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system (Oxygenesis) which he practiced in California. In the last years of his varied career he and his wife lived between
London and France.
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It was extraordinary to him that he should

be in what was once the Enemy's country, thst he was

to live behind the Enemy's lines. He looked again amd
agaln at a notice before him, at the edge of the firwood:
DURCHGANG VERBOTEN. He had looked secretly at the tiny

warning in the traln-compartment, Nliecht Hinauslehnen,

and he had been excited. He listened.closely when
other pesople spoke.

The day was lMay 3, 1951. It was hot and the
last part of<his climb was very steep, by the side of a
long ravine. He went ahead of the boy and turned to
see whether the town of Bleitnau would be vigible from
the farm-house. But it Was hidden behind trees, and
he was happler. He walted for the boy to reach him,
then told him to go into the kitchen and warn theam of

his arrival.



Id front of the-farmbouse there wzs 2 sloping
lawn, & cherry tree in blossom and a wooden Christ,
ntterly stilll in the afternoon sunlight. The moment he
had turned the corner of the deep ravine, with the child.
going in front of him, he had recognlsed this slope. He
had gtopped suddenly on the narrow path snd looked up 1in

, breathless relief and wonder, just as 1f he were coming
back to a plece he had once known very well, Bleitnau,
in the valley, had disappointed him. In the long, desolate
main street, treeless and sllent, he had wanted to turn
back, to find a better place nezrer Salzburg. But here
a field went steeply mp before him and at the top were the
black wooden fence, the broken farm-gate, the éberry tree,
and then, shiding behind the leaves, a white and yellow
farmhouse wlth its woodén halcony. it was famlliar to
‘ him, and Jjust whet he had hoped for. Everything was warm
and enclosed on this freask summer's day.‘

The long kitchen was rather derk, stifling and
untidy, with flies everywhere. He went straight across
to the oldest woman, Frau Glassner, and ghook hands with
her, She wae a tiny woman dressed in black, with a dry,
wrlnkled face and long hands stiffgned and swollen at the
knuckles with rheumatism. She wateched him carefully as
ne sat down, and whenever he looked at her she smiled
quickly, her eyes sharp and small. All the time she was

trying to divine him, not as the others were doing, by
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looking at hie clothes, but by looking into his eyes.

There was & secrubbed wooden teble at the side of
his bench, and here she put down a Jug of milk and & glass
for him. He took off his shoes and stretched out his
legs, still sweating from the climb, and behind him, through
a window just by hls shoulder, he could see the bright
and enchanted slope. Beyond it was & fir-wood.

He remembered climbing a green slope so steep
that he had to leanbflat against the horse's back, with
hie hesd down s0 &8 to avold 1ts neck ss it jerked back
furiously in the effort of the climb. He hed loved these
guick movements of the horse's head. Sometimes, when he
was feeding 1t sugar from his hand, the horse would suddenly
push 1ts nose sgalnst his chest in affectlon and almost
send him flying. - It wes s heavy, rather lazy creature
with a fine black coat, and had belonged, not mény weeks
befofe, to a Cossack soldier.

At ﬁhe top, among the trees, where the frost was
gtill vieible in the.grass of the sloping lawn, he had
Jumped down and tied the reins to a post. It was a last
slope to just such a farmhouse, with just sudh and enchanted
lawn, and black, still fences and wooden gates.. |

He had looked in at one of the windows and seen no
ore. He had gone round to the back, across the mud nesr the
barn which was frozen hard, and looked in at the dark entran-

ces of the out-houses. But there was no one. He looked




further up the slope énd gsaw one of the workers in a
ploughed field ﬁave down to him. e waved back, then
declded to return to his horse. He was hungry, and the
tips of his fingers were gtiff with the cold, It wag an
nour after dawn, with a very yellow, clear sun, on one of
the first cold deys of sutuan. This farmhouse‘had been
in Carinthia, near the Yugoslav border.

He remembered coming up to 1t across a great valley
of fir—trees, with the sun Just risen. It had been qulte
dark in the woods, and when he wes out of the valley he
could see grey snow here and there glong the hard, black
path and among the leaves on eithsr side. At the top he
ned looked back across the valley of gold and reddening
leaves, sprayed out in a great gush of colour as far as he
could cee.

Qe used to teke this ride each morning soon after
dawn, =nd he would be back 1n time for breskfast. He had
always been looking for a house where he might go secretly
sometimes, perhaps with & girl from the village. He had
intended to take two rooms in thig enchanted house, one
where he would eat and drink wine, the other where he Wduld
sleep. The farm-people would stable his horse énd cook for
Dim, and at dawn the Tollowing day he would be back in the

camp before snyone had noticed his absence., This was ¢

cl

dream he never realised,

Yet he was powerful enough to reslige 1it, It was



the autumn of 1945, and he was a victor.

| | In these first few wéeks of peasce he used to slt
in a field by the camp and watch the glrls talklng to their
father or turning the hay. For time was now his, and the
future. The War was over,.

He had listened carefully when one of the capteins
told him, in a low voice, sitting in one of the blvouscs
sfter dusk, how he hsd taken a patrol to one of the houses
in the hills, and how two women had been there, how one of
them hed taken him &own to the dark cellar and told him
breathlessly thst she had hardly seen a man for two years,
thet she was like other women, that she could no longer bear
this life, and how he had promised to go back with another
officer one evening and. stay the whole night., Brandon hoped
that he and the Captaln would go together, but no mention
was made of the women agaln.

Always, durlng these first days of autumn, he had
looked forward to having & room of his own quite separste
from the others, where there would be great besnked-up log
Tires and & shelf for his books,and his own coverlet brought

from Jerusalem zcross the bed. But meanwhile he went on

with his photography. He would turn the camera with its
tiny sllver Zevers over and over in his hand. e would

take photograph after photograph of the yellow mezdows

skirted by trees, the wooden farmhouses znd the pebbly stream

in the village nearby. He would develop these photographs



in = dark-room behind ohe of the village shops. The

hop-keeper had instently agreed to his using 1it. Brandon

[}

used to go there regularly twice & week, and s young girl,
hardly mature, brought him the paper and c¢eveloping solution.
Then she would stand and watch him at work, in the darkness
outside the glow O0f his red lzmp. One afternoon he turned
guddenly and threw himself on her 1n the closed darkness,
and she drew nearer to him with s girl's furtive wonder =s
he opened her blouse and bit her lips and cheeks. They
swayed together in the forbidden guaerters of this black
room, &g if far underground from the zutumn sun. So many
touches hed been denled him all these years.

He thanked Frau Glassner for the milk and walked -
outside to the muddy cobbled ysrd of the cattle-house.
He came to a dark psssage-way where there was a cart with
ite shafts up and 2 he-geat wafching him in the shadows,
and 1lnside the cattle-house he.saw three mother-goats
and thelr young leaplng up to suckle, thelr talls waggilng
fast.

1

It was =2 heavy, wsrm, wet smell, He saw th

cobwebs over the windows gnd .in the darkness two horsss.

One of the chzlns harnessing the cows clinked, a horse
stamped and shifted with a sigh, a cow turned slowly to

look &t him.



It wes the smell of terror, A man had groaned
one whole day and a nlght. He lay 1n the stall of a
cattle~house nezr Feenza. He had cried out agaln znd
again o be tasken further into the house, agaln and ageain
he cried out, but it was not the tlime for wouncded men,

it wes not their time of blessing.

And near him two dead men had lain with their

om

rms held stiffly up towards the celling in dumb eternal

supplication. Soldiers hed dragged them out of the house
by the hands, and their arms had not fallen back.

He had first jolned his reglment at the besches
of Salerno, south of Naples, during the evening of the night
when the English and American forces were almost driven
back into the gea. The capﬁqin who weleconed him was a
modest, plessant man, but 2t that tlme = viotim of battle=
snbbbery. That is to say, he merely shook hands with Eéwank

A

Brandon and turned sway, as 1f to say, We are not here to
me ke polite exchanges; you must reallse that while you
have been 1dling in ¢ North African port or kicking your
heels in & home statlon, we here have been ricgking our
lives, working dsy and night, and suffering the cries of

wounded men. When he looked =& Brandon in the eyes he

passed him & slident message: Put away your childhood.




In the groves of Salerno Brandon learned that
war waes a highly serious matter. These men were as serious
as monks. They listened to the yells of wounded men like
novitiates walking in cloisters, with heads bowed. They
were ratherAhaughty‘with the youngster. They told him not
to be foolhardy when he remained stending during & bombard-

. ment (not knowing the significance of the songs in the sky
and the black fountzins of ezrth), and they laughed at him
for cowardice when, to oblige them, he went to ground at
the slightest noiseQ Even the grimy gunners looked like
chosen men who had seen Vislons aznd hesrd Voices. In this
holy war there seemed to be no sharpening of knives in the
darkness, no dirty licence, no sudden murderous rush
forwerd, no leader who jumped to his feet and persuaded
his.men to certain death.

. Only in the very forward lines, when darkness
surround ed everything,rwhen men were alone and terrible
agaln, when their democracy slipped from them like a
ghostly mantle, was there somnetimes a cry for blood, and

then, two hours later, surnrise at Sa&aff. But back at
the guns, everything was clean, ordered and thoroughly
intellectual. We live at the beck znd czll of scholars.,

Even in war the hegemony is not shaken off.

Srandon would hear them talkipg after night-fall,
promlsing to wipe that smile off his face with a really

serlous assigmment up in front. As seon as there was a



ticklish river to cross, and @ lot of bleood to be mingled
with 1t, hils name would be the first on the list. This
was how the scholars planned to make him "battle-worthy".
On the whole, they succeeded, and he tdo learned how to
go into battle like a scholar. A peg of rum for courage,
or a Benzedrine tablet, would have been fatal to him: they
would have destroyed tnat clarity of mind necessary for
ectivikties like writlng a thesis or planning sbstract
murder. And'after abstract nurder there came that feeling
of purity, of having done 2 sound work of scholsrship.

During hls early tralning as a Novice at Salerno,
Brandon witnessed hls first artillery barrage. When the
German wedge was broken; the English infantry moved north
along the Naples road, towsrds Cava di Terrenl, and Brandon's
regiment moved away from the besch into‘the hilly mesdows,
fresh and green, with secret clumps of trees and peibly
gtreams, above Salerno, out of sight fron the seca exce;

frghorod

This was l1lke the scene of knd/truency in Hempshire,

t
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at the crzst of ezch hill.

but bettery becsuse there were no long, downy vistas, which

he did not like, just as he did not like the sea. Everythimg
was closc-packed, bursting, plump and Very green. On the

first day, when all the front Was dulet, he went down to one
of the streams, twisting and falling through a little wood ,

wery cool and

Q

n age away from th#guns, though they were only

yards nigher up, and washed Binself g1l over, standine
b 0



neked in the middle. In these first few days, having

not yet been chosen for z forward ssaignnent, ne had come
to the conslusion that the War was an ezsy matter, a matter
for the mind alone.

He had seen many photographs of brown-faced soldlers
in North Africa znd deduced from them a_safer war in which
machines would do most of the work, abstractly. He put
away the nightmares of hls chlldhood sbout muddy trenches
and the endless declmatlion of men. e felt ezssy 1in these
mezd OWS. _

So he bathed, strolled through the woods, read a
hook from his little library, lay on his csmp-bed, slept,

joked with the bombardiers, znd chewed grass outsde the

ct

command post very complacently. Severzl tlmes during the

y he walked down to the barn where a headquarters had

da
side
been established. He simply stood outEz==E watching the

plgeons on the roof, the cows nesr the entrance and the
Ttelian fanily coming and going. He loved bsrnsy the
slush at thelr entrances, the smells tnside, thelr warmth,
the tumbled-in roofs, the piles of hzy, the sighing of animals
and the occagional resigned stamping of a hoof on the basrn-
floor, and the quiet shifting of great flanks.

But 1t was & silence before the attack, a silence
with which he was not yet familisar. He knew that there
were plans for a barrage thst same evening, but he did not

know the extent of this barrage. He only knew about it



in so far as 1t affected the twenty-four guns of his
regiment.

When evenlng came he wandered back to the command
post, and the captain told him sharply to stand by for any
emergency task that might fall to him during the barrage.
Brendon nodded, with his hands in his pockets, and the
signallers 1n the command post were silzent as the captzin
apoke, solemnn like judges, zs 1f they theﬁselves had Just
been vindicated. Everything was ready. The shells and
cartridgg-cases lay 1in great pilles behind the gun-emplace-
ments, and the first shift of men was golng on.

It waé utterly dark and silent outside when the
captain gave the order to the guns, "Take post!" five aninutes
before the barrage was due to begin, Brandon was still
bored and complacend®, expecting little. A runner came in
with a written message, to say that the infsntry ﬁere on
thelr start-line. They would be walting in the dark,

crouched in the ditches, listening for the first shells to

L.



make protective arcs above their heads. The Csptain
turned in the dim light of the command post and looked
at Brandon:

"Go outside and stand behind the guns. Be ready
to transmit my orders if the loudspeakers break down."

N 1ifked the flap of the tenmt S walked thréugh
the dﬁgkness a few yards in the direction of the guns.
He had brought a little megaphone with him, to help his
voice should he have to shout, and he had noticed that one
of the signallers had smiled secretly at thils, as if 1t were
only another sign of his being a Novice.

He heard the first faint orfer, "FIRE!" from another
field far to a flank, then the order was instan%ly taken
up agaln and again until it came from the loudspeakers
of the comnand post behind him; and in one swift moWwement
the dark, starlit night moved and a great booming and crash-
ing sounded long into space, swelling like a slow, fathom-
less burst along the entire front, and Brandon ;E;gﬁé, his
mouth open, amazed at the great blue and yellow fiashes
meeting across the sky, and the earth in front of him
leaping and rumbling with the detonations. All the night
was rocklng and flashing and booming, and he stood before
the 1lluminated tent. paralysed with horror at what had
been let loose, for this was the whole great harbour
drenched in a dome of deafening sound, gone mad in & last

thunder of the universe.

But then his horror gave place to a strange,



willing exultation, and he joined the madnes8, he became
wild with it and let himself go. He stood in the shaking,
flashing dome, his eyes blazing, inspired by this last
hour of the universe, for it must be the last. = God must
take notice. Yes, there must even be, at this eleggth
hour, a God to take notice.

The men in front of him were pushing the shells
home with their ram~-rods, thrusting closed the steel doors
df the breech, standing back for the mighty spout to recoil
and glve forth 1ts burst, and the flzsh lit up the shy
meadow and the tent behind. And Brandon wanted now to joln
in. His novitiate's first complacency had fallen through,
and he was ltching $0 be at one of the guns, pulling the
hot lever with a lanyard after the sergeant's order, "FIRE!",
running back to get ammunition, pushing the thin-nosed
misslles home in the breech with a ram-rod. The War had
now won him. It had done its work of inspiration, znd
he was now its ngisging child, his chin pushed forward,
out to do a man's job, at last knowing thst this dome of
fire would stomach no children. He knew his place at
last, and the first catechism had been said and leanned.

He was puffed up with War. His mind was huge with it.
He was now 1ts cunning scholar, doing all the right

o
genuflections and signs of the cross and pgfound homages.

The others were solemn like monks, all the men at the guns

and the signallers in the commang post, and now he had



jolned them, bursting with metaphysics. He stood starlng
beyond the guns into the sky above Naples, chosen at last,
and zlone with his Wision. This was hig first lesson:
the pomp gnd thunder of war, promising glory.

But at Cava di1 Terreni, s few miles to the north
ané three days later, he was to receive his true baptism,

by no means & baptism of fire.



After a few deys Brandon began to visit the
dark kitchen more often, and to stay there talking to
Frau Clagener and her daughter. The filrst brilliant
freak summer's day dild not repezt itself.

‘They talked about the price of food and clothing
in Austria, zbout Frau Glesssner's five cows, about the
age of the dog, kept for her gon's return from eternity,
about the cogtliness of her two new pilglets, sbout the
excellence of goat-hilk forvbebies, gbout the nelghbouring
town of Schhossburg where she was born, about town-girls
who palnted thelr cheeks beforea dance, about the Wer,
gbout murder by night in fir-woods, about the snow in the
mountains, about her long 1llness, sbout the tagste of
duck-eggs, about the Presidential elections and sbout
church-going people. They sat leaning on the table,
talking ﬁuietly to each other. They eyed eacn other with
sdspicion, then they smlled when they caught the other's
glance. Both of them knew that something wes withheld.

They understood each other like conspirstors.

Cwhe.



When she wanted Theresa, her youngest daughter,
¢ tom-boy with'blac:, curly hair, to do something for'ner
in the kitchen she spoke harshly, with & quick, gutteral
utterance. Her eyeg were wild and black when she shouted,
cnd the child would jump as if & whip had been crazcked.

Frau Glassner's face never slept. It was wrinkled,
grey, #nd aer lips were very thin, the tinilest blue thread
across her face.

When she talked sbout money her mouth changed, 1t
drew down gadly et the edges, and hér eyes were smaller,
When he told her that prices were not as hlgh in Salzburg
as they were in Paris her fsce took on this humble despair,
beczuce she was afrald that her guests from Vienna would go
to Sslzburg, where it was cheap, and not to her farmhouse.
Sometimes ghe fetched a black gcarf snd wrapped it round her
head, then huddled herself on the bench, =8 if she were afraid
of something. Her husband had died after wounds in the
Firet World War. He hzd come mad from the battle-front,
and she had nursed hlm down to his silly grave.

She zte little, she neﬁer left the farmhouse, znd
she never touched schnaps. Her degires were dead. Her
wrists gaVe her a lot of pain, especislly in wet weather,
and she held them in front of a blue ray-treatment lamp
before she went to bed esch night. Brandon came into the
kitchen and sew her sltting on the beuch by the wall frowning

and holdlmg her wrigt, alone and older th:n the trees.



One morning she stood by the black dresser end

told him thet her son had been lost on the esstern front.

The military authorities in Germany had written her s note
telling her that there was no trasce of her son 1ln any of

the prison-camps. She wrote letters sbout him to England,
America, Rusgls and Poland. Perhsps he wes still in Ruasia.
Perhaps he would come Dback. She was keeping his dog, though
it was reslly too old to be alive. de mignt one day step

&’ OKG F]

into the doorway. She stood near to Brandon as she sp
tiny and watchful, looking into hls eyes for signs of her
son's return.

"Je never went to Bleitnau drinking," she ssid.

Brandon ssw him upturned on a hasnd-cert, nezd close

o+

to the gravel of the path, feet polnting towards the church-
steeple. e csme across him suddenly, under his feet in the
dark, a sudden presence. He saw him swollen by a ditech.
Rim B

FPrau Glassner's words did not move/in the slightest, because
he knew too much. But he képt noddédg his heed 1n sympathy,
just as he had done on countless occssions in Italy, Greece
and other psrts of Austria. The monologue wss always the
same, & terrible rune comlng -out of the earth.

It rgined and the clouds lay low 1in the valley
between the branches of the trees. The movements of
soldlers and vehicles @re slower 1in rain and mud, amd.

moreover goldler's spirits are lowef, so that it is advant-

ageous to shell hesvily. Tne shells make @ splash as they



fall, swinglng down suddenly from the sky. Let me die

by summer s During the crossing of the River Volturno
had ,

gseveral meﬁ/walked away from the line in horror and dils-

gust. One of these was a young musician. He stered at

things and shook his hesd with a smile, saying, "No, I am
sorry, I am sorry."

Brandon walked over the hill into the other valley
fhrough a g@ﬁ& wood of fir-trees znd pest a flat, pink
gski-hotel. The other valley was silent, dark and very
cold. There was still snow on the pesks gnd among the
foot-hills below him. A eglight mountzin wind blew, and
behind him there was swampy grass where the snow had recently
thawed., He hsted these mountains. He wondered wbaﬁ had
brought him here. Everytning was deserted, he could hea
no scunds from the town below. He began the descent.

Just at the moment when thé first warehouses of
Bleltnau came 1n sight, he heard volces behind him, He
turned round at once. There ‘were soldiers, thirty or
forty yards behind. They were a platoon of Amerlcan
infantry. They were coming down the hill in cingle file
and some of them were talking in low voices. He stopped
to let them pass,. They passed close st his side without
turning towards him, thinking that he was Austrisn. Their
boots thumped heavily on the steps of the path. He looked

with horror at their helmets, at the thin daggers sheathed

in t heir belts, ;@{ at their quick-firing guns, at their



thick, sun-burned neckse. He waited until they had turned
the corner below him, then went on. He was astonished
to diécover thet he was trembling wilolently.

He had noticed one of them in partlcular. His
was the face of @ man exiled from love. It was flushed
with shame. Brandon remembered the photograph of himself
taken immediately zfter the War., He remembered the eyes,
appealing for mercy like & dog's.

His baptism took place in September, 1943. There
were mossy statues among trees; and a terraced garden
above. LAlso there were green gerden-benches, and a
fountain, Everything was deep green in the great terraced
hollow, dark and enclosed. This was the fatal edge of
Cava A1 Terreni, a town of tall villas and cobbled lanes
with curving bridges overhead, and the faces of hungry
people. |

They came under cover of derkness from the beaches,
and put thelir bivouaecs and packs along the terraces, then
began dlgging themselvesin. But by dawn they had dug only
a few inches down.

When the sun wss above the horizon there weas a
sudden swift bresthing in the sky, and the first mortar-
bomb fell 1n the midst of the trees, its smoke slowly rolling
upz and clingling smong the leaves. Everybody lowered his
head and turned to watch the ammoke thoughtfully, knowing
what must come. Eyes become young looked at the branches

below: I 14-XI% ig it I?
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Most of the first shells fell with
ceiebration into the deep, shrouded place of atatues,
where a young Italian woman was sitting on one of the
benahes. A piece of gshrapnel, very small, grazed past
her temple and made a long wound, not &t all serious: Dut
gshe gsat on the bench paralysed with horror, holding her
head and crylng out in brief astounded snrieké as the shells
split and cracked and boomed among the trees. The men
scrembled up snd down the terrsces amid the pungent, drift-
ing smoke as the shell;g drew nearer, then flung themselves
flat on the wet esrth, hiding their heads. There wzs an
endless scrambling to and'fro a8 the shelf;é came down 1in
cruel hand-fulls.

One of the soldlers could no longer bear the
Italian woman's appalled shrieking, and he shouted down
to her: "Oh, shut up! for Christ's sake!™ Then he
murmured fo himself, close to Brandon's eaf, complaining:
"She's notxas bad as 21l that." The same thing had happened
at Salerno: a man with quite 2 mild wound 1in his leg had
shrieked at the top of his voice continually for ten minutes
or so. It 1s the shriek of terrified astonishment, more
then pain: for the first sensstion of a shrapnel wound
i1s usually one of numbnesg, s0 thst sometimes men do not
know they have been wounded untll they notice the blood

on their limbs., The badly wounded seldom shriek out like

this; more often than nét they give up faint, pale cries



of "Help., Help." Nezr Cassino the captezin who had

seeﬁed to Brandon & victim of battle-snobbery and who had
Yoim

very grudglngly grown fond of bwwwiem, died in the dark,

A

amid oaly mud, saylng quietly that nis zrm was nurtlng,

whereas hils arm was untouched, and the wound was at the

back of his head.

Thig shriek of terrified astonishmént seémed to
say: this cannot happen to me, not to me. That is what
nade Mt inpatient, and finally pitiless: for why

A Y =
could it not happen to them as to anybody else? Had they
enever divined what 1t must be like io be a victim? Had
they seen the wounded and the dylng, but only drawn them-
'selves apart, s the speclally chosen, as the clean people
of ths suburbs, to whom nothing real could happen?

There were two casualties among Brandon's men,
and when the ghells lifted they were taken by stretcher
t0 the kitchen of & house on the outskirts of the town.
One wes taken to hogpital with a bad wound in his arm,
and Lhe other dled slowly.

This wae by no me-ns a spectacular baptism.
Everything was quiet in the room. There Was nothing of

great horror: only the meaning of an old woman,; in

sympathy, and the culet, respectful treading of soldiers.

Only & man died, But Brendon's discovery wass such that

ne turned away quickly snd began weeping.
The dying man's last sction was something he



could not forget, and sonething he would nsver

1L g2 dare to
describe as long as he lived. To see, with your own

eyes, to geet that is absolutely necessary.

in had been accomplighed.

The breaking-
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There was an iron-welder from the local railway
at the table. He was about Brandon's age, and he had close-
cropped hair and bloodshot eyes. He and Brandon sat close
together, both in their shirt-sleeves, poring over a dic-
tionary between them on the table, apart from the others.
There were five visitors from Bleitnau, two of them
young women. They were town-people, neat in their dress

more alevt 1w Aheir ¢0414 tow e *wmcunﬂhu&

and

One of the men giggled continually at the efforts
of the iron-welder and Brandon to make themselves understood
to each other, sometimes in English and sometimes in German,
but when Brandon spoke to him he instantly agreed, before
the words were quite out, nodding his head solemnly, as if
Brandon were a professor. Then he turned back to the women
again and went on telling them his jokes.

The other man in the party was a béglhelor, a plump
and conceited man dressed in the traditional leather trou-
sers. He poured himself glass after glass of schnaps and
tried to fondle the young women, smiling weakly at them,
looking first into their eyes, then at their breasts.

"He is forty", the iron-welder said to Brandon, "and
he is still not married”.

The b;ﬁZhelor sang and lolled back in his chair,
laughing and crying out, his lips red and very wet. The

iron-welder turned to the letter R in'the German section of

the dictionary.



"You are my redeemer," he gaid.

Brandon looked at the‘word in the dictionary to
which the iron-welder was polntlng, - redeemer,

"You sre my receemer agsinst this man," the iron-
welder whispered to him, pmiﬁting to the bzchelor, "You

are my excuse for not drinking with him."

1

bachelor mede geveral references to the dictione
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he
sry on the table between them. He made jokes to the others

ebout the intelllzgence of these two men and thelr bezsutiful

book., He filled Brandon's glass with schnaps, then said,
"Prost", thus obliging him to ralse his gless and return the
toest. He geemed to grow ashsmed of his drunkenness, and

Brandon's glances ceemed to perplex him. He kept leaning

over towerds him and shaking his head, saying forlornly,

n

"Niecht immer, na, na, nicht immer,"

he wes not ¢lways drunk.

Suddenly he pmmhed open the window and wes silek on
the lewn outeslde, then he called for s pilat glass of water.,
de began to slng with the glass raised in his hand, then he
pitcined 1t high into the sir so that the water came down in
& shower over the table, drenching the iron-welder's shirt-
sleeve znd the dictionary. e looked solemn and éontrite
for a moment, but he wss happy to have done this. He shook
his head, musing quietly: |
"They are so intelligent, these men."

e took out his handkerchief snd began stroking the

we 71 0
ater off the book with exaggerated delicacy. He lezned over



towards Brandon and sald:

"I am 2 small man."

He felt in one of his trouser pockets and fetched
out his identity papers, slgned and stamped by each of the
four occupying powers. He showed 1t to Brandon, turning
the pages slowly, as if 1t were an interesting-book.

gaeln and agaln he said:

"I am a small man. Everybody should be equal.
I am a2 small men."

He yawneé and rubbed his eyes. He looked about
him for a moment, then he lay down on one of the benches
at Brandon's side eand fell fast asleep.

"The pig's off," Frau Glassner muraured, gazing

Brandon went up to bed goon a2fter half-past three
and lay in the dark listening to thelr voices frou below.
He neard the ghrill voices of the young women remonstrsting,

rau Glassner's sudden hard shout, the iron-welder's
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laughter and the conceit huckle of the bachelor, now awake

agaln. He lay with hi
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ves open until first light, so
strange was 1t to be behind the Enemp lines, to be in their
very mldst and yet be free.
Thc del"‘l’l"« I g nN=kitc he ad heey + 17T ¥ il
e German soup=-kitchen osd been turned on its
side by @ shell, he had orened all the covers to have a

ange food, now gpilled and cold. He had

come scross 1t suddenly, nesr & gravel path, snd for =

o

)



long time he stared at the covers witia fascinatlon,
He remembered the hey-barn where the German

rearguard had been only a few mlnutes before, now he

hed smelt the smoke from thelr cigarettes, still 1ln the

air, and looked closely at their ration-tins coataining
coffee still luke-wzrm. The gight of one of the Enemy

strolling on the otuer side of the line weas ecstatlc and
terrible to him. MMMV WMWYV A
gi(felt an extraordinary wonder wnen he WaM

the border from Itely into Austria 1in 1945.

n

He sat in the jolting car smiling and talkling at the top
of hlg volce, excited as he had not been for weeks.
L vast plain stretche out on elther side of the arterial

3 B

road, and everything he saw in the aorning sunlight -
the irrigetion trenches, the inns gstandiag amid qulet
lewns, the ruined houses - had a fabulous and legendary

rau Glesgsner’'g daughte W e va 1 o)
rau Glasssner's whters would lie in wait for

t=
(9]

n

W

each other and Jjump out from & corner of the dark passage

or from behind the yard-door. Theresa would see her

k

nother coming to sit down and she would hold a spoon

chzir. Stie would walilt for
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her mother to0 lean her elbows.on the table and close her
eyes, exhausted, then she would push one of her elbows

away. S%;&ggx XZRRxPLanxdiasgs They would pinch and



punch each other, and they would prick eaoh.otner in the
legs with the points of carving kalves.

One evening a May bug flew in through the wiladow
lize .a pellet, very fast, then it flew about rashly and
blindly under the light. One‘of Frau Glassner's forumer
lovers, the father of two of her children, happened to be
in the room, and he jumped up and caught the 1nseét between
his forefingers. He had a sharp face and & moustache, and
in his eyes there was a quite dead expression.

He ghowed the insect to Brandon, leaning over the
table. He was delighted to be able to do this. He
watched Brandon for a moment, pernaps héping that the May
bug in his flngers, waving 1lts vlack furry legs, would
horrify him. He polnted to these legs and described how
tne insect gripped wood with them and how they were strong
like pincers.

T4 atéﬁks the trees," he said. "It can ruin
them." |

The bug had a hard beck and a globe-head with huge
eyes. It turned its head slowly from side to side, like

a sad god, and at the same time it struggled with its

"A lMay bug must always be killed," he said. "And
only a hemmer will do it. Look, look."
He tappeé 1t very hard on its 5ack and then on its

hezd with the nall of his index finger, showing Brandon



how hard its protective ghell was. He was delighted to
be able to hold 1t in this way. He pointed out the bug's
forelegs and head and beck like @ sclentist, turning it
upside down each time while 1t struggled and turned its
huge face from slde to gide.

That same evenlng Phillp, a worker from one of
the other farms, got very drunk and tareatened to fight
with Brendon. Ewerybody considered him soft in the heezd.
Ie came into the houée roaring for schnaps while Brandon
and the miner wefe still talking =t the table. He looked
like a plrate, with & thick lmperilal moustache and a stubble
beard, and flne blue eyes agd black teeth. His eyes alweys
blazed inside his tiny skull, and when he was drunk he maée
sudden, quick, willd gestures like & madman. . He tore at his
trousers and banged his great stick oa the fioor, roaring
and singing, then he lesned his hesd back =nd smiled at
everyone like a child, die light blue eyes were full of
pity and honour, It wag the face of fools and childreh.

Brandon went into th

M

sitting room to eat his
dinner gnd left the door ajar, while the other two went
on drinking schnaps. They sang and shouted together,
pulling esch other about on the beneh with hel;

and embracing., Soon they began to quarrel. Zrszndon

could not understand the strange gutteral rush
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But suddenly Philip stood up, kicked asway



butter churn before him, and stumbled towards the doorway

legding into the room where Bran was eating. He
swayed there, frowning and smiling. He shouted something,

ct

then began waving his fists at him, his chin thrust forward

and hls chest bared. The miner instantly jumped up and
held onto his arms weakly from behind, crylng out like a
re-character, clearly intending his words for Brandon's

ears alone: "Schwein, Philip! Du Schweini" while Frau

Glassner continued to git at the table, resiéned to the
fruitless quarelling of men, her hands covering her face.

Brandon stood up, half bent over the table, ready
to ward off Philip's blows if he came into the room. But
suddenly Philip lowered his arms and began smiling agsin,
like the happiest child. The mliner let go of his arms,
and Philip looked 1lnto Brandon's eyes ss if a wonderful
Joke had Jjust been secretly shéred between them,

In those few moments Brandon had felt like the
Eneny. Only from fools and children could he expect the
truthe.. Often in the blind depthe of Philip's mind nust

the words have sounded agailn and again: "The Ensli
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Enemy. It was siz years after the cepitulation, but war
N e 15 a j 3 5

is a life-timse, Brandon felt & spy in this farmhouse.

he must often have looked like & Spy, peering into
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ly to all their

the men who
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came from the otner farms: a spy, rather than an English-
man on holiday.

Later that ev%ﬁng Frau Glassner locked Philip out
of the house, but all night he stsyed ouw side howling and
ginging like a madman. He ratitled =zt all the doors and
tried the windows, hour sfter hour, mysteriously, fumbling
about 1n tie‘silence, talking to himself, Qasping, and
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letting out sudden dismayed shriek@.
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lowing day Philip was

guiet and tender wlth everyone. He sat oan the bench very

[

sedately 1n hils rags, like a prince, his torn shirt buttoned
up, and he never asked EramxGiassner Theresa to f£ill his

glass as he ugually did. He took each glass offered him

very graclously, with & little bow, and sipped it in a prim
mg nner. He would have kissed his murderer on the cheek.

Frau Glassner talked bitterly asbout all the me
who came Lo ner house, just to drink ner gchnaps.

"4 cock can fart," she told Erendaon, "but it can't
lay eggs." | N 4

Her eyes were narrow‘and shining when she said this,
and ghe bent down, pushing out her behind Obscenely, making
a long ferting nolse with her mouth,

When the results of the presidential election were

comi n + ! N o )
comlng through she stayed close to the wireless-get until

nidnight. In his room Brandon heard her shout something,
(=]



than he heard her running up the stalrs. She came

(3]

traight to his room and called out: "The socialist is

n! The socialist ls inl" And he jumped off his bed and

}e

shook hanCsiwith her.
"So I ehell keep my pension;" she said. She was
exclted, she clapped her hands and 1;u5hed, gshe would not
go to her bedroom though it was after miduight.
In the morning, at bre=ak ast,‘she sat down near him
and murmured, "I am . tooc poor to pay forty-five schillings

-~

a year to the Church. Perhaps $hat will change now."

C

ibed how the priests grew fat on her

money. She puffed out her dry cheeks, lmitating their

ot .
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ed there was
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grossness. She said that when & poor m
only the most perfunctory funeral. The bell went, "Ding,

dong, ding, dong", very quickly, then it wag all over.

-

Zut when & rich man dled, the bell tolled soleannly and

slowly, "dong..donz...dong..e.dong", and crowds came t0 the

churth, She described this fieréely. She walked up.and
down in‘the kitchen, sclowly pulling the stately bell with
her thin right arm.

The sound of bells from the church would come
winding and clanging up the hill to the housey changlng
furiougly with esch gust of wind, through the moving mists.
Everything 1n the house weg danp. There was no fire 1in
his room upstairg. If he went down to the hot kitchen he
found he could hardly breathe and wazs instantly involved in
the slow, shouted conversations about the price of cloth in
England or whether 1t was healthy to est meat svery day.

50 211 he could do was to stride about his room, Or lie on
hig bed with his shoes off =nd an elderdown thrown over him,

or go for impos

L0
@

ible walks in the rain and mud, slipping
and stumbling across the bouldery mountain stream nesr the
nouse, climbing the stiles, and walking up the steep fields
until he resched the sombre firwood where none of the birds
stirred and where the rein dripped down to the Fforest-floor
through the silence, lesf-surround-=d.

Sometlmes he would stand by his window st dusk

and watch the valley become blueish and misty, like a huge



silent back-street just before total night. It was like
the coming on of lamps in the street where he wess borm.
There was & house 1n Bettersea, llike a black hut,
with s back-yard where a dog was always leashed up. He
rememberéd the noilse of one of the men falllng downstailrs;
it was a kind of terrible catastrophlc tumbling. The men

drank until they were violent, then they went ianto the

back-yard zand fought it out. They wore bowler hats. He

remembered toaelir terrifying scuffling in the back-yard, and
-
the eilence among the women, with fools and children at

)

thelr knees. Everybody wag packed into one hot room.

There were long roads of such houseg, close together, &

black land, thelr doors opening straight onto ths payeuent,

a corridor into nothing, where nothlng brezthed. This weas

the Prison Settlement where his childhood had been kept.
From the gutter he gradusted, after z brief trusbey,

to war. Brandon was now twenty-eight yesrs old, and of

these twenty-eight yezrs the Var had consumed geven. He

played truznt to the War durlng the first two years, from

the time he wzs sevénteen until he wss nineteen, and the

time-1limit made his happlness the. zrester.

Hls truancy was a steep green hill,
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room underneath this hill,

and alone, the crest of a hill czlled the Shoulder of

Mutton, bresthing grass and trees, and his trusncy was



a dream he had lived, turning in his country bed witly
joy and pailn at dawn, before the town was awake. It wgs
& truancy made possible by the War alone, and, logiéally,
it was brought to an end by the War. He was evacuated
from London to a small town in Haumpshire with otiner school
children 2 few éays before the outbresk of war. When he
_arrived he gtared abt the grey, fuffledflake, at the zxaxx
lglands of tall trees, at the gravel path where chestnut
horses were someltlmes to be'seeh, at the cafes in the main
street, at the cobbled gquare, at the rere green hills to
the north, he gtared at everythling with astonishment and
blessed thé War for belng the instrument of his release,
at ladt
in & place wberexﬁe could breathe, where he was not watched,
wnere the dawn came up with no ugly contradiction outside
hls window, and where zt evenlng there were no desz thly
lamps but, instead, the starting of emall animals in the
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de mede & last, unsuccessful rebellion agalnst his
fate 29 a goldier four mohbhs sfter he hed landed at |
Salerno. It took place in December, 1944. He flew into
sudden rages, he spoke bitterly, he fixed his superior
officers with hard stares, and he showed them that he did
not care how they punisned him., Hle walked abouﬁ moodily
with his hands in his pockets, and only with hig close friends,

in the command post, did he talk sipcerely. Not long



before they hed been calling him "the laughing boy".

But the laughter gradually ceased‘and his brow began to
wear a more thoughtful and scholérly look zg the weather
became colder and it wes necessary to fight in the mountalns
above the River Garigliano.

A few days before Chrigtmas he was sent up to
a mountaln range over looking this river from the south.
There he trudged with his signallers from village to
village on the snowy heights, behlnd the 1lnfantry battlaiop
to.which he had been zssigned. A1l of them had wireless
gsets or batteries By§%?éi7/sling over thelir backs. ' They
climbed up the mountaln-paths bent forward like slaves.,
The loaded donkeys stumbled 5etween the boulders, going

before them. At the top wes always a desolate place,

grey from past battles, where there were no houses and few




trees. They were paralysed with ‘eold, agalnst which
their clothes were no protection, and at night they
huddled up together in an airless bivousc among the
rockse. He did not know which of the infantry commanders
he whould.be sﬁpporting. Hde did not know eher the Eneny
was. He did not know what tasks were expected of him.
No one consulted hime . No one, after the tactical
conferences, told him what was happening along the rest
of the front. They moved from one gloomy farmhouse X®
in the snow to another, zlong frozen paths, apparently
for no purpose, since there was never ahy fighting, and
there were nelther rifle-sghots or bombardments. The
rations they had brougit ﬁp from the velley behind tnem
were not sufficient, and the wind came in like & dart
from the sea. He hardly spoke to his signsllers. But
one morning on their way up the side of 2 mouhtain he
turned and saw them all straggling far behind him, so

he shouted down, "Bet 2 move onl" One of them, the
tallest, stung by Brandun's cry,-began leaping up towards
the crest like an animal, ruaning with his body doubled
up, the neavy wireless-set on his back swinging about,
until he had passed Brandon. Tne other signallers were
encouraged by this and also began running, until Brandon,
weak and pantinge wes the last of them all., Now he wanted

to shout at them again, to tell them tast they must zlways

be behind thelr lesder... But he prevented himself from



. dis temper was becoming unmnahageable.

At the top ne.had another fit of embittered

fury when he saw the legs of & Gmxmam dead German stlcking
out of the earth. The sight made him furious agalnst

the infantrymen, against these mountains, agalngt the

Germans, against the War, against authority wherever 1t

™
1

On Christmas Eve, when the day was particularly

dark and muffled by the soft grey snow-clouds just over-
hesd, & Protegtant service was nheld in the kitchen of one
of the farahouses, and carols were sung. He went along
happily, hoping to be reminded of a truancy. But instead
he found the singlng coarse and dismal, the pedre's sermon
idiotic, and the cheering words of the colonel a lot of
empty chit-chat, He left the kitchen frowning asndstamoing
with his feet, and he decided thzt he would lesvVe these
mutton-heads today, he would go bzck to the valley, no

matter if 1t meant fifty courts martial. Time gnd time
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galn he had asked over the wireless to be relieved before
Christmas Day. He must be back at.the command post on
Christmas Day, because of the good food and drink which
only came once & year and walch might be the last he. could
enjoy before his desth. He was bored, cold, idle and,

worst of all, gquitea alone with his signallers among these

infantrymen, none of whom he knew or cared about. He



must have Christmas in the tents with his own people
south of Cassiho, with tinned turkey, letters from
England, whisky and port in the evening, and many hours
smoking over the command post fire. He would no longer
bezr thisg senselesé, incongiderate weaste of himself.

For the last three days he had not washed or shaved, just
g8 an act of rebellion. e hed slipped among the boulders,
torn his clothes, fellen in the black mud, . cut nime=1lf,
had a plece of shrzpnel pierce hig trousers, and he
refused, out of hot vindictive anger, to make himself
look &sny better. He would go back to the tents like
this, with four days' growth of beard and mud all over hig
face, his clothes bléck érﬁ torn. He intended to walk
into one of the command posts and tell them that for theA
last week he had been trying to get some sense out of them
&8 to what hls tasks were, why he wss with the infantry at

1 and waere the Enemy were: &n they had not troubled
/§A:y{ glve him answers over the wirelesse.
He ordered his men to paék up .thelilr wireless-gets
-nd without a word to the infantry commander he left the
mountains.

When he arrived, five hours later, at the tents,
he began to walk in & sbhovenly manner, his beket all awry,
his mgp-dase dangling at his side. His men followed zll
his moodsg to‘a_detail, and most of the way down from the-

alr hev hed /o o P . s :
peaks they ﬂoLZ&FUﬂbllgc In low voices about the wey 1in



which thelr regiment had been treatlng them.

Thelofficer who saw him first wes the man
responsible for sending him out 1n the first place. The
éight of Brandoﬁ_strolling between the tents zstonished
him. He stopped 1in his tracks =g Brandon, fixing him
with & deflant stare, came nearer.

"What on earth are you doing here?" he asked.

Then, when he saw Brandon's muddy foce and torn
clothes, he began to smile, He had the gift of zlways
appearing maturé and sangible, though he was little older
then Srendon. e looked X® on Brandon as something of &
joke, a child.

"What's the mztter with your face?" he asked.
"Wesn't there ény water up there?"

At once Brandon felt a terrible shame, so that
& blush cuickly suffused his face. The other officer
added with a shrug, just as he was passing 2%k on: "Oh, well,
another party will have to relieve you, I suppose."

It was from this moment that Brendon deciéed to

become a fGependable scholar.
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In his work 28 an officer Brandon c

robe of the sbstract murderer with thst of ths victim.

ig work fell into two parts: one when he was at the

ol o e

gun-pogition a mile or more behind the front line,

commending four guns; the other when he went forward

‘ )’w;ﬂ\...



with the infsntry in the zttack and sent orders for
shell—firé back to the artillery lines by wireless or
telephone.

At the gun-position he gave his ordecrs celmly
from 2 command post, and here he was usuzlly warm, and
the Enemy bombardments were not freouent. But with the
infantry he suffered the falling of shells, the guns were
distant mouths full of angnymous grumble, he suffered the
crydmg of men, the lodging in flesh of shrapnel and bullet,
the glipping in mud, the sillliness of men after shock, and
the hurrylng of stretchers.

Ag he ghouted his orders to the guns, his feet

dry and his hands clean, God smiled and szid, Walt, child.

He would be called out to go with the infantry
every fortnight or so for three, four, six or seven days
gt a tinme. He would take with him on these expeditions
two or thnree-signallers and wireless sets,. Thus, he
travelled alone. He was with the infsntry, and separate
from them. They asked his advice and sought the protection
of his guns. He could be the key to the sdocess of a
battle, He was a murderer whose survival was of the
greatest ilmportance to them and whom they often zdmired and
flattered. Tith one word zddressed to his signaller he
could achileve the murder of countless Inemy in two, three

or four minutes.

He remembered how the door of an Italian farmhouse



had been zjar as he came near: the table was lald

exactly as the family had left 1t in the mlddle of =

meal. Upstairs in the bedroom there were certlficates

of birth, marriage and death; crucifizes, letters, rosaries,
Valentine cards, little pleces of lace-work cnd valueless
trinkets; and photographs golng yellow of childrencdressed
for their first communnion &nd of brides and bridesmalds.
Everything was heaped on the floor where other troops had
gsearched the drawers. For Brandon these things were not
certificates, rosaries, trinkets and photogrephs, they were
rubbish on the floor, They were dead objects. He slept
among them, or he pushed them out of the way to mske & place
for his map. For hlm these were eternally empty houses.

In wer the past is dead; the future 1s a lovely daydream

locked in the closed hall of the head. Only the present

‘1g important and eternal.

In & room overlooking a rising field the signeller
brought him% message from Headguarters. He walked across
to the graph-board at once and read it. The message was
a little jocular.

It said that at two o'clock thet same afternoon
slxty or seventy Germans would be agsembling on a hill
within easy shelling range of the English lines. They
intended to laumch a surorise attack, but Headouarters

suggested that the initiative be reversed.

There would be an artillery concentration on this



hill beglnning at precisely two o'clock.

The guns of'the entire division would be laid
on this target. The distances foe each gun would be very
carefully computed so that the closest concentration of
shells would be possible. If Headquarters were lucky
sixty or seventy Germans would find themselveé in the midst
of this concentration.

They would find themselves without cover and nowhere
to run on the summit of & naked hill,

The guns would be fired off at fne very same moment
g0 that the.shells landed simultaneously, thus ensuring the
maximum casualties.

Brandon and his signallers began computing the
distances 1mmediately. They were emglted and flushed.

They moved about briskly and they made little jokes to each
other., The méssage had changed their day. The ache was
less. They were planning myprder, but abstrsct murder, that
ls to say, the murder of people tiey would never see, s
murder that was never any more than an idea to them, the
perpetrators.

Hence, they were for the moment cheerfully at home
in their epoch, they fitted, they were playing the role

for which they had been born.
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In the dark entrance-hall of the Salzburg Natural
History Museum there was a great stuffed sea-elephant with
a black, pugnacious, scaly, oily skin. Brandon went up the
narrow staircase to the rooms and on either side of him there
were little skeletons, insects behind glass, stuffed birds,
spears, coloured diagrams and segments of tropical trees.

At the first landing he entered one of the rooms and walked
across the loose boards.

Everything was dead and still, behind glass, staring
out like all dead things. There was a terrible air of death,
the stairs and the long rooms were dark and heavy, the sky
was thick and low outside the windows, everything gaped and
was still. And the men and women he saw trod softly up and
down the stairs and $hrough the rooms, the boards creaking
and creaking as they went, like trespassers. Sometimes
they peered closely into the lighted cases where the dead
insects, the dead birds, the dead snakes, the dead bones and
the dry flesh were exhibited, and sometimes their faces were
green and howling carnival masks in the light from these cases.
He felt sick with the signs of death, its ghostly attendance
on this tall house with the creaking boards. There were a
thousand and one silent funerals in this house near the
tunnel in the brown rock.

He went past the human heads shrivelled to a quarter
of their natural size, past the bony dinosaur, past the
transfixed nest of ants and the bees' hive, past the coffins

and the mummy,; to the room where he heard a child sobbing.
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He walked to the end of this room and saw the child standing
alone by a curtain, and beyond the curtain he could make out
little electric lamps and more glass cases, and also people
moving. He looked at the child, but the boy simply stared
before him, the tears on his cheeks, trying to keep back his
sobs. DlMen and women walked past without looking down at him,
then Brandon saw a pale, slim man with small eyes come out
from the gallery behind the curtain and look at the child

impatiently, and he heard him whisper, "Mutti kommt gleich."

But the child could not stop weeping. His sobs were
loud and outrageous in the room of still, dead things. And
Brandon knew that there must be a dirty, enchanted thing
behind the curtain. He saw the face of the child's mother

as she peeped round the curtain at him, and she did not
regret his tears.

30 Brandon walked on past the curtain, and inside
there was a greater hush than outside, though there were
many more people. With his throat dry and painful he walked
to the lighted cases and stared, aghast. He looked at the
shrivelled creatures of the womb, some of them preserved in
their mother's placenta, and then he lowered his eyes and
saw the two plaster castes, one of a human penis and the
other of a human lip, each painted with a red syphilitic‘
(:mﬂle .

wound. One of the bottled embryos was a cyclops with
g AN N

eye above the nose, another had two heads on one neck,

another was strangled by its umbilical cord, and another

was natural and whole, at four months, its legs drawn up
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and its skin-hand raiged to 1its mouth. Je looked at the
sobbing child's mother and father, and they were“thoughtful
and heavy like the guilty, watching and watching. Ané the
glass case wes a lighted morturary before him,vmarrying
syphilis =and love.

He walked past the curtain and the sobbing child
again. His cheeks trembled, he could not smile. Hé
wanted tb lie down 2r& in & silent rocm end wear this
horrow out.

| He stopped and looked at the white plaster ststues.
They represented the four human types, - the digestive, the
athlétic, the respirstory and the cerebral -, and they stood
side by slde, nsked, white znd blind, like patients in a
hospital. .Tﬁey were murdered men, murdered zs the sea-
elephant 1n the dark eatrance hall was murdered, so thst
there should be embalmed thihgs for the trudging specﬁators.

Everything was embalmed here, everything was stuck
on plns or stuffed or dessicated, everything was rendered
eternal for the dreaming stares of abstract men. The
musaum 1s a bilography, he thought, not of beasts, planté,
or:past epochsg of men, but of ourselves the embalmers.

He welked past funeral after funeral in this House
of the Embelmed, and the dead becsts stared beyond him.

He looked at the life-gsize replica of & Red Indian

camp behind glass. He looked st the two tents, their

canvas genulnely weather-beaten, at the women feeding a child



at her breast,almost quick and warm,almost moving, and at the

and woman érinking at the mouth of their tent. They were
there for all eternity, the same woman 1n the tent with her

game outstretched hand, the came old man bowing before her

with cloth to sell over his arm, and the same mother with
her same smile, like the smile of a blind woman. And
outside the glass Brandon and hils fellow dreamers stared at
this camp and dreamed it warm and qulck.

He had left Frﬁa Glagsner's farmhouse the previous
week and taken a room in one of the Szlzburg imns, but now
he wanted to go back to Bleltnau. He wanted to see the
white stones in the ravine and the mountain water going over
them., He wented to see the hill behind his balcony. He
wented to hear the padded knocking of the mare‘svhoof on the
lawn outside as she trotted between the trees, the watef
shaking in her belly. His horror and snger made him blihd.
He walked through Salzburg to the inn like a man with his eyes
put out. He rusined up the stone steps to higs room znd
slammed the door. He wanted to go back. He wanted to go
back,

An accident could occur in Bleitnau, one of the
men could collapse and die zt work in the fields, but the
accldents would not be hoarded up for your gaze, they would
také thelr places in the days znd years.,

On his way back he had walked behind zn old Womane

She was leaning on the zrm of s glrl a2t her side, She
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stepped carefully across the cobbles, and che was nodding
snd smiling to the giri. They welked close together,
like mothér end daughter, and perhaps toev were golng PBack
from chureh, for it wes Sunday.

lle looked at her long coat and her flat-heeled
shees, and sghe seemed to change under hils eyes, only
because of the museum. He saw her suddenly as & patilent,
lilkke one of the white plaster stetues, he saw her as
comeone with symtpoms walklng into hospital, one of uany,

ith interesting senile =z Ifectlons of the liver, the
stomach or the bones. She wes no longer tone Sundey aother
with whom he might talk, no longer & wonan who smiled znd
would die in her due tilme. The museum was behind him ahd
reached forwsrd its hand. e nzd embslmed her. He had
‘murdered her. She iooked like one of too meny people,
there were too masny people in cities; there are too many of
us in the epoch of abstraction.

Sclence, he thought, is the culture of the mort UaTY o
it 1s the evil eye on life. With the doctor's narvellous
cure must come the murder.

He stayed resting on his bed, and in the evening

he went out, his epilepsy spent. He walked througl the

N

town, snd wa

(6}
ar

ne zgein.

Crossing the Mozartplatz he came t0 a narrow lane,
and there he saw the tall Franciscen church where he had
often been btefore. He decided to go in. The alter was

hoarded up in light at the very end, but he chose to remsin
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up, because only men are crucified. e walked out of-the
house where the d man lay, and wept. From that time
he tried to zllow himself no self-pity, having gigned hils
name willingly, so to speak, con the bonds of crucifixion.
In tioe chufagyard of St. Peter's in Salzburg he
saw a young American soldier wandering from place to plzce
wilth his gllver caunera. He watched him as he stopped to
teke photographs of the>t0nbstones and the little chapel,
then of the entrance to the catacombs, where there was a
black gate and bepind it skulls. The young man wabked
post the private tombs, and everythingbhe gaw he studied
with & view to making a photograph of it. He stood egtill

and cocked his hezd to one side, then he held up hig elect-

S

T

Ile was & musing, cqulet, tender man.
He looked at the chapel and the tombstones aznd could scee

them in thelr embalmed state, when tney would be clipped

-

into the zlbum and homely people would smile. He embsa lmed
everythlng slowly and tenderly, with wonderfml care, slone
and unavare of being seen. He lifted the camera to his

eye end then possessed the moudly, bored stone for =11

eternity. | '
The nature of ehstrsct mudder was rgveg;ed to ////Er

g near Castel Pogglolo, seversl hours hefore

oranaon
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ne raen along the grass verge marked MINEN. There had been
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three sleepless nigr in this valley, and they zrrived at



2 country mansion gsoon after dawn, in the flet of the
valley. Headcuarters was established in the mension,
while Brandon and a platoon of infantry went to one of the
farmhouses nearby. He walked about the house, the battle
had died, he wes restless and unwilling to sleep. e must

a2

do gomething, compute a distance, talk over the rsdio, make
plans for taé Enemy attack. For three days end three nights
his nhesd had obeyed =znd worked and been cunning, now it could
not stope.

He walked zbout the nouse, looking out of tiae window
onto Enemy territory, perring about for some movment end seeing
nothing. He wented something to happen, a German demolition
party to blow z bridge in the middle of the valley before
him, or a plstoon of Germen infantry to walk out of thne two-
storey house on the horizon. But toe valley lay in silence
and stlllness. He passed unnecessary messa_es down the
wireless to the artillery lines, he walked from oné room to

another nervously oa the look-oute.

Then he climbed up to the nay-loft., There was a little
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opening in the apex of the roof from which most of the
valley could be seen. He quietly called his signaller up-
stairs. The signaller clipped on a cable extension to his
wireless set and brought up the earphones. He sat at
Brandon's side. Brandon continued to watch the two-storey
house on the horizon. It was yellow and clean-looking, and
still there was no movement whatsoever. He gave his first

orders: "Target...Fire by order...One round gun-fire". They

waited for these orders to be repeated back, and the word was
given from the artillery lines: Ready. Brandon said calmly,
not raising his voice at all: "Fire",

The first shell fell short of the house in the distance,
a little burst and a puff of pretty white smoke. He added one
hundred yards and again gave the order to fire. He waited for
the shell-bursts in silence, leaning forward and peering through
the window of the hay-loft. He was paséing the time, he was
playing an interesting game with these puffs of smoke in the
distance. He achieved a hit on the left side of the roof and
he warmly ordered all four guns to fire on this reference.
The four shells fell immediately around the house, very close
to the walls, so that for a moment they hid the lower floor
from view. He gave the order to record the target for future
use, then finished.

The afternoon grew dull. A winter wind came sideways
across the valley. Brandon was called to the country mansion
nearby. There he was told to take seven or eight infantrymen

and two of his own signallers into the enemy lines by daylight.
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He was shown the house he must occupy, and the house was the
yellow house on the horizon. He was being taken by the hand
to the place of his murder.

The commanding officer told him that he need expect no
opposition, that the Enemy was believed to have fallen back a
little beyond the yellow house and that the plan was for him
to stay in this house and there await the evening attack,
which would draw level. The forward troops would be told of
his presence on the flank.

He could not understand where the Enemy were supposed
to be, nor where the English were going to attack that evening.

He left dMgvodse with his men a little later. They
followed behind him in single file, through some trees, then
downwards intﬁ the open valley. They followed a straight line
towards th%/;éige, not troubling to skirt the fields because
there was so little cover. Brandon looked from side to side
at the hills above them, waiting for the Enemy to open fire..
He turned and looked back at his men, and they were walking in
silence behind him, palely, as they did when they walked into
the attack. But they reached the other side of the valley
untroubled.

They came close to the house and saw no movement through
the windows. Brandon went to the door and pushed it open,
and before him, in a clean living-room, there were five or
six Italian people. He nodded to them and they all smiled

carefully. They were not peasants, they must have been
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from one of the big coastal towns. The furniture was
dainty, and there were good carpets on the floor. These
people were all over thirty, three women and two men.

They gave the soldiers chairs in the kitchen, and the
women took the army rations and began cooking a hot mezal for
them all, to be eaten on plates, not ;g.mess-tins, and with
knives and forks from the house. Brandon watched the two
younger people, a man and a woman, probably married. They
were a little excited by the visit, and they bustled about
the kitchen-stove making jokes to each other and marvelling
at the army rations of beef and soup. The man had fine black
eyes and crisp hair. He answered Brandon's questions intelli-
gently, making everything seem calmer and more orderly than
it was. He and his wife were clearly delighted to be cooking
this meal for eleven mouths, they were excited by this new
company . They made the soldiers comfortable, brought in more
chairs, laid the table-cloth, poured red wine. There was a
great noise in the kitchen and everyone was smiling.

Brandon asked the younger couple whether the Germans had
been here, and the woman replied that they had left early that
morning. Brandon looked at her with shame and said, leaning
forward on the table:

"Were you shelled this morning?"

"Oh, yes."

They all raised their hands and 1ooked upwards, with

their baptismal story to tell.



"here did you shelter?"

They told hilm under the staeirs just outslide the door.

"ias the house hit?"

The young man answéfed and told him that one shell had
hit the roof, but that was all.

"Only one room was dameged, that is £11," he sald.

"I did that shelling," Brandon said, then, tapping

his own chest: "Io, io.

n

The man was chsrming wlth him. He smiled. He simply
looked at Brandon as if he were valuable, as 1f he had been
intelligent and good to throw the shells. |

Before the meal wag served Brendon asked if he could
g0 upsteirs. He went up alone znd closed the door behind him.
On the upstailrs landing he saw the damaged room. He pushed
the door open further snd saw & long tear in the roof, He
saw where the wall had fallen away into the room, the carpet
covered with brick-dust, the broken dressing tseble, the pots
and jars lyling under the window, the roof-slates over the
double bed. He was astonished at the force with which the
shell had struck the waill, The puff of smoke had been pretty
and the burst noiseless.

He walked into one of the other rooms and sat on
the bed, unbuekling his binocular case. He looked through
the window and saw that he was looking down the maln street
of & village to a square with a church on its right hand
clde. Between him and the main street there was only an
orcheard. The street.was quite empty, and from the window he

could i BT 4
Have turown & stone onto 1ts pavement, so cloge was he.



He watched it for gome timé, then to his estowishment saw
a German soldier come out of one of the doors énd stroll
like an evening walker up and down.  He took up his
So clowe awd temntrée,

binoculars end watched this man‘{and he xas'especially
fsacineted by the German's tin hat, curved over the ears.
e wanted to hunt this flesh, to see it capitulate before
him. It was wrong for the German to be walking freely S0
clﬁse by e He felt that he owned the man, like an animal
with 1te feebly struggling prey. But he withdrew further
Into the darkness and went downstairs.

They were stlll noisy in the room below, but he
shouted to tihem to be quilet.

"This house 1s on® the edge of & village," he
said. "ind the Germans are still there."
He returned to the upstairs roon with his slgnellebr
and brought down shell-fire on the street before him. He
gave his position in code to Headquarters and ianstasntly
his commanding officer spoke. He told Brandon to return
imnediately at dusk, becsuse he was in the Eneay lines,
that he did not know how this h§~d heppened, that he must
return the mouent dusk fell, the very moment, and mesnwhile
to e glert with seantrie out, that he did not know how this
had happened., |

At dusk Brandon took his men across the valley, and

he felt sick, empty 2nd nervous.
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Early one rainy morning he went down to a cafe at the
end of the Stein Gasse for coffee. He sat next to one of the
tall windows looking straight onto the narrow street, and
he watched the people pass, most of them wrapped up under
the rain, their heads down. He sat for a long time over his
coffee, looking into the street, and the rain brought two
memories, and these troubled and excited him.

The first was at Monte Cerééola when five or six men
stopped along the white mountain path and stared at him with
horror. It was a memory of the horror in their eyes as they
stared at him, refusing to believe it. One of them said, But

we saw you lying dead lower down by the path. They reported

you dead and we saw you. They were shy and nervous, and

under their inquisitive eyes he wme a ghost.
The second incident was nearACastel Poggiolo, a hill with
a grey, round castle at its summit. It was when he had lost
his way in the darkness. With him he had his own signaller
and also an Italian farm-hand. His signaller was a small,
complete man, with a thin moustache and faithful eyes. Bran-
don had forced the farm-hand to accompany them, to show them
the way back to the English lines.
They stood listening in the middle of a gravel path, and
it was utterly dark. They thought it was an English voice
that had spoken, and they listened for it again. Then a
man shouted from nearby: "Halt." with the German pronunciation,

and Brandon at once caught hold of the Italian's sleeve in
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terror and whispered: "You have brought us to the Bosche
position". For a moment longer they stood together, silent
and staring. Then suddenly the Italian broke free from them
and like a swift quiet deer leapt down off the path into the
shrubbery. Brandon turned panic-stricken, thenhe began
running. He ran down the gravel path in the opposite direc-
tion to the voice. He ran along the grass verge so as to make
less noise and as he ran he saw at his feet notices marked
with a skull-and-crossbones and the word MINEN in luminous
paint. Behind him he could hear his signaller appealing to
him, "Help me, help me", but he ran on in a long, panic-
stricken stride, leaping and leaping forward along the grass
verge, and then where the road met another, after two or three
hundred yards, he stopped and waited, and everything was quiet.
The signaller came along the path, panting and ex-
hausted with the heavy wireless set on his back. Brandon
found himself ruthless. The signaller came up to him in the
dark and he said he would never have thought it. He would
never have thought Brandon capable of running away. But
Brandon found himself ruthless and exultant. He tried to
find in himself hot shame, but he was only exultant and without
any pity for the signaller or any afterthought, like one who
has been granted a further reprieve. He told the signaller
that he could not have afforded to be captured with the maps,
but he said this with a smile in the dark. He told him that

all the English forward positions were marked on his map. But

|
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he wanted to drink something and swear and dance about.

The two of them sat side by side in a barn and
watched the field outside through the spaces between the
logs. It was slightly less darézw;nd between the winds the
night was silent. It was a bad silence, with things that
ogled them from outside the barn in the dark and voices
brought to them by the winds. They decided to leave the
talkative barn. They walked down the field and then along
another path, listening all the time and stepping very
quietly. They found the backyard of a farm-house and they
were about to go in when just before them they saw a man.

He was standing by the open door sharpening a long knife.
They drew back into the shadows only a few feet from him,
and they tried to make out whether he was a German soldier
or not. He simply went on sharpening his knife, and now and
then he looked up into the sky, as if he knew what was going
on. He had a large round face which was white and flat in
the darkness. They crept carefully back to the path and
were astonished that he did not move. And as they were
walking along the path again the bad silence spoke and the
anonymous mouths grumbled in the distance, hoom hoom-hoom
hoom hoom-hoom-hoom, and the sky sang like boys and all the
shells i;x;;aaown to the earth and shrieked in the furrows.
They.ranﬁgnto a house, and it was occupied by English
soldiers.

In the quiet aftermath they were given a guide, and

he took them out into the field again and brought them nearer
P4



and nearer the flesh of the battle, up nills,'thfough woods,
along gullies. Realn, black mud, white gulding tapes, farm-
houses, men standing silently in the doorways, esch man hold-
ing hié terror inside his head alone, the mortuary all sbout,
the quick shells jumping down from their‘ledges,in the sky,
the broken walls, the trees uprooted, flayed and black, the
shouting men and sometimes weeplag.

Why must .they come again? Why were Cerasola and

2

stening in his flesh?

(=

Poggiolo 1

C

.Then he came back to the guns from ilonte Cerasola

he wanted higs fatigue to be noticed. He came zcross the

by}
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field by the Rlver Garigliano with his straggling signallers,
pale end torn, staring before them.  All those at the gun~pits
turned to watch them, The gunners stood back to let them

pass, watchling them closely, imagining the battle =g it must

have been 1n the wountains beyond the wonderful river, and
afreid of tnese human exhibits.

But Brandon had been little use in the nountsins.
He nad merely hung back with his men under the shelter of

boulders, watching the wounded cr
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. ut below. He had
Witnceld himself, kept his men in the background, and only
gilven help whnen 1t was ésked for. He was not‘yetﬁa scholar,
He wes not yet broken in. He hzd not yet learned the use
of hle nerves, He wes still 2 Novice only sccustomed to
the sight of blood.

He drummed his fingers on his knee outside the
command post, frowning. It.W&S & smiling spring day, and

he could 1magine what +. '
aglne what the river looked like, grey-still and

skirted by soft lawns, from Ceragolae.



There was no work for him in the command-post,
and he sat in the same chair until long after midnight,
gmoking and talking. He went unwillingly, at first only
a little terrified, to his bed in the bivouac neer the
cookhouss., It lay between two nillocks, hidden from
the guns. He was always most careful 1ln choosing a
gsite for his blvouac wherever they went. He would
consult his hidden oracle and bide his time, going from
the shelter of trees to the shelter of a hillock, from
high ground to low, until at last the oracle spoke
and gave him the place of gafety. '

There were no shells from the Enemy, for gun-
emplacements were 1lmpossible 1n the mountalnas. Only
very long-range guns could reach this place, and these
he began to fear. He began to walt for the faintest
whéspering in the sky, quite without warning in this
cuilet, and then the black fountain of earth, too near
hig tent. The dommand-post was 1n a square brick
building, like a Wayéide temp&e, and it was werm there,
with people. He was fifty yards from this building,
and much further from the guns. He could hear nothing.
iIost of the gun-crews were asleep. There was no machine-
gun fire from the mountains, nor the distant falling of
mortar-bombs, nor the sound of vehicles on the road, nor
the low, tranquil talking of men close by.

He took off hies clothes and lay down under the



blankets, putting out the small battery-light at his
gide., If he reised himself up on his elbows he could
see no glow of cigaerettes in the darkness, nor the

sudden flash of a torch, nor the beacon used by the guns
as a polnt of reference by night. He was utterly aslone,
and doomed as he closed his eyes. The terror mounted

in him slowly. He lay in his bed and started at the
slightest sound, sweatling, and sometimes the breeze made
the faintest of whisperings in the sky which quickly died
away. e walted for the fatal shell because he hsd never
before been go certain of its coming.

Again and agaln he declided to get up and return
to the command-post, but did nothing. St1ill he lay with
his mouth open; absolutely still énd tense, under the
frail bivouac. Once, soon afterithree o'clock, he pushed
the damp blankets aslde and began to dress. But he fell
back again; knowing the folly of his terror and not wishing
to give way. And again he began the agonising renearsal
for his death, when all his flesh seemed to feel the first
moment of the fatal obliteration. o

For he had done wrong. In the mountainsg he had
not done enough. He was unworthy. Already the Novice
wes passing into the Scholar, and every new lesson learned
brought a consclience with it, painfully. He had done
wrong, and the guilty do not sleep.

The lignt of the dawn brought solace, a golden



blegsing. He looked up suddenly and saw 1t through the

e

exit-flap, shining from beyond Ehe mountains, promising
another spring day.

His mocd -changed. He 3ot up angry. What terrible
fate had put him among the brelin-creatures, with thelr
courage, their self-scrutiny and thnelr little premeditations,
their horrible genius for deciding between right sad wrong?

He -was infected. The worm had entered. He wanted to be
among creatures who killed and could forget, who loved and
could forget, who made a fatal error and could forget; Dbut
not among those whose sleepless minds limped after them in
the ghadows, preying on them with céaselyss ques@ions,
menacling them with phantoms. He would not be one of those
whose mindeg were talking all the time, who spewed themselves
out down a sink-hole of words end self-questionlngs, who
talked love but would not meke it, who tslked crime but would
not with thelr own hands committ it, who talked prowecgs and
did not have 1it, who talked decisgsions but could not take them.
| e had comernto the War, which & herwise meant nothing
to him, in order to fling off the dread brain-creatures, only
to flnd that he was 1n & very nest of them, that they infested

the derkest places, down even to where a man shed blood, zlone

with God. They would not permit God a single glence oato the

earth,



In the corner of the inn there were two
musiclang, with a little card on the table on front of them:

"Bitte, fur die Musik." Listening to them closely there was

a plump American sbldiér. He sat at their table nodding and
smiling zs they played . His coat was open in the front,
his hezd was bowed, and he was happy and himself. When
later two other sodiers looked in, thinner and younger, he
called across to them and asked them to join Xhim. They
laughed znd smiled with him, but without pleasure. They
were brown-faced chlldren, whereas the plump soldier was

_ ;
father, calm and expsnsive, flushed. They were exiles.
That Was the sbashed horror in their faces. We are exlles.
You glance at us; your eyes say, Soldier, snd you turn
away. We are boys. He have mothers. We have childhoods.,
We have names, And under the smmunition belt there is a
photograph.

The eyes are always judging. They ére always
coming to a conclusion. Your name for us 1s not us as we
tehderly know burselves to be, all that we hsve; all that we
can ever be, each of us alone, high and dry with his sins and
stalns, & whole world more than your mere idea. You name us
soldier, but you name not us.

| . The two boys went zcross to the musiciansg and asked
for @ German song, only to be cherming and to be smiled =t
in return. The musicians could not understand their English,
and the boys could not remember the name of the tune they
wented. One of them agreed to try and whistle it, and

when he began the sllence was fell and was terrible. He



whistled softly, without conviction, and gradually the
nurdering silence entered his flesh and at last he stopped
whistling, paralysed and alone 1n his exile, tbe'tune dead
and forgotten on his hands. He g=id like 2 broken man:
"Then it goes up to a higher piteh", waving his hand high
1n the air to wave away the ghosts; The musicians shook
thelr heads zgein, and then the soldiers smiled at them with
the faces of beggars and walked across to the door and stumbled
sick and hot 1nto the night.

On his last day at the fram in Bleltnau he had
pointed the camera at Theresa, Fraq Glassner's daughter,

an%she had changed under his eyes. Her eyeg opened wide

and cesged to look et things. She became utterly étill,
prepared for her embalming, = to be seen in what foreign
countries by what eyes? All her anxiety, her little frown,
her tom-boy's mouth, went in that momént, and an epoch gtared
through her face.

He lay 1in bed thinking about the time of his truaney.

The old world had gone, and will there be

el
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n the scecidental
green world? Our world ig a laboratory, he thought, and
there are no accildents in scilence.
Bach of us in war has his baptism, whnen the spirit
* 1
Y 3vd4¢&
of the boy pom@ up and we turn our backs on the old green
. A s
world.
In war 1t is easy for people to die, even the wise

and ageless and infallible. The world 1s prolific with



dyinge It 1g easy for bulldings to fall to the ground,
even the eternal ones with the important frown. And the
women we lerd starve in camps, the churches where we
prayed are canteens, and the villages of our truancy are

trivial, By the time it is over the sacred and eternal

things are no longer there. Do not say sacred and eternal.

The words aacred and eternal are ridiculous. They do not

belong to your world. Your relgglon is dead, and as for
eternity, wer 1s the shadow that constently falls on your
sleeve. If you still Dbelleve 1n the sacred anﬁ eternal
you are only turning the other way; when you look back
you will see the shadow still there on your sleeve.

Each war draws you nearer the void of abstraction,
further from your silly, flushed, busy days. Qur childish
grandfathers rang bells at Caristmas znd prayed, they had
whiskers and gold watch-chains across their walstcoats,
but now their familiar places are empty, we are no longer
allowed the folly of belleving.

If Brandon dreamed of impossible women at night, in
his soldier's exlle from love, thlen so did the other, znd

the other also, and the other. Look into yourself and you

find me. Thet is the lesson of the democrstie war.

He went to the American library in Salzburg snd

took down a book written by an American commender on the

I ' 5 ~e T les ' 3 o t d it 1 T
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leaned against one of ‘the shelves and read one chapter

o

fter another very quickly, frowning and very excited, as
if they carrled a special secret for him. Where "the

Commander brought his Corps close to the river" the library

became heavy with memory, and there were voiceé. He reed
the sentence zgein and again, dreaming the river back. It
' was the River Volturno. When he put the book back in its
place he wes stiff from standing so long, there was an ache
in his rlght hip where he had been leaning hard zgainst the
shelf, and hls eyes watered from having stared so long at
the ppint. He was awed and troubled, like a child =fter
sin. .
He passed under the playing belle on the otner gide
of the river at eleven o'clock thst morning and knew how szd
they were. They were set in a minor key, and they played

to the time of the £ollowing words: %he green world is almost

. gone, undernezth the hill.,
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They drew closer to Faenza, and there the Enemy stiffened
and threﬁ in counter-attack after counter-attack. The English
pushed far beyond the yellow, newly-baptised house to within
sight of Rimini, under heavy shell-fire and mortar-bombardments,
through woods and across a valley with many shrubs and trees.
The infantry company with whom Brandon was serving stopped at
a house near the brow of a hill, against the very nose of the
Enemy.

The infantry major wanted to leave this house at dusk
the same evening, because Enemy troops could approach to
within a hundred yards of it without being seen or heard. He
disliked being so near the crest of a hill without commanding
it. But Brandon was against giving up the ground they had
won, that is, he did not want to return across the valley to
their former positions, under heavy shell-fire all the way,
then come forward again on the following day and pass under the
same bombardment for the third time and perhaps have to fight
for ground they had already captured. He and the Major talked
in whispers, away from the other men. And the Major was soon
persuaded. He was a loud, brisk, tender man, promoted up
from a private soldier. He agreed to stay in this house with
his men provided Brandon shelled the brow of the hill con-
stantly throughout the night, laying down a line of shells
the whole night through to discourage the Enemy patrols.

And on the brow of this hill, hidden in the dark, there
was another house and, scourged by Brandon's shells again

and again, it caught fire and made the bare, treeless brow of
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the hill visible from their headquarters, which was a
tactical advantage. Then it ceased burning and at dawn
only smouldered.

During the night the Major put out patrols and then
an attack to the Enemy post nearby. He found it strong,
lost one man and two wounded, put sentries outside the house
and decided to attack in daylight when there was some possi-
bility of tank support.

At dawn the Enemy post was taken, the prisoners and
the English wounded were brought in, and the battle stalked
over the hill and a mile away, leaving the ploughed fields
charred, the air bitter with fumes from the shells, the

gates and fences broken, joeee4d and the house on

the brow of the hill still smouldering.

Brandon walked out into the little roadway and went
towards the rising smoke behind the trees. He took a path
through the trees and came upon it suddenly. The shrubs
round it were black, the upper storey of the house had
tumbled in. The door of the kitchen was hanging open.

He went to the side of the house and there was a
movement in the bushes. He stopped and listened. He
watched the bushes, then he turned hastily back to the house.
He looked down and just before he stepped forward he noticed
that part of Qis right boot was on the leg of a German
officer. MniM body was almost buried in the dust from the

L h e
house, like X flat e.fta:_ / He stepped wide and went to the
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front again.

Ly

/ The house had been shelled JAdAV

He heard the voice of a woman, it was the sound of
moaning, it was from inside the smouldering house, and he
went towards the hanging door.

As he stood in the doorway both of them tried to touch
him. One of them was by the table, her eyes saw nothing, but
she knew he had come, and the terrible flesh was open in her
leg. He could not touch them. He could not bear to be
there. The kitchen smouldered, he could not see the other
wall because of the white smoke. The two 0ld women came
towards him, they had survived, they had survived. They
prayed with their hands, they held up their hands and cried
to him, they called on his mercy, help us, help us, the
terrible flesh was open, they had suffered the night in flames,
the world had been set alight and the sky had sung and the
world's upper storey had tumbled down, and the officer lay in
the garden in his vestment of dust.

He ran back to headquarters and went straight to the
Major. He said he had been to the smouldering house. He
looked into the Major's eyes and wondered. He did not know
when pity and murder went’hand in hand. He spoke shyly. He
told him, watching him closely, that the two old women were
there and that they had been there all nighty W Fhe Major
jumped up and said: "Take me there". Then he called out to

the stretcher bearers and went up the hill. Brandon followed

him slowly. He saw him walk straight past the hanging



door into the kitchen. And when ne arrived et the doorway
ne'saw the Major standing there white and appaltked, his arms

round their shoulders, shaking his hesd and szyling, NO, no,

N0 .

Brandon lezrned terror in the late summer of 1943,
and it wes from another man. Battle has musie and wofds
which must Dbellesrned, snd its usual nolses conveyed no
terror $o him on the firgt, second znd third day of his

rrival =t the beach-hezd, even though during these days

Q
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the English were nearly pushed back into the water znéd the
Enemy wes in csone places nearly one hundred yards from the
beach. But on the afternoon of the fourth day he saw terror

in the eyes of znother man. He saw the men start, then
J .
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throw himself to tne ground. An snell fell only a few

ards from thst man. From that time Brandon knew what songs
&

to listen for, -nd which were the dangerous songs, snd which

-

were tne berks without = Dpite. Terror 1s tection. And
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ne threw himself to the ground with the other men.

The bombardnent of z city from the éir has one amusile,
e battle snother., He was often afresid.

Ceragola hzppened ih Februery, 1944, about five months
efter his baptlsm, but he weg still bewildered by battle, he

stlll d1d not know how to tzlk over plens with the infantry,

ct

compute flgures and regict

Cu

er targets and pesss messages down

the wireless simultaneously with feellng terror s.d keeping
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an ear open for the ghell with his neme on 1t. Late
lesrned how to dc this. Iis nerves became worse, not
better, but bad nervesg made him alert to tue slightest noise,
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and they were an lnsursnce against desth. e did not like

ged to fear., Fear was his magile. It made
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him go to ground &t the right moment. Ile was aware iias

of the shlells befors he heard them singing through the sky

or gew them ezxplode. Pear wes hls hldden oracle, = Accord-
ing to his hidden oracle he walted a little here, ran forward
there, occupled this house instead of that, apparently for

no gool ressoON. And he did not brust the orzcles of other

-

mene. He knew men who had no orscles. The

Lde

r eveg were
aelpless, The shells loved them and claimed them. He
would gtey end telk with Z¥sm men in a rozsdway for just as
long as ne felt it bo be safe, but wahen the hidden orzcle
spoke he would leave them =21l take cover. Never nerd.,
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less than twenty seconds, on the southern bank of the Ziver
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Volturno, with the man's elbow grinding snd yrinding into his
~ = I B < 9 -~ 2 T e & ] ™ & P i :
side., Hde suddenly became dull &s the Barrel Orgen sang its

chaord 3 t e ol 18 2448 not p ~ 3 -
caocrd in tue cx¥y, he ¢ld not care, he lay there with hls eyes
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<o Tully re=dv to enter desth 311+ e A
losed, dully ready to enter death. 3ut tken the shells

exploded, six of them together, gt the top of the crater

IMeve e we
WLl L T LA Wl o

2.

anl0 tue deafenlug crashes, and he tried like all the men
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e arrived in Greece from Italy during April,
1945, =nd he established 'his seadquarters in Ligourlon.

Hie task was to sdminister szn area of two hundred and Fifty
sousre miles between Nea Epidaurus, & fishing village on
the Sarbnic Gulf, and the city of Nauplion.

e took two rooms at the very top of the village,
under & hill covered with boulders and stones, so ag to
be nesr the night semtries, snd somnetlmes he would welk
out onto his wooden balecony at night and peer into the
shedows, startled by rifle-shots. These would be soldilers
from the natlonal guard shooting at nothing, thelr faces
grim behind the boulders.

He chose an 0ld man with rags on his back for an
interpreter. This o0ld men stayed with him alwsys, pushed
little boys oub of the way when he walked down the village
street, secured for him the best wine out of the houses,

gpoke about his lifé'in America before the First World War,

exaggerated Brandon's powers to his Greek friends znd enemies,

advertised him to the best-looklng girls, &nd lesned with him
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cony one morning when the sun was high and was sad

"I want you to come @nd see my faughter," he said,

¥She is very sick. She.is eleven years old,"

-

When Brandon met her she weg lyling on & couch in



the corner of their hut. She hzad very blaeck eyes. She
smiled 2t him as he bent down to take her hand, and her
smile was so fresh and so utterly delightful, like a
suédden coming of cawn, that he stepped back for a moment,
feeling kris murders heavy .upon him. The hut was on the
edge of a solemn cypress wood, where the wind listened, .
breathing most softyye. It stood at the beginning of a path
which led up to a museum end the amphitheatre of Epidaurus;
where the priests of Aesculapius had worked their curés.
He took the child and her mother by car to Nauplion.

He had been told the name of her sickness several times,
but he spoke-no Greek snd the old man did not know the
English word for 1t. The hospital was a white,.oblong
building behind trées, clean anéd hushed. He walked with
the child into the recpetionist's office, then to the
doctor's consulting room. The old men's wife nodded and
smiled’at everyone. She wés a thin, pale woman, and she"
nervouély rubbed her hands together, standing at the edge
of her black abyss.

| The doctor was fat and tall, with a white coat
and hands covered with black hezir. He looked at the girl
and nodded quickly to Brandon without smiling.

n

"I have seen her before," he saide.

Brandon askedx whether she could not have another

medlcal examination. The doctor shrugged and answered:
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"I can examine her".

He took the child by the shoulder and walked with her
into the corridor.

"But I tell you I know the case", he said.

The child stripped in one of the cubicles and lay
down on the bed. She seemed used to these examinations. The
doctor felt her pulse, listened to her chest and took her
temperature. Brandon saw her flat dark wounds, like bruises,
under her shouider and across her chest and stomach, and when
the doctor got up he asked him whether the child might not
have a bed in the hospital. The mother could not look after
her properly in a hut with no running water and no indoor
lavatory. The doctor looked at the floor.

"But there are no beds'", he said,

"Surely?" -

"There are no beds. No beds are available. I am
working sixteen hours a day."

Brandon wanted to strike him in the mouth. He
shouted:

"The child is sick."

"I have no beds".

The doctor watched him quietly, as he might watch a
nervous patient before the anaesthetic. He was tired, he was
wiser by a thousand deaths than Brandon. He suffered Brandon's

command :

"You must find her a bed. Make a bed out of wood and

straw.. I am telling you to find her a bed."
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"I have a waiting list of hundreds".

He took Brandon by the sleeve and spoke to him in
French.

"The child will soon be dead", he said. "It is better
that she should die at home."

And he added:

"My job is to cure people, you know. However, let her
stay one night and go back in the morning."

p- shook hands, and during

the early evening Brandon returned to his farm-house at
Ligourion, where documents and deputations waited on him.

His office was a wide and bare room. He had ordered
a desk to be put there, with chairs, telephones and a carpet.
On the wall behind the desk he had put up a large-scale map
of the area between Nauplion and Nea Epidaurus, and on this
map he pinned little red flags to denote which of the villages
he had visited. It was in this office that he received de-
putations from the villagers, took reports from his own
soldiers on their return from missions, listened to disputes
between the mayor of one place and the mayor of another,
_arrangedAfor the collection of food and medicines from
Nauplion in lorries, talked over problems with the local
traders and farmers, and gave advice to his sentries from
the national guard. His work éltered nothing, and most of
it was invented. He arranged expeditions across the moun-
tains with donkeys, he patrolled the silent country in the

dead of night with his armed men, he seldom reached his
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bed before two o'clock in the morning and he was always up
by six. He used himself every minute. Every day he drove
from village to village, he ate eggs and chops with the
mayors, he drank their wine and agreed to have the mountains
near them patrolled, he compiled reports about the incidence
of tuberculosis, rickets and scabies among the village popula-
¥ tions, knowing that thes;?aere either redundant or unwanted.
And when he returned, tired and whole, to his office under
the mountain with its bustling map he found patient villagers
at his door, caps in hand, their lives waiting for his nod.
It was the same in Udine, dgring the summer of 1945,
when thousands of troops and civilians of every European
nationality were coming down from the north into Italy by
horseback, cart, tank, car and lorry. He spent the same
happy sleepless nights in the camps, and he felt the same
bite move him to do more, then a little more, and then, with
the second wind, more and yet more.

After abstract murder the gbstractacogseiegge begins é;

to bite.

In Ligourion he could say to himself, I am whole again,
and he remembered the days of his truancy. But during his
truancy he had touched her black hair, kissed her mouth,
watched her tom-boy's shoulders, and he had turned in his
country bed with joy and pain. Now his wholeness was that

g of a ghilg of Wax: that is to say, his love was abstract,

t was towards a little girl he hardly knew, to families he
could never see, to documents and deputations. He marked
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off his love not with kisses, not with kigses in the doorway
o L

Xin the breathless dawn,

_1, AN/ =~ ]
w whisper;:g-to each other with the leaves behind them, but
A

with little flags on maps, letters to the mayor of Nea
Epidaurus, with documents and deputations. And when he
kissed now it was the mouth of a stranger like Helenie, whose
face was a land where he found himself lonely, like the face
of a girl in a brothel, the face whose eyes watch you suffer
your bitter, dumb secretion.

One day he drove to Nea Epidaurus, and the crowd drew
back as he came into the narrow, cobbled street. He switched
the engine off and they were hushed, like the crowd round an
ambulance. The mayor came out of a little doorway and shook
his hand. He was a small muscular man with a brown cropped
head, like a city workman. He always spoke in a low voice,
never moving his tiny, pale eyes. He made a way for Brandon
through the crowd and they went into the house together, into
a dark room where there were huge flagons of wine, coils of
rope, fish-nets and, hanging from a hook in the ceiling, a
black pig, shining in the darkness.
| The mayor closed the door and pulled the iron bolt
across, and at once the crowd outside pushed towards it and
tried to hear what they were saying inside. They sat down at
a work-table and the Mayor poured out the yellow resin wine
into three glasses. He introduced Brandon to an old man

with thin light hair, a skin like a child's and eyes clear



and blue; Thig t2ll o0ld man remained standing behind them
While they talked, and whenever they sald something with which
he sgreed he talked very fast and did & little dance with his
feet. There wes also & soldier from ﬁhe national guard who
leaned against the dark barred window smoklng and watching the
exéited whisbering crowd outslde.

Brandon and the mayor made their quiet plans, and
they shook hands before they left ezch other, The mayor
told him thet e ighty people, some from this village and some
from Arakhnaion, a mountain village in the Arczdian range, .
had been massacred by partisan soldiers earlier in the year.
He wag disappointed to gee that Brandon took this calmly.
Brandon looked &t him under his eyebrows and asked him for
proofs- The mayor's lips became tighter, he lifted his head
proudly and said:

"You shall see it with your own eyeg."

He told Brandon thet he would tzlke him zcross the
gulf to the place of the massacre, and there Brandon Wouid
gee the bodles of the vietims for himself. They agreed to
meet agailn.

Brandon returned to the village the following week,
early one clezr morning. A long motorboat was at the beaeh
Waiting.for them, its decks covered with sacks. On the
other side of the gulf there were blue mountains, impossible
in their early mists. The waters of the gulf were flazt and

blue, and the motor-boat lay by a wooden promontory, chugging.



The villagers were very excited by this excursion and
had broughttheir children down to the beach, but ndither
the mayor nor the tall o0ld man took any notice of them
as they welked towards the landing stage. They jumped
on board with Brandon, and behind them came & plentifulv
bodyguard cf Greek soldiers.
The boat went quletly off, and Brandon looked
from one man to another. They took a stralght course close
under a mountalin rising brown snd night shove them, and

a8 they floated past 1t, the
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waters hardly stirring, it was rugged and still. The day
was hot and muted, it had not yet broken open.

The mayor stood at Brandon's side peering into the
mountain, while the o0ld man was at the nose of the boat
waiting to jump off, though they were a kilometre from their
landing stage.

The mayor looked at Brandon wisely:

"Did you see that?"

"No, I only heard a whistling."

The mayor pointed high up into the mountain. KAdkdin
Hed vl ViV L, s AN s 14,

"He was warning the others", the mayor told him.

Brandon watched a deer leap down from one rock to
another, then he saw a man run, a tiny figure, from behind a
boulder to the brow of the mountain and out of sight.

"He may be a shepherd. He may not be a partisan',
Brandon said.

The mayor smiled and nodded as if this had been a good-
natured joke.

"He is a partisan", he murmured.

They moored theboat at the foot of the mountein and
began their climb. The o0ld man did not keep to the foot-path.
He was light and young, he was dressed in rubber slippers and
he jumped from one round boulder to the next far ahead of
everybody else, until he was at the top. Brandon saw him
stop for a rest only once. He was proud and wild, he felt

himself to be their leader, because this was the place where

he had been taken to be murdered, but he had escaped, and he
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was the only one to survive. He knew every inch of the way
up to the place of his baptism. He leaped from one boulder
to the next with long, young strides, and his hips were spare
like a boy's.

The well was wide and deep, and before he reached it
Brandon could smell dead people. He put a handkerchief up
to his nose and looked over the lip of the well into the
massacre, then at the gauntlet thrown in the centre of these
unburied people.

"What is the glove?" he asked.

The mayor told him that it belonged to the right hand
of the man who had done the murder. He had stood the old
people on the lip of the well and plunged a long knife into
their necks, then pushed them. |

"Who saw him do it, then?" Brandon asked.

The mayor pointed to the old man.

"It is so dark down there", Brandon said, "one cannot
see how many there are."

The mayor looked at him quickly:

"There are eighty bodies here",

"But it is so dark. 1 can make out five, or perhaps
six." |

"The two villages lost eighty people by{massacre."

He took Brandon to a shrub nearby and bent down and
lifted one of its branches. He showed him locks of human

hair on the ground, and a high-heeled shoe. He said that

the murderers had shaved the heads of two girls from



Arakhnaion, then satisfied themselves with them.

Brandon stared at the hair; It was other than
what people comb, touch, kiss.

"Did they kill these girls?"

"No. They sent them back to the village."

Brandon was happler. )

The mayor sald nothing more to him untll they
were in the boat, golng back across the Gulf.

"These men are still in the mountains," he said.
"I think they must be captured. Now you have seen 1t for
yourself..." |

"It is going to be difficult to find anybody in
these mouhtains, even 1f we knew they were the murderers."

"Gould you send out patrols? 1y soldiers would
act as guldes."

The old man and the soldiers were standing near
them, wateching Brandon and listening.

"I can manage a patrol," Brandon said. "I can
manage seven orveight men." V

The mayor turned éway.

"Seven or eight men..." he murmured. "They
burned down twelve houses in Arakhnaion."

"My men are tired," Brandon told him. “"They
did their fighting in Italy. Where would they begin in
these mountains? Can you tell me? Have you more than

runours to go on?"



None of them spoke to him, The mayor was sad.
They had put their faith in him. The o0ld man looked at
him and turned away, enacting his private vengeance,
bloody and quick.

Brandon was alone among them on the deck of a motor-
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boat, and.he was afraid.

One of the soldiers said, "Look", and pointed to the
splash of a dolphin on the waters. They took up their rifles
and each of them shot at the great silver fish as it leaped
high out of the waves. They shot again and again, growing
more and more excited, not troubling to take aim, and their
bullets made tiny white momentary flakes on the sides of the
waves. But the dolphin went on unharmed, and they put their
rifles away.

Brandon touched one of the soldiers on the sleeve and
asked him for his rifle. The soldier gave it to him, and they
watched him. He put it up to his shoulder and closed his left
eye. He lined up the sights and when the dolphin leaped |
again he pulled the trigger. The fish fell on the arc of its

PN —

1 ®4¥) tail-first back into the water, awagragaisPrih
eap'w ai rst back into water, v

"You have got him", a soldier said.

And they seemed daunted, looking about them. It had
proved something for them.

The following week Brandon took a little expedition with
donkeys across the mountain, along the snowy paths, to Arakh-
n#ion. He drew the chief of the village and his own inter-
preter aside and asked him about the massacre and the bﬁrning
of twelve of his houses. Brandoh could see the charred houses
in the flat of the village. But the chief laughed at these
questions and told the interpreter that he wanted to have

Brandon to dinner that evening. A lamb had been killed and
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was being prepared. He was flerce and sudden, with a
sharp little beard.

And at dinner in his wooden house the village
chief lay back on his couch and sang to them, yelllng the
Albani::r song, his voice rising and rising and breaking
with sorrow and manhood, .going to the edge of the sky 1in
a terrible shriek, and his wife in black cloth came across
from the hearth and pleaded with him to stop, clinging to
his knees and banging him with her white fists as he sang,

—end-op g |
his head back, his eyes wet and amazed, IMUAMAM her paln.

This was the song of his dead father. _ A

Brandon returned to Ligourion when it was deserted
of troops, and he looked back along the path to see whether
the group of whispering men were following him. It was
dark and very cold. The path was empty, with the mountain
beyond 1it.

He knocked quietly on the wooden door, and Helenie's
maid opened it to him. He went carefully down two stone
steps.into a room with a stove, and as he passed her she
giggled. She was younger than Helenie, and appeared to
share all her secrets. She was proud of this secret
meeting.

A week before he had gone to thelir twon-house
In Nauplion, soon after dusk. On that occasion the maid

had put her finger up to her lips when she opened the door

to nim. He tiptoed past two lighted rooms from which there

came the sound of voices, and she took him by the hand to
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lead him up the winding staircase. At the top she pushed
open the sky-light and led him out onto the roof, where
there were great leaves 1in the darkness, and a tank, and
chimney-pots. She indicated to hlim that he must stay
exactly where he was without making a sound, and he turned
to look at the dark city beyond him and at the prison-igland
in the sea. He walted in the silence until Helenie came.
He smelled her Eau de Cologne as she stood by the dark
leaves. She took his hand in the fashion of a romantic
actress, and for 2 moment leaned towards him. He thought
thet they would stay on the »® roof and make love, but she
told him she must go lmmediately. Her mother and father
must not know about his visit, though he had met them both.
"W1ll you come to Ligourion?" she asked.

She told him to come to her father's other

o



house, tb be there after night-fall and to make sure
ﬁhat no one gaw hlm.

He hgd first seen her 1ln the village square of
Ligourion. When he gent his interpreéer'down from the
balecony to speak to her, she locked at him with the slightest
of smiles and made_himva bow., It was a yellow, elear day,
and the moment he saw her he loﬁed the village;‘ﬁhough it
wss a mute énd sulky place, full of partisans lying low,
heting the presence of English troops. Every day his men
made & gearch for arms and ammunition, Every day a man
would betray his neighbour, whispering with guick eyes,
but nothing would ever be found.

Standing in.the square he had dreamed the future.
He had dreamed taking & lover in this village, and also
working ceaselegsly to assuage the bite of his conscience.
Without these dreams he would have grown 11l with & disesse
that 1s sometimes seen in the faces of men, the disease of
chronic despair, and he would finally have mmmkx capltulsted.

Now he saw Helenie near the stove in the dasrk room.
She smiled at him when he entered and chowed him a chalir,
then she began preparing him coffee, They séoke In Erench,
and the mzid watched them in great awe from the other side,
dreaming more love than there could be.

Helenie was legs lonely, proud and calm thsn before.
She wes more like the other Greeks now, nervous, too

quick, with strained eyes, After a time they said



nathing to each other and began listening for footsteps
outside, in growing fear. The village was silent, and
he coﬁtinually thought of the mountszin above them, with
great boulders, where people lurked at night.

But he broke the menacing silence, in order to
serve his idea, locked in the closed hall of hls head,
He whispered t0 her, Was it not time for her maid to
sleep? Were they to be watched all evehing? She turned
to her maid with a smile and repeated his words in Greek,
almost mocking him, and after a brief conversation the
ma id rose politely. She shook him by the hand as Helenie
t0ld her, and with a last glance at her mlistress, a cébiving
look, left the room. Brandon was certaln now that outside
the window there were men, waiting and listenlng, close
to thé pane, theilr feet slippemted.

‘He drew Helenie ontc the divan and they kissed.
Her kiss was hard and unenchanted, and they stared into
cach other's eyes, finding only what was foreign. Only
thelr bodies were to be offered up.

He touched her golden hair and lay at her side.
That whe was beautiful wze a matter of no account, for
they had shared nothing. He touched her blouse, but
her hand gripped his wrist as he tried to open it.
He fdund in himsgelf no whisper of desire. He presgsged
himself against her very hard, pushing her underneath
him, and suddenly, as he began to kiss her neck, she

- struck -
pulled back his head and swwdlM& hin across both cheeks.



He drew back, ashamed and furious, and he saw that hef
eyes were shining. He was about to strike her when the
need died. They were both lonely.

He asked her, "Why did you do that?" but she
made no reply. She only smiled at him veryislightly,
with her girl's half-deliberate mystery.

The coffee was steaming on the black sto&e, and
a marble clock ticked slowly. The table-cloth was heavy,

mauve and rough. The room was soft, warm, enclosed, a

omA
very perfect place for lovers, /M@WW\ZWWM

Mol apesvidy Urvo/ tWienaipmvadd, the house lay in a hole
smong rocks. Midnight had passed, and Brandon began to

fear driving back to Nauplion alone, in a country where
there were brigands. He had brought no revolver. He
thought of this while he lay at Helenie's side.

Sometimes she was tender with him,for a moment.
She drew her fingers down the side of his face, she kissed
him briefly and gently on the brow, bué always she seemed
to perform her movements. It was as 1f a watehing public
exlsted close by.  He sought a message for himself alone.

He had often become excited during the previous
few days, thinking about this wisit. His stomach had
glven a strange little start, and he had wanted to do
something bolsterous, to celebréte. Now he was lonely,
he wanted to leave this house among the rocks, and ne
wanted to finish his journey across the mountains to

Nauplion quickly, driving fast. He wanted to see his
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own bed, to turn the pages of hig own books, to smogke

5 little before sleeplng, staring up at the ceiling, and
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to remember his truaney ageln and cgaln, stirring up each

each gaze, finding agaln the impossible fir-

HB
(&1

gesture a
wood =znd the memorial stone at the top of the hill,. Only
dreams were hig friénds.

He could not understand this lonelliness snc fear.
So he moved thords llelenie agein and again, klssing
neck snd cheeks, puttiang his fingers in the midst of her

ne ir, snd speaking to her softly. Hder face rema lned

unknown to nim,

Next week he might be gone. His regiment moved
incessantly. There was nelther lelsure nor cholce for

love. Only & local need was grented him, & spasmodic

burning lust, the shifty need

O
1ﬁ

a glave. She watched his

novements very ingulsitively, from a distance. | He was her

first spectacle. But he filled the room with no dream of

his own. He deserted 1t every second, achlng to be away,

and at the end he could nerdly find words to spesk to her.
He jumped up from the divan. She wes astonished

by thig and looked at him with hatred, her lips pursed.

He smiled at her and asked her to see him to the door.

She did not address another word to him, but simply shook

hands with him in the darkness and turned back into the

darkz room.



When he had closed the door he walted for a moment,
then walked up the stone steps to the path. The ailr was
very cold, there was a slight breeZe, and moonliéht. At
the top he turned round agein to look a2t the falnt orange
lignt behind Helenle's curtzin, wonderlng whebhelr he should
g0 back. 3ut he began walking swiftly along the pafh
towards the centre of the village, with the great white

boulders gleaming et his side.

The stillness =znd sllence were like a great
paralysis. He mlght be cut off here, nsmeless like any

stone, eternally deserted, in =z place dark snd still, with

the terrible aountain behind, might surrender in dumb terror
with no possible solace issuing out of the huge domed sky

or stony land. All the phzntoms of the night loomed up

and harried him slong the nerrow rosad, paying him back for
118 act of sex. Hls loneliness welled up gt nila from the
valley below in grest cold gusts, gushing back in fuller
volune now, after his doomed =2nd broken Journey into love,

where - he must not go. de wes beaten and cowed on higs way,

like & slave who has dared ®o raise his voice,

L=
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~a88% ne fell back into the seat Oof his car gnd
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closed his eyes, worn Out, nls head bowed over the wheel,

Then slowly, fumbling with his Tlngers in the darkness,

Lﬁe aw S

1 iuu]hd on the heed-lights, and they spread & wide

yellow light over the pebbles of the scuare sznd along thke
2 4 (=]






Brandon went up to the castle 1in Salzburg at

dusk and looked down ecross the valley from one of the

A2 L

towers. Behind him there was a parapet snd a huge wooden

door with a postern in 1t. The dusk grew s he ctood

'

ights came up in the valley, there was the sound
from below of socmeone practising ﬁhe bLgle, and the last
illuminsted thing wes & mountain peask opposite him, high
and red, quite alone in the sky. If the Enemy hzd been
there ne would have seen no lights, thére would have been
no people riding bieycles slong the lanes, no carts carry-
ing hay, no bugle. It would have been the ilmpossible,
énd also lovely, this valley, because somewiere 1ln it
there ﬁould have been & llne, and beyond‘this line would
heve laln the Tneany 1n their strange dream-territories,

Impenetrable like the sky.. Tie bsttlefiéadd 1s zn animal

pplness does not interest us
Eneny was gone. The valley gaped, 2nd the motionless

ome days befors the assault on the River Volturno

Brandon st with five officers in a room of & barrscks on

the outskirts of Naples, during the evening. They were
sitting 2t &able and tae senior of them, & major, cazid,

o Voo . 9 q . ver 1 . o s s
fe have to declde who 1s going out with the attack", and



durlng the silence
his breath, his hegrt-beats were faster, he gazed zt the
wall before him, he held toe leg of the table. It was

‘Il'

late zutunn, &nd this evenlng wes a brief return to summer.

Y

Tnae barrazcks were on the =edge of Ilapl h-up, and the
sea was gllver 1n the distance. The windows of this room
wvere open, but no swunds ceme from outside. One of the

captalins, he who had welcomed Brendon on the beaches of

andon ought to go, being the

freshest. The senlor officer wze & kindly man snd he looked

Lot Baudon .



At the southern bank of the river they welited for
the boats to take them zcross. The weter was dark end caln,
with high rushes on either siée.‘ They lay down in the shell=-
holes nesr the bank while the German gun walled and weiled,
movking them, A long flsme ilssued from the six barrels of
this gun when 1t fired, and 1ts gix shells made a long
harmoniloug chord scross the sky before they fell, close
together and simulitaneously. This wes called the Barrel

Orggn, because of its strange preliminery wasll, which seemed

to come straight out of the sky and compass the whole of the

world.,
Brandon lay in one of the craterg snd the aman at his
gide pushed his elbow against him, grinding and grinding it

round in his gelf-communion as the gun walled azaln and the

shells made their lovely chord, a cry like the lozst coltus

in the world. Brandon hesrd the quiek shout of the Iz jor

. By PO 1 s -
who had locked at him with & wonan s smile, ¢ he heard

<

-

stretch-bearers come to the edge of the carter snd call down

0]

for volunteers to help with the wounded. £nd nelther he
nor gny wman there gtirred. He could hear the llajor cursing

LR

Later he stood &t the edge of the water walting for
the boat. A young captain was at his side. . He told Brandon
thet thelr major had lost his leg but wes still alive. In

his hand he carried the napor's map-case, covered with thick
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blood not yet dry. Brandon watched him in the dark.
He saw him bend down and quietly smell the blood. He
bent down and smelt it secretly, as if Brandon would not be
able to see him in the dark.

Thaxfirsxxseziirns He walked ln the woods at
Hellbrunn, and everything was still and waiting, the air was

dumb and heavy before a storm. He walked through the leaves,

[cxwiu.
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and the trees made a hot, closed dome round him, and the

twigs and bracken stirred and bent under his feet. He had

walked in other Austrian woods during the autumn of 1945, after

rain, when he had been released from the bonds of his cruci_

fixion, though not released unconditionally. (Did the War,

fabulous country of memories, end in the iiddle of 1945? Or

is it wherever you are, and alive as long as you are alive?)
During 1946 and 1947 he would blush and his heart would

beat faster at the mention in conversation of the word battle,

or at the questions: Were you in the army? Where did you

serve during the War? He was a mute wanting to make his

ghostly revelation, and he went down into the pit, and the

sky sang again. What did you do during the War? Show me

the place, take me by the hand and lead me there, and, tinker,
tailor, soldier, sailor and clever shirker, take off the ban-
dages and let me see what they did to you. You are alone in
this, but you are all of us.

The legend grew up among his signallers that wherever
he went the battle became worse. They said to each other,

He has got a magnet in hig pocket. And the day before he
chose the men who would go out to the infantry with him they
turned their heads away, unable to meet his U%yﬂgwﬂa eyes.

He stood at the edge of an orchard in Salerno on the
8th of September, 1943, at dusk, and h¢ listened to a senior
officer talking quietly with four or five of his men. They
were standing in the next field, a few yards in front of

him, and Brandon was hidden in the shadow under one of the



trees. He heard the offlcer tell them that, though they
were headquarters troops, tne time had.come for them to
fight, that the infanﬁry positions had been overrun and
that the Enemy were less 'than two hundred ysrds away.
He told them to dig themselves 1n juét short of the road
eand to shoot at anything they saw during the night. None
of them must sleep. The entire begag—head could depend
on their alertness. But Brandon did not believe it.
He d1d not believe that the officer was in earnest, or thst
the battle was reasl. He had not come prepared for the dying
of aétual men, gnd he thought this mus£ be an‘exercisé
behind the lines. He‘did not belleve that by walking one
hundred and fifty yards away from the sea he could get him-
self gaptured. The Enemy could not be so close, he was too
younge |

This was three days before he lezrned terror and
~two weeks before his baptism at Cava ai Terreni. He stood
at the‘edge of the orchard in the dusk, unseen, with the
sea breathing éloee by, and already prepzrations were golng

forward for the death of the child.



He left Salzburg by traln during the third week

= o

of June, trevelling eastwerds on one of the loecal lines.
It was a hot, calm evenlng, and he remembered the bitter
and grudging. spring in Bleltnau. The fields were like
England when he kboked out of the window of the traln,
There were mesdows, shaded and flat, with trees by fences,
and the grass harvest was beginnlng. He had hated the
iron mountzins at Bleitnau, but here he was drawlng near
to the country where had ridden tmrough the firwoods each
morning at dawn. The train stopped at @ rallway station
near the lake, whici was tiny and silent, with a lswn, trees
and an inn close Dby.

He saw that he wes close to the edge of the water,
zmong rushes. And on the other side of the water he saw
lightse.

His skin was now used to the sun end the followilng
day he took = rowing boat across the lake and rubbed oil
into his back. The sun burned quickly because there was a

i

ight wind down from the mountalns and one did not sweat.

o

He rowed close to the edge of the lake znd looked at the
huts, at the boating yards, the lawns and flowers in front
of the farmhouses, and the steep corn-fields behind them.

.ie heard laughter from the shore, and a few minutes later,



after floating pset one of the wooden plers, he saw peopk
bathing. He watched the strong young men at the edge of
the'lake turning this way and thet to catch the sun in the
proper places, then staring down ét their skins, loving
thelir own darkness. There were also those on the shore
whose skins were white and new to the sun, and they were a
little sshamed, biding their tilme quietly on the outer
verges., One of the dark young men had very black hair,
and Brandon noticed that he had a touch of henna on each
side, a touch of 1t.my¢§gzﬁ;iatﬁx This young man moved
slowly, his hezd high, celebrating himeself zs he moved

‘and easy 1n all his limbs.‘ He loved himself,. he cherished
his own footsteps and nothing of his grace was lést to him.

Drandon lay along the bottom of the boat and heard
the slight waves quietly hitting thé gldes., e ley with
his eyes closged and be came browner.

At Cerasola he brought his signzllers away from
the path and they found a tall boulder behind which they
could gleep, protected ggalnst the shells. It hsd been
raining since morning, =nd it wss winter. Théy were frozen,

o sodden Yo the sRim, quile
tne1r=clotbes Wer%(useless, so0 they stripped naked 1n the
lce-wind znd huddled close together, five of them, under
two soaking blsnkets. They lay with the mountain water
streaming down their shoulders through the bed, but strangely

they became warm, and slept. At dawn they saw that they were



half way up a slope, overlooking a flat ravine. And in
this fl=t ravine there was a Red Cross tent for the wounded.

They wrung out their clothes end put them on
sgaln bitterly. They were starlng and silly, and they
SatV@OWH to rest in the sharp, freezing wind.

A bombardment started, but they did not even move
or raise their eyes as the mbrter—bombs came swinging down
from the crest benind then. They simply sat watchling the
flat ravine below where most of the explosions were. They
watched the Red Cross tent. They heard one of the wounded
inside cry out. It wes the ordinary cry: "Stop, oh, stop,
plesse, stopl™ They saw the shells fsll close and then close
agelin to thelﬁent. They watched & man run out of the tent
and look quickly ebout, crouched down. He must have left
the wounded mzn. de ran from side of the ravine to the
other like & madman, with the wounded man still calling out
in the tent. He ran from boulder to boulder, and the shells
laughed and splashed and coughed @ll about him. Brandon and
hls men watched this in silence, their eyes hglf-open. They
were watchlng the ravine with pleasure. On the side of &
very steep mountain 1t was alwaye fairly safe. They were

Y

the same time they were only a short

ct

gafe, znd yet s

distance from the tent, not more than fifty yards, which

.

made thelr pleasure at being safe all the greater. They

listened almost werml '
24408t warmly to the wounded man's cry., Their



teeth chattered and they stared, and theié bodles were
thankful for thils bombardment.

Then Brandon beckoned to his ghosts, during the
lukl, and they took up their packs and thelr wireless
apparatus. But one of them stayed. . They saw 1t. They
turned and sgaw him sitting‘there. He could not put on his
boote,.

"I have frost bite," he gzid, "I shall go back."

Brandon smiled like‘a fool, thih'snd pale in his
wet clothes, and he pleasded:

Be good and come,"

But the child shook‘bia head and walked in his
bere feet down to the ravine, where the patb.tOWarés the
artillery lines began,.ani Brandon watched him with the
others, and they were speechless =nd silly. Cerasols
was white. It hed legions of white ghosts.” This wae
beceuse they were starving, and ll things resl seemed

-ghostly, and the mountain pebbles shone bliAding in the

On Sundey a St. John's fire was lit at the lake-gside

|

| [t cldmb ...
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to celebrate the summer solstice. It was 1lit at dusk, and
other fires burned on the hills on the other side of the
water. These fires were for the burning away of sins and
winter, and for the blessing of the summer harvest. A pro-
cession of boys and girls, led by the town band, came down
the avenue of lime-trees, and the bonfire was ready for
them at the edge of the lake, and also two effigies stuffed
with straw. There was a little praying and singing, then
the fire was 1lit. A young man pushed a brand underneath it
and jumped aside. It blazed right up between the sleeping
trees and the crowd sighed in the evening and they saw the
shooting sparks carry their sins away. Motor-boats floated
in from the lake, their engines shut off, to watch the cere-
mony, and there were also people in row-boats, leaning over
their @ars on the dark water.

The boys of the choir lit brands and held them up so
that the musicians could see their music. And now six young
men performed a fighting dance. They formed a circle and
slowly menaced each other with their eyes, then they jumped
towards each other and began slapping each other loudly on
the heads in time to the music. And behind Brandon a man
explained to his wife with a chuckle that they were not
really slapping each other, they do it by clapping their
hands at the right time, and they are so clever, they are
so fast, that you do not notice them do this.

Brandon made his bed of pebbles among the legions of
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white ghosts, scooping out the stones to make a place like
the bottom of a bath for his blanket. Then he took his
ground-sheet and laid it down, a thin 0ld man in his folly,
his hands trembling and gaunt as they used the heavy stones
to stop it flapping, an old fool alone in his burrow piling
his silly stones, beyond the serious things of life. And

he watched the shivering old man at his side, a year younger
than himself, who was now twenty-one.

Shells fell, but then they were not German shells,
and someone touched ngndon on the shoulder. Everywhere
there were pale Eﬂ::iQQen. "These are your guns", the man
said, and Brandon heard them grumbling behind the wall of his
hand-made house, asking if Jerry was not enough without their
own fellows... And the splinters hit his wall, and Brandon
took up the dead mouthpiece of his wireless and said, "Stop
firing. Stop. Stop." And the shells ran their ordained
length because the wireless was dead.

At the gun-position where these shells were fired
it was different. The shells were long, round, coloured
and pointed objects. They did not sing like boys, they did
not lodge in flesh. They were inserted into the muzzle and
pushed home with a rod. Men worked in shifts of three,
unless it was a very busy night, when all six gunners would
be at their posts. The gun fired and shook, then the pointed
shell went whispering off into the night, climbing.

Brandon had a wide double room with two windows, it
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had a couch with scarlet cushibns, a double bed with reading
lamps on either side, a dark, locked dresser with lace

covers and blue china bowls, an immense polished stove
reaching to the éeiling, and even during the day it was dark
in this room, and it did not belong to the world. He would
look out of his windows and below was the cobbled yard and
opposite him the dove-cot with the white, modest doves at
whom we dare look, and in the barns were two brewers'
lorries and a cart painted green and red. Sometimes horses
came into this yard to be shoed, sometimes people with motor-
cycles, and on Sundays the tables were taken out and the guests
ate there, with the lorries locked away.

At Cerasola he passed a German prisoner coming along
one of the mountain paths. He stopped to let him pass, be-
cause the path was narrow. The prisoner was young. He was
wet and exhausted. Brandon stared rudely into his face as
he passed. He gathered the saliva in his mouth ready to spit
at him, but swallowed it again. He tried to make his eyes as
hard as possible, and he saw the prisoner flinch. He looked
and looked into his eyes, drilling into him, blaming him for
the shells which hit the boulders, for the pebbles near the
peaks which yielded under the feet like beaches, for the
lack of food and fires in the English lines, for the decima-
tion of English troops day after day in a battle for ground
it was useless to win, and for the absence of cover from the

sky. Brandon wished to lay this at his door, and he told him

this in his stare. He hated with his gaze. It was the first
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time he had looked at a man in this way, and he now knew
that the child had been raised up and that he could not turn
back. And he was conscious of having committed a foulness,
because the boy had flinched and turned away.

You cannot make an abstraction real. Brandon could
not realise the Enemy in this fair-haired boy, nor could he

get an answer back from the fine, round, frightened eyes.
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He drove into Cassino during the summer of 1944, two
months after the battle had passed beyond it. At the end of
the road from the south lay a huge white grotto, open to the
sky on the side of a mountain. This was Cassino, and he saw
it as he turned the corner, a mile away. He was alone, and
the evening was hot and still.

These baptismal places belonged to other men. He
should not have come.

He drove the car into the white open light of the
grotto, and he became a member of its silence the moment he
shut the engine off. He climbed down from his seat, and the
only other being in the town was an Italian girl filling her
hand-cart with belongings, throwing them down bitterly and
coldly. She glanced at him once, very qﬁickly, out of dumb,
black curiosity. And she did not forgive him.

He stood in the midst of this winding sheet, and no
tree was in sight, no bird sang, there was only white stone,
and green pools, and the eyes of the dead in every corner.

He looked ahead at the Monastery Hill, then he turned
and saw the brown Monte Cairo watching him. And all things
watched him there in the evening, watched his mocking visit.
He turned and nothing was there. But he walked on and their
silent eyes followed him, and he turned again, and again there
was nothing there.

He looked in at the dark entrances to the cellars under
the rubble, and the chairs were still there, and bayonet-

scabbards. Aeroplanes had bombed this town into ruins and



then nad bombed thne rulns and repeated this again, And
goldiers from both sides had patrolled along the lanes of
rubble by night from cellar to cellar, znd they hesd touched
gach other 1in the dark,.

e saw two wooden crogses in a green pool, then

a chelked notice hanging from & broken column, Hotel

Continental. He smelled the quicklime sprinkled every-

where, rendering dust to dust.

Alone in the grotto he wegs a child, nsked and
frigntened, There were things here he could not gresp,
because he weg alive. His fingers were werm snd he could
walk, =0 that he was &g foreigner ‘in this silent ruin. Hé
looked ebout nim, at this masterpiece of the embglnmers,
their perfect grotto, the lovely end of men.

On his way back he saw torn blankete in the fields,
among pebbles, and smuunition cretes, and zlso little stone
nomes which gaunt znd trembling old men had made.

Cassino looks so clean and shining, he thought.
Our murders, like our private hablts, are nowsdays clesher
than they used to be. We fly ameroplanes, we pull lévers,
we compute fligures., It 1s good to have tea on our night-
shifts. The ruin that 1ls done 1s a mere abstract consequ~
ence, not seen, Brutelity 1is & mere attendent evil of the
abgstract war, it is not necessary to it, The murder cane
be done by coupassionate poeple, even by ladies. It is
clean. Or rather, it is hygienic, and when it ig over there
1s an alr of the hospital or the leboratory about theworld,

g slight smell of'ether. Ve are not brutslised by our



tract wars. They breed in us more merey and more

pity. Only those who have not suffered theme war

inue to pull martial faceg at the world.



He walked across the lighted square of Leoben,
happy to be 1n & place waere people stood zbout in groups
outeide the warm cafes.and where no war semmed ever to have
come., It was a town in her truancy.

His windowsg overlooked the river, and he listened
to 1ts washing. DBelow him under the wall lay a cobbled
alley-way, and sometimes & man or dog went by, and the
clock-bell tapped the srches. |

There were plnk curtains in his room, and a pink
coverlet over the bed, lald with truant fingers. Hangilng
on the black beams downstalrs 1in the dining room he saw
cutlasses, swords, helmets, pistols, shields, daggers
and cracked black ammunition-belts., He looked at the
thiek, embroidered cloth on the tables and at the great
curtailns over the doors hanging from wooden hoops, at the
potted plants.

No ruins. A ruiln ig a presence in a town. There
need only be one, and the trusnecy 1ls over. The bad
suggestion has been made.

A week before he had decided not to g0 back to
Eiglenz, forty miles to the south, or beyond it to the
Yugoslav border where he had taken his rides at dawn.

He Jumped up at dawn the next morning and prevared to
leave for Vienns instead. He was happy.  The dawn
hummed, the river below him rolled and leapt acress its

pebbly bottom, =znd at last = hot sun caune from behind the

mistge
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He and the girl sat in the hot room together during
the last days of September, 1945. This was in a village
on the outskirts of Eiglenz, and they used to talk until
midnight, with the heavy and long curtains drawn across
the window. There would be no noise from the rest of the
house. The room was soft and dark, and most of it was taken
up by a grand piano, and they sat at the table together in
the hot half-darkness talking in whispers. .

He had a room on the second floor, with a lonely window
and a tree breathing against it at night and the gravel path
close by where footsteps were never heard.

He had come north from Udine into Austria, and he had
come to Eiglenz tired from suffering the bite and the bite
again, quiet and continual, not seen, of the abstract con-
science. In Udine he had been hot, wakeful and noisy. Now
it was late summer, and in the afternoons he rode in the
woods above the village and in the evenings he sometimes
talked with her. She was tall and dark-haired, a girl who
dreamed and watched and smiled to herself. In love she was
always the sufferer, and she bore this with a bowed head,
smiling a little to herself, her face blunt and heavy.

He had chosen this house himself. The Red Army had
moved north out of Eiglenz only the day before, and the main
body of English troops had not arrived. He found the narrow

gravel path with humble railings and trees on either side,



ané atbonce he went to tae house and asked for & room.

The ownér was a small, clean woman with ginger halr, and

she told him thst it would be impossible, there were 1_360
many people zleezdyx there. He frowned at her 1n the éqor-
wey, the conqueror by three months, and hetold her that if
this were the cese he would take two rooms, not one. He
walked past her into the house and went up the gstairs,
stemping on them with his big boots, heppy in his freedom
from the bonds, and threw his pack down on the dlvan. She
bustled about him, and secretly she was qulite exclted to

have hlm in the house. She told her child to go and play

in the grevel path, then she whowed him photographs of her
husband in an officer's uniform, and as she did so she
glggled and blushed like a young girl, because no man had
entered her house for elghteen months.

He sat at the table 1n the shaded room with the
girl and asked her suddenly} "Would you have béen my lover
in peacetime? I mean, are yo& Just my lover because we
happen to be 1n the same house and my side happens to have
Ton the Tar?" e ssked this calmly, but really it was g

most urgent oquestion. He stared into her eyes, leaning

X

forward, walting for the reply. Her worde made him won

£l
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fully happy, for she said: "No, I think we would have been

A

lovers anywapxa" He leaned back in his chair, nodding and
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¥ helplessly smiling?(he wassafely out of the War again, safe
¢ and free, MAMYeWONAAMWWIMYE She had acquitted him of his
uniform.

Always when he was alone he tried to eliminate his uni-
form. Now he had a yellow silk shirt on, with riding breeches
and leather boots he had bought in Eiglenz. The curtains were
drawn against abstraction, and he never went out after dark.

In this room he was an excited child daring to speak.:
She behaved in an older way, watchful, silent and always pre-

. B el
pared for the worst, and she it was whon~ /\evenln%/%ot up
from her chair and took his head in her hands and kissed him
full on the mouth, with her eyes open. He spent a spring-
night, hardly sleeping, the first since his spring-nights
in Hampshire, full of leaves and the moon. An imitation.

An Indian summer.

The autumn became colder. Once or twice each week they
went walking in the woods above the village. Sometimes they
sat on the logs in a clearing between the trees where men had
been working, and sometimes they walked to the top of a hill
to watch the sunset. It was a season/w;*h—biuod—onrthe—grassf
I ull of rain, and all along the gravel path there
were leaves.

One Sunday they drove together to a wide, black valley
twenty or thirty kilometres beyond the village. It was
very cold, and there was a slight sleet. They wrapped

scarves round their heads and laid two blankets across their
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knees. The road was bare of traffic and horses all the
way, and soon after noon they turned onto a narrow, diffi-
cult path which led to an inn. They left the car in one of
the fields and went into the hot beer-room.

The only other people there were four youths, two
boys and two girls, sitting by the stove.. Brandon and the
girl sat down near the window overlooking the valley. The
youths sang and laughed, and one of them played an accordion.
They kept looking across at them as they sat drinking their
beer, and they smiled in mockery to each other. They asked
each other ostentatious questions in colloquial German, such
as, "Do you love me?" "Do you think I look nice in my
English uniform?" "Where shall we spend the night together?"
Brandon and the girl sat in silence, eating their sandwiches
and drinking their beer. The girl looked sad. Her head was
bowed. She looked at her fingers and ate slowly, brooding,
listening to the laughter from the other side of the room.
And Brandon ceased to be free again, heVEa\Addén vherd4eil
ayaNagadng) he frowned and lowered his head, shorn of his
singleness, chained and bound again, a miserable inmate of
the world again, perfectly and wholly known in the words An

English Artillery-man, a ghost in a khaki jacket. And the

youths were unclassified and free in their sweaters, they
sang and mimicked and‘roared.

Brandon and the girl left very soon, dizzy and burn-
ing from the persecution, and they walked in silence across

the 1little field to their car, huddled together in the cold.
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His own voice joined theirs in mockery. He mocked himself,
a ghost in a khaki jacket.

They drove across the black valley and stopped at one
of the farms. The girl had the blanket round her shoulders
and her teeth were chattering. He wanted to ask the farm-
people for hot milk. He knocked at the door, a dog began
barking, and a middle-aged woman, small and very suspicious,
came to the door. She seemed a little intimidated by Brandon's
height and broken German, and she stepped back without saying
a word and let them pass into her kitchen. The girl sat down,
bowing diffidently to the woman, who stared at her closely.
Brandon was cheerful. He warmed his hands at the fire and
began singing to himself. He told the woman that they had
come a long way simply to visit her farm and they would like
some hot milk, for which he would pay her. She answered him
politely and fetcped a saucepan but she still looked up at
him strangely. .The girl remained silent, not wanting her to
know that she was Austrian.

The woman turned suddenly from the hearth and asked
him whether the young lady was English, and he nodded. She
seemed happier with this news and kindled the fire. Brandon
did a little dance, accompanied by hideous faces, as he had
done during his truancy. He talked and laughed, taking no
notice whatever of the girl's embarrassment.

They left the farm just before dusk and drove back
through heavy sleet. He sang all the way and drove very

fast round the sharp, hilly corners.
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In his room he pulled back her hagir with his right
hand, holding it in a bunch behind her neck, so that her
ears were bare, and he was astonished when he saw her flat
nose and high cheek-bones, a face so different from what it
appeared under long hair. He watched her face for a moment
and said with a laugh:

"You have a Mongolian face."

He kissed her on the forehead and he knew that she was
not of his animal kind.

But there had been a month in this village without her,
when he had first come. In his misery one day he had walked
up the steep hill to an inn by the church where his own
soldiers were drinking. He sat at a table by the window look-
ing out into the darkness, alone. The inn-keeper's wife came
and sat at his side and looked at him sideways, sadly. ©She
was a fair-haired, middle-aged woman,/ her lips were moist, a
little abandoned. She told him that her husband had con-
tracted gonorrhea, that he was always with other women, that
he was perverted and cruel, that she refused to have anything
to do with him since he became ill. She leaned against
Brandon. ‘

"I like your face", she said. "I shall come with
you one night if you like."

The other soldiers were singing and banging the
tables. Brandon affected not to heag what she had said.
But she repeated the sentence slowly in his ear. She leaned

her elbows on the table and watched her hands, then asked:
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"When?" He told her quietly to meet him outside the

nex & o y
church-door at seven o'clock the f%wwawézlwavenﬁhgu She

n A
nodded and got up without a word more.

4mﬂ'1£§ following evening he walked along the narrow-
gauge railway above the village with her, trembling. They
met no one on their way, and the night was black. His trem-
bling was such that he could hardly speak. He was forced to
throw his voice out like an actor in order to speak properly.
Once or twice he stumbled against her on the pebbles of the
railway track and she caught him to her, laughing. He took
her to the little house at the edge of the humble gravel path,
and they went quietly up to his room.

There, sitting in his chair, he composed himself a
little better and smiled at her. ©She sat on the pretty divan
bed and drank the red wine he had given her. He gazed at her
for a moment with his mouth open. He was not paying for her,
she had not asked for money, and he'was stupefied.

They lay in bed together, and he looked down at her
pale, soft, pink, silk night-dress. He was limp and frail.
She was unknown to him. HEe—gi&F—met—know—her. She was an

idea he had pursued. She asked him: "What is the matter?

Do you think I caught his disease?" = She took him by the
shoulders and looked up at him. "I never went with him after
he caught it", she said. But he shook his head. He was
limp at her side. He took his hands away and tried to sleep.
His bed was more lonely now than last night, when he had been

alone. He lay awake at her side until five o'eclock, and a
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little before dawn she dressed, and he saw her down to the

| S

door. He wateched her 1n her clothes agaih, he saw her again
as the 1ldea he had nad-the evenlng before. Hde looked Ilato
her eyes for signs of recognition 1in the early dusk, but
she was unknown to hlm. Hls murderer's hands were limp at
his slde. For hls nurse had not yet éome, ahe‘who would give
him his freedom.

In November of thet year, 1945, he returned to

England. He sald good-bye to the g€irl on the edge of

Eiglenz, It was ralnlng and close on midnight. She stood
& little away from him and looked 2t him for a long time, in

-

silence. And 1t seemed to him that she was half smiling,
They agreed to meet in Eiglenz after his lezve

in twenty-nine days time. They would meet in the same place,

and they arranged an ezact time 1in the evening."I shall see
¥ mno, . A . . N
you," he said. "I shall certainly be back.,"

e hazd never returned. Now, at Leoben, he hs=d

veciT§6 he would not go south, to Elglenz, but to Vienna.
o ofill e ’&dw m ‘(’..u loved Wi, as o v€dicr

In 1945 he returned to Englend nervous znd sieke.

e lived like a monk, fearing people's vigits, and he

nervously fumbled towsrds freedom agaih, putting out his

hand first to see 1f 1t would be whipped.,
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He e¢limbed up the hill with the forward platoon
between the sunlit trees, thrdugh the long, sun-flecked
gragsses, in the Very cradle of sleepy summer, when he did
not fear to dle. They Wenf crouching from tree to tree,
stooplng when one of tue rifles or the machine-guns spoke
from out of the Enemy at the top. They climbed sideways?
and at last they saw the shell~proof monster with = pout,
Castel Poggiolo.

Once across the open grasses, they began running
for the farmhouse through the orchard, in the last, foolish
heat of summer. Everything was swelllng snéd rieh, in
beunty and bright, - the fruit stored in the loft, the grain
over the floor downstairs, the cacks of barley, the maize,
the huge onlons, the ;ad@y cgbergines, the donkey-pannilers
of potatoes, the shrivelled grapes, the stained prodigal
wooden wine-press, and tne neglected urns of milk. They
crowded through the door, ﬁnrough the hot, thick autumn
smells, unseen by the Enemy, and they took up positions in
the dark places behind the windows, treading quietly.

Brandon went up the narrow wooden steps to the
loft with the lajor. A man with a machine-gun came behind
them. They stood together in the shadows behind the window,
exclted and waiting for & sign. . The man laid the meechine-
gua on the table in front of them, and placed it on its

tripod. He then fixed on the magdzine of ammunition,



The Major went to the other side of the window
and cerouched down, Very slowly, as the other men watched

him in silence, he moved hig hand @long the ledge untll

it touched

[:+k2\0oa*w~-
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the wooden frame of the window. He then began pullilng
the window open, but very slowly, a half-inch at a time.
Brandon pushed the mauzzle of the machine-gun forward
and sighted it onto the farmhouse further up.

He and the Major stood leaning on the table
in the darkness, anxious for thelr fleshy victims. In
front of them there rose a field of thick, tall grass,
and at the crest of the hill lay the farmhouse, quiet
among trees, with the 9%;£/pouting castle behind 1it, on
s separate, higher hill.

The Majorkold the corporali behind him to take
out & small pantol.

"We will give you covering fire from here," he
sald.

The men zssembled downstairs. They left the
house by the back, throughthe orchard. Brandon heard them
step swiftly across the gravel path, fhen come round to
the front, intending to take the Enemy in one rush straight
uphill. |

At once the Enemy spoke. There wzs machine-gun
fire from above. The Maﬁbr jumped towards.the gun on the
table. The Enemy's bullets were tracer bullets, like
swift, straight, floating red flames. Brandon shouted at
the lajor through the din. The red flames were coming
from a trench at the tép of the hill. It would be sand-
bagged and difficult to winkle oute. The lajor croucned
down behindthe gun, trembling with joy and excitement, and

pulled the trigger, spraying his bullets wildly over the
rising field in front of them.
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Brandon danced up and down. He was passionate to
have hold of the trigger, tp pull it over to the right spot.

"No, no, no!l" he cried. "Use tracer."

Rhe dissdvantage of tracer bullets was that their
point of origin could be seen; but the advantage was that
thelr point of arrival could be seen.™

@:Kzz—£hey could see from the Major's ordinary bullets
was & brief and tiny ﬁgééi fountain of earth, now and then.

The Major nodded and kept his finger firm on the trigger,
shaking with the rhythms of his gun, staring before him,
hardly following the direction of his bullets, for his eyes
were so glazed.

"Yes!" he shoyted. "Get me the tracer! I'm
going to have this bastard."

But the trench conﬁinued to fire back. The bullets
hit the front of the farmhouse and smashed the glass of the
window at Brandon's side. They were all jumping up énd
down with excitement, crying out to the lajor like merry
children.

"No, more to the left! Down a bit! That's where
they are. Give them a nice burst now. "

Wlen rushed up the steps ;é/to ﬁhe loft with the new
magazines of tracer bullets. The Major tore out the old
magazine and threw it to the floor, but he took several
seconds to fix the new one in because his hands were shaking,
and the more he pbushed it down the harder it wedged.

When 1t was home he ecrouched down to his work

agaln. This time there came from his muzzle a long dotted

line of red flames. Brandon tried to push him aside when




he saw how wide of the target these bullets were going.
The red bullets swerved azhd pulled back and then rushed
forward absurdly as the Major lurched over the table in
his excitement, swearing and heaving, the sweat pourlng
down his face.

"lLLet me have it!" Brandon cried.

The Ma jor flung his foot out backwards to get
Brandon in the shins, and grasped another magazine to feed
his gun. |

They all saw a man's hand, then an arm, briefly,
at the edge Qf the trench, .proably taking more ammunition
from the silde. It was now quite cleariwhere the trench lay,
and the Major sighted his barrel precQ}ely on the spot

and fired again. AWV \VAAAAARGAALRANNAL/ frticvh At MvIATWVY g
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Brandon wanted to send line after line of red bullet over
the field in a great beneficent shower.

The Major threw down the last magazine that could
be spared and shrugged hils shoulders with & smile, moving
away from the window.

"I can't get him," he said.

They went downstairs and smoked, wailting for the
tank to-come up from the road below and with only two or
three canon shells dispose of the trench.

When it came it fired only one cannon shell into

the field, shooting up the earth in a great blok fountain,
A



and instantly two men jumped out, covered with soll, their
haﬁds up, alive =znd surrendering. The Meajor shrugged and
told hié men to get ready to occupy the farmhouse at the
top of the hill, now that the German rearguard had been
taken,

They went up to this house a seection at a tlme,
running swiftly from tree to tree, knowlng that they were
now beilng observed from the huge, grey castle on the crest.
This was buillt on & crest so fine that 1t eppeared to be
gurrounded by & deep, lmpregnable moat. Behind the black
slits in the castle's side would be men watching. The
farmhouse at the top was easy game for them.

The tank-commander insisted on bringing up his
tenk 28 well, which would probzbly akimagk drew a bombard-

1

ment of very hesvy shells onto them. People argued with
him, tellling him to keep the thing further back, down the
nill, but he was a swaggering, facile young man, tryilng to
cut a fine figure. He gmiled and kept his jew square,
flaunting his calm. Untll now no heavy shellg had fallen,
and this farmhouse had lain in its quiet garden undisturbed.

Ingide 1t was very dsrk, the windows belng smsll.
The entire compesny crowded into this house. Every room was
full of men, and also the stalrs and céllars.

The Major walked from room to room, worried.

"We are going to pay forthis," he c2id.

it



For 1t was bne of the rules of defence in battle
that men should not be gllowed to crowd together under one
small roof, but disperse into sectlons, digging thelr trenches
outside at intervals from each other so that i1f ¢ shell did
fall on the house 1t would involve casualties. But men
loved to crowd together under e farmhouse roof, however
illusory 1ite saftely, and the ilejor did not have the heart
to stop them. Also, if one had to die{ it was eagler to
awalt it in @ room than outslde under the fathomless sky.

So the MajorAput his headquarters in the dark
Zitchen znd stationed Rpis machine-gunnef behind ﬁne narrow
window with iron bars, polnting his muzzle towards the
castle. He did not even have the heart to put out sentries.

hey would have no time to dig deep trenches, snd without

these they would not stand a chance zgainst the shells. All
the men knew thst this house was easy game, and they were
walting 1n the shddows, pale znd cilent, caught together
like beasts, watching the Major and hoping for thelr reprieve,
for a withdrawel to the sutmnnsl R®ms® farmhouse with the

kind smells, The tank commander was leaning




out of the window at the top of the stalrs, staring
at the castle-wall saucily. The men on the stalrs were
grumbling at him, but he took this for a sort of slovenly
cowardice. He would bring in the more courageous
machine-gpirit, and his tank would answer fof everything.

The men 1n the upper rooms had lald out their
beds. Brandon stepped across their silent bodies and
told his signeller to put his wireless by the window.
It was astonishing how quf?9 the men in the room were,
tired, no doubt, but also waiting for the battle to begin,
dully. They could have np part in this battle, only
receive 1it. Brandon heard them ergthing, they were co
qulet. It was as 1f they grown cynical, with one single
thought: as 1f they now believed in nothing but the
coming of accurazte shells. They watched everything dimly
from thelr beds, taking no notice of the excilted voices
below.

Brandon sat down at the radio and, once the
tuning signals were over, passed = message through giving
his position on the map. He had the great ru&ber ez rphones

clasped over his ears, so that he could not hear the

). Gt



bombardment when it began. The men lying to one side
of him did not stir. Suddenly he was thrown from his
chair by a swift oven-blast from dutside the window,
from below. He fell to the floor, still atsached to
the ,éx/p/m radio by the earphonses. He quickly tore
them off and looked out of the wilndow. He saw that
the shell had landed just to one side of the %yﬁn;i&
tank immediately below.

"This is the first of many," he said.

None of th#men on the floor answered hlm. He
began to hate their‘passive cynicism, so certain in
their knowledge of death, like cautious o0ld ladles.

He pushed across thelir bodies roughly and kicked one of
them who did not move fast enough. They all knew that
this first shell was a registration-shell: it would bs
observed, another would probably follow, perhaps another,
then, the target having been fixed, the bombardment would
begln in earnest.

Brandon ran into the dark kitchen, where the men
were grumbling round the windows, waiting with their rifles
cocked, 1n case the Enemy suddenly popped over the crest
in fro%g of them.

There was a yellow hay-stack in front of the house,
and at its side a great barn, which meant thst any patrol

coming from the Enemy lines would be well hidden, especlally

as there were no sentries outside to glve warning. Just



as Brandon looked at the dajor the shells began to fall.
The men in the corridor above came scrambling down the
stairs, making a great, blind clatter, crowding into the
dark kitchen. But the Major shouted: "Get out, you
‘bastardst”
Two shells fell in terrible crashes behind them,
and the men in the other rooms began shouting. They
wanted to get out. They wanéed to know why they were
being cooped up here. They wanted to get at the bastards
with their hands.
"Where's that tank commander?" asked Brandon.
"I just want to see his face."
The fatal, pungent smell of cordite came through
the open windows. He began running)ﬂ*ﬁé"t up the stairs,
into the other room, and down agailn, =sking éverybody where
the tank commander was.
The men at the winﬁow of the kitchen wanted to use
their rifles, wppé&vagﬁéo to shoot at anything. They
X were jumping up and down, itching to pull their triggers. ?A“r
bhey would have to walt until night-fall before they could
attack the castle.
Brnadon found the young man near one of the wireless
sets QOwnstairs, and 1t gave him great relief to see yé;
X\yvum@:m@ﬁ“q face now subdued and very pale, and the

thoughtful look of the war-scholar on it at last. Had his



own face been like his at first, when he had arrived at
Salerno? Had he swaggered in this city-fashion, and
sauared his coddled jaw?

It was a house crawling with resentful men,
like a thing black and vital with maggots. They pushed
past each other on the stalrs and jostled about in the
rooms, as 1f continually moving round would save them
from the evil eye. The Major kepy coming to the door
of the kitchen amid the deafening bursts and shrieking
out: "What the bloody hell's going on here? What's
the matter?"  The men to0ok no notice of him, but
went on with their frantic ﬁyéxﬁﬁland slghtless peregrin-
ations, stumbling away from the great phantom of death
which loomed closer over the house. During the pauses
between the shells it was possible to hear a heavy, creaking
noise from the stairs and the wooden floor above as they
moved about.

The tall haystack in front of the house caught
fire. Brandon had turned to look at the men who were
crowding together at the foot of the stairs, and just at
that moment the room became 1lit up with a great yellow
light, and a sharp crackling noise sounded from outside.
He fell back against the wall, pushed by the men who were
drawing back from the blinding heat at the window.

"Shoot, for Christ's sake! Go on, fire into

the flzmes!"



"Jerry's there! Shoot!"

The Bren gunnef sudcenly!fired a burst into the
flames. The Major ran forward from the back of the
room, pushing the otheqﬁen aslde.

"What's there?" he cried. "What have you seen?

What are you shooting at?"

"Look!"

One of'tne riftemen pointed, and at once the Bren
gunner, fierce wich the trigger under his hand, lowered
his back and fired another quick burst. There had been
movement, soO somebody said. Then a figure ran out of
the very midst of the flames. The gunner was just azbout
to fire agaln when everybody saw that this was a girl
with long black hair. She came from out of the flames
screamlng, and stood between the house and the haystack,
unable to go forward or back for terror.

"Come in! Come inl" the men shouted at her,
and licence began to mingle a little with dcath.

But she stood near the haystack, holding her
head with her hands, aghast and shrieking. When the
centre of the haystack began slowly to tumble in two
more filgures dashed out from beneath, and o0ld man® and

a small boy, then came the rest of the family, frantic,



dancing about in the same spot, hearlng the cqueer English
cries from inside the house, like cries for blood, "Bome

in, you fools! Come in{ Venite qui, venite guil"

And at last the old man took the lead and ran like a swift

beast down the hill to the left and out of sight, further

into the Bnglish lines, and, as the shells began to fall
. again, with the same cquick screech, for probably the German

observor could see this confused movement amid the flames

S and was playing his game of smoke-ggffs, the rest of the
family followed, the children calling out for'their parents
as they ran.
Everybody was talking about 1t nervously while

the flames continued to burn. The word went roung upstairs,

and no one could keep still. One or two tried to laugh.

The Mg jor was trembling, while he examined his map.

The Bren guaner had left the muzzle of his weapon at an

. angle, poihting up at the sky, wadVAaMNAAMAsIA TR/

ot e windgo
X/ VAV T It was almost dark outside now, and faces'(

were ligntéd by the flames.

Two hours later the main patrol went out stealthily,
in slippers, with their faces blacked and scarves wound
round their heads. They sald nothing to each other at the
foot of the stafrs. They skirted the smouldering haystack

X and went down into the ;;;:ivalley under the castle. . Then

they crept through the grass to the vast wooden door, which

was the only way out of the csstle. They crawled up from



the z;x::and lay down, with a few yards between each
man, at the edge ©f the gravel clearing in front of
the door. They formed & rough seml-circle. They
waited in the hush. The door was tight closed. It
remalned closed for the next three hours, untlil almost
midnight.

Then one of the Germans came out and strolled
towards the bushes, to pass water. He had left the
great door ajar behind him. Five men of the section
rose and crept towards this door. They stood up close
together under the shdow of the wall, the first one with
his hand on the door-chain, so that it could not be pulled
back. Two other men, nearer the bushes, went silently
up behind the German, one in front of him and the other
behind. They waited until he finished passing water
and began buttoning himself up. Just ag he turned they
leapt forward. One of them struck him a blow over the
beck of the head. He gasped with astonlishment and stood
for a moment erect, his eyes staring before him, appearing
to turn as if he were looking for someocne, then he
collapsed onto the gravel path. The five men behind the
door went into the the drak, cavenous entrance. They
tiptoed along the stone corridor until they reached the
first lighted room. Ther%were séveral of the Enemy

playing cards. Two of the Englishmen ran forward and

pointed the muzzles of their Tommy guns into their faces,



and after ten minutes the

e}
~

Q©
[65)
ct
]
&

was taken. One or
two more Germang were surprised in the upper rooms, but
otherwise the castle was empty. The prisoners were put
into one of tie dungeon-like rooms nesr the gate, robbed

of their money end valuables, then left to swait the depart-

ure of the ration party, who would take them to the zrazz



Opposite hig hotel window in Vienna there were

yellow warehouses. It was very hot. A Sunday morning.
When he woke up he heard music. It was jazz from below,
from tne cinema under the hotel. He woke up suddenly.

There had been hot Sundays 1n the London street where he
wss Dborn. There had been the long, bare street, silent
znd empty, a corridor into nothing. It had been z treeless
world.

On Sunday mornings they would get up later.and
-breakfast would be bilgger than usual. There would be men
in the street with sillver scarves tucked into thelr ghirts,
and sometimes cloth caps. They would close their little
doors and walk down the street for & drink of beer, and
sometimes they would knock at znother dcor to bring out a
friend, The pub at the bottom of the long street gathered
end gathered people until at one ©'clock it clamoured and
the garden was full.

In summer the windows of this prison were open at

the bottom. It was part of the mesning of sunmer, thst
the windows overlooklng the back gardens should be open at
the botton The lce=cream men would pass and 1

G b Ne Tt e-cream men would pass and call out,

pedalling slowly, alone in the street. How did one so much
as breathe? Brandon looked and saw bricks, slate and iron
raillngs, and all about him there would be these things,

znd beyond this corridor into nothing there were onlv otlher

corridors into nothing. Half & mlile from his childhood bed

B v
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there was the dark raillwsy statlon, then a cemetery, a huge
white grotto under a hill stretching ae fazr as & chlld could

gsea, The station wes nick-namned The Boneyard for this

reason.
Voices echoed in the street. Shoeg tezpped zs they

passed. L opiano would play out of tune from ascross the

}e

road, an idiot's jangle. The sparrows played aloung the
gables. A motor cycle would start up two streets away.
A train would slow down at the nearby station, traln after

traln throughout the day. _Tné loudspeskers would echo

o™
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s trhe back gerdens. And on Sunday =fternoon, when the

n

treet slept, there was & sllence which could not be borne,
and a heavy sense of desertion and loneliness came glowly
upon him, llike & madness. And@ he walted for it alone, and

guffered 1t.

Nothing grew. There was no peace, only the qulet
of the burial-ground. He would never go back to England,

he would never go backe.

If he went close to ths window of his bedroom he
would cee evergreen hedges below, dezunted and covered with
dust, and the reilings. On the otuer side of the street
there were the sane houses, z long line of them under the

same roof, endlessly repeated, When 1t was hot snd the sun

shone end there were no clouds the street weg like & corridor

under glass, something indoors and made by men, smeller than
life, ¢

heavy - "
“7Vs brate monument in memory of nothing,  Once



when he was ten or eleven he looked out of his whndow on
suche day and had = moment of ridiculous love for it,
because 1t was like.an enclosed and luxuriant hnot-house,
though nothing could grow there.

In the back gardens trees grew and had leaves,
byt they were dead, and the growlng of the plants was a
folly.

He would hear the front door close and the footstens
of his mother zhd father dle away, then he would be zlone,
and would wzit for his doom. He would read a book, tryling
to become lOStbin it, or he would potter about the room.
But all the tiune he walted for the loneliness to work under
his skin snd 1into his velns, he walted 1n terror for the
glddy fit to begiln. The clock on the mantelplece 1n the
back room ticked, z2nd tne zerdens were silent. The child
would welt for it to come -down on him. He would go up the
pascage to one of the other rooms and look out into the sﬁreet,
and then there would be this slipplng within him and Hhe
would gtend still, white, bodiless, with nothing femiliszr
left in hie world, penic-gtricken zand trembling. e could
not get back to the world, he could not get beck.

He did not lose the sense of touch or sight, and
he could have spoken sanely to anyone, It was simply that
he seemed to float, he was no longer part of the world,

everything nad disowned him and he must get back. He closed-




his eyes and struck his forehead quickly with the palm

of his hand, he hapged on the floor of the back room with

his fists, crying out to the woman underneath, "Mrs Jacobl!
Mrs Jacobl"  He ran out into the street just to grasp

someoné, ﬁhite and panting. he\vould run up to0 them and
take them by the coat, and slowly he would eome back to

the world, tugged back by the%r watching eyes, he would stand
there and slowly return, happy to be gble to get béck b 3.3 4
againe. And people took the child's arm and shouted'at hims

"That is the matter? What is the matter?"

Ihese little seizures countinued until his fifteenth
or sixteenth year, when he aschieved his freedom from this
prison world.

Sometimes, on Saturday evenings, he was taken to
the fun-fair at Battersea, but 21l the warm gas-jets, the
deafening muslc as the roundabouts turned, the perilous
swings, the masks, herdly brought a smile to his face.

e would stand between his mother and father gaping, like

a child who pressed his face against the gteamlng cafe
window but wes destined never to go inside.

He visited the Prater in Vienna and walked across
the chipped rozdway to the fairground, The lanes between
the stalls were enmpty. A few people were sltting in oné of
the cafes. The muslec from the loutspeakers was ruthless and

sad, 1t went in and out of the lonely stalls scross the dying

alr, Ther= were great flat spaces from which the ruins hag



been oleeréd.away, for here xRr& there had been battle
after battle between the Red Army and tie last S5 troops.
The ghost-traln was empty, therc were no ¢ hildren qrying
out 1ingide. He saw & solitary child on the dipper,

and above the failrground the Blg heéel turned siowly
agalin and again.

Each tlme Brandon passed one of the shooting
galleries the owner tried to attract his attention. e
called over to Brandon intimately, like & man with some-
thing dirty to sell, offering him the rifle. He smiled
and called out to him qguietly, singling him out from the

other strolling people: "Bitte, bitte, mein Herr."

Brandon went to the swikehbparst switch-back ahd
paid his money. The plump women in the office leaned

forward and ssked him whether he would go round once or

twice, and he told her once. There was no one elge

nezrby. The cars were in a 1little siding, one behind the

othere. They were gilver cars on a treck which loo

S

ed
and turned sharply, and there was a rall Brandon could hold
on by He glanced at the entrance and there were three
young men watehing him 1n the lane . An attendant wheeled
one of the cears out of the siding and politely took his
ticket,

Brandon clung to the réil in froat of him and tie

car went slowly up the steep track. At the top it would

suddenly be flung Rask forward, and he waited. It went



glowly up, rattling and swayling. It seemed to stay for

s moment 2t the top, Brandon walted, hls knuckles were
white with clinging to the rail, then it fell and fell
spheer into the dip, he wse pushed back, he uttered a cry,
he laughed, his mouth was wide open, he clung‘and clung to
the reil, the world yielded benesth him, he fell and fell
without foothold, and the car rose ag gain, .grinding cruelly,

is will was dead, he was flung back and

nad and owning him, [

forth, the car ripped and flew along the track round and

ck
—
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again and agaln, a klad of happ

=

round, he craied ou appes

and the world ceased and there was nothing in all the world
save Brandon 1n his falllng sky. And he stepped out of

-

the car, wallked qulckly to the Bxlt and jumped down the
gteps to tne lane. He looked about him and walkzed fast,
21l his body light, so that he was mB® new and able, he
was hungry and hurried Bowards the frankfurter stall near
the tram stop, he was brisk and light and all the world
had tumbled off his shoulders in the sllver caer, and no
longer did he feel alone.

He flew over Damascus on a sunlilt morning, and
the pillot in the front cock-pit had talked back to him over
the radio apparatus. Brandon had taken over the control
Of the joy-stleck from the pilot and ®® heard the volce in
the earphones telllng him to tip the wings grzduslly over

to the left ag they lost height, not to touch the pedals with



He had held on to the sidesg of the cock-pit,

not believing in the sgecurity of the streps, he had

grippred the gsides as the slilver brittle giant rusied across
the sky end dived and turned over and over, the earth
falling under his head. He wasg rocked and. pushed and

gwung about in the cock-pit-znd he held the sides untll

nis knuckles were white. The machine fell and fell towsrds

earphones told him to take the joy-stick.

zin and the voice in the

Now it wes different. He ceecged holding the dldes

of the coch-pit. de put away hils ezsrth-self, and he was

no longer cautlcous or afreid. Hde ceased to cere, sittin
eaglly 1n hils seat; 1t became his srachair, and he ceased

PR
{

. o n2kze any effort, he became cold and at once he wzs

harmonlous witin the silver brittle glant., He took the

Joy=-stick aud gently tlpped the wings down to the left,

als toucines he could see in the gentle fall of tue wing
on his left, 2nd the pilot ssld, "Very professional."

It was a light gradusl flosting movement, and he wes no

loager efraid of this monster with its eyes put out. He
was only technicslly concerned with the falling movement

of the wilng, only his brain and flngers were working: he
was like a man at hig desk dreaning power,

Taen they had taken off he had watched ean Arab
ploughing his field near the mir port, He

ARX ke

looked down



as the 'plane roge higher and the field lost ites furrows,
the Arab at his plough became an interesting mark, the

field became & yellow. square, znd the earth no longer .had
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any meaning for him except as an intere
abstract now.

The mschine wess sn 1deal instrument for sbstract
aurder, for he wsg cold; and he remembered the white grotto
under the mountain, the zncient monastery of which théy
hed bombed egain and agaln.

When they landed the pilot jumped down from his
cock-pit and csme across to him.

"I could tezch you to fly in a week, no, reaslly

I could," he sazid with s lgugh%ﬁrsndon turned awsy and

began unstrapping his parachute hasrness, for gulte unsccount-

ably he had begun to feel ashamed.

Many of nhils nigntm&reé &g & chlld were about gilver
mechanical monsters which moved slcwly across the sky. The
sters frightened him. At night he kept his eyes on the
ground. Once he ran -out into the street to look at the
alrship R 101l. People hzd called him out but when he wes

there 1in the street he dared hardly look up into the sky.

Then he sew 1t, silver and slow, like his dreams.



At the end of the street where he wss born one
could see, far away, the trees of Wimbledon Common.  His
eyes were often turned towards this green opening at the
end of the corridor, towsrds the one place in all his
world which breathed, breathing grass and trees.' It wes
the free ground outside the prison.

But inside the prison black hearses came every
now snd then to take away the new dead. He watched them
breathlessly from behind the curtailn upstairs. Or some-
times cresm ambulsnces came znd a little crowd 5athered
near the open door. The children would gather there first,
then the women, with bare arms folded.

And rumours would be whisvered in the street. "irs

" (mzlignant cancer).

Thompson has been taken bzd agaln...

"I see young Sid took a turn for the worse..." (tuberculosis

of the lung). "Boor little chep, he is only nine, they

wheel him zbout in & chalr, his head 1lg the glze of & foot-

balle.." (cerebral meningitis). "Victor czme off his bike

3

again round the Bend last nlght. I said to his mother, do

{

you think it is right when he shakes like that?" (congenital

paralysis of the right leg znd azrm). "It happens every

month, she brings everything up." (neglected apsis of the

womb) . "I don't know how she got him to hospital, he

|

was sick all the wayeoo" (burst duodensl ulcer).

His father left the house each week day morning at

five o'clock and returneq home at ©€lght o'ecloeck in the



evening. Each day he travelled for flve or six hours,
to and from his work. This he did for twénty—seven years,
between 1913 and 1940; when the warehouses at the London
docks wére destroyed by German bombs.

The paveménts were flat and dead, there were no
megsages for Brandon alone.  He was anybody, any cbild
in this prison of streets. He was one of too many people,
abstract, in 2 world of ghosts. ° They llived in the same
rooms in the same houses, they worked the same hours and
travelled the same routes, they walked the streets under
somebody else's orders, and the whip of the 1invisible
warders wes bénind them, and nothing was warm in this world,

nothing grew, it was gomebody else's idea. S0 he became

giddy, being detached from everything sbout, him, like a
pure braln; for his world consisted of huge, esmpty, mute
objects, and nothing answered his touch. He lived in the
. lap of sterility. He became quite used to these "giddy
fits" and thought of them simply zs one of his own private
abhofmalities, little knowing that theyzgﬁtpp&ar when he
nad been released from the prison of streets.

Once he almost gave in, slmost bared his back to
be whipped. This was when he told his mother:

"I think I went to work in a factory."

He was el even years old at this time, an age of

cholce, for a man had to choose now whether he wanted to



gpend most of his youth at a school, by winning a scholar-

e Yearr Jalfer )
ship, or go!ﬁﬂ(s&&&k@billnto a factory. If he delayed his
choice he would become & prisonerlfor life, 2nd despair
would grow on him, slowly, over the years.

His mother seemed pleased when he told her this.
She smiled gt him from the other side of the table in the
back room, but she watched him closely, and silently she
began to will him out of the prison, seeing 1in him the
truant chhld. Silently she drezmed him out, divining the
future in her chair, like the animal-mother who sends her
young out of danger, away from the place where they can be
hurt and degraded.

The wind did not speak in the trees at night, there
were no witches in the black sky, nothing wzs small enough
for fools andchildren. What do slaves tell thelr children?
There were no procegssions in the street. Trexpasizwazxtaxd
The 0ld were not wise, for the past was dead in this world ;
1t could not be seen in people's faces. But there were men
whose small eyes turned carefuily in their hesds, and of
these Brandon was afraid. They alwsys advlsed his family
to gend him into a factory when he wags fourteen, for they
were on the slde of the warders, befding down and baring their
backs 1n order to be whipped.

The streets whispered into the ears of children,

and this was their only teachling, that there was nothing in



all the world but ugliness, in all the stars but a sickness
increasing. There was not even God to opén the door into
thé sky. One must not look up into the sky.

The fools and children knew ﬁhis to be the truth
because 1t was proved by everythlng thst happened before
their eyes, by the trams scraping in the street, the trudging
glaves, the inglorlous shop—ffonts and the smell from the
canal where no man walked, It was a truth very adequate
to their world.

Musle first showed hlm the way out of the gates,

and when he was alone in the house he went to the little

}_’c

dead box and switched it on to one of the London stat

ons e
And he was taken by musle beyond words snd cstars, and he
knew what there was 1n the beginnling, and in the beginning
-there wes music putting fortd out of the silence, and it

was with God, and he 4

M,
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fied the warders wherever they were,
@ Yo always suppaed few e,

in their counting houses or superb apartmentsu{and they were
his first enemy, and he feared thelr condescending voices
and also, like & slave, he SGcrétly loved them. They were
always disdaining to come nesr, disdaining to touch,
withdrewing thelr white nakedness from the hairy fingers,

-~

never allowlng themsclves warmth, lest 1t ‘betray a hesrteese.

LA

Durling hils prison-service zs a child he was listlegs,
his body wae only & kind of moving vehicle for his terror and
Creams. But the War made him run, elimb mountains and stay
out in the ¢ néd grad ! ' i

1 the cold, and grasdually he watcaed his body grow, he



Baw himself grow out of the death-klingdom. Oﬁly after
he was twanty-one dl1d he learn to swim, to ride horsg eLacu,
to bear the hot sun oan hils skin gnd to dance. That is 0
gsay, only after he was twenty-one did he truly recover frbm
the conspiracy to sterilise him.

The sound of the ncon-hooter brought & echill into

~

him. There were white=faced men hurrying home, a dry,

hot smell of flsh-and-chlps in the streets, people scuttling

out of the factory yards, for there weg only an hour to

the trams stopped to draw them in and stopped

(63}
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to spill them out. Ag for nim, he was zlone,

The clever dark young man said to him when he was
fifteen:
= . o s ‘ s 2
fou are choosing to go to the opera instead of

dining out with me? But who are you to choose? You szre

o

a gutter-snipe. And therefore everywhere you go you are
on sufferance."

The young man looked at Brandon fiercely, but it

was only & mock flerceneds snd the unbaptised child worshipped

him. The epartment was furnished in the modern style,

at the top if 2 bloeck of flats. Brandon wes a kind of

whore to these men, e lay on the bed and learned like &
woman how to simulate pagsion. It was 2 price that must
be paid (he loved their talk and the carpetted restsurants

o . ; e wes 1z Gecoume .
)(\saere they met) if 3 AN .

n



Some people are frightened by the poor. ~They
pass qulckly on the cther side. The poor seem sO real to
them, and tougher than themselves. But 1t 1s not true.
The poor are dreamers. They are all dreamers. It is &

wonder they are fit for any practical work at all.

Brandon's mother hsd & great money-dream. She would
sit and dream in her chair. Heaven 1ls money. If only we

hed the money. Life in the prison of streets was slaply a

L

aily quest for money. There would be endless, bitter
quarrels sbout = shilling, sounding out across the baeck

rdens.

o

g

Ha ﬁould lie on his bed in the tiny room, resding
hour by hour three or four sentences from & solemn book,
sentences which were meaningless to him. ile forced LiﬁSGlf
_ to read the same dry, ghostly sentences, about Xenophon,
zbout the feoreign policy of Casblereagh, about oll depocsits
in a foreign country, hour by hour, trying to divine the
secret of the world outside the prison, trying to become
educated, believing that these ghostly words might lead him
bf the hand 1into the fabulous places beyond.

He would yawn, he would look out of the window, he
would go down the dark, narrow corridor to the kitchen to
make tea, he would drink cup after cup in the star¥ing

sllence, then he would go back to his ghostly book, learning

the weys and motions of ghosts so thst examinations might



be passed. For examinations had to be passed, otnefwise
they would get yoﬁ, they would even keep you 1n this room
all your 1life, looking out of the window at the street of
the desd, listening to the tralns stopplng every few.minutes
atthe Boneyard, with nothing real to do and nowhere real to
g0, Perhapg he should have taken a job as an appreatice,
Just to avold these wasted, sick hours>0ver books; perhaps
ne ghould have beeged in the streete; pernaps he should
bave‘stolen money; perhaps he should have mede more ruthless
use of his good looks as & child. But he chose the way
with most money sttached to 1t, the way of education.

He was rerely 1nterested 1in any book he was told
to read. He did not touch a subject at his schﬁol or
univerglty which was not a cruel boredom for ﬁim. Whenever
he ghowed z warm interest to one of his teachers thst warmth
was always simulated. These teachers really held the purse-
strings, because they had the power of recommending him for
grants and bursaries. For years he played the role of the

u

devoted scholar, purely for the money it would bring, and

without a moment of remorse. He hsd no gift for learning,

and no respect for it in others. e passed examinations by

d=ciding to write in a certain insincere stylee.

The pam clever, dark young men asked hin suddenly:

Bl e .



"And your mother and father?"

"They are well."

The quVénAAQ&wﬁ young san would begin a formal
kind of speech. He would not hegitate in his choice of
words, and he would pace the room with his head bowed.

He would be furilous, driving himself.,. And the child «oerJ
listen"i gilent, hurt and amazed. The words were whips
he almost loved.

The young man looked at him closely, under his
fine brows, and sgld:

"Where do they begin to figure? In all this
talk abou% what you are golng to do with your life, and
the places ybu are going, and the people you are going

to befriend, where do they begln to figure?“

¥

hey have stomached your lofty devotion to

2
thought, fhey.have stomached all youf middle-class friends
with thelr dirty hablts and their dirty sex-lives, they
have accepted the idea.ﬁhat perhaps you might never earn

a man's wage because you are uselegs for everything except
making love and reading books and télking your hesd off.
and lolling all over the furnitare like a pig, ﬁhey héQe
resigned themselves to the sneers of their own friends

and relatives who have been polinting out since you were

ten years old that you would.never be any good to them

for all your book-learning and your talk, they have



{

refused to treat you like a marketable commodity as

most worklng people treat theilr sons: and for all this
they do not even begin to figure in your calculsatlons

for the future. Your father works on the docks from
eight in.the morning until eix at night to keep you in
artistic attitudes, your mother goes round the house
clearing up your messes after you and cooking you huge
meals, only to be treated to your indifference zhd
contempts And all this time you have been moving furter
away from them, further from their understanding, into

a new world towarde which they feel only fear and humillated
horror: namely, the world made by people of middle-class
birth. They see you enter places where thelr accents

and manners do not fit, where they are treated with the

pa ined condeséension that only middle~class people éan
give to ﬁhose whom they consider their soclal inferiors.
And they suffer all thies because of thelr combined will
that you should not inherit the ignominy of their own
lives. Your mother went out to service at the age of
twelve: she worked twelve hours a day for a couple of

flatulent nobodies who paid her two shillings and sizpence

‘a week, And naturally she/pﬁ/ﬁould.nﬂfiskik not will that
s -

fate on any child of her own. But the point reslly is
net that theywere determined to protect you agalnst the

refined tortures your socizl superiore had in store for

you, but that they saw the light: they saw the future



‘shining before them; +they are two people of remarkable

0t)

imaglination, and they are seeking thelr freedom through

their child, they sre noble enough to let your life be?Oﬂe
greater than theirs, they are dreamers like you, and they
alone of all the tamed, miserable people afﬁun@ them, are

not slaves.

In the prison of stfeets dreaming wass peoper,
for it wes safe. Only the deed must be denied. To
everything i1t said, 'Impossible', and zdvised & further
dream,

Only in war did he find at last a use for his hands.
And a milllion others made their Odyssey into the splendid
provinces of murder, from just such a place. The first
time he railsed his voice, it wag to shout "Fireli"

Cne day in Italy when he was unéressing he noticed
long bulglng vsricese veins zlong his legs. e was twenty-
two at this time. They were the marks of his education.

For &t seventeen he had led the life of s sick old man in
order to pass his examinations.

Between the zges of twenty-two and twenty-eight he
stripped hingelf one by one of these senile msrks of education.
He heard tunat one could have s surglcal operation in.the area
of one's groin to DBEARYRE RARR® Ccure these varicose veins,

80 he went to his doector and had the Operation arranged.



As he sat at his hotel window 1n Vienna something

sank inside him, unaccountzbly. Suddenly ne was spirit-
less and trapped. Then he realised the causes 1t wag a

wirelegs gset which had been switched on in the distance,

and lts ghoet-volce was now echolng ddwn the long, narrow,
degerted roasd under his window. He remembered how the

same ghosts had gone across the back-gardens in the prison
of strests by night, especlally in summer, coming from the
lighted windows stlll open &t £he bottom. Like &1l things
spoken to the prisoners in these streets, it was spoken to
no one in particular. Every dey the grest embslalng sgents
of our world, the filme, the newspapers, the rzdio, sent

1

sages, and each lnpnate of the prison
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possessed his little dead box, his dzily newspapers, telling

(

him of the places from which he would always be barred.
Ezch lnmete of the prison could be multiplied sgain &and
agaln, for he in‘himself wes all the inmates, they whistled
the same tumes, they could be talked to with one wvoice,
they could be expected to answer with one volice, like an
abstract unit of humanity.

The sound of church bells from St. Rupprecht's.
ceme to his hotel window as the radio died away. Is this
the absence in your world, that God is no longer looking-
on? In Salzburg he had dipped hils fingers in the holy

font end made the sign of the cross and knelt before the



called sincere.
There is no longer anyone to punish us, but «lso

there 1s no one to forglve us.

Later thet day he went to one of the bet
on the ot er side of the Bridge of the Red Army.

changlng-rooas were long, flat-roofed bulldlings of condrete
standing amid trees, and beyond them were lawns esnd still,
shnaded woods whefe people in their be hilng costumes walked.
15| |

He took & blanket down to the e ge of the Danube and lay

down with his feet ne

m

r the water, with the lewns and trees.
behind him.

The water made him gulcker end lighters He wanted
to throw himself about, so muc i better did'hé feel after the
dirt and sweat of tae clty. He swem & ridiculous breast-
gtroke, splashling zbout & great deal, and he was still not
safe out of his depthe. Hde had learned this‘awkward stroke
during 1945, that 1s to say, when he was twenty-turee. e
did it by golng to & gilent pool amid trees‘every dey,
behind one of the valleys near the Yugoslav border. When
it loet he hod lesrned to float 1t was as if he had achieved
a further me nhood, znother freedom from the prison of

gstreets.

The -water was dark, and .children laughed in the



d igtance.
e
e remembered how he had gtood quite alonﬁ at this
gilent pool when four people on aorgeback had ridden by.
It was suamer and very warm. The pool had wooden sides,
with a few black hute nearby, and 1t could -only be reached
by a long rough path leading up froam the vdllage. [le had

clim 624

lme and had just &= out to dry

ct

been swimming for some
ningelf when they came galloping along the patih from the

hills, two of them women. He weag standing on the damp

lawn.
The moment they ssw him they stoppred and drew in
thelr horgses, whiech were sweating beadly. They were Austrians,

and Brandon nodded to them. Cne ofthe young men wag flushed

and had very qulek eyes: he kept shouting at his horse,

which was s head flercely up and down, trying to

ot
in

Jerkl 1
get more slack on the rein, and shifting about in a kind of
light dance.

The woman whose horge was nearest to Srandon gazned
down at himi first she looked into his eyes, verykalnly,
with the trace of @ smile, then 2t his chest. He explein=-
ed that he wzs an Englishmsn, and &t once she began talking
Englishy which the others did not appear to understood,
They nodded and smiled to esch other, heering her use a

gstrange tongue.

L &Y

She told nim that they were all from a

nearby schlosg.



She hed long, nawrow eyes and a face that was both pretty

€ . -
and yet, in & mascullne way, %}ermined. The young nen were
anxious to be getting on, but 1ln deference to her t.ﬁy

o

stayed a few yerds away, while she contianued to talk in &

im feel

oy

odeE voice witia Brandon. Her calm gaze nade
shy:and his words did not come at all easlly. He was not
used to women, after two years of exile, and he baerked his
replies, his eyes starting out of hls head. Suddenly siae

turned to hsr friend =s her horse ghifted 1little and

il

nurnured in German, "ide looks fine, doesn't he?" ndon

U
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eard her remerk and knew, zs he caught her gaz

DN
(D

once more,

that she had mesnt him to hesr. D2ut he did not move or
ak. He stood there like & ohild,/naged, stering up at

her, dripplng with water, while they were all above him on

the most bezutifully groomed horsesg, sitting

P
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them elegantly,
powerful and sophisticated people. He ceemed quite abashed
by thelr presence. The flushed young man was smiling
ironically, hls eyes fixed on the sky, as if he thought
Brandon 2 poor 1diot for not at once taking sdvantzge of

the woman's suggestions. They all hsd faces wualch were
accustomed to Qovern, and a2t last they pulled their horses
round and with "Auf wiedersehen" trotted off towards the
~shaded path. ﬁe ctood a@alone aéain, waicbing them disappear

in the valley of trees. Yet he was their conqueror.



Brandon sat by a top window of the house listening
to the ghouts in the darkness outside. The cries broke
through the silence. There wes no firing.

"Come out, you bastardsi"

An Fnglish platoon lay under the window, smong the
furrows, walting behind thelr rifles, and on the other cids
of the fleld sat the Gerﬁans, in another house, behind
nmachine guns, also walting. The nignht wes cold znd very
dark. The shouting of the Englishmen was dreawn out long

. o
in the silence, high-plitched, wild, g weird cry for wern
n

1

blocd.

"Come out! Come out!i®

It was a terrible, half dejected shriek, and the
gsllence followed 1it, with nothing stirring from the house
on the other sgids.

Now there was @ oquleker shriek, & hoarse rush of

with desire than the other crieg:

M
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words, less heavy 2nd s
"Let's have you, Jerry, I want & knife in you

The msn who shouted this was small, thin and & little

bent; he had a sharp nose and quick, rest less syes behind

gpectacles, and & flushed

Hh

ace. He wag & Londoner, from
the back streets. Not long before he had taken six prisoners

silngle~-handed. It was said that he had lined them up



sgalnst the wall and told them to lay out their watches,
bank-notes and founte in—nens on the floor. And when
they had finished he fixed his Tommy gun in his arm and
shot thea &ll dead; in a single burst. For five days
blood was in his nostrils, The others seid he wss now
s rich men, he.had teken so much money and merchzndlise
from those he captured. There were many legends about
him.

Suddenly he jumped up, daring the Enemy to fire
gt him ss he gtood in the darkness among‘the furrows.
And et last there was a sharp, clatterling burst of fire
from the house, and a gcuffle, and & groane. The platoon
begen running towards the other house, but the machine gun
blded its time again. It waited,.then once more the great
metal clatter sounded out across the night, long and contin-
uous, only pausing briefly, a metal moaster pausing to
swallow; |

Thelr blood=mad evenlng ended an.hour later. The
Londoner led them back, with = red bullet-wound in the éalf
of his right leg. He was:exeited and resentful, with
bright eyes. It was as if the other soldiers in the hot

room were ~1so the Eaemy, whose b loeed—e neeaed for they

ae——

~Were numan, goft and &i*labla; o~ f*rct'refuaed to

heve his leg dressed. He kept saying:
"No, f- the dressing."

s ———



Brandon znd the lMajor arranged an attack for

»

S

early neat morning, to smcther the machine gun. Brandon
would lay down a small concentration, snd then & tank

would be sent forward. The Londoner was ashamed of this.

v |

He weg ashamed to invoke the abstract laws: to call up

>

a tank by radlo, to rely on distant guns. He ghook his
head and swore that he would go out agaln that night.

It could all be done with & knife, quietly. He could db
1t in slippers, stesling up behind the house, his face
blackened. He spent all nigat moaning in his aleep,

robbed of his blood.



It was all chaos under the sunlight, and the
hill-gide was merked and cut with trenches and men. From

the black ghell-holes smoke was drifting eway, and tie

}.J.

nolse wezs deafening. Brandon stood in the leaf-surrounded

pathway 1lik

J -

@
a

prisoner, longing to ruan back. For into

@

this metal clashing world he had to penetrate further.
Men were throwlng hand-grenades over the crest.
They would tear out the pIn, run crouched to within a few

yerds of the crest, then throw. Sometimes a grenade would

1

come from the other side and make a tiny exploslon among tae

5
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furrows, a nuffled thud. All over the hill-side there were
men, staring sbout them apathetically amid the explosions
and the sudden rifle ghots. |

He had come forwerd in =n armoured carrier. This
he hated, because he feared thst 1ts loud grating tracks

and whining engine would make them conspicuous,

f_a ‘MM.



z landmark for enemy chells, lilke a tank. With him were
hig driver znd two eignaliers. He told_them to go to the
cover of @& church nearby and climbed further up the brokén
nill-side to the place where ne saw & 5roup'0f officers.
These officers had cheerful, begrimed faces.
For they were so ﬂﬁch In the company of death on this
last golden autunnal day that they no longer cared.
They chatted to each other among the bodies, and only
for Brgndon, arriving suddenly from the rear, were thnese
bodies not normsl and zccepted furniture. He ducked
whenever a whisper came through the sky, but the others
knew'by now the language of this battle and stood about
in thelr shirt-sleeves smoking, in & kind of cheerfdl
lechery of death. e told them that he had lost hie
infantry-company.
"ihere are they?" he asked, unable to keep his
cueeks frbm treabling. One of them described to him
the route he should take.hRrm He would hzve to be quick,

for they were just goling into the attack. Thelr task.

X

veg to cross the river.

Erandon was alone. His terror was for this
reason the greater. He wished to prove that he was
a sound and dependable scholar by now, and he wes determnined
to get forward into the thick of the battle and to lay
down mostexciting coneentrations of shelles amid the

Enemy positions; Dbut zt the same time he read hic dezth



in 211 the craters, the drifting clouds of smoke, and
the strippéd black branches. Moreover, therc wasg the
terrible opportunity before him of faillng to find the
Company .

He turned away and ran dowa towards the path again.
His face was screwed up agelnst the sunlight, and also with
paxr anxlety, for the longer he was without his Csmpeny‘the
more snxlous he became, fearlng rebuke later on, lest he
should be found an uaworthy scholer. Constantly his
signaller had looked up from the wireless and saild, "They
want to know our position, sir"; "They want to know how
the battle is golng"; "They went to know whether you wish
to register any targets".

He turned tge‘corner, round é hillock of burnt brown
tufts of grass, and, bending his hesd forward to avoid the
splinters,. almosﬁ toppled over = grinning boy who lay dead
across the path, his arms outstretched and his eyes fixed on
Brandon. He ran past the body, his head turned gway, past
the Germen on an upturned cart with his hesd near the gravel
path, to the shelter of the front porch of 2 broken church,
without @ blessing to give. Reprieve after repriwwe, - but
how many could he survive? He panted, and smiled 2t his men.
They were waiting for him under the porch, with the armoured

carrier. close by. They followed his calmness. This was the



My source of their tenacity, hls calmness. He nheld
their terror in check with his counterfeit exterior.

He told them that "A" Company was about to cross
the river, and that they must join up with the mailn
columne. They got back into the carrier, crouching down
behind the armoured sides, and swung out from the gravel
path of the church, skirting the staring boy. The
carrier whined and grated, then began soreaming fast along
the péth between trees, riging and falling like a
spéedboat, hurting the knees and elbows as it swung and
bounced and jerked towards the river.

At the top of the hill they suddenly saw before
them, horribly naked and open to the sky, the long uncap-
tured valley, and the great dried—uﬁ, pebbly river-bed.
The first tanks were.beginning to cross this river-bed,
and 1t appeared tnat no shells were yet falling.

Brandon knew that behind these tanks were the
vehicles of "A" Company, and he could see the men of "A"
Company walking in two single files. They were walking
on elther cide of the great tanks, which crawled very
glowly, making & deep thunder in the distance. He
turned to his driver, panic—stricken; and shouted to
him té pull in at one of the fafuhouses on the gide of
the road., It had occurred to him that the Enemy miglt
at any moment begin shelling the river-bed, thst they
might bring out their bazookad and anti-tank weapons,

and swarm down from the silent hills on the other side,



He was certain that these hills were full of Enemy.
"I want to do some observing from here," he said.
His driver nodded, joining gladly in the deception.
They left the carrier out of elght behind the fzrm-
house and Brandon went througin the mmpty ritual of bringing
out his binoculars, his map-case and his compass. He
wanted to delsy things untll he had lost the Company ageln,
but this deslire wes known to hlm only very vagpely. As
for the Enemy pogitions which he was trying to obgerve:
even if'they hed exlsted he could hsve seen nothing of them

isty,
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at this dicstance. The sun was beginning to grow &
ardxa ln a last, spent sutumnal fury, meking everything
glow, and the smell of death, going Straigbt to the stomach,
lay 1a the 2ir of the valley. He could not imagine, as
he caluly prevented his hande froa trembling over the bino-
culars, how he would ever be =hle to crogsg this doomed
yellow riverbed alive.,

Soon all the tanks and vehicaies nad crossed to
the othef slde, and the riverbed was once more deserted
end silent. There hed been no shells. e hed lost his
chance., The road onto which the tanks had disappeared could
not be sgeen. There were too many trees and bushes,
enchanted in the dying sun, for the roads to be seen.
He fbcussed and unfocussgd his binoculars on these motion-
less trees znd bushes, Suddenly he jumped up and told
his men to-get back into the czrrier. He slmply pointed

to the riverbed below z8 the driver stardéd tre engine
T n kA




and shouted: "Drive as fest as you can. Don't stop
for = second."

The driver was expert with the carrier and he
flung 1t, bouncing and screamlng, down the hill towards
the pebbles, with the other signallers mute and watehful
in the back, sitting amid the wireless-equipment, slaves
to Brandon's wayward oracle. Tbé snout of the carriler
plunged towards the pebbles from the steep bank and they
began thelir journey across the river-bottom, withthe stonés
flying gbéﬁg;ﬁghﬁfaway from the tracks underneath them
and hitting ageinst the undercarriage with sharp, dry
cracks. Helf way across Brandon's fear eased, and he
looked from one side to the other, down the most bountiful
river between treesg, with thetwater only in slignt, still
pools, &nd ew rything specially hallowed in-the cuiet close
between these banks.

On the other side the bushes were torn away,
and he did not know which of the track-marked paths to
take. lle shouted to his driver to go straight ahead.
Tne driver put tni carrier into low gear and sccelersted
hard to take theﬂ:ee*' bank and hill begpond. At the top,
when they had cleared the bank, all the silence and
desﬁg}ion of the leaf—muffled wood closed over them and
they enteres into the mystery, with the tracks guieter
now that there wes only soft earth, not pebbles, under

theq. Brnedon had not the faintest notion where to =

o) .



1e could see no vehicles, no white guiding tepe, no
discarded equipment, and even the great wide tank-tracis
in the soll of the path had d:ed~away. All hie panie
was renewed as he reslised that they might be pushing
forward into silent and walting Enemy lines.

They came to a tall brown barn under trees,
an igsland in the wood, where the ezrth was soft amdl very

s

black, under piles of straw. ltlsuéden eppeerance was

& ghock, and the driver instantly put his foot down-on

the brake and switched the engine off. The vehicle

rocked perilously forwards and back with the violence of

-
e

s braking. They looked at the tall hara in silence,
and no sound issued from within. Brandon whispered to
them to eock their Tommy-guns, then, as he pulled open his
revolver-holster, he told tne driver to start his engine

agaln and drive forwerd into the bar

‘ )(whined and trembled into the jjellOV}

the W barn, and no one was taere. They put their
N

guns away end cllambed down, in happy reprieves.

I'm

o

"We'll try out the radio," he s2id," an
pess down ¢ map reference." |

But nothing could be geen from this barn except
trees, and 1t wes impossible to do any map-reading.
Neverthless he took out his compsss sad tried to discover
by which paths they had come from the river, though his
panic hsd been too great for him to notice. The dusk

was growing.,. There was no longer any firing. The



hour of dumb, stealthy patrols was about to begiln.
The signzller had no sooner taken the hood off

the wirelegs-get and fized up the aerial than Srandon

turned round quickly and said: "Pack up again. le're
going." The men looked st him for a moment, but like

slaves”they always believed that he had made some import-
ant, if silent, discbvery.

The noise of the carrler was even more terrible
in the dead of the autumn-evening, and they peered
forward 1in the growing darkness, feeling forward slowly
in the whining car. They were now aungry and tired,
thelir eyes were siralned.

Three weeks before)every man had been told
quietly that a hole was to be broken into the Enemy lime,
that 1t was to be a surprise attack, that an immense
cmount of armour would then be pusned through this hole,
that the remaining gwfng Enemy forces in Italy would be
surrounded, that the Alps would then be crogsed sud thst
those responsible for the surprise break-through would
spend the rest of the War in pescefullg occupation of
Austria, Everything had gone forward very quietly and
secretly, behind-Tuscan hills, in orchards and vineyards,

, fald
under camouflzge nets. Staff officers ba%{whispered
conferences inkaravans, There were mock-concentrations
on fronts to the west. Young officers wzslked out of
Headquarters with their eyes shining, and with a &ore

lmportant air.



The hole had been pushed deeper.and more qulickly
than anyone had expeéted, with few casualties. After
three weeks the objective had been reached. It wes @
1ine not far beyond the dried-up river-bed, along the
crest close to Brandon's armoured carrier. Beyond this
crest lay a great valley, and plains. Tomnorrow, or at
the latest the day after, a diwision of grmour would be
poured into this valley, and the campaign in Italy would
be over.

The hole in the Enemy's line was long and‘narrow,
and a battalion could hold its front line. It was thus
possible for Brandon to fear that by his absence from "a"
Company he could render entirely fruitless a three-weeks
campalgn, and perhaps protrect the fighting in Italy for
egnother year. He did not believe in this possibility,
but he accuséd himse'f of it. As & dependeble scnolar,
he should be in at the Jill. Staring before him in the
growing darkness, he sweated wlth his panic, seeing him-
self as the criminal of this campaign.

At last they came to a dark,stonhe house where
there were lights. Here there were English trpops.

In the yard there were long, heavy belts of German
ammunition, and Schmeizers in perfect condition, immense
binoculqrs, discaréed wWireless-sets and tripods for the
machine-guns. He stood turning over these strange

articles, aware that he had missed the battle. There
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were no sighs of fighting. The walls were not crumbled,
the fields were flat and green, the trees were intact,

with gold and reddening leaves, the sky was entirely

gulet. In an hour the last remeining Enemy must have

fled and lodged themselves on the other side of the valley
beyond.

The path to "A" Company wes described to him, and
the armoured carrier 5o§ed down from the crest.

When Brandon walked into the long room where "A"
Company were, the commander simply looked up &t him for
s moment, dfowsily, and csmiled. It was a smile full of
unessiness. It said: "For God's szke do not judge me."
Brandon waé astonished.

"I've been looking for you everywhere," he szid,
standing over him in the growing darkness.lrl‘he c omma nder
made his excuse in a tired, anzious, tender way: "We were
dog-tired, so I decided to kip down here. But it's all
clear further up. And I shall be sending out a patrol."

The other men in the room seemed to be nodding;
watching Brandon, as if to say: "Ezcuse our commander.

He was once brave. We adore him."

"Did you need me?" Srandon zsked. The coumsnder
shook his head. There had been no battle. They had
slmply erossed the river behind the tanks, and the Enemy
had fled. | ‘

Brandon cesased to look pugnacious now that

criminality had slioped from hig shoulders. He smiled,
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with his hands in his pockets: "You look &s though you

5 .

cep.," e =dded professionally, with
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celmness which the commander may have envied: I've only

one tilng to worry you with: tne S0S targets. What do

———l
you suggest?

- ) T

The commander did not understand. He shook his
héad, blinking up at Bran@dn. He looked péle, frozen,
but zbove gll suspiclous, as 1f nothing could any aore be
trusted in this metal clashing wofld: ang¥hing mignt carry

in it the deadly sting. He wes & handsome, robust nan 1n

his middle age, and his heir wes greyingz at the sldes.
He had been ewarded honours for herolsm three times. e

was a legend: if he took a @Gompany forward 1t would zlways
get there; he never withdrew. But his past grey battles
had mounted up, he had been granted too many reprieves, and

NG LING
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now he went 1into battle gl gbout him secretly, trembling,
nis face white and marked, his shoulders bent forward ready

to guffer the last bombardment of &ll, wrapped 1in the sgilence
of his island of érief. He rarely issued an order now, His
men moved with him by instlnet, like zdoring snimals.

: Brandon bent down and lsid his map on the commznder's
knees, then shone his torch, prolonglng the pain of this

older man. The commander stared at the map, but emptily.
Brandon pointed out to hlm several places near the houser
which would serve as S0S targets for the night, and the

commander nodded esch time he spoke, though he understood



nothing. His relief was extraordinary when Drandon rose
and left the room.

| Brandon stood at the c¢oor looking out at the cobbled
yard and the trees beyond, aware of ils whetory.

His driver and signallers had found & small hollow
in the outeide wall, probably an oven fof bread-baking, and
here they were making dinner over a gpirit=fire. He sat
d own wiﬁh them, quite happj and unafraid, for the crest had
been schieved, the armour would tomorrow pass over the hills,
and his worth as a2 scholar had been cuestioned by no one,

He sat inside the oven, curling himself up, and ate ravenously.

When Brandon hsd entered the dark room he had seen
the commander's pleading eyesg, and had instantly felt too
ybung. Tney’were eyes wlser by a tnousand deaths. Having
seen too much, they were broken from within. All day this
man walked 1n utter sllence, and at night, when the battle
was over, he sat zlone, digbelieving his éurvival‘

Once he had entered the competitlion for gallantry
and glwaye hed won 1t, he had been wild and alert, but now
it no longer interested hilm, he was etlff and old, believing

in nothing. His eyes seemed to tell




Brandon: 0Oh, yes, you are one of the others, the unmroken
oneg for whom it 1s a game.

The next dey it was cold znd sunny, with a long
white frost spread over the hills to the south. Soon
after dawn Brandon crawled out of the oven and looked at
the road lesding to the valley behind him, at the hundreds
upon hundreds of tanks and vehicles, noge to tail. He
watched them for a long time, then sat with hls men and
ate breakfast,. For the next three hours these tanks add
vehicles hsrdly mo&ed . Behind him, across the ecaolng
valley, there was ilncessant firing. He was light, healthy,
yearning to move gbout, to lesve thils house.

He suddenly realised that ne was free to go.

He wanted to see the battle of the tanks. His heroism
welled up, after 2 day becszlmed. He shouted to his
driver. Then he asked the commander; standing at his side
in the doorway, whether he also would like to come. It
would mean golng to one of the forward pbsts. The commnand-
er gave him a quick, unwilling, dark look, and shook his
hezd. Bux

(ﬁhen, later on, Brandon asked for g lighter car
to replace his own noisy, unwieldy carrier, the commsnder
sald he would be coming after all. He walked cuickly
back into the long room.and fetched his cap, then went
with Brandon to the car under trees nearby. He wore

neavy fur gloves, and constantly made a hissing noise



through hig teeth, as 1f he were frozen.

Je gat in utter silence at Brandon's side as
they drove between the treegs. The ruts in the.path were
frozen hard, and in = day it had become winter. Brandon

‘fum,
wa s always sbout to tu rn his head and say something to ﬂbﬂ

AAAATMs Dut wvvnawwwuﬂAa gsilence was so terrible, he

”"
wae 80 w1°e eqd glone 1n his jblting seat, that he did not

dare.

They drove swiftly uphill through the woods, then
they came out into the open where a great doomed silence
and stillness began to fall, denoting, with no signs that
could be geen or touched, the pressnce of basttle. The

nowWw .

car slowed ¢&own an%(above lts slight throbbing they ggééé
heagéﬁne cannon-shells gg%gg acrogs the valley with a quick,
awful whirring, then the satisfying thud of somethling finding
ite home.

At the top of the ya% hill, on the edge of &
maize-field, dap a cobtage, and they went towsrds this.
On either side of them were rising fields, their furrows
dry &end cracked, already harvested. Over them all lay
this silent desolation. The chill@ morning sunlight made
no difference , MAANNNNVMEWWANNAY  But Brandon was
hilarious. He was hitting the steering-whesl with the
palms of hls gloved hands as he drove, and humming.
He was muffled up to his chin, and he felt an lmmezsurable
prowess, in which he could achieve anything.

They arrived at the back-entrance of the cottage



and jumped déown quickly, out of sight to the Enemy in the
valley beyond. They went 1into the dark rooms, and at
every window there was a cluster of infantrymen watehing
the battle of the tanks. | p xu;d
This valley was huge and pale-green. It epresad
out long and flat'before the windows, and from 1its cthre
Brandon caw black smoke gushlng up, , then, on tne flat of
the frosty lawn, several English tanks, one of them quite |
black and gutted, the others broken and awry. Near them
wes a German tank, still punching them to death, like a
great proud starling beetle shooting its bandom stings.

Wt “he Saw.

He did not understahd WRAAZANAAAAA In battle
everybody plunged about blindly, @nd only in the qulet,
moaning aftermeth did they begin tb know the meaning.

He talked a great deal at the window, stampling
his fzet with the cold, and once or twice the commander

anced. up at him as if he thought he was mad. Brandon
wanted to risk everything. He wanted to make this house
part of the battle. He saw the padre near him, a snall,
fat-cheeked man with an utterly idiotic look of bonhomie
in his eyes, and he began talkling to him in a false, rmather
mocking way. He‘began to impress everybody as a reckless
young bucke. It was the first time he had openly played
this role in battle. |

A few hours later his warmth died. Only the

commander, alone on his terribl%/'island, knew the tfuth



from the beginning. The valley had the look of sn
aftermath. o further tanks came out into this valley
from the English linés. When the darkness grew llke a
whisper under tie huge red clamdurinw sky, stretchling out
and out from the low hills, only these burning tanks
remained, glowlng quletly on the darl ened lawns.

To the south clouds gathered, threatening the first
of the long winter-rains. The tanks and vehicles which
- Brandon had seen at dewn still lay choklng tie rosds,
motionless and nose-to-tall, The "pezc eful occupation of
Austria" became something to smile et, before one spat.
The rain came, and the tanks glipped and roared in the mud
on their way back from the forward lines. Men in high plasces
had made certaln last-minute errors, - &o 1t was said.

When the.neWs had slowly teken hold, everyone fell
into a kind of tired,.sneering misery. When, a few weeks
latery amid rain, they fended off one Germen counter=-attack

o
L

ter snother, they did so with a2 Dbitter spite, casually and

m

glothfully . It was durlng these counter-attacks north o

Rimini that Brandon decided to attempt the role of & heroe
There was an officer 1in his reglment who had recelved

geveral honours for herolsm; he was Welleknown as something

of an idiot who needed at any cost to make an exhibition of

|""°
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meelf. de wag bilg and muscle-bound, with 2 thick neck
and the manners of 2 pleasant child, Brezndon decided to ‘try

ARz oixn



- and joln the ranks of such prize bulls, with their pileces
of ribbon. Had his regiment not been sent to Greece less
than & month later he mlght have done something very rash
and spectacular, and gore almost deliberstely to his death.

Hig only concern now was

to prove himself one of 1ts worthy ar

v g | |
LY SCNOLars .



The streets of Vienna were empty and still under
the hot sun. le svolded = pile of rubble &t the end of
the Rotenturmstrasse, and ilnstantly he remembered the
women who had stood under a rulned stalrway.

They had climbed fh@ hill =2nd captured the great
Castel Pélggiolo. This operstion hed taken six days, &nd
of these tine last turee had been more or lese sleepless.
He wae now over-tlred, hle braln was aumb with rxzraworking
over the maps, and ae rested 1ln the qulet ferwhouse, feeling
& blecged relief to know that he wes «llive, for the battle
hed stalked on, leaving charred fields, broken fences and
the smell of newly-egzploded shells. It was that feeiing
of papadlde which Follaaed g0 often g8 stilff operation.

He knew that his regiment could not sgk hinm to
¢o more now: e knew thet he would be allowed to remain
here, in the dark fsrm-room where twigs were burning in the
hearth, behind the lines, There would be no doubt of thst.

He gat by the tablé and smoked, and occssionally
he ordered up a gless of Mersale from the cellar, where
e family gtlll kept themselves, scepticsl oft e sllence

The order hed been giVen‘tbat "B" Company would pass throush

Va2 T .. L EeRil .
tn¢s)f;uce. B" Company was fﬂsh fresh and would occupy

’O

osltions well forward, to prepare for Eneny counter-asttacks,

Brandon nodded. He was cheerful st the prospect



D’ee...



Yet & cdoubt d4id begin in him. He could not
quiet 1it. The fields were in silence. The Londoner
who had cried out for.blood in the night had been taken
to the Firgt Ald post. The Enemp were using thelr shells
for more important targets further forward, in the next
valley, where people sald everything was grey and still,
bristling with Enemy, who were walting behind machine-guns,
bazookas and Schmelzers, walting in camouflaged tanks and
lying low in the houses. The lajor did not envy "B"

company. 9&¢

"They are taking over a housef{in the middle of

Jerry," he said.

They talked togethef untll their lunch came in
ness-ting. "B" company would be psssed through the
lines in sn hour's time, and Brandon heczme stiffer in
his chalir, more and more doubtful as the minutes went by,
dreading each movement his wireless signsller made, lest
he should be about to deliver the fatal news. Nothing
occurred for fifty minutes. There was not = souﬁd from
oxtside, and even the infantry headquarters did not csll
the Mlajor by telephone.

Outaide, all the trees were charred and broken.
The breeze stirred nothing, and the sky wa?éismal, heavy
and low, The fences were all crushed down, and the
nill rose to a long bleak crest. Everywhere there wasg

black mud, and the two farmhouses nearby were in ruins,



smoking.

A voice spoke in the earphones, and the signqller
started. He answered the call and turned his gyes towards
Brandon, knowing what thils must Dbel

' he said.

"Officer to speak, sir,'

Brandon went shaking to the mouth~plece and spoke,
looking calm and ready. The officer at Headquarters told
him to join "B" company when they passed through "A"
company lines,_and to learn all tactical 1nformatioﬁ from
"B" company commsnder. He must brepare to move now.
‘ "Any questions?"

"No questidns."‘

He would die. He must die. He moved away from
the mouth-piece, throwing it down into the signaller's
lap. The hidden oracle could not possibly last another
hour. It had been awake too long. The surrender would
have to come soon. He wezs not more than human, He could
not depend on this divine help for much longer. He was
tired and numb, he was no use for baittle, and he knew now
that he must die, e had played away 11 hils chances.
He had got away with 2 repkieve, against hesvily loaded
dlce, too aany tlmes. He threw the mouti=piece into the
signaller's lap and told him calmly, rather ironically,
as 1f thls was a joke they had once shsred;

"Hlose the wireless down. We are moving up with

"B" company. Tell the others. Prepare to move now."




He went to the door of the kitchen, hls eyes
blind with the certainty that now he must die. The
future had suddenly ended. While he had been sitting
at the table an hour before, smoking and drinking wine,
he had dreamed the future, the future had been feedling
his flesh. But now the dark curtain fell, cutting the
future off. He was stifled. He could not get forward.
There was no movement inbd the open. He must run
somewhere. He must get out of its He could not go
to hig death so helplesslye. He should get back on the
wireless to 1infantry headomarters, and he éﬁuld explain
to his senior officer that the hidden oracle was faili'l.ngz‘m
that his divine powers were for the moment at an end,
that he must, but must, must, be excused this once, just
for two or three days, until he had rested and collected
himself and his hidden oracle was at work again and he
could see thiﬁgs clearly agaln and get himself into trim
for another battle. But he moved towards the door, blind
and hot, and he heard the Major call out behind him:
"Christ, are you off again?ﬁ »
There was a horrible, rolling sickness in StadAddils
stomach. He could already feel his body as a corpse. He
could already feel it lying in the open, and gradually
people deserting it, and night falling. He would give

anything for warmth, between himself and another human

beast, a toucnja glance; 1t need only be a mome ntary



thing. But he yearned for this simple touch befare
he must dile. He closed the door and saw the woman
standing before him. It was a small corridor full of
rubble, and behind her were the stairs and the great hole
in the wall which had been torn by an Enemy tank.

She was standing still, as if she had been walting
for him. The ruined corridor was empty save for her.
She stood with her strong denied body in the corner,
facling him, She was pale, with having been too long in
the cellar. They stared at each other. Their eyes
went deep into each other, losing themselves. WL
pMAASAIAIEL)  He swayed, his legs were weak under
him. He walked slowly towards the steps, and she drew
against the wall._ He came,level with her, and she stood
flat against the wall, open to him, her eyes still lost
in his. He almost clasped her. He almost fell towards
her. She seemed to utter a gasp. The ruined corridor
was vague, 1t secemed to move, the rubble under their feet
and the chipped wall. Her mouth was opene. They were
helpless, reeling in the corridor. It must be, before
he died. It must be, behind thelstairs, at the entrance
to the cellar, dark and hidden. It would be so quick
and full as to be one beast.

"Mr. Brandon!"

ﬁe turned vioiently,aaé slipped in the dust, ‘U“J

Wheee te So2
%g looked ups to the top of the ruined stalirs, (His most

faithful signaller/was/%neb€\ the dA man yzyégyéé



whom he had once bBtrayed so gladly zlong the path

B

mnarked, LINEN. The woman was now behind him, watching
him from behind. He stared up at the signaller, panting
gnd hollow. e went up to the sgizxth or seventh step.

"That do yourwant?" he zsked.

"Do you want your bed put dpwA up here, or will
you stay in the kitchen for tonight?"

"We are moving. - Prepare to move. Prepsre to

move now. Tell the othsers. Go back a2nd prepare to

He went to the top of the stairs, to hear the
moens and growls of the signallers, then rushed back towards
the great hole in the wall, helpless andAslipping. e
must, he must, before hé died, He pullec¢ himgelf round
the corner and looked, hoplng and hopling, preying in a
single second of time that it would be so, but nothing
was there now save the rubble and the chipped wall.

He ran tdwards fhe cellar door snd pushed it open, but
here also there was nothing in tﬁe deep well of shzdows.
He could kaaxr only hear the sound of whispering woices
far below.

e went from corner to corner searching, almost
calling out. But everything was as before., For the
last time he slipped down the loose rubble and pusiied open

the cellar door, but now he knew, more fatslly, thst it

SO



was at an end. There ﬁas the sound of ralsed volces
from the room where the Major sat.

e went out to meet ‘the commender of "B" Company
shattered and frall. There was now only a sb;rb, gripping
paln at the base of his stomach. Hig sex had dled, in
a ghastly, dumb surrender. He stood watehing the new
company come in single file through the gate of the field
towards the house. He stood with hig shouldersbowed,
not troubling to concezl hls pailn. The sky was full of
low, grey ce¢louds, and t;ere wes no avenue of escape for
him. S0 he beeame calmer, =z nel@less prisoher walking 1o

his sentence. If only he could have been granted thet

4

moment of blood. 30 many touches had been denied him in
all these months.

It did not matter which beast gave him warmth.
Any beast 4n all the world. Such refinements belong to
those whovhave a future, living in citises. But to one
who belonged to the earth, who might soon be elaimed hy
the deslring earth, this beast with the pale fade and the

open mouth, and her body in supplication, was any and all

beagte, the last in 2ll the world, his maker and receiver.



The tall signaller said to him, "I can't go
slong that path." In the early afternoon it hsd begun
to rein, and the-Guardsmen stood about in the white hollow
under the mountain bucklipg on their belts and ammunition
pouches. When they all moved forward in single file ghells
began to fall.

Brandon stood with his four signellers, then
joined the crouchling men along the narrow path, & long
file of sileat Guardsmen stretching as far into the rain-
‘mist a8 they could see. Two shells fell cloge by, lower
dbwn the slope, the Guardsmen drew back,dcrouching &and
hunched together, znd the tall signaller at Brazndon's gide
suddenly ran off the path to & tree nearby znd lay %here,
terrified.

Brandon went down to him and shodbk his shoulders.
The signaller® looked =t him and said, "I can't go along
thet path." e was pale, the skin of his face was loose,
and his terror was an astonishing disoovery to bim.

Brandon stood under the tree and pulled the man to
his feet brutally. e was frownlng, frightened by the
shellg falling closer and closer. Hle pulled the man up
and took him by the belt, drawing him nesrer. The signall~ .

1 5 5
er's head was bent forward. His body was without will,



and Brandon could pull it about as he wished. He
unbuttoned his revolver-case and took out his charged
revolver and ghowed it to him at the end of the white
lanyara, with his chin up, looking as though 1e desplsed
the man., He lald it in the palm of his hand and looked
iﬁto the signaller's eyes, showing hlm the revolver very
privately, his back turned against the other soldiers on
the path. He kept hold of him and murmured at last,
"You're going to follow me. Bo you understand that?"
» The Guardsmen went on in single_filé along the
.path and crouched down whenever the shells fell NEETRER .
Brandon was terrified and he calmly looked hisg sighaller
in the eye, his chin up, and told him to come away from the
tree. The hiddenloracle was failing to spezk to him,
giving him no signs, and.he wanted to delay jolning the
sllent Guardsmen 1n thelr slow walk towards the peak called
Ceragole for as long &g possiblé. He wanted the signallér
to refuse, he wanted to stay under the tree, pale and
trembling, because he himgelf waé uselesgs without the
slgnaller: 1t gave him an excuse to stay behind. He
could point to this man znd say, "He is my wireless signzller,
I am no use without hilm. His cowsrdice held me up o

Wiaen tne.shelling stopped ,the man moved eWa& from
the tree and they went up on td the path again, As. they
walked 1n single £ile among the Guardsmen the signaller

marvelled at Brandon's calumness. He kept turning round

.



Oh...



on the Enemy, the spirit.had gone out of them and the
dusk was growing all round the ploughed fleld where the
Germans would put in thelr attack. There were forty
or more men in this room, lying on their bécks and
huddled together in silence.

During tﬁe afternoon there had been a ;ﬁyﬁk
sudden shout from the cow-shed, the windows of which gave
out over Enemy territory. Brandon fan.to the machine=-
gunner's gide and looked through the windbw. At the
edge of the fileld before them he saw a terrifying
spectacle. It was the reallsatlion of nameless fears.

The other men were looking at him helplessly, as if only
ke would khow how to rescue them, For at the edge of the
ploughed field there was a Germen tank, not more thaé a
hundred yards away, and slowly its gun-turret was turning,
1In the direction of this house. It was too late to order
gun-firel They were without tremches. If they ran out
of the house they would be machine-gunned. And the cannon
of this tank could pierce two thick walls. The slow
turning of the gun-tunret was thelr sentence of death,
and they all watched it in breathless sllence, Xtk® wide-
eyed like children.

| To thelr left there was another farm-house, also
occupled by English troops. It was close by. Only a
small valley with bushes divided them.,

The tank wag now quite still. Just to the right



of it, at the end-of the field among the furrows, Braﬁdon
saw a section of German infasntry.. They threw themselves
down. One of them was cérrying o boazooka, which algo
fired wall-plercing shells. |

The guﬁ—turret continued to tura slowly, then
stopped. Its muzzle was trained onto the otner farm-
house. They wailted, to make sure. It did not move.

It remained fixed on the house to their left, undergolng
final adjustments for range.

Brandon asked quietly, "Can you see the Germans?"
and the machlne-gunner nodded. One of the infantry-
officers said, "I don't think we ought to fire. They
jon't know we're here. Why should we glve the geme away?"
de end Brandon discussed this, then agreed to keep the
machine-guns silent, though it would have been ezsgy to
kill every German in the field. They were lying in the
furrows quite conspicuously, making signs to each other,
wal ting for the tznk to send out its first deadly sting.
| It fired once, then there was a pause. It
sent forth a great puff of white smoke, while the long
barrel recoiled. It fired agzin, Both shells hit the
farm-house, smashing the front wall and brinéing down &
great yellow shower»of rubble. The Germans 1n the field
ran forward, leaping over the furrows. Then, quite
guddenly, the back door of the farm-house burst open and

the Englishmen there cesme running out, towards the cover



of the trees and bushes further uphill. Some of thnem
were hatless. There were some covered with the yellow
dust from the debris. Everything was left behind them:
their srmoured carrier in the back yerd, the maps, and the
wireless-equipment. A1l this could be clearly seen from
"where Brandon stood in the cow-shed.

The Germans ran to within a few yards of the house.
Gradually, man by man, the one giving coverlng fire to the
other, they surrounded it and found it empty. - The attack
was swift and expert. One or ﬁwo of them began exeaminlng
the armoured carrier ig the back yard, tu ningover all 1ts
equipment with rapt curiosity.v They seemed to have forgotten
this other farm—gouse, so close and silent.

Brandon and the otners kept thHeir eyes on the tank.
They wealted for 1its gun-~turret td twn a few lnches further,
onto themselves. Prom this farm-house, bullt on a hillock,
there was no gvenue of egcape to the rear. One of the men
murnured, "Now it's our turn." But to their astonishment
the gun~-turret began to move élowly in the other direction.
Then the tank's grest motor started up and it began to move
slowly along the path again, away from the fileld, and finally
was out of sight.

No one had any explanation for this. It seemed so
gasy for the Germans to capture hoth farm-houses. They

- would come again, after duske This was the terrible

possibility which ocecurred to every man. S0, as the dusk



grew, every man walted, cowed down for the final blow.
There was no worse monster to the infantfyman tban'the
Enemy tank, with its hugé grindlng tracks and relentless
gun.

Evryone spoke in.a low volce, lest the Germans in
the other house should hear them. When the farmer went
out to dfaw water a machlne-gun ilanstantly spoke from the
other side, and he lostsome flesh off & finger. Then the
blue tracer bullets came gpraylng all over the side-wall,
shattering the windows. S0 they would come after dusk.
Again it was sllent.

The men were quilet and still, sunk in a fathomless
gloom, their eyes dull., .The captain in charge of them
nad capitualgﬁﬂ to hisg terror. He no longer knew what ne

wss dolng. Hls orders were absurd, and he delivered them

{

ln a trembling voice which hid nothing from the othere.

de hed long since ceased to be obpyed., IHe sat with a
swollen, wan face under the.chimney, his eyes moving szbout,
while the serbeant-major, hitherto legendsry for his courage,
lay straight out under the stairs, everything in him sunk
down to a doomed torpore. Brandon stepped overvhis body

ahd sald something to him. The sergeant-major hardly

Opened his eyes to reply. Brandon felt a quick flame of
anger, but he prevented himgelf from making a scene: he

wished to bide his time.

As the dusk geww_;hﬁig;zﬁkngﬁﬁ the sound of tanks,

grating and Whining, came wadrdly from the German lines, so
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loud and ominous. A machine-gunner was crouching down
underneath the window, holding communion with hig fear,
while the muzzle of his gun polinted uselessly to the sky.
.70 Xn the barn a wounded man lay grieving, and people tried
to quiet his persistent moans, lest the Enemy should hear.
Men sat with thelr hezds bowed, or lay on the stone floor,.
or watched with quiet, unimpassioned curiosity the face of
thelr captain in the hour of his capituﬂ%tion. They watched
the haunted shifting of hils eyes as they mighﬁ wateh an
experiment, with their sympsthy disengeged, and their hatred
glso.

It was now that Brandon decided to become an actor,
le choge for his role the hero. For in this room heroism
had become an eccentricity. |

Hls cue wae glven to him quite unexpectedly. It

came from one of his own men, who entered the room from the

1

barn,-where he had been nursling his fear all afternoon.

de came murmuring to Brandon in the dusk, trying to hide his

voice from the others. It was as 1f he were deliberafely

cooperating with Srandon's wish., Brandon was sltting on

a great black sofa next to the wireless-set, waitiﬁg to

speak to his heedquarters, and the man knelt down at his

slde, gripping his leg. He was trying to hold back his

tears,'and Srandon hesrd him say: |
"Please let meé go back. It's no use, I can't

go on."

The man sald this in quite a matter-of-fact way,



as if he were asking Brandon to be sensible. At first
Brandon did not understand, because 1t happenéd s0 guddenly.
He xept asking, "What? What?". Then he saw how the man

| was kneeling, half-cringing atthe sdge of the sofa, speaking
with his head bowed, as the tanks grated and whined outside
and the wounded man in the barn made a cry. - The other men
in the room were sll aware of what was golng on. They were
waiting for Brandon's verdict, to dlscover how far 1t was
permisgible to capitulate. Brandon saw his opportunity.

He spokelto the man loudly, no longer caring for the cautious
silence everyone wes preserving.

His feelings were quité cold, but he answered the
man warmly, in the manner of oné wnho feels an unbearable
contempt. He shouted, "Look at you grovelling and snivelling
on the floor! You're less than & worm. Do you dare to
talk to me in that condition? You're disgusting to me.

I don't want you near me. Iou're not human any more,
you're something LOWsao" He spoke in a terrible castig-
ating tone, like the most fearfwl of fathers, he shouted

in the silence of the room, with all the other capitulzters
listening, and undergoing the same rebuke. As he turned
back to the wireless his other men dpok the signaller by

the shoulders and drew him away, whispering to him. For
now everybody knew that 1t was not permissible. His last
words to the man were: "Come back when you're human again,"

The recovery was quick. When 1t was almost dark



~the man came back to him and sald 1in & very clezr voics,
"Ity gorry, sir. I'M all right now." And Brandon looked
up at him grudgingly and replied; wAwvwwAMWMAM "Very |
well. You may go back to your post." '

Then Brsnd on jumped up and walked among the infs ntry-
meﬁ. He began pointing at them and rddiculing them,
laughing at the way they were all lying down. He mimicked
thelr terrified faces. He made little prencing steps acrbss
the room bDetween their bodieé. He did a mock trembling.

A1l his body shook, and they turned away because he made them
ashamed, they had ceased to be men. Then he began to behave
more serilously.

He told them, "I can save you. I can save this
position. I can do it»by bringing dozens of shells down so
nesr this house thst you will all be in danger. - So@u of you
may even be killed by my shells. But it is your only chance.
Do you agree to that? I must have every man's agreement
before I will do 1t. Are you willing to take the risk?

You are good men, you are worth saving, for God'é sake don't
give up yet. I know I can save this position."  He walked
among them an;Z:Eucked one of them under the chin. They -
ﬁere_suddenly children before him, men of forty looked bzck
at him like embarrassed sons, and he stirred them to go back
to thelr posts at the windows and to fight agsin. He was
utterly taken aback at the thought of his power over them.

He had acted hilg speech and his antics with no effort what-



-goever., He hed used his words to0 master even his own
terror, and he was humbly grateful for the spirit the

ds

had entered him,

-

fdey became heroes under hls eyes and the
answered him, "Yes", agreelng to Dbe bomberded; he had
glven them thegcnaﬁce to make en heroic decision, he had
renewed thelr charscters for them. As for his plan, he

would have followed hie plan 1in &ny ¢

y case.
They believed that only he dié not feel terror.

But he had become a hero for one regson alone: that e
wished to cowme outof this battle zlive.
He looked about the room and saw that they were all

"

golved snd calm. But he himself did not belleve 1n his

(O]

success. He knew that the bazookas would blow holes 1n

the walls, thst the Germans ouw side, lying among thne furrows,
would Dbrave hig shells and throw grenades in at the windows
and surround the house and take them prigsoner or shoot them
in the dark, He was terrified as the night fell and the
gillence outside in the plougned field pointed forward to

the attack, it wae always the same sllence before an attack;
but he knew that the men at the windows would fight.

He gave hls orders quickly over the wireless, and
the volce in the earphones asked him whether he would take
responsibility for such a close target. He sald, "Yes,

I wili take responsibility for the closeness of thié
'target," %nnouncing 1t not only to the rubber mouth=-piece

pExdie



gdlo but to the 1nfantrymen in the room, as they
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elected themecelves heroces 1n the dusky silence. There
would be hundreds upon hundreds of shells falling, and

" Brandon hoped that they would catch the Enemy 1in the

furrows. He walted for the guns of the Division to report
Ready, then he gave the order, Fire; 1t was almost night-

The men stood zbout the dark room, znd the centries
at the windows walted. They passed the word to each other,

gpesking in whigpers, The shells zre comlng over now,then

ligtened |1n silence.

There was a first whipper, then snother whisper,
2 1i5bt singing in the sky, then suddenly the flrst shel
dived Jown and crashed close to the house, The second
shell fell, and then they flew over in choirs, the noise
immense now, the house shaking, the men all chouting at
h other, anilp’t ¢k pungent shell-smoke drifting through
the windows znd the opéﬁ parn-door. The sentries were lVing
low to avold the splinters which came whirring in,

Brxandr®r A shall exploded near the mouth of the

",

[©)

arn, then snother lnside the door, and the wounded man lying

-

out there with the dead Germans for company eried out again
to Ge lakex hoter wh the Voupe,

and aqaiqA but there was so much noise and so much moving

about that his was only the faintest of crieg, buried in

thunder. .

Brand on was

as still sitting on the black sofa,
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A machine-gunner at one of the windows suddenly

.ghouted:

"They're outsidel™

Eranﬁén heard anéﬁuer man shouts:

"Fife, you silly bastardl"

At once the mschine*guns-éounded out, filling the
room with a deafening metal clatter as they sprayed the
black fleld from side to side. In answer to them, only

.a second or two later, came 2 long jet of blue tracer bullets
from the Enemy house, lighting up the room.

Someone called out for the artillery officer, and
Brandon jumped up, feeling his way across the floor.

"Tho wante me?" he shouted.

A men caughnt hold of hin in the derkness and told
him that @ Geruan had just looked in at the window, had
stared right down the muzzle of one of the machine-guns.
There was at least a section of Gerumen infantry just out-
alde. |

The ghell-fire was belnning to abate. The moment
Brandon realised this he rushed back‘“%tﬁs wireless, pushing

over the men who stood in his way, =nd felt for the black
sofa, then snatched the mouth-piece of the radio away from

hig eignaller's lap and shouted into it: MRepest. Repeat .

The machine-gung paused, there was slmost silence

4

for a gpace, then graduslly the sky began to fill again with



the whirring of hand-fulls of shells, and agaln the
explosions echoed zcross the field:; one, two, three

fell together, then a pause, then & rain of dozens upon

-~

dozens. Splinters were hitting the ceillng and dropplng
to the stone floor, as the machine-guns began to fight

out another long clattering battle.
At last, during one of the pauses, they heard

the muffled cry from the field outside, culte close to the

! '
"Keamared! Kamarad "

A gentry called out:
"They've got their hands up."
Somebody else shouted back: "Keep them covered.

Make them stay there', as Brandon took up the mouth-piece

-

of the radlio again, Nith a feellng of most blessed ease
he spoke to the srtillery lines: "Stop firing. Stop.

When the field was sllent agaln, the last spasmodie
shelle finisied, one of the English sentries called to the
3

men outside: "Kummen zee herel!" Eilght Germans got up out

of the furrows, oroaably the fiﬁst section of an attacklng
company, and walked round the house to the door of the barn.
They came 1lnto the room 1ln single file, still murmuring,

-

Kamarad, Kamarad," while the wounded man in the barn

seemed to weep now Bather thsn moan, in an aftermath of






Brzndon walked up the narrow staircase into the
lending library near his hotel in Vienna, and sat down by
one of the shelves. He lezned forward and put out his hand

sbsently, teking down a book without looking at its title.
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He opened it near the middle and begen reading
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report written by one of the prisoners

.

at the concentration camp in Dschau. e reed sbout the
cells which were so conflned that the prisoner could not

it down or even turn more than hls heszd. There were cells

O]

where one had to bark for one's food like z dog. Men were

m
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frozen glmost to the polat of dezth in experinents it
was found that tnéy wére most likely to survive 1f they were
laid down with naked women who had coltus with them. Jews
were segragated from Christians and the two parties set
facing each other; they were them ezch glven & shovel and
ordcred to strike the man opposlte him, and those who did
not strike herd enough would be hung.

He had picked the book out at random and sat over
1t for an hour, readlng very fast. He had wanted to put
1t back, he had promised himself every minute that he would

put it back. But he could not stop.

*Then he began to feel the customary abstract anger.



He remembered an SS men on a trein with whom he had
once talked. He flushed with shame instantly, he could
feel the sweat on his upper lip, because he had smiled

at the man and shaken hands with him. He regretted this,

but he no longer regretted wanting to spit at the fair-

haired boy along the white mountain path. In @ moment
. of angry spite, he felt thet every German should have been

wiped out.,

But his abstract anger wes a further REXREXXRZLER
instrument of fate by means of whieh these murders might
continue, fulfilling our destiny. That is to say, even
his compassion\wes a further instrument of murder becslige
1t wae abstract. To avenge Dachau he yearned to do away
with an entire ppople, and from such an abstract passion
Dachsu itself ceme. He looked up from his book suddenly,

. and a t,ho.ug‘ﬂt occurred to him: Hitler was the greatest
perpetrator of democracy in our epoch, for together with
*mass benefits he gave them mass graves.

Ne are always belng asked to lmagine something,
there 1s always some suffering 1in another part of the
world for which we could make atonement. There 1s always
a fashioneble abstraction for whiech we could lay éown our
lives. We yearn for privacy again, to go alone. Beware

of compassion, It fore-runs l1lnsentience.

In the summer of 1945 Brandon drove through [Udine



with his interpreter to the southern edge of the elity.
When they came to thé first Yugoslav sentry he étOpped
and asked the way to Headquarters. Then he drove on
through the strange, deserted béck streets, where there
were smell houses among trees, all of them ldentlical,
and yellow rubble in the gutters.

His interpreter wag a student from one of the SS
battallons. He wore spectacles and had clever, watchful

nd was most obsequious

Q

eyesa. He spoke English perfectly,
in his manner to Brandon. At once he divined & kind of
credulity in Brandon, and perhsps thought to advence hiuaself
by means of 1it. He took long strides-at Erandon's gide,

and almost took his arm, though the War had not been over more
than a week.

They went into one'of tﬁe small houses; and the
Yugoslav_dffioer there showed his anger the moment he saw
that Brandon had brought an S5 man with him. He did not
invite him to git down; this task fell to the interpreter,
‘who politely pulled out one of the wooden seats for him.

The offlcer was short and plump, very quiek, with small,
grey, shining eyes. He moved his legs about restlessly
as the lnterpreter put his first question.

"Ask him," Brandoﬁ said, "whether he will deliver
back to‘ué the bettalion of Germans prisoners which his
troops diverted from the mein rosad yesterday. His troops

Dave taken prisoners which belong to us."

~



The Yugoslav could not bear having thls German
in the room on egual terme with himself, especlally zn ss
mane. He cnappred out hleg reply, stear ing at Brandon rudely,
and told the lnterpreter that he hasd no intention of giving
Wp any prisoners, and that his country had every right to
take them, since they also had fought zgalnst the German
armies. His lips were thin, almost 1lnvisible, and his
fury made him white 1in the face.

The interpreter turned bsck to Brandon and said:

"The officer 1s rude in his reply. These are
uncivilised people, sir."

But Brandon wzs no longér interested, desplte the
-orders he had received frou his headquarters. He realised
hig own 1ldlocy in bringing an SS men to this post and expect-
ing 1t to be taken ss anything other thzn z most studied
inéult. He did not.care ahout the prisoners, and he could
see thet the Yugoslav officer would in any case never gilve
ln.

Braudon had fought the szme War as this Yugoslav
officer, but he wes only a scholar of war. He only did =
Job of murder thoroughly, and zfterwards his thoughts were
free. He had only lost ‘his temper once, when the feir-
halired boy had passsed him on the white mounta in-path, but
later he looked on this =s unscholarly conduct, and shameful.

He stared at the Yugoslawv, then at the SS man, and he realised



that between them there was a finé of bloodaquarfel to
which he was only a calm spectator,.

The Yugoslav was dellberately fingering his
revolver-holster, maeking & show of it, as he eéked the
interpreter with great garcasm whether or not Hitler had
won the War, Then he walked stralght across to the door,
trembling wibh fury, and walted to show them out.

Brandon got up slowly and gesve him a -friendly
smile as he passed him, Smlles were ezsy, because he did
not care.

On the way back across Udlme, while he dro¥vre fagst
and recklessly, the German told hiﬁ:_ "I am ashamed that
you shﬁuﬂd be treated like this by such people, sir. We
understand each other. We have been university students.
They do not understand polite requests." Brandon was

effable,

}cwsh...



as to a fellow-undergraduate.

The barracks were four sombre'buildings round a
huge, dusty quadrangle. SS battalions arrived from
Austria continuously, during both day and night. The

. vcapitulating'troops drove oquickly, hoping to get to a
British camp before Russlans or Yugoslavs waylald them.
Uswally the officers arrived at the head of the coluans
in open ﬂercedes-Benz cars, and often they were dressed
in black shining macintoshes.

The nights werse full_of rumour . Thousands of'
Germans asked each other questions in the long, dark,
stone corridors. They were to be sent to Canada. They
were to be released quickly. They were to be lmprisoned
on an islsnd for twelve years. The worst of them were to
be shot, They came into the camp like conspirators.
Only the boys of the Hitler Youth were frightened, with
wide eyes, watching the English soldiers cautiously, W44
A

Brandon's room hed tall windows and bare, cold

A such ag
walls. Yet he achileved here a murderer's happiness wiiaM

"

whesre Ca Cod wurfaed 56 Casd

he had known only in Greece, whem he ﬂmlbbb@ﬁé4ﬁ§§zfizaﬂne .
SIS, . A

MWWV INEVINAL AMweWanae For here ip the camp- by

sunmer there were long, woAderful, hot, sleepless nights,
with the flashlng of lights against his window, and the

barking of @ wild, leashed-up blood-hound, and a constant
murmuring from outside, and the starting of motors. His

task wes to search the officers as they came ln, and he



was constantly called out of hls bed. There were endless
messages for him to come lnmediately, on account of a
guarrel over food, or a suislde from one of the barrack
windows, or the arrival of fresh booty. ~ He would sit

in his room with other officers turning over the watches
and cameras and potrable radio-sets, in 2 summer-glut of
victory.

An open car came through the gates after midnight,
and a thick-get officer with dangerous, truculent eyes
stpped down as Brandon approached. In the back of the
car were WOMGHR .

"What about the women?" Brandon asked.

Lights were shining onto the courtyard from a
great shed behind them, where two ranks of prisoners were
being searched.

"That ebout them?" the thick-set officer asked.

"Are they to stay with you?"

The Cerman smiled, mocking Brandon: "What use 
are women now?  Shall we need them where we are golng?"

e turned to the other officers and laughed, -
translating for them what he had just said.

%Jﬁgihew%irﬁ'_it% é]f‘afl&tﬁijk}ed weeping,
abandoned no%A She was an Hunggrian, with black hair
and a pale,‘child's face. A young ébldier who was with
her smiled when he saw her tears. . Brandon left the

officers and went up to him.-®

"Who is she?" he ssked.



"Who is she?"  The boy tugged at her skirt and
giggled. "She is a whore."

Brandon decided to take her away o He led her
into the gusrdroom and opened the door of one of the
private rooms. He shé%d her & mattress on the floor
and indlicated that she should sleep there. He looked
back at his own soldiers and told them sternly that
no one was to go itno this room during the nig&ig He

closed the door, fascinated by the presence of/womane

At dawn one morning he met the colonel of one
of the 585 battalions in the quadrangle. He‘was & tall,
elderly, handsome mand, with white hair. He bowed with
great elegance when Brandon zsked him aboﬁt the troops
under his command. Brandon suddenly looked into his
cyes, and they were blue, still and frightening; They
remalilned absolutely still; and shyness had never viglted
them.

The sun had just come up, znd it was a clezr,

biting, yellowfdawn.

"May I invite you to breakfast in my quarters?"
the colonél asked him, with an impeccable pronunication;

Brandon was young and helpless under this light-
blue gaze, and he nodded with s smile., Together they
went into one of the dark corridors, past the saltt ing

prisoqers, to a small room which had been fitted with

old boxes znd chairs to nake an imitation drawing-room,



The colonel showed him to a chailr with solemn, aristocratic
grace. His back wes very straight, and he moved his
neck stiffly when he turned his head. They waited while
his servant, treading softly on the stone floor, brought
them coffee and biscults. |
"I nave an English wife," the colonel szid. He
spoke zbout his vieits to England before the War, and told
Brandon how unwilling the éermans nad been to fight the
English. | "Thé Germans and the English should have come
together against Russila. We are similar peoples."
Brandon consulted his conscience: why did I

fight the Germans? Because of the concentration camps.

He never chose ény reason but this, when he shught a reason.
He mentioned the concentration camps to the colonel.
"Ah, there were mistakes," the colonel replied.
"I am a soldier of the old type. Hitler made many mistakes.
He should not have gone to war with Englend."
He eyed Brandon calmly. Brandon séught for
words, but the task of wurder was done, there was no longer
any formula, and he knew nothing about right or wrong.
He had chogsen for himself alone. Should he spezk, in
the brisk air of this lovely dawn, sipping coffee in a
quiet room, of a crucifixion, of a signing of qﬂé bonds,
of a truant time? It took him five years after this
. very dawh,to learn how to answer such a man, and how to

suck

answer Waame calm eyes with calm eyes. He left the
A g



colonel after the second cup of coffee, and no doubt the
colonel believed that h%had just entertalned a young man
‘of few words.

On a calm, very black nlght a soldler ran into
the guardroom and told him to come. Brandon walked
swiftly into the dark, stone corridor and up the atairs,
until he heard a wounan screaming. He pushed open the
door and saw before him a long hall with pillars. Just
to the left of the door were a German offlicer and a
middle-aged womah, gitting quietly over a table; with an
oil-lamp between them. The screaming had cecased, and
there wes only gentle gobblng now, in the darkness far
beyond the table.

"What is the matter with her?" Brandon asked




them.

The S8 officer shrugged, and Brandon turned to
the middle-aged woman: "Are you German?" She nodded and
t0ld him that the other %oman was frighténed.

"Why frightened?"

ﬁe was suspicioué. He glanced zbout the great
empty hall and stood still, listening for the voices of
other men who might be theref

"She is Italian," the woman at the table told
him. "She is very exzcitable, and she has been calling
out for her husband."

Brandon walked towards the darknmess and spoke
to the woman in Italian. She was lying on a camp-bed.
He told her to get up and bring her blanketé. He
went back to the table and looked gsternyl from the officer
to the German woman while he waited. e was aware of
beihg mocked, but of this he could not be sure.

"I believe some one has been trying to intersere
with her," he said. But the officer at the table shook
his head, pouting with too much solemnitye. Then ﬁne
Italian woman came out of the darkness towards the table,
shakling and sobbing, her hair falling in shinghg, wet
strands about her cheeks. She whimpered that she was
all alone, that she was not one of the enemy, that she
was Itallian and therefore free, that she was frightened

by so mény goldiers.

"My husband is a doctor," she told him.

-



"Where is he?"

"In the south, I believe."

"Then why are you here?" 7

"I was in Austria.” h

Brandon looked int& her eyes and at her wet,
rather sallow fsce, and he thought: An officer's whore.
But this may not have been the case. It may héve been
that her husband was aAmilitary docbor attached to one
of the S8 battalions, and that he had managed to escape
during the first days of the capitudation.

The German couple watched them go out of the
door in'siience. "They simply leaned on the table,
wa tching them; and 1t seemed to Brandon that there was
a slight smile on the officer's face.

He took her to the guardroom and showed her the
closet whiéh had been oceupied the week before by the
Hungarian girl. He turned back to hls own soldiers,
unable to smile, and told'them that thevaere not to touch
her, that they were not to go near the room. He was
aware of conspiracies in the dark places of this prison-
camp, of murder in the promiscuous silence. Hig eyes
accused his soldlers: raplsts. But only he stood wrapt
in doubt. They were simply sentries on night-duty at a
prison~camp, and that was how they returned his accusing gaze

He left the guardroom heavy with suspicion. The
War had fallen apart. He was meaningless. There must

be logs to float by. Everything was lost. In this



camp he realised his freedom. He was under no further
obligation. Evervthing was .before him tq choose freely.
Have you honour? But nothing 1s encumbent upon you.

Do you talk of duty, honour, obligation? Do you dress
yourselves with these elegant fanciles fme the past?
Nurse your honour, if you will. BU£MEELKQ&A&£¥£‘

He went stumbling from the guardroom with the
éuiet eyes of his men upon him, and he knew now that he
was alone. It came like the word of God. The War
was over. I am virtuous, if I will 1t. I am clean, if
I will it. So much confusion thrust upon him a will.

All around the search-shed the ground was
covered with bank-notes. A small guadrangle was
covered from end to end with them, in some places a
foot deep. There were millions upon millions of Mark
notes, and sometimes a wind caught them and whirled them
up. One kicked one's way through them as through profuse
autumn leaves. The first‘news was that these German
notes were RBNX valuéless, and all prisoners were stripped
pf them. There were packs of new notes which amounted
to fortunes, still in their rubber bands. |

Late one morning Brandon passed thils quaBrangle
and saw a German soldier bending down and turning the notes
over, alone, dreaming the fortunes he might have had.
Brandon shouted at him furiously. But the soldier only
turned and growled something back at him. He could not

leave these notes, and he continued to bend down, with



an extraordinary determined look. .Brandon ran up to
him and brought his stick down over his shouldefs, and
only then did the man begin tO move away. Brandon was
exhausted and sick. Every gesture he made was empty
of meaninge. He was not fit to be a creature of peace.
He would stand before the SS officers in the
gaard-room and agaln and again, a8 each new battalion
came in, he would turn to the interpreter at his side
and say: '"Tell them I am about to address them asg
gentlemen. We do not wish to search them personally,
but they are bound by thelr honour to glve up their
binoculars, their fire-arms, thelr ammunition, thelr
maps, thelr compasses, and any military documents they
may have. Any ommission will be discovered sooner or
later." They would look at him with agreeing smiles.
Soem of them were tall, flushed, healthy, blonde young
men, like keen animals., Brandon spoke his speech with
a fathomless apathy, knowing that they recognised in him
a fellow-Aryan. He listened to his own word ‘'honour’
as 1f he were a foreigner to it, mocking himself glzdly.
One or two of the officers came into the camp
bleeding and bandaged. They complained to him like
outraged gentlemen that they had been stoned by members
of the Jewlish Brigade on the way down from Austria, and
feared for their fellow-officers. They claimed that

this was 1llegal conduct. Brandon gazed at their

wounds with sympathy, than changed, withdrawing his



sympathy by an intellectual decision. Standing in front
of them, he underwent a kind of hot giddiness. He
turned to the lnterpreter and sald: "Tell them I hope

it won't happen again, but that they are lucky not to

be massacred for what they have meted out gxgxi to the
Jews." But thése were only the words of a scholar, and
he turned his back, disgusted that he should be robbed

of his freedom.

He called aside one of the younger.officers,

and took him to the table, out of earshot to.the rest.

He looked zbout him to gee whether his own soldiers

were listening. The German had blue eyes, and he looked
into Brandon's face closely, with an intimacy which wes
almost sexual.

"You have a good camera there," Brandon told him.
It was haﬁging round the German's neck in e leather case.
"I am golng to be honest with yous I could take that
éamera from you by force, and it would be coanfiscated like
all the others. But first I do not like to take things
by force, and secondly I would like to have thst camers
myself. Theréfore I am going to ssk you to make me a
gift of it. If you refuse, I shall see that it remains
in your possession,"”

The officef smiled. The look he gave Brandon
was full of encouragement. Slowly he lifted the camera-
strap over his head and then, making of it a little
ceremony of blessing, hung it round Brandon's neck.,

"This is because I like your mannef," he szid.



"Have you given up everything else?"

' the German replied, then walked

"Of course,'
back to where the otﬁers stood.

Yes, honour appealed to Brandon. The word
itself had an infallible music for him. He wished
always to be honourable. For himself, alone. There

could be no other honour. . Honour of your country, of

your church, of your family, of your class, = these are

for the weak.
Even God 18 for oné man alone. We are all in-a great
golitude.

The following day, standing near the table where
all the surrendered artiélas were lalid, he heard some
one click his heels behind him. He turned and saw a
private of one of the SS battalions standing to attention, .
hatlegsse. He had @& thick map-case under his arm. Brandon
raised hls eyebrows at him truculently, and the soldier
told him in broken English that he was the officer's
cervant.

"Which officer?"

The soldier mentioned the word 'camera', and
Brandon realised at once. He watched the soldier open

the map-case and take out a pile of intelligence-maps

- for Italy and Austria.

"He forgets these."

Brandon looked into the boy's eyes, pouting:

"Borgets them?"



Then he smiled and said, "Thank you." He laid
the maps down with the others.. Pérhaps it Wés true:
that the officer had fbund-these maps by accident, in
a trunk which had not been Opehed in the hurpy of the
first search. Brandon was restless with suspicions.

Only in battle, unshaven, hig boots muddy and
his clothes soiled, did he‘find in himsgelf a soldier.
Only then was he at ease. Only then were hig orders
direct, like a sudden irresistible prohphesy. For oqu
then was the braln laid asleep.

During one of the hot afternoons a crowd
-gathered round two women ln a corner of the huge
quadrangle., These women were Russian, and had been
screaming hysterically. Brandon stood watching them
from & distance, at the back of the crowd. He 1ooked~
about him and then recognised one of the German women
" gtanding close Dby. He called her over. Sne was the
middle-aged woman who had been sitting over a table with
the S5 officer, when he had come to fetch the Italian.
There was a lechery in her syes which appealed to him.
She geemed calm, and ocuite unafrzid of him. |

"What i1s the matter with these women?" he
ssked. He suspected her of doing quietvmischéef in
this area of the prisqn—camp, for no reason that he
knew. She told him that the women had been told they
would be sent back to Russia. They had come away

from Russla with German troops, and they were terrified



because they were traltors and might be shot. Brandon
looked at the women as she spoke, at her hard and lined
skin, and cracked lips. He listened to ner words
suspiciously, for this was the second time he had found
her cloge to hysterical women. The camp was strange,‘
There was dust everywhere. They were standing in the
hot sunlight. Troops were jumpling out of the lorries
behind them, in hundreds. There were cries of anger,
orders and whistling. The Russian women were looking
about them, still in tears, talking very quilckly to any
one, though not a person there understood ﬁhem. Brandon
saw mockery and concpiracy in everything.

. "What was your work?" he asked her.

She replied to him ciearly and slowly, staring
into his eyes and yet beyond them. Brandon caught most
of the Germen words and understood her to say that she had
been a secretary of the Gestapo. But he was not sure
about this. He thought of her as & cruel person and
liked to look into her face, though she was not handsome.
She leaned against the wall with her hands in the pockets
of her jacket, very much at ease. It was he who prolonged
the conversation, while she was calm and negligent, lookig
about her. Suddenly she would break off and shout some-
thing to oue ofvthe passing soldiers ok officers. It was
as 1if Brandon was a visltor among them, a polite visitor
on sufferance. He felt his good manners to be rdiculous
here.

Brandon never saw her after this, ‘She must hawe



left the camp the following dey. Rarely d1ld the prisoners
stay more than two days. Sometimes people seemed to dis-
appear, swallowed up in the out-golng doquys. e had

told both the Hungarian girl and the Itslian woman not to
leave the camp, but both of them had gone by dawn the
"following day. Brandon would have taken them away to the
civilian camp on thecother cide of the citqéad Perhaps they
. )(could not bear to leave the soldiers. He/jumped up culickly
one morning, soon after five o'clock, nappy to be taking the
Hungerian girl to the otnericamp, but when he pushed open the
door in the gaurd-room he found only the mattress and folded
blankets. He turned to his own soldiers to ask them where
she had gone, but they were the new day-guard and so would
know nothing. He searched the women's quarters, but they
were empty. Perhaps she had walked 1nto the clity during the
night, and become Italian.

One day he drove to a civilian camp on the north
gide of tbe_city where there were people of every#ace, both
middle-class people and pessants. In one of the rooms
there were great'piles of clothing which had been sent from
England and Ammkmiat America. An 1ldea had occurred to him.
He decided to glve some of the clothing to the Russian
children in his own camp; these children had arrived in
the barggge.trains of the SS battalions. Brandon drove them
to the &%&&ﬁ%amp and chose several pairs of shoes for them.

He did this in order to see the look of gratitude in the eyesv

of the mothers.



T

The children stared at him in terror‘as he
went through the antlcs of compassion. They stood close
together, never daring to open thelr mouths, watching
Brandon's smiled as if they were a performance. Thelr
faces made no reply; they were wrapt in contemplation;
They knew the truth,

Children go quickly to the truth because they
are without possessions. They discard eVerything in
the fullness of time. The girls standing before him
were in rags, and they were pale. They were desiﬁgute.
But yet they were bereft of nothing. A

He went into one of the offices to consuit the
Canadian in charge of the cloﬁhing. This man was short,
plump and jovial. He greeted Brandon as 1if he were an
0old friend, and his ideal was clearly to be a personality.
Brandon asked him whether some of the clothing could not
be sent'to the prison-camp, since there were so many
women and chlldren arriving in the baggage-trains.

"Take just what you like," the Canadian said,
and Brandbn agreed to send.a lorry-the.following aay.

The Canadian advised him to take something for himself.
He told him that some of the clothing was too good for

displaced people, and that he had already sent his own

‘wife a beautiful pair of shoes and a handbag. Brandon

at once became furious, but said nothing. The plan
formed itself 1n his mind of betraying this jovial
fellow.



He drove back to the prison-camp very fagt, so
that the children behind him gasped. The next day they
had disappeared from the camp, and Bréndon forgot about the
clothlng. Instead, he went to @ shop in Udine and bought
some film, én@ began to interest himself 1in photography.

He would sit on his bed in the camp opening &nd shutting
his camera, and touchlng its tiny silver leversg,

He remembered the drive leadlng up to.a house
witih broken steps which stood dead gnd still amid long
g§rass. It had been 2 kind of lovely home-coming after
the terrible deseftion of the arterial road where all the
nouses had stood empty and sllent, and where they had laln
in a ditech under a hezvy bombardment.

The house wze behind trees, stately and tall.

It received then gr&cefully, like an anelent house. -~ It
was mubtlilated but it put out an 0ld gentlemzn's hand to

the brown-faced murderers. The mosgeie floor was cracked,

(65}
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there were chipped urns on either side of the stone steps,

there wag a torn garden and hanglng shutters,

He went up to one of the top attic rooms and looked

carefully out of the small window, keeping to the shadows.
There was & white cottage only sbout ene hunired yards
forward where the Enemy were stilll thought t0 bes It was

at the end of wonderful soft green parkland.
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Downetairs he saw the Major with a young soldiler,
a ‘boy of nineteen or so. They were standing by one of the

shuttered windows. Brandon remained in the doorway and

he saw t.at the boy was weeplng. His head wag bowed and
he was crying to the llajor that he could not. go up in this

s

The Major told him that it was a slmple attack.
He laughed and =zsked him what he was afraild of, The

said, "I sm not used to it, sir,"

The Major put his sarm round his neck, chucked him
under the chin, hugged him close and said, "Come on, son,

n

come One But the child wept in the Major's arms, and
replied thcu he would be killed, he knew he would. He
looked up and asked quietly: "Can I stay behlnd wit

Company Headque

L

ters until I feel better?" But the la jor
shook his head. Suppose all my hoys agked 10 stay behind
with Headquarters, he sald, who would there be to do the
fighting for me? Look at the corporal there, - 1s he
&fraid?

The chlld reluctantly glanced sideways at the
corporal through his tears. The corporsl was all the time
standing close by him, a Londoner, holding hinmself stiffly
:é he wateched the child with calm eyes, seemlng to congrat=

_ulete himselfs
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