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Your main commentary should be focused on there. Other topics may also be addressed.

I reached up wearily and felt the back of my head. It felt pulpy.
A shoot of pain from the touch went clear to the soles of my feet. I
groaned, and made a grunt out of the groan, from professional
pride—what was left of it. I rolled over slowly and carefully and
looked at the foot of a pulled down wall bed; one twin, the other
being still up. In the wall. The flourish of design on the painted
wood was familiar. The picture had hung over the davenport and I
hadn't even looked at it.

When I rolled a square gin bottle rolled off my chest and hit the
floor. It was water white, and empty. It didn't seem possible there
could be so much gin in just one bottle.

I got my knees under me and stayed on all fours for a while,
sniffing like a dog who can't finish his dinner, but hates to leave it.
I moved my head around on my neck. It hurt. I moved it around
some more and it still hurt, so I climbed up on my feet and
discovered I didn't have any shoes on.

The shoes were lying against the baseboard, looking as
dissipated as shoes ever looked. I put them on wearily. I was an
old man now. I was going down the last long hill. I still had a tooth
left though. I felt it with my tongue. It didn't seem to taste of gin.

“It will all come back to you,” I said. "Some day it will all come
back to you. And you won't like it.” There was the lamp on the
table by the open window. There was the fat green davenport.
There was the doorway with the green curtains across it. Never sit
with your back to a green curtain. It always turns out badly.
Something always happens. Who had I said that to? A girl with a
gun. A girl with a clear empty face and dark brown hair that had
been blond.

I looked around for her. She was still there. She was lying on
the pulled-down twin bed.

She was wearing a pair of tan stockings and nothing else. Her
hair was tumbled. There were dark bruises on her throat. Her
mouth was open and a swollen tongue filled it to over-flowing. Her
eyes bulged and the whites of them were not white.

Raymond Chandler, The Lady in the Lake, 1944, US.
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Across her naked belly four angry scratches leered crimson red
against the whiteness of flesh. Deep angry scratches, gouged out
by four bitter fingernails.

On the davenport there were tumbled clothes, mostly hers. My
coat was there also. I disentangled it and put it on. Something
crackled under my hand in the tumbled clothes. I drew out a long
envelope with money still in it. I put it in my pocket. Marlowe, five
hundred dollars. I hoped it was all there. There didn't seem much
else to hope for.

I stepped on the balls of my feet softly, as if walking on very
thin ice. I bent down to rub behind my knee and wondered which
hurt most, my knee, or my head when I bent down to nib the knee.

Heavy feet came along the hallway and there was a hard mutter
of voices. The feet stopped. A hard fist knocked on the door.

I stood there leering at the door, with my lips drawn back tight
against my teeth. I waited for somebody to open the door and walk
in. The knob was tried, but nobody walked in. The knocking began
again, stopped, the voices muttered again. The steps went away. I
wondered how long it would take to get the manager with a pass
key. Not very long.

Not nearly long enough for Marlowe to get home from the
French Riviera.

I went to the green curtain and brushed it aside and looked
down a short dark hallway into a bathroom. I went in there and put
the light on. Two wash rugs on the floor, a bath mat folded over
the edge of the tub, a pebbled glass window at the corner of the
tub. I shut the bathroom door and stood on the edge of the tub and
eased the window up. This was the sixth floor. There was no
screen. I put my head out and looked into darkness and a narrow
glimpse of a street with trees. I looked sideways and saw that the
bathroom window of the next apartment was not more than three
feet away. A well-nourished mountain goat could make it without
any trouble at all.

The question was whether a battered private detective could
make it, and if so, what the harvest would be.




