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I was suddenly frightened of the idea of another whole night
alone in this building. It was now too late to have locks fitted
on the downsteirs door, Mine at least I could lock, And if I
got really scared I could go to a hotel, even in the middle of
the nighte--there was enough money in my pocket now,

I didn't have the evening I promised myself, I ate at a
stesk=bar in Leicester Bquare at a table by the window with two
teen-agers who giggled and whispered to each other and sometimes
@receched with laughter, A vast greyness stretched over the city
irrespective of the cleer sky there had been at dusk; it got
into the pavements and the burdened, grimy walls end filled the
weste paper in the gvitiers, touching the bleak light of the
closed shops, entering the buses with their yellow lights end
gazing pasmengers, so that nothing in the city bore an intimate
message---only silent plans and a biting wind end millions of
thoughts which contributed to no organic whole but shifted
dimly along on verious degrees of enguish, among which was
my own, a sense of loneliness from my wife so raw that it was
an urgent hunger—--as if I'd been stretched bodily a thousand

miles and the torture was onlv just teking effect. Until I

was with her I didn't really know what I felt. TFeeling less meuuﬂj

then usual was good but not besreble, I ate half-heartedly
end wasn't sufficiently interested to go loocking for healthy
foode A warm sense of my wife would have been enough for me-—-

the link would have been enough--—-but the city in which too many
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thoughts had been at cross-purposes made this impossible, and all
that lay open to me wes an immediate sense of well=being, in a
pub by the fire, with a large sherry in my hand, Z:i:aorubbed
out the theatre snd went back to the office early. Pat end
Palermo had left long ago, and most of the street was in derk-
ness, The door downstaeirs was still open, and the kicking I
gave it made no difference; I would have to get a carpenter
in the morning, I scrambled up the dark, wooden stairs and
locked myseif in the room, I wrote & letter t¢ my wife des-
eribing most of what had happened to me, and that was some
relief, to talk to her again, I needed =nother drink, and
reproved nyself for wenting it. I switched the light off and
lay down in the darkness, in my overcoat, covered with my two
gparas suits, my head resting on the leather suitcase which was
propped against the wall, The silence in the city grew until
I was aware that it must be after midnight. There were only
isolated footateps now, end once or twice the passing of a car
at 2 reckless speed. The 'phone below rang twice, once just
before midnight and once soon after three, All that time I
lay awake listening and half listening. Sometimes I had the
impression of a noise. I almost got up, resolving to find

4+ sould have sworn that

a hotel room, but I was too lasy, Once
gomeone pushed open the street door, but nothing came afterwards,
I lifted my heed slightly and listened with my breath held.

I tried relaxing, breathing deeply, my ribs expanding sideways,

my srms loose, my chin dropped, my shoulders pulled down from
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my neck, not huncheds, At a certain time in the night horses feel
safe and go down on ell fours, end it must have bpon about then,
not long before dawn, that I fell asleep, In my dozing state I
resolved not to appear in the office the next morning but to
teke a ti:k:t:nnx into the country, I didn 't know why this came
into my head, I was looking for en sbsurd escape. '
As usual after sleeping badly I woke early, before dawm,
watching it creep acrons the room with a softness the day never
persllels, even at .sX, The ssme frail blue sky ceme into
beinz 83 on the day before, and I pulled myself up heavily from
my layers of jackets and trousers, The room was icy cold and
I was reluctent to teke my oierooat off and to plunge my face
in cold water in the narrow kitchen, I shaved slowly and pain-
fully, rubbed almond oil into my fece=--g habit of years. I
brushed my hair with @ wire brush and there was dandruff-—-the
emanatiop,I thought, o: recent bad foods The 'phone downstairs
reng agkin, end continued for many minutess It occurred toc me
thet it might be Pelermo wenting my services, but with still ten
quid in my pocket I could afford a free mornirg, I ran downstaeirs
into the icy, deserted street, deciding to grab a cup of tea at
the stations The Tube train was still squalid from the night
before, with empty ice-cream cartons and silver paper. Waterloo
was just beginning to swarm with early-morning workers, muffled
end clutehing their papers, or with hends stuffed deep in their
pockets, in clothes thet mostly didn't fit and were in ghoulishly
horrible colours, all dark, The icy wind from outside swept
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dust across the station floor, while a woman's voice echoed in
the steel rafters, giving the times of trains to stations I
couldn't understand, I went to the lighted board which hadn't
changed since I was a child. I had thirty-five minutes to a
train to the South Coast, and went to the buffet where cold men
queued for cups of steaming tea, not talking to each other;
there were narrow comfortable armchairs, their covers drab and
dusty, and I sipped my tea in the same dresming state as the
ofhera, wafted suddenly into cosiness, The crowds grew outside,
hurrying across the station, the sound of their steps massive
under the roof, I thought of this same station years hefore
on a sunlit moming, so deep in the Before that it was like a
postecard scene in my mind, when we had still looked at life as
if it were an unfolding story. Well, perhaps it was an unfold-
ing story, only we could no longer find the clue, DBut it felt
to me more like a story that had ended, snd like another beginning
which was as closed to0 us in its meening as E}fe had alwavs besan
before the gylightenment that opened our minds and closed our
hearts; now again we could thankfully not understand, but had
the sensation that life was being lived for us; and we didn't
know what the verdict was, we could no longer see ourselves, we
weaved hope and desire round our lives, in the ruins that
Enlightenment had made.

Things in London had looked neater befcre, I remembered
the Tube trains es gleeming and vivid, like toy painted whistles

shooting through the dark. And the prosperous, brooding trains

57
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to the North thet had drewn cut of st-tions on velvet wheels
and hummed smong the moors...And the polished buses, The
people neatly clothed. But the scenery was irrelevant now,
in the Afterwards, It was attitude that counteds The Before
was in ruins,

This gave me the sense of a surging freedom of choicgw=—=
at being hemmed in no longer: here was the other side of the
Enlightenment! In this most classless of worlds, where only
thoughts end not people haunted, money was the token of this
freedom; you could feel this freedomvall round youw--you only
had to disregard the ruins and pick your way through them like
a visitor, mentally in the Afterwards, snd the only token you
needed was money, that one organisational facet of the Before
which had hed to vemain. I felt as if I were suddenly shaking
myself awake---I could go into any hotel without feeling I
didn't belong, I could take trips to the country and dine at
recherch® places if there were any left, the whole range of
life was for the first time open to me like a giant, brilliantly
decorated escalator going nowhere but nice in its smooth move=-
ment and the galety of its passengers, It required no passion,
in fact it refuted it. You kept passion for the silence;
unlike in the Before, you didn't hide its signs on your face;
you lived in the ruins of the Before, but you wert/completely

hotw
different characteﬂ, you were the harlequine. In the ruins of

'fk:‘ o) Hs paat
class and church and politics-—-—amid/‘scenie m&---

you were 2t last your own self,
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I got into one of the dusty, evil-smelling carriages which
had just been vaceted by 2 horde of smoking, rustling, sniffing
people, and waited comfortebly for the train to draw out,
towards the first dim sunlight of the day. It was empiy, and
the picture crossed my mind of a tiny country stetion with one
wooden pletform smong gleaming trees, on a morning when smoke
rose in a straight line. Then the train drew out, after a sad -
whistle from 2 man on the stetion who raised his flag like
Mr, Horne,

MTrees snd hills didn't appear for & long time, There were
only squet houses on either side, snd sometimes & msein street
sunk under the railway-level like é heap of commerce where only
the filthy asigns were extant and not the actual product, The
buses and the derelict, battered cars moved below only because
nothing hed yet stopped them, not through their own force and
necessity., But then the countryside began, with a ridiculously
'new'! townlet now a'd them, one of those attempis by the After-
wards to dress itself up as the raional and orderly ¢ .J predictable
Before, They were 80 sure that things would continue to develop
nicely--=that the scenery would go on being painted with faster
plenes end faster treins and faster colours amnd faster girls.
They loved their buttons that lifted windows, empires, lavatory
seats: the effortless pressure that tilted plenes, mountains:

the equation that mystified, eand ruffled the sands of the moon.

With their dark Before-Faces they gaped at the world they had

initieted without understending that a trap had been sprung for
them so devastatingly subtle that they would end proclaiming what
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they had meant to destroy, the sheer intimate marvel of life as
it was from the beginning. They were frightened to think of the
geme of chance into which they had been flung: that the universe
was not perhaps rational, They tore at the surfsce frentically——
exp/oded and catapulted and combusted for 211 they were worth,
cleiming to 'conquer'! all the time, even to 'probe.' And there
was nothing new. They csme back to the seme hated kiss,

After millions of miles, the same sands, the same light: more
millions, and more worlds, the same, the same, They coulin't
escape the still geze from outer space, the eyes that seemed

to be watching all the time so calmly and without even any resent-
met., They ceme down and reported that no God had been seen up
there: only to face the prospect that a God incapable of being
seen, yet commending the millions and millions of miles and the
geons of times with his one stillness (or sameness) wsas something
that the reason had better shudder at)amd be contented with its
shudder, and find in this shudder the key to conquering and
prbbing such as a thousand wild journeys wouldn't accomplish,

But really their bogus science was designed to achieve no such
thing even as the bresking of veils to reveal the beautiful

neked deus ex machina, but simply to destroy, to blow the veils

up once and for all and end that intimacy that stared you in the
face and even didn't blanch at what you thought were your black-
est and therefore most sacred secrets, but knew no secrets at all.
Out in the country the sun was no longer frail but pierced
through the frees end drenched the fields with such colour that
if there had been heating in the train I would have imagined it
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full summer. By narrowing my eyes slightly I could suppose the
trees in leaf and ib;get the still pools of water that had coll=-
ected in grassy dips, due to the recent torrents that had come in
sudden attacks, strangely coincident with a new spatial experiment—--
a rocket fired, the moon hit, I had read somewhere that since the
eighteenth century, due to natural volcsnic explosions, world
temperatures had fallen by one degree: what would umnatural
explosions @f volecenic power-—-craemmed into one or two decades,

not centuries---do? We would see if the Before had reason for
its confidence in & plan! They didn't believe in God---of course
nothing divine---but they relied on the same 0ld divine balance
being kept all the time, in the universe and in the human body,
just as if there were a God, and one most sympathetiec to us.

Lapped in the safety of the Before, they played in the Afterwards
like daffy children, destroying the premises from which they
started as fast as they could go. Their 'science' was so crass
thet it couldn't free itself from the explosion: that was nec-
essary to all its probes and victories, Everything started from
that. No wonder it wes done with military funds. That was the
plen—=-==to kill: millions of creatures in laborastories---torture
them to death; wreck the weether; hold the whole of life up to
rensom, in & promise of one last explosion of sall, And "nature!
was supposed to stand up to all thise--azccording to the very people
who supposed themselves not to believe in nature at all.

It began to dawn on me that these fields and copses and shallow



streams hugged by willows and low hedges and immense elms and
ogks that went by slowly while I lolled in my seat were like a
memory: or rather, they were in fact a memory itself, like
that sight of Buckinghem Palace I had had, I realised that

I was no longer looking on them as real, much less as the most
real thing there was in life, to which we would return as we
had come, dust to dust, They were actually in themselves the
memory of a relatively innocent state of affairs; 1 say
relatively because we have never been an innocent part of
nature, These things were now the signs and shape of the
past. And this past offered no speech by which it could become
our present, A major communication had broken down.

And I felt this even more when I got out of the train at
8 smell station neasr Havant, close to the coast, and actually
felt the fields under my feet and smelled the sese, There was
hardly eny wind now, and the sun had an early-spring strength,

I walked down a narrow roadway from the station and turned left
on#o a path between poplars and freshly ploughed fields where the
rooks cawed and swept ponderously down with wings that seemed

cut untidily at the edges.

I saw a gull that had come inland, and remembered that on s
certain day each year they csame to‘devastate the peas: they knew
precisely when the crops were ripe, The light itself contained
all England=—-full of the sea, with its promise of freedom, yet
contained on an island, with its intimscy: in which combination
was the alchemy of our soul, In the Afterwards we could look
back coolly into ourselves, and note our origins, and succumb to

them again as the Before had never allowed us to, with its

262,
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3
tyﬁgnical emphasis on history and the burden of ordained action

which it forcéd on each generation, Inheriting nothing we could
inherit the essence, for the first time.

I got a taste for walking the furtter I went, After a mile
of muddy path I found an asphalted lane where no traffic pessed——-—
e highway nearby had probably outmoded it. There were tall
hedgerows, and once or twice, far back from the road behind trees,
houses with tiled roofs and mellow brick walls, This time I wes
going inland, with the gleam of the sea on my shoulders. I began
to sweat, with the cold air tingling my cheeks---a familiar effect
of mild island-weather which I had all but forgotien.

The dull touch of ‘the asphalt was femiliar, end my mind went
back to sipping tea in a garden with the smell of roses and dry
dusty pollen, and lounging in a2 wooden summer house, under young
beech trees, snd staring at the distant sea from among dry tufts
of grass, end stending by a churchyard, leaning againat the low
cerumbling wall feeling hungry, and walking along a country path
at dusk with loneliness that was also a thrill, This walk was

- the HRALL of ™ematy wos thore ;
like going into the past:/\wtth:thzzzxmlzih:ﬂii: my sensations, '
of sweat end tingling cheeks, weren't real sensations like thoa:ﬂ?ﬁf-fwa
I hed run away from that morning; so that bodily reality was no
longer eny reality at all,.., The fields now stretched before me in

one clear slope that formed vaguely rising hills, under one still

sunlight, with the sound of hedge-~birds and the squawk of rooks,
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but I could only feel the thrill---allow myself to fall into ite—-
if I told myself a2 1lie and made believe that this was all unchel-
lenged; whereas it had all been broken underneath; from the
birds to the dimly stirring seeds that would show bright heads
under a later sunshine it was sabotaged in an essential link,

it was going blindly forwerd with a faith that had become a

hebit but was now unsupported. In one moment---or perhaps

surreptitiously now, second by second———it ;;é:rall collapse.

So there was a dark hand held over it, Which made it a pleasant
memory at best; a morning's indulgence in the past; « walk into
a freedom that no longer was freedom at all but deception; and
yet still the instrument, the only one we knew, by which deception
was shed,.. That was our contradiction. Our lives were in our
own hends as never before---at a time when we had least power over
them.

At once, 2s I thought this, the brilliant slope with water
glittering here and there became a scene as separate from me as
thet in e play. And it was like watching the careful fruits of
many cultivating generations: of which I was the first spectator,
because the key to its total destruetion had been found in my time.

I found my way to Havant, along a highway where trucks clat-
tered close by and sent out sprays of dust, and the first thing
I saw when I climbed the hill to the stetiom was---nmy own backside
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. W, peeping through 4Ee leaves of=twes®y in a glgentic poster that
seemed to squash the station into a heap of grimy brick. It
made me giddy for a2 moment---not the sizZe or the shrill colours
but the sight of myself, while I was at present hot with real
sweat and unguaerdedly my own property. Palermo end Muriel,
even the hot touch of Muriel's breast on my right forearm, were
remote from me, like thoughts---not even actual sensationg——-
had years before., But one thing was clear in my mind: without
them and therefore this poster there would have been no trip to
Hevent, end no walk, and therefore no ‘feeling real, there would
have been no tenw--now seven and 8 bite-=quid in my pocket.
The poster had a might more than its sise, It contained more
of me then ell my intimate desires: by being thekey to my
. present survival, |

The sweat gradually wore off in the train and gave way to
healthy appetite. The compartment had more péo_ple, than the
dowmn-traine--mostly women going to town for the day. |

I got a texi to the office and found Pat alone,

She nodded towards Muriel's desk, 'There's a letter for
you, '

The lettermark was Cambridge. I put the letter down unopened.

'How's Muriel?' I asked.

'They're letting her out tomorrow,'

'Why did she do it?'

'It's the state of her mind,' was 8ll she said, end returned

. to her typing.



I opened the letter and the first thing I saw was a green
oblong of paper with Westminster Bank written across the top.
It fluttered down to the desk just as Pat looked up.

'Thet's a cheque,' she said.

I picked it up and saw with astonishment that it wes in
my neme, for three hundred pounds, A dogen possibilities
went through my mind, and only after a long time did I look
et the signature: ILouise Grigg, And then I read her letter.
'I've found out the most generous rates for a syndicated article
end I hope this refunds you for any loss of copy on my account,

For God's sske take it and don't be squeamish, not that I exactly
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associate squeamishness with you. I shall return the cheque again

end again if you tear it up, eand if that fails I shall find out

where your account is and credit the sum into your bank. I implore

you to tear up this letter, too. I never knew I could get so
panicky about anything short of one of Jeff's nuclear devices
but this has kept me awake at nights, and how, I know that
everything's finished if he finds out about this, and not only
that but I find I'm scared of him, he can fix me for grod, I
don't know why I say that or even if it's true, but I've go®
friends back in the States apart from femily and I don't want
to lose them, I don't want to lose either, I don't know if that
makes you feel powerful, but I hope you have a little Christian
feéling, I think you have, You'll think me very weak, which I
am, If this cheque is 8ll wrong, I mean if you went something

else, let me know, I've done wrong writing this letter, I've



expressed myself very badly and I feel like tearing it up but I
know I could never improve on it and it's whét I went to say
though I hate my weskness ’Z saying it. I suppose I ought to
meke a8 clean slate with Jeff but I just can't, & funny thing
that I cen tell him everything and slways have done, we've had
over twenty years together but suddenly this is something I
couldn't f-ce him with, you know how these things are between
married people, you knowe--a little something which is much
less apparently than the big things you've been honest about
but you just can't mention it and your _silenco maekes it worse,
For God's seke teke this, Yours, Louise Grigg.'

'It's for three hundred pounds,' I said,

' Wow,* She wes still gazing scross at me. 'Did it come
es & surprise?’

'I'11 say.'

She seid "wow' egain softly, and I took the choﬁuc between
my fingers, It wes crossed, the sum wes clear., And suddenly
I tore it up, As I d4id so I was ewsre of Pet dashing across

the room with en awed cry, trying to stop me.
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You mustn't do that!' she cried, suddenly tell and frowning,

with more energy than she'd shown in the last four working days
rolled together, But it was slready in strips.

She stood there. 'Now what did you do that for?'

'It was dirty money, that's why,' v

'Well,' she said with a pout, 'you could elways discuss
it.!



And she gave me a long ewed look, 23 she moved back to her
desk: I was as giddy from the teering as she seemed to be, Nor
did I egree with myself in the thought that I'd thrown away weeks
of livolihood.lp:osonta to my wife, a week=end flight to Italyew-
I could even have menaged thatl |

"You regret it, don't yvou?' she saeid with narrow eyes,

"Yes,' A 7

19ell, I've seen some dsmn-fool things in my life but I've
never seen that.,' And she =sighed,

The conviction that it wes dirty money refused to retum,
now that the cheque was gone. It now seemed entirely and
perfectly clesn, It struck me that I wasn't worried on Iouise
Grigg's account---the imploring tone of her letter had apparently
done nothing to me,

'Here,' I seaid, 1ean1ng.gj,r and throwing the letter on her
Ela
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doik, 'have a look at it., BB this Americen professor's wife,'

make sonde wovd s,
She read it while I tried to thimk of Louise's fesingw,

But only the money appearcd %0 me---in sixty five-pound notes, or
thirty ten-pound ones.,

'If I was you,' Pat said, 'I'd call her up and make it six
hundred,' And she added, 'You ought to have seen her at the
Lincoln lsst night. BShe was so drunk she draped 2 tablecloth
round her shoulders,'

*You know her, then?'

'Well, she's been at the club for three nights running, nearly

ell night, so I ought to.'
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'Who withe--Palermo?'

'0f course,' she said with slight irritetion.

I had the impression that it was night, so sbsorbed wes I
in what she seid, and I suddenly noticed the sunshine outside
es 1if 2 new day, even a new reality, had opened, In 2 way,
this was & new reelity beceuse of the three hundred, even though
I'd torn it up, I had begun to regerd it as money earnmed,

I went upstairs to change the tweed trousers I'd worn for
the country, end the room was like an icebox. No blankets on
the bedw==I must get them right away, And I must find a lock-
snith for the doors, I lieard Pat go out for lunch, end the house
was in silence, ILouise Grigg's letter wes still on her desk end
I went downstairs to get it. The green strips of cheque were
lying in the empty wastepaper bagfet; I picked up the letter
end folded it cerefully before putting it in my pocket, then I
tore thuﬁ up too end threw it after the cheque. I glenced into
the strect, and reslised that the thought of a police visit wes no
longer strange for mej as if I wes elready in the network of which
they were a part,

I found no locksmith, and nobody seemed to know of one, So
I-popped into Bologna's end ate a2 gupps di pesce with a carafe

of white wine at a2 crowded table where we were bresthing into
each other's faces. The liquid, heavily laced with peprika,
sewilled @bout inside me and I no longer felt comfortsble. I
resolved to look after myself betters I could now lay in a
supply of Health-and-Wealth---the butter would keep in my kitchen
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as in an icebox, And that evening I would buy liquors:

Later I went to the lost-property office near Victoria
gstation and found three cheap but gpod'blankets which they said
had been fumigated and dry-washed only the day before. I sniffed
round for en oil-stove but found nothing, There were new models
of course which I couldn't affords Though if I'd kept the three
hundred I could have had a fire, a sideboard of drinks and a fitted

{ I was getting the idea

of myself as 8---well, an unworthy person: not exactlj that, but

caipet by NOWess

2 person cowed in status, naturelly sc. Which made me scremble
for my rights, of which comfort was the first part. And money
was the token of that scramble, It replaced the broken image,
somewhat, This hed started, surreptitiously, the moment I had
1a£§23ihqkh1nk1ng beceme more difficult, es pleasures became more
cosily pleasureable: the water-logged vessel clung to the safe
shallows; at three in the afternoon, with the liquified paprika
gettling into my tlissues, I wanted a strong coffee---~with a strong\
whigky in it. But the pubs were closed and the glittering liquor
nhops,with their tiers of bottles under blinding strip-lights,
weren't open till six,

I took the blankets back by texi and they after throwing them
on the bed, stood cursing myself for having forgotten sheets. But
then these seemed unnecessary. I'd done without them often enough,
Pat was now bsck, thundering once more, and I decided to begin my

new régime by locking the door and taking a siesta. I bore nmy
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way under the blankets end fell into a doze almost at once, while
the paprika soup continued its slow trensmigration into living
cell, The thunder from below was like a ship's engine, drugging
me, With a siesta a day I could face an&;number of police
interviews, I remembered my Gernan wine-colleague who kept a
diven in his office and fair-westher-or-foul secured an hour's
siesta every day for himself; yes, vou had to have a method
these days, |

At what must have been about four---it was &FEERy” getting
dark---there was a raucous cry of 'Glen!"from below, not exactly
engry but petulant,. I was about to leap up but rejected this
nervous reaction end took a deep breatﬁ instead, stretching my
legs and arms as far as they would go, with my spiﬁe as nearly

: enalrled me
uncrved as I could make it., It mede—me—ablw to disregard at
least three more 'Glen!'s. Then I got up, put my shoes on and
combed my hair, walked to the door, After quietly unlocking it
I seid, 'Anybody want me?’

' '0h!' It wes Palermo's voice and he was standing out on
the landing below. 'What the hell have you got up there, a
women? '

'I was working on some new ideas,' I said, slipping on my
jacket and going downstairs.

To my astonishment he believed me. 'Good to hesr,' he said
with a respectful smile, looking dark and small---always with
that suggestion of shrunken and yet tough frailty---in the dimness
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of the staircase., And we shook hands,

*You're quite & stranger,' I said as we walked into the
office. Pat was still thundering.

'*Come through,' he shouted leading me along the corridor
to his cubby=hole.

'Listeny' he said as he swung the door closed, 'I heard
from Pet you tore up s cheque for three hundred quide. Niéver
do that, Glen,' And he gave me a wrinkled glance from under
his eyebrows, 'Boy,' he went on, geszing at the desk, 'you must
have & packet behind you, to turn down that lot,' He looked
ups ‘'Eh??

'TI need a packet to go on working here.' ]

'*I thought I gave you twenty g:id not so long ago?! he
esked with a conciliatory smile,

'I want a contract,' I said,

He sat down behind his desk and said, biting his lips,
'I'11 tell you what, Glen---I'll trade you 2 contract for Cembridge
tonight,.'

*Cambridge tonighte--what do you mean?'

He didn't reply at once but gazed down et his cigarette as if
it wanted to say something. 'The thing is, I'm scared of that
Grigg=boy ande-—-1?

'*But s0 am I! He wants to kill me!’

'Well,' he said, 'he's invited you up for a party tonight,'

'He's invited me? Just to cut my throat, that's alll’

'Noy Glen,y® he went on in a soft voice, extraordinarily meek,
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'I arranged it. Well, she did it. Lou did it,’ He blinked
at me, 'I've gone rather a bit deep with that one, as you
probably gathered, The position is thig---I think we should
all come together, I meen I don't want enemies, I went her old
men to come inside and feel wamm, I mean, you seem to know
how to grease rusty joints,'

'*And how do I explain the newspaper story?'

'*Don't. They'll both eat out of your hand. She already
does, I can't very well tell her I put those stories in, cen
17 |

'I suppose you can't, no,'

"Anyway,' he said, 'for Christ's seke get up there and smooth
everything out, You'll get the three hundred, by the way,'

'I don't went it.'

"You'll get it jst the seme,' he said, turning his eyes
from me sullenly,

I felt a tremor of nervousness unconnected with my thoughts,
which were about tne‘three hundred., And then with a kind of
giddy ecstasy I heard the words come from my mouth, 'All right,

I'11l goe!
'Dark suit,' he said. 'Begins at eight. errive at nine,'
y
AP,

I wes in the train soon after seven, with a dark suit on,
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This suit had given me trouble, as two nights in the role of
bedclothes had cressed it everywhere, But I'd found a cleaner's
on the Strand an& they'd done a priority job on it. I'd eaten
no dinner. I was too excited, The starched white collar made
me feel protected somewhat, It was like an answer to the prof-
essor's poor idea of me---z fool's answer, I thought. The ends
of my fingers were trembling and again I resolved to lead a Healthy-
is=-Wealthy lifes, I hadn't touched citrus for nearly a week,
Earlier to bed, tooc.

I sat at a table in what was celled the Buffet Car, but the
buffet belonged to the past and there were simply the fixed tables
end settee-seats now. Someone had left an evening paper. The
headlines were about a ?,V. serisl, how a producer with the repu=-
tation for ruthlessness was making radical changes in the prograsmme
against public protest, and how he had szid to the press that he
mustn't be accused of honesty and integrity. I sat sniffing the
stale tobacco and listening to the dry coughs of the other passen-
gers, Country lights, dim and pine~pointed---a car turning into
2 narrow lane, then a row of streetlemps---ghone through the filth
of the windows, and when we were half way to Cambridge a fine
drizgzle started. It swept against the window and I saw trees close
to the train bend in its sudden lights. Strange that a wild wind
should stert as I drew near to this town again---the seme wind
had sped me from it. There was a young man near me, absorbed
in being a student to the point (so it seemed to & continentel)

of obsession, with his books and loose collar and scarf and legs
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everywhere. An island people: thn@ﬂexuded a sense of order
while not being very orderly, just through this absorption in
lifee==this relish; as if there were no other possible story
in life;-no legend across the frontier, because there was no
frontier, They enjoyed themselves so much, they languished
end bustled and argued their way through their daily schedules
of fun. Tow only the fun wes left., That was how it seemed.
Well, it was one way of meeting fate, and neither a cowardly
or foolish one, Everything had been reduced---from theught
to theft-==to ways of having fun. It was all over the evening
ndd Seo W made
paper:  anything eamest/ carefully esvoided,—se that there=wes
an appearsnce---nearly-=---of earnestnesa;tn:thaﬁq no concentratioﬁ
exgept whet was meant to seem it: only the outsides of thingq)
lightly touched,

Somebody had vomited the night before under the seat and the
stain wes still wet. There were cigerette-butts flattened hard
on the floore The lights in the roof were dim in a peculiarly
suggestive way, as if no one was in charge here and the island-
people couldn't grasp that this was so, with the result that thg
lights were getting dimmer and dimmer. The coach clattered
alongiin the nighte. Did the rails need changing?

“When I got out of the train the wind nearly wrenched the
door out of my hends end sent me flying after it, Some girls
were clinging to eech other and laughing in the dimness, |
hurrying on high-heeled shoes towards the ticket=collector,
bent forward and holding their collars tighte I bent along
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after them, my hands in my overcoat pockets, and then as suddenly
the gust ceased and we were 21l nearly overbalenced & second time,
I was aware of my nervousness and for a moment nearly decided to
g;:;:;r to the other platform and take the next train back, But
the trenquil look of the road and taxi-rank outside persuaded me
thaet I end not the visit was absurd, I got into a taxi end looked
at my watch---half-past eight, too early to arrive, S0 I stopped
42;:;§uat ghort of the apartment block, which shone in the narrow
medigevel lane like a gilt fool. For half an hour I walked up |
end down outside, pushed end sucked back and ¥Eem elbowed sideways
by the wind as it whistled and roared in the gables and rattled
the windows, The glass panels in the lemplights ghifted and
sometimes seemed about to crash, A few people passed, bent and
clutching their coats. Something fell in the distance, perhaps
a tile. I noticed one or two long cars pull up outside the bloeck,
end I wondered if they were Grigg's guests. The entrance with its
carpets and concealed but dezzling lights created an sbsurdity et
just thet point, between two low=-slung houses, so0 that it locked like
a gap was being merked down in the Book of Reckoning for special
retribution, The pace of the peoplé who entered it was long and
sure, or rather the sureness had been rehearsed surely. One of
the cers had en Americen number-plate, encrusted with mud; its
window had been left slightly open so that the wird seng in it with
an odd dark moen like a machine fulfilling & purpose., My cheeks

were ice-cold now and my face had been massaged into composures
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I was ready tc go in,

The plece was extraordinarily silent as if hush was being
produced from underground-machines, and paid for. As I reached
the door I felt giddy with thé sense of knowing pa one inside,
end thus of not knowing myself, I proésed the bell but heard
no sound,

'Well, look who's here!l'

There was Touise Grigg before me suddenly, in & chiffon
dress slung low 8t the neck and her arms bare, She was flushed
glightly and her eyes were brighter perhaps than I'd seen them
on first meeting---more direct and assured; her face was stronger
ther my impression had nade it. She smiied at me, a really inti-
mate smile that drew me into a femily where---strangely---I'd
never been; end I was just answering her smile and teking her
hand, half with relief that we were intimate after all, when a look
of fear, like the smallest of twitches, went through her face;
end &s she closed the door behind me her expression settled for
smiling restraint, I slumped after her along the hushed hallway
end saw through the half-open drawing-room door that there were
meny more péOple then I expectyl. I had a moment's impression of
excellent clothes under dim lights.

'Tike to hang your coat, Glen?' she asked,

'Thenks,' We stood in the tiny cloaskroom where the walls
bulged with intimidating furs and cashmere overcoats,

'Just stroll in,' she said, ‘'Some wind tonight, eh?!

*And how,'
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'There's & man who brings the drinks.'

When I pushed open the door there was hardly more noise then
on the stairs outside. Yet everyone was talking, That degree
of casual ease should have made me feel easy, but it produced the
game giddy sensation I'd hed outside, end my lips began quivering
as they had that afternoon, as if they had lost command of words,
end would say something I had no mind to say., There were collars
as white and starched 2s mine; and as deliberately profectivew=-
that wes a relief, One or two heads were shaved; one of thenm
belonged to an army man in a glittering end menacingly clean
uniform that seemed to have been sewn and polished to answer all
donoeivable écousations of 1ilth; as @5 shaved hair seemed to
demonstrate the absence of lices His face as he bent down to
telk to & women---he was sitting on the am of s sofa---was gaunt
eand hard end yet innocent of its own effects, as if he was clearing
his character #ll the time of bad intentions, but had overlooked
thet hell is paved with good ones.

No one did any introducing, which was a relief to mej
instead, & waiter came round with a tray of drinks, making a
slight old-world bow, I chose whisky snd soda and stood sipping it
while the doorbell rang again, This time a whole group arrived
end I heard Louise give a loud familyewelcome, a sort of whoop
and roguish laugh afterwards; This made the talk in the room
loudere The army men slipped into #he sofa at the woman's side
like a child on#o its pot, with a/aiy glance round. I was
determined to sit down before the party fillede I chose the
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settee by the fire, where Grigg and I had sat waiting for Louise
to announce dinner. There seemed to be no Grigg, One of

the men laughed, lifting his chin, an easy laugh---so easy that

you wondered how any set of conditions¥could be so good

as to produce it, I stretched out my legs and felt comfortable,

My body seemed in ebeyance: 1its heat and softness and angularity
of 1limb was like my Englishnesg—-—-cut off suddenly from my activity
of mind and therefore perplexing; I wondered that I'd been carrying
it sbout so long, an untidy bundle,

The women were pretty. One of them moved about with & tray
of dainty sendwiches, smiling whenever she offered it, Seeing
me alone she left it on the table and sat down by me., Her dress
was the derkest in the room, with a Veneck and slightly old-
fashioned flounced sleeves, Her hair was dark too, end in the
dimness it fremed her pale face like llack satin, She reminded
me of a Holbein sketch of one of the Tudors.

'I feel sorry for Lou,' she said, She looked at me with
very still eyes for a moment. 'Are you Lnglish?!

"Yes,'!

There was a pause while a new group came into the room, but
again no introductions followed. The butler appeared as before,
end I Sat down again, happy that I now looked part of the arrange-
ments, The talk was loud and people were shifting about with less
deliberate eesse and more of the real kind, which didn't look easy
at all...
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'I'm in feshion,' she said. And she gave me another still
look, so deep and long that I thought she would fsll asleep with
me in her vision, 'What are you? Forgive me asking, I know
it's rotten form and ell that, but I have to single you out from
the nuclear nuts,'

'*I grow wine,'

You what?'

'Grow wine, in Itely.'

'Well, listen to that," She added, 'Got any over here?'

'No.* |

Again she gave me her long look. *Well, listen to that,
You ought to conmeect up with my husband,'

' Why?"'

*Well, he's trying to expand his Itzliesn market,' and as
she seid this she laughed, silently, showing perfect teeth,
moist end sparkling, and as quickly stopped again.

Just at that moment there was a roar of male laugthr from
the other side of the room (I could see I was several whiskies
behind) and 1“223”2 flushed plump man raise his eyes, laughing
with the rest end saying, 'I couldn't agree more! I absolutely
couldnttl!? That wes an English acecent; sewn at a publie
(ieening in Englend, private) school, with a slightly rasping
edge, now one of the merks of the higher executive though no
longer an exclusive mark. His eyes were flashing with merri-
ment end a kind of boyish goodwill, He had plump gills, which
being flushed as well looked like the repositories of years of
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wine, He had a protective white shirt on too, and I noticed

his plump but delicate hands as they lay on his %}o. He had the
look of a man who would agree to anything in present company,

Yet he was agreeable too---genuinely so,

The first whisky was strong enough for me to begin to think
that events seemed kaleidoscopic: +the laughter in the corner ceased
abruptly and my near-vision came suddenly to life in the form of
Louise who was bending down to say something to my new friend and
showing mighty bosoms. The dark young women made a mock-goggling
movement towards them, and they chuckled like college-mates,

'He's in wine,' the dark woman said, 'now isn't that something?'

Louise looked at me and straightened herself up, and her mouth
drooped while her eyes looked bleakly empty for a moment, 'Oh,'
she said in & light, sighing wvoice, 'Is that what he told you?!

'A side you don't know sbout,' I said with a2 smile,

'Ohy' she said, with a glance down at her friend, 'there's
a whole lot I don't know about you, I dere say.' And she added,
'Well, well, you're in wine now, are you? Welll' And she gave
her friend another pursed look.

*That's right," I said.

'In Italy,' the dark women told hegl_'Why don't you sit down,
Lou?! }

'No, thenks, honey, I'll see to the other guests, they‘re
arriving fasty in fact they're cascading in.'

'Where's Jeff?' I asked.

Anothér word from me definitely pained her and she looked down
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at me stiffly. 'He's on a train,'

'He's coming?'

'Thet's right.' She fixed me with her eyes; 'And I hope
you get on, Hear that, Glen? I hope you get on,'

'So do I,!

'Well, that's fine.,' And she smiled her intimate smile at
me again, It seemed she could do it at will,

I noticed one person not splendidly dressed, sitting in the
Englieh%an'e group. He was a young man with an oval face, rather
fleé and small-eyed, with ginger hair, cut close %o the skull
like the military man's, and clothes that showed no sense=—-that
is,respect--of the occasion, The colours were drab, but bright
enough to clash with each other---his jersey unbuttoned at the neck,
with a corduroy jacket and grey flannel trousers. Yet there was
nothing deliberate about it, His glances round were shy<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>