
out	of	the	rain,	eh?’
Arthur	 clutched	 his	 elbow	 and	 steered	 him

across	the	road.	They	bought	their	drinks	at	the
bar	 and	 then	Arthur	 said	 to	 follow	 him.	 They
ended	up	 in	 a	 narrow	alcove	 tucked	under	 the
stairs	at	the	back	of	the	pub.
‘Good	to	be	out	of	the	storm,	eh?	Cheers!’
Even	 without	 the	 hat,	 he	 still	 couldn’t

recognise	 the	 man.	 He’d	 normally	 remember
either	 a	 face	 or	 a	 name,	 if	 not	 both,	 but	 this
man	was	to	all	intents	and	purposes	a	complete
stranger.	 He	 recalled	 the	 drinks	 party	 at
Fitzwilliam,	 of	 course,	 but	 was	 sure	 he’d	 not
met	the	man	there,	let	alone	discussed	the	job
at	Caius	with	him.
‘I’m	sorry	to	hear	you	didn’t	get	the	job.’
‘So	am	I.	I	had	thought	I—’
‘I	hear	a	chap	called	Goldstein	got	it.’
‘Goldman,	actually,	but	yes…’
‘Still,	 I	 imagine	 you	 can	 now	 push	 on	with

your	doctorate	–	how’s	that	going,	by	the	way?’



‘Slowly,	but—’
‘I	also	heard,’	Arthur	dropped	his	voice	and

leaned	 closer	 over	 the	 narrow	 table	 between
them,	 the	 smell	 of	warm	 bitter	 on	 his	 breath,
‘that	 you	had	 a	 bit	 of	 bad	 luck	with	 that	 grant
you	were	hoping	to	get?’
‘The	Sawston	Award?	Yes…’
‘A	 Professor	 Mendel	 made	 the	 decision,	 I

understand?’
‘Amongst	 others,	 yes…’	 He	 stopped	 and

stared	down	at	his	half-pint	of	mild,	which	he’d
barely	 touched.	 He	 was	 racking	 his	 brain	 for
some	 memory	 of	 having	 met	 Arthur	 but	 still
drew	a	blank.	Yet	this	stranger	sitting	opposite
knew	an	awful	lot	about	him.	It	wasn’t	as	if	he’d
exactly	publicised	his	 failure	 to	get	 the	 job	at
Caius,	 and	 the	outcome	of	 the	Sawston	Award
hadn’t	even	been	officially	announced	yet.
‘Both	Jews,	you	realise?’
‘I	beg	your	pardon?’
‘Goldman	and	Mendel	–	they’re	both	Jews.’



There	was	a	glint	in	Arthur’s	eyes,	as	if	he	was
excited.
‘I	assume	so.’
‘And	are	you	happy	about	it?’
‘Well	of	course	not!	I	was	the	best-qualified

person	 by	 a	 mile	 for	 the	 Caius	 job,	 and	 my
paper	for	the	Sawston	Award	was	first	class,	but
Professor	 Mendel	 treated	 me	 as	 if	 I	 was	 a
primary	school	pupil.	I’m	sorry,	but	I’m	angry,
as	you	can	see…’
Arthur	 leaned	 back,	 still	 smiling,	 and	 said

nothing	for	a	while,	allowing	the	younger	man
opposite	to	talk	at	length,	going	red	in	the	face
as	he	did	so,	his	voice	stuttering	as	he	became
more	angry.
‘Of	course	I	know	Goldman	and	Mendel	are

both	Jews…	I’d	not	felt	able	to	mention	that	to
anyone,	 not	 until	 now…	 Obviously	 I’m	 not
prejudiced,	 but…	 I	 don’t	 need	 anyone	 to	 tell
me	about	Jews	and	what	they	could	get	up	to	–
I’m	 an	 expert	 in	medieval	 literature,	 after	 all,



especially	 German	 medieval	 literature,	 and
even	legends	have	some	basis	in	fact…’
When	 he	 finished,	 he	 looked	 as	 if	 he	 was

about	 to	 cry	 yet	 at	 the	 same	 time	 relieved	 to
have	 unburdened	 himself.	 He	 muttered	 an
apology	 as	 he	 drank	 his	 beer,	 and	Arthur	 told
him	not	to	worry,	of	course	he	understood	–	in
fact	he’d	also	been	 the	victim	of	Jews,	as	had
so	many	people	he	knew.
‘Between	 you	 and	 me,	 I’ve	 heard	 that	 a

wealthy	 relative	 of	 Goldman’s	 had	 promised
money	to	the	college	funds.’
‘How	do	you	know	that?’
‘Let’s	 just	 say	 that	 people	 I	 know	 are	 very

well	aware	of	these	matters.	Tell	me,	how	much
was	the	Sawston	Award	worth?’
‘One	 hundred	 and	 fifty	 pounds	 –	 it	 would

have	 meant	 I	 could	 concentrate	 on	 my
doctorate	 for	an	entire	academic	year	and	not
have	 to	 take	on	anything	else,	 like	working	 in
the	library	and	writing	essays	for	barely	literate



but	 very	 wealthy	 undergrads	 on	 closed
scholarships.’
Arthur	 stood	 up.	 He	 was	 not	 a	 particularly

imposing	figure,	but	he	looked	confident	–	the
kind	of	person	who	usually	got	his	way.	‘There
are	some	like-minded	people	I	think	you	ought
to	meet.	Could	you	come	down	to	London	for
dinner	one	night	next	month?’
He	said	it	depended	on	the	day,	but	possibly,

yes…
‘I’ll	 write	 to	 you	 at	 Jesus.	Meanwhile,	 this

will	help	with	your	expenses.	Best	not	open	it
until	you’re	back	in	your	rooms.’

*

The	man	 left	 the	pub	without	waiting	 for	him.
He	 finished	 his	 drink,	 composed	 himself	 and
went	 back	 to	 his	 rooms.	 It	was	 only	 later	 on,
when	 the	poetry	of	von	Eschenbach	became	a
bit	too	much	that	he	remembered	the	envelope


