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ABOUT THE BOOK

Stuart Cuno has decided to become good. Not believing in God, he invents his own methods, which include celibacy and the abandonment of a promising academic career. Interfering friends and relations question his sincerity, his sanity and his motives.

Stuart’s stepbrother, Edward Baltram, is tormented by guilt, believing that he has killed his best friend. He dreams of both redemption and suicide. He is sent on a ‘journey to the underworld’ to find his natural father, the painter Jesse Baltram, whom he has not seen since childhood. He discovers a father strangely different from his expectations, full of the magic of forgiveness.

Meanwhile, Stuart’s moral apprenticeship is causing nothing but trouble. Coming to rescue Edward, Stuart provokes a final catastrophic clash of forces.
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Following her writing debut in 1954 with Under the Net, Iris Murdoch wrote twenty-six novels, including the Booker Prize-winning The Sea, The Sea (1978). Other literary awards she received include the James Tait Black Memorial Prize for The Black Prince (1973) and the Whitbread Prize for The Sacred and Profane Love Machine (1974). Her works of philosophy include Sartre: Romantic Rationalist (1953), Metaphysics as a Guide to Morals (1992) and Existentialists and Mystics (1997). She wrote several plays including The Italian Girl (with James Saunders) and The Black Prince, adapted from her novel of the same name.
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INTRODUCTION

In Iris, a memoir of his wife, John Bayley recalls the visit to their home of an Irish monk. The inspiration for the setting up and ‘way’ of the new monastery from which he comes, the monk explains, was two of Iris Murdoch’s novels, one of them The Good Apprentice. Readers of the novel may be intrigued, or alarmed, by the image of a monastic life modelled on that of ‘Seegard’, the cold, damp house where the disintegrating magus, painter and erstwhile Don Juan, Jesse Baltram, lives, Lear-like, surrounded by his curious family of women. Still, the monks must have discerned, like A.S. Byatt, that The Good Apprentice, published in 1985, belonged among those ‘late baggy monsters’ whose preoccupation is religion, albeit ‘religion without God’, as one figure in the novel puts it. Although the backdrop is not, as it had been in, say, The Bell, an institutionally religious one, it is engagement with a ‘renewal of life’, with ‘the good life’, which shows through in the aspirations of the central characters, even of the sexually focused, love-addicted pair who mouth those two phrases.

As with many Iris Murdoch novels, opinions may differ as to who the central character is, and indeed as to whether it is sensible to identify one. The figures in her books are not, after all, the lonely heroes or anti-heroes who stalk the pages of what she called ‘existentialist’ novels (Hemingway and Kingsley Amis as much as Sartre), people for whom ‘others’ are little more than elements, ‘givens’, of their ‘situation’. Rather, they are men and women whose lives, indeed identities, are bound up with, dependent on, one another. In The Sea, The Sea, a man resolves to ‘become a hermit’ – to escape, especially, the society of women – only to find that he cannot live without re-possessing an old love.

For some readers, the novel’s focus will be the young man who certainly occupies the most pages, Edward Baltram, tortured, remorse-driven natural son of the painter whom he seeks out in order to receive, as if by ‘magic’, some dispensation or purification. For others, the focus may be Jesse himself, a man who, though now become a ‘cruel mad god’, was possessed of a ‘greatness of being’ of which those who did not know him could form no conception. While Jesse appears only briefly, he is, like other of Murdoch’s magi – from Fox in The Flight from the Enchanter to Vallar in A Message to the Planet – a hub whose spokes fix the other characters in a circle around him. It is, however, Stuart Cuno, Edward’s older step-brother, who gives the novel its name. Stuart is not an apprentice who happens to be good at it but, as an interlocutor puts it, someone ‘apprenticed to goodness’. The allusion is to the view of Plato – ‘our best philosopher’, Murdoch often remarked – that goodness is, like a demanding craft, something for which a person must assiduously train. As she wrote in her review of Simone Weil’s Notebooks, it is an apprenticeship during which, at first, the good is bound to ‘appear negative and empty’. It is, perhaps, Stuart’s uncertain odyssey – from a blank, inchoate aspiration to goodness (‘I’m just a beginner’) to appreciation of what that aspiration actually entails – which gathers together the themes and episodes of the novel. This is an odyssey which involves him, stumblingly, with his step-brother’s expiation of guilt, his father’s love-affair, and – another echo of Plato – with the homosexual temptation presented by the son of his father’s mistress, who herself will become peculiarly attached to Stuart.

Whichever of these characters is ‘central’ or most occupies the individual reader’s interest, however, the religious Leitmotiv is there to hear. Edward does not just ‘feel bad’ about the tragic episode with which the novel so arrestingly begins: he is victim to what Murdoch, in Metaphysics as a Guide to Morals, describes as ‘one of the most terrible of human woes... remorse’, something that is ‘no less agonising’ when, as in Edward’s case, arguably, it is a relatively ‘innocent action [which] has produced an unforeseeable catastrophe’. In such remorse, one encounters ‘the void... the anguished experience of lack of balance’ which only a spiritual ‘renewal of one’s life’ as a whole can restore. Jesse Baltram is (or was) not just ‘charismatic’, but a man, a ‘god’, with ‘greatness of being’ to whom people turn for a dispensation or ‘message’ that will enable things to fall into place for them, lend sense to all the ‘contingent rubble’ of life. He is the kind of sage on whom, further east, are centred those ‘techniques for the purification and reorientation’ of our energies by which Murdoch had become increasingly impressed. The goodness to which Stuart is apprenticed is nothing so particular and hived-off as the performance of one’s duties in life: like the Godhead of the mystics, though ‘without supernatural dogmas’, it can barely be articulated, yet ‘shows... as the most important thing’, the source and object of ‘some sort of spiritual ideal and discipline’. Even the buccaneering ‘playboy’ Harry Cuno, opposed as his conception of the good life is to his son’s, is not without some sort of spiritual ideal. Sex, he tries to convince his lover, Midge, is something they have proved to be ‘true’: not a bit of fun on the side, but a vital, integral aspect of a true ‘life as a whole’ lived in ‘courageous’ opposition to the ‘false abstractions’ of good and evil, body and soul.

‘Remorse’, ‘the void’, ‘greatness of being’, ‘purification’, ‘spiritual discipline’, good and evil’ – recital of these terms must give the impression that The Good Apprentice is ‘heavy-going’. It isn’t. Much of the book, in fact, is genuinely funny: Harry’s and Midge’s misadventures getting into and out of ‘Seegard’, for example, could belong in an American ‘screwball’ comedy. For all her serious intent as a novelist, Murdoch regarded herself, not as the author of contes philosophiques, but as a ‘story-teller’ who, as John Bayley reminds us, wanted to ‘reach all possible readers’, not least through ‘the excitement of her story [and] its pace’. To be sure, there are, especially early on in the book, those ‘little chunks of reflection’ which, Dame Iris once wrily remarked, readers must ‘put up with for the sake of the rest of the work’. But these barely stall the pace of a story – or web of interwoven stories – that soon has those readers anxiously wondering what happens next. Will they or won’t they? Will anyone discover what did occur by the river? Is she going to leave him?

Nor will those who expect to enter ‘the unmistakeable world’ of a Murdoch novel, to which literary critics so often refer, be disappointed by the present book. Many of the familiar marks are there. Migrations of middle-class London intellectuals to and from an isolated, watery and faintly sinister retreat in the country. Elements of mystery: Edward’s two experiences at a medium’s house, the strange clearing or dromos in the wood, Midge’s ecstatic transformation at ‘Seegard’, and the final fate of Jesse. Sharp, pointed sketches of some modern ‘types’: ‘coolly’ modern, sexually casual and selfish Sarah, for example, or her ghastly feminist mother.

Iris Murdoch knew that her readers entered the world of her novels through different gates: some for the entertainment offered there, others to explore a realm from which they could return with fresh perspectives on the actual world. It is, arguably, the aspiration and achievement of the best art, the novel preeminently, to set up a world which, as Martha Nussbaum expresses it, is at an optimal reflective and emotional distance from its audience. The reader who enters it is sufficiently engaged with its inhabitants for their struggles, failures and successes to bear upon his or her own, yet is at a sufficient remove from them for reflection and emotional response to be unclouded by the pressures on rapid decision and snap judgement which actual life relentlessly and messily exerts. In Murdoch’s own words, ‘great art is liberating [because] it enables us to see and take pleasure in what is not ourselves’, but in what is, nevertheless, recognisably adjacent to the arena in which we move.

‘What is at stake’ in Iris Murdoch’s writings, suggests George Steiner in his Foreword to her collection, Existentialists and Mystics, ‘is the definition of the Good with a view to conducting our lives in its light’ – a Good unencumbered, of course, by ‘supernatural dogmas’. With which views on the conduct of life might readers return from the world of The Good Apprentice? Above all, perhaps, a sense of the difficulty of this conduct, of an apprenticeship to good. For Murdoch, ‘the most important thing that has happened to us in the last hundred years’ is the atrophy of traditional religion, for it is this which, if honestly regarded, must render the good life so problematic in modernity. Unfortunately, too many philosophers and intellectuals have failed to regard this phenomenon and its implications honestly. In particular, the many thinkers she groups under the label ‘existentialist’ have persuaded people that the moral condition is something very simple – a matter, merely, of ‘sincerely’ or ‘authentically’ choosing one’s moral commitments, as if these were styles of dress selected to suit one’s personality. Religious belief, to the degree it has survived, has itself become a matter of ‘choice’, of filling a spiritual trolley with whatever mix’n match of doctrines and rituals is to one’s taste.

In substituting ‘for the hard idea of truth... the facile idea of sincerity’, existentialists lead us away from the three things on which, with a view to conducting our lives, we ought to be focusing. First, the difficult task of seeing, of truthful assessment of, our ‘situation’ – the real condition of a marriage, say, or the precise degree of responsibility for a catastrophe. Second, the need to cultivate a ‘humility’, a ‘selfless respect for reality’. This is both one of the most difficult of virtues and a main component, along with ‘love’, in the process of ‘unselfing’ which erosion of belief in a God before whom ‘I am nothing’ has made all the harder. With its ‘solipsistic exaltation of the individual’, existentialism denies that ‘unselfing’ is possible, let alone desirable. Finally, existentialists take pride in emptying the moral life of its ‘mystery’, a sense of which we should be rekindling. Instead of allowing that moral disagreement and the elusiveness of ‘foundations’ for moral beliefs may be due to the strangeness, the ineffability even, of the good and its ‘magnetism’, the existentialists’ response is Harry’s – ‘There isn’t anything deep here!’ (His brusque advice to the anguished Edward, ‘Make yourself function again!’ is about as sensitive and helpful as was Sartre’s to an equally anguished young man who once sought counsel from him – ‘Just choose!’)

It is at once the need for, difficulty of, and unity among these three tasks – truthful vision, ‘unselfing’, and ‘a sense of mystery’ – which show through in the world of The Good Apprentice. Edward Baltram is not going to emerge from ‘the void’ unless he can accurately gauge his responsibility for the tragedy and appreciate his subjection to obsessive self-pity. Yet he must recognise, too, that going through ‘the void’ is, inexplicably, the fate of someone who, however unintentionally, has had a drastic impact on the lives of others. Stuart Cuno will not come through his moral apprenticeship unless he can add an ability to ‘communicate with’, indeed love, other people, to his cool, accurate assessments of their ‘situations’ and to his intimations of a ‘religion without God’. The apprenticeship may be hard – people, he reflects, are always throwing bibles or smashing paperweights when he intervenes with advice – but not hopeless. Stuart takes to heart Midge’s diatribe, ‘You feel nothing... You pretend to be going to do something great, but you do nothing’. The day eventually comes when, by feeling something and doing something, he learns from his step-brother that a visit he has paid really did ‘do some good’.

One thing with which the reader will not return from the world of this novel is simple recipes for the conduct of life. Pursuit of the difficult tasks or ‘techniques’ described above can at best attune a person for the ‘renewal of life’ as a whole, not by themselves provide a blueprint for the management of that life. The good is too inexhaustible, the spiritual ideal too occluded, for easy consensus. Towards the end of Murdoch’s second ‘Platonic Dialogue’, Above the Gods, in which the protagonists have argued for various conceptions of religion and the good, Socrates proposes a serene resolution of their differences. ‘It can’t be so simple!’, worries a youthful Plato, ‘If only I could get it clear!’ ‘You never will,’ replies his friend Acastos, ‘Anyway, let’s be happy. Come, dear Plato’ – and off they go arm-in-arm. The Good Apprentice closes on a similar note, when Harry and his two sons are discussing the ‘good things in the world’. ‘But what are they?’, worries Edward, ‘We might all mean different ones’. ‘Never mind,’ replies Harry, ‘let’s drink to them’ – and together they raise their glasses.


PART ONE

THE PRODIGAL SON

I WILL ARISE and go to my father, and will say unto him, Father I have sinned against heaven and before thee, and am no more worthy to be called thy son.

These were not perhaps the actual words which Edward Baltram uttered to himself on the occasion of his momentous and mysterious summons, yet their echo was not absent even then, and later he repeated them often.

The story begins however at an earlier point, on the evening in February when Edward played a disgraceful trick upon his friend and fellow student Mark Wilsden. The magisterial drug which transports its initiates to heaven or to hell had been surreptitiously administered. Mark, who had so loftily disapproved and so peevishly refused, now lay a helpless victim, giggling and babbling upon the lamplit divan bed in Edward’s small bedsitter upon the second floor of a shabby terrace house in Camden Town. Edward, no trip for him that evening, clad in his magician’s robe of sober power, stood looking down. He had concealed the drug in a sandwich, and watched the metamorphosis with wicked triumph. His sole anxiety vanished as soon as it became clear that Mark was destined to have a happy journey. If he had sent his friend even temporarily to hell he would have felt most uncomfortable. As it was, Mark’s face, beautiful at any time, was transfigured by a luminous ecstasy. His brown eyes were large, his full, eloquent lips were red and moist, his skin glowing as if illumined from within. The drops of sweat upon his forehead, the hairs of his elegantly clipped moustache and beard, stood out and shone as if his face had become a priestly mask inlaid with precious stones. With his longish head he looked like an Egyptian king. He looked like a wide-browed, huge-eyed god. He was a god, he had become divine, he was experiencing the Good Absolute, the vision of visions, the annihilation of the ego. Edward had heard of this. Such insights could last a lifetime. Mark would be grateful to him later. Edward’s own experiences, though picturesque and thrilling, had not been mystical. Mark, whom Edward admired and loved, was a mystical type. Edward, contemplating the transfiguration of his friend, felt quite faint with joy.

Mark, who had been laughing continuously in a low undulating rhythmical giggle which sometimes sounded like a sob, now began to concentrate. He thrust his lips out as he often did when he was thinking.

‘Edward.’

‘Yes, Mark.’

‘How things are.’

‘Yes.’

‘How they are. They are in themselves, they are, I say, in themselves, that’s the – the secret.’

‘Yes, indeed they are.’

‘No. They are not just in themselves – they are – themselves. Everything is – itself. It is a – itself. But, you know, there’s – there’s only one –’

‘Only one what?’

‘Anything. Everything is – all together – like a big – it’s shaggy –’

‘Shaggy?’

‘Edward –’

‘Yes.’

‘No – it’s all scales, millions of scales and – gills – I can see it – breathing – it’s a fish – I mean – everything is – it’s all one... big... fish...’

Edward tried to imagine the big shaggy scaly fish that was everything. But now his own visionary drug images, stirred up by sympathy, began to float by him as if the little room had become a deep lake full of waving reeds and quaking amoebas with big eyes and dark swollen forms bound in white ribbons, the raising of Lazarus, the creation of the world.

‘Oh now it’s pingling,’ said Mark suddenly. He tried to rise a little, but fell back on the divan. ‘It’s pingling, I can see the sky – beyond – oh the light – all made of angels’ heads, like pins, pinheads, all shining, all together, all – unfolding, like a long long – scroll – and the light – it’s laser beams – the spears, the spears – hurt so – oh I’m so happy – I’m rising up, I’m flying – And God – is coming –’

‘Can you see God? What’s he like?’

‘He’s coming – like a – like a lift.’

Mark lay for a while in silence, gazing away into the distance of his vision, smiling, his parted lips bubbling a little. Then he raised his hand solemnly as if blessing Edward. Then quite suddenly he fell into a deep calm sleep.

Edward was disappointed. He considered trying to wake him but decided he had better not. Such sleeps could last a long while however, and by the time Mark awoke the fun might be over.

The telephone rang.

‘Edward?’

‘Yes.’

‘It’s Sarah.’

‘Hello, Sarah.’

‘Could you come and see me? I’m low. Come across and have a quick drink.’

‘Oh – all right – just five minutes.’

Edward returned to look at Mark. He looked like a sleeping knight in a picture; or the dead Christ, so handsome, unsullied and unhurt. He pulled a rug over his sleeping friend. Then he put a newspaper over the lamp to shade the light and left the room, locking the door behind him.

Edward’s visit to Sarah Plowmain (who lived very close by) that evening was not entirely impromptu. He had recently met her in college, in a ‘set’ which included Mark, and after her casual ‘Let’s meet, I’ll ring’ had been expecting her summons for some days. Sarah was cool. She had waited exactly the right length of time before inviting him for (right again) a ‘quick drink’. Edward could not resist such elegant discretion, and he was flattered. It was time to establish this girl; after that they could see, it was not an urgent case. For this move however this was the moment, and Edward believed in fated moments. Besides, Sarah had said that her mother had met or known Edward’s mother, and any signal, however faint, from the dark lost planet of his parents disturbed and interested Edward very much.

What young Edward (he was twenty) had not expected was that young Sarah (she was nineteen), who was small and dark and agile like a Russian acrobat, would immediately (how had it happened?) undress him (his clothes had seemed to melt away) and introduce him into her bed, in her little cave-like candle-lit room where a stick of incense was burning in a Chinese vase on the mantelpiece.

Now they were clothed again (had he been asleep?) and they were talking and drinking whisky, which was it seemed the only drink Sarah had in stock. Sarah was smoking, she was always smoking.

‘You said your mother knew my mother?’

‘They were together at the polytechnic. Your mother was doing art and mine was doing sociology. So that was it, was it?’

‘What?’

‘You just came to talk about your mother!’

‘I want to talk about you too.’

‘And my father used to teach your brother. We’re connected. It’s fate.’

‘I’m so sorry about your father.’

Sarah’s father, the mathematician Dirk Plowmain, had committed suicide not long ago.

‘Yes. But we weren’t close. He behaved so badly to my mother, they separated quite a long time ago. Your father behaved badly to your mother too, didn’t he?’

Edward was hurt by the allusion which, he felt, went too far for this early stage of acquaintance. He had a strict sense of decorum. He said nothing.

‘You’re the son of Jesse Baltram, aren’t you, not of Harry Cuno? Some people are a bit confused about it.’

Edward disliked the tone, but replied amiably enough. ‘Yes, but I’ve never known Jesse, I only saw him once or twice when I was a kid. He dropped my mother before I was born, he was married to someone else anyway –’

‘Yes, I bet your ma kept you well clear of horrible Jesse! Except that she made sure you had his name!’

‘Then my mother married Harry Cuno and then she went and died. I’ve always regarded Harry as my father.’

‘And Stuart is your brother? He’s not Chloe’s child, is he?’

‘No, he’s not my mother’s child. He’s the son of Harry’s first wife, she died before Chloe took over, she came from New Zealand.’ For some reason Teresa Cuno, when she was referred to, which happened rarely, was always thus labelled.

‘So Stuart and you aren’t really brothers.’

‘Not blood relations – but, well, we are brothers.’

‘You mean you’re like brothers. I’d like to meet Stuart. Someone says he’s given up sex before he’s even tried it!’

‘So that was it, was it? You just wanted to get to know Stuart!’ Edward was fond of his elder brother, but they did not get on too well.

‘No, no, I want to know you, I’m studying you, can’t you see? And then there’s your aunt, Chloe’s little sister, the fashion lady who married that Scotch psychiatrist. He’s miles older than she is, isn’t he? I suppose she was a mother to you?’

‘Midge McCaskerville, no, not at all.’ Certainly not Midge, his charming young aunt, whom Edward remembered kissing so passionately at a dance when he was seventeen. Margaret McCaskerville, née Warriston, his mother’s younger sister, was always known by her nickname ‘Midge’, which she had used during her short career as a fashion model.

‘Not a maternal type,’ said Sarah. ‘I’m told she’s changed a lot. She’s got fat. How do you get on with Harry Cuno?’

‘Fine. Maybe you’d like to meet him too, I’ll give a party!’

‘Oh good! He’s a real adventurer, like an explorer, I’ve seen his picture, like a pirate, a buccaneer, fearfully talented, a hero of our time!’

‘Yes, but not exactly a successful one.’ Why did I say that, thought Edward. This smart little girl will think I don’t like him. She’ll repeat it too. And he is wonderful.

‘I tell you who I’d most like to meet.’

‘Who?’

‘Your real father, Jesse Baltram, now he’s a great man.’

‘You said he was horrible.’

‘I was taking your mother’s view. Anyway he can be both, can’t he? Lots of men are!’

‘I’m afraid I can’t arrange it,’ said Edward.

‘A painter, an architect, a sculptor, a socialist, and a Don Juan! My mother met him ages ago. She used to know his wife, May Barnes, before she married him. They’ve shut themselves up in that grotesque house in the marsh. I know that bit of coast, my ma’s got a cottage –’

‘Isn’t your mother famous for something?’

‘Women’s Lib Journalism. She’s a fire-eater.’

Edward was stirred and upset by this display of irreverent curiosity about his family. Almost any reference hurt. He looked more critically now at Sarah’s clever sallow face, devoid of make-up, her cropped hair and ragged dark fringe, her shaggy jersey and narrow dirty jeans, her big glass beads and noisy Indian bangles, her bitten finger-nails and little strong hand, smelling of nicotine, which intermittently squeezed his knee. She was less beautiful than the last girl he had made love to (a tall American just returned to Boston) but was more attractive, gipsyish, cleverer, nastier, more unpredictable, dangerous. Was this perhaps the beginning of it, the serious business for which his love life had been waiting? The way she had undressed him had been so deft, like knitting, her soft accomplished body so tactful and authoritative. She was certainly experienced. Was that good or bad?

One of the candles guttered out. ‘Can’t we have a lamp?’ said Edward. ‘And need we have the incense? I don’t like the smell.’

‘Why didn’t you say?’ Sarah sprang up and turned on a lamp and pinched out the incense. ‘I like the darkness. Have you ever been to a seance? Would you like to go? It’s an experience. Shall we go together?’

Edward suddenly remembered Mark Wilsden. How had he managed completely to forget his friend? The sudden lovemaking, the weirdly concentrated talk about his family, had translated him utterly. And perhaps the use of drugs affects the memory? This was a sober thought. He stood up.

‘Do you believe in life after death? I don’t, but I believe in psychic phenomena. All right, Edward, you’re going, I’ll find your coat.’

‘I must rush,’ he said.

‘Haven’t you got a scarf? I could lend you a woolly cap. It’s getting awfully cold. I wonder if it’ll snow?’

Of course Mark was perfectly all right, would be still asleep. Edward looked at his watch, amazed and relieved to find that his eventful visit to Sarah Plowmain had taken little over half an hour. He came out into the clear frosty very cold night, gulping in the cold and seeing with satisfaction his deep breaths turned into steamy clouds. Running the short distance between Sarah’s lodgings and his own he levitated several times upon the glittering pavement. He had wanted to be a ballet dancer once.

Edward panted up the narrow flight of stairs. Putting his key in the door he realised that he was drunk. The key skidded over the painted surface seeking the hole. He found it and opened the door, entered and closed the door. The darkened room with its one shaded lamp was curiously cold. Edward saw at once that the newspaper he had put over the lamp was brown and scorched. He quickly removed it, then turned to the divan. The divan was empty. Edward looked quickly about the room, there was nowhere to hide, nowhere to go. There was no one there. Mark was gone. Then he saw the chair drawn up beside the window and the window wide open.

So it was that Edward Baltram’s life was profoundly and permanently altered. At the police station, and again at the inquest he described how he had climbed on the chair and leaned out of the window and seen Mark’s body lying in the area below the street, illumined by a light from a basement room. Nobody had seen or heard him fall. He described how he ran moaning down the stairs, out onto the pavement, and down the steps to the basement. Mark’s body lay there, huge in the small space, stretched out and broken, a blood-stained sack. The blood smeared Edward’s shoes. He knocked at the lower flat. The people there telephoned the police. A fruitless ambulance arrived. Someone went to break the news to Mark’s mother. ‘What happened?’ everyone asked Edward. At the inquest he was asked more detailed questions. Yes, he had given Mark the drug. At Mark’s request? Yes. Why had he left him alone? He went out for a breath of fresh air. How long was he away? Ten minutes. Drugs, which he had not had the presence of mind to remove, were found in Edward’s room. It emerged that he had, on one occasion, casually sold some of the stuff to a fellow student. Mark’s mother, a widow, a powerful and frightening woman, terrible in her grief, declared that Mark abominated drugs and would never have taken any of his own accord. She accused Edward of having murdered her son. The authorities were merciful to Edward. His college suspended him until the next academic year. He saw a hospital psychiatrist who bullied him. He was let off on condition that he gave up drugs and agreed to receive regular psychiatric treatment. This his uncle by marriage, Thomas McCaskerville, who also gave evidence at the inquest, agreed to arrange or provide. The newspapers lost interest in him. Thus Edward passed out of the public eye into his private hell.
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