘but the 09.46 service from Southampton
will have no catering facilities today.”

You could hear the hesitations as a computer patched in the
particular time and place. The apologies were pre-recorded, of
course, the phrases selected for the constant stream of cancella-
tions and adjustments,

“We are sorry for the inconvenience this will cause to your
journey.”

Michael found he was smiling more broadly.

He had mouthed the words, giving the word “sorry’ the same
heavy emphasis as the eamnest announcer. Why would there be
no catering services? It was because the trains had indeed been
switched, which meant the person who wheeled the refreshment
trolley would not be able to get along the narrower aisle of the
replacement carriages. What would that person do now? Was
he or she assigned to some other train, or did it mean that he
or she had been advised to stay at home? The ticket price would
be the same for Michael despite the absence of refreshments.
There would be no refund, and no contingency plan — the train
operator wouldn't scramble emergency rations in a cool-box.
You'd be left hungry and thirsty, all the way to Gloucester. He
glanced at a woman sitting at the end of the bench.

*Are you on the next one? he said.

She was wearing tiny headphones, and had to remove them.

‘I'm sormy T she said.

‘1 was wondering if you were on the Great Malvern service.
The 0946 as it was meant to be”

Vs

‘1 got this train last month, and it wasn't on time.’

‘Oh, they never are.’

Michael laughed.

“You wonder they don’t change the timetables” he said. ‘I
they simply changed the 46 to 56 theyd be =0 much closer. 1
suggested that on one of their customer feedback forms. Have

you ever filled one of those in?
The woman was smiling back. ‘T really wouldn't bother,” she said.
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‘I'm still waiting for the reply, said Michael. T'm an important
customer, apparently. My opinions are very important to them,
but they haven't quite got round to getting back to me yer. You
know there's no catering service today?

The woman shook her head. ‘1 never use it," she said.

‘1 do, when I can. For fear they’ll do away with it. You could
say I'm trying to encourage them, but you can't encourage
someone who keeps letting you down.’

She held the carbuds in her fingers, getting ready to reinsert
them.

“Where are you heading?” said Michae] — and there was a pause.

‘Cheltenham.’

0h,” said Michael. *A lovely town.'

‘My daughter lives there.”

Lucky her. Lucky you, in fact, because—'

“She was a student there, and never quite left.

Really?”

Michael nodded, remembering a postcard he'd seen of some
fine-looking square, with bright, flowering gardens. He had a
feeling that had been Cheltenham, or Bath — or somewhere
similar.

Why would she want to!" he said, quickly. ‘“There are worse
places to live than Cheltenham. [ had a bite to cat there years
ago, and there’s the most lovely tea room. Not that [ spend all
my time thinking about refreshments.”

He smiled, and the woman simply looked at him.

“Or trains, for that matter. It's not a hobby, but 1 suppase I've
come to resent paying a lot of money for a cup of undrinkakble
coffee. The kind that. .. you know, if you were blindfolded, you'd
genuinely wonder what it was in the cup. It’s incredible how easy
people find it to make bad coffee, and 1 don't know if it's because
they don't use encugh, or if the blend is a... a cheap one. T think
you can store it for too long, of course — that’s when it just goes
stale. | used to work for the council, and you had to make sure
it was fresh, because if you didn’t use it up, you really noticed
the difference. In the quality, | mean.



‘1 don’t drink it,' said the woman.

“You're more of a tea person, are you!”

‘A what, sorry?

“You're more into teas, are you! If you want a hot drink, you
prefer tea”

‘I don't drink tea, either. I cut out all caffeinated drinks a few
years ago, and 1 feel much better for it

“Good for you. | keep meaning to, or rying to.

‘It's blood pressure.

“Yes, that's the worry. That is the worry. 1 went for one of those
Health MOTs a little while ago — they were organising them
through my local library. They said that my chief weakness, or...
vulnerahility, [ should say, was Hlood pressure. If [ could work to
get the Blood pressure down a bit, then... I'd have got the MOT,
so to speak. They don't give you a certificate as such, it’s just a
printout and you can take it along to your GP if you want o follow
anything up. A free service — [ thought it was a really good idea”

The woman nodded, but said nothing.

Michael remembered the young man who had interviewed
him, though it hadn't actually been “a little while ago’ — it had
been seven months previously, in February — just before Valentine's
Day. A section of the library had been cordoned off, and there
were two chairs and a small table. The man conducting the
interview had been almost half his age — no more than twenty-
five — and he was a fitness instructor on loan from the leisure
centre, with the loveliest manners. The whole thing had taken
less than an hour. In that time Michael had leamed that the
man had only recently d'langnc] jobs, ha\ring worked before in a
department store, selling beds — a role that hadn’t suited him at
all. He'd become increasingly frustrated.

Michael went to speak again, but the woman was pressing the
little headphones back into her cars.

He clased his mouth, and thought about Javed.

Javed was the young man's name, and he'd told Michael thae
his frustration had led to him having a bad dict. He'd put on
weight, reaching nineteen stone — then he'd managed to shed
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five in ten weeks by going to what they called a body-modelling
centre, which was much more intensive than an everyday gym.
Michael remembered the details because he'd been so impressed
by Javed's courtesy, and confidence. He'd been confident enough
to take blood from Michael’s finger. Then he'd been confident
enough to give him advice, despite the fact that Michael was a
total stranger, and so much older.

‘And I lied,” he said quietly.

The woman didn’t hear him. If she was aware that Michael
had spoken she was pretending not to be. He was relieved, of
course, for he was finding that now and then words, or short
sentences, just slipped out like a soft belch. It was a kind of drib-
bling, and he tried to be careful, but one thoughe led to another
and he could end up sliding sideways, or backwards. Wasn't it
during the so-called Health MOT that he had made his decision?
Yes, it was — he knew it was, though he’d been rrundling towards
it for months.

In that chair, talking to Javed, he had realised something
terribly important, and had emerged knowing that he had o ace
quickly, and dismantle the thing he'd been accidentally
constructing for the last three and a half years. He was going to
make a huge change in his own life, and Amy’s — both their
present and future were to be transformed. He went straight to
a café, to reflect on the consequences, but he knew the decision
was made and it was simply a question of making the call, or
writing the letter. He could absolutely not get married, for the
whole thing was wrong — he’d been faking everything. He'd been
trying and failing, so how could he imprison a woman in
marriage, even if they were just seven weeks from the wedding,
with Valentine’s Day just round the comer? Even if it seemed
unstoppable, it could and had to be stopped.

He could not marry her, and more than anything clsc in the
world, he wanted not to marmry her. The woman frightenced him,
and he had spent the last however long it was pretending that
wasn't the case. Married life was too frightening, and he simply
didn't love her.



She had given every impression of accepting the pretence. He
had lied to her, and to the twenty-five-year-old health profes-
sional, too, whose name was not Javed, in fact, bue Jared with
an 't Not that his life was tangled with Jared's, of course, because
they hadn't invested in anything except an hour of imetrievable
time. But he had lied, nonetheless, about how much he drank.
He had lied about his intention to get an expensive bicycle, toa.

He had no money — how would he buy a new bicycle?

The young man had scemed impressed, though, and they'd spent
two minutes at least talking about road-bikes versus hybrids —
the weight, the gears, the tread — and he talked on, trying not to
think about Amy and what she would do. Pethaps she would sigh
with mli:f, and shake her head.

‘Do you know, I'd reached just the same conclusion? she might
say — and they would hold each other.

‘Thank you for being honest, Michael.’

‘Mo, he'd reply. ‘Thank you. We can still be friends, can’t wel”

Always, Michael — of course. 1 will always think of vou as my
best, best friend.”

‘1 am that, Amy. | will try to be.”

Alternatively, she might stand there blank-faced, unable o
speak. She might simply fail to comprehend the silent collapse
of all those plans, so lovingly and painstakingly made. She had
dry lips, and he could see the words that would inevitably form
on them.

“What do you mean? Why?

Those were the words she would have to use. There were no
others, really. They would precede more violent ones, of course,
but she would spend the first few moments floundering. She would
lean on the little breakfase-bar, and he could see her thin wrists
holding up her almost skeletal frame — the frame he'd embraced
and held against his own, and tried so hard to need.

You lied to yourself” said Michael very quietly,. He went to
stand up, but at that moment there was another announcement.

“The 09.46 to Grear Malvemn,” said the voice, ‘is delayed by

twelve minutes. We are sorry for the inconvenience this will cause.



They were sorry again.

Michael looked at the woman he had been talking to, and
smiled. She was attending to her phone, and didn’ look up - the
headphones were still in her ears. A small suitcase sat at her feet,
and she was dressed in several layers, because it was a cold
September day with rain forecast.

He had only a small, grey shoulder bag.

You lie to yourself, he thought. You don't believe your own
lies, but you hape they might come true — or perhaps they simply
distract you. You had a good enough bike, because it was Amy's
brother who'd lent it to you. Why did you tell Jared you wanted
a hybrid?

Jared had believed him.

Jared had nodded in an encouraging way, and Michael had
looked at him, trying to imagine how he'd camied nineteen stone
when he now looked so healthy and muscular — as he had to for
the job he did. You wouldn't be employed in a leisure-centre gym
if you were overweight, and yet that could never be a stated
reason for rejection. The employer couldn’t say, “Sorry, Jared —
you're way too fat to work here” That wouldn't be allowed,
though it would be the muth. “You can’ walk round in shorts
and vest, man! — you'll sct a bad example. We need thin people,
s0 you're not on the team: we're not picking you."

Michael found he was smiling again, because the sun was trying
to break through and suddenly summer showed every sign of
returning. The woman next to him would soon have to remove
a layer.

Jared had lost weight, and shown real interest in Michael's
lifestyle. For most of the hour Michaels habits had been his only
focus. He had felt almost tearfully grateful as he left the library,
tor the wedding had been out there on the horizon for so long,
swaying like a tomado. It had been a smudge in the air coming
slowly closer, until he could feel the temperature changing and
the wind on his face. He had to deal with it, somehow: three
and a half years of fiction had to be confronted. The wedding
could not happen, and all the investment. .. it was blasted away



as the dreaming came to an abrupt and sudden end. He'd got off
the train, as it were: he'd turned back. Having said yes, he was
about to say no — and everything would stop.

He had written to her the same afternoon: Dear Amy.

He wrote on an old laptop, and then printed the document
in the library’s study section, horrified by the devastation a single
sheet of paper was likely to cause. Would the pain wm into
relief! It would do, in the end, because he was only confirming
feelings she must have shared. They didn't know each other:
they'd spent the years not getting to know one another. She
couldn’t know him, if only because she had no idea what he was
about to do, and if she hadn't anticipated the letter then thae
proved the point: they were strangers.

They were strangers, and he had come to dread being with
her. She was a good person, and he was a liar. They had worked
on the whole nonsense together, planning and smiling — and
what did it take to smash it all down? Twenty minutes of

typing.

Amy, he wrote, There is no gentle way of saying this so [zt
me at laast be claar, so that there is no dowbt. I cannot go
throwgh with owr wedding, and I want to end the relationship
because I am not good enowgh, or certan enough, or happry
enough for you.

She had called him that evening, but whether she had found
the letter in the moming or later he didn't know. He didn't take
the call. He tumed his phone off, until he'd had two large glasses
of wine — and then he called her back.

Her brother answered, and said simply, “What are you doing?

Michael was in his flat, sitting on the bed.

‘Matt," he said. ‘Can | speak to Amy?

“To say what!"

*She’s been calling me.”

T've been calling you. We want to know if what you've written
is true. If you're serious.”



I'm serious,’ said Michael. “It’s all true and I'm afraid 1 am
serious. Can | speak to her!”

MNa.”

There was a silence.

“You are such a shit,' said Matthew — and he spoke so quietly
that Michael had to press the phone to his ear, and hold his
breath. He thought he might have misheard, for he could hear
another voice in the background.

‘Pardon he zaid.

You're a total shit," said Matthew.

That's when Amy took the phone, and Michael knew then
that she hadn't anticipated the letter in any way at all. At once,
he panicked. If she hadn't seen it coming, then pethaps her love
for him was real? Perhaps they should be getting married. Perhaps
he was wrong, and they did have something worth preserving,
Maybe they had more than most people, and everything he
couldn’t feel or fake was about to burst into flourishing, nourishing
life? He held his ground, though.

Yes," he said. ‘1 know.’

He had nodded, and he nodded on the platform bench -
because Matt was right. Matt would have been sitting in his
sisters kitchen, most likely — the two-bedroomed house thar
Michael had moved into for a linle while, and then out of. He
shuttled between her place and his own, so he left clothes and
personal items there — items he would never see again, because
she would get rid of them.

Had that been malicious, or appropriate! Because he had always
contributed to the gas and electricity bills. He didnt help with
the water or council tax for some reason, but he had bought things
and invested in the relationship that way — even though he had
to be so careful with his dwindling, disappearing stack of money.
He had less money than she realised, which was another lie: he'd
always avoided admitting just how dangerously poor he was.

He had lied about how he came to lose his job.

He had misled her about the loss of his first house, though he
couldn’t Blame the council for that — that had been his own



stupidity. He'd lent money to his brother, who'd failed to pay
him back: when the council let him go, the mortgage was suddenly
unaffordable. He'd sold up. He'd bought the flat, but now thae
was unaffordable too — which was one reason why he couldn't
keep changing his mind and getting off the main.

Mo, to tell Amy the tuth would have left him weak — and he
couldn’t do it because he'd made so many bad decisions. It was
easier to pretend, so he pretended to be not affluent, but comfort-
able, paying for a new toaster and a fancy microwave, and — using
ome of the credit cards he should have cut into pieces years ago -
he even bought her a bigger television.

Why had he done that when he hardly watched television?

It wasreally for Amy's youngest daughter, as a way of persuading
her to join them downstairs in the evenings, when all she wanted
was to stay in her room. He had paid for the carpets to be cleaned,
and he’d picked up a succession of plumber’s bills when the boiler
stopped working. ‘Helping out’ was what he called it.

You've got to let me help out,” he'd say.

“You're not rich,’ said Amy. “You've got your own place, too.”

He =till had it, just about. He had a key to the front door, and
a second to his own tiny upstairs hall which led to the one
bedroom, which was all he needed as he had no children, and
no old friends who rang to say they were passing, could he put
them up! A guest room would have been just another fiction,
and Amy was the last of his too-many fictions, or s0 he hoped:
he would leam his lesson. Matt had called him a shit, twice — but
that was a word from the playground, and it didn’t even scratch
the skin. Amy's words cut deeper, and he had to stand there with
his ear to the phone as they sliced and bumned.

‘How have you kept it going?” she said. ‘For so long?

Her voice had a deeper register than normal, as if she'd spent
the aftermoon shouting or crying. He was about to reply, when
her voice suddenly got louder and it was as if the woman's mouth
was Tight up against his ear, forcing the words inside like lietle
stones. ‘How, Michael? How have you let it get this far! Is this
your...I"



She paused.

‘Is thizs what you like to do? Because. ..

Wa,” said Michael.

‘How serious are you! About. .. cancelling? Is this — what? Is
this you postponing, or saying you want some time! What are
you doing?”

‘Mo, Amy. Listen—'

‘Michael, listen to me. You are throwing something away here.
Have you any idea how much upset you're causing, to bath of us?

He nearly said it.

He nearly said, ‘Bue | just can't talk to you. What 1 have to
say isn't worth saying, but [ still can’t say it — and | do want to
ke with you, sometimes. Sometimes, when [ close my eyes, when
I ache — but that isn't a good enough reason, Amy. | can't walk
to you!”

He had one hand over his face.

He held the phone away, and the voice became a furious
buzzing that he knew he had to endure until she grew tired, or
realised there was no reaction to be had. The assault would be
over, probably soon: Amy needed to savage him, and Michael
would sit there in silence, offering a handful of safe and meaning-
less words. The apparatus of lies was collapsing, and they were
free of one another. They were bath hsppi.:r, ultimately, and
definitely less doomed.

I just can’t do it,” he said. T'm sorry.”

»

Yes. So temribly, temribly sorry”

That had triggered more scom and more rage. Eventually, Amy
used up her fuel and the anger faded to tired, bitter contempe.
Michael had listened, thinking how simple it was to move to the
next phase of the relationship: total separation and wounded
silence. That was what he'd been longing for, perhaps: silence
was what he most wanted — and solitude of course.

But he had made love to her

O every occasion he had done so with his eyes closed, and
he knew what he'd been doing: he'd been trying to imagine she
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was someone else, which was the most appalling admission and
it made him go cold to think of it. He wondered whom she had
been imagining, for the idea of her finding him attractive aor
desirable in any erotic sense seemed ludicrous. They had met at
an amateur choir, and held each other out of fear — two ugly,
lonely people. Surely they'd both had their eyes closed, temrified
that not making love would be an admission that something was
fundamentally wrong. That was what normal people did, after
all: they went to bed and fucked, and that was the playground
word. It still sewung like an axe: ‘Fuck me. Fuck you, you worth-
less fucker.

‘Hey, Michael?

“What

Fuck off’

He was clr.n.d'ling his teeth, and there was yet another
announcement, breaking in and scattering his thoughts. It was
a woman's voice this time, and she was talking to him, slowly,
word by careful word as if he was a child of five.

‘Report anything suspicious. ..

He would, of course — why wouldn't he?

He would enjoy doing so, in fact, for everything could be made
safe if you were vigilant and reported things. There was no need
to be afraid — not when you could phone, or text or speak to a
member of staff — the transport police were there to save your
life. He waited for silence, and when it came at last Amy was
beside him, and she sat there as if they were married. She could
almost take his hand, and offer him a mint — and yet how had
he ever thought marriage would be better than solitude? How
had he believed that, when he recalled the relief as he finally
rolled back onto his side of the bed, having learned nothing and
given nothing because he didn't know what to give? After sex,
they would adjust the duvet and sleep privately, dreaming sepa-
rately — the touching was over. He felt wretched, but he'd done
the right thing for her as well as himself — just as he would do
the right thing at Crewe.

‘Crewe is the next station-stop.”



Someone on a train would say that, soon enough.

“We are approaching Crewe. We will shortly be arriving in Crewe:
be sure to take all your personal belongings with you.'

The voice might be male or female, and it would be as reas-
suring a= the one he'd just heard.

‘Mind the gap between the train and the platform.”

That was the announcement he loved most, for the man who
zaid it always sounded slightly frightened, as if he thought passen-
gers had tiny legs. He seemed to think Michael was about to trip
ot slip, and find himself wedged helplessly as the train rolled on
and slowly crushed his pelvis. All these people wanted was to
ku:p him safe: they wanted him to drink water, and buy his
tickets online so as to make savings. They wanted him to plan
his journey so as to avoid delays, and claim compensation should
anything ever go wrong. When he got up to leave the train, they
wanted him to stop and take that extra moment to check he had
his ]:ﬂg. In this un'prc-:'ictal:ll:, unknowahle m:rr]d, 1:|'|.q- could

protect him.

Amy had gone.

The woman next to him was still |:|us1.r with her phcmc, and
her headphones sat neatly in her cars. The summer was def-
nitely back, and Michael breathed out, relaxed and relieved.
He had his own refreshments — they were in a bag at his feet.
There was no need to worry, really, about the absence of a
trolley service. In any case, he only had three to four hours
left, depending on the progress of the 09.46 — if that was the
train he caught. He had flexibility, and he knew what he was
doing. There was no better place than Crewe: that, at least,
was a decision. The platforms were long, and they let you onto
the lines gently. Nobody would notice you walking along the
tracks.

He took his spectacles off, and cleancd them with his hand-
kerchief, breathing gently onto the lenses as he had done since
boyhood. He exhaled again, and slowed his breathing down.

Then he widened his smile and closed his eyes.



What she wanted was not what he wanted, but he'd tried to
want it and believed for a time that he did.

So what?

Yes, we will live together and share a bed. Yes, our lives will
be full, and we will be like everyone else opening a bottle of very
reasonably priced Bordeaux that’s surprisingly good, sitting on
the sofa we'll soon be paying for month by month because Amy
got an interest-free deal that was too good to miss — she went
for the more expensive fabric because the children are older, and
the dog is well trained. We'll sit on that sofa, he'd thought —
you'll even be in my arms, Amy, sometimes — and we'll look at
the picture on the wall bought shortly after your sister’s boyfriend
had a stroke and needed a new hobby. It was a startlingly awkward
picture, because he painted by numbers, copying photographs
like a child as people encouraged him to keep using his left arm.
It is a good picture, because the little cottage looks like a little
cottage, and the sky is an interesting blue — and we know who
painted it. Arc there better reasons for buying pictures, and
putting them on the wall? Probably not.

In fact, Amy would sit on the sofa more than Michael. He
would sit in the armchair, where the reading light allowed him
to sce the words on the page.

‘Michael,' she would have said — had they married, some day
in the future. *You know that job you had before [ met you —
working for the council? You didn’t resign, did you?”

“Yes, I did.’

‘Technically you did,” she would say. ‘But something you said—

“What are you asking me?’

He'd put down his book. He'd remove the glasses from his
face and hold them still — if people really spoke to one another
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like that. “What are you asking me, Amy?" The question would
sound absurd, because it would have to be accompanied by a
turming of the head, and a pause before her inevitable reply.

‘1 want the truth.’

“The truth? he'd say.

Tell me.”

‘I resigned, love, That's the muth.”

Yes, it was and always would be — but only because they were
about to take disciplinary action, Mr MacMillan. You resigned
because you were about to be sacked, sir — it was the easiest way
out. And thats why you don't have much of a pension, and that's
why — after buying the toaster and the microwave and the big-
screen television — you have nothing left, except debes. Here you
are, with next to nothing, and you're probably about to lose even
that. You can’t say you haven't been warned: the letters in the
drawer implore you to stick to whatever payment plan you last
agreed, or call the helpline. Why weren't the station announce-
ments urging you to do that?

“Attention, please!’

What voice would they use for that?

‘Always try to pay your mortigage, because if you don’t — your
home will be taken from you. Don't make vourself homeless.”

Michael laughed quietly.

You'll lose it,” he said. ‘And who's to blame?"

‘Mr Trace, said a voice, and Michael laughed again.

He touched his wallet, and there were his bank cards, safe
and sound. Two had accumulated so much debt they were
almost warm to the touch, but card number three still worked.
He should have done the right thing, and cut it in half — bue
it was a lifesafer now, and here it was in his pocket, and it
would get him through the next few hours. He'd tested i,
withdrawing sixty pounds in cash. Three brand-new twenties
had emerged, unused and fresh, and he'd felt like a child again,
with money to spend. A letter of explanation lay on the pillow,
sealed. And here is a curious thing: you have taped a fourth
card to the inside of your shoe, with parcel-tape. Haven't you?
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A debit card that expired last month, and you did that lase
night.

E;'v'li.cha:] was nodding again, and his mouth was forming the
words.

“Of course.”

“Why have you done that, old friend? Lay down your burden.”

Michael found his spectacles-case in his pocket, and set it on
his knees. He would check his own itinerary again, and for that
he needed his reading glasses — meanwhile, he could just feel the
card in his shoe where the edges were rigid through his sock. Ir's
there for identification, just like the capitalised name you wrote
in the collar of your shirt. It's as if you were starting at school
again, and some other boy might pick it up by accident and you'd
need to prove it was yours as you stood bare-chested in the
changing room, not thinking about Mr Trace. He could be erased
so easily when there was so much else to think about. What is
it, then? The fear of being left, alone in a fridge for however long
it is they have to keep your remains. How long is it before some
poor, overworked coroner can order the swift incineration of an
unclaimed, unknown man? He didn't want to be some poor un-
over dog, or fox.

They have to know your name, just to make the last phase as
smooth as a last phase can be. Amazingly, he had a funcral plan
and the paperwork for that was clearly marked in his filing cabinet.
He hadn't kept the payments up, but there was at least a thousand
pounds. They would have to find his name, and he had been
told by someone years ago that shoes always survived the impact,
because they were knocked clean off the feet: the card would be
found.

He put on his reading glasses, and checked again. It was the
through-train he wanted, and platform seven was used by diesels.
There was no fear of electrocution. His train set off from Preston
at 14.02 and it would roar through Crewe at — what? — about
fifty miles per hour. That was enough to knock your shoes from
your feet, and the brains from your head.



