
440 THE SECRET AGENT
Ossipon lowered his head slowly. He was 

alone. “ An impenetrable mystery. ...” It 
seemed to him that suspended in the air before 
him he saw his own brain pulsating to the rhythm 
of an impenetrable mystery. It was diseased 
clearly. . . . “ This act of madness or despair."

The mechanical piano near the door played 
through a valse cheekily, then fell silent all at 
once, as if gone grumpy.

Comrade Ossipon, nicknamed the Doctor, 
went out of the Silenus beer-hall. At the door 
he hesitated, blinking at a not too splendid sun
light—and the paper with the report of the 
suicide of a lady was in his pocket. His heart 
was beating against it. The suicide of a lady 
—this act of madness or despair.

He walked along the street without looking 
where he put his feet ; and he walked in a 
direction which would not bring him to the place 
of appointment with another lady (an elderly 
nursery governess putting her trust in an 
Apollo-like ambrosial head). He was walking 
away from it. He could face no woman. It 
was ruin. He could neither think, work, sleep, 
nor eat. But he was beginning to drink with 
pleasure, with anticipation, with hope. It was 
ruin. His revolutionary career, sustained by 
the sentiment and trustfulness of many women,


