‘MurDER didn’t mean much to Raven. It was just a new job.
You had to be careful. You had to use your brains. It was not
“a question of hatred. He had only seen the Minister once: he
had been pointed out to Raven as he walked down the new
housing estate between the small lit Christmas trees, an old
grubby man without friends, who was said to love humanity.
The cold wind cut Raven’s face in the wide Continental
~ street. It was a good excuse for turning the collar of his coat
well above his mouth. A hare-lip was a serious handicap in his
profession; it had been badly sewn in infancy, so that now the
upper lip was twisted and scarred. When you carried about so
easy an identification you couldn’t help becoming ruthless in
your methods. It had always, from the first, been necessary for
Raven to eliminate a witness. |

He carried an attaché case. He looked like any other
youngish man going home after his work; his dark overcoat
had a clerical air. He moved steadily up the street like hundreds
of his kind. A tram went by, lit up in the early dusk: he didn’t
take it. An economical young man, you might have thought,
saving money for his home. Perhaps even now he was on his
way to meet his girl.

But Raven had never had a girl. The hare-lip prevented that.
He had learnt, when he was very young, how repulsive it was.
He turned into one of the tall grey houses and climbed the
stairs, a sour bitter screwed-up figure.

Outside the top flat he put down his attaché case and put on

- gloves. He took a pair of clippers out of his pocket and cut
through the telephone wire where it ran out from above the
door to the lift shaft. Then he rang the bell. |
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