[Read and download] File size: 24.Mb

In the Last Analysis

THE FIRST KATE FANSLER MYSTERY

AMANDA

Do wbi
— Par Amanda Cross
O ——

Author Home st
ePub | *DOC | audiobook | ebooks |
Download PDF
Dtails sur le produit Rang parmi les
ventes : #358602 dans eBooksPubli le:
2011-07-13Sorti le: 2011-07-
13Format: Ebook Kindle

=
=
-
-
-
e
=
-
-

h-hh"_._h
o
- II

[Read and download] In the Last
Analysis

Par Amanda Cross: In theLast
Analysis before purchasing it in order to
gage whether or not it would be worth my
time, and all praised In the Last Analysis:

IN T
ANALYSIS

Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurWhen beautiful Janet Harrison asks English professor Kate Fansler to recommend a
Manhattan psychoanalyst, Kate immediately sends the girl to her dear friend and former lover, Dr. Emanuel
Bauer. Seven weeks later, the girl is stabbed to death on Emanuel's couch--with incriminating fingerprints on

the murder weapon. To Kate, the idea of her brilliant friend killing anyone is preposterous, but proving it
seems an impossible task. For Janet had no friends, no lover, no family. Why, then, should someone feel
compelled to kill her? Kate's analytic techniques leave no stone unturned--not even the one under which a
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venomous killer once again lies coiled and ready to strike. . . .From the Paperback edition.ExtraitPrologue "
didn't say | objected to Freud," Kate said. "l said | objected to whatJoyce called Freudful errors-all those
nonsensical conclusions leaped toby people with no reticence and less mind.""If you are going to hold
psychiatry responsible for sadistic parlorgames, | see no point in continuing the discussion,” Emanuel
answered. But they would continue the discussion nonetheless; it had gone on for years, and showed no
signsof exhausting itself."By the way," Kate said, "I've sent you a patient. At any rate, a studentasked me to
recommend a psychoanalyst, and | gave her your name andaddress. | have no ideaif shelll call, but | rather
expect she will. Hername is Janet Harrison." Kate walked to the window and looked out on theraw and
blustery weather. It was the sort of January day when even she,who loathed spring, longed for
it."Considering your opinion of psychiatry,” Nicola said, "Emanuel shouldfeel duly honored. Look honored,
Emanuel!" Nicola, Emanuel’'s wife,followed these discussions rather as the spectator at atennis
matchfollows the ball, her head turning from one to the other. Having managedto place her faith in
psychiatry without withdrawing her right tocriticize, she applauded the good shots and groaned at the
misses. Kateand Emanuel, charmed with Nicola as audience, enjoyed the matches not onlyfor the occasional
insights which emerged from them, but also because theyshared the knack of irritating without ever
offending each other. Nicolasmiled on them both."It isn't Freud himself one quarrels with," Kate said, "nor
even the greatbody of theory he evolved. It's the dissemination of hisideasin themodern world. I'm always
reminded of the story of the Japanese gentlemanand the Trinity: 'Honorable Father, very good; Honorable
Son, very good;but Honorable Bird | do not understand at all.' ""Y our quotations,” Emanuel said, "aways
enliven the conversation withoutin any way advancing the discussion.""The only quotation | can think of,"
said Nicola, in her turn walking tothe window, "is'If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? "Which, as it
turned out, was the most significant remark anybody made thatafternoon.OneSomeone had chalked "April is
the cruelest month" on the steps of BaldwinHall. Kate, unimpressed by the erudition, agreed with the
sentiment.Spring on an Ameri-can campus, even as urban a campus as this one, inevitably drove thefaculty
into amood compounded of lassitude, irritation, andfastidiousness. Perhaps, Kate thought, it is because we
are getting old,while the students, like Caesar's crowds on the Appian Way, are always thesame age. Gazing
at the students who sprawled, or made love, on everyavailable patch of grass, Kate longed, as she did each
spring, for astatelier, less untidy era. "The young in one another's arms,” Y eats hadcomplained.She
mentioned this to Professor Anderson, who had stopped too, ponderingthe chalk inscription. "This time of
year," he said, "I always want toshut myself up in adark room, with the curtains drawn, and play
Bach.Really, you know," he said, still regarding Eliot'sline, "Millay put itbetter: "To what purpose, April, do
you return again? " Kate was startledby Professor Anderson, who was an eighteenth-century man with a
strongdistaste for all female writers since Jane Austen. Together they enteredthe building and mounted the
stairs to the English department on the nextfloor. That was it, really. However expected, April was always
startling.On the bench outside Kate's office, waiting for her office hours, sat aline of students. Thistoo was a
spring symptom. The good students eithervanished from the campus altogether, or appeared at odd moments
to arguesome abstruse point of interpretation. The mediocre, particularly the poorones, began to worry about
marks. April, stirring their dull senses,reminded them that the time of marks was near and the B they
hadfaithfully promised themselves dismally remote. They had come to talk itout. Kate sighed as she
unlocked the door to her office, and then stopped,in surprise and annoyance. A man standing at the window
turned as sheentered.” Please come in, Miss Fansler. Perhaps | should say Doctor, or Professor;l am Acting
Captain Stern, Detective from the Police Department. I'veshown my credentials to the secretary in the office,
who suggested that Ihad perhaps better wait in here. She was kind enough to let me in. Ihaven't disturbed
anything. Won't you sit down?""| assure you, Captain,” Kate said, sitting down at her desk, "I know
verylittle about the personal lives of my students. Has one of them got intotrouble?' She regarded the
detective with interest. An avid reader ofdetective stories, she had always suspected that in real life
detectiveswere desperately ordinary men, the sort who coped well with short-answerexams (corrected by
machine) but were annoyed by complex ideas, literaryor otherwise; the sort who liked the hardness of facts
and found the needfor ambival ence distasteful."Would you be good enough to tell me, Miss Fander, what
you were doingyesterday morning until noon?'"What | was doing? Really, Captain Stern, | do assure you
that . . .""If you will just be good enough to answer my questions, Miss Fandler, Iwill explain the reasons for
them very shortly. Y esterday morning?'Kate stared at him, and then shrugged. As is the unfortunate habit of
theliterary person, she already imagined herself retelling this extraordinaryevent. She caught the detective's
eye, and reached for a cigarette. He litit for her, waiting patiently. "I don't teach on Tuesdays,” she said. "lam



writing abook, and | spent all yesterday morning in the stacks of thelibrary, looking up articlesin nineteenth-
century periodicals. | was there until alittle before one, when | went towash, and then to meet Professor
Popper for lunch. We ate in the facultyclub.""Do you live alone, Miss Fansler?'"Y es.""What time did you
arrive in the 'stacks 7" The stacks, Captain Stern, are the inner floors of the library, on whichthe books are
kept." Why isit, she wondered, that women are alwaysannoyed at being asked if they live alone?"| got to
the library at aboutnine-thirty.""Did anyone see you in the stacks?'" Anyone who could give me an 'aibi'?
No. | found the volumes | wanted,and worked with them at the small tables along the wall provided for
thatpurpose. Severa people must have seen me there, but whether theyrecognized me, or remembered me, |
couldn't say.""Do you have a student named Janet Harrison?'In books, Kate thought, detectives were always
enthusiastically interestedin their work, rather like knights on a quest. It had never really occurred to her
before with what fervor theyattacked their work. Some of the time, of course, they were related to, orin love
with, the accused or murdered, but whether being a detective wastheir job or avocation, they seemed
vehemently to care. She wondered what,if anything, Acting Captain Stern cared about. Could she ask him if
helived alone? Certainly not. "Janet Harrison? She used to be a student ofmine; that is, she took one of my
classes, on the nineteenth-centurynovel. That was last semester; | haven't seen her since." Kate
thoughtlongingly of Lord Peter Wimsey; at this point, surely, he would havepaused to discuss the nineteenth-
century novel. Captain Stern seemed neverto have heard of it."Did you recommend that she attend a
psychoanalyst?'" Good God," Kate said, "is that what this has to do with? Surely thepolice are not checking
up on all people who attend analysts. | didn't'recommend' that she attend an analyst; | would consider it
improper to doany such thing. She came to me having already decided, or been advised, togo to an analyst.
She asked meif | could recommend a good one, since shehad heard of the importance of finding a properly
qualified man. Now thatyou mention it, | don't quite know why she came to me; | suppose we are al too
willing to assume that others recognize us as monuments ofgood sense and natural authorities on most
things." There was no answering smile from Captain Stern. "Did you in factrecommend a
psychoanalyst?'"Yes, in fact, | did!""What was the name of the analyst you recommended?’'K ate was
suddenly angry. Glancing out of the window, where April wasbreeding desire all over the place, did nothing
to improve her mood. Sheaverted her eyes from the campus and looked at the detective, who
appearedunmoved by April. Undoubtedly he found all months equally cruel. Whateverthis was about-and
her curiosity had been greatly diluted by annoyance-wasthere any purpose in dragging Emanuel into it?
"Captain Stern," she asked,"am | required to answer that question? I'm not at al certain of thelegal rightsin
this matter, but wouldn't | be 'booked,’ or told what thisisall about, if I'm to answer questions? Would it
suffice for now if Iwere to assure you (though | cannot prove it) that yesterday morning until one o'clock |
was involved in no way whatever with any human being otherthan Thomas Carlyle, whose death well over
half a century ago precludesthe possibility of my having been in any way involved in it?'Captain Stern
ignored this. "Y ou say you did recommend a psychoanalyst toJanet Harrison. Did she find him satisfactory;
did she plan to continuewith him for very long?""'l don't know," Kate said, feeling somewhat ashamed of her
outburst into sarcasm, "I don't even know if she went to him. Igave her his name, address, and telephone
number. | mentioned the matterto him. From that moment to this | haven't seen the girl, nor given her
amoment's thought."" Surely the analyst would have mentioned the matter to you, if he hadtaken her as a
patient. Particularly,” Captain Stern added, revealing forthe first time a certain store of knowledge, "if he
were agood friend."Kate stared at him. At least, she thought, we are not playing twentyquestions. "I can't
make you believeit, of course, but he did not mentionit, nor would a first-rate analyst do so, particularly if |
had not askedhim. The man in question is amember of the New Y ork Psychoanalyticlnstitute, and it is
against their principles ever to discuss a patient. This may seem strange; nonetheless, it isthe simple
truth.""What sort of girl was Janet Harrison?'Kate leaned back in the chair, trying to gauge the man's
intelligence. Shehad learned as a college teacher that if one simplified what one wished tosay, one falsified
it. It was possible only to say what one meant, asclearly as possible. What could this Janet Harrison have
done? Were theytrying to establish her instability? Really, this laconic policeman wasmost trying.Revue de
presseKATE FANSLER IS"AN AMATEUR DETECTIVE IN THE FINEST TRADITION."--The New
York Times'YOU'LL BE ENTERTAINED RIGHT UPTO THE TIME YOU FIND OUT WHO MADE
THE FREUDIAN SLIP."--Buffalo Evening News'YOU'LL LOVE IT ALL AND BEG FOR MORE."--
Saturday



