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They were sitting on a bench at Crewe station, waiting 

for t,he train going south, an old man and his wife. Their' 

daughter kept a continual look-out .• She was calmer than either 

01 them, middle-aged and rather red in tha face. When the olG 

man asked her a quest,ioo, whic·h he did very frequently, she only: 

nodded dreamily, soothing him. 

At last the e3press tr.ain came into the platform ana., 

after a word with one of the guards, she called out to her parents: 

"This is the train! Come on! II She took up their cases, whic'h 

were each of them strapped and labelled most neatly, and carried 

t·hem on to the train. 

But the old man stayed where he was. He always had a 

lit,tle smile on his face, and, stra.ngely, his eyes, which scarcely 

moved, seemed to be listening rather than looking. 

II Is it the right train?" 

He asked this question of the air, for his daughter had. 

gone to find his compartment, while his wife, a small woman dressed. 

in biack, sat meekly at his side looking the other way, unable to 

hear his words. Only when he bent, towards her and enunc.;iated his 

words very c.learly and slowly could she hear what he said, and then 

she would smile, just as if someone be.d given her an affec:tionate' 

touch. But her face had not the persistent" wondering smile of 

- ·her husband. He was brown and fairly agile for his,age, while 



she bad bec'ome rather helpless, with the years grad ually 

smot hering her. 

It was clear that he did not believe this to be the 

train. His sm1le seemed to say,' They are play 1.0& some kind of 
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joke, it is a fancy of. the y~ung., this cannot be t,he train. He 

required courage. He got up from the bench and himself went t.o 

speak with one of.. the guards. Yes, it was the train. He 
I succ'umbed now. His daug~ter, coming dQwn from the train again, 

bad seen him ask the porter, but she appeared quite accustomed to 

his behaviour, for she said, with a perfectly serious face: raWell, 

good bye, mum. Good bye, Dad. I' ve put the cases up on the 

racks. tI 

He climbed into the train slowly, still doubt·f.ul. The 

matter had perha.ps passed too smoothly. He peered at'all the 

compa.rtments and the pe~ple in them as he went, by, with the same 

smile, not quite sure o~ his ground but smiling to keep up a 

certain polite co~tact with the ~eceiving world. He caught sight 

of a dining-car steward and wen4and touched his arm. He spoke 

softly, out of earshot of his daufShter, who was attending to the 

old woman: "Excus'e me. Is this the nine-thirty?" 

The steward nodded and was about to pass on when the old 

man put to h4lm a statement., more complicated and tentative than the 

question: "But what I' m looking for is the through-train to 

Blacksmith, arriving seven-fifteen. t1 

He seemed to be tracking his train down bp means of some . . 

system of detec:tion r.ather than catohing it, and the steward, with 

a homely look in hie eye', nodded again: "You're all right. 

is the train. II 
~ 

This 

They kissed their daughter at the door of the compartment, 
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where a young man and a woman with blonde hair were already 

seated" strangers to each other •. The daughter went back to the 

platf.orm', calmly and seriously J and came level to the window so 

that she would see them as the train drew out·. 

The old man looked about the c.ompartment. 

ItNow where bas she put the csses?u he asked. 
-
He. looked up at the racks am saw them" one on either side •. 

His smile had something of adm"iration in it" but always it was the 

Same smile. And though.'i the cases were perfectly secure , fitting 

squarely into the racks, he. went to each one of them and shifted 

t·hem a lit.t.le, 'pushing them with both hands, though the racks. were 
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not deep enough for them. tOjany further. Then he sat down, opposite 

his wife. All this time his daughter' had watched him. The train 

drew slowly out of the station" and they waved briefly. 

When the platform was no .lon@er in sight. he got up and~ 

tapped his wife on the knee. He felt it would be better if she sat 

nex:t to him. He seemed happier with her at his side, and they faced 

the journey together. Thelhr attitude now was solemn" as if they 

were presen.t at an event which required tact, sympathy a.nd a certain 

poise. They were waitlng" though the journey must last five hours. 

A question posed itself in his mind: What am I to do with 

my macintosh? The fields were very green after rain, and the sky 

was low and dark. He arrived at a decision. He took the macintosh 

o ff and folded it carefuljy, sway iog as he did so. He put the 

sleeves inside, shaking them down, then placed it on top of the 

cases. He did everything slowly" giving each of his movements the 

utmost consideration, as if it were born of long self-scrutiny. 

His hands were hard and strong, unlike the skin of his face. 

T hey were cruelly cra.eked and broken. He had worked for t.hirty years 

\ 

I 
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as c.lerk to a small engineering firm at the edge of his village, 

and he bad put in almost an equa.l number of hdurs during his life 

as a gardener, doing odd jobs for the bigger houses. He had been 

sick three times during those thirty ye"ars. The first illness bad 

kept him away from work for five days; the sec.ond, e1ght .. weeks, 

and the third, not long before his retirement, a month. Each 

morning he rose at f.ive 0' clock, and he was never in bed later than 

half-past nine. He had been married. for the last JB.:Orty years. 

The grass outside the window was not lovely to qim: it was the 

world. 

The youel man was at his side, near the window, and he was 

alone, more so than anyone else in the compartment. He was also 

better dressed, and probably he knew more about the world. The 

old man wa.tc hed him for a moment: he gave him a guarded, appraising 

look, as if he could not properly credit him with existence, as if 

the young man was so much a foreigner tha.t the thought ofi him made 

him giddy. And for a brief moment he did experience a certain 

giddiness as he looked at the young man's jacket, at his crepe-sOled 

shoes, and saw his frown. 

The train passed a small town,' and. the young man leaned 

forward suddenly, as if he had caught sight of something in the 

distance, behind the village. He leaned forward close to tbe 

wi ndow, then, mi staken" perhaps, slowly leaned back agait:.l. The old 

man did not understahd the significa.nce of this gesture, though for 

him it was without doubt a public. and professional one. 

Sometimes. he would speak to his wife. He would bend down 

to her ear as they 'passed the freshly watered fields and say his 

words slowly and loudly: uWe ha,ve half-an-hour, - half-an-hour for. 

the C onnee t ion" ;. U"{e Change at Bl t hl It • e c ey; "It ;s a long j II ..L. Durney ; 

---, 
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"1\ t Bletc hley we must ask. It 

Whenever one of the other people in the c.ompartment got 

up to go to the la,vatory, he w'ould lean forward and shift his })egs, 

looking up at them as they passed, as if something w·ere now required 

of .him, as part of the dignified ritual of being on a train. He 

even shifted sometimes when people passed by in the· corridor. 

A thought occurred to him. Perhaps he was intended to 

take an interest in his surroundings, for both the blonde woman and 

the young man were looking through the window, - no, more t,han 

looking, craning their necks and staring very intently. In fact,. 

they were thinking, and the trees were only the cradles of their' 

thoughts. But the old man knew, for himself, t,hat t.hey were c'losely 

s t.udy ing the passing landscape, and with a certain academic:: intent-

ness. So, a,ccordingly, he leaned forward of a sudden, as if to taka 

a closer look at something that had caught his eye. A nd the smile 

was still there: it was the smile of one who admired himself for 

having just complied perfectly with a rule of professional and 

public conduct. He leaned back, for the moment satisfied. 

At one of the subsidiary stations his wife made as -if to 

get up, a,nd this Was a movement Which caused him immediate alarm. 

In one instant all his confident assumptions about the connection to 

Bls<mksmlth, the length of their wait at Bletc'hley, and the time of 

their arrival, folded up a'nd sank in his mind, leaving him sic,k and 

amious. The rituals of this j ou~ney, made by other creatures than 

himself, by those who caused him giddiness, were beginning to 

overpower him, and he felt for the' first time that he was fighting 

a lOSing battle on this journey. 

He drew his wife back in her seat, but this gesture came 

from his early confidence, which her movement destroyed Only a 
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moment later. 

n No, no, U he t old her. tiT here are two hours more. tI 

The pOise he had slowly' manufactured from the time they 

left Crewe had gone, and he was no longer even sure whether they 

were travelling south. He knew none of the na·mes of the s ta t ions, 

and it was possible that ~ this WclS his nightmare fear - they 

might be voyaging fur~her and further into the lana of other 

creatures, and never regain their foothold in the real, but really 

real, world, namely, their cottage in Blacksmith. 

His wife had not heard him, so he said again: "This isn't 

our station, I don't believe." His voice was light and subd ued; 

during his life it had command ed nothing, preci.sely nothing. 

The old woman nodded, understanding at last, but his 

anxiety continued, even as the crisis passed - or abated - and 

the train drew out of this nameless station. Simply by shifting 

in her· seat she had banished his composure, and from this moment on 

nothing could be trusted. For an hour he sat without spea,king, 

as the train gathered speed and his wife, rocking a little at his 

s'1d e, began to doze. She bad a broad, old-fashioned hat, and 

lace about her neck, and in her face there was a weariness too old 

to repair. She did not go so far into the world as her husband 

did, perhaps because she was deaf. She had long since lost that 

will to ad venture. 

A further crisis promised itself, but came to nothing, 

When one of the steward s walked down the corridor calling into 

every c,ompartment ss he passed: "'rake your 'seats for the first 

lunch, please." It was a part of the r.itual for which the old 

man bad not prepared, and when both the young man _nd the blonde­

ha.ir.ed woman walked by him on their. wa+o the restaurant-car, he 
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murmur~d, half to himself, half to them: "Lunch ••• " 

It was said in a musing way, quietly, almost a quest iOo:, 

but far more a flat statement about foreign creatures, like 'They 

mark their faces with blue againstfhe evil eye.' He looked up 

into their faces as they passed, first at the kmndly, lady-helper's 

face of the blonde woman, then at the lonely, stern brow of the yourg 

man. And he saw them as one: he allowed them no self-identity. 

They were authority, the other side, the ~mpossible. And lunch 

itself, somewhere in the deeps of the train, far down the limitless 

corridors, among the evil, qUB,int and unknowable, lunch itself was 

impossible, not really real, just between you and me, jokes apart. 

"Lunch" as sa.id by the steward was only a symbol of a word, like a 
- -
bell rung by an acolyte, and when the old man musingly r·epeated it 

to himself he was only catching at the symbol, turning it over 1n 

his hands, wondering a.t it, before he ca.st it out ~n the· scrap-heap 

of dreams most absurd. He did not believe. He refused to be put 

upon. So there was in his constant smile the confidence of one who 

knows, even while he is obeying, that he is also being deceived. 

That was why he asked again and again about the train at Cr"we, 

because he so rarely felt able to bestow the gift of his belief. 

When the others had left the compartment a proposal form.ed 

itself in his 'mind: Let us eat. It was in no way caused by the 

dream-word lunch which had tinkled" down the corridor. It was a 

proposal issuing out of nothing quite suddenly. He turned to his 

wife, and, bending to her ear, called out: "What about a bite of 

something?" 

She nodded, and he chuckled lightly. There was no need 

to disturb the two cases on the racks •. They were in their final 

and everlasting form, so to speak. They were strapped round, and 

from the handle of each hung a label, ith 
w the fOllowing address 



written in the neatest and slowest hand: "Mr and Mrs A. J. 

Cheameley, 5, Eddison Terrace, Blacksmith. Travelling from 

Crewe DO Blaa.ksmith. tI 
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These cases need not be disturbed because there was a sling 

bag which the old woman carried, a.nd this contained, in separate 

paper parcels, their food for the' journey. With the most devoted 

care she unwrapped two of the parcels, and they began to eat. 

wa.s also a thermos flask, a.nd a small silver tin containing saccihrine 

tablets. 

This is not to say that his anxiety was over • 

. suspended. 

It was only 

journey. 

. cups. 

Now came a singular event which took his 'mind from the 
nA-

It happed when they had poured tea into the small c'hromiun 
A 

She had placed two aacc~rine tablets into each, and was now 

looking for the spoon to stir with. She looked 1n the side-pockets 

of the sling-bag, then into the body of 1~, but the s~aroh yielded 

nothing. 

wai tinge 

He wa tc;hed her hands all this time, hold ing his own c'up, 

For the ji:rst time she spoke: liD id you say the side-pocket?" 

He smiled and nodded, so once more she felt inside trhe two pockets, 

and once more sbe found nothing. 

"I think it's with the food," she added, almost inaudibly. 

IIBut no,1I he answered, warming to the joke. til put it 

there myself. Lil saw me,. II Then he put his cup on the floor of 
-the c ompartme nt : "Give it to me .,11 

-
His hands trembled a.s he took the @&S· His search was. 

more careful a,nd slower. He did not look down at t he bag, but sat 

with his abstracted smile, staring in front of him as he fumbled 

among the little articles. It wa i ki d ~ saga nan o~rtfUl q~estJ 



with those same listening eyes, knowing you for the deceiver 

you were, - clever enough no d'oubt, and it was just like his 
-t\ 

quest for the one and only, the true and proper, the really real, 

train of that day in a.1l the world and the stars beyond. 

10. 

He was forced to realise that the spoon was in neither of 

the side .... pockets, and now he opened the main part. and Qagan fumbling 

among the parcels of food. His first search was useless. A 

further decision was clearly required. He would take out each 

parcel in turn and lay it on the seat opposite: the spoon was sure 

to be there, a,t the bottom, hidden at present by the paper. 

It r know' itt shere, II he murmured. fir remember plainly. 

And Lil saw me. U 

But he said this most to himself, and his wife did not look 

up at him. She wa.s looking at the bag sleepily as he took out each 

parcel in turn and laid it on the seat opposite. He was most carefiU 

not· to disarrange these parcels, or to break the thread with which 

each was tied. She did not touc:h her tea, being too interested 1n 

the outcome 01~hiS search. But when the bag was quite empty of 

pacrels he found ~o spoon, and his smile seemed to say, as he leaned 

e back with the empty bag before him, that at last the decption had 
A 

been disc'overed, a,nd tha,t it was indeed right. to withhold belief. 

It was almost clear tha,t this la,test dec;~ption had something to do 

with the train, and its prohibitive rituals. 

His rea.lisation that the spoon was lost stunned him, Slowly 

he put the parcels back into the bag, placing them squarely side by 

side along the base, then one on top of the other. He took up his 

tea again and turned to his wife: I'The spoon 1s gone." 

und erstood him. 

"What do we stir with?" he asked. 

She had 
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But this second remark she failed to hear. He bent 

d- k d 1 dly tlHow do we stir?" f.urther towards her an as e .. more au : 

The sleep did not pass from her face, but there was recognition in 

her eyes - the trace of cleverness lost long years ago - as she 

answered: "It'll melt~ Never~heless, the loss of the spoon was 

like the absence of a favourite companion, and they became thoughtful 

a s they sipped their tea, brooding together. 

TIhen the .other oocupants had returned to their c:orner .seats 

after lunch, the old man took out his hand-watch and glanced at it. 

He calculated, still gazing down at the great watc:h-face, that there 

was little more tha.D an hour to run, and he realised in the same 

instant that so far there bad been no indications of their actually 

travelling towards Bletch~ey. Now his an~iety grew. For what 

indication had the landscape given, that this was t,he true train: 

what indication bad been given by the other people in the compart­

ment, by the passing .stewards, by tne subsidiary stations with their 

unc ommon name s? Now there was only an hour more to run, and the 

slgns were by no ~eans providential, for surely, as t,ne great sta tio n 
... 

drew near, there whould be an increase of indications, a bustling, 

as it were., and people warning each other. But there was only the 

same train on the same c;ourse, passing through landscape that looked 

much the same from hour to hour. The blonde woman. and the young 

.man seemed in no way disturbed, for they were clearly at one with 

the train, not at all in his preddlcamentc, and' almost able, in a 

mysterious way, so calm and powerful did they appear, to direct 

themselves of their own accord t.o their destination, and the train 

wi t.h them. Whereas he would only come upon his station by 

acc·ld.ent, after skirting many ambushes. 

He felt· that the least he could do now was to prepare 
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himse'lf for the end of the journey. An hour was none too long, 

and even supposing that the deception was succ.essful and that 

this train were destined for quite some other place than 

Bletchley, they would be wise to get down at the next station, 

whatever its name. So -he rose and took his mactntosh from the 

rack. It was his intention not to wear this macintosh at the 

next station, and he realised that, since they had two cases with 

them, apart from the sling bag, which his wife always carried, it 

would be a nuisance: more, it might make the carrying of the 

Cases impossible. It must be remembered that at Crewe there had 

been his daughter to help him. 

He took down one of the cases from the rack. He had 

a.ttracted the notice of the blonde-haired woman, and she was 

looking at him as he unbuckled the strap, clearly wondering 

whether, being old, he needed her help. .Very deliberately, the 

strap now open, he folded his mac intosh and laid it over the case. 

He intended to pull the strap tight over it, so tha.t it would no 

longer be an extra piece of lugg'age. He was about to buckle the 

strap when he grew dissatisfied with the arrangement of the 

mac intosh and began folding it again. Then it was ready and he 

slipped ·the tongue of the strap through the buckle, sway ing aga,inst 

the seat, and pulled it as far as he could. He wanted to reach 

the sec·ond· hole, since he knew only this would secure the 

macint.osh beyond all doubt. The third hole would do, it was 

tight enough, but he wished to be quite sure that, perhaps as he 

ran for another train" the coat would not slip away from the case 

and be lost, like the spoon, for ever. So he released the strap 

aga 1n, rested, t hen pulled it as hard as he could toward shim. 

This time he reached beyond the ith1rd hole, but still he was not 
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strong enough f.or· the sec.ond. The blonde woman was watq:hing him 

and at last she put out her band and helped him with it. Together 

.they pulled t,he strap to the second hole, and the buc;kle went home. 

He looked into her eyes a.nd said: "We have two cases, you see. If 

She smiled and nOdd·ed. It oec.-urred to· him that in her 

lay a means of discovering where t:he train was going. He was 

about to put to her his anxious question, but she had already 

turned away and was looking out of the window. The train began to 

cross a valley, still and. dark under cloud s, and he sat quite still, 

staring before him, being rushed at seventy miles an hour into the 

unknowable. 

When he looked at his watc:h again the crisis happened for 

whic,h he had all this time been waiting. 
, 

For he now knew, as a 

result chf' suddenlYJ becoming aware of the time, that the train 

c'oul.d not be bound for' Bletchley. The journey, they had t old him, 

would last five hours: but five hours had already gone by, ten 

minutes ago, and still there was this terrifying lack of visible 

ind ications. He leaned forward. He wanted to fidget. His wife 

was quite unaware of his feelings, which were now thOB~ of a 

feverish man, for she only wanted to be allowed her old dreams, and 

the min1l1um. of worldly events. At last he could no longer prevent 

himself. 

It was the young man \V1 t h the at ern brow. He turned to 

this young man, as being more reliable than the bionde woman, as 

being calm.er and more powerful, mor~ at one with the intentions of 

the train, more able to understand the impossible. 

"Excuse me," he said. The young man turned " his st ern 

eyes full upon him. "We are making for Bletchley. But I don't, 

think this can be the right train. I think we must have passed 
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it." 

He looked from one window to the other, as if to point 

out that the countryside lacked proper indicat10ns. The young man 

stared into his rather watery, light blue eyes and asked him: 

"Bletchley? Is that t.he station between OX'ford and Cambr1dge?" 

But these were only fresh dream-words, much the same as 

lunch, and there was noth1ng in them for the old man to grasp on. 

Indeed, he did not r"eally hear t.he question. His E;t,.es were 

abstracted, as if his anxiety were now too great for h1m to meet the 

world half way any longer: he w.ould only ask questions, and pass 

on to a further question before he had a reply. This he did. 

"I. don't think it can be stopping a.t Bletc'hley. It has 

been f1ve hours already. II He shook h1~ head meekly, and this time 

he smiled across at the blonde woman, involving her. 

have been there qu1te a time ago. II 
-

"We should 

"Bletchley?" the blonde woman asked. She had the face of 
-. 

a healer as she turned to the ~ind ow and saw the sign. liThia is 

Bletchley. Look. It Among the trees the words in black could be 

seen, first on one board, then, two hundred 'yards la.ter, on another: 

BLE1'CHLEY. ... 
The old man did not answer her, so sudden had been the 

verdict of provid·ence. He simply looked her in the eyes as the 

·traih drew slowly into the waiting. sta.tion, and at last he 8be ga.n 

to understand. Sufferlng a terrible relief, he took down his cases 
~ 

and supervised his wife's departure from. the train. It was indeed 

remarkable that so muc·h deception should, at the very last moment, 

have worked round to his advantage. He did not speak to his wife 

as· he carried their cases one at a time to the platform., nor did he 

1nstantly make his enquiry abo~t the ne.xt tra1n. H1s reprieve. 

" required a brief celebrat10n, and this was silence. ", 

'X~~. 
/., 

<~~~ ........ .. ~---- ........ ,. ...... --~ ~ .. 



They reaohed their v'illage that evening, soon after 

seven-thirty. They were both tired as ,they left the station, 

among' the deep-green, ~r+pping ·l~aves, and the utterly silent; 

bushes. It was an ugly village, with a narrow main stre~t 
t"'"\ 

o onsisting mostly of io ent iO'al cottages buil t with re;'d brick. 

Each oottage had its four windows, its brown front, door, and its 

ornaments in the lower raoms. They saw no one on their way through 

the village, which lay in an evening. repose , quite forlorn after 

rain. They walked slowly, he with the two cases, and she with the 

sling bag. 

'She opened the' d.oor, whil.e he lOOked for a moment at the 

geraniums in the i'ront garden ~nd at the weeds whic'h during their 

two weeks ' absence had begun to put up their heads. He was 

recolleo·t1ng gradually how each thing wa.s placed, and onoe inside 

the oottage he began, to pore over every heavy, ageing object there, 

reviving its real1ty ~ enter1ng the world a.gain, a world at last 

. where things could be touched a.nd not denied. For here he was 

able to believe. He touched his row of old pipes, which he no 

longer smoked, and he took a duster devoutly al'ong the crowded 

mantelpiece, among the ornaments, while the old woman brought him 

tea. He sat faCing the window, sipping. 

He had ta~en down a book belonging to his father, and it 

lay on the table before him. It was the one book he possessed, 

and he bad never before opened it.' Though it was not partic;ularly 
~ 

well bound, it had become one of the accepted ornaments in the 

room., with its special place near the silver trophy, which was also 

a gift from his father. He had taken it down quite by aoaident, 

and eVen now he was hardly conscious of it at his elbow. But a· 

l 
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moment later he opened it, and before him, near the foot of the 

page, he saw the words: 

The innocent and the beautiful 

Have no enemy but time. 

16. 

His eyes were rested for the first time. They were dreaming. 

He looked up from the page and stared into the distance, beyond 

the flowery wall, catching at something, seeking something far 

beyond himself. And at last his discovery came. He got up 

from his chair, his eyes fixed on the wall, and murmured quietly: 

"That spoon. I've just remembered. I've got it in my macintosh." 

And the evening grew darker. 

rev 


