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INTRODUCTION

T

he novels of George Orwell, like his great essays, reflect, as in a mirror,
constantly crystal-clear and frequently sharp with menace, the
extensive changes of outlook and the shifts of values in British and'
indeed much of human society in the first half of the twentieth century.
Orwell was born Eric Blair in 1903 in an India that still seemed firmly fixed in
an immutable Empire on which the sun never set. He attended Eton, his first
publication was a patriotic poem printed by a provincial newspaper during the
1914-18 war, and in 1922 he joined the Indian Imperial Police and served in,
Burma for the next five years. On leave to England in 1927 he decided not to
return to the Far East and resigned. From that time his life, until then,
seemingly cast in an upper middle-class mould and pointing towards a
conventional career in Imperial service, took an entirely fresh course.
Determined to become a writer, he lived in a succession of mean rooms on next
to nothing in London and Paris, and it was in the latter city that his first article
as a professional writer was published. He worked there as a kitchen porter in a
luxury hotel and tramped and picked hops in Kent, later both conjured up so
vividly in Down and Out in Paris and London. During this time, 1930-33,
Orwell picked up a meagre living as well as he could, whether by reviewing or

teaching, and he continued to write Burmese Days, completing it before going
down with a bout of recurrent pneumonia. When thmttook came out in the
V. S.A. (as no English publisher had bought it) Orwell had taken a job as a parttime assistant in a London bookshop. Burmese Days eventually appeared in
England, a few months after A Clergyman's Daughter came out in I935. Early
in the following year Orwell was reviewing fiction for the New English Weekly
and was also gathering material for a book on the depressed areas of the
industrial North of England, The Road to Wigan Pier.
When the Spanish Civil War began in I936, Orwell foresaw the importance'
of its outcome to the future of Europe and.before the year ended he had enlisted
in Barcelona. While in the front line as a Republican militiaman-with the
P.O.V.M., the anarchists and the Trotskyites, he was shot in the throat by a
sniper. He survived and returned to England to write one of the most forthright
and fearless books on the Spanish struggle, Homage to Catalonia, which came
out in April I938, one of the first books to denounce the Communists for
exploiting the struggle for their own ends. He was repeatedly rejected on
medical grounds when he tried to enlist in the British Army in I939 on the
outbreak of war: He subsequently served in the Home Guard, worked in the

B.B.C. and became Literary Editor of Tribune. Coming Upfor Air was written
immediately before the war, prophesying. the war, and Inside the Whale and
The Lion and the Unicorn followed in wartime. Just after the war ended and as
Orwell rounded off a stint as Observer war correspondent in Europe, Animal
Farm, that outstanding political satire against tyranny in general and the
Stalinist betrayal of the Revolution in particular, was published and he began
work on Nineteen Eighty-Four. Thanks to the money earned by the book in
America Orwell found himself, for the first time in his life, free from money
worries, able to live on the island of Jura off the West of Scotland and to drop
much of his journalistic work to concentrate on his book and a few last essays.
But his health deteriorated progressively and seven months after the
publication of Nineteen Eighty-Four he died in 1950 at the age of 46.
George Orwell holds a unique place in contemporary English literature. He
used facts and his own observation and when there was no actual reporting to
be done, invention took over, as in Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four, and
his clear vision, realistic deduction and profound understanding of human
behaviour enabled him to reach the inner recesses of the reader's mind and
startle him to reflection and self-examination. He said that one of his motives

for writing was a 'desIre to see things as they are, to find out true facts and store
them up for the use of posterity ... In a peaceful age I might have written ornate
or merely descriptive books ... When I sit down to write a book, I do not say to
myself" I am going to produce a work of art." I write it because there is some lie
I want to expose, some fact to which I want to draw attention, and my initial
concern is to get a hearing.'
George Orwell certainly got his hearing and a constantly-increasing
worldwide audience. Honesty, vigour and relevance to today are present in all
these novels. Read any newspaper and Animal Farm is never far away and
Nineteen Eighty-FouT remains as true a description of the abuse of power as
when he wrote it.

animal
farm
A FAIRY STORY

I
Mr Jones, of the Manor Farm, had locked the hen-houses for the night, but
was too drunk to remember to shut the pop-holes. With the ring of light from
his lantern dancing from side to side, he lurched across the yard, kicking off his
boots at the back door, drew himself a last glass of beer from the barrel in the
scullery, and made his way up to bed, where Mrs Jones was already snoring.
As soon as the light in the bedroom went out there was a stirring and a
fluttering all through the farm bUildings. Word had gone round during the day
that old Major, the prize Middle White boar, had had a strange dream on the
previous night and wished to communicate it to the other animals. It had been
agreed that they should all meet in the bIg barn as soon as Mr Jones was safely
out of the way. Old Major (so he was always called, though the name under
which he had been exhibited was Willingdon Beauty) was so highly regarded
on the farm that everyone was quite ready to lose an hour's sleep in order to
hear what he had to say.
At one end of the big barn, on a sort of raised platform, Major was already
ensconced on his bed of straw, under a lantern which hung from a beam. He
was twelve years old and had lately grown rather stout, but he was still a
majestic-looking pig, with a wise and benevolent appearance in spite of the fact
that hIS tushes had never been cut. Before long the other animals began to
arrive and make themselves comfortable after their different fashions. First
came the three dogs, Bluebell, Jessie, and Pincher, and then the pigs who
settled down in the straw immediately in front of the platform. The hens
perched themselves on the window-sills, the pigeons fluttered up to the rafters,
the sheep and cows lay down behind the pigs and began to chew the cud. The
two cart-horses, Boxer and Clover, came in together, walking very slowly and
setting down their vast hairy hoofs with great care lest there should be some
small animal concealed in the straw. Clover was a stout motherly mare
approaching middle life, who had never quite got her figure back after her
fourth foal. Boxer was an enormous beast, nearly eighteen hands high, and as
strong as any two ordinary horses put together. A white stripe down his nose
gave him a somewhat stupid appearance, and in fact he was not of first-rate
intelligence, but he was universally respected for his steadiness of character
and tremendous powers of work. After the horses came Muriel, the white goat.
and Benjamin, the donkey. Benjamin was the oldest animal on the farm, and
the worst tempered. He seldom talked. and when he did it was usually to make
some cynical remark-for instance, he would say that God had given him (l tail
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to keep the flies off, but that he would sooner have had no tail and no flies.
Alone among the animals on the farm he never laughed. If asked why, he
would say that he saw nothing to laugh at. Nevertheless, without openly
admitting it, he was devoted to Boxer; the two of them usually spent their
Sundays together in the small paddock beyond the orchard, grazing side by
side and never speaking.
The two horses had just lain down when a brood of ducklings, which had
lost their mother, filed into the barn, cheeping feebly and wandering from side
to side to find some place where they would not be trodden on. Clover made a
sort of wall round them with her great foreleg, and the ducklings nestled down
inside it, and promptly fell asleep. At the last moment Mollie, the foolish,
pretty white mare who drew Mr Jones's trap, came mmcing daintily in,
chewing at a lump of sugar. She took a place near the front and began flirting
her white mane, hoping to draw attention to the red ribbons it was plaited
with. Last of all came the cat, who looked round, as usual, for the warmest
place, and finally squeezed herself in between Boxer and Clover; there she
purred contentedly throughout Major's speech without lIstening to a word of
what he was saying.
All the animals were now present except Moses, the tame raven, who slept
on a perch behind the back door. When Major saw that they had all made
themselves comfortable and were waiting attentively, he cleared his throat and
began:
'Comrades, you have heard already about the strange dream that I had last
night. But I will come to the dream later. I have something else to say first. I do
not think, comrades, that I shall be with you for many months longer, and
before I die, I feel it my duty to pass on to you such wisdom as I have acquired.
I have had a long life, I have had much time for thought as I lay alone in my
stall, and I think I may say that I understand the nature of life on this earth as
well as any animal now living. It is about this that I wish to speak to you.
'Now, comrades, what is the nature of this life of ours? Let us face it: our
lives are miserable, laborious, and short. We are born, we are given just so
much food as will keep the breath in our bodies, and those of us who are
capable of It are forced to work to the last atom of our strength; and the very
instant that our usefulness has come to an end we are slaughtered with hideous
cruelty. No animal in England knows the meaning of happiness or leisure after
he is a year old. No animal in England is free. The life of an animal is misery
and slavery: that is the plain truth.
'But is this simply part of the order of nature? Is it because this land of ours
is so poor that it cannot afford a decent life to those who dwell upon it? No,
comrades, a thousand times no! The soil of England is fertile, its climate is
good, it is capable of affording food in abundance to an enormously greater
number of animals than now inhabit it. This single farm of ours would support
a dozen horses, twenty cows, hundreds of sheep-and all of them living in a
comfort and a dignity that are now almost beyond our imagining. Why then do
we conJ:inue in this miserable condition? Because nearly the whole of the
produce of our labour is stolen from us by human beings. There, comrades, is
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the answer to all our problems. It is summed up in a single word-Man. Man is
the only real enemy we have. Remove Man from the scene, and the root cause
of hunger and overwork is abolished for ever.
'Man IS the only creature that consumes without producing. He does not
give milk, he does not lay eggs, he is too weak to pull the plough, he cannot run
fast enough to catch rabbits. Yet he is lord of all the animals. He sets them to
work, he gives back to them the bare mirurnum that will prevent them from
starvmg, and the rest he keeps for himself. Our labour tills the soil, our dung
fertilizes it, and yet there is not one of us that owns more than his bare skin.
You cows that I see before me, how many thousands of gallons of milk have
you given during this last year? And what has happened to that milk which
should have been breedmg up sturdy calves? Every drop of it has gone down
the throats of our enemies. And you hens, how many eggs have you laid this
year, and how many of those eggs ever hatched into cruckens? The rest have all
gone to market to bring in money for Jones and hIS men. And you, Clover,
where are those four foals you bore, who should have been the support and
pleasure of your old age? Each was sold at a year old-you will never see one of
them again. In return for your four confinements and all your labour in the
field, what have you ever had except your bare rations and a stall?
'And even the miserable lives we lead are not allowed to reach their natural
span. For myself I do not grumble, for I am one of the lucky ones. I am twelve
years old and have had over four hundred children. Such is the natural life of a
pig. But no animal escapes the cruel knife m the end. You young porkers who
are sitting in front of me, everyone of you will scream your lives out at the
block within a year. To that horror we all must corne-cows, pigs, hens, sheep,
everyone. Even the horses and the dogs have no better fate. You, Boxer, the
very day that those great mus.cles of yours lose theIr power, Jones will sell you
to the knacker, who will cut your throat and boil you down for the fox-hounds.
As for the dogs, when they grow old and toothless, Jones ties a brick round
their necks and drowns them in the nearest pond.
'Is it not crystal clear, then, comrades, that all the evils of this life of ours
spring from the tyranny of human beings? Only get rid of Man, and the
produce of our labour would be our own. Almost overnight we could become
rich and free. What then Il1ust we do? Why, work night and day, body and soul,
for the overthrow of the human race! That is my message to you, comrades:
Rebellion! I do not know when that Rebellion will corne, it might be in a week
or in a hundred years, but I know, as surely as I see this straw beneath my feet,
that sooner or later justice will be done. FIX your eyes on that, comrades,
throughout the short remainder of your lives! And above all, pass on this
message of mine to those who come after you, so that future generations shall
carryon the struggle until it is victorious.
'And remember, comrades, your resolution must never falter. No argument
must lead you astray. Never listen when they tell you that Man and the animals
have a common interest, that the prosperity of the one is the prosperity of the
others. I tis all lies. Man serves the interests of no creature except himself. And
among us animals let there be perfect unity) perfect comradeship in the
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struggle. All men are enemles. All animals are comrades.'
At this moment there was a tremendous uproar. While Major was speaking
four large rats had crept out of their holes and were sitting on their hindquarters hstening to him. The dogs had suddenly caught sight of them, and it
was only by a swift dash for their holes that the rats saved their lives. Major
raised his trotter for silence.
'Comrades,' he said, 'here is a point that must be settled. The wild creatures,
such as rats and rabbits-are they our friends or our enemies? Let us put it to
the vote. I propose this question to the meeting: Are rats comrades?'
The vote was taken at once, and it was agreed by an overwhelming majority
that rats were comrades. There were only four dissentients, the three dogs and
the cat, who was afterwards discovered to have voted on both sides. Major
continued:
'I have httle more to say. I merely repeat, remember always your duty of
enmity towards Man and all his ways. Whatever goes upon two legs, is an
enemy. Whatever goes upon four legs, or has wings, is a friend. And remember
also that in fighting against Man, we must not come to resemble him. Even
when you have conquered him, do not adopt his vices. -No animal must ever
live in a house, or sleep in a bed, or wear clothes, or drink alcohol, or smoke
tobacco, or touch money, or engage in trade. All the habits of Man are evil.
And, above all, no animal must ever tyrannize over "hls own kind. Weak or
strong, clever or simple, we are all brothers. No animal must ever kill any other
animal. All animals are equal.
'And now, comrades, I will tell you about my dream of last night. I cannot
describe that dream to you. It was a dream of the earth as it will be when Man
has vanished. But it reminded me of something that I had long forgotten.
Many years ago, when I was a little pig, my mother and the other sows used to
sing an old song of which they knew only the tune and the three first words. I
had known that tune in my infancy, but it had long since passed out of my
mind. Last night, however, it came back to me in my dream. And what is more,
the words of the song also came back-words, I am certain, which were sung by
the animals of long ago and have been lost to memory for generations. I will
sing you that song now, comrades. I am old and my voice is hoarse, but when I
have taught you the tune, you can sing it better for yourselves. It is called
"Beasts of England" .Old Major cleared his throat and began to sing. As he had said, his voice was
hoarse, but he sang well enough, and it was a stirriog tune, something between
'Clementine' and 'La Cucuracha'. The words ran:
Beasts of England, tM:asts of Ireland,
Beasts of every land and clime,
Hearken to my joyful tidings
Of the golden future time.
Soon or late the day is coming,
Tyrant Man shall be o'erthrown,
And the fruitful fields of England
Shall be trod by beasts alone.
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Rmgs shall vamsh from our noses,
And the harness from our back,
Bit and spur shall rust forever,
Cruel whips no more shall crack.
RIches more than mind can pIcture,
Wheat and barley, oats and hay,
Clover, beans, and mangel-wurzels
Shall be ours upon that day.
Bright will shIne the fields of England,
Purer shall Its water be,
Sweeter yet shall blow Its breezes
On the day that sets us free.
For that day we all must labour,
Though we dIe before it break,
Cows and horses, geese and turkeys,
All must toil for freedom's sake.
Beasts of England, beasts of Ireland,
Beasts of every land and clime,
Hearken well and spread my ndings
Of the golden future time

The singing of this song threw the animals into the wildest excitement.
Almost before Major had reached the end, they had begun singing it for
themselves. Even the stupidest of them had already picked up the tune and a
few of the words, and as for the clever ones, such as the pigs and dogs, they had
the entire song by heart within a few minutes. And then, after a few
preliminary tries, the whole farm burst out into 'Beasts of England' in
tremendous unison. The cows lowed it, the dogs whined it, the sheep bleated
it, the horses whinnied it, the ducks quacked it. They were so delighted with
the song that they sang it right through five times in succession, and might
have continued singing it all night if they had not been interrupted.
Unfortunately, the uproar awoke Mr Jones, who sprang out of bed, feeling
sure that there was a fox in the yard. He seized the gun which always stood in a
corner of his bedroom, and let fly a charge of number 6 shot into the darkness.
The pellets buried themselves in the wall of the barn and the meeting broke up
hurriedly. Everyone fled to his own sleeping place. The birds jumped on to
their perches, the animals settled down in the straw, and the whole farm was
asleep in a moment.

2
Three nights later old Major died. peacefully in his sleep. His body was buried
at the foot of the orchard.
'
This was early in March. During the next three months there was mttcll
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secret activity. Major's speech had glven to the more intelligent animals on the
farm a completely new outlook on life. They did not know when the Rebellion
predlcted by Major would take place, they had no reason for thinkmg that it
would be wnhm their own lifetlme, but they saw clearly that it was their duty
to prepare for it. The work of teaching and organizing the others fell naturally
upon the plgs, who were generally recognized as being the cleverest of the
animals. Pre-eminent among the plgS were two young boars named Snowball
and Napoleon, whom Mr Jones was breeding up for sale. Napoleon was a
large, rather fierce-looking Berkshire boar, the only Berkshire on the farm, not
much ofa talker, but with a reputation for getting his own way. Snowball was a
more vivacious pig than Napoleon, quicker in speech and more inventive, but
was not considered to have the same depth of character. All the other male pigs
on the farm were porkers. The best known among them was a small fat plg
named Squealer, with very round cheeks, twinkling eyes, nimble movements,
and a shrill voice. He was a brilliant talker, and when he was arguing some
difficult point he had a way of skipping from side to side and whisking his tail
which was somehow very persuasive. The others said of Squealer that he could
tum black into white.
These three had elaborated old Major's teachings into a complete system of
thought, to which they gave the name of Animalism. Several nights a week,
after Mr Jones was asleep, they held secret meetings in the barn and
expounded the principles of Animalism to the others. At the beginning they
met with such stupidity and apathy. Some ofthe ammals talked of the duty of
loyalty to Mr Jones, whom they referred to as 'Master', or made elementary
remarks such as 'Mr Jones feeds us. If he were gone, we should starve to
death.' Others asked such questions as 'Why should we care what happens
after we are dead?' or 'If this rebellion is to happen anyway, what difference
does it make whether we work for it or not?', and the pigs had great difficulty in
making them see that this was contrary to the spirit of Animalism. The
stupidest questions of all were asked by Mollie, the white mare. The very first
ques!lon she asked Snowball was: 'Will there still be sugar after the Rebelhon?'
'No,' said Snowball firmly. 'We have no means of making sugar on this farm
Besides, you do not need sugar. You will have all the oats and hay you want.'
'And shall I still be allowed to wear ribbons in my mane?' asked Mollie.
'Comrade,' said Snowball, 'those ribbons that you are so devoted to are the
badge of slavery. Can you not understand that liberty is worth more than
ribbons?'
Mollie agreed, but she did not sound very convinced.
The pigs had an even harder struggle to counteract the lies put about by
Moses, the tame raven. Moses, who was Mr Jones's especial pet, was a spy and
a tale-bearer, but he was also a clever talker. He claimed to know of the
existence of a mysterious country called Sugarcandy Mountain, to which all
animals went when they died. It was situated somewhere up in the sky, a little
distance beyond the clouds, Moses said. In Sugarcandy Mountain it was
Sunday seven days a week, clover was in season all the year round, and lump
sugar and linseed cake grew on the hedges. The animals hated Moses because
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he told tales and did not work, but some of them believed In Sugarcandy
Mountain, and the pigs had to argue very hard to persuade them that there was
no such place.
Their most faithful disciples were the two carthouses, Boxer and Clover.
These two had great difficulty in thinking anything out for themselves, but
having once accepted the pigs as their teachers, they absorbed everything that
they were told, and passed it on to the other animals by simple arguments.
They were unfailing in their attendance at the secret meetings in the barn, and
led the singing of 'Beasts of England', with which the meetIngs always ended.
Now, as it turned out, the Rebellion was achieved much earlier and more
easily than anyone had expected. In the past years Mr Jones, although a hard
master, had been a capable farmer, but of late he had fallen on evil days. He
had become much disheartened after losing money in a lawsuit, and had taken
to drinking more than was good for him. For whole days at a time he would
lounge in his Windsor chair in the kitchen, reading the newspapers, drinking,
and occasionally feeding Moses on crusts of bread soaked in beer. His men
were idle and dishonest, the fields were full of weeds, the buildings wanted
roofing, the hedges were neglected, and the animals were underfed.
June came and the hay was almost ready for cutting. On Midsummer's Eve,
which was a Saturday, Mr Jones went into Willingdon and got so drunk at the
Red Lion that he did not come back till midday on Sunday. The men had
milked the cows in the early morning and then had gone out rabbiting, without
bothering to feed the animals. When Mr Jones got back he immediately went
to sleep on the drawing-room sofa with the News of the World over his face, so
that when evening came, the animals were still unfed. At last they could stand
it no longer. One of the cows broke in the door of the store-shed with her horns
and all the animals began to help themselves from the bins. It was just then
that Mr Jones woke up. The next moment he and his four men were in the
store-shed with whips in their hands, lashing out in all directions. This was
more than the hungry animals could bear. With one accord, though nothing of
the kind had been planned beforehand, they flung themselves upon their
tormentors. Jones and his men suddenly found themselves being butted and
kicked from all sides. The situation was quite out of their control. They had
never seen animals behave like this before, and this sudden uprising of
creatures whom they were used to thrashing and maltreating just as they chose,
frightened them almost out of their wits. After only a moment or two they gave
up trying to defend themselves and took to their heels. A minute later all five of
them were in full flight down the cart-track that led to the main road, with the
animals pursuing them in triumph.
Mrs Jones looked out of the bedroom window, saw what was happening,
hurriedly flung a few possessions into a carpet bag, and slipped out of the farm
by another way. Moses sprang off his perch and flapped after her, croaking
loudly. Meanwhile the animals had chased Jones and his men out 00 ~·dIe
road and slammed the five-barred gate behind them. And so, alm~ bdOte
they knew what was happening, the Rebellion had been ~ auri.eti
through: J~ was expelled, and the Manor Farm was theits.
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For the first few minutes the animals could hardly believe in their good
fortune. Their first act was to gallop in a body right round the boundaries of
the farm, as though to make quite sure that no human being was hiding
anywhere upon it; then they raced back to the farm buildings to wipe out the
last traces of Jones's hated reign. The harness-room at the end of the stables
was broken open; the bits, the nose-rings, the dog-chains, the cruel knives with
which Mr Jones had been used to castrate the pigs and lambs, were all flung
down the well. The reins, the halters, the blinkers, the degrading nosebags,
were thrown on to the rubbish fire which was burning m the yard. So were the
whips. All the anunals capered with joy when they saw the whips going up in
flames. Snowball also threw on to the fire the ribbons with which the horses'
manes and tails had usually been decorated on market days.
'Ribbons,' he said, 'should be considered as clothes, which are the mark of a
human being. All animals should go naked.'
When Boxer heard this he fetched the small straw hat which he wore m
summer to keep the flies out of his ears, and flung it on to the fire with the rest.
In a very little while the animals had destroyed everything that remmded
them of Mr Jones. Napoleon then led them back to the store-shed and served
out a double ration of corn to everybody, with two biscuits for each dog. Then
they sang 'Beasts of England' from end to end seven times running, and after
that they settled down for the night and slept as they had never slept before.
But they woke at dawn as usual, and suddenly remembering the glorious
thing that had happened, they all raced out into the pasture together. A little
way down the pasture there was a knoll that commanded a VIew of most of the
farm. The animals rushed to the top of it and gazed round them m the clear
morning light. Yes, it was theirs-everything that they could see was theirs! In
the ecstasy of that thought they gambolled round and round, they hurled
themselves into the air in great leaps of excitement. They rolled in the dew,
they cropped mouthfuls of the sweet summer grass, they kicked up clods of the
black earth and snuffed its rich scent. Then they made a tour of inspection of
the whole farm and surveyed with speechless admiration the ploughland, the
hayfield, the orchard, the pool, the spinney. It was as though they had never
seen these things before, and even now they could hardly believe that it was all
their own.
Then they filed back to the farm buildings and halted in silence outside the
door of the farmhouse. That was theirs too, but they were frightened to go
inside. Mter a moment, however, Snowball and Napoleon butted the door
open with their shoulders and the animals entered in single file, walking with
the utmost care for fear of disturbing anything. They tiptoed from room to
room, afraid to speak above a whisper and gazing with a kind of awe at the
unbelievable luxury, at the beds with their feather mattresses, the lookingglasses, the horsehair sofa, the Brussels carpet, the lithograph of Queen
Victoria over the drawing-room mantelpiece. They were just coming down the
stairs when Mollie was discovered to be missing. Going back, the others found
that she had remained behind in the best bedroom. She had taken a piece of
blue ribbon from Mrs Jones's dressing-table, and was holding it against her
20
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shoulder and admirmg herself in the glass in a very foolish manner. The others
reproached her sharply, and they went outside. Some hams hanging in the
kitchen were taken out for burial, and the barrel of beer in the scullery was
stove in with a kick from Boxer's hoof, otherWIse nothing in the house was
touched. A unanimous resolution was passed on the spot that the farmhouse
should be preserved as a museum. All were agreed that no animal must ever
live there.
The animals had their breakfast, and then Snowball and Napoleon called
them together again.
'Comrades,' said Snowball, 'it IS half past SIX and we have a long day before
us. Today we begin the hay harvest. But there is another matter that must be
attended to first.'
The pigs now revealed that during the past three months they had taught
themselves to read and write from an old spelling book which had belonged to
Mr Jones's children and which had been thrown on the rubbish heap.
Napoleon sent for pots of black and white paint and led the way down to the
five-barred gate that gave on to the main road. Then Snowball (for it was
Snowball who was best at writing) took a brush between the two knuckles of
his trotter, painted out MANOR FARM from the top bar of the gate and in its place
painted ANIMAL FARM. This was to be the name of the farm from now onwards.
After this they went back to the farm buildings, where Snowball and Napoleon
sent for a ladder which they caused to be set against the end wall of the bIg
bam. They explained that by their studies of the past three months the pigs
had succeeded in reducing the principles of Ammalism to Seven Commandments. These Seven Commandments would now be inscnbed on the wall;
they would form an unalterable law by which all the animals on Animal Farm
must live for ever after. With some difficulty (for it is not easy for a pig to
balance himself on a ladder) Snowball climbed up and set to work, with
Squealer a few rungs below him holding the paint-pot. The Commandments
were written on the tarred wall· in great white letters that could be read thirty
yards away. They ran thus:
THE SEVEN COMMANDMENTS
1.

2.

3.
4.
S.
6.
7.

Whatever goes upon two legs is an enemy.
Whatever goes upon four legs, or has wings, is a friend.
No animal shall wear clothes.
No animal shall sleep in a bed.
No animal shall drink alcohol.
No animal shall kill any other animal.
All animals are equal.

It was very neatly written, and except that 'friend' was written 'freind' and
one of the 'S's' was the wrong way round, the spelling was correct all the wa:y
through. Snowball read it aloud for the benefit of the others. All the animals
nodded in complete agreement, and the cleverer ones at once began to leaDl the
Commandments by heart.
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'Now, comrades,' said Snowball, throwing down the paint-brush, 'to the
hayfield! Let us make it a point of honour to get in the harvest more quickly
than Jones and his men could do.'
But at this moment the three cows, who had seemed uneasy for some time
past, set up a loud lowing. They had not been milked for twenty-four hours,
and their udders were almost bursting. After a little thought, the pigs sent for
buckets and milked the cows fairly successfully, their trotters being well
adapted to this task. Soon there were five buckets of frothing creamy milk at
which many of the animals looked with considerable interest.
'What is going to happen to all that milk?' said someone.
'Jones used sometimes to mix some of it in our mash,' said one of the hens.
'Never mind the milk, comrades!' cried Napoleon, placing himself in front
of the buckets. 'That will be attended to. The harvest is more important.
Comrade Snowball will lead the way. I shall follow in a few minutes. Forward,
comrades! The hay is waiting.'
So the animals trooped down to the hayfield to begin the harvest, and when
they came back in the evening it was noticed that the milk had disappeared.

3
How they toiled and sweated to get the hay in! But their efforts were rewarded,
for the harvest was an even bigger success than they had hoped.
Sometimes the work was hard; the implements had been designed for
human beings and not for animals, and it was a great drawback that no animal
was able to use any tool that involved standing on his hind legs. But the pigs
were so clever that they could think of a way round every difficulty. As for the
horses, they knew every inch of the field, and in fact understood the business of
mowing and raking far better than Jones and his men had ever done. The pigs
did not actually work, but directed and supervised the others. With their
superior knowledge it was natural that they should assume the leadership.
Boxer and Clover would harness themselves to the cutter or the horse-rake (no
bits or reins were needed in these days, of course) and tramp steadily round
and round the field with a pig walking behind and calling out 'Gee 'up,
comrade!' or 'Whoa back, comrade!' as the case might be. And every animal
down to the humblest worked at turning the hay and gathering it. Even the
ducks and hens toiled to and fro all day in the sun, carrying tiny wisps of hay in
their beaks. In the end they finished the harvest in two days' less time than it
had usually taken Jones and his men. Moreover, it was the biggest harvest that
the farm had ever seen. There was no wastage whatever; the hens and ducks
with theic sharp eyes had gathered up the very last stalk. And not an animal on
the farm had stolen so much as a mouthfuL
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All through that summer the work of the farm went hke clockwork. The
animals were happy as they had never conceived it possible to be. Every
mouthful of food was an acute positlve pleasure, now that it was truly their
own food, produced by themselves and for themselves, not doled out tothem
by a grudging master. Wlth the worthless parasitlcal human beings gone, there
was more for everyone to eat. There was more leisure too, inexperienced
though the animals were. They met with many dlfficulties-for instance, later
in the year, when they harvested the corn, they had to tread it out in the ancient
style and blow away the chaff with their breath, since the farm possessed no
threshing machine-but the pigs with their cleverness and Boxer with his
tremendous muscles always pulled them through. Boxer was the admiration of
everybody. He had been a hard worker even In Jones's time, but now he
seemed more like three horses than one; there were days when the entire work
of the farm seemed to rest upon his mighty shoulders. From morning to night
he was pushing and pulling, always at the spot where the work was hardest. He
had made an arrangement with one of the cockerels to call him in the mornings
half an hour earlier than anyone else, and would put in some volunteer labour
at whatever seemed to be most needed, before the regular day's work began.
His answer to every problem, every setback, was 'I will work harder!' -which
he had adopted as his personal motto.
But everyone worked according to his capacity. The hens and ducks, for
instance, saved five bushels. of corn at the harvest by gathering up the stray
grains. Nobody stole, nobody grumbled over his rations, the quarrelling and
biting and jealousy which had been normal features of life in the old days had
almost disappeared. Nobody shirked-or almost nobody. Mollie, it was true,
was not good at getting up in the morning, and had a way ofleaving work early
on the ground that there was a stone in her hoof. And the behaviour of the cat
was somewhat peculiar. It was soon noticed that when there was work to be
done the cat could never be found. She would vanish for hours on end, and
then reappear at meal-times, or in the evening after work was over, as though
nothing had happened. But she always made such excellent excuses, and
purred so affectionately, that it was impossible not to believe in her good
intentions. Old Benjamin, the donkey, seemed quite unchanged since the
Rebellion. He did his work in the same slow obstinate way as he had done it in
Jones's time, never shirking, and never volunteering for extra work either.
About the Rebellion and its results he would express no opinion. When asked
whether he was not happier now that Jones was gone, he would say only
'Donkeys live a long time. None of you has ever seen a dead donkey,' and the
others had to be content with this cryptic answer.
On Sundays there was no work. Breakfast was an hour later than usual, and
after breakfast there was a <:eremony which was observed every week without
fail. First came the 'hoisting of the £fag. Snowball had found in the har:oessroom an old green tablecloth of Mrs Jones's and had painted on it a hoof asd a
hom in white. This was run up the flagstaff in the farmhouse garden every
Sunday. morning. The flag was green, Snowball explaiBed, to represent the
green fields of England; 'While the hoof and hom signified the future Repebiic'
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of the Animals which would arise when the human race had been finally
overthrown. After the hoistIng of the flag all the animals trooped into the big
barn.for a general assembly which was known as the Meeting. Here the work of
the coming week was planned out and resolutions were put forward and
debated. It was always the pigs who put forward the resolutions. The other
animals understood how to vote, but could never think of any resolutions of
their own. Snowball and Napoleon were by far the most active in the debates.
But it was notlced that these two were never in agreement: whatever
suggestion either of them made, the other could be counted on to oppose it.
Even when It was resolved-a thing no one could object to in itself-to set aside
a small paddock behind the orchard as a home of rest for animals who were past
work, there was a stormy debate over the correct retiring age for each class of
animal. The meeting always ended with the singing of 'Beasts of England' , and
the afternoon was given up to recreation.
The pigs had set aside the harness-room as a headquarters for themselves.
Here, in the evening, they studled blacksmithing, carpentering, and other
necessary arts from books which they had brought out of the farmhouse.
Snowball also busied himself with organizing the other animals into what he
called Animal Committees. He was indefatigable at this. He formed the Egg
Production Committee for the hens, the Clean Tails League for the cows, the
Wild Comrades' Re-education Committee (the object of this was to tame the
rats and rabbits), the Whiter Wool Movement for the sheep, and various
others, besides instituting classes in reading and writing. On the whole, these
projects were a failure. The attempt to tame the wild creatures, for instance,
broke down almost immediately. They continued to behave very much as
before, and when treated with generosity, simply took advantage of it. The cat
joined the Re-education Committee and was very active in it for some days.
She was seen one day sitting on a roof and talking to some sparrows who were
just out of her reach. She was telling them that all animals were now comrades
and that any sparrow who chose could come and perch on her paw; but the
sparrows kept their distance.
The reading and writing classes, however, were a great success. By the
autumn almost every animal on the farm was literate in some degree.
As for the pigs, they could already read and write perfectly. The dogs
learned to read fairly well, but were not interested in reading anything except
the Seven Commandments. Muriel, the goat, could read somewhat better than
the dogs, and sometimes used to read to the others in the evenings from scraps
of newspaper which she found on the rubbish heap. Benjamin could read as
well as any pig, but never exercised his faculty. So far as he knew, he said, there
was nothing worth reading. Clover learnt the whole alphabet, but could not
put words together. Boxer could not get beyond the letter D. He would trace
out A, B, C, D, in the dust with his great hoof) and then would stand staring at
the letters with his ears back, sometimes shaking his forelock, trying with all
his might to remember what came next and never succeeding. On several
~s, indeed, he did learn E, F, G 3 H, and by the time he knew them, it
was always diIiIoovered that he bad forgotten A, B, C, and D. Finally he decided
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to be content with the first four letters, and used to write them out once or
twice every day to refresh his memory. Mollie refused to learn any but the six
letters which spelt her own name. She would form these very neatly out of
pieces of twig, and would then decorate them with a flower or two and walk
round them admiring them.
None of the other animals on the farm could get further than the letter A. It
was also found that the stupider animals, such as the sheep, hens, and ducks,
were unable to learn the Seven Commandments by heart. Mter much thought
Snowball declared that the Seven Commandments could in effect be reduced
to a single maxim, namely: 'Four legs good, two legs bad.' This, he said,
contained the essential principle of Animalism. Whoever had thoroughly
grasped it would be safe from human influences. The birds at first objected,
since it seemed to them that they also had two legs, but Snowball proved to
them that this was not so.
'A bird's wing, comrades,' he said, 'IS an organ of propulsion and not of
manipulation. It should therefore be regarded as a leg. The dIstinguishing
mark of Man is the hand, the instrument with which he does all his mischief.'
The birds did not understand Snowball's long words, but they accepted his
explanation, and all the humbler animals set to work to learn the new maxim
by heart. FOUR LEGS GOOD, TWO LEGS BAD, was inscribed on the end wall of the
barn, above the Seven Commandments and in bigger letters. When they had
once got it by heart, the sheep developed a great liking for this maxim, and
often as they lay in the field they would all start bleating 'Four legs good, two
legs bad! Four legs good, two legs bad!' and keep it up for hours on end, never
growing tired of it.
Napoleon took no interest in Snowball's committees. He said that the
education of the young was more important than anything that could be done
for those who were already grown up. It happened that Jessie and Bluebell had
both whelped soon after the hay harvest, giving birth between them to nine
sturdy puppies. As soon as they were weaned, Napoleon took them away from
their mothers, saying that he would make himself responsible for their
education. He took them up into a 10ft which could only be reached by a ladder
from the harness-room, and there kept them in such seclusion that the rest of
the farm soon forgot their existence.
The mystery of where the milk went to was soon cleared up. It was mixed
every day into the pigs' mash. The early apples were now ripening, and the
grass of the orchard was littered with windfalls. The animals had assumed as a
matter of course that these would be shared out equally; one day, however, the
order went forth that all the windfalls were to be collected and brought to the
harness-room for the use of the pigs. At this some of the other animals
murmured, but it was no use. All the pigs were in full agreement on this point,
even Snowball and Napoleon. Squealer was sent to make the necessary
explanation to the others.
'Comradesl' he cried. 'You 4q not imagine, I hope, that we pigs ate 40ing
this in a spirit of selfishness andprivilege? Many of us actually dislilt:e milt_
apples. I dislike t,bem. myself. Our $Ole object in taking the$e ~ is U)
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preserve our health. Milk and apples (this has been proved by Science,
comrades) contain substances absolutely necessary to the well-bemg of a pig.
We pigs are brain-workers. The whole management and organization of this
farm depend on us. Day and night we are watching over your welfare. It is for
your sake that we drink that milk and. eat those apples. Do you know what
would happen if we pigs failed in our duty? Jones would come back! Yes, Jones
would come back! Surely, comrades,' cried Squealer almost pleadingly,
skipping from side to side and whisklng his tail, 'surely there IS no one among
you who wants to see Jones come back?'·
Now if there was one thing that the animals were completely certain of, it
was that they did not want Jones back. When it was put to them in this light,.
they had no more to say. The importance of keeping the pIgS m good health
was all too obvious. So it was agreed without further argument that the milk
and the windfall apples (and also the main crop of apples when they ripened)
should be reserved for the pigs alone.

4
By the late summer the news of what had happened on Animal Farm had
spread across half the country Every day Snowball and Napoleon sent out
flights of pigeons whose instructions were to mingle with the arumals on
neighbouring farms, tell them the story of the Rebellion, and teach them the
tune of 'Beasts of England'.
Most of this time Mr Jones had spent sitting in the taproom of the Red Lion
at Willingdon, complaining to anyone who would listen to the monstrous
injustice he had stiffered in being turned out of his property by a pack of goodfor-nothing animals. The other farmers sympathized in principle, but they did
not at first give him much help. At heart, each of them was secretly wondering
whether he could not somehow turn Jones's misfortune to his own advantage.
It was lucky that the owners of the two farms which adjoined Animal Farm
were on permanently bad terms. One of them, which was named Foxwood,
was a large, neglected, old-fashioned farm, much overgrown by woodland,
with all its pastures worn out and its hedges in a disgraceful condition. Its
owner, Mr Pilkington, was an easy-going gentleman farmer who spent most of
his time in fishing or hunting according to the season. The other farm, which
was called Pinchfield, was smaller and better kept. Its owner was a Mr
Frederick, a tough, shrewd man, perpetually involved in lawsuits and with a
name for driving hard bargains. These two disliked each other so much that it
was difflcult for them to come to any agreement, even in defence of their own
interests.
Neverthel~ they were both thoroughly frightened by the rebellion on
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Animal Farm, and very anxious to prevent their own animals from learning too
much about it. At first they pretended to laugh to scorn the idea of animals
managing a farm for themselves. The whole thing would be over in a fortnight,
they said. They put it about that the ammals on the Manor Farm (they insisted
on calling it the Manor Farm; they would not tolerate the name 'Animal
Farm') were perpetually fighting among themselves and were also rapidly
starving to death. When time passed and the animals had evidently not starved
to death, Frederick and Pilkington changed their tune and began to talk of the
terrible wickedness that now flourished on Animal Farm. It was given out that
the animals there practised cannibalism, tortured one another with red-hot
horseshoes, and had their females 10 common. This was what came of rebelling
against the laws of Nature, Frederick and Pilkington saId.
However, these stories were never fully believed. Rumours of a wonderful
farm, where the human beings had been turned out and the animals managed
their own affairs, continued to circulate in vague and distorted forms, and
throughout that year a wave of rebelliousness ran through the countryside.
Bulls which had always been tractable suddenly turned savage, sheep broke
down hedges and devoured the clover, cows kicked the pail over, hunters
refused their fences and shot their riders on to the other side. Above all, the
tune and even the words of 'Beasts of England' were known everywhere. It had
spread with astonishing speed. The human beings could not contain their rage
when they heard this song, though they pretended to think it merely
ridiculous. They could not understand, they said, how even animals could
bring themselves to sing such contemptible rubbish. Any animal caught
singing it was given a flogging on the spot. And yet the song was irrepressible.
The blackbirds whistled it in the hedges, the pigeons cooed it in the elms, it got
into the din of the smithies and the tune of the church bells. And when the
human beings listened to it, they secretly trembled, hearing in it a prophecy of
their future doom.
Early in October, when the corn was cut and stacked and some of it was
already threshed, a flight of pigeons came whirling through the air and alighted
in the yard of Animal Farm in the wildest excitement. Jones and all his men,
with half a dozen others from Foxwood and Pinchfield, had entered the fivebarred gate and were coming up the cart-track that led to the farm. They were
all carrying sticks, except Jones, who was marching ahead with a gun in his
hands. Obviously they were going to attempt the recapture of the farm.
This had long been expected, and all preparations had been made.
Snowball, who had studied an old book of Julius Caesar's campaigns which he
had found in the farmhouse, was in charge of the defensive operations. He gave
his orders quic.kly, and in a couple of minutes every animal was at his post.
As the human beings approached the fann buildings, Snowball launched his
fi.rst attack. All the pigeons, to the number of thirty-five, dew to and fro over
the men's heads and muted upon them from mid-air; and while the men were
dealing with this~ the geese~ who had been hiding behind the hedge, rushed out
and pecked Viciously at the calves of their legs. However, this was only a liIbt
~mano:uvre, intendf'd to ~e a little disordet, an,d tbeQ3.en ea:dly
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drove the geese off wIth their sticks. Snowball now launched his second line of
attack. Muriel, Benjamin, and all the sheep, with Snowball at the head of them,
rushed forward and prodded and butted the men from every side, while
Benjamin turned round and lashed at them with his small hoofs. But once
again the men, with their sticks and their hobnailed boots, were too strong for
them; and suddenly, at a squeal from Snowball, which was the signal for
retreat, all the ammals turned and fled through the gateway into the yard.
The men gave a shout of triumph. They saw, as they imagined, their
enemies in flight, and they rushed after them m disorder. This was just what
Snowball had intended. As soon as they were well inside the yard, the three
horses, the three cows, and the rest of the pigs, who had been lying in ambush
in the cowshed, suddenly emerged m their rear, cutting them off. Snowball
now gave the SIgnal for the charge. He himself dashed straight for Jones. Jones
saw him coming, raised his gun, and fired. The pellets scored bloody streaks
along Snowball's back, and a sheep dropped dead. Without halting for an
instant Snowball flung his fifteen stone against Jones's legs. Jones was hurled
into a pile of dung and his gun flew out of his hands. But the most terrifying
spectacle of all was Boxer, rearing up on his hind legs and striking out with his
great iron-shod hoofs like a stallion. His very first blow took a stable-lad from
Foxwood on the skull and stretched him lifeless in the mud. At the sight,
several men dropped their sticks and tried to run. Panic overtook them and the
next moment all the animals together were chasing them round and round the
yard. They were gored, kicked, bitten, trampled on. There was not an animal
on the farm that did not take vengeance on them after his own fashion. Even
the cat suddenly leapt off a roof on to a cowman's shoulders and sank her claws
in his neck, at which he yelled horribly. At a moment when the opening was
clear, the men were glad enough to rush out of the yard and make a bolt for the
main road. And so within five minutes of their invasion they were in
ignominious retreat by the same way as they had come, with a flock of geese
hissing after them and pecking at their calves all the way.
All the men were gone except one. Back in the yard Boxer was pawing with
his hoof at the stable-lad who lay face down in the mud, trying to turn him
over. The boy did not stir.
'He is dead,' said Boxer sorrowfully. 'I had no mtention of doing that. I
forgot that I was wearing iron shoes. Who will believe that I did not do this on
purpose?'
'No sentimentality, comrade!' cried Snowball, from whose wounds the
blood was still dripping. 'War is war. The only good human being is a dead
one.'
'I have no wish to take life, not even human life,' repeated Boxer, and his
eyes were full of tears.
'Where is Mollie?' exclaimed somebody.
Mollie was in fact missing. For a moment there was great alarm; it was
feared that the men might have harmed her in some way, or even carried her off
with them. In the end, however, she was found hiding in her stall with her head
buried among the hay in the manger. She had taken to flight as soon as the gun
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went off. And when the others came back from looking for her, It was to find
that the stable-lad, who In fact was only stunned, had already recovered and
made off.
The animals had now reassembled in the wildest excitement, each
recounting his own exploits In the battle at the top of his voice. An impromptu
celebration of the victory was held lmmediately. The flag was run up and
'Beasts of England' was sung a number of times, then the sheep who had been
killed was given a solemn funeral, a hawthorn bush being planted on her grave.
At the graveside Snowball made a little speech, emphasizing the need for all
animals to be ready to die for Animal Farm if need be.
The animals decided unanimously to create a military decoration, 'Animal
Hero, First Class', which was conferred there and then on Snowball and
Boxer. It consisted of a brass medal (they were really some old horse-brasses
whlch had been found in the harness-room), to be worn on Sundays and
holidays. There was also 'Animal Hero, Second Class', whlch was conferred
posthumously on the dead sheep.
There was much discussion as to what the battle should be called. In the
end, it was named the Battle of the Cowshed, since that was where the ambush
had been sprung. Mr Jones's gun had been found lying in the mud, and it was
known that there was a supply of cartridges In the farmhouse. It was decided to
set the gun up at the foot of the flagstaff, like a piece of artillery, and to fire it
twice a year-once on October the twelfth, the anniversary of the Battle of the
Cowshed, and once on Midsummer Day, the anniversary of the Rebellion.

5
As winter drew on, Mollie became more and more troublesome. She was late
for work every morning and excused herself by saying that she had overslept,
and she complained of mysterious pains, although her appetite was excellent.
On every kind of pretext she would run away from work and go to the drinking
pool, where she would stand foolishly gazing at her own reflection in the water.
But there were also rumours of something more serious. One day as Mollie
strolled blithely iato the yard, flirting her long tail and chewing at a stalk of
hay, Clover took her aside.
'Mollie,' she said, 'I have something very serious to say to you. This
morning I saw you looking <)Ver the hedge that divides Animal Fann from
Foxwood. One of Mr Pilkington's men was standing on the other side of the
hedge. And- I was a long way away, but I am almost certain I saw this-he was
talking to you and you were allowing him to $tt'oke your nose. What does that
mean, Mollie?'
'He didn't! I wa&n't! It i~n't true!' cried MQUi~" ~nWng ~ ~ a~

Animal Farm
30
and paw the ground.
'Mollie! Look me in the face. Do you give me your word of honour that the
man was not stroking your nose?'
'It isn't true!' repeated Mollie, but she could not look Clover in the face, and
the next moment she took to her heels and galloped away into the field.
A thought struck Clover. Without saying anything to the others, she went to
Mollie's stall and turned over the straw with her hoof. Hidden under the straw
was a little pile of lump sugar and several bunches of ribbon of different
colours.
Three days later Mollie disappeared. For some weeks nothmg was known of
her whereabouts, then the pigeons reported that they had seen her on the other
side of Willingdon. She was between the shafts of a smart dogcart painted red
and black, which was standing outside a public-house. A fat red-faced man m
check breeches and gaiters, who looked like a publican, was stroking her nose
and feedmg her with sugar. Her coat was newly clipped and she wore a scarlet
ribbon round her forelock. She appeared to be enjoying herself, so the pigeons
said. None of the animals ever mentioned Mollie again.
In January there came bitterly hard weather. The earth was like iron, and
nothing could be done in the fields. Many meetings were held in the big bam,
and the pigs occupied themselves WIth planning out the work of the coming
season. It had come to be accepted that the pigs, who were manifestly cleverer
than the other animals, should decide all questions of farm policy, though their
decisions had to be ratified by a majority vote. This arrangement would have
worked well enough if it had not been for the disputes between Snowball and
Napoleon. These two disagreed at every point where disagreement was
possible. If one of them suggested sowing a bigger acreage with barley, the
other was certain to demand a bigger acreage of oats, and if one of them said
that such and such a field was just right for cabbages, the other would declare
that it was useless for anything except roots. Each had his own following, and
there were some violent debates. At the meetings Snowball often won over the
majority by his brilliant speeches, but Napoleon was better at canvassing
support for himself in between times. He was especially successful with the
sheep. Of late the sheep had taken to bleating 'Four legs good, two legs bad'
both in and out of season, and they often interrupted the Meeting with this. It
was noticed that they were especially liable to break into 'Four legs good, two
legs bad' at the crucial moments in Snowball's speeches. Snowball had made a
close study of some back numbers of the Farmer and Stockbreeder which he
had found in the farmhouse, and was full of plans for innovations and
improvements. He talked learnedly about field-drains, silage, and basic slag,
ami:' bad worked out a complicated scheme for all the animals to drop their
dWlllJ:diftct:ly in the fields, at a different spot every day, to save the labour of
cartage. Napoleon produced no schemes of his own, but said quietly that
Snowball's would come to nothing, and seemed to be biding his time. But of all
their controversies, none was so bitter as the one that took place over the

windmill.
In the long pasture, not far from the farm buildings, there was a small knoll
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which was the highest point on the farm. After surveying the ground,
Snowball declared that this was just the place for a windmill, which could be
made to operate a dynamo and supply the farm with electrical power. This
would lIght the stalls and warm them in winter, and would also run a circular
saw, a chaff-cutter, a mangel-slicer, and an electric milking machine. The
animals had never heard of anything of this kind before (for the farm was an
old-fashioned one and had only the most primitive machinery), and they
lIstened in astonIshment while Snowball conjured up pictures of fantastic
machines which would do their work for them while they grazed at their ease in
the fields or improved their minds with reading and conversation.
Within a few weeks Snowball's plans for the windmill were fully worked
out. The mechanical details came mostly from three books which had
belonged to Mr Jones-One Thousand Useful Things to Do About the House,
Every Man His Own Bricklayer, and Electricity for Beginners. Snowball used as
his study a shed which had once been used for Incubators and had a smooth
wooden floor suitable for drawing on. He was closeted there for hours at a time.
With his books held open by a stone, and with a piece of chalk gripped between
the knuckles of his trotter, he would move rapidly to and fro, drawing in line
after line and uttering little whimpers of excitement. Gradually the plans grew
into a complicated mass of cranks and cog-wheels, covering more than half the
floor, which the other animals found completely unintelligible but very
impressive. All of them came to look at Snowball's drawings at least once a
day. Even the hens and ducks came, and were at pains not to tread on the chalk
marks. Only Napoleon held aloof. He had declared himself against the
windmill from the start. One day, however, he arrived unexpectedly to
examine the plans. He walked heavily round the shed, looked closely at every
detail of the plans and snuffed at them once or tWIce, then stood for a little
while contemplating them out of the corner of his eye; then suddenly he lifted
his leg, urinated over the plans, and walked out without uttering a word.
The whole farm was deeply divided on the subject of the windmill.
Snowball did not deny that to build it would be a difficult business. Stone
would have to be quarried and built up into walls, then the sails would have to
be made and after that there would be need for dynamos and cables. (How
these were to be procured, Snowball did not say.) But he maintained that it
could all be done In a year. And thereafter, he declared, so much labour would
be saved that the animals would only need to work three days a week.
Napoleon, on the other hand, argued that the great need of the moment was to
increase food production, and that if they wasted time on the windmill they
would all starve to death. The animals formed themselves into two factions
under the slogans, 'Vote for Snowball and the three-day week' and 'Vote for
Napoleon and the full manger'. Benjamin was the only animal who did not side
with either faction. He refused to believe either that food would become more
plentiful or that the windmill would save work. Windmill or no windmill, he
said, life would go on as it had always gone on-that is, badly.
Apart from the disputes over the windmill. there was the question of the
de.f~ of the ~. It was fully reapzed that though the human beings had
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been defeated in the Battle of the Cow shed they might make another and more
determined attempt to recapture the farm and reinstate Mr Jones. They had all
the more reason for domg so because the news of their defeat had spread across
the countryside and made the animals on the neighbouring farms more restive
than ever. As usual, Snowball and Napoleon were in disagreement. According
to Napoleon, what the animals must do was to procure fire-arms and train
themselves in the use of them. According to Snowball, they must send out
more and more plgeons and stir up rebellion among the animals on the other
farms. The one argued that if they could not defend themselves they were
bound to be conquered, the other argued that if rebellions happened
everywhere they would have no need to defend themselves. The animals
listened first to Napoleon, then to Snowball, and could not make up their
minds which was right; indeed, they always found themselves in agreement
with the one who was speaking at the moment.
At last the day came when Snowball's plans were completed. At the Meeting
on the following Sunday the question of whether or not to begin work on the
windmill was to be put to the vote. When the animals had assembled in the big
barn, Snowball stood up and, though occasionally interrupted by bleating
from the sheep, set forth his reasons for advocating the building of the
windmill. Then Napoleon stood up to reply. He said very quietly that the
windmill was nonsense and that he advised nobody to vote for it, promptly sat
down again; he had spoken for barely thirty seconds, and seemed almost
indifferent as to the effect he produced. At this Snowball sprang to his feet, and
shouting down the sheep, who had began bleating again, broke into a
passionate appeal in favour of the windmill. Until now the animals had been
about equally divided in their sympathies, but in a moment Snowball's
eloquence had carried them away. In glowing sentences he painted a picture of
Animal Farm as it might be when sordid labour was lifted from the animals'
backs. His imagination had now run far beyond chaff-cutters and turnipslicers. Electricity, he said, could operate threshing machines, ploughs,
harrows, rollers, and reapers and binders, besides supplying every stall with its
own electric light, hot and cold water, and an electric heater. By the time he
had finished speaking, there was no doubt as to which way the vote would go.
But just at this moment Napoleon stood up and, casting a peculiar sidelong
look at Snowball, uttered a high-pitched whimper of a kind no one had ever
heard him utter before.
At this there was a terrible baying sound outside, and nine enormous dogs
wearing brass-studded collars came bounding into the barn. They dashed
straight for Snowball, who only sprang from his place just in time to escape
their snapping jaws. In a moment he was out of the door and they were after
him. Too amazed and frightened to speak, all the animals crowded through the
door to watch the chu.se. Snowball was racing across the long pasture that led to
the road. He was running as only a pig can run, but the dogs were close on his
heels. Suddenly he slipped and it seemed certain that they had him. Then he
was up again, running faster than ever, then the dogs were gaining on him
.ro. One of them all but closed his jaws on Snowball's tail, but Snowball
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whisked it free just in time. Then he put on an extra spurt and, with a few
inches to spare, shpped through a hole in the hedge and was seen no more.
Silent and terrified, the animals crept back into the barn. In a moment the
dogs came bounding back. At first no one had been able to imagme where these
creatures came from, but the problem was soon solved: they were the puppIes
whom Napoleon had taken away from their mothers and reared privately.
Though not yet full-grown, they were huge dogs, and as fierce-looking as
wolves. They kept close to Napoleon. It was noticed that they wagged their
taIls to him in the same way as the other dogs had been used to do to Mr Jones.
Napoleon, with the dogs followmg him, now mounted on to the raised
portion of the floor where Major had previously stood to deliver his speech. He
announced that from now on the Sunday morning Meetmgs would come to an
end. They were unnecessary, he said, and wasted tIme. In future all questIons
relating to the working of the farm would be settled by a special committee of
pIgS, presided over by himself. These would meet in private and afterwards
communicate their decisions to the others. The ammals would still assemble
on Sunday mornings to salute the flag, sing 'Beasts of England', and receIve
their orders for the week; but there would be no more debates.
In spite ofthe shock that Snowball's expUlsion had given them, the animals
were dismayed by this announcement. Several of them would have protested if
they could have found the right arguments. Even Boxer was vaguely troubled.
He set his ears back, shook his forelock several times, and tried hard to marshal
his thoughts; but in the end he could not think of anything to say. Some of the
pigs themselves, however, were more articulate. Four young porkers in the
front row uttered shrill squeals of disapproval, and all four of them sprang to
their feet and began speaking at once But suddenly the dogs sitting round
Napoleon let out deep, menacing growls, and the pigs fell silent and sat down
again. Then the sheep broke out into a tremendous bleating of 'Four legs good,
two legs bad!' which went on for nearly a quarter of an hour and put an end to
any chance of discussion.
Afterwards Squealer was sent round the farm to explain the new
arrangements to the others.
'Comrades,' he said, '1 trust that every animal here appreciates the sacrifice
that Comrade Napoleon has made in takIng this extra labour upon himself. Do
not imagine, comrade, that leadership is a pleasure! On the contrary, it is a
deep and heavy responsibility. No one believes more firmly than Comrade
NaQOleon that all animals are equal. He would be only too happy to let you
make your decisions for yourselves. But sometimes you might make the wrong
decisions, comrades, and then where should we be? Suppose you had decided
to follow Snowball, with his moonshine of windmills-Snowball, who, as we
now' know, was no better than a criminal?'
'He fought bravely at the Battle of the Cowsbed,> said somebody.
'Bravery is oot enoUgh,' said Squealer. 'Loyalty and obediena: are 'more
important. And as tb the Battle df the Cowshed, I believe the time will come
when we shall find that SnowbalJ:'s Part, in it was' 'much ~'
Discipline, comrades; iron 'discipline! That'iS the $cl1WQird for ~. ~
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false step, and our enemIes would be upon us. Surely, comrades,. you do not
want Jones back?'
Once again this argument was unanswerable. Certainly the animals dId not
want Jones back; if the holdmg of debates on Sunday mornings was liable to
bring hIm back, then the debates must stop. Boxer, who had now had tIme to
think things over, voiced the general feeling by saying: 'If Comrade Napoleon
says it, it must be right'. And from then on he adopted the maxim, 'Napoleon is
always right,' in addition to his prIvate motto of 'I will work harder.'
By this time the weather had broken and the sprIng ploughing had begun.
The shed where Snowball had drawn hIS plans ofthe windmill had been shut
up and it was assumed that the plans had been rubbed off the floor. Every
Sunday mormng at ten 0' clock the animals assembled m the big barn to receive
their orders for the week. The skull of old Major, now clean of flesh, had been
dismterred from the orchard and set up on a stump at the foot of the flagstaff,
beside the gun. After the hoisting of the flag, the animals were required to file
past the skull in a reverent manner before entering the barn. Nowadays they
did not sit all together as they had done in the past. Napoleon, with Squealer
and another pig named Minimus, who had a remarkable gift for composing
songs and poems, sat on the front of the raised platform, with the nine young
dogs forming a semicircle round them, and the other pigs sItting behind. The
rest of the animals sat facing them in the main body of the barn. Napoleon read
out the orders for the week in a gruff soldierly style, and after a single singing
of 'Beasts of England', all the animals dispersed.
On the third Sunday after Snowball's expulsion, the animals were somewhat
surprised to hear Napoleon announce that the windmill was to be built after
all. He did not give any reasons for having changed his mind, but merely
warned the animals that this extra task would mean very hard work; It might
even be necessary to reduce their rations. The plans, however, had all been
prepared, down to the last detail. A special committee of pigs had been at work
upon them for the past three weeks. The building of the windmill, with various
other improvements, was expected to take two years.
That evening Squealer explained privately to the other animals that Napoleon had never in reality been opposed to the windmill. On the contrary, it was
he who had advocated it in the beginning, and the plan which Snowball had
drawn on the floor ofthe incubator shed had actually been stolen from among
Napoleon's papers. The windmill was, in fact, Napoleon's own creation. Why,
then, asked somebody, had he spoken so strongly against it? Here Squealer
looked very sly. That, he said, was Comrade Napoleon's cunning. He had
seemed to oppose the windmill, simply as a manreuvre to get rid of Snowball,
who was a dangerous character and a bad influence. Now that Snowball was
out ofthe way, the plan could go forward without his interference. This, said
Squealer, was something called tactics. He repeated a number of times,
'Tactics, comrades, tactics!' skipping round and whisking his tail with a merry
laugh. The animals were not certain what the word meant, but Squealer spoke so
persuasively. and the three dogs who.happened to be with him growled so
threateningly, that they accepted his explanation without further questions.
34
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All that year the animals worked like slaves. But they were happy in their work;
they grudged no effort or sacrifice, well aware that everything that they did was
for the benefit of themselves and those of their kmd who would come after
them, and not for a pack of idle, thieving human beings.
Throughout the spring and summer they worked a sixty-hour week, and in
August Napoleon announced that there would be work on Sunday afternoons
as well. This work was strictly voluntary, but any animal who absented himself
from it would have his rations reduced by half. Even so, it was found necessary
to leave certain tasks undone. The harvest was a little less successful than in the
previous year, and two fields which should have been sown with roots in the
early summer were not sown because the ploughing had not been completed
early enough. It was possible to foresee that the coming winter would be a hard
one.
The windmill presented unexpected difficulties. There was a good quarry of
limestone on the farm, and plenty of sand and cement had been found in one of
the outhouses, so that all the materials for building were at hand. But the
problem the animals could not at first solve was how to break up the stones into
pieces of suitable size. There seemed no way of doing this except with picks
and crowbars, which no animal could use, because no animal could stand on
his hind legs. Only after weeks of vain effort did the right idea occur to
somebody-namely, to utilize the force of gravity. Huge boulders, far too big to
be used as they were, were lying all over the bed of the quarry. The animals
lashed ropes round these, and then a11 together, cows, horses, sheep, any
animal that could lay hold of the rope-even the pigs sometimes joined in at
critical moments-they dragged them with desperate slowness up the slope to
the top of the quarry, where they were toppled over the edge, to shatter to
pieces below. Transporting the stone when it waS once broken was
comparatively simple. The horses carried it off in cartloads, the sheep dragged
single blocks, even Muriel and Benjamin yoked themselves into an old
governess-cart and did their share. By late summer a sufficient store of stone
had accumulated, and then the building began, under the superintendence of
the pigs.
But it was a slow, laborious process. Frequently it took a whole day of
exhausting effort to drag a single boulder to the top of the quarry, and
sometimes when it was pushed over the edge it failed to break. Nothing could
have been achieved witbput Boxer, who&e strength seemed equal to that of all
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the rest of the animals put together. When the boulder began to slip and the
animals cried out in despair at finding themselves dragged down the hill, it was
always Boxer who strained himself against the rope and brought the boulder to
a stop. To see him toiling up the slope Inch by Inch, his breath coming fast, the
tlpS of his hoofs clawing at the ground, and his great sides matted with sweat,
filled everyone with admiration. Clover warned him sometimes to be careful
not to overstrain himself, but Boxer would never listen to her. His two slogans,
'I will work harder' and 'Napoleon is always right', seemed to him a sufficient
answer to all problems. He had made arrangements with the cockerel to call
him three-quarters of an hour earlier in the morning instead of half an hour.
And in his spare moments, of which there were not many nowadays, he would
go alone to the quarry, collect a load of broken stone, and drag it down to the
site of the windmlll unassisted.
The animals were not badly off throughout that summer, in spite of·the
hardness of their work. If they had no more food than they had in Jones's day,
at least they did not have less. The advantage of only having to feed
themselves, and not having to support five extravagant human beings as well,
was so great that it would have taken a lot of failures to outwelgh it. And in
many ways the anunal method of doing things was more efficlent and saved
labour. Such jobs as weeding, for Instance, could be done with a thoroughness
impossible to human beings. And again, since no animal now stole, it was
unnecessary to fence off pasture from arable land, which saved a lot of labour
on the upkeep of hedges and gates. Nevertheless, as the summer wore on,
various unforeseen shortages began to make themselves felt. There was need of
paraffin oil, nails, string, dog biscuits, and iron for the horses' shoes, none of
which could be produced on the farm. Later there would also be need for seeds
and artificial manure, besides various tools and, finally, the machinery for the
windmill. How these were to be procured, no one was able to imagine.
One Sunday morning, when the animals assembled to receive their orders,
Napoleon announced that he had decided upon a new policy. From now
onwards Animal Farm would engage in trade with the neighbouring farms:
not, of course, for any commercial purpose, but simply in order to obtain
certain materials which were urgently necessary. The needs of the windmill
must override everything else, he said. He was therefore making arrangements
to sell a stack of hay and part of the current year's wheat crop, and later on, if
more money were needed, it would have to be made up by the sale of eggs, for
which there was always a market in Willingdon. The hens, said Napoleon,
should welcome this sacrifice as their own special contribution towards the
building of the windmill.
Once again the animals were conscious of a vague uneasiness. Never to have
any dealings with human beings, never to engage in trade, never to make use of
money-had not these been among the earliest resolutions passed at that first
triumphant Meeting after Jones was expelled? All the animals remembered
passing such resolutions: or at least they thought that they remembered it. The
four young pigs who had protested when Napoleon abolished the Meetings
raised their voices timidly, but they were promptly silenced by a tremendous
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growling from the dogs. Then, as usual, the sheep. broke into 'Four legs good,
two legs bad!' and the momentary awkwardness was smoothed over. Finally
Napoleon raised his trotter for silence and announced that he had already
made all the arrangements. There would be no need for any of the animals to
come in contact with human beings, which would clearly be most undesirable.
He intended to take the whole burden upon his own shoulders. A Mr
Whymper, a solicitor lIving in Willingdon, had agreed to act as Intermediary
between Animal Farm and the outside world, and would visit the farm every
Monday morning to receive his Instructions. Napoleon ended his speech with
his usual cry of 'Long live Animal Farm!', and after the singing of 'Beasts of
England' the ammals were dismissed.
Afterwards Squealer made a round of the farm and set the animals' mInds at
rest. He assured them that the resolution agaInst engaging in trade and using
money had never been passed, or even suggested. It was pure imagination,
probably traceable in the beginning to lies circulated by Snowball. A few
animals still felt faintly doubtful, but Squealer asked them shrewdly, 'Are you
certain that this is not something that you have dreamed, comrades? Have you
any record of such a resolution? Is it written down anywhere?' And since it was
certainly true that nothing of the kmd existed in writing, the animals were
satisfied that they had been mistaken.
Every Monday Mr Whymper visited the farm as had been arranged. He was
a sly-looking little man with side whiskers, a solicitor in a very small way of
business, but sharp enough to have realized earlier than anyone else that
Animal Farm would need a broker and that the commissions would be worth
having. The animals watched his coming and going with a kind of dread, and
avoided him as much as possible. Nevertheless, the sight of Napoleon, on all
fours, delivering orders to Whymper,. who stood on two legs, roused their
pride and partly reconciled them to the new arrangement. Their relations with
the human race were now not quite the same as they had been before. The
human beings did not hate Animal Farm any less now that it was prospering;
indeed, they hated it more than ever. Every human being held it as an article of
faith that the farm would go bankrupt sooner or later, and, above all~ that the
windmill would be a failure. They would meet in the public-houses and prove
to one another by means of diagrams that the windmill was bound to fall down,
or that if it did stand up, then that it would never work. And yet, against their
will, they had developed a certain respect for the efficiency with which the
animals were managing their own affairs. One symptom of this was that they
had begun to call Animal Farm by its proper name and ceased to pretend that it
was called the Manor Farm. They had also dropped their championship of
Jones, who had given up hope of getting his farm back and gone to live in
another part of the country. Except through Whymper, there was as yet no
contact between Animal Farm and the outside world, but there were constant
ntmours that Napoleon was about to enter into a definite business agreement
either with Mr Pilkington of Foxwood or with Mr Frederick ofPinchfield-but
never, it ~ noticed, with both simultaneously.
It was about this time that the pigs suddenly moved into the ~ and
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took up their residence there. Agam the animals seemed to remember that a
resolutIOn against this had been passed in the early days, and again Squealer
was able to convirree- them that this was not the case. It was absolutely
necessary, he saId, that the pigs, who were the brains of the farm, should have a
quiet place to work in. It was also more suited to the dignity of the Leader (for
of late he had taken to speaking of Napoleon under the tItle of 'Leader') to live
in a house than in a mere sty. Nevertheless, some of the animals were disturbed
when they heard that the pigs not only took their meals in the kitchen and used
the drawing-room as a recreation room but also slept in the beds. Boxer passed
it off as usual with 'Napoleon is always right!', but Clover, who thought she
remembered a definite ruling against beds, went to the end of the barn and
tried to puzzle out the Seven Commandments WhICh were inscribed there.
Fmding herself unable to read more than individual letters, she fetched
Muriel.
'Muriel,' she said, 'read me the Fourth Commandment. Does it not say
something about never sleeping in a bed?'
With some difficulty Munel spelt it out.
'It says, "No animal.shall sleep in a bed with sheets" " she announced finally.
Curiously enough, Clover had not remembered that the Fourth Commandment mentioned sheets; but as it was there on the wall, it must have done so.
And Squealer, who happened to be passing at thIS moment, attended by two or
three dogs, was able to put the whole matter in its proper perspective.
'You have heard then, comrades,' he said, 'that we pigs now sleep in the beds
of the farmhouse? And why not? You did not suppose, surely, that there was
ever a ruling agamst beds? A bed merely means a place to sleep in. A pile of
straw in a stall is a bed, properly regarded. The rule was against sheets, which
are a human invention. We have removed the sheets from the farmhouse beds,
and sleep between blankets. And very comfortable beds they are too! But not
more comfortable than we need, I can tell you, comrades, with all the
brainwork we have to do nowadays. You would not rob us of our repose, would
you, comrades? You would not have us too tired to carry out our duties? Surely
none of you wishes to see Jones back?'
The animals reassured him on this point immediately, and no more was said
about the pigs sleeping in the farmhouse beds. And when, some days
afterwards, it was announced that from now on the pigs. would get up an hour
later in the mornings than the other animals, no complaint was made about
that either.
By the autumn the animals were tired but happy. They had had a hard year,
and after the sale of part of the hay and corn, the stores of food for the winter
were none too plentiful, but the windmill compensated for everything. It was
ahnost half built now. Mter the harvest there was a stretch of clear dry
weather, and the animals toiled harder than ever, thinking it well worth while
t<iplod to and fro all day with blocks of stone if by doing so they could raise the
walls another foot. Boxer would even come out at nights and work for an hour
or two on his own by the light of the harvest mor "1. In their spare moments the
animals 'would walk round and round the half-finished mill, admiring the
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strength and perpendicularity of its walls and marvelling that they should ever
have been able to build anything so lmposing. Only old Benjamin refused to
grow enthusiastic about the windmill, though, as usual, he would utter
nothing beyond the cryptic remark that donkeys live a long tlme.
November came, wlth ragmg south-west Wlnds. Building had to stop
because it was now too wet to mix the cement. Finally there came a night when
the gale was so vlOlent that the farm buildings rocked on their foundations and
several tiles were blown off the roof ofthe barn. The hens woke up squawking
with terror because they had all ct"i:eamed slmultaneously of hearmg a gun go
off in the distance. In the morning the animals came out of their stalls to find
that the flagstaff had blown down and an elm tree at the foot ofthe orchard had
been plucked up like a radlsh. They had just noticed this when a cry of despair
broke from ever.y animal's throat. A terrible sight had met thelr eyes. The
wmdmill was in ruins.
With one accord they dashed down to the spot. Napoleon, who seldom
moved out of a walk, raced ahead of them all. Yes, there it lay, the frult of all
their struggles, levelled to its foundations, the stones they had broken and
carried so laboriously scattered all around. Unable at first to speak, they stood
gazlng mournfully at the litter of fallen stone. Napoleon paced to and fro in
silence, occaslOnally snuffing at the ground. Hls tail had grown rigid and
twitched sharply from side to slde, a sign in him of intense mental activity.
Suddenly he halted as though hls mind were made up.
'Comrades,' he said quietly, 'do you know who is responslble for this? Do
you know the enemy who has come in the night and overthrown our windmill?
SNOWBALL!' he suddenly roared in a VOlce ofthunder. 'Snowball has done this
thing! In sheer malignity, thinking to set back our plans and avenge hlmself for
his ignominious expulsion, this traitor has crept here under cover of night and
destroyed our work of nearly a year. Comrades, here and now I pronounce the
death sentence upon Snowball. "Animal Hero, Second Class", and half a
bushel of apples to any animal who brings him to justice. A full bushel to
anyone who captures him alive!'
The animals were shocked beyond measure to learn that even Snowball
could be guilty of such an action. There was a cry of indignatlOn and everyone
began thmking out ways of catching Snowball if he should ever come back.
Almost immediately the footprints of a pig were discovered in the grass at a
little distance from the knoll. They could only be traced for a few yards, but
appeared to lead to a hole in the hedge. Napoleon snuffed deeply at them and
pronounced them to be Snowball's. He gave it.as,his opinion that Snowball
had probably come from the direction of Foxwood Farm.
'No more delays, comrades!' said Napoleon when the footprints had been
examined. "There is work to be done. This very morning we begin rebuilding
the windmill, and we will bulld all through the winter, rain or shine. We will
teach this miserable traitor that he cannot undo our work so easily. Remember,
comrades, there must,be no alteration in our plans: they shall be carried out
to the day. Forward, comrades! Long li\te the windmill! Long live Animal
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It was a bitter winter. The stormy weather was followed by sleet and snow, and
then by a hard frost which did not break till well into February. The animals
carried on as best as they could with the rebuilding of the :windmill, well
knowing that the outside world was watching them and that the envious
human beings would rejoice and triumph if the mill were not finished on time.
Out of spite, the human beings pretended not to believe that it was Snowball
who had destroyed the windmill: they said that it had fallen down because the
walls were too thin. The animals knew that this was not the case Still, it had
been decided to build the walls three feet thick this time instead of eighteen
inches as before, which meant collecting much larger quantities of stone. For a
long time the quarry was full of snowdrifts and nothing could be done. Some
progress was made in the dry frosty weather that followed, but it was cruel
work, and the animals could not feel so hopeful about it as they had felt before.
They were always cold, and usually hungry as well. Only Boxer and Clover
never lost heart. Squealer made excellent speeches on the joy of service and the
dignity of labour, but the other animals found more inspiration in Boxer's
strength and his never-failing cry of 'I will work harder!'
In January food fell short. The corn ration was drastically reduced, and it
was announced that an extra potato ration would be issued to make up for it.
Then it was discovered that the greater part of the potato crop had been frosted
in the clamps, which had not been covered thickly enough. The potatoes had
become soft and discoloured, and only a few were edible. For days at a time the
animals had nothing to eat but chaff and mangels. Starvation seemed to stare
them in the face.
It was vitally necessary to conceal this fact from the outside world.
Emboldened by the collapse ofthe windmill, the human beings were inventing
fresh lies about Animal Farm. Once again it was being put about that all the
animals were dying of famine and disease, and that they were continually
fighting among themselves and had resorted to cannibalism and infanticide.
Napoleon was well aware of the bad results that might follow if the real facts of
the food situation were known, and he decided to make use of Mr Whymper to
spread a contrary impression. Hitherto the animals had had little or no contact
with Whymper on his weekly visits: now, however, a few selected animals,
mostly sheep, were instructed to remark casually in his hearing that rations
had been increased. In addition, Napoleon ordered-the almost empty bins in
the store-shed to be filled nearly to the brim with sand, which was then covered
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up with what remained of the gram and meal. On some SUItable pretext
Whymper was led through the store-shed and allowed to catch a glimpse of the
bins. He was deceived and continued to report to the outside world that there
was no food shortage on Animal Farm.
Nevertheless, towards the end of January it became obvious that it would be
necessary to procure some more grain from somewhere. In these days
Napoleon rarely appeared in public, but spent all his time in the farmhouse,
which was guarded at each door by fierce-looking dogs. When he did emerge,
it was in a ceremonial manner, with an escort of six dogs who closely
surrounded him and growled if anyone came too near. Frequently he rud not
even appear on Sunday mornmgs, but issued his orders through one of the
other pigs, usually Squealer.
One Sunday morning Squealer announced that the hens, who had just come
m to lay again, must surrender their eggs. Napoleon had accepted, through
Whymper, a contract for four hundred eggs a week. The price of these would
pay for enough grain and meal to keep the farm going till summer came on and
conditions were easier.
When the hens heard this, they raised a terrible outcry. They had been
warned earlier that this sacrifice might be necessary, but had not believed that
it would really happen. They were just getting their clutches ready for the
spring sitting, and they protested that to take the eggs away now was murder.
For the first time since the expUlsion of J ones there was something resembling
a rebellion. Led by three young Black Minorca pullets, the hens made a
determined effort to thwart Napoleon's wishes. Their method was to fly up to
the rafters and there lay their eggs, which smashed to pieces on the floor.
Napoleon acted swiftly and ruthlessly. He ordered the hen's rations to be
stopped, and decreed that any animal giving so much as a grain of corn to a hen
should be punished by death. The dogs saw to it that these orders were carried
out. For five days the hens held out, then they capitulated and went back to
their nesting boxes. Nine hens had died in the meantime. Their bodies were
buried in the orchard, and it was given out they had died of coccidiosis.
Whymper heard nothing of this affair, and the eggs were duly delivered, a
grocer's van driving up to the farm once a week to take them away.
All this while no more had been seen of Snowball. He was rumoured to be
hiding on one of the neighbouring farms, either Foxwood or Pinchfield.
Napoleon was by this time on slightly better terms with the other farmers than
before. It happened that there was in the yard a pile of timber which had been
stacked there ten years earlier when a beech spinney was cleared. It was well
seasoned, and Whymper had advised Napoleon to sell it; both Mr Pilkington
and Mr Frederick were anxious to buy it. Napoleon was hesitating between the
two, Ullable to make up his mind. It was noticed that whenever he seemed on
the point of coming to an agreement with Frederick, Snowball was declared to
be in biding a1: Foxwood, while, when he inclined towards Pilltington.,.
Snowball was said to be at Pinchfield.
Suddenly, early in the spring, an alanning thiog was discovered. Snowball
~ ~y frequenting the £ann by night! The animals wete so distul'bed that
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they could hardly sleep m their stalls. Every mght, it was said, he came
creeping m under cover of darkness and performed all kmds of mischief. He
stole the corn, he upset the mIlk-palls, he broke the eggs, he trampled the seedbeds, he gnawed the bark off the fruit trees. Whenever anything went wrong It
became usual to attribute it to Snowball. If a window was broken or a drain
blocked up, someone was certam to say that Snowball had come m the night
and done It, and when the key of the store-shed was lost, the whole farm was
convmced that Snowball had thrown it down the well Curiously enough, they
went on belIevmg thls even after the mislald key was found under a sack of
meal. The cows declared unanimously that Snowball crept mto their stalls and
milked them m their sleep. The rats, whlch had been troublesome that winter,
were also sald to be in league with Snowball.
Napoleon decreed that there should be a full investigatlOn into Snowball's
activities. With hls dogs in attendance he set out and made a careful tour of
mspectlOn of the farm buildings, the other ammals following at a respectful
dlstance. At every few steps Napoleon stopped and snuffed the ground for
traces of Snowball's footsteps, which, he sald, he could detect by the smell. He
snuffed in every corner, in the barn, m the cowshe.d, in the hen-houses, in the
vegetable garden, and found traces of Snowball almost everywhere He would
put his snout to the ground, give several deep snlffs, and excl~im in a ternble
VOlce, 'Snowball! He has been here! I can smell him distinctly!' and at the word
'Snowball' all the dogs let out blood-curdling growls and showed thelr slde
teeth.
The animals were thoroughly frightened. It seemed to them as though
Snowball were some kind of invisible influence, pervading the air about them
and menacing them with all kinds of dangers. In the evening Squealer called
them together, and with an alarmed expression on hls face told them that he
had some senous news to report.
'Comrades!' cried Squealer, making httle nervous skips, 'a most terrible
thing has been discovered. Snowball has sold himself to Frederick of
Pinchfield Farm, who is even now plotting to attack us and take our farm away
from us! Snowball is to act as hls guide when the attack begins. But there lS
worse than that. We had thought that Snowball's rebellion was caused by his
vanity and ambition. But we .were wrong, comrades. Do you know what the
real reason was? Snowball wasdn league with J ones from the very start! He was
Jones's secret agent all the time. It has aU been proved by documents which he
left behind him and which we have only just discovered. To my mmd this
_explains a great deal, comrades. Did we not see for ourselves how he
attempted-fortunately without success-to get us defeated and destroyed at
the Battle of the Cowshed?'
The animals were stupefied. Thls was a wickedness far outdoing Snowball's
destruction of the windmill. But it was some minutes before they could fully
, take it in. They all remembered,or thought they remembered, how they had
seen .Snowball charging ahead of them in the Battle of the Cowshed, how he
had rallied and encouraged them at every turn, and how he had not paused for
an instant even when the pellets from Jones's gun had wounded hls back. At
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first It was a little dlfficult to see how this fitted in with his being on jones's
side. Even Boxer, who seldom asked questions, was puzzled. He lay down,
tucked his forehoofs beneath him, shut hls eyes, and with a hard effort
managed to formulate his thoughts.
'1 do not believe that,' he said. 'Snowball fought bravely at the Battle ofthe
Cowshed. 1 saw him myself. Dld we not give him "Animal Hero, First Class",
immediately afterwards?'
'That was our mistake, comrade. For we know now-it is all written down in
the secret documents that we have found-that in reality he was trying to lure
us to our doom.'
'But he was wounded,' said Boxer. 'We all saw him runmng with blood.'
'That was part of the arrangement!' cried Squealer. 'Jones's shot only
grazed him. 1 could show you this in his own writing, if you were able to read
it. The plot was for Snowball, at the critical moment, to give the signal for
flight and leave the field to the enemy. And he very nearly succeeded-1 will
even say, comrades, he would have succeeded ifit had not been for our heroic
Leader, Comrade Napoleon. Do you not remember how, just at the moment
when Jones and his men had got inside the yard, Snowball suddenly turned
and fled, and many animals followed hlffi? And do you not remember, too, that
it was just at that moment, when panic was spreading and all seemed lost, that
Comrade Napoleon sprang foward with a cry of "Death to Humanity!" and
sank his teeth in Jones's leg? Surely you remember that, comrades?' exclaimed
Squealer, frisking from side to side.
Now when Squealer described the scene so graphically, it seemed to the
animals that they did remember it. At any rate, they remembered that at the
critical moment of the battle Snowball had turned to flee. But Boxer was still a
little uneasy.
'1 do not believe that Snowball was a traitor at the beginning,' he said finally.
'What he has done since is different. But 1 believe that at the Battle of the
Cowshed he was a good comrade.'
'Our Leader, Comrade Napoleon,' announced Squealer, speaking very
slowly and firmly, 'has stated categorically-categorically, comrade-that
Snowball was jones's agent from the very beginning-yes, and from long
before the Rebellion was ever thought of.'
'Ah, that is different!' said Boxer. 'If Comrade Napoleon says it, it must be
right.'
'That is the true spirit, comrade!' cried Squealer, but it was noticed he cast a
very ugly look at Boxer with his little twinkling eyes. He turned to go, then
paused and added impressively: 'I warn every animal on this farm to keep his
eyes very wide open. For we have reason to think that some of Snowball's
secret agents are lurlcing among uS at this moment!'
Four days later, in the late afternoon, Napoleon ordered all the animals to
aSsemble in the yard. When they were aU gathered together, Napoleon
emerged from the farmhouse, wearing both his medals (for he had recently
~ ~ ·Animal Hero, First Class', and 'Animal Hero, SecOnd
Ctass'};Withlri'hrine' huge dOgs frisking round him and uttering groWls'that
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sent shivers down all the animals' spines. They all cowered silently in their
places, seeming to know in advance that some terrible thing was about to
happen.
Napoleon stood sternly surveying his audience; then he uttered a highpItched whimper. Immediately the dogs bounded forward, seized four of the
pigs by the ear and dragged them, squealing with pain and terror, to
Napoleon's feet. The pIgS' ears were bleeding, the dogs had tasted blood, and
for a few moments they appeared to go quite mad. To the amazement of
everybody, three of them flung themselves upon Boxer. Boxer saw them
coming and put out his great hoof, caught a dog in mid-air, and pinned him to
the ground. The dog shrieked for mercy and the other two fled with their tails
between their legs. Boxer looked at Napoleon to know whether he should
crush the dog to death or let it go. Napoleon appeared to change countenance,
and sharply ordered Boxer to let the dog go, whereat Boxer hfted his hoof, and
the dog slunk away, bruised and howling.
Presently the tumult died down. The four pIgS waited, trembling, with guilt
written on every line of their countenances. Napoleon now called upon them to
confess their crimes. They were the same four pigs as had protested when
Napoleon abolished the Sunday Meetings. Without any further prompting
they confessed that they had been secretly in touch with Snowball ever SInce
his expulsion, that they had collaborated with him in destroying the windmill,
and that they had entered into an agreement with him to hand over Animal
Farm to Mr Frederick. They added that Snowball had privately admItted to
them that he had been Jones's secret agent for years past. When they had
finished their confession, the dogs promptly tore their throats out, and in a
terrible voice Napoleon demanded whether any other animal had anything to
confess.
The three hens who had been the ringleaders in the attempted rebellion over
the eggs now came forward and stated that Snowball had appeared to them in a
dream and incited them to disobey Napoleon's orders. They, too, were
slaughtered. Then a goose came forward and confessed to having secreted six
ears of corn during the last year's harvest and eaten them in the night. Then a
sheep confessed to having urinated in the drinking pool-urged to do this, so
she said, by Snowball-and two other sheep confessed to having murdered an
old ram, an especially devoted follower of Napoleon, by chasing him round the
bonfire when he was suffering from a cough. They were all slain on the spot.
And so the tale of confessions and executions went on, until there was a pile of
corpses lying before Napoleon's feet and the air was heavy with the smell of
blood, which had been unknown there since the expulsion of Jones.
When it was all over, the remaining animals, except for the pigs and dogs,
crept away in a body. They were shaken and miserable. They did not know
which was more shocking-the treachery of the animals who had leagued
themselves with Snowball, or the cruel retribution they had just witnessed. In
the old days there had often been SCenes of bloodshed equally terrible, but it
seemed to all of them that it was far worse now that it was happening among
themselves. Since Jones had left the farm, until today, no animal had killed
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another anImal. Not even a rat had been killed. They had made their way on to
the little knoll where the half-fimshed windmill stood, and WIth one accord
they all lay down as though huddling together for warmth-Clover, Muriel,
Benjamm, the cows, the sheep, and a whole flock of geese and hens-everyone,
indeed, except the cat, who had suddenly disappeared Just before Napoleon
ordered the animals to assemble. For some time nobody spoke. Only Boxer
remained on his feet. He fidgeted to and fro, swishmg his long black tail against
his sides, and occasionally uttering a little whinny of surprise. Fmally he said:
'I do not understand it. I would not have believed that such thmgs could
happen on our farm. It must be due to some fault in ourselves. The solution, as
I see it, is to work harder. From now onwards I shall get up a full hour earher
10 the mornings.'
And he moved off at his lumbering trot and made for the quarry. Having got
there, he collected two successive loads of stone and dragged them down to the
wmdmill before retiring for the night.
The animals huddled about Clover, not speaking. The knoll where they
were lying gave them a wide prospect across the countryside. Most of AnImal
Farm was within their view-the long pasture stretching down to the malO
road, the hayfield, the spinney, the drinking pool, the ploughed fields where
the young wheat was thick and green, and the red roofs of the farm buildings
with the smoke curling from the chimneys. It was a clear spring evening. The
grass and the bursting hedges were gilded by the level rays of the sun. Never
had the farm-and with a kind of surprise they remembered that it was their
own farm, every inch of it their own property-appeared to the ammals so
desirable a place. As Clover looked down the hIllside her eyes filled with tears.
If she could have spoken her thoughts, it would have been to say that this was
not what they had aimed at when they had set themselves years ago to work for
the overthrow of the human race. These scenes of terror and slaughter were
not what they had looked forward to on that night when old Major first stirred
them to rebellion. If she herself had had any picture of the future, it had been
of a society of animals set free from hunger and the whip, all equal, each
working accordmg to his capacity, the strong protecting the weak, as she had
protected the last brood of ducklings wIth her foreleg on the night of Major's
speech. Instead-she did not know why-they had come to a time when no one
dared speak his mind, when fierce, growling dogs roamed everywhere, and
when you had to watch your comrades torn to pieces after confessing to
shocking crimes. There was no thought of rebellion or disobedience in her
mind. She knew that, even as things were, they were far better off than they
had been in the days of Jones, and that before aU else it was needful to prevent
the return of the human beings. Whatever happened she would remain
faithful, work hard, carry out the orders that were given to her, and accept the
leadership of Napoleon. But still, it was not for this that she and all the other
animals had hoped and toiled. It was not for this that they had built the
windmill and faced the bullets of jones's guns. Such were her thoughts,
though she lacked the words to express them.
At last, feeling this to be in some way a substitute for the words she was
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unable to find, she began to sing 'Beasts of England'. The other animals sittmg
round her took it up, and they sang It three times over-very tunefully, but
slowly and mournfully, in a way they had never sung it before.
They had just finished singing it for the third time when Squealer, attended
by two dogs, approached them with the air of having something important to
say. He announced that, by a special decree of Comrade Napoleon, 'Beasts of
England' had been abolished. From now onwards It was forbidden to sing it.
The animals were taken aback.
'Why?' cried Muriel.
'It is no longer needed, comrade,' said Squealer stiffly. '''Beasts of England"
was the song of the Rebellion. But the Rebellion is now completed. The
execution of the traitors this afternoon was the final act. The enemy both
external and internal has been defeated. In "Beasts of England" we expressed
our longing for a better society in days to come. But that society has now been
established. Clearly this song has no longer any purpose.'
Frightened though they were, some of the animals might possibly have
protested, but at this moment the sheep set up their usual bleating of 'Four
legs good, two legs bad', which went on for several minutes and put an end to
the discussion.
So 'Beasts of England' was heard no more. In its place Minimus, the poet,
had composed another song WhICh began:
Animal Farm, Animal Farm,
Never through me shalt thou come to harm l

and this was sung every Sunday morning after the hoisting of the flag. But
somehow neither the words nor the tune ever seemed to the animals to come up
to 'Beasts of England'.

8
A few days later, when the terror caused by the executions had died down,
some of the animals remembered-or thought they remembered-that the Sixth
Commandment decreed: 'No animal shall kill any other animal.' And though
no one cared to mention it in the hearing ofthe pigs Or the dogs, it was felt that
the killings which had taken place did not square with this. Clover asked
Benjamin to read her the Sixth Commandment, and when Benjamin, as usual,
said that he refused to meddle in such matters, she fetched Muriel. Muriel read
the Commandment for her. It ran: 'No animal shall kill any other animal
without cause.' Somehow or other, the last two words had slipped out of the
animals' memory. But they saw now that the commandment had not been
violated; for clearly there was good reason for killing the traitors who had
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leagued themselves w1th Snowball.
Throughout that year the ammals worked even harder than they had, worked
in the prevlOUS year. To rebuild the wmdmill, with walls twice as truck as
before, and to finish 1t by the appointed date, together with the regular work of
the farm, was a tremendous labour. There were times when 1t seemed to the
animals that they worked longer hours and fed no better than they had done in
Jones's day. On Sunday mornings Squealer, holding down a long strip of
paper with his trotter, would read out to them lists of figures proving that the
production of every class of foodstuff had increased by 200 per cent, 300 per
cent, or 500 per cent, as the case might be. The animals saw no reason to
disbelieve him, especially as they could no longer remember very clearly what
conditions had been like before the Rebellion. All the same, there were days
when they felt that they would sooner have had less figures and more food.
All orders were now issued through Squealer or one of the other pigs.
Napoleon himself was not seen in public as often as once a fortnight. When he
did appear, he was attended not only by his retinue of dogs but by a black
cockerel who marched in front of him and acted as a kind of trumpeter, letting
out a loud 'cock-a-doodle-doo' before Napoleon spoke. Even in the
farmhouse, it was said, Napoleon inhabited separate apartments from the
others. He took his meals alone, with two dogs to wait upon h1m, and always
ate from the Crown Derby dinner service which had been in the glass
cupboard in the drawing-room. It was also announced that the gun would be
fired every year on Napoleon's birthday, as well as on the other two
anniversaries.
Napoleon was now never spoken of simply as 'Napoleon'. He was always
referred to in formal style as 'our Leader, Comrade Napoleon', and the pigs
liked to invent for him such titles as Father of All Animals, Terror of
Mankind, Protector of the Sheep-fold, Ducklings' Friend, and the like. In his
speeches, Squealer would talk with the tears rolling down his cheeks of
Napoleon's wisdom, the goodness of his heart, and the deep love he bore to all
animals everywhere, even and especially the unhappy animals who still lived in
ignorance and slavery on other farms. It had become usual to give Napoleon
the credit for every successful achievement and every stroke of good fortune.
You would often hear one hen remark to another. 'Under the guidance of our
Leader, Comrade Napoleon, I have laid five eggs in six days'; or two cows,
enjoying a drink at the pool, would exclaim, 'Thanks to the leadership of
Comrade Napoleon, how excellent this water tastes!' The general feeling on
the farm was well expressed in a poem entitled 'Comrade Napoleon', which
was composed by Minirnus and which ran as follows:
Friend of the fatherless!
FO'Illltain of happiness!
Lord of the swill-bucket! Oh, bow my soul i$ 00
Fire when I ga.?)e at thy
Calm and commanding eye,
Uke the sun in the sky,
Comrade Napoleoe!
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Thou art the gIver of
AJI that thy creatures love,
Full beJly tWIce a day, clean straw to roll upon,
Every beast great or smaJl
Sleeps at peace m hIs stall,
Thou watchest over all,
Comrade Napoleon!
Had I a suckIng-pIg,
Ere he had grown as bIg
Even as a pmt bottle or a roJlmg-pm,
He should have learned to be
FaIthful and true to thee,
Yes, hIs first squeak should be
'Comrade Napoleon!'

Napoleon approved ofthis poem and caused it to be inscribed on the wall of
the big barn, at the opposite end from the Seven Commandments. It was
surmounted by a portrait of Napoleon, in profile, executed by Squealer in
white paint.
Meanwhile, through the agency of Whymper, Napoleon was engaged in
complIcated negotiations with Frederick and Pilkington. The pile of timber
was still unsold. Of the two, Frederick was the more anxious to get hold of it,
but he would not offer a reasonable price. At the same time there were renewed
rumours that Frederick and his men were plotting to attack Animal Farm and
to destroy the windmill, the building of which had aroused furious jealousy in
hlm. Snowball was known to be still skulking on Pinchfield Farm. In the
middle of the summer the animals were alarmed to hear that three hens had
come forward and confessed that, inspired by Snowball, they had entered into
a plot to murder Napoleon. They were executed immediately, and fresh
precautions for Napoleon's safety were taken. Four dogs guarded hls bed at
night, one at each corner, and a young pig named Pmkeye was given the task of
tasting all his food before he ate it, lest it should be poisoned.
At about the same time it was given out that Napoleon had arranged to sell
the pile of timber to Mr Pilkington; he was also going to enter into a regular
agreement for the exchange of certain products between Animal Farm and
Foxwood. The relations between Napoleon and Pilkington, though they were
only conducted through Whymper, were now almost friendly. The animals
. distrusted Pilkington, as a human being, but greatly preferred him to
Frede#ck, whom they both feared and hated. As the summer wore on, and the
windmill near~d completion, the rumours of an impending treacherous attack
grew stronger and stronger. Frederick, it was said, intended to bring against
them twenty men all armed with guns, and he had already bribed the
magistrates and police, so that if he could once get hold of the title-deeds of
Animal Farm they woula ask no questions. Moreover, terrible stories were
leaking out from Pinchfield about the cruelties that Frederick practised upon
his animals. He had flogged an old horse to death, he starved his cows, he had
killed a dog by throwing it into a furnace, he amused himself in the evenings by
making cocks fight with splinters of razor-blade tied to their spurs. The
animals' blood boiled with rage when' they heard of these things being done to

Anzmal Farm
49
their comrades, and sometimes they clamoured to be allowed to go out in a
body and attack Pinchfield Farm, drive out the humans, and set the animals
free. But Squealer counselled them to avold rash actions and trust in Comrade
Napoleon's strategy.
Nevertheless, feeling against Frederick continued to run high. One Sunday
morning Napoleon appeared 10 the barn and explamed that he had never at any
tlme contemplated selling the pile of timber to Frederick; he considered it
beneath his dignity, he saId, to have dealings with scoundrels of that
description The pigeons who were still sent out to spread tidings of the
Rebellion were forbIdden to set foot anywhere on Foxwood, and were also
ordered to drop their former slogan of 'Death to Humanity' in favour of
'Death to Frederick'. In the late summer yet another of Snowball's
machmations was laid bare. The wheat crop was full of weeds, and it was
discovered that on one of his nocturnal visits Snowball had mixed weed seeds
with the seed corn. A gander who had been privy to the plot had confessed his
guilt to Squealer and immediately committed suicide by swallowing deadly
nightshade berries. The animals now also learned that Snowball had never-as
many of them had believed hitherto-received the order of 'Animal Hero, First
Class'. This was merely a legend which had been spread some time after the
Battle of the Cowshed by Snowball himself. So far from being decorated, he
had been censured for showing cowardice 10 the battle. Once again some of the
ammals heard this wIth a certain bewilderment, but Squealer was soon able to
convince them that their memories had been at fault.
In the autumn, by a tremendous, exhausting effort-for the harvest had to be
gathered at almost the same time-the windmIll was finished. The machinery
had sull to be installed, and Whymper was negotiating the purchase of it, but
the structure was completed. In the teeth of every difficulty, in spite of
inexperience, of primitive implements, of bad luck, and of Snowball's
treachery, the work had been finished punctually to the very day! Tired out
but proud, the animals walked round and round their masterpiece, which
appeared even more beautiful 10 their eyes than when it had been built the first
time. Moreover, the walls were twice as thick as before. Nothing short of
explosives would lay them low this time! And when they thought of how they
had laboured, what discouragements they had overcome, and the eno~ous
difference that would be made in their lives when the sails were turning and the
dynamos running-when they thought of all this, their tiredness fors~k them
and they gambolled round and round the windmill, uttering cries oftriumph.
Napoleon himself, attended hy his dogs and hIS cockerel, c:ame down to inspect
the completed work; he personally congratulated the animals on their
achievement, and announced that the mill woulg be.named NapoleQo Mitl.
Two days later the animals were ¢alled together f{lt a special meeting in the
harn. They were struck dumb with surprise when Napoleon announced that
he had sold the pile of timber to Frederick. Tomorrow Frederk.k's ~
would arrive and. begin carting it away. Throughout the whole period of his
seeming fr~dsbip with Pilkington, Napoleon had really been in secret
~~ent witk.f~·
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All-relations with Foxwood had been broken off; msulting messages had
been sent to Pilkington. The pIgeons had been told to avoid Pinchfield Farm
and to alter their slogan from 'Death to Frederick' to 'Death to Pilkmgton'. At
the same tIme Napoleon assured the animals that the stones of an Impending
attack on Animal Farm were completely untrue, and that the tales about
Frederick's cruelty to his animals had been greatly exaggerated. All these
rumours had probably originated with Snowball and his agents. It now
appeared that Snowball was not, after all, hiding on Pmchfield Farm, and in
fact had never been there m his life: he was living-in considerable luxury, so it
was said-at Foxwood, and had in reality been a penSIOner of Pilkington for
years past.
The pIgS were in ecstasies over Napoleon's cunning. By seeming to be
friendly WIth Pilkington he had forced Frederick to raise his price by twelve
pounds. But the superior quality of Napoleon's mind, said Squealer, was
shown m the fact that he trusted nobody, not even Frederick. Fredenck had
wanted to pay for the timber with something called a cheque, which, it seemed,
was a piece of paper with a promise to pay written upon it. But Napoleon was
too clever for him. He had demanded payment in real five-pound notes, which
were to be handed over before the timber was removed. Already Frederick had
paid up; and the sum he had paid was just enough to buy the machinery for the
windmill.
Meanwhile the timber was being carted away at high speed. When it was all
gone, another special meeting was held in the barn for the animals to inspect
Frederick's bank-notes. Smiling beatifically, and wearing both his decorations, Napoleon reposed on a bed of straw on the platform, with the money
at his side neatly piled on a china dish from the farmhouse kitchen. The
animals filed slowly past, and each gazed his fill. And Boxer put out his nose to
sniff at the bank-notes, and the flimsy white things stirred and rustled in his
breath.
Three days later there was a terrible hullabaloo. Whymper, his face deadly
pale, came racing up the path on his bicycle, flung it down in the yard, and
rushed straight into the farmhouse. The next moment a choking roar of rage
sounded from Napoleon's apartments. The news of what had happened sped
round the farm like wildfire. The bank-notes were forgeries! Frederick had got
the timber for nothing!
Napoleon called the animals together immediately and in a terrible voice
pronounced the death sentence upon Frederick. When captured, he said,
Frederick should be boiled alive. At the same time he warned them that after
this treacherous deed the worst was to be expected. Frederick and his men
might make their long-expected attack at any moment. Sentinels were placed
at all the approaches to the farm. In addition, four pigeons were sent'to
Foxwood with a conciliatory message, which it was hoped might re-establish
good relations with Pilkington.
The very next morning the attack came. The animals were at breakfast when
the look-outs came racing in with the news that Frederick and his followers
had already come through the five-barred gate. Boldly enough the animals
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sallied forth to meet them, but this tIme they did not have the easy vIctory that
they had had in the Battle of the Cowshed. There were fifteen men, with half a
dozen guns between them, and they opened fire as soon as they got within fifty
yards. The animals could not face the terrible exploslOns and the stinging
pellets, and in spite of the efforts of Napoleon and Boxer to rally them, they
were soon driven back. A number of them were already wounded. They took
refuge in the farm buildings and peeped cautiously out from chinks and knotholes. The whole of the big pasture, including the windmill, was in the hands
of the enemy. For the moment even Napoleon seemed at a loss. He paced up
and down wIthout a word, his tail rigid and twitching. Wistful glances were
sent in the direction of Foxwood. If Pilkmgton and his men would help them,
the day might yet be won. But at this moment the four pigeons, who had been
sent out on the day before, returned, one of them bearing a scrap of paper from
Pilkington. On it was pencilled the words: 'Serves you right'.
Meanwhile Frederick and his men had halted about the windmill. The
animals watched them, and a murmur of dismay went round. Two of the men
had produced a crowbar and a sledge-hammer. They were going to knock the
windmill down.
'Impossible!' cried Napoleon. 'We have built the walls far too thick for that.
They could not knock it down in a week. Courage, comrades!'
But Benjamin was watching the movements of the men intently. The two
with the hammer and the crowbar were drilling a hole near the base of the
windmill. Slowly, and with an air almost of amusement, Benjamin nodded his
long muzzle.
'I thought so,' he said. 'Do you not see what they are doing? In another
moment they are going to pack blasting powder into that hole.'
Terrified;'the animals waited. It was impossible now to venture out of the
shelter of the buildings. After a few minutes the men were seen to be running
in all directions. Then there was a deafening roar. The pigeons swirled into the
air, and all the animals, except Napoleon, fiung themselves fiat on their bellies
and hid their faces. When they got up again, a huge cloud of black smoke was
hanging where the windmill had been. Slowly the breeze drifted it away. The
windmill had ceased to exist!
At this sight the animals' courage returned to them. The fear and despair
they had felt a moment earlier were drowned in their rage against this vile,
contemptible act. A mighty cry for vengeance went up, and without waiting for
further orders they charged forth in a body and made straight for the enemy.
This time they did not heed the cruel pellets that swept over them like hail. It
was a savage, bitter battle. The men fired again and agrun, and when the
animals got to close quarters, lashed out with their sticks and their heavy boots.
A cow, three sheep, and two geese were killed, and nearly everyone was
wounded. Even Napoleon, who was directing operations from the rear, had the
tip of his tail chipped by a pellet. But the men did not go unscathed either.
Three of them had their heads broken by blows from Boxer's hoOfs; another
was gored in the belly by a cow's horn; another bad bis trousers nearly torn. off
by J~Bluebell. ADd when the o.inedogsofNapoleon·s~~ard,
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whom he had instructed to make a detour under cover of the hedge, suddenly
appeared on the men's flank, baying ferociously, panic overtook them. They
saw that they were in danger of being surrounded. Frederick shouted to his
men to get out while the going was good, and the next moment the cowardly
enemy was running for dear lIfe. The animals chased them right down to the
bottom of the field, and got in some last kicks at them as they forced thelr way
through the thorn hedge.
They had won, but they were weary and bleeding. Slowly they began to limp
back towards the farm. The sight of their dead comrades stretched upon the
grass moved some of them to tears. And for a little while they halted in
sorrowful sIlence at the place where the wmdmill had once stood. Yes, it was
gone; almost the last trace of their labour was gone! Even the foundations were
partially destroyed. And m rebuilding it they could not this time, as before,
make use of the fallen stones. This tIme the stones had vanished too. The force
of the explosion had flung them to distances of hundreds of yards. It was as
though the windmill had never been.
As they approached the farm Squealer, who had unaccountably been absent
during the fighting, came skippmg towards them, whisking his tall and
beaming with satisfaction. And the animals heard, from the direction of the
farm buildings, the solemn booming of a gun.
'What is that gun firing for?' said Boxer.
'To celebrate our victory!' cried Squealer.
'What victory?' said Boxer. His knees were bleedmg, he had lost a shoe and
split his hoof, and a dozen pellets had lodged themselves in his hindleg.
'What victory, comrade? Have we not driven the enemy off our soil-the
sacred soil of Animal Farm?'
'But they have destroyed the windmill. And we had worked on it for two
years!'
'What matter? We will build another windmill. We will build six windmills
if we feel like it. You do not appreciate, comrade, the mighty thmg that we have
done. The enemy was in occupation of this very ground that we stand upon.
And now-thanks to the leadership of Comrade Napoleon-we have won every
inch of it back again!'
'Then we have won back what we had before,' said Boxer.
'That is our victory,> said Squealer.
They limped into the yard. The pellets under the skin of Boxer's leg smarted
painfully. He saw ahead of him the heavy labour of rebuildmg the windmill
from the foundations, and already in imagination he braced himself for the
task. But for the first time it occurred to him that he was eleven years old and
that perhaps his great muscles were not quite what they had once been.
But when the animals saw the green flag flying, and heard the gun firing
again-seven times it was fired in all-and heard the speech that Napoleon
made, congratulating them on thelr conduct, it did seem to them after all that
they had won a great victory. The animals slain in the battle were given a
solemn funeral. Boxer and Clover pulled the wagon which served as a hearse,
and Napoleon hunself walked at the head of the procession. Two whole days
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were given over to celebrations. There were songs, speeches, and more firing
of the gun, and a special gift of an apple was bestowed on every animal, with
two ounces of corn for each bird and three biscuits for each dog. It was
announced that the battle would be called the Battle of the Windmill, and that
Napoleon had created a new decoration, the Order of the Green Banner, WhICh
he had conferred upon himself. In the general rejoicings the unfortunate affaIr
of the bank-notes was forgotten.
It was a few days later than this that the pigs came upon a case of whisky in
the cellars ofthe farmhouse. It had been overlooked at the time when the house
was first occupied. That night there came from the farmhouse the sound of
loud singing, in which, to everyone's surprise, the strains of 'Beasts of
England' were mixed up. At about half past nine Napoleon, wearing an old
bowler hat of Mr Jones's, was distinctly seen to emerge from the back door,
gallop rapidly round the yard, and disappear indoors again. But in the morning
a deep silence hung over the farmhouse. Not a pig appeared to be stirring. It
was nearly nine o'clock when Squealer made his appearance, walking slowly
and dejectedly, his eyes dull, his tail hanging limply behind him, and with
every appearance of being seriously ill. He called the animals together and told
them that he had a terrible piece of news to impart. Comrade Napoleon was
dying!
A cry of lamentation went up. Straw was laId down outside the doors of the
farmhouse, and the animals walked on tiptoe. With tears in their eyes they
asked one another what they should do if their Leader was taken away from
them. A rumour went round that Snowball had after all contrived to introduce
poison into Napoleon's food. At eleven o'clock Squealer came out to make
another announcement. As his last act upon earth, Comrade Napoleon had
pronounced a solemn decree: the drinking of alcohol was to be punished by
death.
By the evening, however, Napoleon appeared to be somewhat better, and
the following morning Squealer was able to tell them that he was well on the
way to recovery. By the evening of that day Napoleon was back at work, and on
the next day it was learned that he had instructed Whymper to purchase in
Willingdon some booklets on brewing and distilling. A week later Napoleon
gave orders that the small paddock beyond the orchard, which it had
previously been intended to set aside as a grazing-ground for animals who
were past work, was to be ploughed up. It was given out that the pasture was
exhausted and needed re-seeding; but it soon became known that Napoleon
intended to sow it with barley.
About this time there occurred a strange incident which hardly anyone was
able to understand. One night at about twelve o'clock there was a loud crash in
the yard, and the animals rushed out of their stalls. It was a moonlight night.
At the foot of the end wall of the big barn, where the Seven Cotnmandments
were written, there lay a ladder broken in two pieces. Squealer, temporarily
stunned> was sprawling beside it, and flear at hand there lay a lantern, a paintbrush, and an overturned pot of white paint. The dogs-immediately made a
ring round Squealer, and escorted biro bad: to the farmhouse as soon as be wu
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able to walk. None of the animals could form any idea as to what thls meant,
except old Benjamin, who nodded hls muzzle with a knowing air, and seemed
to understand, but would say nothing.
But a few days later Muriel, reading over the Seven Commandments to
herself, noticed that there was yet another of them which the animals had
remembered wrong. They had thought that the Fifth Commandment was 'No
animals shall drink alcohol' , but there were two words that they had forgotten.
Actually the Commandment read: 'No animal shall drink alcohol to excess.'

9
Boxer's split hoof was a long time in healing. They had started the rebuilding
of the windmlll the day after the victory celebrations were ended. Boxer
refused to take even a day off work, and made it a pomt of honour not to let it be
seen that he was in pain. In the evening he would admit privately to Clover that
the hoof troubled him a great deal. Clover treated the hoof with poultices of
herbs which she prepared by chewing them, and both she and Benjamin urged
Boxer to work less hard. 'A horse's lungs do not last for ever,' she said to him.
But Boxer would not listen. He had, he said, only one real ambition left-to see
the windmill well under way before he reached the age for retirement.
At the beginning, when the laws of Animal Farm were first formulated, the
retiring age had been fixed for horses and pigs at twelve, for cows at fourteen,
for dogs at nine, for sheep at seven, and for hens and geese at five. Liberal old
age pensions had been agreed upon. As yet no animal had actually retired on
pension, but of late the subject had been discussed more and more. Now that
the small field beyond the orchard had been set aside for barley, it was
rumoured that a corner of the large pasture was to be fenced off and turned into
a grazing-ground for superannuated animals. For a horse, it was said, the
pension would be five pounds of corn a day and, in winter, fifteen pounds of
hay, with a carrot or possibly an apple on public holidays. Boxer's twelfth
birthday was due in the late summer ofthe following year.
Meanwhile life was hard. The winter was as cold as the last one had been,
and food was even shorter. Once again all rations were reduced, except those of
the pigs and dogs. A too rigid equality in rations, Squealer explained, would
have been contrary to the principles of Animalism. In any case he had no
, difficulty in proving to the other animals that they were not in reality short of
food, whatever the appearances might be. For the time being, certainly, it had
been found necessary to make a readjustment of rations (Squealer always
spoke of it as a 'readjustment', never as a 'reduction'), but in comparison with
the days of J<lnes, the improvement was enormous. Reading out the figures in a
shrill, rapid voice, he proved to them in detail that they had more oats, more
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hay, more turnips than they had had in Jones's day, that they worked shorter
hours, that their drinking water was of better quality, that they lived longer,
that a larger proportion of their young ones survived Infancy, and that they had
more straw In thelr stalls and suffered less from fleas. The anlffials believed
every word of It. Truth to tell, Jones and all he stood for had almost faded out
of their memories. They knew that life nowadays was harsh and bare, that they
were often hungry and often cold, and that they were usually working when
they were not asleep. But doubtless it had been worse in the old days. They
were glad to beheve so. Besldes, in those days they had been slaves and now
they were free, and that made all the difference, as Squealer did not fall to point
out.
There were many more mouths to feed now In the autumn the four sows
had all littered about simultaneously, producing thirty-one young pigs
between them. The young pigs were plebald, and as Napoleon was the only
boar on the farm, it was possible to guess at their parentage. It was announced
that later, when bricks and timber had been purchased, a schoolroom would be
built In the farmhouse garden. For the time being, the young pigs were given
their Instruction by Napoleon himself In the farmhouse kitchen. They took
their exercise in the garden, and were discouraged from playing with the other
young animals. About thls time, too, it was laid down as a rule that when a plg
and any other animal met on the path, the other animal must stand aside: and
also that all pigs, of whatever degree, were to have the privIlege of wearing
green nbbons on thelr talls on Sundays.
The farm had had a fairly successful year, but was stlll short of money.
There were the bricks, sand, and lime for the schoolroom to be purchased, and
it would also be necessary to begin saving up agall). for the machinery for the
Windmill. Then there were lamp oil and candles for the house, sugar for
Napoleon's own table (he forbade this to the other pigs, on the ground that It
made them fat), and all the usual replacements such as tools, nails, string, coal,
wire, scrap-iron, and dog biscuits. A stump of hay and part of the potato crop
were sold off, and the contract for eggs was Increased to six hundred a week, so
that that year the hens barely hatched enough chicks to keep their numbers at
the same level. Rations, reduced in December, were reduced again in
February, and lanterns in the stalls were forbidden, to save oil. But the pigs
seemed comfortable enough, -and In fact were putting on weight if anything.
One afternoon in late February, a warm, rich, appetizing scent, such as the
ammals had never smelt before, wafted itself across the yard from the little
brewhouse, which had been disused in Jones's time, and which stood beyond
the kitchen. Someone said ·it was the smell of cooking barley. The animals
sniffed the air hungrily and wondered whether a warm mash was being
prepared for .their supper. But no warm mash appeared, and on the following
Sunday it was announced that from now onwards all barley would be reserved
for the pigs. The field, beyond the orchard had already been sown with barley.
And the news soon leaked out that every pig was now receiving a Ultion of a
pint of beer daily, with half a galion for Napoleon himself, which was always
served to him in the Grown Derby soup tureen.
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But if there were hardships to be borne, they were partly offset by the fact
that life nowadays had a greater dignity than it had had before. There were
more songs, more speeches, more processions. Napoleon had commanded that
once a week there should be held something called a Spontaneous
Demonstration, the object of which was to celebrate the struggles and
tnumphs of Animal Farm. At the appointed time the animals would leave theIr
work and march round the precincts of the farm in milItary formation, with the
pIgS leading, then the horses, then the cows, then the sheep, and then the
poultry. The dogs flanked the procession and at the head of all marched
Napoleon's black cockerel. Boxer and Clover always carried between them a
green banner marked with the hoof and the horn and the caption, 'Long Live
Comrade Napoleon!' Afterwards there were recitations of poems composed in
Napoleon's. honour, and a speech by Squealer giving particulars of the latest
increases in the production of foodstuffs, and on occasion a shot was fired from
the gun. The sheep were the greatest devotees of the Spontaneous
Demonstration, and if anyone complained (as a few animals sometimes did,
when no pigs or dogs were near) that they wasted time and meant a lot of
standing about in the cold, the sheep were sure to silence him with a
tremendous bleating of 'Four legs good, two legs bad!' But by and large the
animals enjoyed these celebrations. They found it comforting to be reminded
that, after all, they were truly their own masters and that the work they did was
for their own benefit. So that, what with the songs, the processions, Squealer's
lists of figures, the thunder of the gun, the crowing of the cockerel, and the
fluttering of the flag, they were able to forget that their bellies were empty, at
least part of the time.
In April, Animal Farm was proclaimed a Republic, and it became necessary
to elect a President. There was only one candidate, Napoleon, who was elected
unanimously. On the same day it was given out that fresh documents had been
discovered which revealed further details about Snowball's complicity with
Jones. It now appeared that Snowball had not, as the animals had previously
imagined, merely attempted to lose the Battle of the Cowshed by means of a
stratagem, but had been openly fighting on Jones's side. In fact, it was he who
had actually been the leader of the human forces, and had charged into battle
with the words 'Long live Humanity!, on his lips. The wounds on Snowball's
back, which a few of the animals still remembered to have seen, had been
inflicted by Napoleon's teeth.
In the middle of the summer Moses the raven suddenly r.eappeared on the
farm, after an absence of several years. He was quite unchanged, still did no
work, and talked in the same strain as ever about Sugarcandy Mountain. He
would perch on a stump, flap his black wings, and talk by the hour to anyone
who would listen. 'Up there, comrades,' he would say solemnly, pointing to
the sky with his large beak- 'up there, just on the other side of that dark cloud
that you can see-there lies Sugarcandy Mountain, that happy country where
we pro& animals shall rest for ever from our labours!' He even claimed to have
been there on one of his highter flights, and to have seen the everlasting fields
of clover and the linseed cake and lump sugar growing on the hedges. Many of
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the animals believed him. Their lives now, they reasoned, were hungry and
laborious; was it not right and just that a better world should exist somewhere
else? A thing that was difficult to determine was the attitude of the pigs towards
Moses. They all declared contemptuously that his stories about Sugarcandy
Mountain were lies, and yet they allowed hmi to remain on the farm, not
working, with an allowance of a gIll of beer a day.
After his hoof had healed up, Boxer worked harder than ever. Indeed, all the
animals worked like slaves that year. Apart from the regular work of the farm,
and the rebuilding of the windmill, there was the schoolhouse for the young
pigs, which was started in March. Sometimes the long hours on insufficient
food were hard to bear, but Boxer never faltered. In nothing that he said or did
was there any sign that his strength was not what it had been. It was only his
appearance that was a little altered; his hide was less shiny than it had used to
be, and his great haunches seemed to have shrunken. The others said, 'Boxer
will pick up when the spring grass comes on'; but the spring came and Boxer
grew no fatter. Sometimes on the slope leading to the top of the quarry, when
he braced his muscles against the weight of some vast boulder, it seemed that
nothing kept him on his feet except the will to continue. At such times his lips
were seen to form the words, 'I will work harder'; he had no voice left. Once
again Clover and Benjamin warned him to take care of his health, but Boxer
paid no attentIon. His twelfth birthday was approaching. He did not care what
happened so long as a good store of stone was accumulated before he went on
pension.
Late one evening in the summer, a sudden rumour ran round the farm that
something had happened to Boxer. He had gone out alone to drag a load of
stone down to the windmill. And sure enough, the rumour was true. A few
minutes later two pigeons came racing in with the news: 'Boxer has fallen! He
IS lying on his side and can't get up!'
.
About half the animals on the farm rushed out to the knoll where the
windmill stood. There lay Boxer, between the shafts of the cart, his neck
stretched out, unable even to raise his head. His eyes were glazed, his sides
matted with sweat. A thin stream of blood had trIckled out of his mouth.
Clover dropped to her knees at his side.
'Boxer!' she cried 'how are you?'
'It is my lung,' said Boxer In a weak voice. 'It does not matter. I think you
will be able to finish the windmill without me. There is a pretty good store of
stone accumulated. I had only another month to go in any case. To tell you the
truth, I had been looking forward to my retirement. And perhaps, as Benjamin
is growing old too, they will let him retire at the same time and be a companion
to me.'
'We must get help at once,' said Clover. 'Run, somebody) and tell Squealer
what bas happened.'
All the other animals immediately raced back to the' fannhouse to give
Squealer the news. Only Clover remained, and Benjamin, who lay down ~t
BOxer's side, anet, without speaking, kept the rues off him with his long tail.
After about a quarter of an hoof Squealer appeared, full of symp«<hy and
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concern. He saId that Comrade Napoleon had learned with the very deepest
dIstress of thIS misfortune to one of the most loyal workers on the farm, and
was already makmg arrangements to send Boxer to be treated m the hospital at
Willmgdon. The animals felt a little uneasy at this. Except for MollIe and
Snowball, no other ammals had ever left the farm, and they dId not like to
thmk oftheir sick comrade m the hands of human bemgs. However, Squealer
easily convmced them that the veterinary surgeon in Willing don could treat
Boxer's case more satisfactonly than could be done on the farm And about
half an hour later, when Boxer had somewhat recovered, he was wIth dIfficulty
got on to his feet, and managed to lImp back to his stall, where Clover and
Benjamin had prepared a good bed of straw for hIm.
For the next two days Boxer remained in his stall. The pigs had sent out a
large bottle of pink medicine which they had found in the medIcine chest in the
bathroom, and Clover administered It to Boxer tWIce a day after meals. In the
evemngs she lay in his stall and talked to hIm, while Benjamin kept the flies off
hIm. Boxer professed not to be sorry for what had happened. Ifhe made a good
recovery, he mIght expect to live another three years, and he looked forward to
the peaceful days that he would spend in the corner of the big pasture. It would
be the first time that he had had leisure to study and improve his mind. He
intended, he said, to devote the rest of his life to learning the remainmg
twenty-two letters of the alphabet.
However, Benjamin and Clover could only be with Boxer after workmg
hours, and it was in the middle of the day when the van came to take him away.
The animals were all at work weeding turnips under the supervIsion of a pig,
when they were astonished to see Benjamin come galloping from the direction
of the farm bUIldings, braying at the top of his voice. It was the first time that
they had ever seen Benjamin excited-indeed, it was the first time that anyone
had ever seen him gallop. 'Quick, quick!' he shouted. 'Come at once! They're
takmg Boxer away!' Without waiting for orders from the pig, the animals
broke off work and raced back to the farm buildings. Sure enough, there in the
yard was a large closed van, drawn by two horses, with lettering on its side and
a sly-looking man in a low-crowned bowler hat sitting on the driver's seat. And
Boxer's stall was empty.
The animals crowded round the van. 'Good-bye, Boxer!' they chorused,
'good-bye!'
'Fools! Fools!' shouted Benjamin, prancing round them and stamping the
earth with hIS small hoofs. 'Fools! Do you not see what is written on the side of
that van?'
That gave the animals pause, and there was a hush. Muriel began to spell out
the words. But Benjamin pushed her aside and in the midst of a deadly silence
he read:
«'Alfred Simmonds, Horse Slaughterer and Glue Boiler, Willingdon. Dealer
in Hides and Bone-Meal. Kennels Supplied." Do you not understand what
that means? The¥ are taking Boxer to the knacker's!'
A cry of horror burst from all the animals. At this moment the man on the
box whIpped up his horses and the van moved out of the yard at a smart trot.
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All the animals followed, crying out at the tops of their voices. Clover forced
her way to the front.·The van began to gather speed. Clover trIed to stir her
stout hmbs to a gallop, and achleved a canter. 'Boxer!' she cried. 'Boxer!
Boxer! Boxer!' And just at this moment, as though he had heard the uproar
outside, Boxer's face, with the white stripe down his nose, appeared at the
small window at the back of the van.
'Boxer!' cried Clover in a terrible voice. 'Boxer! Get out! Get out quickly!
They are taking you to your death!'
All the animals took up the cry of 'Get out, Boxer, get out!' But the van was
already gathering speed and drawmg away from them. It was uncertain
whether Boxer had understood what Clover had said. But a moment later his
face dlsappeared from the window and there was the sound of a tremendous
drumming of hoofs inside the van. He was trying to kick his way out. The time
had been when a few kicks from Boxer's hoofs would have smashed the van to
matchwood. But alas! his strength had left him; and in a few moments the
sound of drumming hoofs grew fainter and died away. In desperation 'the
animals began appealing to the two horses which drew the van to stop.
'Comrades, comrades!' they shouted. 'Don't take your own brother to this
death!' But the stupid brutes, too 19norant to reahze what was happening,
merely set back their ears and quickened their pace. Boxer's face did not
reappear at the window. Too late, someone thought of racing ahead and
shutting the five-barred gate; but in another moment the van was through it
and rapidly disappearing down the road. Boxer was never seen again.
Three days later it was announced that he had dled in the hospital at
Willingdon, in spite of receiving every attention a horse could have. Squealer
came to announce the news to the others. He had, he said, been present during
Boxer's last hours.
'It was the most affecting sight I have ever seen!' said Squealer, lifting his
trotter and wiping away a tear. 'I was at his bedside at the very last. And at the
end, almost too weak to speak, he whispered in my ear that his sole sorrow was
to have passed on before the windmill was finished. "Forward, comrades!" he
whispered. "Forward in the name of the Rebellion. Long Live Animal Farm!
Long live Comrade Napoleon! Napoleon is always right." Those were his very
last words, comrades.'
Here Squealer's demeanour suddenly changed. He fell silent for a moment,
and his little eyes darted suspicious glances from side to side before he
proceeded.
It had come to his knowledge, he said, that a foolish and wicked rumour had
been circulated at the time of Boxer's removal. Some of the animals had
noticed that the van which took Boxer away was marked 'Horse Slaughterer',
and had actually jumped to the conclusion that Boxer was being sent to the
knacker's. It was almost unbelievable, said Squealer, that any animal could be
so stupid. Surely, he cried indignantly, whisking his tail and sltipping from
side to side, surely they knew their beloved Leader, Comrade Napoleon, better
than that? But the explanation was tealiy v~ simple. The van had ~ly
been the"propen:y of the bladte!, and had been bought by the v~
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surgeon, who had not yet pamted the old name out. That was how the mistake
had arisen.
The animals were enormously relieved to hear this. And when Squealer
went on to give further graphIc details of Boxer's death bed, the admirable care
he had received, and the expensive medicines for which Napoleon had paId
without a thought as to the cost, theIr last doubts disappeared and the sorrow
that they felt for their comrade's death was tempered by the thought that at
least he had died happy.
Napoleon hlffiself appeared at the meeting on the following Sunday
morning and pronounced a short oratIOn in Boxer's honour. It had not been
possible, he said, to bring back their lamented comrade's remains for
interment on the farm, but he had ordered a large wreath to be made from the
laurels in the farmhouse garden and sent down to be placed on Boxer's grave.
And in a few days' time the pIgS intended to hold a memorial banquet in
Boxer's honour. Napoleon ended his speech with a reminder of Boxer's two
favourite maxims, 'I will work harder' and 'Comrade Napoleon is always
right'-maxims, he said, which every animal would do well to adopt as his own.
On the day appointed for the banquet, a grocer's van drove up from
Willingdon and delivered a large wooden crate at the farmhouse. That night
there was the sound of uproarious singing, which was followed by what
sounded like a violent quarrel and ended at about eleven o'clock with a
tremendous crash of glass. No one stirred in the farmhouse before noon on the
following day, and the word went round that from somewhere or other the pigs
had acquired the money to buy themselves another case of whisky.

10
Years passed. The seasons came and went, the short animal lives fled by. A
time came when there was no one who remembered the old days before the
Rebellion, except Clover, Benjamin, Moses the raven, and a number of the
pigs.
Muriel was dead; Bluebell, Jessie, and Pincher were dead. Jones too was
dead-he had died in an inebriates' home in another part of the coumry.
Snowball was forgotten. Boxer was forgotten, except by the few who had
known him. Clover was an old stout mare now, stiff in the joints, and with a
tendency to rheumy eyes. She was two years past the retiring age, but in fact no
animal had ever actually retired. The talk of setting aside a corner of the
pasture for superannuated animals had long since been dropped. Napoleon
was now a mature boar of twenty-four stone. Squealer was so fat that he could
with difficulty see out of his eyes. Only old Benjamin was much the same as
ever, except for being a little greyer about the muzzle, and, since Boxer' death,
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more morose and taciturn than ever.
There were many more creatures on the farm now, though the increase was
not so great as had been expected in earlier years. Many animals had been born
to whom the Rebellion was only a dim tradition, passed on by word of mouth,
and others had been bought who had never heard mention of such a thing
before their arrival. The farm possessed three horses now besides Clover.
They were fine upstanding beasts, wIlling workers and good comrades, but
very stupid. None ofthem proved able to learn the alphabet beyond the letter
B. They accepted everything that they were told about the Rebellion and the
principles of AnimalIsm, especially from Clover, for whom they had an almost
filial respect; but it was doubtful whether they understood very much of it.
The farm was more prosperous now, and better organized: it had even been
enlarged by two fields which had been bought from Mr Pilkington. The
windmill had been successfully completed at last, and the farm possessed a
threshing machine and a hay elevator of its own, and various new buildings
had been added to it. Whymper had bought himself a dogcart. The windmill,
however, had not after all been used for generating electrical power. It was
used for milling corn, and brought in a handsome money profit. The animals
were hard at work building yet another windmIll; when that one was finished,
so it was said, the dynamos would be installed. But the luxuries of which
Snowball had once taught the animals to dream, the stalls with electric light
and hot and cold water, and the three-day week, were no longer talked about.
Napoleon had denounced such ideas as contrary to the SPIrit of Animalism.
The truest happiness, he said, lay in working hard and living frugally.
Somehow it seemed as though the farm had grown richer without making
the animals themselves any neher-except, of course, for the pigs and the dogs.
Perhaps this was partly because there were so many pigs and so many dogs. It
was not that these creatures did not work, after their fashIOn. There was, as
Squealer was never tired of explaining, endless work m the supervision and
organization of the farm. Much of this work was of a kind that the other
animals were too ignorant to understand. For example, Squealer told them
that the pigs had to expend enormous labours every day upon mysterious
things called 'files', 'reports', 'minutes', and 'memoranda'. These were large
sheets of paper WhICh had to be closely covered with writing, and as soon as
they were so covered, they were burnt in the furnace. This was of the highest
importance for the welfare of the farm, Squealer said. But still, neIther pigs nor
dogs produced any food by their own labour; and there were very many of
them, and their appetites were always good.
As for the others, their life, so far as they knew, was as it had always been.
They were generally hungry, they slept on straw, they drank from the pool,
they laboured in the fields; in winter they were troubled by the cold, and in the
summer by the flies. Sometimes the older ones among them racked their dim
memories and tried to determine whether in the early days of the Rebellion,
when jones's expUlsion was still recent, things had been better or worse than
now, They could not remember. There was noth~ng with which they could
compare their present lives: they had nothing to go upon ~t SqU~Ia'8
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lists of figures, which mvarIably demonstrated that everything was gettmg
better and better. The animals found the problem insoluble; in any case, they
had lIttle time for speculating on such things now. Only old Benjamin
professed to remember every detaIl of his long life and to know that things
never had been, nor ever could be much better or much worse-hunger,
hardship, and dlsappomtment being, so he said, the unalterable law of life.
And yet the animals never gave up hope. More, they never lost, even for an
instant, theIr sense of honour and privilege in being members of Animal Farm.
They were still the only farm in the whole county-in all England!-owned and
operated by animals. Not one of them, not even the youngest, not even the
newcomers who had been brought from farms ten or twenty miles away, ever
ceased to marvel at that. And when they heard the gun booming and saw the
green flag fluttering at the masthead, their hearts swelled with imperishable
pride, and the talk always turned towards the old heroic days, the expulsion of
Jones, the writing of the Seven Commandments, the great battles in which the
human invaders had been defeated. None of the old dreams had been
abandoned. The Republic of the Animals which Major had foretold, when the
green fields of England should be untrodden by human feet, was still believed
in. Some day it was coming: it might not be soon, it might not be within the
lifetime of any animal now living, but still it was coming. Even the tune of
'Beasts of England' was perhaps hummed secretly here and there: at any rate, it
was a fact that every animal on the farm knew it, though no one would have
dared to sing it aloud. It might be that their lives were hard and that not all of
their hopes had been fulfilled; but they were conscious that they were not as
other animals. If they went hungry, it was not from feeding tyrannical human
beings; if they worked hard, at least they worked for themselves. No creature
among them went upon two legs. No creature called any other creature
'Master'. All animals were equal.
One day m early summer Squealer ordered the sheep to follow him, and led
them out to a pIece of waste ground at the other end of the farm, which had
become overgrown with birch saplings. The sheep spent the whole day there
browsing at the leaves under Squealer's supervision. In the evening he
returned to the farmhouse himself, but, as it was warm weather, told the sheep
to stay where they were. It ended by their remaining there for a whole week,
during which time the other animals saw nothing of them. Squealer was with
them for the greater part of every day. He was, he said, teaching them to sing a
new song, for which privacy was needed.
It was just after the sheep had returned, on a pleasant evening when the
animals had finished work and were making their way back to the farm
buildings, that the terrIfied neighing of a horse sounded from the yard.
Startled, the animals stopped in the tracks. It was Clover's voice. She neighed
again, and all the animals broke into a gallop and rushed into the yard. Then
they saw what Clover had seen.
It was a pig walking on his hind legs.
Yes, it was Squealer. A little awkwardly, as though not quite used to
supporting his considerable bulk in that positIOn, but witli perfect balance, he
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was strolling across the yard. And a moment later, out from the door of the
farmhouse came a long file of pigs, all walking on thelr hind legs. Some did it
better than others, one or two were even a trifle unsteady and looked as though
they would have liked the support of a stick, but everyone of them made his
way right round the yard successfully. And finally there was a tremendous
baying of dogs and a shrill crowing from the black cockerel, and out came
Napoleon himself, majestically upright, casting haughty glances from side to
side, and with his dogs gambolhng round him.
He carried a whip in his trotter.
There was a deadly silence. Amazed, terrified, huddling together, the
animals watched the long line of pigs march slowly round the yard. It was as
though the world had turned upslde-down. Then there came a moment when
the first shock had worn off and when, in spite of everything-in spite of thelr
terror of the dogs, and of the habit, developed through long years, of never
complaining, never criticizing, no matter what happened-they might have
uttered some word of protest. But just at that moment, as though at a signal, all
the sheep burst out into a tremendous bleating of'Four legs good, two legs better! Four legs good, two legs better! Four legs
good, two legs better!'
It went on for five minutes without stopping. And by the time the sheep had
quieted down, the chance to utter any protest had passed, for the pigs had
marched back into the farmhouse.
Benjamin felt a nose nuzzling at his shoulder. He looked round. It was
Clover. Her old eyes looked dimmer than ever. WIthout saying anything, she
tugged gently at his mane and led him round to the end of the big barn, where
the Seven Commandments were written. For a minute or two they stood
gazing at the tarred wall with its white lettering.
'My sight is failing,' she said finally. 'Even when I was young I could not
have read what was written there. But it appears to me that that wall looks
different. AIe the Seven Commandments the same as they used to be,
Benjamin?'
For once Benjamin consented to break his rule, and he read out to her what,
was written on the wall. There was nothing there now except a single
Commandment. It ran:
ALL ANIMALS ARE EQUAL
BUT SOME ANIMALS ARE MORE
EQUAL THAN OTHERS

After that it did not seem strange when next day the pigs who were
supervisingtbe work of the farm all carried whips in their trotters. It did not
seem strange to learn that the pigs had bought themselves a wireless set, were
arranging to install a telephone, and had taken out subscriptions to Jolm Bull,
Tis-Bits, and the Daily Mirror. It did not seem stral:lge when Napoleon wasseen stroWng in the fatmho.use garden with.a pipe in his,meuth-no, ROt even
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when the pIgS took Mr Jones's clothes out of the wardrobes and put them on.
Napoleon himself appearing in a black coat, ratcatcher breeches, and leather
leggings, while his favourite sow appeared in the watered silk dress which Mrs
Jones had been used to wear on Sundays. '
A week later, in the afternoon, a number of dogcarts drove up to the farm. A
deputation of neighbounng farmers had been invited to make a tour of
inspection. They were shown all over the farm, and expressed great admiration
for everything they saw, especially the windmill. The animals were weeding
the turnip field. They worked diligently, hardly raIsing their faces from the
ground, and not knowing whether to be more frightened of the pIgS or of the
human visitiors.
That evening loud laughter and bursts of singing came from the farmhouse.
And suddenly, at the sound of the mingled voices, the animals were stricken
with curiosity. What could be happemng in there, now that for the first time
animals and human beings were meeting on terms of equality? WIth one
accord they began to creep as quietly as possible into the farmhouse garden.
At the gate they paused, half fnghtened to go on, but Clover led the way m.
They tiptoed up to the house, and such animals as were tall enough peered in at
the dining-room window. There, round the long table, sat half a dozen farmers
and half a dozen of the more eminent pigs, Napoleon himself occupying the
seat of honour at the head of the table. The pigs appeared completely at ease in
theIr chairs. The company had been enjoying a game of cards, but had broken
off for a moment, evidently in order to drink a toast. A large jug was
circulating, and the mugs were being refilled with beer. No one noticed the
wondering faces of the animals that gazed in at the window.
Mr Pilkington of Foxwood, had stood up, his mug in his hand. In a moment,
he said, he would ask the present company to drink a toast. But before doing
so, there were a few words that he felt it incumbent upon him to say.
It was a source of great satisfaction to him, he said-and, he was sure, to all
others present-to feel that a long period of mistrust and misunderstanding had
now come to an end. There had been a time-not that he, or any of the present
company, had shared such sentiments-but there had been a time when the
respected proprietors of Animal Farm had been regarded, he would not say
with hostilIty, but perhaps with a certain measure of misgiving, by their
human neighbours. Unfortunate incidents had occurred, mistaken ideas had
been current. It had been felt that the existence of a farm owned and operated
by pigs was somehow abnormal and was liable to have an unsettling effect in
the neighbourhood. Too many farmers had assumed without due inquiry, that
on such a farm a spirit oflicence and indiscipline would prevail. They had been
nervous about the effects upon their own animals, or even upon their human
employees. But all such doubts were now dispelled. Today he and his friends
had visited. Animal Fann and inspected every inch of it with their own eyes,
and what did they find? Not only the most up-to-date methods, but a discipline
and an orderliness which should be an example to all fanners everywhere. He
believed that he was right in saying that the lower animals on Animal Fann did
more work and received less food than any animals in the county. Indeed, he
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and his fellow visitors today had observed many features WhICh they intended
to introduce on their own farms immediately.
He would end his remarks, he said, by emphasizing once again the friendly
feelings that SubsIsted, and ought to subsist, between Animal Farm and its
neighbours. Between pigs arid human beings there was not, and there need not
be, any clash of interests whatever. Their struggles and their difficultIes were
one. Was not the labour problem the same everywhere? Here it became
apparent that Mr PIlkington was about to spring some carefully prepared
witticism on the company, but for a moment he was too overcome by
amusement to be able to utter it. Mter much choking, during which hIS various
chins turned purple, he managed to get it out: 'If you have your lower animals
to contend with,' he said, 'we have our lower classes!' This bon mot set the table
in a roar; and Mr PIlkington once again congratulated the pigs on the low
rations, the long working hours, and the general absence of pampering which
he had observed on Animal Farm.
And now, he said finally, he would ask the company to rise on their feet and
make certain that their glasses were full. 'Gentlemen,' concluded Mr
Pilkington, 'gentlemen, I give you a toast: to the prosperity of Animal Farm!'
There was enthusiastic cheering and stamping of feet. Napoleon was so
gratified that he left his place and came round the table to clink his mug against
Mr Pilkington's before emptying it. When the cheering had died down,
Napoleon, who had remained on his feet, intimated that he too had a few words
to say.
Like all of Napoleon's speeches, it was short and to the point. He too, he
said, was happy that the period of misunderstanding was at an end. For a long
time there had been rumours-circulated, he had reason to think, by some
malignant enemy-that there was something subversive and even revolutionary in the outlook of himself and his colleagues. They had been
credited with attempting to stir up rebellIOn among the animals on
neighbouring farms. Nothing could be further from the truth! Their sole Wish,
now and in the past, was to live at peace and in normal business relations with
their neighbours. This farm which he had the honour to control, he added, was
a co-operative enterprise. The title-deeds, which were in his own possession,
were owned by the pigs jointly.
He did not believe, he said, that any of the old suspicions still lingered, but
certain changes had been made recently in the routine of the farm which
should have the effect of promoting confidence still further. Hitherto the
animals on the farm had had a rather foolish custom of addressing one another
as 'Comrade'. This was to be suppressed. There had also been a very strange
custom, whose origin was unknown, of marching every Sunday morning past a
boar's skull which was nailed to a post in the garden. This, too, would be
suppressed, and the skull had already been buried. His visitors might have
observed, too, the green flag which flew from the masthead. If so, they would
perhaps have noted that the white hoof and hom with which it had previously
been marked had now been removed. It would be a plain green flag from now
onwards.
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He had only one criticism, he said, to make of Mr Pilkington's excellent and
neighbourly speech. Mr Pilkington had referred throughout to 'Animal
Farm'. He could not of course know-for he, Napoleon, was only now for the
first time announcing it-that the name, 'Animal Farm' had been abollshed.
Henceforward the farm was to be known as the 'Manor Farm'-which, he
believed, was its correct and original name.
'Gentlemen,' concluded Napoleon, 'I will give you the same toast as before,
but in a different form. Fill your glasses to the brim. Gentlemen, here IS my
toast: To the prosperity of the Manor Farm!'
There was the same hearty cheering as before, and the mugs were emptied to
the dregs. But as the animals outside gazed at the scene, it seemed to them that
some strange thing was happemng. What was it that had altered in the faces of
the pigs? Clover's old dlffi eyes flitted from one face to another. Some ofthem
had five chins, some had four, some had three. But what was it that seemed to
be melting and changing. Then, the applause having come to an end, the
company took up their cards and continued the game that had been
interrupted, and the animals crept silently away.
But they had not gone twenty yards when they stopped short. An uproar of
voices was coming from the farmhouse. They rushed back and looked through
the window again. Yes, a violent quarrel was in progress. There were
shoutings, bangings on the table, sharp suspicious glances, furious denials.
The source of the trouble appeared to be that Napoleon and Mr Pilkington had
each played an ace of spades simultaneously.
Twelve voices were shouting in anger, and they were all alike. No question,
now, what had happened to the faces of the pigs. The creatures outside looked
~ from pig to man~ and from man to pig, and from pig to man again; but already
\ it was impossible to say which was which.
November I943-February I944
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BURMESE DAYS
'This desert inaccessible
Under the shade of melancholy boughs'
As you lIke It.

I
U Po Kyin, Sub-divisional Magistrate of Kyauktada, in Upper Burma, was
sitting in his veranda. It was only half past eight, but the month was April, and
there was a closeness in the air, a threat of the long, stifling mIdday hours.
Occasional faint breaths of wind, seeming cool by contrast, stirred the newly
drenched orchids that hung from the eaves. Beyond the orchids one could see
the dusty, curved trunk of a palm tree, and then the blazing ultramarine sky.
Up in the zenith, so high that it dazzled one to look at them, a few vultures
circled without the quiver of a wing.
Unblinking, rather like a great porcelain idol, U Po Kyin gazed out into the
fierce sunlight. He was a man of fifty, so fat that for years he had not risen from
his chair without help, and yet shapely and even beautiful in his grossness; for
the Burmese do not sag and bulge like white men, but grow fat symmetrically,
like fruits swelling. His face was vast, yellow and quite unwrinkled, and his
eyes were tawny. His feet-squat, high-arched feet with the toes all the same
length-were bare, and so was his cropped head, and he wore one of those vivid
Arakanese longyis with green and magenta checks which the Burmese wear on
informal occasions. He was chewing betel from a lacquered box on the table,
and thinking about his past life.
It had been a brilliantly successful life. U Po Kyin's earliest memory, back in
the eighties, was of standing, a naked pot-bellied child, watching the British
troops march victorious into Mandalay. He remembered the terror he had felt
of those columns of great beef-fed men, red-faced and red-coated; and the long
rifles over their shoulders, and the heavy, rhythmic tramp of their boots. He
had taken to his heels after watching them for a few minutes. In his childish
way he had grasped that his own people were no match for this race of giants.
To fight on the side of the British, to become a parasite upon them, had been
his ruling ambition, even as a child.
At seventeen he had tried for a Government appointment, but he had failed
to get 'it, being poor and friendless, and for three years he had worked in the
stinlcing labyrinth of the Mandalay bazaars, clerking for the rice'merchants
and sometimes stealing. Then when he was twenty a lucky stroke of blaclanail
put him in possession of four hundred rupees, and he went at once to Rangoon
and ,bought his way into a Government clerkship. The job was a lucrative one
though bsaluy was small. At that time a ring of clerks were making a st:eQdy
~ by misappropriatini Governraent store1l, and Po Kyin (be was plain Fo
KyiD 'thl: tb$' ~ U <:U.M years later) took naturally to this kiad of
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thmg. However, he had too much talent to spend his hfe m a clerkshIp, stealIng
miserably in annas and pice. One day he discovered that the Government,
being short of minor officials, were gomg to make some appointments from
among the clerks. The news would have become public m another week, but it
was one of Po Kym's quahties that hIS information was always a week ahead of
everyone else's. He saw hIS chance and denounced all hIS confederates before
they could take alarm. Most of them were sent to prison, and Po Kym was
made an Assistant Township Officer as the reward of his honesty. Since then
he had risen steadily. Now, at fifty-six, he was a Sub-divlSlonal MagIstrate,
and he would probably be promoted still further and made an acting Deputy
Commissioner, with Englishmen as his equals and even his subordinates.
As a magistrate his methods were simple. Even for the vastest bribe he would
never sell the decision of a case, because he knew that a magistrate who gives
wrong judgments is caught sooner or later. His practice, a much safer one, was
to take bribes from both sides and then decide the case on strictly legal
grounds. This won him a useful reputatlOn for impartiality. Besides his
revenue from litigants, U Po Kyin levied a ceaseless toll, a sort of private
taxation scheme, from all the villages under his jurisdictIon. If any village
failed in its tribute U Po Kyin took punitive measures-gangs of dacoits
attacked the village, leading villagers were arrested on false charges, and so
forth-and It was never long before the amount was paid up. He also shared the
proceeds of all the larger-sized robberies that took place in the district. Most of
this, of course, was known to everyone except U Po Kyin's official superiors
(no BritIsh officer wIll ever believe anything against his own men) but the
attempts to expose him invariably failed; his supporters, kept loyal by their
share of the loot, were too numerous. When any accusation was brought
against him, U Po Kyin simply discredited it with strings of suborned
witnesses, followmg this up by counter-accusations which left him in a
stronger position than ever. He was practically invulnerable, because he was
too fine a judge of men ever to choose a wrong instrument, and also. because he
was too absorbed in intrigue ever to fail through carelessness or ignorance.
One could say with practical certainty that he would never be found out, that
he would go from success to success, and would finally die full of honour,
worth severallakhs of rupees.
And even beyond the grave his success- would continue. According to
Buddhist belief, those who have done eVIl m their lives will spend the next
incarnation in the shape of a rat, a frog or-some other low animal. U Po Kyin
was a good,Buddhist and intended to provide against this danger. He would
devote his closing years to good works, which would pile up enough merit to
outweigh the rest of his life. Probably his good works would take the form of
building pagodas. Four pagodas, five, six, seven-the priests would tell him
how many-with carved stonework, gilt umbrellas and little bells that tinkled
in the wind, every tinkle a prayer. And he would return to the earth in male
human shape-for a woman ranks at about the same level as a rat or a frog-or at
bes.t as some dignified beast such as an elephant.
All these thoughts flowed thro~gh U Po Kyin's mind swiftly and for the
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most part in pictures. His brain, though cunrung, was quite barbanc, and it
never worked except for some definite end; mere meditation was beyond him.
He had now reached the point to which his thoughts had been tending. Putting
his smallish, tnangular hands on the arms of his chair, he turned himself a little
way round and called, rather wheezily:
'Ba Talk! Hey, Ba Taik!'
Ba Taik, U Po Kyin's servant, appeared through the beaded curtain of the
veranda. He was an under-sized, pock-marked man with a timid and rather
hungry expression. U Po Kyin paid him no wages, for he was a convicted thief
whom a word would send to prison. As Ba Taik advanced he shikoed, so low as
to give the impression that he was steppmg backwards.
'Most holy god?' he said.
'Is anyone waIting to see me, Ba Taik?'
Ba Taik enumerated the visitors upon his fingers' 'There is the headman of
Thitpingyi village, your honour, who has brought presents, and two villagers
who have an assault case that is to be tried by your honour, and they too have
brought presents. Ko Ba Sein, the head clerk of the Deputy Commissioner's
office, wishes to see you, and there is Ali Shah, the police constable, and a
dacoit whose name I do not know. I think they have quarrelled about some
gold bangles they have stolen. And there is also a young village girl with a
baby.'
'What does she want?' said U Po Kyin.
'She says that the baby is yours, most holy one.'
'Ah. And how much has the headman brought?'
Ba Taik thought it was only ten rupees and a basket of mangoes.
'Tell the headman: said U Po Kyin, 'that it should be twenty rupees, and
there will be trouble for him and his village if the money is not here tomorrow.
I will see the others presently. Ask Ko Ba Sein to come to me here.'
Ba Sein appeared in a moment. He was an erect, narrow-shouldered man,
very taIl for a Burman, with a curiously smooth face that recalled a coffee
blancmange. U Po Kyin found him a useful tool. Unimaginative and hardworking, he was an excellent clerk, and Mr Macgregor, the Deputy
Commissioner, trusted him with most of his official secrets. U Po Kyin, put in
a good temper by his thoughts, greeted Ba Sein with a laugh and waved to the
betel box.
'Well, Ko Ba Sein, how does our affair progress? I hope that, as dear Mr
Macgregor would say'-U Po Kyin broke into English-"'eet ees making
perceptible progress"?'
Ba Sein did not smile at the small joke. Sitting down stiff and long-backed in
the vacant chair, he answered:
'Excellently, sir. Our copy of the paper arrived this morning. Kindly
observe.'
He produced a copy of a bilingual paper called the Burmese Patriot. It W'aS a
miserable eight-page rag, villainQusly printed on paper as bad as blot1:iDg
paper, and composed partlyof news stolen from the Rangoon Gaz~tte. pardyGf
weak Nationalist heroics. On the last page the type had slipped and let\cthe
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entire sheet jet black, as though m mourmng for the smallness of the paper's
circulatIon. The artIcle to WhlCh U Po Kym turned was of a rather dlfferent
stamp from the rest. It ran:
In these happy times, when we poor blacks are being uplIfted by the mighty western cIvIlIzation,
WIth Its mamfold blessings such as the cinematograph, machine-guns, syphilIs, etc, what subject
could be more Inspmng than the private lIves of our European benefactors- We think therefore
that It may Interest our readers to hear something of events In the up-country district of
Kyauktada And especlaI!y of Mr Macgregor, honoured Deputy Commissioner of said district
Mr Macgregor IS of the type of the Fine Old EnglIsh Gentleman, such as, In these happy days,
we have so many examples before our eyes He IS 'a famJ!y man' as our dear EnglIsh COUSinS say
Very much a family man IS Mr Macgregor So much so that he has already three children In the
district of Kyauktada, where he has been a year, and In his last district of Shwemyo he left SIX
young progemes behind him Perhaps It IS an oversight on Mr Macgregor's part that he has left
these young Infants quite unprovided for, and that some of their mothers are In danger of
starvation, etc, etc., etc

There was a column of simllar stuff, and wretched as it was, it was well above
the level of the rest of the paper. U Po Kyin read the artlcle carefully through,
holding it at arm's length-he was long-sighted-and drawing hlS lips
medltatively back, exposing great numbers of small, perfect teeth, blood-red
from betel juice.
'The editor wlll get six months' lmprisonment for this,' he said finally.
'He does not mind. He says that the only time when his creditors leave him
alone lS when he is in prison.'
'And you say that your little apprentice clerk Hla Pe wrote this article all by
himself? That lS a very clever boy-a most promismg boy! Never tell me agam
that these Government Hlgh Schools are a waste of time. Hla Pe shall certainly
have his clerkshlp.'
'You think then, sir, that this article will be enough?'
U Po Kyin did not answer immediately. A puffing, labouring noise began to
proceed from him; he was trymg to rise from his chair. Ba Taik was familiar
with this sound. He appeared from behind the beaded curtam, and he and Ba
Sein put a hand under each of U Po Kyin's armpits and hoisted him to his feet.
U Po Kyin stood for a moment balancmg the welght of his belly upon his legs,
with the movement of a fish porter adjusting his load. Then he waved Ba Taik
away.
'Not enough,' he said, answering Ba Sein's qt:~stion, 'not enough by any
means. There is a lot to be done yet. But this is the right beginning. Listen.'
He went to the rail to spit out a scarlet mouthful of betel, and then began to
quarter the veranda with short steps, his hands behind his back. The frictIon of
his vast thighs made him waddle slightly. As he walked he talked, in the base
jargon of the Government offices-a patchwork of Burmese verbs and English
abstract phrases:
'Now, let us go into this affair from the beginning. We are going to make a
concerted attack on Dr Veraswami, who is the Civil. Surgeon and
Superintendent of the jail. We are going to slander him, destroy his reputation
and finally ruin him for ever. It will be rather a delicate operation.'
'Yes, sir.'
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'There wIll be no rIsk, but we have got to go slowly. We are not proceeding
against a miserable clerk or police constable. We are proceeding against a high
officIal, and with a high official, even when he IS an Indian, it is not the same as
with a clerk. How does one rum a clerk? Easy; an accusatIon, two dozen
witnesses, dismissal and imprisonment. But that WIll not do here. Softly,
softly, softly is my way. No scandal, and above all no official inquiry. There
must be no accusations that can be answered, and yet withm three months I
must fix it m the head of every European m Kyauktada that the doctor IS a
VIllain. What shall I accuse him of? Bribes will not do, a doctor does not get
bribes to any extent. What then?'
'We could perhaps arrange a mutiny in the Jail,' said Ba Sein. 'As
supermtendent, the doctor would be blamed.'
'No, it is too dangerous. I do not want the jail warders firing their rifles in all
directions. Besides, it would be expensive. Clearly, then, it must be
disloyalty-Nationalism, seditious propaganda. We must persuade the
Europeans that the doctor holds dISloyal, anti-British opinions. That is far
worse than bribery; they expect a native official to take bribes. But let them
suspect his loyalty even for a moment, and he is ruined.'
'It would be a hard thing to prove,' objected Ba Sein. 'The doctor is very
loyal to the Europeans. He grows angry when anythmg is said against them.
They will know that, do you not think?'
'Nonsense, nonsense,' said U Po Kyin comfortably. 'No European cares
anything about proofs. When a man has a black face, suspicion is proof. A few
anonymous letters will work wonders. It is only a question of persIsting;
accuse, accuse, go on accusing-that is the way with Europeans. One
anonymous letter after another, to every European in turn. And then, when
their suspicions are thoroughly aroused-' U Po Kyin brought one short arm
from behind his back and clicked his thumb and finger. He added: 'We begin
with this article in the Burmese Patriot. The Europeans will shout with rage
when they see it. Well, the next move is to persuade them that it was the doctor
who wrote it.'
'It will be difficult while he has friends among the Europeans. All of them go
to him when they are ill. He cured Mr Macgregor of his flatulence this cold
weather. They consider him a very clever doctor, I believe.'
'How little you understand the European mind, Ko Ba Sein! If the
Europeans go to Veraswami it is only because there is no other doctor in
Kyauktada. No European has any faith in a man with a black face. No, with
anonymous letters it is only a question of sendmg enough. I shall soon see to it
that he has no friends left.'
'There is Mr Flory, the timber merchant,' said Ba Sein. (He pronounced it
'Mr Porley'.) 'He is a close friend of the doctor. I see him go to his house every
morning when he 1S in Kyauktada. Twice he has even invited the doctor to
dinner.'
•Ah, now there you are right. If Flory were a friend of the doctor it could do
us harm. You cannot hurt an Indian when he has a European friend. It gives
him-wbat is that word they are so fond orr-prestige. But Flory will desert his .
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friend quickly enough when the trouble begins. These people have no feeling
of loyalty towards a native. Besides, I happen to know that Flory IS a coward. I
can deal with hIm. Your part, Ko Ba Sem, is to watch Mr Macgregor's
movements. Has he written to the Commissioner lately-wrItten confidentially, I mean?'
'He wrote two days ago, but when we steamed the letter open we found It
was nothing of importance.'
'Ah well, we wIll give him something to write about. And as soon as he
suspects the doctor, then is the time for that other affair I spoke to you of. Thus
we shall-what does Mr Macgregor say? Ah yes, "kill two birds with one
stone". A whole flock of birds-ha, hal'
U Po Kym's laugh was a disgusting bubbling sound deep down in his belly,
like the preparation for a cough; yet it was merry, even childlike. He dId not
say any more about the 'other affair', which was too private to be discussed
even upon the veranda. Ba Sein, seeing the interview at an end, stood up and
bowed, angular as a jointed ruler.
'Is there anything else your honour wishes done?' he said.
'Make sure that Mr Macgregor has his copy of the Burmese Patnot. You had
better tell Hla Pe to have an attack of dysentery and stay away from the office. I
shall want him for the writing of the anonymous letters. That is all for the
present.'
'Then I may go, sir?'
'God go with you,' said U Po Kyin rather abstractedly, and at once shouted
again for Ba Taik. He never wasted a moment of his day. It did not take him
long to deal with the other visitors and to send the village girl away
unrewarded, having examined her face and said that he did not recognize her.
It was now his breakfast time. Violent pangs of hunger, which attacked hIm
punctually at this hour every morning, began to torment his belly. He shouted
urgently:
'Ba Taik! Hey, Ba Taik! Kin Km! My breakfast! Be quick, I am starving.'
In the living-room behind the curtain a table was already set out with a huge
bowl of rice and a dozen plates containing curries, dried prawns and sliced
green mangoes. U Po Kyin waddled to the table, sat down with a grunt and at
once threw himself on the food. Ma Kin, his wife, stood behind him and served
him. She was a thin woman of five and forty, with a kindly, pale brown, simian
face. U Po Kyin took no notice of her while he was eating. With the bowl close
to his nose he stuffed the food into himself with swift, greasy fingers, breathing
fast. All his meals were swift, passionate and enormous; they were not meals so
much as orgies, debauches of curry and rice. When he had finished he sat back,'
belched. several times and told Ma Kin to fetch him a green Burmese cigar. He
never smoked English tobacco, which he declared had no taste in it.
Presently, with Ba Taik's help, U Po Kyin dressed. in his office clothes, and
stood for a while admiring himselfin the long mirror in the living-room. It was
a wooden-walled room with two pillars, still recognizable as teak-trunks,
supporting the roof-tree, and it was dark and sluttish as all Burmese rooms are,
toollgh U Po Kyin had furnished it 'Ingaleik fashion' with a veneered
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s1deboard and chairs, some lithographs of the Royal Fam1ly and a fireextmgUlsher. The floor was covered with bamboo mats, much splashed by
lime and betel jUlce.
Ma Kin was sitting on a mat in the corner, stitchmg an ingy£. U Po Kyin
turned slowly before the mirror, trying to get a ghmpse of his back view. He
was dressed in a gaungbaung of pale pink silk, an mgyz of starched muslin, and a
paso of Mandalay silk, a gorgeous salmon-pink brocaded with yellow. With an
effort he turned his head round and looked, pleased, at the paso tight and
shimngon his enormous buttocks. He was proud of his fatness, because he saw
the accumulated flesh as the symbol of his greatness. He who had once been
obscure and hungry was now fat, rich and feared. He was swollen with the
bodies of his enemies; a thought from wh1ch he extracted something very near
poetry.
'My new paso was cheap at twenty-two rupees, hey, Kin Kin?' he said.
Ma Kin bent her head over her sewing. She was a simple, old-fashioned
woman, who had-learned even less of European habits than U Po Kyin. She
could not sit on a chair without d1scomfort. Every morning she went to the
bazaar with a basket on her head, like a village woman, and in the evenings she
could be seen kneeling in the garden, praying to the white spire of the pagoda
that crowned the town. She had been the confidante of U Po Kyin's intrigues
for twenty years and more.
'Ko Po Kyin,' she said, 'you have done very much evil in your hfe.'
U Po Kyin waved his hand. 'What does it matter? My pagodas wlll atone for
everything. There is plenty of ume.'
Ma Kill bent her head over her sewing again, in an obstinate way she had
when she disapproved of something that U Po Kyin was doing.
'But, Ko Po Kyin, where is the need for all this scheming and intriguing? I
heard you talking with Ko Ba Sein on the veranda. You are planning some evil
against Dr Veraswami. Why do you wish to harm that Indian doctor? He 1S a
good man.'
'What do you know of these official matters, woman? The doctor stands m
my way. In the first place he refuses to take bribes, which makes it difficult for
the rest of us. And besides-well, there is something else which you would
never have the brains to understand.'
'Ko Po Kyin, you have grown rich and powerful, and what good has it ever
done you? We were happier when we were poor. Ah, I remember so well when
you were only a Township Officer, the first time we had a house of our own.
How proud we were of our new wicker furniture, and your fountain-pen with
the gold clip! And when the young English police-officer came to our house
and sat in the best chair and drank a bottle of beer) how honoured we thought
ourselves! Happiness is not in money. What can you want with mOre money
now?'
'Nonsense, woman, nonsense! Attend to your cooking and sewing and leave
official matters to those who 'understand them.'
'WeU, I do nOt know. I am YOUX' wife and have always obeyed you. But at
least it is
tOo soon to acquire merit. Strive to acquire more merit, Ko Po

never

80

Burmese Days

Kyin! Will you not, for Instance, buy some live fish and set them free In the
river? One can acquire much merit in that way. Also, this morning when
the priests came for thelr rice they told me that there are two new pnests at the
monastery, and they are hungry. Will you not give them something, Ko Po
Kyin? I did not give them anything myself, so that you might acquire the merit
of doing it.'
U Po Kyin turned away from the mlrror. The appeal touched hlm a little.
He never, when it could be done WIthout inconvenience, missed a chance of
acquiring merit. In his eyes his pile of merit was a kind of bank deposit,
everlastingly growing. Every fish set free in the river, every gift to a priest, was
a step nearer Nirvana. It was a reassuring thought. He directed that the basket
of mangoes brought by the village headman should be sent down to the
monastery.
Presently he left the house and started down the road, with Ba Taik behind
him carrying a file of papers. He walked slowly, very upright to balance his vast
belly, and holding a yellow silk umbrella over his head. Hls pink paso glittered
in the sun like a satin praline. He was going to the court, to try his day's cases.

2
At about the time when U Po Kyin began his morning's business, 'Mr Porley'
the timber merchant and friend of Dr Veraswami, was leaving his house for the
Club.
Flory was a man of about thirty-five, of middle height, not ill made. He had
very black, stiff hair growing low on his head, and a cropped black moustache,
and his skin, naturally sallow, was discoloured by the sun. Not having grown
fat or bald he did not look older than his age, but his face was very haggard in
spite of the sunburn, with lank cheeks and a sunken, withered look round the
eyes. He had obviously not shaved this morning. He was dressed in the usual
white shirt, khaki drill shorts and stockings, but instead of a topi he wore a
battered Terai hat, cocked over one eye. He carried a bamboo stick with a
wrist-thong, and a black cocker spaniel named Flo was ambling after him.
All these were secondary expressions, however. The first thing that one
noti<:ed in Flory was a hideous birthmark stretching in a ragged crescent down
his left cheek, from the eye to the corner of the mouth. Seen from the left side
his face had a battered, woebegone look, as though the birthmark had been a
bruise-for it was a dark blue in colour. He was quite aware of its hideousness.
And at all times, when he was not alone, there was a sidelongness about his
movements, as he manreuvred constantly to keep the birthmark out of sight.
Flory's house was at the top of the maidan) close to the edge of the jungle.
F:fOm the gate the maidan sloped sharply down, scorched and khaki-coloured,
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with half a dozen dazzling white bungalows scattered round it. All quaked,
shivered in the hot air. There was an English cemetery within a white wall
half-way down the hill, and near by a tiny tin-roofed church. Beyond that was
the European Club, and when one looked at the Club-a dumpy one-storey
wooden building-one looked at the real centre of the town. In any town in
India the European Club is the spiritual citadel, the real seat of the Bntish
power, the Nirvana for which natlve officlals and milhonaires pme in vain It
was doubly so in this case, for it was the proud boast of Kyauktada Club that,
almost alone of Clubs in Burma, it had never admitted an Oriental to
membership. Beyond the Club, the Irrawaddy flowed huge and ochreous
glittering like diamonds in the patches that caught the sun; and beyond the
river stretched great wastes of paddy fields, ending at the horizon in a range of
blackish hills.
The natlve town, and the courts and the jail, were over to the right, mostly
hidden in green groves of peepul trees. The spire of the pagoda rose from the
trees like a slender spear tipped with gold. Kyauktada was a fairly typical
Upper Burma town, that had not changed greatly between the days of Marco
Polo and 1910, and might have slept in the Middle Ages for a century more ifit
had not proved a convenient spot for a railway terminus. In 1910 the
Government made it the headquarters of a district and a seat of
Progress-interpretable as a block of law courts, with their army of fat but
ravenous pleaders, a hospital, a school and one of those huge, durable jails
which the English have built everywhere between Gibraltar and Hong Kong.
The population was about four thousand, including a couple of hundred
Indians, a few score Chinese and seven Europeans. There were also two
Eurasians named Mr Francis and Mr Samuel, the sons of an American Baptist
missionary and a Roman Catholic missionary respectively. The town
contained no curiosities of any kind, except an Indian fakir who had lived for
twenty years in a tree near the bazaar, drawing his food up in a basket every
morning.
Flory yawned as he came out of the gate. He had been half drunk the night
before, and the glare made him feel liverish. 'Bloody, bloody hole!' he
thought, looking down the hill. And, no one except the dog being near, he
began to sing aloud, 'Bloody, bloody, bloody, oh, how thou art bloody' to the
tune of 'Holy, holy, holy, oh how Thou art holy' as he walked down the hot
red road, swishing at the dried-up grasses with his stick. It was nearly nine
o'clock and the sun was fiercer every minute. The heat throbbed down on
one's head with a steady, rhythmic thumping, like blows from an enormous
bolster. Flory stopped at the Club gate, wondering whether to go in or to go
farther down the road and see Dr Veraswami. Then he remembered that it was
'English mail day' and the newspapers would have arrived. He went in, past
the big tennis screen, which was overgrown by a creeper with starlike mauve
flowers.
In the borders beside the path sw;ltbs of English flowers-phlox and
larkspur, hollyhock and petunia-not yet slain by the sun, rioted in Va$1: ~
and richness. The petupias we~ huge) like trees almost. There was, no ~
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but instead a shrubbery of native trees and bushes-gold mohur trees like vast
umbrellas of blood-red bloom, frangIpanis with creamy, stalkless flowers,
purple bougainvIllea, scarlet hibiscus and the pink Chinese rose, bilious-green
crotons, feathery fronds of tamarind. The clash of colours hurt one's eyes in
the glare. A nearly naked mali, watering-can m hand, was moving in the jungle
of flowers like some large nectar-suckmg bIrd.
On the Club steps a sandy-haired Englishman, with a prickly moustache,
pale grey eyes too far apart, and abnormally thm calves to his legs, was
standing with his hands in the pockets of his shorts. This was Mr Westfield,
the District Supenntendent of Police. With a very bored air he was rocking
himself backwards and forwards on his heels and pouting his upper lip so that
his moustache tickled his nose. He greeted Flory with a slight sideways
movement of his head. His way of speaking was clipped and soldierly, missing
out every word that well could be missed out. Nearly everything he said was
mtended for a joke, but the tone of his voice was hollow and melancholy.
'Hullo, Flory me lad. Bloody awful morning, what?'
'We must expect it at this time of year, I suppose,' Flory said. He had turned
himself a little sideways, so that his birthmarked cheek was away from
Westfield.
'Yes, dammit. Couple of months of this coming. Last year we didn't have a
spot of rain till June. Look at that bloody sky, not a cloud in it. Like one of
those damned great blue enamel saucepans. God! What'd you give to be in
Piccadilly now, eh?'
'Have the English papers come?'
'Yes. Dear old Punch, Pink'un and Vie Parisienne. Makes you homesick to
read 'em, what? Let's come in and have a drink before the ice all goes. Old
Lackersteen's been fairly bathing in it. Half pickled already.'
They went in, Westfield remarking in his gloomy voice, 'Lead on, Macduff.'
Inside, the Club was a teak-walled place smelling of earth-oil, and consisting
of only four rooms, one of which contained a forlorn 'library' of five hundred
mildewed novels, and another an old and mangy billiard-table-this, however,
seldom used, for during most ofthe year hordes of flying beetles came buzzing
round the lamps and littered themselves over the cloth. There were also a cardroom and a 'lounge' which looked towards the river, over a wide veranda; but
at this time of day all the verandas were curtained with green bamboo chicks.
The lounge was an unhomelike room, with coco-nut matting on the floor, and
wicker chairs and tables which were littered with shiny illustrated papers. For
ornament there were a number of 'Bonzo' pictures, and the dusty skulls of
sambhur. A punkah, lazily flapping, shook dust into the tepid air.
There were three men in the room. Under the punkah a florid, fine-looking,
slightly bloated man of forty was sprawling across the table with his head in his
hands, groaning in pain. This was Mr Lackersteen, the local manager of a
timber firm. He had been badly drunk the night before, and he was suffering
for it. Ellis, local manager of yet another company, was standing before the
notice-board studying some notice with a look ofbirter concentration. He was
a tiny wiry-haired fellow with a pale, sharp-featured face and restless
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movements. Maxwell, the acting Divisional Forest Officer, was lying 10 one of
the long chairs reading the Field, and invisible except for two large-boned legs
and thick downy forearms.
'Look at thIS naughty old man,' said Westfield, taking Mr Lackersteen half
affectionately by the shoulders and shaking him. 'Example to the young, what?
There but for the grace of God and all that. Gives you an idea what you'll be
like at forty.'
Mr Lackersteen gave a groan which sounded like 'brandy'.
'Poor old chap,' said Westfield, 'regular martyr to booze, eh? Look at It
oozing out of his pores. Reminds me of the old colonel who used to sleep
without a mosquito net. They asked his servant why and the servant said: "At
night, master too drunk to notice mosqUItoes; in the mormng, mosquitoes too
drunk to notIce master." Look at him-boozed last night and then asking for
more. Got a littJe niece coming to stay with him, too. Due tonight, isn't she,
Lackersteen?'
'Oh, leave that drunken sot alone,' said Ellis without turning round. He had
a spiteful Cockney voice. Mr Lackersteen groaned again, ' - the niece! Get
me some brandy, for Christ's sake.'
'Good education for the niece, eh- Seeing uncle under the table seven times
a week. Hey, butler! Bnnging brandy for Lackersteen master!'
The butler, a dark, stout Dravidian with liqUId, yellow-irised eyes like those
ofa dog, brought the brandy on a brass tray. Flory and Westfield ordered gin.
Mr Lackersteen swallowed a few spoonfuls of brandy and sat back in his chair,
groaning in a more resigned way. He had a beefy, ingenuous face, with a
toothbrush moustache. He was really a very simple-minded man, with no
ambitions beyond having what he called 'a good time'. His WIfe governed him
by the only possible method, namely, by never letting him out of her sight for
more than an hour or two. Only once, a year after they were married, she had
left him for a fOrtriIght, and had returned unexpectedly a day before her time,
to find Mr Lackersteen, drunk, supported on eIther side by a naked Burmese
girl, while a third up-ended a whisky bottle into his mouth. Since then she
had watched him, as he used to complam, 'like a cat over a bloody mousehole',
However, he managed to enjoy quite a number of 'good times', though they
were usually rather hurried ones.
'My Christ, what a head I've got on me this morning,' he said. 'Call that
butler again, Westfield. I've got to have another brandy before my missus gets
here. She says she's going to cut my booze down to four pegs a day when our
niece gets here. God rot thern both!' he added gloomily.
'Stop playing the fool, all of you, and listen to this,' said Ellis sourly. He had
a queer wounding way of speaking, hardly e.ver opening his mouth without
insulting somebody. He deliberately exaggerated his Cockney accent, because
of the sardonic tone it gave to his words. 'Have you seen this notice of old
Macgregor's? A little n~y for everyone. Maxwell, wake up and listen!'
Maxwell lowered the Field. He was a fresh-coloured blond youth of not
more than twenO'~five or six-veJ,')' young for the post be held. With his heavy
limbs and thick white ey~ be reminded one· of a cart-horse colt. E.Ws
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mpped the notice from the board w1th a neat, sp1tefullittle movement and
began reading it aloud. It had been posted by Mr Macgregor, who, bes1des
being Deputy CommisslOner, was secretary ofthe Club.
'Just listen to this. "It has been suggested that as there are as yet no Onental
members of th1s club, and as 1t 1S now usual to admit officials of gazetted rank,
whether native or European, to membersh1p of most European Clubs, we
should cons1der the question of following this practice in Kyauktada. The
matter w1ll be open for discussion at the next general meeting. On the one hand
it may be pointed out" -oh, well, no need to wade through the rest of 1t. He
can't even write a notice w1thout an attack of literary diarrhoea. Anyway, the
pomt's this. He's asking us to break all our rules and take a dear little niggerboy into this Club. Dear Dr Veraswam1, for instance. Dr Very-slimy, I call
him. That would be a treat, wouldn't 1t? Little pot-bellied niggers breathing
garlic in your face over the bridge-table. Christ, to think of 1t! We've got to
hang together and put our foot down on this at once. What do you say,
Westfield? Flory?'
Westfield shrugged his thin shoulders philosophicallY. He had sat down at
the table and lighted a black, stinking Burma cheroot.
'Got to put up with it, I suppose,' he said. 'B-s of natives are getting into all
the Clubs nowadays. Even the Pegu Club, I'm told. Way this country's going,
you know We're about the last Club in Burma to hold out against 'em.'
'We are; and what's more, we're damn well going to go on holding out. I'll
die in the ditch before I'll see a nigger in here.' Ellis had produced a stump of
pencil. With the curious a1r of spite that some men can put into their tiniest
action, he re-pinned the notice on the board and pencilled a tmy, neat 'B F.'
against Mr Macgregor's signature-'There, that's what I think of his 1dea. I'll
tell h1m so when he comes down. What do you say, Flory?'
Flory had not spoken all this time. Though by nature anything but a silent
man, he seldom found much to say in Club conversations. He had sat down at
the table and was reading G.K.Chesterton's article in the London News, at the
same time caressing Flo's head with his left hand. Ellis, however, was one of
those people who constantly nag others to echo their own opinions. He
repeated his question, and Flory looked up, and their eyes met. The skin round
Ellis's nose suddenly turned so pale that it was almost grey. In him it was a sign
of anger. Without any prelude he burst into a stream of abuse that would have
been startling~ if the others had not been used to hearing something like it
every morning.
'My God, I should have thought in a case hke this, when it's a question of
keeping those black, stinking swine out of the only place where we can enjoy
ourselves, you'd have the decency to back me up. Even if that pot-bellied
greasy little sod of a nigger doctor is your best pal. I don't care if you choose to
pal up 'with the scum of the bazaar. Ifit pleases you to go to Veraswami's house
and drink whisky with all his nigger pals, that's your look-out. Do what you
like outside the Club. But, by God, it's a different matter when you talk of
bringing niggers in here. I suppose you'd like little Veraswami for a Club
member, eh? Chipping inta our conversation and pawing everyone with
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his sweaty hands and breath10g hIS filthy garlic breath 10 our faces. By god,
he'd go out wIth my boot beh10d him if ever I saw hIS black snout inside that
door. Greasy, pot-bellied little-!' etc
This went on for several mmutes. It was curiously impressive, because it
was so completely smcere. Ellis really did hate Onentals-hated them with
a bitter, restless 10ath1Og as of something evil or unclean. Living and working,
as the assistant of a timber firm must, 10 perpetual contact wIth the Burmese,
he had never grown used to the sight of a black face. Any hint of friendly
feeling towards an Oriental seemed to him a hornble perversity. He was an
intelligent man and an able servant of his firm, but he was one of those
Enghshmen-common, unfortunately-who should never be allowed to set foot
10 the East.
Flory sat nursing Flo's head in his lap, unable to meet Ellis's eyes. At the
best of times his birthmark made it difficult for him to look people straight in
the face. And when he made ready to speak, he could feel his VOIce
trembling-for it had a way of trembling when It should have been firm; his
features, too, sometimes twitched uncontrollably.
'Steady on,' he said at last, sullenly and rather feebly. 'Steady on. There's no
need to get so excited. I never suggested having any native members in here.'
'Oh, didn't you? We all know bloody well you'd like to, though. Why else do
you go to that oily little babu's house every mormng, then? Sitting down at
table with him as though he was a white man, and drinking out of glasses his
filthy black lips have slobbered over-it makes me spew to think of it.'
'Sit down, old chap, sit down,' Westfield said. 'Forget it. Have a drink on it.
Not worth while quarrelling. Too hot.'
'My God,' said Ellis a little more calmly, taking a pace or two up and down,
'my God, I don't understand you chaps. I simply don't. Here's that old fool
Macgregor wanting to bring a nigger into this Club for no reason whatever,
and you all sit down under it without a word. Good God, what are we supposed
to be doing in this country? If we aren't going to rule, why the devil don't we
clear out? Here we are, supposed to be governing a set of damn black swine
who've been slaves since the beginning of history, and instead of ruling them
in the only way they understand, we go and treat them as equals. And you silly
b-s take it for granted. There's Flory, makes his best pal a black babu who
calls himself a doctor because he's done two years at an Indian so-called
university. And you, Westfield, proud as Punch of your knock-kneed, bribetaking cowards of policemen. And there's Maxwell, spends his time running
after Eurasian tarts. Yes, you do, Maxwell; I heard about your goings-on in
Mandalay with some smelly little bitch called Molly Pereira. I suppose you'd
have gone and married her if they hadn't transferred you up here? You all seem
to like the dirty black brutes. Christ, I don't know what's come over us all. I
really don't.'
'Come on, have another
said Westfield. 'Hey, butler! Spot of ber;:;r
before the ice goes, eh? Beer) butler!'

drink:

The butler bro~t some bottles of Munich beer. EJ.& presently sat doWD:at
the table with the ~cand he n~ 'ODIe of the cool Wttles between bi$
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small hands. His forehead was sweating. He was sulky, but not in a rage any
longer. At all times he was spiteful and perverse, but his vIOlent fits of rage
were soon over, and were never apologized for. Quarrels were a regular part of
the routine of Club hfe. Mr Lackersteen was feeling better and was studying
the illustrations in La Vie Parisienne. It was after nme now, and the room,
scented with the acnd smoke of Westfield's cheroot, was stifling hot.
Everyone's shIrt stuck to his back with the first sweat ofthe day. The invIsible
chokra who pulled the punkah rope outside was falling asleep in the glare.
'Butler!' yelled EllIs, and as the butler appeared, 'go and wake that bloody
chokra up!'
'Yes, master.'
'And butler!'
'Yes, master?'
'How much ice have we got left?'
"Bout twenty pounds, master. Will only last today, I think. I find it very
difficult to keep ice cool now.'
'Don't talk like that, damn you-"I find it very difficult!" Have you
swallowed a dictionary? "Please, master, can't keeping ice cool"-that's how
you ought to talk. We shall have to sack this fellow ifhe gets to talk English too
well. I can't stick servants who talk English. D'you hear, butler?'
'Yes, master,' said the butler, and retired.
'God! No ice till Monday,' Westfield said. 'You going back to the jungle,
Flory?'
'Yes. I ought to be there now. I only came in because of the English mail.'
'Go on tour myself, I think. Knock up a spot of Travelling Allowance. I
can't stick my bloody office at this time of year . Sitting there under the damned
punkah, signing one chit after another. Paper-chewing. God, how I wish the
war was on again!'
'I'm going out the day after tomorrow,' Ellis said. 'Isn't that damned padre
coming to hold his service this Sunday? I'll take care not to be in for that,
anyway. Bloody knee-drill.'
'Next Sunday,' said Westfield. 'Promised to be in for it myself. So's
Macgregor. Bit hard on the poor devil of a padre, I must say. Only gets here
once in six weeks. Might as well get up a congregation when he does come.'
'Oh, hell! I'd snivel psalms to oblige the padre, but 1- can't stick the way
these damned native Christians come shoving into our church. A pack of
Madrassi servants and Karen school-teachers. And then those two yellowbellies, Francis and Samuel-they call themselves Christians too. Last time the
padre was here they had the nerve to come up and sit on the front pews with the
white men. Someone ought to speak to the padre about that. What bloody fools
we were ever to let those missionaries loose in this country! Teaching bazaar
sweepers they're as good as we are. "Please, sir, me Christian same like
master." Damned cheek.'
'How about that for a pair of legs?' said Mr Lackersteen, passing La Vie
Parisienns 8Ol'()SS. 'You 'know French. Flory; what's that mean underneath?
Christ, it re8.li'Bds me ofwheh I was in Paris, my first leave, before I married.
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Christ, I wish I was there again!'
'Did you hear that one about "There was a young lady of Woking"?'
Maxwell said. He was rather a silent youth, but, like other youths, he had an
affection for a good smutty rhyme. He completed the biography of the young
lady of Woking, and there was a laugh. Westfield replied with the young lady
of Ealing who had a peculiar feeling, and Flory came in wIth the young curate
of Horsham who always took every precaution. There was more laughter.
Even Ellis thawed and produced several rhymes, Ellis's jokes were always
genuinely witty, and yet filthy beyond measure. Everyone cheered up and felt
more friendly in spite of the heat. They had finished the beer and were just
going to call for another drink, when shoes creaked on the steps outside. A
booming voice, which made the floorboards tingle, was saying Jocosely:
'Yes, most distinctly humorous. I incorporated it in one of those little
articles of mme in Blackwood's, you know. I remember, too, when I was
stationed at Prome, another quite-ah-divertmg incident which-'
Evidently Mr Macgregor had arrived at the Club. Mr Lackersteen
exclaimed, 'Hell! My wife's there,' and pushed his empty glass as far away
from him as It would go. Mr Macgregor and Mrs Lackersteen entered the
lounge together.
Mr Macgregor was a large, heavy man, rather past forty, with a kindly,
puggy face, wearing gold-rimmed spectacles. His bulky shoulders, and a trick
he had of thrusting his head forward, reminded one curiously of a turtle-the
Burmans, in fact, nicknamed him 'the tortoise'. He was dressed in a clean silk
suit, which already showed patches of sweat beneath the armpits. He greeted
the others with a humorous mock-salute, and then planted himself before the
notice-board, beaming, in the attitude of a schoolmaster twiddhng a cane
behind his back. The good nature in his face was quite genuine, and yet there
was such a wilful geniality about him, such a strenuous air of bemg off duty
and forgetting his official rank, that no one was ever quite at ease in his
presence. His conversation was evidently modelled on that of some facetious
schoomaster or clergyman whom he had known in early life. Any long word,
any quotation, any proverbial expreSSIon figured in his mind as a joke, and was
introduced WIth a bumbling noise like 'er' or 'ah', to make it clear that there
was a joke coming. Mrs Lackersteen was a woman of about thirty-five,
handsome in a contourless, elongated way, like a fashion plate. She had a
sighing, discontented voice. The others had all stood up when she entered, and
Mrs Lackersteen sank exnaustedly into the best chair under the punkah,
fanning herself with a slender hand like that of a newt.
'Oh dear, this heat, this heat! Mr Macgregor came and fetched me in his car.
So kind of him. Tom, that wretch. of ~ rickshaw-man is pretending to be ill
again. Really, I think you ought to give him a good thrashing and bring him to
his senses. It's too terrible to have to walk about in this sun every day.'
Mrs Lackecsteen, unequal to the quarter-mile walk between her house and
the Club,. bad imported a rickshaw from Rangoon. Except for bullock-cu:ts
and Mr ~r>s car it was the only wheeled vehicle in Kyaulttada, for the
whole district did not po88¢:$& ten mUea of road. In the jungle, rather than leave
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her husband alone, Mrs Lackersteen endured all the horrors of dripping tents,
mosquitoes and tinned food; but she made up for it by complaining over trifles
while in headquarters.
'Really I think the laziness of these servants is getting too shocking,' she
sighed. 'Don't you agree, Mr Macgregor? We seem to have no authonty over
the natives nowadays, with all these dreadful Reforms, and the insolence they
learn from the newspapers. In some ways they are getting almost as bad as the
lower classes at home.'
'Oh, hardly as bad as that, I trust. Still, I am afraid there is no doubt that the
democratic spirit is creeping in, even here.'
'And such a short time ago, even just before the war, they were so nice and
respectful! The way they salaamed when you passed them on the road-it was
really quite charming. I remember when we paid our butler only twelve rupees
a month, and really that man loved us like a dog. And now they are demanding
forty and fifty rupees, and I find that the only way I can even keep a servant is to
pay their wages several months in arrears.'
'The old type of servant is disappearing,' agreed Mr Macgregor. 'In my
young days, when one's butler was disrespectful, one sent him along to the jail
with a chit saying "Please give the bearer fifteen lashes". Ah well, eheufugaces!
Those days are gone for ever, I am afraid.'
'Ah, you're about right there,' said Westfield in his gloomy way. 'This
country'll never be fit to live in again. British Raj is finished if you ask me. Lost
Dominion and all that. Time we cleared out of it.'
Whereat there was a murmur of agreement from everyone in the room, even
from Flory, notoriously a Bolshie in his opinions, even from young Maxwell,
who had been barely three years in the country. No Anglo-Indian will ever
deny that India is going to the dogs, or ever has denied it-for India, like Punch,
never was what it was.
Ellis had meanwhile unpinned the offending notice from behind Mr
Macgregor's back, and he now held it out to him, saying in his sour way:
'Here, Macgregor, we've read this notice, and we all think this idea of
electing a native to the Club is absolute-' Ellis was going to have said 'absolute
balls', but he remembered Mrs Lackersteen's presence and checked himself-'is absolutely uncalled for. After all, this Club is a place where we come to
enjoy ourselves, and we don't want natives poking about in here. We like to
think there's still one place where we're free of them. The others all agree with
me absolutely.'
He looked round at the others. 'Hear, hear!' said Mr Lackersteen gruffly. He
knew that his wife would guess that he had been drinking, and he felt that a
display of sound sentiment would excuse him.
Mr Macgregor took the notice with a smile. He saw the 'B. F.' pencilled
against his name, and privately he thought Ellis's manner very disrespectful,
but he turned the matter off with a joke. He took as great pains to be a good
fellow at the Club as he did to keep up his dignity during office hours. 'I
gather,' he said~ 'that! ourfriend Ellis does IWt welt!cme the. society of-ah-his
Aryan~f;
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'No, I do not,' said Ellis tartly. 'Nor my Mongolian brother. I don't like
niggers, to put it in one word.'
Mr Macgregor stiffened at the word 'nigger', which is discountenanced in
India. He had no prejudice against Orientals; indeed, he was deeply fond of
them. Provided they were given no freedom he thought them the most
charming people alive. It always pained him to see them wantonly insulted.
'Is it quite playing the game,' he said stiffly, 'to call these people niggers-a'
term they very naturally resent-when they are obviously nothing of the kind?
The Burmese are Mongolians, the Indians are Aryans or Dravidians, and all of
them are quite distinct-'
'Oh, rot that!' said Ellis, who was not at all awed by Mr Macgregor's official
status. 'Call them niggers Or Aryans or what you like. What I'm saying is that
we don't want to see any black hides in thIS Club. If you put it to the vote you'll
find we're against it to a man-unless Flory wants his dear pal Veraswami,' he
added.
'Hear, hear!' repeated Mr Lackersteen. 'Count on me to blackball the lot of
'em.'
Mr Macgregor pursed his lips whimsically. He was in an awkward position,
for the idea of electing a native member was not his own, but had been passed
on to him by the Commissioner. However, he disliked making excuses, so he
said in a more conciliatory tone:
'Shall we postpone discussing it till the next general meeting? In the
meantime we can give it our mature consideration. And now,' he added,
moving towards the table, 'who will join me in a little-ah-liquid
refreshment?'
The butler was called and the 'liquid refreshment' ordered. It was hotter
than ever now, and everyone was thirsty. Mr Lackersteen was on the point of
ordering a drink when he caught his wife's eye, shrank up and said sulkily
'No.' He sat with his hands on his knees, with a rather pathetic expression,
watching Mrs Lackersteen swallow a glass of lemonade with gin in it. Mr
Macgregor, though he signed the chit for drinks, drank plain lemonade. Alone
of the Europeans in Kyauktada, he kept the rule of not drinking before sunset.
'It's all very well,' grumbled Ellis, with his foreanns on the table, fidgeting
with his glass. The dispute with Mr Macgregor had made him restless again.
'It's all very well, but I stick to what I said. No natives in this Club! It's by
constantly giving way over small things like that that we've ruined the Empire.
The country's only rotten with sedition because we've been too soft with them.
The only possible policy is to treat 'em like the dirt they are. This is a critical
moment, and we want every bit of prestige we can get. We've got to hang
together and say, "We are the masters>'and you 'beggars..." , Ellis pressed hi$
small thumb down as though fiatteniug a grub-' "you beggars keep YOUf

place'" •
.
'Hopeless, old chap,' said Westfield. 'Quite hopeless. What can }'OU de>. wkb
aU this ~ tape tyin& YOU!' bands(.Beggws of natives know the law bII!Itt= tbaD
we 00. Insult you to Y0Ut face ad then run yoo in the moment ypq hit, '.u.
Can'tdo~.~~_yt)Ql'ibotdQ'IftlDrm1y.~bow~~,jf
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they haven't the guts to show fight?'
'Our burra sahib at Mandalay always said,' put in Mrs Lackersteen, 'that m
the end we shall simply leave India. Young men wIll not come out here any
longer to work all their lives for insults and ingratitude. We shall just go. When
the natives come to us begging us to stay, we shall say, "No, you have had your
chance, you wouldn't take it. Very well, we shall leave you to govern
yourselves." And then, what a lesson that will teach them!'
'It's all this law and order that's done for us,' saId Westfield gloomily. The
ruin of the Indian Empire through too much legality was a recurrent theme
with Westfield. According to hIm, nothing save a full-sized rebellion, and the
consequent reIgn of martial law, could save the Empire from decay. 'All this
paper-chewing and chit-passing. Office babus are the real rulers of thIS
country now. Our number's up. Best thing we can do is to shut up shop and let
'em stew in their own'juice,'
'I don't agree, I simply don't agree,' Ellis said. 'We could put things right in
a month if we chose. It only needs a pennyworth of pluck. Look at Amritsar.
Look how they caved in after that. Dyer knew the stuff to gIve them. Poor old
Dyer! That was a dirty job. Those cowards in England have got somethmg to
answer for.'
There was a.kind of sigh from the others, the same sIgh that a gathering of
Roman Catholics wIll give at the mention of Bloody Mary. Even Mr
Macgregor, who detested bloodshed and martlallaw, shook his head at the
name of Dyer.
'Ah, poor man! Sacrificed to the Paget M.P.s. Well, perhaps they will
discover their mistake when It is too late.'
'MyoId governor used to tell a story about that,' said Westfield. 'There was
an old havildar in a native regiment-someone asked hIm What'd happen if the
British left India. The old chap said-'
Flory pushed back his chair and stood up. It must not, it could not-no, it
simply should not go on any longer! He must get out of this room quickly,
before something happened inside his head and he began to smash the
furniture and throw bottles at the pictures. Dull boozing witless porkers! Was
it possible that they could go on week after week, year after year, repeating
word for word the same evil-minded drivel, like a parody of a fifth-rate story in
Blackwood's? Would none of them ever think of anything new to say? Oh, what
a place, what people! What a civilization is this of ours-this godless civilization
founded on whisky, Blackwood's and the 'Bonzo' pictures! God have mercy on
us, for all of us are part of it.
Flory did not say any of this, and he was at some pains not to show it in his
face. He was standing by his chair, a little sidelong to the others, with the halfsmile of a man who is never sure of his popularity,
'I'm. afraid I shall have to be off,' he said. 'I've got some things to see to
before breakfast, unfortunately.'
'Stay and have another spot, old man,' said Westfield. 'Morning's young.
Have a gin. Give you an appetite.'
'No, thanks, I must be going. Come on~ Flo. Good-bye, Mrs Lackersteen.

Burmese Days

91

Good-bye, everybody.'
'EXIt Booker Washington, the ruggers' pal,' said Elhs as Flory dIsappeared.
Ellis could always be counted on to say something 9isagreeable about anyone
who had just left the room. 'Gone to see Very-slimy, I suppose. Or else sloped
off to avoid paying a round of drinks.'
'Oh, he's not a bad chap,' Westfield said. 'Says some Bolshie things
sometimes. Don't suppose he means half of them.'
'Oh, a very good fellow, of course,' said Mr Macgregor. Every European in
India is ex-officio, or rather ex-colore, a good fellow, until he has done
something quite outrageous. It is an honorary rank.
'He's a bit too Bolshie for my taste. I can't bear a fellow who pals up with the
natives. I shouldn't wonder ifhe's got a lick of the tar-brush himself. It might
explain that black mark on his face. Piebald. And he looks like a yellow-belly,
WIth that black hair, and skin the colour of a lemon.'
There was some desultory scandal about Flory, but not much, because Mr
Macgregor did not like scandal. The Europeans stayed in the Club long
enough for one more round of drinks. Mr Macgregor told his anecdote about
Prome, which could be produced in almost any context. And then the
conversation veered back to the old, never-palling subject-the insolence of the
natives, the supineness of the Government, the dear dead days when the
British Raj was the British Raj and please give the bearer fifteen lashes. This
topic was never let alone for long, partly because of Ellis's obsession. Besides,
you could forgive the Europeans a great deal of their bitterness. Living and
working among Orientals would try the temper of a saint. And all of them, the
officials particularly, knew what it was to be baited and Insulted. Almost every
day, when Westfield or Mr Macgregor or even Maxwell went down the street,
the High School boys, with their young, yellow faces-faces smooth as gold
coins, full of that maddening contempt that sits so naturally on the Mongolian
face-sneered at them as they went past, sometimes hooted after them with
hyena-like laughter. The life of the Anglo-Indian officials is not all jam. In
comfortless camps, in sweltering offices, in gloomy dakbungalows smelling of
dust and earth-oil, they earn, perhaps, the right to be a little disagreeable.
It was getting on for ten now, and hot beyond bearing. Flat, clear drops of
sweat gathered on everyone's face, and on the men's bare forearms. A damp
patch was growing larger and larger in the back of Mr Macgregor's silk coat.
The glare outside seemed to soak somehow through the green-chicked
windows, making one's eyes ache and filling one's head with stuffiness.
Everyone thought with malaise of his stodgy breakfast, and of the long, deadly
hours that were coming. Mr Macgregor stood up with a sigh and adjusted his
spectacles. which had slipped down his sweating nose.
'Alas that such a,festive gathering should end,' he said. 'I must get home to
breakiast. The cares of Bmpire. Is anybody coming IIl.Y way? MY.maJl,it
waiting with the car.'
"
'Oh, thank you: said MIs LaokersteeB; 'if you'd take Tom and me. 'WIIata
rd:isef not tA) bav¢ to walk:iD Uds hea;t:t'
," ,
The-OdMts slOOdilp.. W8Sdiekhtr.~iUs amtS:and~~"
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nose. 'Better get a move on, I suppose Go to sleep if I sit here any longer.
Think of stewIOg in that office all day! Baskets of papers. Oh Lord!'
'Don't forget tenms this evening, everyone,' said EllIS. 'Maxwell, you lazy
devil, don't you skulk out of it agam. Down here with your racquet at fourthirty sharp.'
'Apres vous, madame,' said Mr Macgregor gallantly, at the door.
'Lead on, Macduff,' said Westfield.
They went out IOto the glanng white sunlIght. The heat rolled from the
earth like the breath of an oven. The flowers, oppressive to the eyes, blazed
with not a petal stirring, in a debauch of sun. The glare sent a weariness
through one's bones. There was something hornble in it-horrible to think of
that blue, blInding sky, stretching on and on over Burma and India, over Siam,
Cambodia, China, cloudless and interminable. The plates of Mr Macgregor's
waiting car were too hot to touch. The evil time of day was begIOning, the time,
as the Burmese say, 'when feet are silent'. Hardly a hving creature stirred,
except men, and the black columns of ants, stimulated by the heat, WhICh
marched ribbon-like across the path, and the tail-less vultures which soared on
the currents ofthe air.

3
Flory turned to the left outside the Club gate and started down the bazaar
road, under the shade of the peepul trees. A hundred yards away there was a
swirl of music, where a squad of Military Policemen, lank Indians in greenish
khaki, were marching back to their lines with a Gurkha boy playing the
bagpipes ahead of them. Flory was going to see Dr Veraswami. The doctor's
house was a long bungalow of earth-oiled wood, standing on piles, with a large
unkempt garden which adjoined that of the Club. The back of the house was
towards the road, for it faced the hospital, which lay between it and the river.
As Flory entered the compound there was a frightened squawk of women
and a scurrying within the house. Evidently he had narrowly missed seeing the
doctor's wife. He went round to the front of the house and called up to the
veranda:
'Doctor! Are you busy? May I come up?'
The doctor, a little black and white figure, popped from within the house
like a jack-in-the-box. He hurried to the veranda rail, exclaimed effusively:
'If you may come up! Of course, of course, come up thIS instant! Ah, Mr
Flory, how very delightful to see you! Come up, come up. What drink will you
have? I have whisky, beer, vermouth and other European liquors. Ah, my dear
friend, how I have been pining for some cultured conversation!'
The doctor was a small, black, plump man with fuzzy hair and round,
credulous eyes. He wore steel-rimmed spectacles, and he was dressed in a
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badly fittmg white drill suit, with trousers baggmg concertina-lIke over clumsy
black boots. His voice was eager and bubbling, with a hissing of the s's. As
Flory came up the steps the doctor popped back to the end of the veranda and
rummaged in a bIg tin ice-chest, rapIdly pulling out bottles of all descriptlons.
The veranda was wide and dark, with low eaves from WhICh baskets of fern
hung, makmg it seem like a cave behind a waterfall of sunlight. It was
furmshed with long, cane-bottomed chairs made in the jail, and at one end
there was a book-case containing a rather unappetIzing lIttle lIbrary, mainly
books of essays, of the Emerson-Carlyle-Stevenson type. The doctor, a great
reader, liked his books to have what he called a 'moral meamng'.
'Well, doctor,' said Flory-the doctor had meanwhile thrust him into a long
chair, pulled out the leg-rests so that he could lie down, and put cigarettes and
beer within reach. 'Well, doctor, and how are things? How's the British
Empire? Sick of the palsy as usual?'
'Aha, Mr Flory, she iss very low, very low! Grave complications setting m.
SeptIcaemia, peritonitis and paralysis of the ganglia. We shall have to call in
the specialists, I fear. Aha!'
It was a joke between the two men to pretend that the British Empire was an
aged female patient of the doctor's. The doctor had enjoyed this joke for two
years without growing tired of It.
'Ah, doctor,' said Flory, supine in the long chair, 'what a joy to be here after
that bloody Club. When I come to your house I feel like a Nonconformist
minister dodging up to town and going home with a tart. Such a glorious
holiday from them'-he motioned with one heel in the direction of the
Club-'from my beloved fellow Empire-builders. British prestige, the white
man's burden, the pukka sahib sans peur et sans reproche-you know. Such a
relief to be out of the stink of it for a little while.'
'My friend, my friend, now come, come, please! That iss outrageous. You
must not say such things of honourable English gentlemen!'
'You don't have to listen to the honourable gentlemen talking, doctor. I
stood it as long as I could this morning. Ellis with his "dirty nigger", Westfield
with his jokes, Macgregor with his Latin tags and please give the bearer fifteen
lashes. But when they got on to that story about the old havildar-you know,
the dear old havUdar who said that if the British left India there wouldn't be a
rupee or a virgin between-you know; well, I couldn't stand it any longer. It's
time that old havildar was put on the retired list. He's been saying the same
thing ever since the Jubilee in 'eighty-seven.'
The doctor grew agitated, as he always did when Flory criticized the Club
members. He was standing with his plump white-clad behind balanced against
the veranda rail, and sometimes gesticulating. When searching for a word he
would nip his black thumb and forefinger together, as though to capture an
idea floating in the air.
'But truly, truly, Mr Flory, you must not speak sot Why iss it that always
you are abusing the pukka sabibs, ass you call them? They are the salt of the
earth. Consider the great things they have done-consider the great
administrators who have made British India what it iss. Coosidet Oive f

94

Burmese Days

Warren Hastings, Dalhousie, Curzon. They were such men-I quote your
immortal Shakespeare-ass, take them for all in all, we shall not look upon their
like agam!'
'Well, do you want to look upon their like again? I don't.'
'And consider how noble a type iss the English gentleman: Their glorious
loyalty to one another' The public school spirit! Even those of them whose
manner iss unfortunate-some Englishmen are arrogant, I concede-have the
great, sterling qualities that we Orientals lack. Beneath their rough exterior,
their hearts are of gold.'
'Of gilt, shall we say? There's a kind of SpUriOUS good-fellowship between
the English and this country. It's a tradition to booze together and swap meals
and pretend to be friends, though we all hate each other like poison. Hanging
together, we call it. It's a political necessity. Of course drink is what keeps the
machine going. We should all go mad and kill one another m a week if It
weren't for that. There's a subject for one of your uplift essayists, doctor.
Booze as the cement of empire.'
The doctor shook his head. 'Really, Mr Flory, I know not what it iss that
hass made you so cynical. It iss so most unsuitable! You-an English gentleman
of high gifts and character-to be uttering seditious opinions that are worthy of
the Burmese Patriot!'
'Seditious?' Flory said. 'J>m not seditIOus. I don't want the Burmans to drive
us out of this country. God forbid! I'm here to make money, like everyone else.
All I object to is the slimy white man's burden humbug. The pukka sahib pose.
It's so boring. Even those bloody fools at the Club might be better company If
we weren't all of us living a lie the whole time.'
'But, my dear friend, what lie are you living?'
'Why, of course, the lie that we're here to uplift our poor black brothers
instead ofto rob them. I suppose it's a natural enough lie. But it corrupts us, it
corrupts us in ways you can't imagine. There's an everlasting sense of being a
sneak and a liar that tonnents us and drives us to justify ourselves night and
day. It's at the bottom of half our beastliness to the natives. We Anglo- Indians
could be almost bearable if we'd only admit that we're thieves and go on
thieving without any humbug.'
The doctor, very pleased, nipped his thumb and forefinger together. 'The
weakness of your argument, my dear friend,' he said, beaming at his own
irony, 'the weakness appears to be, that you are not thieves.'
'Now, my dear doctor-'
Flory sat up in the long chair, partly because his prickly heat had just
stabbed him in the back like a thousand needles, partly because his favourite
argument with the doctor was about to begin. This argument, vaguely political
in nature, took place as often as the two men met. It was a topsy-turvy affair,
for the Englishman was bitterly anti-English and the Indian fanatically loyal.
Dr Veraswami had a passionate admiration for the English, which a thousand
snubs from Englishmen had not shaken. He would maintain with positive
eagerness that he, as an Indian, belonged to an inferior and degenerate race.
His faith in British justice was so great that even when, at the jail, he had to
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superintend a floggmg or a hanging, and would come home with hIS black face
faded grey and dose himself with whisky, hIS zeal did not falter. Flory's
seditious opimons shocked him, but they also gave him a certain shuddering
pleasure, such as a pious believer will take in hearing the Lord's Prayer
repeated backwards.
'My dear doctor,' said Flory, 'how can you make out that we are in this
country for any purpose except to steal? It's so simple. The official holds the
Burman down while the businessman goes through his pockets. Do you
suppose my firm, for instance, could get its timber contracts if the country
weren't in the hands of the British? Or the other timber firms, or the oil
companies, or the miners and planters and traders? How could the RIce Ring
go on skinning the unfortunate peasant if It hadn't the Government behind it?
The British Empire is simply a device for giving trade monopolies to the
English-or rather to gangs of Jews and Scotchmen.'
'My friend, it iss pathetic to me to hear you talk so. It iss truly pathetic. You
say you are here to trade? Of course you are. Could the Burmese trade for
themselves? Can they make machinery, ships, railways, roads? They are
helpless without you. What would happen to the Burmese forests if the
English were not here? They would be sold immediately to the Japanese, who
would gut them and ruin them. Instead of which, in your hands, actually they
are improved. And while your businessmen develop the resources of our
country, your officials are civilizing us, elevating us to their level, from pure
public spirit. It is a magnificent record of self-sacrifice.'
'Bosh, my dear doctor. We teach the young men to drink whisky and play
football, I admit, but precious little else. Look at our schools-factories for
cheap clerks. We've never taught a single useful manual trade to the Indians.
We daren't; frightened of the competition in mdustry. We've even crushed
various industries. Where are the Indian muslins now? Back in the forties or
thereabouts they were building sea-going ships in India, and manning them as
well. Now you couldn't build a seaworthy fishing boat there. In the eighteenth
century the Indians cast guns that were at any rate up to the European
standard. Now, after we've been in India a hundred and fifty years, you can't
make so much as a brass cartridge-case in the whole continent. The only
Eastern races that have developed at all quickly are the independent ones. I
won't instance Japan, but take the case of Siam-'
The doctor waved his hand excitedly. He always interrupted the argument
at this point (for as a rule it followed the same course, almost word for word),
finding that the case of Siam hampered him.
'My friend, my friend, you are forgetting the Oriental character. How iss it
possible to have developed us, with our apathy and superstition? At least you
have brought to us law and order. The unswerving British Justice and the Pax
Britannica. '
'Pox Britannica, doctor, Pox Britannica is its proper name. And in any case,
whom is it pax for? The money-lender and the lawyer. Of course we keep the
peace in India, in our own interest, but what does all this law and order
but.inas boil down to? More banks and more prisons-that's all it means.'
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'What monstrous misrepresentations!' cried the doctor. 'Are not prissons
necessary? And have you brought us nothmg but prissons? Consider Burma in
the days of Thibaw, wIth dirt and torture and ignorance, and then look around
you. Look merely out of this veranda-look at that hospital, and over to the
right at that school and that pohce station. Look at the whole uprush of
modern progress!'
'Of course I don't deny,' Flory saId, 'that we modermze this country in
certam ways. We can't help domg so. In fact, before we've finished we'll have
wrecked the whole Burmese national culture. But we're not cIvilizing them,
we're only rubbing our dirt on to them. Where's it gomg to lead, this uprush of
modern progress, -as you call it? Just to our own dear old swinery of
gramophones and blllycock hats. Sometimes I thInk that in two hundred years
all this-' he waved a foot towards the horizon-call this will be gone-forests,
villages, monasteries, pagodas all vanished. And mstead, pink villas fifty yards
apart; all over those hills, as far as you can see, villa after villa, with all the
gramophones playing the same tune. And all the forests shaved fiat-cnewed
into wood-pulp for the News of the World, or sawn up into gramophone cases.
But the trees avenge themselves, as the old chap says in The Wild Duck. You've
read Ibsen, of course?'
'Ah, no, Mr Flory, alas! That mighty master-mind, your inspired Bernard
Shaw hass called him. It iss a pleasure to come. But, my friend, what you do
not see iss that your civilization at its very worst iss for us an advance.
Gramophones, billycock hats, the News of the World-all iss better than the
horrible sloth of the Oriental. I see the British, even the least inspired of them,
ass-ass-' the doctor searched for a phrase, and found one that probably came
from Stevenson-'ass torchbearers upon the path of progress.'
'I don't. I see them as a kind of up-to-date, hygienic, self-satisfied louse.
Creeping round the world building prisons. They build a prison and call it
progress,' he added rather regretfully-for the doctor would not recognize the
allusion.
'My friend, positively you are harping upon the subject of prissons!
Consider that there are also other achievements of your countrymen. They
construct roads, they irrigate deserts, they conquer famines, they build
schools, they set up hospitals, they combat plague, cholera, leprosy, smallpox,
venereal disease-'
'Having brought it themselves,' put in Flory.
'No, sir!' returned the doctor, eager to claim this distinction for his own
countrymen. 'No, sir, it wass the Indians who introduced venereal disease into
this country. The Indians introduce diseases, and the English cure them.
There iss the anSwer to all your pessimism and seditiousness.'
'Well, doctor, we shall never agree. The fact is that you like all this modern
progress business, whereas I'd rather see things a little bit septic. Burma in the
days of Thibaw would have suited me better, I think. And as I said before, if
we are a civilizing influence, it's only to grab on a larger scale. We should chuck
it quickly enough if it didn't pay.'
'My friend, you do not think that', If truly you disapprove of the British
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EmpIre, you would not be talking of It prIvately here. You would be
proclaiming from the house-tops. I know your character, Mr Flory, better
than you know it yourself.'
'Sorry, doctor; I don't go in for proclaiming from the housetops. I haven't
the guts. I "counsel ignoble ease", like old BelIal in Paradzse Lost. It's safer.
You've got to be a pukka sahib or die, in this country. In fifteen years I've
never talked honestly to anyone except you. My talks here are a safety-valve; a
lIttle Black Mass on the sly, If you understand me.'
At this moment there was a desolate wailing noise outside. Old Mattu"the
Hindu durwan who looked after the European church, was standing in the
sunlight below the veranda. He was an old fever-stricken creature, more like a
grasshopper than a human being, and dressed in a few square inches of dingy
rag. He lived near the church in a hut made of flattened kerosene tms, from
which he would sometimes hurry forth .at the appearance of a European, to
salaam deeply and wail something about his 'talab', which was eighteen rupees
a month. Looking piteously up at the veranda, he massaged the earth-coloured
skin of his belly with one hand, and with the other made the motion of putting
food mto his mouth. The doctor felt in his pocket and dropped a four-anna
pIece over the veranda rail. He was notorious for his soft-heartedness, and all
the beggars in Kyauktada made him their target.
'Behold there the degeneracy of the East,' said the doctor, pointing to
Mattu, who was doubling himself up like a caterpillar and uttering grateful
whines. 'Look at the wretchedness of hiss limbs. The calves of hiss legs are not
so thick'"ass an Englishman's wrists. Look at hiss abjectness and servility. Look
at hiss ignorance-such ignorance ass iss not known in Europe outside a home
for mental defectives. Once I asked Mattu to tell me hiss age. "Sahib," he said,
"I believe that I am ten years old." How can you pretend, Mr Flory, that you
are not the natural superior of such creatures?'
'Poor old Mattu, the uprush of modern progress seems to have missed him
somehow,' Flory said, throwing another four-anna piece over the rail. 'Go on,
Mauu, spend that on booze. Be as degenerate as you can. It all postpones
Utopia.'
'Aha, Mr Flory, sometimes I think that all you say iss but to-what iss the
expression?-pull my leg. The English sense of humour. We Orientals have no
humour, ass iss well known.'
'Lucky devils. It's been the ruin of us, our bloody sense of humour.' He
yawned with his hands behind his head. Mattu had shambled away after
further grateful noises. 'I suppose I ought to be going before this cursed sun
gets too high. The heat's going to be devilish this year, I feel it in my bones.
Well, dOctor, we've Seen arguing so much that I h.aven't asked for your news. I
only got in from the jungle yesterday. I ought to go back the day after
tomorrow-don't know whether I shall. Has anything been happening in
Kyauktada? Any scandals?'
The doctor looked suddenly serious. He had taken off his spectacles, and his
fa<le~ with dark liquid eyes, recalled that of a black. retriever dog. He look«i
away, ami spoke in a slightly more hesitant tone than before.
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'That fact iss, my friend, there iss a most unpleasant business afoot. You will
perhaps laugh-it sounds nothing-but I am in senous trouble. Or rather, I am
in danger of trouble. It iss an underground business. You Europeans will
never hear of it directly. In this place'-he waved a hand towards the
bazaar-'there iss perpetual conspiracies and plottings of which you do not
hear. But to us they mean much.'
'What's been happening, then?'
'It ISS thIS. An intrigue iss brewing against me. A most serious intngue
WhICh iss intended to blacken my character and ruin my officIal career. Ass an
Englishman you will not understand these things. I have incurred the enmIty
of a man you probably do not know, U Po Kyin, the Sub-divisional
Magistrate. He iss a most dangerous man. The damage that he can do to me iss
mcalculable. '
'U Po Kyin? Which one is that?'
'The great fat man with many teeth. Hiss house iss down the road there, a
hundred yards away.'
'Oh, that fat scoundrel? I know him well.'
'No, no, my friend, no, no!' exclaimed the doctor quite eagerly; 'it cannot be
that you know him. Only an Oriental could know him. You, an English
gentleman, cannot sink your mind to the depth of such ass U Po Kyin. He iss
more than a scoundrel, he iss-what shall I say? Words fail me. He recalls to me
a crocodile in human shape. He hass the cunnmg ofthe crocodIle, its cruelty,
its bestiality. If you knew the record of that man! The outrages he hass
committed! The extortIOns, the bribenes! The girls he hass ruined, raping
them before the very eyes of their mothers! Ah, an English gentleman cannot
Imagine such a character. And thiss ISS the man who hass taken hiss oath to
ruin me.'
'I've heard a good deal about U Po Kyin from various sources,' Flory saId.
'He seems a fair sample of a Burmese magIstrate. A Burman told me that
during the war U Po Kyin was at work recruiting, and he raised a battalion
from his own illegitimate sons. Is that true?'
'It could hardly be so,' said the doctor, 'for Fhey would not have been old
enough. But of hiss villainy there iss no doubt. And now he iss determined
upon ruining me. In the first place he hates me because I know too much about
him; and besides, he iss the enemy of any reasonably honest man. He will
proceed -such iss the practice of such men - by calumny. He will spread reports
about me-reports of the most appalling and untrue descriptions. Already he
iss beginning them.'
'But would anyone believe a fellow like that against you? He's only a lowdown magistrate. You're a high official.'
'Ah, Mr Flory, you do not understand Oriental cunning. U Po Kym hass
ruined higher officials than 1. He will know ways to make himself believed.
And therefore-ah, it iss a difficult business!'
The doctor took a step or two up and down the veranda, polishing his glasses
with his handkerchief. It was clear that there was something more which
delicacy prevented him from saying. For a moment his manner was so troubled
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that Flory would have hked to ask whether he could not help in some way, but
he did not, for he knew the uselessness of interfering in Oriental quarrels. No
European ever gets to the bottom of these quarrels; there is always something
impervIOus to the European mind, a conspiracy behind the conspiracy, a plot
within the plot. Besides, to keep out of 'native' quarrels IS one of the Ten
Precepts of the pukka sahib. He said doubtfully:
'What is a difficult busmess?'
'It iss, If only-ah, my friend, you will laugh at me, I fear. But it iss this: if
only I were a member of your European Club! If only! How different would
my position be!'
'The Club? Why? How would that help you?'
'My friend, in these matters prestige iss everything. It ISS not that U Po
Kyin will attack me openly; he would never dare; it iss that he will libel me and
backbite me. And whether he iss believed or not depends entirely upon my
standing with the Europeans. It iss so that things happen in India. If our
prestige iss good, we rIse; if bad, we fall. A nod and a wink will accomplish
more than a thousand official reports. And you do not know what prestige it
gives to an Indian to be a member of the European Club. In the Club,
practically he iss a European. No calumny can touch him. A Club member iss
sacrosanct. '
Flory looked away over the veranda rail. He had got up as though to go. It
always made him ashamed and uncomfortable when it had to be admitted
between them that the doctor, because of his black skin, could not be received
in the Club. It is a disagreeable thing when one's close friend is not one's social
equal; but it is a thing native to the very air of India.
'They might elect you at the next general meeting,' he said. 'I don't say they
will, but it's not Impossible.'
'I trust, Mr Flory, that you do not think I am asking you to propose me for
the Club? Heaven forbid! I know that that iss impossible for you. Simply I
wass remarking that if I were a member of the Club, I should be forthwith
invulnerable-'
Flory cocked his Terai hat loosely on his head and stirred Flo up with his
stick. She was asleep under the chair. Flory felt very uncomfortable. He knew
that in all probability, if he had the courage to face a few rows with Ellis, he
could secure Dr Veraswami's election to the Club. And the doctor, after all,
was his friend, indeed, almost the sole friend he had in Burma. They had
talked and argued together a hundred times, the doctor had dined at his house,
he had even proposed to introduce Flory to his wife-but she, a pious Hindu,
had refused with horror. They had made shooting trips together-the doctor,
equipp¢d with bandoliers and hunting knives, panting up hillsides slippery
with bamboo leaves and blazing his gun at nothing. In common decency it was
his duty tQ support the doctor. But he knew also that the doctor would never ask
for any support, and that there would be an ugly row before an Oriental was got
into the Club. No, be could not face that row! It was not worth it. He said:
'To.leD )'QU tDe UUdl~ there'a been talk about this already. They were
~~ it this ~ and that little beast Ellis was preaching his usua.I
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"dirty nigger" sermon. Macgregor has suggested electmg one native member.
He's had orders to do so, I imagine.'
'Yes, I heard that. We hear all these thmgs. It wass that that put the idea into
my head.'
'It's to come up at the general meeting in June. I don't know what'll
happen-it depends on Macgregor, I think. I'll give you my vote, but I can't do
more than that. I'm sorry, but I simply can't. You don't know the row there'll
be. Very likely they will elect you, but they'll do it as an unpleasant duty, under
protest. They've made a perfect fetish of keeping this Club all-white, as they
call it.'
'Of course, of course, my friend! I understand perfectly. Heaven forbid that
you should get into trouble with your European friends on my behalf. Please,
please, never to embroil yourself1 The mere fact that you are known to be my
friend benefits me more than you can imagine. Prestige, Mr Flory, iss like a
barometer. Every time you are seen to enter my house the mercury rises half a
degree.'
'Well, we must try and keep it at "Set Fair". That's about all I can do for
you, I'm afraid.'
'Even that iss much, my friend. And for that, there iss another thing of
which I would warn you, though you will laugh, I fear. It iss that you yourself
should beware of U Po Kyin. Beware of the crocodile! For sure he will strike at
you when he knows that you are befriendmg me.'
'All right, doctor, I'll beware of the crocodile. I don't fancy he can do me
much harm, though.'
'At least he will try. I know him. It will be hiss policy to detach my friends
from me. Possibly he would even dare to spread hiss libels about you also.'
'About me? Good graclOus, no one would believe anything against me. Civis
Romanus sum. I'm an Englishman-quite above suspicion.'
'Nevertheless, beware of hiss calumnies, my friend. Do not underrate him.
He will know how to strike at you. He iss a crocodile. And like the crocodile'the doctor nipped his thumb and finger impressively; his images became
mixed sometimes-<like the crocodile, he strikes always at the weakest spot!'
'Do crocodiles always strike at the weakest spot, doctor?'
Both men laughed. They were intimate enough to laugh over the doctor's
queer English occasionally. Perhaps, at the bottom of his heart, the doctor was
a little disappointed that Flory had not promised to propose him for the Club,
but he would have perished rather than say so. And Flory was glad to drop the
subject, an uncomfortable one which he wished had never been raised.
'Well, I really must be going> doctor. Good-bye in case I don't see you again.
I hope it'll be all right at the general meeting. Macgregor's not a bad old stick. I
dare say he'll insist on their electing you.'
'Let us hope so, my friend. With that I can defy a hundred U Po Kyins. A
thousand! Good-bye, my friend, good-bye.'
Then Flory settled his Term hat on his head and went home across the
glaring maidan, to his breakfast, for which the long morning of drinking,
smoking and talking bad left him. no appetite.

4
Flory lay asleep, naked except for black Shan trousers, upon his sweat-damp
bed. He had been idling all day. He spent approximately three weeks of every
month in camp, coming into Kyauktada for a few days at a time, chiefly in
order to idle, for he had very little clerical work to do.
The bedroom was a large square room with white plaster walls, open
doorways and no ceiling, but only rafters in which sparrows nested. There was
no furniture except the big four-poster bed, with its furled mosquito net like a
canopy, and a wicker table and chru.r and a small mirror; also some rough bookshelves, containing several hundred books, all mildewed by many rainy
seasons and riddled by silver fish. A tuktoo clung to the wall, flat and
motionless like a heraldic dragon. Beyond the veranda eaves the light rained
down like glistening white oil. Some doves in a bamboo thicket kept up a dull
droning noise, curiously appropriate to the heat-a sleepy sound, but with the
sleepiness of chloroform rather than a lullaby.
Down at Mr Macgregor's bungalow, two hundred yards away, a durwan,
like a living clock, hammered four strokes on a section of iron rail. Ko S'la,
Flory's servant, awakened by the sound, went into the cookhouse, blew up the
embers of the wood1'ire and boiled the kettle for tea. Then he put on his pink
gaungbaung and muslin ingyi and brought the tea-tray to his master's bedstde.
Ko S'la (his real name was Maung San Hla; Ko S'la was an abbreviation)
was a shon, square-shouldered, rustic-looking Burman with a very dark skin
and a harassed expression. He wore a black moustache which curved
downwards round his mouth, but like most Burmans he was quite beardless.
He had been Flory's servant since his first day in Burma. The two men were
within a month of one another's age. They had been boys together, had
tramped side by side after snipe and duck, sat together in machans waiting for
tigers that never came, shared the discomforts of a thousand camps and
marches; and Ko S'la had pimped for Flory and borrowed money for him from
the Chinese money-lenders, carried him to bed when he was drunk, tended
him through bouts offever. In Ko S'la's eyes Flory, because a bachelor, was a
boy still; whereas Ko S'Ja had married, begotten five children, married again
and become one of the <>bscure martyrs of bigamy. Like all bachelors' servants,
Ko S'la was lazy and dirty, and yet he was devoted to Flory. He would never let
anyone else serve Flory at table, or carry his gun or hold his pony's head .bile
he mounted. On the march. if they came to a stream, he would carry Flory
I/IICrOISI on his bad. He was inclined to pity Flory) partly because he thought
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hlm childlsh and easlly decelved, and partly because of the birthmark, which
he considered a dreadful thing.
Ko S 'la put the tea-tray down on the table very quietly, and then went round
to the end of the bed and tlckled Flory's toes. He knew by expenence that this
was the only way of wakmg Flory without putting him in a bad temper. Flory
rolled over, swore, and pressed his forehead into the pillow.
'Four o'clock has struck, most holy god,' Ko S'la said. 'I have brought two
teacups, because the woman sald that she was coming.'
The woman was Ma Hla May, Flory's mistress. Ko S'la always called her the
woman, to show his disapproval-not that he disapproved of Flory for keeping a
mistress, but he was Jealous of Ma Hla May's influence m the house.
'Will the holy one play tinnzs this evening?' Ko S'la asked.
'No, it's too hot,' said Flory in English. 'I don't want anything to eat. Take
this muck away and bring some whisky.'
Ko S'la understood English very well, though he could not speak it. He
brought a bottle of whisky, and also Flory's tennis racquet, which he laid in a
meaning manner against the wall opposite the bed. Tennis, according to his
notions, was a mysterious ritual incumbent on all Englishmen, and he did not
like to see his master idling in the evenings.
Flory pushed away in disgust the toast and butter that Ko S'la had brought,
but he mixed some whisky in a cup of tea and felt better after drinking it. He
had slept since noon, and his head and all his bones ached, and there was a taste
like burnt paper m his mouth. It was years since he had enjoyed a meal. All
European food in Burma is more or less disgusting-the bread is spongy stuff
leavened with palm-toddy and tasting like a penny bun gone wrong, the butter
comes out of a tin, and so does the milk, unless it is the grey watery catlap of the
dudh-wallah. As Ko S'la left the room there was a scraping of sandals outside,
and a Burmese girl's high-pitched voice said, 'Is my master awake?'
'Come in,' said Flory rather bad temperedly.
Ma RIa May came in, kicking off red-lacquered sandals in the doorway. She
was allowed to come to tea, as a special privilege, but not to other meals, nor to
wear her sandals in her master's presence.
Ma Hla May was a woman of twenty-two or -three, and perhaps five feet tall.
She was dressed in a longyi of pale blue embroidered Chinese satin, and a
starched white muslin ingyi on which several gold lockets hung. Her hair was
coiled in a tight black cylinder like ebony, and decorated with jasmine flowers.
Her tiny, straight, slender body was a contourless as a bas-relief carved upon a
tree. She was like a doll, with her oval, still face the colour of new copper, and
her narrow eyes; an outlandish doll and yet a grotesquely beautiful one. A
scent of sandalwood and coco-nut oil came into the room with her.
Ma RIa May came across to the bed, sat down on the edge and put her anus
rather abruptly round Flory. She smelled at his cheek with her flat nose, in the
Burmese fashion.
'Why did my master not send for me this afternoon?' she said.
'I was sleeping. It is too hot for that kind of thing.'
cSo you would rather sleep alone than with Ma RIa May? How ugly you
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must think me, then! Am I ugly, master?'
'Go away,' he said, pushmg her back. 'I don't want you at this time of day.'
'At least touch me with your lips, then. (There is no Burmese word for to
kiss.) All white men do that to their women.'
'There you are, then. Now leave me alone. Fetch some cigarettes and give
me one.'
'Why is it that nowadays you never want to make love to me? Ah, two years
ago it was so different! You loved me in those days. You gave me presents of
gold bangles and silk longyis from Mandalay. And now look'-Ma Hla May
held out one tiny muslin-clad arm- 'not a single bangle. Last month I had
thirty, and now all of them are pawned. How can I go to the bazaar without my
bangles, and weanng the same longyi over and over again? I am ashamed
before the other women.'
'Is It my fault if you pawn your bangles?'
'Two years ago you would have redeemed them for me. Ah, you do not love
Ma Hla May any longer!'
She put her arms round him again and kissed him, a European habit which
he had taught her. A mingled scent of sandalwood, garlic, coco-nut oil and the
jasmine m her hair floated from her. It was a scent that always made his teeth
tingle. Rather abstractedlY he pressed her head back upon the pillow and
looked down at her queer, youthful face, with its high cheekbones, stretched
eyehds and short, shapely lips. She had rather nice teeth, like the teeth of a
kitten. He had bought her from her parents two years ago, for three hundred
rupees. He began to stroke her brown throat, rising like a smooth, slender stalk
from the collarless ingyi.
'You only like me because I am a white man and have money,' he said.
'Master, I love you, I love you more than anything in the world. Why do you
say that? Have I not always been faithful to you?'
'You have a Burmese lover:
'Ugh!' Ma Hla May affected to shudder at the thought. 'TO' think of their
horrible brown hands, touching me! I should die if a Burman touched me!'
'Liar.'
He put his hand on her breast. Privately, Ma Hla May did not like thiS, for it
reminded her that her breasts eXisted-the ideal of a Burmese woman being to
have no breasts. She lay and let him do as he wished with her, quite passive yet
pleased and faintly smiling, like a cat which allows one to stroke it. Flory's
embraces meant nothing to her (Ba Pe, Ko S'la's younger brother, was secretly
her lover), yet she WaS bitterly hurt when he neglected them. Sometimes she
had even put love-philtres in his food. It was the idle concubine's life that she
loved, and the visits to her village dressed in all her finery, when she could
boast of her po$ition as a 'bo-kadaw'-a white man's wife; for she had
persuaded everyone, herself included, that she was Flory's legal wife.
When Flory bad done with her he turned away, jaded and ashamed) and lay
silent with his left band covering his birthmark. He always remembered the
hiJ:thmark:whew be had done SiOmething to be ashamed of. He buried his face
~ in the pillow, wbid1 was damp and smelt of coco--nut oil. It was
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horrIbly hot, and the doves outslde were sull droning. Ma Hla May, naked,
reclined beside Flory, fanning him gently with a wicker fan she had taken from
the table.
Presently she got up and dressed herself, and lighted a cigarette. Then,
coming back to the bed, she sat down and began stroking Flory's bare
shoulder. The whiteness of hls skin had a fascination for her, because of its
strangeness and the sense of power it gave her. But Flory twitched his shoulder
to shake her hand away. At these times she was nauseating and dreadful to him.
His sole wish was to get her out uf his sight.
'Get out,' he said.
Ma Hla May took her cigarette from her mouth and tried to offer it to Flory.
'Why is master always so angry with me when he has made love to me?' she
said.
'Get out,' he repeated
Ma Hla May contmued to stroke Flory's shoulder. She had never learned
the wisdom of leaving him alone at these times. She believed that lechery was a
form of witchcraft, giving a woman magical powers over a man, until in the end
she could weaken him to a half-ldiotic slave. Each successive embrace sapped
Flory's will and made the spell stronger-thls was her belief. She began
tormenting him to begin over again. She laid down her cigarette and put her
arms round him, trymg to turn him towards her and kiss his averted face,
reproaching him for his coldness.
'Go away, go away!' he said angrily. 'Look in the pocket of my shorts. There
is money there. Take five rupees and go.'
Ma Hla May found the five-rupee note and stuffed it into the bosom of her
ingyi, but she still would not go. She hovered about the bed, worrying Flory
until at last he grew angry and jumped up.
'Get out of this room! I told you to go. I don't want you in here after I've
done with you.'
'That is a nice way to speak to me! You treat me as though I were a
prostitute.'
'So you are. Out you go,' he said, pushing her out of the room by her
shoulders. He kicked her sandals after her. Their encounters often ended in
this way.
Flory stood in the middle of the room, yawning. Should he go down to the
Club for tennis after all? No, it meant shaving, and he could not face the effort
of shaving until he had a few drinks inside him. He felt his scrubby chin and
lounged across to the mirror to examine it, but then turned away. He did not
want to see the yellow, sunken face that would look back at him. For several
minutes he stood slack-limbed, watching the tuktoo stalk a moth above the
bookshelves. The cigarette that Ma Hla May had dropped burned down with
an acrid smell, browning the paper. Flory t~ a book from the shelves, opened
it and then threw it away in distaste. He had not even the energy to read. Oh
God, GOO, what to do with the rest of this bloody evening?
Flo waddled into the room, wagging her tail and asking to be taken for a
walk. Flory went sulkily into the little stone-floored bathroom that gave on to
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the bedroom, splashed himself with lukewarm water and put on his shirt and
shorts. He must take some kind of exercise before the sun went down. In India
it is in some way evil to spend a day without being once in a muck-sweat. It
gives one a deeper sense of sin than a thousand lecheries. In the dark evening,
after a quite idle day, one's ennui reaches a pitch that is frantic, suicidal. Work,
prayer, books, drinking, talking-they are all powerless against it; it can only be
sweated out through the pores of the skin.
Flory went out and followed the road uphill into the jungle. It was scrub
jungle at first, with dense stunted bushes, and the only trees were half-wild
mangoes, bearing little turpentiny fruits the size of plums. Then the road
struck among taller trees. The jungle was dried-up and lifeless at this time of
year. The trees lined the road in close, dusty ranks, with leaves a dull olivegreen. No birds were visible except some ragged brown creatures like
disreputable thrushes, which hopped clumsily under the bushes; in the
distance some other bird uttered a cry of'Ah ha hal Ah ha hal' -a lonely, hollow
sound like the echo of a laugh. There was a poisonous, ivy-like smell of
crushed leaves. It was still hot, though the sun was losing its glare and the
slanting light was yellow.
After two miles the road ended at the ford of a shallow stream. The jungle
grew greener here, because ofthe water, and the trees were taller. At the edge
of the stream there was a huge dead pyinkado tree festooned with spidery
orchids, and there were some wild lime bushes with white waxen flowers.
They had a sharp scent like bergamot. Flory had walked fast and the sweat had
drenched his shirt and dribbled, stinging, into his eyes. He had sweated
himself into a better mood. Also, the sight of this stream always heartened him;
its water was quite clear, rarest of sights in a miry country. He crossed the
stream by the stepping stones, Flo splashing after him, and turned into a
narrow track he knew, which led through the bushes. It was a track that cattle
had made, coming to the stream to drink, and few human beings ever followed
it. It led to a pool fifty yards upstream. Here a peepul tree grew, a great
buttressed thing six feet thick, woven of innumerable strands of wood, like a
wooden cable twisted by a giant. The roots of the tree made a natural cavern,
under which the clear greenish water bubbled. Above and all around dense
foliage shut out the light, turning the place into a green grotto walled with
leaves.
Flory threw off his clothes and stepped into the water. It was a shade cooler
than the air, and it came up to his neck when he sat down. Shoals of silvery
mahseer, no bigger than sardines, came nosing and nibbling at his body. Flo
had also flopped into the water, and she swam round silently, otter-like, with
her webbed feet. She knew the pool well, for they often came here when Flory
was at Kyauktada.
There was a stirring high up in the peepul tree, and a bubbling noise like
potS boiling. A 60ck of green pigeons were up there, eating the betties. Flory
gazed up
the great green dome of the tree, trying to distinguish the bir~;
they "lR:l'e imisibIe, they matched the leaves so perfectly, and yet the whole
t:n:Ie ....... dft'.wtdt them, UUmmering, as though the ghosts of birds were
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shakIng it. Flo rested herself against the roots and growled up at the invisIble
creatures. Then a single green pIgeon fluttered down and perched on a lower
branch. It did not know that it was being watched. It was a tender thing,
smaller than a tame dove, with jade-green back as smooth as velvet, and neck
and breast of indescent colours. Its legs were lIke the pInk wax that dentists
use.
The pigeon rocked itself backwards and forwards on the bough, swelling out
its breast feathers and laying its coralline beak upon them. A pang went
through Flory. Alone, alone, the bitterness of beIng alone! So often like thIs, in
lonely places In the forest, he would come upon something-bird, flower,
tree-beautiful beyond all words, if there had· been a soul with whom to share
it. Beauty is meaningless until it IS shared. If he had one person, just one, to
halve his lonelIness! Suddenly the pigeon saw the man and dog below, sprang
into the air and dashed away swift as a bullet, with a rattle of WIngs. One does
not often see green pigeons so closely when they are alive. They are highflYIng birds, living in the treetops, and they do not come to the ground, or only
to drink. When one shoots them, If they are not kIlled outright, they cling to
the branch until they die, and drop long after one has gIven up waiting and
gone away.
Flory got out of the water, put on his clothes and recrossed the stream. He
dId not go home by the road, but followed a foot-track southward into the
jungle, intending to make a detour and pass through a VIllage that lay in the
fringe of the jungle not far from his house. Flo frisked in and out of the
undergrowth, yelpIng sometimes when her long ears caught in the thorns. She
had once turned up a hare near here. Flory walked slowly The smoke of his
pipe floated straight upwards in still plumes. He was happy and at peace after
the walk and the clear water. It was cooler now, except for patches of heat
lingerIng under the thicker trees, and the light was gentle. Bullock-cart wheels
were screaming peacefully in the dIstance.
Soon they had lost their way In the jungle, and were wandering in a maze of
dead trees and tangled bushes. They came to an impasse where the path was
blocked by large ugly plants like magnified aspidIstras, whose leaves
terminated in long lashes armed with thorns. A firefly glowed greenish at the
bottom of a bush; it was getting twilIght in the thicker places. Presently the
bullock-cart wheels screamed nearer, taking a parallel course.
'Hey, saya gyi, saya gyi!' Flory shouted, taking Flo by the collar to prevent
her running away_
'Ba ie-de?' the Burman shouted back. There was the sound of plunging
hooves and of yells to the bullocks.
'Come here, if you please, 0 venerable and learned sir! We have lost our
way. Stop a moment, 0 great builder of pagodas!'
The Burman left his cart and pushed through the jungle, slicing the creepers
with his dah. He was a squat middle-aged man with one eye. He led the way
back to the track, and Flory climbed on to the flat, uncomfortable bullock cart.
The Burman took up the string reins, yelled to the bullocks, prodded the roots
of their tails with his short stick, and the cart jolted on with a shriek of wheels_
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The Burmese bullock-cart drivers seldom grease their axles, probably because
they believe that the screaming keeps away evil spirits, though when
questioned they will say that it is because they are too poor to buy grease.
They passed a whitewashed wooden pagoda, no taller than a man and half
hidden by the tendrils of creeping plants. Then the track wound into the
village, which consisted ot twenty ruinous wooden huts roofed with thatch,
and a well beneath some barren date-palms. The egrets that roosted In the
palms were streaming homewards over the treetops like white fiights of
arrows. A fat yellow woman with her longyi hitched under her armpits was
chasing a dog round a hut, smacking at it with a bamboo and laughing, and the
dog was also laughing in its fashion. The village was called Nyaunglebin-'the
four peepul trees'; there were no peepul trees there now, probably they had
been cut down and forgotten a century ago. The villagers cultivated a narrow
strip of fields that lay between the town and the jungle, and they also made
bullock carts which they sold in Kyauktada. Bullock-cart wheels were littered
everywhere under the houses; massive things five feet across, with spokes
roughly but strongly carved.
Flory got off the cart and gave the driver a present of four annas. Some
brindled curs hurried from beneath the houses to sniff at Flo, and a fiock of
pot-bellied, naked children, with their hair tied in top-knots, also appeared,
curious about the white man but keeping their distance. The village headman,
a wizened, leaf-brown old man, came out of his house, and there were
shikoings. Flory sat down on the steps of the headman's house and relighted
his pipe. He was thirsty.
'Is the water in your well good to drink, thugyi-min?'
The headman refiected, scratching the calf of his left leg with his right big
toenail. 'Those who drink it, drink it) thakin. And those who do not drink it, do
not drink it.'
'Ah. That is wisdom.'
The fat woman who had chased the pariah brought a blackened earthenware
teapot and a handleless bowl, and gave Flory some pale green tea, tasting of
wood-smoke.
'I must be going, thugyi-min. Thank you for the tea.'
'God go with you, thakin. '
Flory went home by a path that led out on to the maidan, It was dark now.
Ko S'la had put on a clean ingyi and was waiting in the bedroom. He had
heated two kerosene tins of bath-water, lighted the petrol lamps and laid out a
clean suit and shirt for Flory. The clean clothes were intended as a hint that
Flory should shave, dress himself and go down to the Club after dinner.
Occasionally he spent the evening in Shan trousers, loafing in a chair with a
book, and Ko S'la disapproved of this habit. He hated to see his master
behaving differendy from other white men. The fact that Flory often came
back. ti:cm the Club drunk, whereas he remained sober when he stayed at
home, did DOt alter Ko S'la's opinion, because getting drunk was normal and
~ ill. whiteman.
"1'be ~ has gooe down to the
he ~). pleased,. 8$ he
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always was when Ma Hla May left the house. 'Ba Pe has gone with a lantern, to
look after her when she comes back.'
'Good,' Flory said.
She had gone to spend her five rupees-gambling, no doubt.
'The holy one's bath-water is ready.'
'Wait, we must attend to the dog first. 'Brmg the comb,' Flory said.
The two men squatted on the floor together and combed Flo's sIlky coat and
felt between her toes, picking out the ticks. It had to be done every evening.
She picked up vast numbers ofticks during the day, horrible grey things that
were the size of pin-heads when they got on to her, and gorged themselves till
they were as large as peas. As each tick was detached Ko S 'la put it on the floor
and carefully crushed it with his big toe.
Then Flory shaved, bathed, dressed, and sat down to dinner. Ko S'la stood
behind his chair, handing him the dishes and fanning him with the wicker fan.
He had arranged a bowl of scarlet hibiscus flowers in the middle of the
little table. The meal was pretentious and filthy. The clever 'Mug' cooks,
descendants of servants trained by Frenchmen in India centuries ago, can do
anything with food except make it eatable. After dinner Flory walked down to
the Club, to play bridge and get three parts drunk, as he did most evenings
when he was in Kyauktada.

5
In spite of the whisky he had drunk at the Club, Flory had little sleep that
night. The pariah curs were baying the moon-it was only a quarter full and
nearly down by midnight, but the dogs slept all day in the heat, and they had
begun their moon-choruses already. One dog had taken a dislike to Flory's
house, and had settled down to bay at it systematically. Sitting on its bottom
fifty yards from the gate, it let out sharp, angry yelps, one to half a mmute, as
regularly as a clock. It would keep this up for two or three hours, until the
cocks began .crowing.
Flory lay turning from SIde to side, his head aching. Some fool has saId that
one cannot hate an animal; he should try a few nights in India, when the dogs
are baying the moon. In the end Flory could stand it no longer. He got up,
nnnmaged in the tin uniform case under his bed for a rifle and a couple of
cartridges, and went out on to the veranda.
h was fairly light in the quarter moon. He could see the dog, and he could
see his foresight. He rested himself against the wooden pillar of the veranda
and took aim carefully; then, as he felt the hard vulcanite butt against his bare
shoulder, he flinched. The rifle had a heavy kick, and it left a bruise when one
fired it. The soft flesh of his shoulder quailed. He lowered the rifle. He had not
the nerv.e to fire it in cold blood.
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It was no use trying to sleep. Flory got his jacket and some cigarettes, and
began to stroll up and down the garden path, between the ghostly ft.owers. It
was hot, and the mosquitoes found him out and came droning after him.
Phantoms of dogs were chasing one another on the maidan. Over to the left the
gravestones ofthe English cemetery glittered whitish, rather simster, and one
could see the mounds near by, that were the remains of old Chinese tombs.
The hillside was said to be haunted, and the Club chokras cried when they were
sent up the road at night.
'Cur, spineless cur,' Flory was thinking to lumself; wlthout heat, however,
for he was too accustomed to the thought. 'Sneaking, idhng, boozing,
fornicating, soul-examining, self-pitying cur. All those fools at the Club, those
dull louts to whom you are so pleased to think yourself sup en or-they are all
better than you, every man of them. At least they are men m their oafish way.
Not cowards, not liars. Not half-dead and rottmg. But you-'
He had reason to call himself names. There had been a nasty, dlrty affair at
the Club that evening. Something quite ordinary, quite according to
precedent; but still dingy, cowardly, dishonouring.
When Flory had arrived at the Club only Ellis and Maxwell were there. The
Lackersteens had gone to the station with the loan of Mr Macgregor's car, to
meet their niece, who was to arrive by the night train. The three men were
playing three-handed bridge fairly amicably when Westfield came in, his
sandy face quite pink with rage, bringing a copy of a Burmese paper called the
Burmese Patr£ot. There was a libellous article in it, attacking Mr Macgregor.
The rage of Ellis and Westfield was devilish. They were so angry that Flory
had the greatest difficulty in pretending to be angry enough to satisfy them.
Ellis spent five minutes in cursing and then, by some extraordinary process,
made up his mind that Dr Veraswami was responsible for the article. And he
had thought of a counterstroke already. They would put a notice on the
board-a notice answering and contradicting the one Mr Macgregor had
posted the day before. Ellis wrote it out immediately, in his tiny, clear
handwriting:
'In view of the cowardly insult recently offered to our Deputy
Commissioner, we the undersigned wish to give it as our opinion that this is
the worst possible moment to consider the election of niggers to this Club,'
etc., etc.
Westfield demurred to 'niggers'. It was crossed out by a single thin line and
'natives' substituted. The notice was signed 'R. Westfield, P. W. Ellis,
C. W. Maxwell, J. Flory.'
Ellis was so pleased with his idea that quite half of his anger evaporated. The
notice would accomplish nothing in itself, but the news of it would travel
swiftly round the town, and would reach Dr Veraswami tomorrow. In effect,
the doctor would have been publicly called a nigger by the European
community. This delighted Ellis. For the rest of the evening he could hardly
keep his eyes from the notice-board, and every few minutes he exclttimed in
glee, 'That'll give little fat-belly something to think about, eh? Teach the litde
sod what we think of him. That's the way to put 'em in their p~!> eh? etc;'
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Meanwhile, Flory had signed a public insult to his friend. He had done it for
the same reason as he had done a thousand such things in his life; because he
lacked the small spark of courage that was needed to refuse. For, of course, he
could have refused if he had chosen; and, equally of course, refusal would have
meant a row with Ellis and Westfield. And oh, how he loathed a row! The
nagging, the jeers! At the very thought of it he flinched; he could feel his
birthmark palpable on his cheek, and something happening in his throat that
made his voice go flat and guilty. Not that! It was easier to insult his friend,
knowing that his friend must hear of it.
Flory had been fifteen years in Burma, and in Burma one learns not to set
oneself up against public opinion. But his trouble was older than that. It had
begun in his mother's womb, when chance put the blue birthmark on his
cheek. He thought of some of the early effects of his birthmark. His first arrival
at school, aged nine; the stares and, after a few days, shouts of the other boys;
the nickname Blueface, which lasted until the school poet (now, Flory
remembered, a critic who wrote rather good articles in the Nation) came out
with the couplet:
New-tick Flory does look rum,
Got a face like a monkey's bum,

whereupon the nickname was changed to Monkey-bum. And the subsequent
years. On Saturday nights the older boys used to have what they called a
Spanish InquiSItion. The favourite torture was for someone to hold you in a
very painful grip known only to a few illuminati and called Special Togo, while
someone else beat you with a conker on a piece of string. But Flory had lived
down 'Monkey-bum' in time. He was a liar, and a good footballer, the two
things absolutely necessary for success at school. In his last term he and
another boy held the school poet in Special Togo while the captain of the
eleven gave him six with a spiked running shoe for being caught writing a
sonnet. It was a formative period.
From that school he went to a cheap, third-rate public school. It was a poor,
spurious place. It aped the great public schools with their traditions of High
Anglicanism, cricket and Latin verses, and it had a school song called 'The
Serum of Life' in which God figured as the Great Referee. But it lacked the
chief virtue of the great public schools, their atmosphere of literary
scholarship. The boys learned as nearly as possible nothing. There was not
enough caning to make them swallow the dreary rubbish of the curriculum,
and the wretched, underpaid masters were not the kind from whom one
absorbs wisdom unawares. Flory left school a barbarous young lout. And yet
even then there were, and he knew. it, certain possibilities in him; possibilities
that would lead to trouble as likely as not. But, of course, he had suppressed
them. A boy does not start his career nicknamed Monkey-bum without
learning his lesson.
He was not quite twenty when he came to Burma. His parents, good people
~ devoted to him, had found him a place in a timber firm. They bad had
great difficulty in getting him the job, had paid a premium they could not
afford; later~ he had rewarded them by answering their letters with careless
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scrawls at intervals of months. His first SIX months in Burma he had spent in
Rangoon, where he was supposed to be learning the office side of his business.
He had lived In a 'chummery' with four other youths who devoted theIr entire
energies to debauchery. And what debauchery! They sWIlled WhISky WhICh
they pnvately hated, they stood round the plano bawlIng songs of insane
filthIness and silliness, they squandered rupees by the hundred on aged Jewish
whores wIth the faces of crocodIles. That too had been a formative penod.
From Rangoon he had gone to a camp in the Jungle, north of Mandalay,
extractIng teak. The jungle life was not a bad one, In spite of the discomfort,
the loneliness, and what is almost the worst thing In Burma, the filthy,
monotcnous food. He was very young then, young enough for hero-worship,
and he had fnends among the men in his firm. There were also shooting,
fishing, and perhaps once in a year a hurried trip to Rangoon-pretext, a vIsit to
the dentist. Oh, the joy of those Rangoon tnps! The rush to Smart and
Mookerdum's books hop for the new novels out from England, the runner at
Anderson's with beefsteaks and butter that had travelled eight thousand miles
on ice, the glorious drinking-bout! He was too young to realize what this life
was preparing for him. He did not see the years stretching out ahead, lonely,
eventless, corrupting.
He acclimatized himself to Burma. His body grew attuned to the strange
rhythms of the tropical seasons. Every year from February to May the sun
glared in the sky like an angry god, then suddenly the monsoon blew westward,
first in sharp squalls, then in a heavy ceaseless downpour that drenched
everything until neIther one's clothes, one's bed nor even one's food ever
seemed to be dry. It was still hot, with a stuffy, vaporous heat. The lower
Jungle paths turned into morasses, and the paddy-fields were wastes of
stagnant water with a stale, mousy smell, Books and boots were mildewed.
Naked Burmans in yard-wide hats of palm-leaf ploughed the paddy-fields,
driving their buffaloes through knee-deep water. Later, the women and
children planted the green seedlings of paddy, dabbing each plant into the
mud with little three-pronged forks. Through July and August there was
hardly a pause in the rain. Then one night, high overhead, one heard a
squawking of invisible birds. The snipe were flying southward from Central
Asia. The rains tailed off, ending in October. The fields dried up, the paddy
ripened, the Burmese children played hop-scotch with gonyin seeds and flew
kItes in the cool WInds. It was the beginning of the short winter, when Upper
Burma seemed haunted by the ghost of England. Wild flowers sprang into
bloom everywhere, not quite the same as the English ones, but very like
them-honeysuckle in thick bushes, field roses smelling of pear-drops, even
violets in dark places of the forest. The sun circled low in the sky, and the
nights and early mornings were bitterly cold, with white mists that poured
through the valleys like the steam of enormous kettles. One went shooting after
duck and snipe. There were snipe in countless myriads, and wild geese in
flocks that rose from the jeel with a roar like a goods train crossing an ifOtl
bridge. The ripening paddy, breast-high and yellow, looked like wheat. The
Burmans went to their work with muffled heads and their anns clasped ~
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their breasts, their faces yellow and pinched with the cold. In the morning one
marched through misty, incongruous wilderness, clearings of drenched,
almost English grass and naked trees where monkeys squatted in the upper
branches, waiting for the sun. At night, coming back to camp through the cold
lanes, one met herds of buffaloes which the boys were driving home, with their
huge horns looming through the mist like crescents. One had three blankets on
one's bed, and game pies instead of the eternal chicken. Mter dinner one sat on
a log by the vast camp-fire, drinking beer and talking about shooting. The
flames danced like red holly, casting a circle of light at the edge of which
servants and coolies squatted, too shy to intrude on the white men and yet
edging up to the fire like dogs. As one lay in bed one could hear the dew
dripping from the trees like large but gentle rain. It was a good life while one
was young and need not think about the future or the past.
Flory was twenty-four, and due for home leave, when the War broke out. He
had dodged military service, which was easy to do and seemed natural at the
time. The civilians in Burma had a comforting theory that 'sticking by one's
job' (wonderful language, English!.'Sticking by'-how different from 'sticking
to') was the truest patriotism; there was even a covert hostility towards the men
who threw up theirjobs in order to join the Army. In reality, Flory had dodged
the War because the East already corrupted him, and he did not want to
exchange his whisky, his servants and his Burmese girls for the boredom of the
parade ground and the strain of cruel marches. The War rolled on, like a storm
beyond the horizon. The hot, blowsy country, remote from danger, had a
lonely, forgotten feeling. Flory took to reading voraciously, and learned to live
in books when life was tiresome. He was growing adult, tiring of boyish
pleasures, learning to think for himself, almost willy-nilly.
He celebrated his twenty-seventh birthday in hospital, covered from head to
foot with hideous sores which were called mud-sores, but were probably
caused by whisky and bad food. They left little pits in his skin which did not
disappear fo·r two years. Quite suddenly he had begun to look and feel very
much older. His youth was finished. Eight years of Eastern life, fever,
loneliness and intermittent drinking, had set their mark on him.
Since then, each year had been lonelier and more bitter than the last. What
was at the centre of all his thoughts now, and what poisoned everything, was
the ever bitterer hatred of the atmosphere of imperialism in which he lived.
For as his brain developed-you cannot stop your brain developing, and it is
one of the tragedies of the half-educated that they develop late, when they are
already committed to some wrong way of life-he had grasped the truth about
the English and their Empire. The Indian Empire is a despotism-benevolent,
no doubt, but still a despotism with theft as its final object. And as to the
English of the East, the sahiblog, Flory had come so to hate them from living in
their society, that he was quite incapable of being fair to them. For after aU, the
poor devils are no worse than anybody else. They lead unenviable lives; it is a
poor bargain to spend thirty years, ill-paid, in an alien country, and then come
home with a wrecked liver and a pine-apple backside from sitting in cane
chairs, to settle downas the bore of some second-rate Club. On the other hand,
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the sahzblog are not to be idealized. There is a prevalent idea that the men at the
'outposts of Empire' are at least able and hardworking. It is a delusion. Outside
the scientific services-the Forest Department, the Public Works Department
and the like-there is no particular need for a British official 10 India to do his
job competently. Few of them work as hard or as intelligently as the postmaster of a provincial town in England. The real work of administration is
done mainly by native subordinates; and the real backbone of the despotism is
not the officials but the Army. Given the Army, the officials and the
businessmen can rub along safely enough even if they are fools. And most of
them are fools. A dull, decent people, cherishing and fortifying their dullness
behind a quarter of a million bayonets.
It is a stifling, stultIfying world in which to live. It is a world in which every
word and every thought is censored. In England it is hard even to imagIne such
an atmosphere. Everyone is free in England; we sell our souls in public and buy
them back in private, among our friends. But even friendship can hardly exist
when every white man is a cog in the wheels of despotism. Free speech is
unthinkable. All other kinds of freedom are permitted. You are free to be a
drunkard, an idler, a coward, a backbiter, a fornicator; but you are not free to
think for' yourself. Your opinion on every subject of any conceivable
importance is dictated for you by the pukka sahibs' code.
In the end the secrecy of your revolt poisons you like a secret disease. Your
whole life is a life of lies. Year after year you sit 10 Kipling-haunted little
Clubs, whisky to right of you, Pink'un to left of you, listening and eagerly
agreeing while Colonel Bodger deyelops his theory that these bloody
Nationalists should be boiled in oil. You hear your Oriental friends called
'greasy little babus', and you admit, dutifully, that they are greasy little babus.
You see louts fresh from school kicking grey-haired servants. The time comes
when you burn with hatred of your own countrymen, when you long for a
native rising to drown their Empire in blood. And in this there is nothing
honourable, hardly even any sincerity. For, au fond, what do you care if the
Indian Empire is a despotism, if Indians are bullied and exploited? You only
care because the right of free speech is denied you. You are a creature of the
despotism, a pukka sahib, tied tighter than a monk or a savage by an
unbreakable system of tabus.
Time passed and each year Flory found himself less at home in the world of
the sahibs, more liable to get into trouble when he talked seriously on any
subject whatever. So he had learned to live inwardly, secretly, in books and
secret thoughts that could not be uttered. Even his talks with the doctor were a
kind of talking to himself; for the doctor, good man, understood little of what
was said to him. But it is a corrupting thing to live one's real life in secret. One
should live with the stream of life, not against it. It would be better to be the
thickest-skulled pukka sahib who ever hiccuped over 'Forty years on', than to
live silent, alone, consoling oneself in secret, sterile worlds.
Flory had never been home to England. Why. he could not have explained,
though he knew well enough. In the beginning accidents had prevented hial.
First there was the War. and after the War his firm were so short of tmi.nect
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assistants that they would not let hIm go for two years more. Then at last he
had set out. He was pining for England, though he dreaded facing it, as one
dreads facing a pretty girl when one is collarless and unshaven. When he left
home he had been a boy, a promIsing boy and handsome In spite of hIS
bIrthmark; now, only ten years later, he was yellow, thin, drunken, almost
middle-aged in habits and appearance. Still, he was pining for England. The
ship rolled westward over wastes of sea like rough-beaten SlIver, with the
winter trade wind behind her. Flory's thin blood qUlckenened with the good
food and the smell of the sea. And It occurred to hlm-a thIng he had actually
forgotten in the stagnant air of Burma-that he was still young enough to begin
over again. He would live a year In a civilized society, he would find some girl
who did not mind his birthmark-a civilized girl, not a pukka memsahib-and
he would marry her and endure ten, fifteen more years of Burma. Then they
would retire-he would be worth twelve or fifteen thousand pounds on
retirement, perhaps. They would buy a cottage In the country, surround
themselves with friends, books, their children, animals. They would be free
for ever of the smell of pukka sahibdom. He would forget Burma, the horrible
country that had come near ruining hIm.
When he reached Colombo he found a cable waiting for hIm. Three men In
his firm had died suddenly of black-water fever. The firm were sorry, but
would he please return to Rangoon at once? He should have his leave at the
earliest possIble opportunity.
Flory boarded the next boat for Rangoon, cursing his luck, and took the
train back to his headquarters. He was not at Kyauktada then, but at another
Upper Burma town. All the servants were waiting for him on the platform. He
had handed them over en bloc to his successor, who had died. It was so queer to
see their familiar faces again! Only ten days ago he had been speeding for
England, almost thinking himself in England already; and now back in the old
stale scene, with the naked black coolies squabbling over the luggage and a
Burman shouting at his bullocks down the road.
The servants came crowding round him, a ring of kindly brown faces,
offering presents. Ko S'la had brought a sambhur skin, the Indians some
sweetmeats and a garland of marigolds, Ba Pe, a young boy then, a squirrel In a
wicker cage. There were bullock carts waiting for the luggage. Flory walked up
to the house, looking ridiculous with the big garland dangling from his neck.
The light of the cold -weather evening was yellow and kind. At the gate an old
Indian, the colour of earth, was croppIng grass with a tiny sickle. The wives of
the cook and the mali were kneeling in front of the servants' quarters, grinding
curry paste on the stone slab.
Something turned over in Flory's heart. It was one of those moments when
one becomes conscious of a vast change and deterioration in one's life. For he
had realized, suddenly, that in his heart he was glad to be coming back. This
country which he hated was now his native country, his home. He had lived
here ten years, and every particle of his, body was compounded of Burmese
soil. Scenes like these-the sallow evening light, the old Indian cropping grass,
the creak of the cartwheels, the streaming egrets-were more native to him than
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England. He had sent deep roots, perhaps hIS deepest, into a foreign country.
Since then he had not even applied for home leave. His father had died, then
his mother, and his sisters, dIsagreeable horse-faced women whom he had
never liked, had married and he had almost lost touch with them. He had no tie
with Europe now, except the tie of books. For he had realized that merely to go
back to England was no remedy for loneliness; he had grasped the special
nature of the hell that is reserved for Anglo-Indians. Ah, those poor prosing
old wrecks in Bath and Cheltenham! Those tomb-like boarding-houses with
Anglo-Indians littered about in all stages of decomposition, all talking and
talking about what happened in Boggleywalah in '88! Poor devils, they know
what it means to have left one's heart in an alien and hated country. There was,
he saw clearly, only one way out. To find someone who would share his life in
Burma-but really share it, share his inner, secret life, carry away from Burma
the same memories as he carried. Someone who would love Burma as he loved
it and hate it as he hated it. Who would help hIm to live with nothing hidden,
nothing unexpressed. Someone who understood him: a friend, that was what it
came down to.
A friend. Or a wife? That quite impossible she. Someone like Mr~
Lackersteen, for instance? Some damned memsahib, yellow and thin,
scandalmongering over cocktails, making kit-kit with the servants, hving
twenty years in the country without learning a word of the language. Not one
of those, please God.
Flory leaned over the gate. The moon was vanishing behind the dark wall of
the jungle, but the dogs were still hOWling. Some lines from Gilbert came into
his mind, a vulgar silly jingle but appropriate-something about 'discoursing
on your complicated state of mind'. Gilbert was a gifted little skunk. Did all his
trouble, then, simply boil down to that? Just complicated, unmanly whinings;
poor-little-rich-girl stuff? Was he no more than a loafer usmg his idleness to
invent imaginary woes? A spiritual Mrs Wititterly? A Hamlet without poetry?
Perhaps. And if so, did that make it any more bearable? It is not the less bitter
because it is perhaps one's own fault, to see oneself drifting, rotting, in
dishonour and horrible futility, and all the while knowing that somewhere
within one there is the possibility of a decent human being.
Oh well, God save us from self-pity! Flory went back to the veranda, took up
the rifle, and wincing slightly, let drive at the pariah dog. There was an echoing
roar, and the bullet buried itself in the maidan, wide of the mark. A mulberrycoloured bruise sprang out on Flory's shoulder. The dog gave a yell of fright,
took to its heels, and then, sitting down fifty yards farther away, once more
began rhythmically baying.
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The morning sunlight slanted up the maidan and struck, yellow as goldleaf,
against the white face of the bungalow. Four black-purple crows swooped
down and perched on the veranda rail, waitmg their chance to dart in and steal
the bread and butter that Ko S'la had set down beside Flory's bed. Flory
crawled through the mosquito net, shouted to Ko S'la to bring him some gin,
and then went into the bathroom and sat for a while in a zinc tub of water that
was supposed to be cold. Feeling better after the gin, he shaved himself. As a
rule he put off shaving until the evening, for his beard was black and grew
quickly.
While Flory was sitting morosely in his bath, Mr Macgregor, in shorts and
singlet on the bamboo mat laid for the purpose in his bedroom, was struggling
with Numbers 5, 6, 7, 8 and 9 of Nordenflycht's 'Physical Jerks for the
Sedentary'. Mr Macgegor never, or hardly ever, missed his morning exercises.
Number 8 (flat on the back, raise legs to the perpendicular without bending
knees) was downright painful for a man of forty-three; Number 9 (flat on the
back, rise to a sitting posture and touch toes with tips of fingers) was even
worse. No matter, one must keep fit! As Mr Macgregor lunged painfully in the
direction of his toes, a brick-red shade flowed upwards from his neck and
congested his face with a threat of apoplexy. The sweat gleamed on his large,
tallowy breasts. Stick it out, stick it out! At all costs one must keep fit.
Mohammed Ali, the bearer, with Mr Macgregor's clean clothes across his arm,
watched through the half-open door. His narrow, yellow, Arabian face
expressed neither comprehension nor curiosity. He had watched these
contortions-a sacrifice, he dimly imagined, to some mysterious and exacting
god-every morning for five years.
At the same time, too, Westfield, who had gone out early, was leaning
against the notched and ink-stained table of the police station, while the fat
Sub-inspector interrogated a suspect whom two constables were guarding.
The suspect was a man of forty, with a grey, timorous face, dressed only in a
ragged longy'; kilted to the knee, beneath which his lank, curved shins were
speckled with tick-bites.
'Who is this fellow?' said Westfield.
'Thief, sir. We catch him in possession of this ring with two emeralds verydear. No explanation. How could he-poor coolie-own a emerald ring? He
have stole it.'
He turned ferociously upon the suspect, advanced his face tomcat-fashion
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till it was almost touching the other's, and roared in an enOrmous voice:
'You stole the ring!'
'No.'
'You are an old offender!'
'No.'
'You have been in prison!'
'No.'
'Turn round!' bellowed the Sub-inspector on an Inspiration. 'Bend over!'
The suspect turned his grey face in agony towards Westfield, who looked
away. The two constables seized him, tWIsted him round and bent him over;
the Sub-inspector tore off his iongyi, exposing his buttocks.
'Look at this, sir!' He pointed to some scars. 'He have been flogged with
bamboos. He is an old offender. Therefore he stole the ring!'
'All right, put him in the chnk,' said Westfield moodily, as he lounged away
from the table WIth his hands In his pockets. At the bottom of his heart he
loathed running in these poor devils of common thieves. Dacoits, rebels-yes;
but not these poor cringing rats! 'How many have you got In the clink now,
Maung Ba?' he said.
'Three, sir.'
The lock-up was upstairs, a cage surrounded by siX-Inch wooden bars,
guarded by a constable armed with a carbine. It was very dark, stifling hot, and
quite unfurnished, except for an earth latrine that stank to heaven. Two
prisoners were squatting at the bars, keeping their distance from a third, an
Indian coolie, who was covered from head to foot with ringworm like,a coat of
mail. A stout Burmese woman, wife of a constable, was kneeling .outside the
cage ladling rice and watery dahl into tin pannikins.
'Is the food good?' said Westfield.
'It is good, most holy one,' chorused the prisoners.
The Government provided for the prisoners' food at the rate of two annas
and a half per meal per man, out of which the constable's wife looked to make a
profit of one anna.
Flory went outside and loitered down the compound, poking weeds into the
ground with his stick. At that hour there were beautiful faint colours in
everything-tender green of leaves, pinkish brown of earth and treetrunks-like aquarelle washes that would vanish in the later glare. Down on the
maidan flights of small, low-flying brown doves chased one another to and fro,
and bee-eaters, emerald-green, curvetted like slow swallows. A file of
sweepers, each with his load half hidden beneath his garment, were marching
to some dreadful dumping-hole that existed on the edge of the jungle.
Starveling wretches, with stick-like limbs and knees too feeble to be
straightened, draped in earth-coloured rags; they were like a procession of
shrouded skeletons walking.
The mali was breaking ground for a new flower-bed, down by the pigeoncote that stood near the gate. He was a lymphatic, half-witted Hindu youth,
who lived his life in almost complete silence, because he spoke some Manipur
dialect which nobody else understood, not even his Zerbadi wife. His tongue
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was also a size too large for hIs mouth. He salaamed low to Flory, covering his
face with his hand, then swung his mamootze aloft again and hacked at the dry
ground with heavy, clumsy strokes, rus tender back-muscles quivering.
A sharp gratmg scream that sounded like 'Kwaaa!' came from the servants'
quarters. Ko S'la's wives had begun their morning quarrel. The tame fighting
cock, called Nero, strutted zigzag down the path, nervous of Flo, and Ba Pe
came out with a bowl of paddy and they fed Nero and the pigeons. There were
more yells from the servants' quarters, and the gruffer voices of men trying to
stop the quarrel. Ko S'la suffered a great deal from his wives. Ma Pu, the first
wife, was a gaunt hard-faced woman, stringy from much child-bearing, and
Ma Yi, the 'little wife', was a fat, lazy cat some years younger. The two women
fought incessantly when Flory was in headquarters and they were together.
Once when Ma Pu was chasing Ko S'la with a bamboo, he had dodged behind
Flory for protection, and Flory had receIved a nasty blow on the leg.
Mr Macgregor was coming up the road, striding briskly and swinging a
thick walking-stIck. He was dressed in khaki pagri-cloth shirt, drill shorts and
a pigsticker topi. Besides his exercises, he took a brisk two-mile walk every
morning when he could spare the time.
'Top 0' the mornin' to ye!' he called to Flory in a hearty matutinal voice,
putting on an Insh accent. He cultivated a brisk, invigorating, cold-bath
demeanour at this hour of the morning. Moreover, the libellous article in the
Burmese Patriot, which he had read overnight, had hurt him, and he was
affecting a special cheeriness to conceal this.
'Morning!' Flory called back as heartily as he could manage.
Nasty old bladder oflard! he thought, watching Mr Macgregor up the road.
How his bottom did stick out in those tight khaki shorts. Like one of those
beastly middle-aged scoutmasters, homosexuals almost to a man, that you see
photographs of in the illustrated papers. Dressing himself up in those
ridiculous clothes and exposing his pudgy, dimpled knees, because it is the
pukka sahib thing to take exercise before breakfast-disgusting!
A Burman came up the hill, a splash of white and magenta. It was Flory's
clerk, coming from the tiny office, which was not far from the church.
Reaching the gate, he shikoed and presented a grimy envelope, stamped
Burmese-fashion on the point of the flap.
'Good morning, sir.'
'Good morning. What's this thing?'
'Local letter" your honour. Come this morning's post. Anonymous letter, I
think, sir.'
'Oh bother. All right, I'll be down to the office about eleven.'
Flory opened the letter. It was written on a sheet of foolscap, and it ran:
Ma]oHNFLORY,

SIR,-I the undersigned beg to suggest and WARN to your honour certain useful pieces of
information whereby your honour will be much prqfited, sir.
Sir, it has been reml\fked in Kyauktada your honour's great fliendshlp and intimacy with Dr
Veraswami, the Civil Surgeon, frequenting with him, inviting him to your house, etc. Sir, we beg
to infurm you that the said Dr Veraswamlls NOT A GOOD MAN and In no ways a worthy friend of
European gentlemen. The doctor is eminently w'shonest, disloyal and corrupt pubhc servant.
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Coloured water IS he provIdIng to patIents at the hospItal and seIlIng drugs for own profit, besIdes
many brIbes, extortIons, etc Two prIsoners has he fiogged with bamboos, afterwards rubbIng
chllIs Into the place If relatIves do not send money BesIdes thIS he IS ImplIcated wIth the
NatIOnalIst Party and lately provIded materIal for a very evIl artIcle whIch appeared In the Burmese
Patrzot attackIng Mr Macgregor, the honoured Deputy CommIssIoner
He IS also sleepIng by force wIth female patIents at the hospItal
Wherefore we are much hopIng that your honour wIll ESCHEW same Dr Veraswaml and not
consort with persons who can brIng nothIng but evIl upon your honour
And shaH ever pray for your honour's long health and prosperIty
(SIgned) A FRIEND

The letter was written in the shaky round hand of the bazaar letter-writer,
WhICh resembled a copybook exercise written by a drunkard. The letterWrIter, however, would never have rIsen to such a word as 'eschew'. The letter
must have been dictated by a clerk, and no doubt It came ultimately from U Po
Kyin. From 'the crocodile', Flory reflected.
He did not like the tone of the letter . Under its appearance of servility it was
obviously a covert threat. 'Drop the doctor or we will make it hot for you', was
what it said m effect. Not that that mattered greatly; no Englishman ever feels
himself in real danger from an Oriental.
Flory hesitated with the letter in his hands. There are two things one can do
with an anonymous letter. One can say nothing about it, or one can show it to
the person whom it concerns. The obvious, the decent course was to give the
letter to Dr Veraswami and let him take what action he chose.
And yet-it was safer to keep out of this busmess altogether. It is so
important (perhaps the most Important of all the Ten Precepts of the pukka
sahib) not to entangle oneself in 'native' quarrels. With IndIans there must be
no loyalty, no real friendship. Affection, even love-yes. Englishmen do often
love Indians-native officers, forest rangers, hunters, clerks, servants. Sepoys
will weep like children when their colonel retires. Even intimacy is allowable,
at the right moments. But alliance, partisanship, never! Even to know the
rights and wrongs of a 'native' quarrel IS a loss of prestige.
Ifhe pubhshed the letter there would be a row and an official inquiry, and, in
effect, he would have thrown in his lot with the doctor against U Po Kyin. U
Po Kyin did not matter, but there were the Europeans; if he, Flory, were too
conspicuously the doctor's partisan, there might be hell to pay. Much better to
pretend that the letter had never reached him. The doctor was a good fellow,
but as to championing him against the full fury of pukka sahibdom-ah, no, no!
What shall it profit a man if he save his own soul and lose the whole world?
Flory began to tear the letter across. The danger of making it public was very
slight, very nebulous. But one must beware of the nebulous dangers in India.
Prestige, the breath of life, IS itself nebulous. He carefully tore the letter into
small pieces and threw them over the gate.
At this moment there was a terrified scream, quite different from the vokes
ofKo S'la's WIves. The mali lowered his mamootie and gaped in the direction of
the sound, and Ko S'la, who had also heard it, came running bareheaded from
the servants' quarters, while Flo sprang to her feet and yapped sharply. The
scream was repeated. It came from the jungle behind the house, and it was an
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Enghsh voice, a woman's, crying out in terror.
There was no way out of the compound by the back. Flory scrambled over
the gate and came down with his talee bleeding from. a splinter. He ran round
the compound fence and into the jungle, Flo following. Just behind the house,
beyond the first fr10ge of bushes, there was a small hollow, which, as there was
a pool of stagnant water in it, was frequented by buffaloes from Nyaunglebin.
Flory pushed his way through the bushes. In the hollow an English girl, chalkfaced, was cowering against a bush, while a huge buffalo menaced her with its
crescent-shaped horns. A hairy calf, no doubt the cause of the trouble, stood
behind. Another buffalo, neck-deep 10 the shme of the pool, looked on with
mlld prehistoric face, wondering what was the matter.
The girl turned an agonized face to Flory as he appeared. 'Oh, do be quick!'
she cried, in the angry, urgent tone of people who are frightened. 'Please! Help
me! Help me!'
Flory was too astonished to ask any questions. He hastened towards her,
and, in default of a stick, smacked the buffalo sharply on the nose. With a
timid, loutish movement the great beast turned aside, then lumbered off
followed by the calf. The other buffalo also extricated itselffrom the slime and
lolloped away. The girl threw herself against Flory, almost into his arms, quite
overcome by her fright.
'Oh, thank you, thank you! Oh, those dreadful things! What are they? I
thought they were going to kill me. What horrlble creatures! What are they?'
'They're only water-buffaloes. They come from the village up there.'
'Buffaloes?'
'Not wild buffaloes-bison, we call those. They're just a kind of cattle the
Burmans keep. I say, they've given you a nasty shock. I'm sorry.'
She was still clinging closely to his arm, and he could feel her shaking. He
looked down, but he could not see her face, only the top of her head, hatless,
with yellow hair as short as a boy's. And he could see one of the hands on his
arm. It was long, slender, youthful, with the mottled wrist of a schoolgirl. It
was several years since he had seen such, a hand. He became conscious of the
soft, youthful body pressed against his own, and the warmth breathing out of
it; whereat something seemed to thaw and grow warm within him.
'It's all right, they're gone,' he said. 'There's nothing to be frightened of.'
The girl was recovering from her fright, and she stood a little away from
him, with one hand still on his arm. 'I'm all right,' she said 'It's nothing. I'm
not hUrt. They didn't touch me. It was only their looking so awful.'
'They're quite harmless really. Their horns are set so far back that they can't
gore you. They're very stupid brutes. They only pretend to show fight when
they've-got calves.'
They had stood apart now, and a slight embarrassment came over them both.
Unmediately. Flory had already turned himself sidelong to keep .his
birthInarked cheell:. away from her. He said:
, "1 -say> tbis is a queer sort of introduction! I haven't asked yet how you got
here. Wberever did you come from-if it's not rude to ask?'
~{ just came out of my uncle's garden. It seemed such a nice morning, I
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thought I'd go for a walk. And then those dreadful thmgs came after me. I'm
quite new to this country, you see.'
'Your uncle? Oh, of course! You're Mr Lackersteen's niece. We heard you
were coming. I say, shall we get out on to the maidan? There'll be a path
somewhere. What a start for your first mormng in Kyauktada! This'll give you
rather a bad impression of Burma, I'm afraid.'
'Oh no; only it's all rather strange. How thick these bushes grow! All kmd of
twisted together and foreign-looking. You could get lost here in a moment. Is
that what they call jungle?'
'Scrub jungle. Burma's mostly jungle-a green, unpleasant land, I call it. I
wouldn't walk through that grass if I were you. The seeds get mto your
stockings and work their way into your skin.'
He let the girl walk ahead of him, feeling easier when she could not see his
face. She was tallish for a girl, slender, and wearing a lilac-coloured cotton
frock. From the way she moved her limbs he did not think she could be much
past twenty. He had not noticed her face yet, except to see that she wore round
tortoise-shell spectacles, and that her hair was as short as his own. He had
never seen a woman with cropped hair before, except in the illustrated papers.
As they emerged on to the maidan he stepped level with her, and she turned
to face him. Her face was oval, with delicate, regular features; not beautiful,
perhaps, but it seemed so there, in Burma, where all Englishwomen are yellow
and thin. He turned his head sharply aside, though the birthmark was away
from her. He could not bear her to see his worn face too closely. He seemed to
feel the withered skin round his eyes as though it had been a wound. But he
remembered that he had shaved that morning, and it gave him courage. He
said:
'I say, you must be a bit shaken up after this business. Would you like to
come into my place and rest a few minutes before you go home? It's rather late
to be out of doors without a hat, too.'
'Oh, thank you, I would,' the girl said. She could not, he thought, know
anything about Indian notions of propriety. 'Is this your house here?'
'Yes. We must go round the front way. I'll have the servants get a sunshade
for you. This sun's dangerous for you, with your short hair.'
They walked up the garden path. Flo was frisking round them and trying to
draw attention to herself. She always barked at strange Orientals, but she liked
the smell of a European. The sun was growing stronger. A wave of
blackcurrant scent flowed from the petunias beside the path, and one of the
pigeons fluttered to the earth, to spring immediately into the air again as Flo
made a grab at it. Flory and the girl stopped with one consent, to look at the
flowers. A pang of unreasonable happiness had gone through thc;.m both.
'You really mustn't go out in this sun without a hat on,', he repeated, and
somehow there was an intimacy in saying it. He could not help referring to her
short hair solllehow, it seemed to him· so beautiful. To speak of it Wa$< like
touching it with his hand.
...
. 'Look, your knee's bleeding,' the girl said. 'Did you do.that when ~.~~'
coming to- help me?'
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There was a slight trIckle of blood, which was drying, purple, on his khaki
stocking. 'It's nothing,' he said, but neither ofthem felt at that moment that it
was nothing. They began chatterIng with extraordinary eagerness about the
flowers. The girl 'adored' flowers, she said. And Flory led her up the path,
talking garrulously about one plant and another.
'Look how these phloxes grow. They go on blooming for six months in this
country. They can't get too much sun. I think those yellow ones must be
almost the colour of primroses. I haven't seen a prImrose for fifteen years, nor a
wallflower, either. Those zinnias are fine, aren't they?-like painted flowers,
with those wonderful dead colours. These are African marigolds. They're
coarse things, weeds almost, but you can't help liking them, they're so vivid
and strong. Indians have an extraordinary affection for them; wherever
Inqians have been you find marigolds growing, even years afterwards when the
jungle has buried every other trace of them. But I wish you'd come into the
veranda and see the orchids. I've some I must show that are just like bells of
gold-but literally like gold. And they smell of honey, almost overpoweringly.
That's about the only merit of this beastly country, it's good for flowers. I hope
you're fond of gardening? It's our greatest consolation, in this country.'
'Oh, I simply adore gardening,' the girl said.
They went into the veranda. Ko S'la had hurriedly put on his zngyi and his
best pink silk gaungbaung, and he appeared from within the house with a tray
on which were a decanter of gin, glasses and a box of cigarettes. He laid them
on the table, and, eyemg the girl half apprehensIvely, put his hands flat
together and shikoed.
'I expect it's no use offering you a drink at this hour of the morning?' Flory
said. 'I can never get it into my servant's head that some people can exist
without gin before breakfast.'
He added himself to the number by waving away the drink Ko S'la offered
him. The girl had sat down in the wicker chair that Ko S'la had set out for her
at the end of the veranda. The dark-leaved orchids hung behind her head, with
gold trusses of blossom, breathing out warm honey-scent. Flory was standing
against the veranda rail, half facing the girl, but keeping his birthmarked cheek
hidden.
'What a perfectly divine view you have from here,' she said as she looked
down the hillside.
'Yes, isn't it? Splendid, in this yellow light, before the sun gets going. I love
that sombre yellow colour the maidan has, and those gold mohur trees, like
blobs of crimson. And those hills at the horizon, almost black. My camp is on
the other side ofthose hills,' he added.
The girl, yvho was long-sighted, took off her spectacles to look into the
distance. He noticed that her eyes were very clear pale blue, paler than a
harebel1. And he noticed the smoothness of the skin round her eyes, like a
petal, almost. It reminded ,him of his age and his haggard face again, so that he
'turned a little more away from her. But he said on impulse:
. 'I say, what a bit of luck you coming to Kyauktada! You can't imagine the
diff~~nce it makes to us'to see a new.face in these places. After months of our
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own miserable society, and an occasional official on his rounds and American
globe-trotters skipping up the Irrawaddy with cameras. I suppose you've
come straight from England?'
'Well, not England exactly. I was living in Paris before I came out here. My
mother was an artist, you see.'
'Paris! Have you really lived in Paris? By Jove, just fancy coming from Paris
to Kyauktada! Do you know, it's positlvely difficult, in a hole like this, to
believe that there are such places as Paris.'
'Do you like Paris?' she said.
'I've never even seen it. But, good Lord, how I've imagined it! Paris-it's all
a kind of jumble of pictures in my mind; cafes and boulevards and artists'
studios and Villon and Baudelaire and Maupassant all mixed up together. You
don't know how the names of those European towns sound to us, out here. And
did you really live in Paris? Sitting in cclfes with foreign art students, drinkmg
white wine and talking about Marcel Proust?'
'Oh, that kind of thing, I suppose,' said the girl, laughing.
'What differences you'll find here! It's not white wine and Marcel Proust
here. Whisky and Edgar Wallace more likely. But if you ever want books, you
might find something you liked among mine. There's nothing but tripe in the
Club library. But of course I'm hopelessly behmd the times with my books. I
expect you'll have read everything under the sun.'
'Oh no. But of course I simply adore reading,' the girl said.
'What it means to meet somebody who cares for books! I mean books worth
reading, not that garbage in the Club libraries. I do hope you'll forgive me if I
overwhelm you with talk. When I meet somebody who's heard that books
eXlst, I'm afraid I go off like a bottle of warm b,eer. It's a fault you have to
pardon in these countries.'
'Oh, but I love talking about books. I think reading is so wonderful. I mean,
what would life be without it? It's such a-such a-'
'Such a private Alsatia. Yes-'
They plunged into an enormous and eager conversation, first about books,
then about shooting, in which the girl seemed to have an interest and about
which she persuaded Flory to talk. She was quite thrilled when he described
the murder of an elephant which he had perpetrated some years earlier. Flory
scarcely noticed, and perhaps the girl did not either, that it was he who did all
the talking. He could not stop himself, the joy of chattering was so great. And
the girl was in a mood to listen. Mter all, he had saved her from the buffalo, and
she did not yet believe that those monstrous brutes could be harmless; for the
moment he was almost a hero in her eyes. When one does get any credit in this
life, it is uSl..lalIy for something that one has not done. It was one ofthose times
when the conversation flows so easIly, so naturally, that one could go on talking
forever. But suddenly, their pleasure evaporated, they started and fell silent.
They had noticed that they were no longer alone.
At the other end of the veranda, between the rails, il coal-black
moustachioed face was peeping with enormous curiosity. It belonged to old
Sammy, the 'Mug' cook. Behind him stood Ma Pu) Ma Yij,Ko S~l&~s ~
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eldest children, an unclaimed naked chIld, and two old women who had come
down from the village upon the news that an 'Ingaleikma' was on view. Like
carved teak statues with footlong cIgars stuck in their wooden faces, the two
old creatures gazed at the 'Ingaleikma' as EnglIsh yokels might gaze at a Zulu
warnor in full regalia.
'Those people .. .' the girl said uncomfortably, looking towards them.
Sammy, seeing hImself detected, looked very guilty and pretended to be
rearranging hIS pagri. The rest of the audience were a little abashed, except for
the two wooden-faced old women.
'Dash their cheek!' Flory said. A cold pang of disappointment went through
him. After all, It would not do for the girl to stay on his veranda any longer.
Simultaneously both he and she had remembered that they were total
strangers. Her face had turned a little pink. She began putting on her
spectacles.
'I'm afraid an English girl is rather a novelty to these people,' he said. 'They
don't mean any harm. Go away!' he added angrily, waving his hand at the
audience, whereupon they vanished.
'Do you know, If you don't mind, I think I ought to be going,' the girl said.
She had stood up. 'I've been out quite a long time. They may be wondering
where I've got to.'
'Must you really? It's quite early. I'll see that you don't have to go home
bareheaded in the sun.'
'I ought really-' she began again.
She stopped, lookmg at the doorway. Ma Hla May was emergmg on to the
veranda.
Ma Hla May came forward with her hand on her hip. She had come from
within the house, with a calm air that asserted her right to be there. The two
girls stood face to face, less than six feet apart.
No contrast could have been stranger; the one faintly coloured as an appleblossom, the other dark and garish, with a gleam almost metallic on her
cylinder of ebony hair and the salmon-pink silk of her longyi. Flory thought he
had never noticed before how dark Ma Hla May's face was, and how
outlandish her tiny, stiff body, straight as a soldier's, with not a curve in it
except the vase-like curve of her hips. He stood against the veranda rail and
watched the two girls, quite disregarded. For the best part of a minute neither
of them could take her eyes from the other; but which found the spectacle more
grotesque, more incredible, there is no saying.
Ma Hla May turned her face round to Flory, with her black brows, thin as
pencil lines, drawn together. 'Who is this woman?' she demanded sullenly.
He answered casually, as though giving an order to a servant:
'Go away this instant. If you make any trouble I will afterwards take a
bamboo and beat you till not one of your ribs is whole.'
Ma Hla May hesitat~d, shrugged her small shoulders and disappeared. And
the other, gazing after her, said curiously:
'Was that a man or a woman?'
'A,woman,' he said. 'One of the servants' wives, I believe. She came to ask
,
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about the laundry, that was alL'·
'Oh, is that what Burmese women are like? They are queer little creatures! I
saw a lot of them on my way up here in the train, but do you know, I thought
they were all boys. They're just like a kind of Dutch doll, aren't they?'
She had begun to move towards the veranda steps, having lost interest in Ma
Hla May now that she had disappeared. He did not stop her, for he thought Ma
Hla May quite capable of coming back and making a scene. Not that it
mattered much, for neither girl knew a word of the other's language. He called
to Ko S'la, and Ko S'la came running with a big oiled-silk umbrella with
bamboo ribs. He opened it respectfully at the foot of the steps and held it over
the girl's head as she came down. Flory went with them as far as the gate. They
stopped to shake hands, he turning a little sideways in the strong sunlight,
hiding his birthmark.
'My fellow here will see you home. It was ever so kind of you to come in. I
can't tell you how glad I am to have met you. You'll make such a difference to
us here in Kyauktada.'
'Good-bye, Mr-oh, how funny! I don't even know your name.'
'Flory, John Flory. And yours-Miss Lackersteen, is it?'
'Yes. Elizabeth. Good-bye, Mr Flory. And thank you ever so much. That
awful buffalo. You quite saved my life.'
'I t was nothing. I hope I shall see you at the Club this evening? I expect your
uncle and aunt will be coming down. Good-bye for the time being, then.'
He stood at the gate, watching them as they went. Elizabeth-lovely name,
too rare nowadays. He hoped she spelt it with a Z. Ko S'la trotted after her at a
queer uncomfortable gait, reaching the umbrella over her head and keeping his
body as far away from her as possible. A cool breath of wind blew up the hill. It
was one of those momentary winds that blow sometimes in the cold weather in
Burma, coming from nowhere, filling one with thirst and with nostalgia for
cold sea-pools, embraces of mermaids, waterfalls, caves of ice. It rustled
through the wide domes of the gold mohur trees, and fluttered the fragments of
the anonymous letter that Flory had thrown over the gate half an hour earlier.

7
Elizabeth lay on the sofa in the Lackersteen's drawing-room, with her feet up
and a cushion behind her head, reading Michael Arlen's These Charming
People. In a general way Michael Arlen was her favourite author, but she was
inclined to prefer William J. Locke when she wanted something serious.
The drawing-room was a cool, light-coloured room with lime-washed walls
a yard thick; it was large, but seemed smaller than'it was, because of a litter of
occasional tables and Benares brassware ornaments. It smelt of chintz and
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dymg flowers. Mrs Lackersteen was upstairs, sleeping. Outside, the servants
lay silent in their quarters, their heads tethered to their wooden pillows by the
death-like sleep of midday. Mr Lackersteen, in his small wooden office down
the road, was probably sleeping too. No one stirred except Elizabeth, and the
chokra who pulled the punkah outside Mrs Lackersteen's bedroom, lying on
his back WIth one heel in the loop of the rope.
Elizabeth was Just turned twenty-two, and was an orphan. Her father had
been less of a drunkard than his brother Tom, but he was a man of similar
stamp. He was a tea-broker, and his fortunes fluctuated greatly, but he was by
nature too optimistic to put money aside in prosperous phases. Elizabeth's
mother had been an incapable, half-baked, vapouring, self-pitying woman
who shirked all the normal dutles of life on the strength of sensibilities which
she did not possess. After messing about for years with such things as
Women's Suffrage and Higher Thought, and making many abortive attempts
at literature, she had finally taken up with painting. Painting is the only art that
can be practised without either talent or hard work. Mrs Lackersteen's pose
was that of an artist exiled among 'the Philistines'-these, needless to say,
included her husband-and it was a pose that gave her almost unlimited scope
for making a nuisance of herself.
In the last year of the War Mr Lackersteen, who had managed to avoid
service, made a great deal of money, and just after the Armistice they moved
into a huge, new, rather bleak house in Highgate, with quantities of
greenhouses, shrubberies, stables and tennis courts. Mr Lackersteen had
engaged a horde of servants, even, so great was his optimism, a butler.
Elizabeth was sent for two terms to a very expensive boarding-school. Oh, the
joy, the joy, the unforgettable joy of those two terms! Four of the girls at the
school were 'the Honourable'; nearly all of them had ponies of their own, on
which they were allowed to go riding on Saturday afternoons. There is a short
period in e;veryone's life when his character is fixed forever; with Elizabeth, it
was those two terms during which she rubbed shoulders with the rich.
Thereafter her whole code of living was summed up in one belief, and that a
simple one. It was that the Good (,lovely' was her name for it) is synonymous
with the expensive, the elegant, the aristocratic; and the Bad ('beastly') is the
cheap, the low, the shabby, the laborious. Perhaps it is in order to teach this
creed that expensive girls' schools exist, The feeling subtilized itself as
Elizabeth grew older, diffused itself through all her thoughts. Everything from
a pair of stockings to a human soul was classifiable as 'lovely' or 'beastly'. And
unfortunately-for Mr Lackersteen's prosperity did not last-it was the
'beastly' that had predominated in her life.
The inevitable crash came late in 1919. Elizabeth was taken away from
school,. to continue her education at a succession of cheap, beastly schools,
with gaps of a term or two when her father could not pay the fees. He died
when she was twenty, of influenza, Mrs Lackersteen was left with an income of
£.150 a Ye$:o which was to die with her. The two women could not, under Mrs
La<:kersteen's management, live OD. three pounds a week in England, They
IllQved to Paris. where life w8l>chea.per and where Mrs Lackersteen intended
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to dedicate herself wholly to Art.
Paris! Living in Paris! Flory had been a little wide of the mark when he
pictured those interminable conversations with bearded artists under the
green plane trees. Elizabeth's life in Paris had not been quite like that.
Her mother had taken a studlO in the Montparnasse quarter, and relapsed at
once into a state of squalid, muddling idleness. She was so foolish with money
that her income would not come near covering expenses, and for several
months Elizabeth did not even have enough to eat. Then she found a job as
visitIng teacher of EnglIsh to the family of a French bank manager. They called
her 'notre mees Anglazse'. The banker lived in the twelfth arrondissement, a
long way from Montparnasse, and Elizabeth had taken a room in a pension
near by. It was a narrow, yellow-faced house in a side street, lookingou! on to a
poulterer's shop, generally decorated with reekIng carcasses of wild boars,
which old gentlemen like decrepit satyrs would visit every morning and sniff
long and lovingly. Next door to the poulterer's was a fly-blown cafe with the
sign 'Cafe de l'Amitie. Bock Formidable'. How Elizabeth had loathed that
pension! The patroness was an old black-clad sneak who spent her life in
tiptoeIng up and down stairs In hopes of catching the boarders washing
stockings in their hand-basins. The board~rs, sharp-tongued bilious widows,
pursued the only man in the establishment, a mild, bald creature who worked
in La Samaritaine, like sparrows worrying a bread-crust. At meals all of them
watched each others' plates to see who was given the biggest helping. The
bathroom was a dark den with leprous walls and a rickety verdigrised geyser
which would spit two inches of tepid water into the bath and then mulishly
stop working. The bank manager whose children Elizabeth taught was a man
of fifty, with a fat, worn face and a bald, dark yellow crown resembling an
ostrich's egg. The second day after her arrival he came into the room where the
children were at their lessons, sat down beside Elizabeth and immediately
pinched her elbow. The third day he pinched her on the calf, the fourth day
behind the knee, the fifth day above the knee. Thereafter, every evening, it was
a silent battle between the two of them, her hand under the table, struggling
and struggling to keep that ferret-lIke hand away from her.
It was a mean, beastly existence. In fact, it reached levels of 'beastliness'
which Elizabeth had not previously known to exist. But the thing that most
depressed her, most filled her with the sense of sinking into some horrible
lower world, was her mother's studio. Mrs Lackersteen was one of those
people who go utterly to pieces when they are deprived of servants. She lived
in a restless nightmare between painting and housekeeping, and never worked
at either. At irregular intervals she went to a 'school' where she produced
greyish still-lifes under the guidance of a master whose technique was founded
on dirty brushes; for the rest, she messed about miserably at home with teapots
and frying-pans. The state of her studio was more than depressing to
Elizabeth; it was evil, Satanic. It was a cold, dusty pigsty, with piles of books
and papers littered allover the floor, generations of saucepans slumbering in
their grease on the rusty gas-stov:e, the bed never made till afternoon, and
everywhere-in every possible place where they could be stepped on or
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knocked over-tms of paint-fouled turpentine and pots half full of cold black
tea. You would lift a cushion from a chair and find a plate holding the remains
of a poached egg underneath It. As soon as Elizabeth entered the door she
would burst out:
'Oh, Mother, Mother dearest, how can you? Look at the state ofthis room!
It is so terrible to live like this!'
)
'The room, dearest? What's the matter? Is it untidy?'
'Untidyl Mother, need you leave that plate of porridge in the middle of your
bed? And those saucepans! It does look so dreadful. Suppose anyone came in!'
The rapt, other-wordly look which Mrs Lackersteen assumed when
anything like work presented itself, would come into her eyes.
'None of my friends would mind, dear. We are such Bohemians, we artists.
You don't understand how utterly wrapped up we all are in our painting. You
haven't the artistic temperament, you see, dear.'
'I must try and clean some of those saucepans. I just can't bear to think of
you livmg like this. What have you done with the scrubbing-brush?'
'The scrubbing-brush? Now, let me think, I know I saw it somewhere. Ah
yes! I used it yesterday to clean my palette. But it'll be all right if you give it a
good wash m turpentine.'
Mrs Lackersteen would sit down and continue smUdging a sheet of
sketchmg paper with a Conte crayon while Elizabeth worked.
'How wonderful you are, dear. So practical! I can't think whom you inherit
It from Now with me, Art is simply everything. I seem to feel it like a great sea
surging up inside me. It swamps everything mean and petty out of existence.
Yesterday I ate my lunch off Nash's Magazine to save wasting time washing
plates. Such a good idea! When you want a clean plate you just tear off a sheet,'
etc., etc., etc.
Elizabeth had no friends in Paris. Her mother's friends were women of the
same stamp as herself, or elderly ineffectual bachelors living on small incomes
and practising contemptible half-arts such as wood-engraving or painting on
porcelain. For the rest, Elizabeth saw only foreigners, and she disliked all
foreigners en bloc; or at least all foreign men, with their cheap-looking clothes
and their revolting table manners. She had one great solace at this time. It was
to go to the American library in the rue de l'Elysee and look at the illustrated
papers. Sometimes on a Sunday or her free afternoon she would sit there for
hours at the big shiny table, dreaming, over the Sketch~ the Tatler, the
Graphic, the Sporting and Dramatic.
Ah, what joys were pictured there! 'Hounds meeting on the lawn of
Charlton Hall, the lovely Warwickshire seat of Lord Burrowdean.' 'The Hon.
Mrs Tyke-Bowlby in the Park with her splendid Alsatian, Kublai Khan,
which took second prize at Cruft's this summer.' 'Sunbathing at Cannes. Left
to right; Miss Barbara Pilbrick, Sir Edward Tuke, Lady Pamela Westrope,
Captain "Tuppy" Benacre.'
Lovely~ lovely, golden world! On two occasions the face of an old
schoolfellow looked at Elizabeth from the page. It hurt her in her breast to see
it . .There they all were, her old schoolfellows, with their horses and their cars
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and theIr husbands in the cavalry; and here she, tied to that dreadful job, that
dreadful pension, her dreadful mother! Was it possIble that there was no
escape? Could she be doomed forever to thIS sordid meanness, with no hope of
ever getting back to the decent world again?
It was not unnatural, with the example of her mother before her eyes, that
Ehzabeth should have a healthy loathing of Art. In fact, any excess of
intellect-'braminess' was her word for it-tended to belong, in her eyes, to the
'beastly'. Real people, she felt, decent people-people who shot grouse, went to
Ascot, yachted at Cowes-were not brainy. They didn't go in for this nonsense
of writ10g books and fooling with pa1Otbrushes; and all these Highbrow
Ideas-Socialism and all that. 'Highbrow' was a bItter word in her vocabulary.
And when it happened, as it did once or twice, that she met a veritable artist
who was wilhng to work penniless all his life, rather than sell hImself to a bank
or an 10surance company, she despIsed hIm far more than she despised the
dabblers of her mother's circle. That a man should turn deliberately away from
all that was good and decent, sacrifice hImself for a futility that led nowhere,
was shameful, degrading, evil. She dreaded spinsterhood, but she would have
endured it a thousand lifetimes through rather than marry such a man.
When Elizabeth had been nearly two years in Paris her mother died abruptly
of ptomaine poison1Og. The wonder was that she had not died of it sooner.
Elizabeth was left with rather less than a hundred pounds 10 the world. Her
uncle and aunt cabled at once from Burma, asking her to come out and stay
with them, and saY10g that a letter would follow.
Mrs Lackersteen had reflected for some time over the letter, her pen
between her lips, looking down at the page with her delicate triangular face hke
a meditative snake.
'I suppose we must have her out here, at any rate for a year. What a bore!
However, they generally marry within a year if they've any looks at all. What
am I to say to the girl, Tom?'
'Say? Oh, just say she'll pick up a husband out here a damn sight easier than
at home. Someth1Og of that sort, y'know.'
'My dear Tom! What impossible th10gs you say!'
Mrs Lackersteen wrote:
Of course, tlus is a very small station and we are in the Jungle a great deal of the time. I'm afraId
you will find it dreadfully dull after the delights of Pans But really In some ways these small
stations have their advantages for a young girl. She finds herself quite a queen In the local society.
The urunarried men are so lonely that they appreciate a girl's sOClety in a quite wonderful way,
etc., etc.

Elizabeth spent thirty pounds on summer frocks and set sail immediately.
The ship, heralded by rolling porpoises, ploughed across the Mediterranean
and down the Canal into a sea of staring, enamel-like blue, then out into the
green wastes of the Indian Ocean, where flocks offiying fish ski~ed in terrQr
from the approaching hull. At night the waters were phosphorescent, and the
wash Qf the bow was like a moving arrowhead. of green fire. Elizabeth 'loved'
the life on board ,ship_ She loved the dancing Oil deck at nights, the cockUtils
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Wh1Ch every man on board seemed anxlOUS to buy for her, the deck games, of
which, however, she grew tire4 at about the same tlme as the other members of
the younger set. It was nothmg to her that her mother's death was only two
months past. She had never cared greatly for her mother, and besides, the
people here knew nothing of her affairs. It was so lovely after those two
graceless years to breathe the alr of wealth agam. Not that most of the people
here were rich; but on board ship everyone behaves as though he were rich.
She was going to love India, she knew She had formed qUlte a picture of Ind1a,
from the other passengers' conversation; she had even learned some of the
more necessary Hmdustam phrases, such as 'zdher aa', 'jaldz', 'sahiblag', etc. In
ant1c1patlOn she tasted the agreeable atmosphere of Clubs, w1th punkahs
flappmg and barefooted white-turbaned boys reverently salaammg; and
maidans where bronzed Englishmen with little clipped moustaches galloped to
and fro, whacking polo balls It was almost as nice as bemg really rich, the way
people lived in India.
They salled mto Colombo through green glassy waters, where turtles and
black snakes floated baskmg. A fleet of sampans came racing out to meet the
ship, propelled by coal-black men w1th hps stamed redder than blood by betel
jUlce. They yelled and struggled round the gangway while the passengers
descended. As Ehzabeth and her fnends came down, two sampan-wallahs,
the1r prows nosmg against the gangway, besought them with yells
'Don't you go with h1m, m1ss1e! Not w1th h1m! Bad wicked man he, not fit
taking missie!'
'Don't you hsten him lies, missie! Nasty low fellow! Nasty low tricks him
playing. Nasty natzve tricks!'
'Ha, hal He 1S not native himself! Oh no! Him European man, white skin all
same, missie! Ha hal'
'Stop your bat, you two, or I'll fetch one of you a kick,' said the husband of
Elizabeth's fnend-he was a planter. They stepped into one ofthe sampans and
were rowed towards the sun-bright quays. And the successful sampan-wallah
turned and d1scharged at his rival a mouthful of spittle which he must have
been saving up for a very long time.
This was the Orient. Scents of coco-nut oil and sandalwood, cinnamon and
turmeric, floated across the water on the hot, swimming air. Elizabeth's friends
drove her out to Mount Lavinia, where they bathed in a lukewarm sea that
foamed like Coca-Cola. She came back to the ship in the evening, and they
reached Rangoon a week later.
North of Mandalay the train, fuelled with wood, crawled at twelve miles an
hour across a vast, parched plam, bounded at its remote edges by blue rings of
hills. White egrets stood pbised, motionless, like herons, and piles of drying
chilis gleamed crimson in the sun. Sometimes a white pagoda rose from the
plain like the breast of a supine giantess. The early tropic night settled down, 'c:
and the train jolted on, slowly, stopping at little stations where barbaric yells
sounded from the darkness. Half-naked men with their long hair knotted
behind their heads moved to and fro in torchlight, hideous as demons in
~lizabeth's eyes. The train plunged into forest, and unseen branches brushed
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against the wmdows. It was about nine o'clock when they reached Kyauktada,
where Elizabeth's uncle and aunt were waiting with Mr Macgregor's car, and
with some servants carrying torches. Her aunt came forward and took
Elizabeth's shoulders in her delicate, saurian hands.
'I suppose you are our niece Ehzabeth? We are so pleased to see you,' she
said, and kissed her.
Mr Lackersteen peered over hIS wife's shoulder m the torchlight. He gave a
half-whistle, exclaImed, 'Well, I'll be damned!' and then seized Elizabeth and
kissed her, more warmly than he need have done, she thought. She had never
seen either of them before.
After dmner, under the punkah in the drawing-room, Elizabeth and her
aunt had a talk together Mr Lackersteen was strolling in the garden,
ostensibly to smell the frangipani, actually to have a surreptitious drink that
one of the servants smuggled to him from the back of the house.
'My dear, how really lovely you are! Let me look at you again.' She took her
by the shoulders. 'I do think that Eton crop suits you. Did you have it done in
Paris?'
'Yes. Everyone was getting Eton-cropped. It suits you if you've got a fairly
small head.'
'Lovely! And those tortoise-shell spectacles-such a becoming fashion! I'm
told that all the-er-demi-mondaines in South America have taken to wearing
them. I'd no idea I had such a ravtshing beauty for a niece. How old did you say
you were, dear?'
'Twenty-two. '
'Twenty-two! How delighted all the men will be when we take you to the
Club tomorrow! They get so lonely, poor things, never seeing a new face. And
you were two whole years in Paris? I can't think what the men there can have
been about to let you leave unmarned.'
'I'm afraid I didn't meet many men, Aunt. Only foreigners. We had to live
so quietly. And I was working,' she added, thinking this rather a disgraceful
admission.
'Of course, of course,' sighed Mrs Lackersteen. 'One hears the same thing
on every side. Lovely girls having to work for their living. It is such a shame! I
think it's so terribly selfish, don't you, the way these men remain unmarried
while there are so many poor girls looking for husbands?' Elizabeth not
answering this, Mrs Lackersteen added with another sigh, 'I'm sure if I were a
young girl I'd marry anybody, literally anybody!'
The two women's eyes met. There was a great deal that Mrs Lackersteen
wanted to say, but she had no intention of doing more than hint at it obliquely.
A great deal of her conversation was carried on by hints; she generally
contrived, however, to make her meaning reasonably clear. She said in a
tenderly impersonal tone, as though discussing a subject of general interest:
'Of course, I must say this. There are cases when, if girls fail to get married
it's their ownfault. It happens even out here sometimes. Only a short time ago I
remember a case-a girl came out and stayed a whole year with her brother, and
she had offers from all kinds of men-policemen, forest officers, men in timber
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firms with quite good prospects. And she refused them aU; she wanted to marry
into the I.e.s., I heard. Well, what do you expect? Of course her brother
couldn't go on keeping her forever. And now I hear she's at home, poor thing,
working as a k10d of lady help, practically a servant. And getting only fifteen
shillings a week! Isn't it dreadful to think of such things?'
'Dreadful!' Ehzabeth echoed.
No more was said on this subject. In the morning, after she came back from
Flory's house, Elizabeth was describing her adventure to her aunt and uncle.
They were at breakfast, at the flower-laden table, with the punkah flapping
overhead and the tall stork-like Mohammedan butler in his white suit and
pagri standing behind Mrs Lackersteen's chair, tray in hand.
'And oh, Aunt, such an interesting thing! A Burmese girl came on to the
veranda. I'd never seen one before, at least, not knowing they were girls. Such
a queer little thing-she was almost like a doll with her round yellow face and
her black hair screwed up on top. She only looked about seventeen. Mr Flory
sald she was his laundress.'
The Indian butler's long body stiffened. He squinted down at the girl with
hls white eyeballs large 10 his black face. He spoke English well. Mr
Lackersteen paused with a forkful offish half-way from his plate and his crass
mouth open.
'Laundress?' he said. 'Laundress! I say, dammit, some mistake there! No
such thing as a laundress in this country, y'know. Launder10g work's all done
by men. If you ask me-'
And then he stopped very suddenly, almost as though someone had trodden
on his toe under the table.

8
That evening Flory told Ko S'la to send for the barber-he was the only barber
in the town, an Indlan, and he made a living by shaving the Indian coolies at
the rate of eight annas a month for a dry shave every other day. The Europeans
patronized him for lack of any other. The barber was waiting on the veranda
when Flory came back from tennis, and Flory sterilized the scissors with
boiling water and Condy's fluid and had his hair cut.
'Layout my best Palm Beach suit,' he told Ko S'la, 'and a silk shirt and my
sambhur-skin shoes. Also that new tie that came from Rangoon last week.'
'{ have done so, thakin,' said Ko S'la, meaning that he would do so. When
Flory came into the bedroom he found Ko S'la waiting beside the clothes he
bad laid out, with a faintly sulky air. It was immediately apparent that Ko S'la
knew why Flory was dressing himself up (that is, in hopes of meeting
Elizabeth) and that he disapproved of it.
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'What are you waiting for?' Flory said.
'To help you dress, thakin.'
'1 shall dress myself this evening. You can go.'
He was going to shave-the second time that day-and he dId not want Ko
S'la to see him take shaving things into the bathroom. It was several years since
he had shaved twice in one day. What proVIdential luck that he had sent for
that new tie only last week, he thought. He dressed himself very carefully, and
spent nearly a quarter of an hour in brushing his hair, which was stiff and
would never lie down after it had been cut.
Almost the next moment, as it seemed, he was walking with Elizabeth down
the bazaar road. He had found her alone m the Club 'library', and with a
sudden burst of courage asked her to come out WIth him; and she had come
with a readiness that surprised him; not even stopping to say anything to her
uncle and aunt. He had lived so long m Burma, he had forgotten English ways.
It was very dark under the peepul trees of the bazaar road, the foliage hiding
the quarter moon, but the stars here and there in a gap blazed white and low,
like lamps hanging on invisible threads. Successive waves of scent came
rolling, first the cloying sweetness of frangipani, then a cold putrid stench of
dung or decay from the huts opposite Dr Veraswami's bungalow. Drums were
throbbing a little distance away.
As he heard the drums Flory remembered that a pwe was being acted a little
farther down the road, opposie U Po Kyin's house; in fact, It was U Po Kyin
who had made arrangements for the pwe, though someone else had paid for it.
A daring thought occurred to Flory. He would take Elizabeth to the pwe! She
would love it-she must; no one with eyes in his head could resist a pwe-dance.
Probably there would be a scandal when they came back to the Club together
after a long absence; but damn it! what did it matter? She was different from
that herd of fools at the Club. And it would be such fun to go to the pwe
together! At this moment the music burst out with a fearful pandemonium-a
strident squeal of pipes, a rattle like castanets and the hoarse thump of drums,
above which a man's voice was brassily squalling.
'Whatever is that noise?' said Elizabeth, stopping. 'It sounds just like a jazz
band!'
'Native music. They're having a pwe-that's a kind of Burmese play; a cross
between a historical drama and a revue, if you can imagine that. It'll interest
you, I think. Just round the bend of the road here.'
'Oh,' she said rather doubtfully.
They came round the bend into a glare of light. The whole road for thirty
yards was blocked by the audience watchmg the pwe. At the back there was a
raised stage, under humming petrol lamps, with the orchestra squalling and
banging in front of it; on the stage two men dressed in clothes that reminded
Elizabeth of Chinese pagodas were posturing with curved swords in their
hands. All down the roadway it was a sea of white muslin backs of women, pink
scarves fiung round their shoulders and black hair-cylinders. A few sprawled
on their mats, fast asleep. An old Chinese with a tray of peanuts was threading
his way through the crowd, intoning mournfully, 'Myaype! Mya,ypel'
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'We'll stop and watch a few minutes if you like,' Flory said.
The blaze of lights and the appalling din of the orchestra had almost dazed
Elizabeth, but what startled her most of all was the sight of this crowd of
people sittmg in the road as though it had been the pit of a theatre.
'Do they always have their plays in the middle of the road?' she said.
'As a rule. They put up a rough stage and take it down in the morning. The
show lasts all night.'
'But are they allowed to-blocking up the whole roadway?'
'Oh yes. There are no traffic regulations here. No traffic to regulate, you see.'
It struck her as very queer. By this time almost the entire audience had
turned round on their mats to stare at the 'Ingaleikma'. There were half a
dozen chairs in the middle of the crowd, where some clerks and officials were
sitting. U Po Kyin was among them, and he was making efforts to twist his
elephantine body round and greet the Europeans. As the music stopped the
pock-marked Ba Taik came hastening through the crowd and shikoed low to
Flory, with his timorous air.
'Most holy one, my master U Po Kyin asks whether you and the young white
lady will not come and watch our pwe for a few minutes. He has chairs ready
for you.'
'They're askIng us to come and sit down,' Flory said to Elizabeth. 'Would
you like to? It's rather fun. Those two fellows wIll clear off in a moment and
there'll be some dancing. If it wouldn't bore you for a few minutes?'
Elizabeth felt very doubtful. Somehow it did not seem right or even safe to
go in among that smelly native crowd. However, she trusted Flory, who
presumably knew what was proper, and allowed him to lead her to the chairs.
The Burmans made way on their mats, gazmg after her and chattering; her
shins brushed against warm, muslin-clad bodies, there was a feral reek of
sweat. U Po Kyin leaned over towards her, bowing as well as he could and
saying nasally:
'Kindly to sit down, madam! I am most honoured to make your
acquaintance. Good evening. Good morning, Mr Flory, sirl A most
unexpected pleasure. Had we known that you were to honour us with your
company, we would have provided whiskies and other European refreshments. Ha hal'
He laughed, and his betel-reddened teeth gleamed in the lamplight like red
tinfoil. He was so vast and so hideous that Elizabeth could not help shrinking
from him. A slender youth in a purple longyi was bowing to her and holding
out a tray with two glasses of yellow sherbet, iced. U Po Kyin clapped his
hands sharply, 'Hey haung galay!' he called to a boy beside him. He gave some
instructions in Burmese, and the boy pushed his way to the edge of the stage.
'He'~ telling them to bring on their best dancer in our honour,' Flory said.
'LookJ here she comes.'
A ~l who had been squatting at the back of the stage, smoking, stepped
forward into the lamplight. She was very young, slim~shouldered, breastless,
dressed in a pale blue satin longyi that hid her feet. The skirts of
ingyi
curved outwards above her hips in little panniers, according to the ancient
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Burmese fashlOn. They were like the petals of a downward-pointing flower.
She threw her clgar languidly to one of the men m the orchestra, and then,
holding out one slender arm, writhed It as though to shake the muscles loose
The orchestra burst into a sudden loud squalling. There were plpes like
bagplpes, a strange mstrument conslstmg of plaques of bamboo which a man
struck with a lIttle hammer, and in the mlddle there was a man surrounded by
twelve tall drums of different sizes. He reached rapidly from one to another,
thumpmgthem with the heel of his hand. In a moment the girl began to dance.
But at first it was not a dance, it was a rhythmlc nodding, posturing and
twisting of the elbows, like the movements of one of those jointed wooden
figures on an old-fashioned roundabout The way her neck and elbows rotated
was precisely lik.e a jointed doll, and yet incredibly smuous. Her hands.
twisting hke snakeheads wlth the fingers close together, could lie back until
they were almost along her forearms. By degrees her movements quickened.
She began to leap from side to side, flinging herself down in a kind of curtsy
and spnnging up agam with extraordmary aglhty, m splte of the long longyi
that imprisoned her feet Then she danced m a grotesque posture as though
sitting down, knees bent, body leaned forward, wlth her arms extended and
writhing, her head also moving to the beat of the drums. The music quickened
to a climax. The girl rose upright and whlrled round as swiftly as a top, the
pannier of her zngyi flying out about her like the petals of a snowdrop. Then the
music stopped as abruptly as It had begun, and the girl sank again into a curtsy,
amid raucous shouting from the audience.
ElIzabeth watched the dance with a mixture of amazement, boredom and
something approachmg horror. She had sipped her drink and found that it
tasted like hair oil. On a mat by her feet three Burmese girls lay fast asleep with
their heads on the same pillow, their small oval faces side by side like the faces
of kittens. Under cover of the music Flory was speaking in a low voice mto
Elizabeth's -ear commenting on the dance.
'1 knew this would interest you; that's why 1 brought you here. You've read
books and been in civilized places, you're not like the rest of us miserable
savages here. Don't you think this is worth watching, in its queer way? Just
look at that girl's movements-look at that strange, bent-forward pose like a
marionette, and the way her arms twist from the elbow like a cobra rising to
strike. It's grotesque, it's even ugly, with a sort of wilful ugliness. And there's
something sinister in it too. There's a touch of the diabolical in all Mongols.
And yet when you look closely, what art, what centuries. of culture you can see
behind it! Every movement that girl makes has been studied and handed down
through innumerable generations. Whenever you look closely at the art of
these Eastern peoples you can see that-a civilization stretching back and back,
practically the same, into times when we were dressed in woad. In some way
that I can't define to you, the whole life'and spirit of Burma is summ~ up in
the way that girl twists her arms. When you see her you·can see the rice fields,
the -villages under the teak trees,. the pagodas, the priests in their yellow robes,
the buffaloes swimming the rivers in the early morning, Thibaw's palace-'
His voice stopped abruptly as the music stopped. There were certain things,
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and a pwe-dance was one of them, that pricked hlm to talk discursively and
incautiously; but now he realized that he had only been talkmg hke a character
in a novel, and not a very good novel. He looked away. Elizabeth had listened
to him with a chill of discomfort. What was the man talking about? was her first
thought. Moreover, she had caught the hated word Art more than once. For
the first time she remembered that Flory was a total stranger and that it had
been unwise to come out with him alone. She looked round her, at the sea of
dark faces and the lurid glare ofthe lamps; the strangeness of the scene almost
frightened her. What was she doing in this place? Surely It was not nght to be
sitting among the black people like this, almost touching them, in the scent of
their garlic and their sweat? Why was she not back at the Club wlth the other
white people? Why had he brought her here, among this horde of natives, to
watch this hideous and savage spectacle?
The music struck up, and the pwe girl began dancing again. Her face was
powdered so thickly that it gleamed in the lamplight like a chalk mask with live
eyes behind it. With that dead-white oval face and those wooden gestures she
was monstrous, hke a demon. The music changed its tempo, and the girl began
to sing in a brassy voice. It was a song with a swift trochaic rhythm, gay yet
fierce. The crowd took it up, a hundred VOlces chanting the harsh syllables in
unison. Still in that strange bent posture the girl turned round and danced
with her buttocks protruded towards the audience. Her silk longyi gleamed like
metal. With hands and elbows still rotating she wagged her posterior from side
to slde. Then-astonishmg feat, quite visible through the longyi-she began to
wriggle her two buttocks independently in time with the music.
There was a shout of applause from the audience. The three girls asleep on
the mat woke up at the same moment and began clapping their hands wildly. A
clerk shouted nasally 'Bravo! Bravo!' in English for the Europeans' benefit.
But U Po Kyin frowned and waved his hand. He knew all about European
women. Elizabeth, however, had already stood up.
'I'm going. It's time we were back,' she said abruptly. She was looking away,
but Flory could see that her face was pink.
He stood up beside her, dismayed. 'But, I say! Couldn't you stay a few
minutes longer? I know it's late, but-they brought this girl on two hours
before she was due, in our honour. Just a few minutes?'
'I can't help it, I ought to have been back ages ago. I don't know what my
uncle and aunt will be thinking.'
She began at once to pick her way through the crowd, and he followed her,
with not even time to thank the pwe people for their trouble. The Burmans
made way with a sulky air. How like these English people, to upset everything
by sending for the best dancer and then go away almost before she had started!
There was a fearful row as soon as Flory and Elizabeth had gone, the pwe girl
refusitlg to go on with her dance and the audience demanding that she should
cont:imte. H""owever, peace was restored when two clowns hurried on to the
stage _ began letting off crackers and making obscene jokes.
Flory t'ollowed the girl,abjectly up the road. She was walking quickly, her
head turned away, and for some moments she would. not speak. What a thing to
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happen, when they had been getting on so well together! He kept trying to
apologIze.
'I'm so sorry! I'd no idea you'd mind-'
'It's nothing. What is there to be sorry about? I only said It was time to go
back, that's all.'
'I ought to have thought. One gets not to notice that kind of thing in thIS
country. These people's sense of decency isn't the same as ours-it's stricter 10
some ways-but-'
'It's not that! It's not that!' she exclaImed qUlte angrily.
He saw that he was only making it worse. They walked on in silence, he
beh1Od. He was miserable. What a bloody fool he had been! And yet all the
while he had no inkling ofthe real reason why she was angry with him. It was
not the pwe girl's behaviour, in itself, that had offended her; it had only
brought things to a head. But the whole expedItion-the very notion of wantzng
to rub shoulders with all those smelly natives-had impressed her badly. She
was perfectly certain that that was not how white men ought to behave. And
that extraordinary rambling speech that he had begun, with all those long
words-almost, she thought bitterly, as though he were quoting poetry! It was
how those beastly artists that you met sometimes in Paris used to talk. She had
thought him a manly man till this evening. Then her mind went back to the
morning's adventure, and how he had faced the buffalo barehanded, and some
of her anger evaporated. By the time they reached the Club gate she felt
inclined to forgive him. Flory had by now plucked up courage to speak again.
He stopped, and she stopped too, in a patch where the boughs let through
some starlight--and he could see her face dimly.
'I say. I say, I do hope you're not really angry about this?'
'N 0, of course I'm not. I told you I wasn't.'
'I oughtn't to have taken you there. Please forgive me. Do you know, I don't
think I'd tell the others where you've been. Perhaps it would be better to say
you've just been out for a stroll, out 10 the garden-something like that. They
might think it queer, a white girl going to a pwe. I don't think I'd tell them.'
'Oh, of course I won't!' she agreed with a warmness that surpnsed hIm.
After that he knew that he was forgiven. But what It was that he was forgiven,
he had not yet grasped.
They went into the Club separately, by tacit consent. The expedition had
been a failure, decidedly. There was a gala air about the Club lounge tonight.
The entire European community were waiting to greet Elizabeth, and the
butler and the six chakras, in their best starched white SUItS, were drawn up on
either side of the door, smiling and salaaming. When the Europeans had
finished their greetings the butler came forward with a vast garland of flowers
that the servants had prepared for the 'missiesahib'. Mr Macgregor made a
very humorous speech of welcome, introducing everybody. He introduced
Maxwell as 'our local arboreal specialist', Westfield as 'the guardifn of law and
order and-ah-terror of the local banditti', and so on.and so forth. There was
much laughter. The sight of a pretty girl's face had put everyone in such a good
humour that they could even enjoy Mr Macgregor's speech-which, to tell the
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truth, he had spent most of the even10g in preparing.
At the first possible moment EllIs, with a sly air, took Flory and Westfield by
the arm and drew them away into the card-room. He was 10 a much better
mood than usua1. He pinched Flory's arm with his small, hard fingers,
painfully but quite amiably.
'Well, my lad, everyone's been looking for you. Where have you been aU this
tIme?'
'Oh, only for a strol1.'
'For a stro11! And who wIth?'
'With Miss Lackersteen.'
'I knew It! So you're the bloody fool who's faUen into the trap, are you? You
swallowed the bait before anyone else had time to look at it. I thought you were
too old a bird for that, by God I did!'
'What do you mean?'
'Mean! Look at him pretending he doesn't know what I mean! Why, I mean
that Ma Lackersteen's marked you down for her beloved nephew-in-law, of
course. That is, if you aren't bloody carefu1. Eh, Westfield?'
'Quite nght, 01' boy. Eligible young bachelor. Marriage halter and all that.
They've got their eye on him.'
'I don't know where you're getting this 1dea from. The girl's hardly been
here twenty-four hours.'
'Long enough for you to take her up the garden path, anyway. You watch
your step. Tom Lackersteen may be a drunken sot, but he's not such a bloody
fool that he wants a ruece hang10g round his neck for the rest of his life. And of
course she knows which side her bread's buttered. So you take care and don't
go putting your head into the noose.'
'Damn it, you've no right to talk about people lIke that. After all, the girl's
only a k1d-'
'My dear old ass'-E11is, almost affectionate now that he had a new subject
for scandal, took Flory by the coat lapel-'my dear, dear old ass, don't you go
filling yourself up with moonshine. You think that girl's easy fruit: she's not.
These girls out from home are aU the same. "Anything in trousers but nothing
this side the altar" -that's thell motto, every one of them. Why do you think
the girl's come out here?'
'Why? I don't know. Because she wanted to, I suppose.'
'My good fool! She come out to lay her claws into a husband, of course. As 1f
1t wasn't well known! When a girl's failed everywhere else she tries India,
where every -man's pining for the sight of a white woman. The Indian
marriage-market, they call it. Meat market it ought to be. Shiploads of 'em
coming out every year like carcasses of frozen mutton, to be pawed over by
nasty old bachelors like you. Cold storage. Juicy joints straight from the ice.'
'You do say some repulsive things.'
'Best, pab'tUre-fed English meat,' said Ellis with a pleased au. 'Fresh
consigrunents. Warranted prime condition.'
He went through a pantomime of~ining a joint of meat, with goatish
sniffs. This joke was likely to last.Ellis a long time; his jokes usually did; and
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there was nothmg that gave him quite so keen a pleasure as draggmg a woman's
name through mud.
Flory did not see much more of Elizabeth that evening. Everyone was in the
lounge together, and there was the silly clattering chatter about nothing that
there is on these occasions. Flory could never keep up that kind of conversation
for long. But as for Elizabeth, the civilized atmosphere of the Club, wlth the
white faces all round her and the friendly look of the illustrated papers and the
'Bonzo' pictures, reassured her after that doubtful interlude at the pwe.
When the Lackersteens left the Club at nme, it was not Flory but Mr
Macgregor who walked home with them, ambling beside Elizabeth like some
friendly saurian monster, among the faint crooked shadows ofthe gold mohur
stems. The Prome anecdote, and many another, found a new home. Any
newcomer to Kyauktada was apt to come in for rather a large share of Mr
Macgregor's conversation, for the others looked on him as an unparalleled
bore, and it was a tradition at the Club to interrupt his stories. But Ehzabeth
was by nature a good listener. Mr Macgregor thought he had seldom met so
intelligent a girl.
Flory stayed a little longer at the Club, drinking with the others. There was
much smutty talk about Elizabeth. The quarrel about Dr Veraswami's election
had been shelved for the time being. Also, the notice that Ellis had put up on
the previous evening had been taken down. Mr Macgregor had seen it during
his morning visit to the Club, and in his fair-minded way he had at once
insisted on its removal. So the notice had been suppressed; not, however,
before it had achieved its object.

9
During the next fortnight a great deal happened.
The feud between U Po Kyin and Dr Veraswami was now in full swing. The
whole town was divided into two factions, with every native soul from the
magistrates down to the bazaar sweepers enrolled on one side or the other, and
all ready for perjury when the time came. But of the two parties, the doctor's
was much the smaller and less efficiently libellous. The editor of the Burmese
Patriot had been put on trial for sedition and libel, bail being refused. His
arrest had provoked a small riot in Rangoon, which was suppressed by the
police with the death of only two rioters. In prison the editor went on hunger
strike, but broke down after six hours.
In Kyauktada, too, things had been happening. A dacoit named Nga Shwe
a had escaped from the jail in mysterious circumstances. And there had been a
whole crop of rumours about a projected native rising in the district. The
rumours-they were very vague ones as yet-centred round a village named
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Thongwa, not far from the camp where Maxwell was girdlmg teak. A weiksa,
or magician, was said to have appeared from nowhere and to be prophesying
the doom of the English power and distributing magic bullet-proof jackets. Mr
Macgregor did not take the rumours very seriously, but he had asked for an
extra force of Military Police. It was said that a company of Indian infantry
with a British officer in command would be sent to Kyauktada shortly.
Westfield, of course, had hurried to Thongwa at the first threat, or rather hope,
of trouble.
'God, if they'd only break out and rebel properly for once!' he said to Ellis
before starting. 'But it'll be a bloody washout as usual. Always the same story
WIth these rebellions-peter out almost before they've begun. Would you
believe it, I've never fired my gun at a fellow yet, not even a dacoit. Eleven
years ofit, not counting the War, and never killed a man. Depressing.'
'Oh, well,' said Ellis, 'if they won't come up to the scratch you can always get
hold of the ringleaders and gIve them a good bambooing on the Q.T. That's
better than coddling them up in our damned nursing homes of prisons.'
'H'm, probably. Can't do it though, nowadays. All these kid-glove laws-got
to keep them, I suppose, if we're fools enough to make 'em.'
'Oh, rot the laws. Bambooing's the only thing that makes any impression on
the Burman. Have you seen them after they've been flogged? I have. Brought
out of the jail on bullock carts, yelling, with the women plastering mashed
bananas on their backsides. That's something they do understand. If I had my
way I'd give it 'em on the soles of the feet the same as the Turks do.'
'Ah well. Let's hope they'll have the guts to show a bit of fight for once.
Then we'll call out the MilItary Police, rifles and all. Plug a few dozen of
'em-that'll clear the air.'
However, the hoped-for opportunity did not come. Westfield and the dozen
constables he had taken with him to Thongwa-jolly round-faced Gurkha
boys, pining to use their kukris on somebody-found the district depressingly
peaceful. There seemed not the ghost of a rebellion anywhere; only the annual
attempt, as regular as the monsoon, of the villagers to avoid paying the
capitation tax.
The weather was growing hotter and hotter. Elizabeth had had her first
attack of prickly heat. Tennis at the Club had practically ceased; people would
play one languid set and then fall into chairs and swallow pints of tepid limejuice-tepid, because the ice came only twice weekly from Mandalay and
melted within twenty-four hours of arriving. The Flame of the Forest was in
full bloom. The Burmese women, to protect their children from the sun,
streaked their faces with yellow cosmetic until they looked like little African
witch-doctors. Flocks of green pigeons, and imperial pigeons as large as ducks,
came to eat the berries of the big peepul trees along the bazaar road.
Meanwhile, Flory had turned Ma RIa May out of his house.
A nasty, dirty job! There was a sufficient pretext-she had stolen hIs gold
cigarette-case and pawned it at the house of Li Yeik, the Chinese grocer and
illicit pawnbroker in the bazaar-but still, it was only a pretext. Flory knew
perfectly well, and Ma RIa May knew, and all the servants knew, that he was
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getting rid of her because of Elizabeth. Because of 'the Ingaleikma with dyed
hair', as Ma Hla May called her.
Ma Hla May made no violent scene at first. She stood sullenly listening
while he wrote her a cheque for a hundred rupees-Ll Yeik or the Indian chetty
in the bazaar would cash cheques-and told her that she was dismissed. He was
more ashamed than she; he could not look her in the face, and his voice went
flat and guilty. When the bullock cart came for her belongings, he shut himself
in the bedroom skulking till the scene should be over.
Cartwheels grated on the drive, there was the sound of men shouting; then
suddenly there was a fearful uproar of screams. Flory went outside. They were
all struggling round the gate in the sunlight. Ma Hla May was clinging to the
gatepost and Ko S'la was trying to bundle her out. She turned a face full of
fury and despair towards Flory, screaming over and over, 'Thakin! Thakin!
Thakm! Thakin! Thakm!' It hurt him to the heart that she should stlll call hlm
thakm after he had dismissed her.
'What is it?' he said.
It appeared that there was a sWltch offalse hair that Ma Hla May and Ma Yi
both claimed. Flory gave the switch to Ma Yi and gave Ma Hla May two
rupees to compensate her. Then the cart jolted away, with Ma Hla May sitting
beside her two wlcker baskets, straight-backed and sullen, and nursing a kitten
on her knees. It was only two months since he had given her the kitten as a
present.
Ko S'la, who had long wished for Ma Hla May's removal, was not altogether
pleased now that it had happened. He was even less pleased when he saw his
master going to church-or as he called it, to the 'English pagoda'-for Flory
was stlll in Kyauktada on the Sunday of the padre's arrival, and he went to
church with the others. There was a congregation of twelve, including Mr
Francis, Mr Samuel and SlX natlve Christians, with Mrs Lackersteen playing
'Abide with Me' on the tiny harmonium with one game pedal. It was the first
time in ten years that Flory had been to church, except to funerals. Ko S'la's
notions of what went on in the 'English pagoda' were vague in the extreme; but
he did know that church-going signified respectability-a quality which, like all
bachelors' servants, he hated in his bones.
'There is trouble coming,' he said despondently to the other servants. 'I
have been watching him (he meant Flory) these ten days past. He has cut down
his cigarettes to fifteen a day, he has stopped drinking gin before breakfast, he
shaves himself every evening-though he thinks I do not know it, the fool. And
he has ordered half a dozen new silk shirts! I had to stand over the dirzi calling
him bahinchut to get them finished in time. Evil omens! I give him three
months longer, and then good-bye to the peace in this house!'
'What, is he going to get married?' said Ba Pe.
'I am certain of it. When a whlte man begins going to the English pagoda, it
is, as you might say, the beginning of the end.'
'I have had many masters in my life,' old Sammy said. 'The worst was
Colonel Wimpole sahib, who used to make his orderly hold me down over the
table while he came running from behind and kicked me with very thick boots
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for serving banana fritters too frequently. At other times, when he was drunk,
he would fire his revolver through the roof of the servants' quarters, just above
our heads. But 1 would sooner serve ten years under Colonal Wimpole sahib
than a week under a memsahib with her kIt-kit. If our master marries 1 shall
leave the same day.'
'1 shall not leave, for 1 have been rus servant fifteen years. But 1 know what IS
in store for us when that woman comes. She will shout at us because of spots of
dust on the furniture, and wake us up to bring cups of tea in the afternoon
when we are asleep, and come poking into the cookhouse at all hours and
complain over dirty saucepans and cockroaches in the flour, bin. It is my belief
that these women lie awake at nights thinking of new ways to torment their
servants.'
'They keep a little red book,' said Sammy, 'in which they enter the bazaarmoney, two annas for this, four annas for that, so that a man cannot earn a pice.
They make more kit-kit over the price of an onion than a sahib over five
rupees.'
'Ah, do 1 not know it! She will be worse than Ma Hla May. Women!' he
added comprehensively, with a kind of sigh.
The sigh was echoed by the others, even by Ma Pu and Ma Yi. Neither took
Ko S'la's remarks as a stricture upon her own sex, Englishwomen being
considered a race apart, possibly not even human, and so dreadful that an
Englishman's marriage is usually the signal for the flight of every servant in his
house, even those who have been with him for years.

10
But as a matter of fact, Ko S'la's alarm was premature. After knowing
Elizabeth for ten days, Flory was scarcely more intimate with her than on the
day when he had first met her.
As it happened, he had her almost to himself during these ten days, most of
the Europeans being in the jungle. Flory himself had no right to be loitering in
headquarters, for at this time of year the work of timber-extraction was in full
swing, and in his absence everything went to pieces under the incompetent
Eurasian overseer. But he had stayed-pretext, a touch of fever-while
despairing letters carrie almost every day from the overseer, telling of disasters.
One of the elephants was ill, the engine of the light railway that was used for
~ teak logs to the river had broken down, fifteen of the coolies had
deserted. But Flory still lingered, unable to tear himself away from Kyauktada
while E.lizabeth was there, and continually seeking-never, as yet, to much
purpose-to r.e.<:apture that easy and delightful friendship of their first meeting.
. They met every day, morning and evening, it was true. Each evening they
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played a single of tennis at the Club-Mrs Lackersteen was too hmp and Mr
Lackersteen too liverish for tennis at this tIme of year-and afterwards they
would SIt m the lounge, all four together, playing bridge and talking. But
though Flory spent hours in Elizabeth's company, and often they were alone
together, he was never for an instant at his ease with her. They talked-so long
as they talked of trivialities-with the utmost freedom, yet they were dIstant,
like strangers. He felt stiff in her presence, he could not forget his birthmark;
his tWIce-scraped chin smarted, his body tortured hIm for whisky and
tobacco-for he tried to cut down his drinkmg and smoking when he was with
her After ten days they seemed no nearer the relationship he wanted.
For somehow, he had never been able to talk to her as he longed to talk. To
talk, SImply to talk! It sounds so httle, and how much it lsi When you have
eXIsted to the brink of middle age in bitter loneliness, among people to whom
your true opmion on every subject on earth IS blasphemy, the need to talk is the
greatest of all needs. Yet with Elizabeth serious talk seemed impossible. It was
as though there had been a spell upon them that made all theIr conversation
lapse into banality; gramophone records, dogs, tenms racquets-all that
desolating Club-chatter. She seemed not to want to talk of anythmg but that.
He had only to touch upon a subject of any conceivable interest to hear the
evasion, the 'I shan't play', coming into her voice. Her taste in books appalled
hIm when he discovered it. Yet she was young, he remmded hImself, and had
she not drunk white wine and talked of Marcel Proust under the Paris plane
trees? Later, no doubt, she would understand him and give him the
companionship he needed. Perhaps it was only that he had not won her
confidence yet.
He was anything but tactful with her. Like all men who have lived much
alone, he adjusted himself better to ideas than to people. And so, though all
their talk was superficial, he began to irritate her sometimes; not by what he
said but by what he implied. There was an uneasiness between them, illdefined and yet often verging upon quarrels. When two people, one of whom
has lived long in the country while the other is a newcomer, are thrown
together, it is inevitable that the first should act as cicerone to the second.
Elizabeth, during these days, was making her first acquaintance with Burma; it
was Flory, naturally, who acted as her interpreter, explaining this,
commenting upon that. And the things he said, or the way he said them,
provoked in her a vague yet deep disagreement. For she perceived that Flory,
when he spoke of the 'natives', spoke nearly always in favour of them. He was
forever praising Burmese customs and the Burmese character; he even went so
far as to contrast them favourably with the English. It disquieted her. Mter all,
natives were natives-interesting, no doubt, but finally only a 'subject' people,
an inferior people with black faces. His attitude was a little too tolerant. Nor
had he grasped, yet, in what way he was antagonizing her. He so wanted her to
love Burma as he loved it, not to look at it with the dull, incurious eyes of a
memsahib! He had forgotten that most people can be at ease in a foreign
country only when they are disparaging the inhabitants.
He was t>QO eager iI1 his attempts to interest her in things Orlerltal. He tried
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to induce her, for instance, to learn Burmese, but it came to nothing. (Her aunt
had explained to her that only missionary-women spoke Burmese; nice women
found kitchen Urdu quite as much as they needed.) There were countless
small disagreements like that. She was grasping, dimly, that his views were not
the views an EnglIshman should hold. Much more clearly she grasped that he
was asking her to be fond of the Burmese, even to admire them; to admire
people with black faces, almost savages, whose appearance still made her
shudder!
The subject cropped up in a hundred ways. A knot of Burmans would pass
them on the road. She, with her still fresh eyes, would gaze after them, half
curious and half repelled; and she would say to Flory, as she would have said to
anybody:
'How revoltmgly ugly these people are, aren't they?'
'Are they? I always think they're rather charming-looking, the Burmese.
They have such splendid bodies! Look at that fellow's shoulders-like a bronze
statue. Just think what sights you'd see m England If people went about half
naked as they do here!'
'But they have such hideous-shaped heads! Their skulls kind of slope up
behind like a tom-eat's. And then the way their foreheads slant back-it makes
them look so wicked. I remember reading something in a magazine about the
shape of people's heads; it said that a person with a slopmg forehead is a
criminal type.'

'Oh, come, that's a bit sweeping! Round about half the people in the world
have that kind of forehead.'
'Oh, well, If you count coloured people, of course-I'
Or perhaps a string of women would pass, going to the well: heavy-set
peasant-girls, copper-brown, erect under their water-pots with strong
marelike buttocks protruded. The Burmese women repelled Elizabeth more
than the men; she felt her kinship with them, and the hatefulness of being kin
to creatures with black faces.
'Aren't they too simply dreadful? So coarse-looking; like some kind of
animal. Do you think anyone could think those women attractive?'
'Their own men do, I believe.'
'I suppose they would. But that black skin-I don't know how anyone could
bear it!'
'But, you know, one gets used to the brown skin in time. In fact they say-I
believe it's true-that after a few years in these countries a brown skin seems
more natural than a white one. And after all, it is more natural. Take the world
as a whole, it's an eccentricity to be white.'
'You do have some funny ideas!'
And so on and so on. She felt all the while an unsatisfactoriness, an
unSOQUdness in the things he said. It was particularly so on the evening when
Flory ~owed Mr Francis and Mr Samuel, the two derelict Eurasians, to
entrap him in conversation at the Club gate.
Elizabeth, as it happened, had reached the Club a few minutes before ,Flory,
and when JShe beard his voice at the gate she came round the tennis-screen to
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meet him. The two Eurasians had sidled up to Flory and cornered hIm lIke a
pair of dogs askmg for a game. FrancIs was doing most of the talking. He was a
meagre, excitable man, and as brown as a cigar-leaf, being the son of a South
Indian woman; Samuel, whose mother had been a Karen, was pale yellow with
dull red hair. Both were dressed in shabby dnll suits, with vast topts beneath
which their slender bodies looked hke the stalks of toadstools.
Ehzabeth came down the path in time to hear fragments of an enormous and
complIcated autobiography. Talking to white men-talking, for chOIce, about
hImself-was the great joy of Francis's life. When, at intervals of months, he
found a European to listen to him, his life-hIstory would pour out of him m
unquenchable torrents. He was talking m a nasal, sing-song voice of mcredible
rapidity:
'Of my father, sir, I remember little, but he was very cholenc man and many
whackings WIth big bamboo stick all knobs on both for self, httle half-brother
and two mothers. Also how on occasion of bishop's VISIt bttle half-brother and
I dress in longyts and sent among the Bunnese children to preserve incognito.
My father never rose to be bIShop, sir. Four converts only m twenty-eight
years, and also too great fondness for Chinese rice-spIrIt very fiery noised
abroad and spoIl sales of my father's booklet entItled The Scourge of Alcohol,
published with the Rangoon Baptist Press, one rupee eight annas. My little
half-brother die one hot weather, always coughing, coughing,' etc., etc.
The two Eurasians perceIved the presence of Elizabeth. Both doffed their
topis with bows and brilliant displays of teeth. It was probably several years
since either of them had had a chance oftalking to an Englishwoman. Francis
burst out more effusIvely than ever. He was chattering in evident dread that he
would be interrupted and the conversation cut short.
'Good evening to you, madam, good evening, good evemng! Most honoured
to make your acquaintance, madam! Very sweltering is the weather these days,
is not? But seasonable for April. Not too much you are suffermg from prickly
heat, I trust? Pounded tamarind applied to the affucted spot is infallible.
Myself I suffer torments each night. Very prevalent disease among we
Europeans.'
He pronounced it Europian, like Mr Chollop in Martin Chuzzlewit.
Ehzabeth did not answer. She was lookmg at the Eurasians somewhat coldly.
She had only a dIm idea as to who or what they were, and it struck her as
impertinent that they should speak to her.
'Thanks, I'll remember about the tamarind,' Flory said.
'Specific of renowned Chinese doctor, sir. Also, sir-madam, may I advise to
you, wearing only Terai hat is not judicious in April, sir. For the natives all
well, their skulls are adamant. But for us sunstroke ever menaces. Very deadly
is the sun upon European skull. But is it that I detain you, madam?'
This was said in a disappointed tone. Elizabeth had, in fact, decided to snub
the Eurasians. She did not know why Flory was allowing them to hold him in
conversation. As she turned away to stroll back to the tennis court, she made a
practice stroke in the air with her racquet, to remind Flory that the game was
overdue. He saw it and followed her, rather reluctantly, for he did not like
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snubbing the wretched Francis, bore though he was.
'I must be off,' he said. 'Good evening, Francis. Good evening, Samuel.'
'Good evening, sir! Good evemng, madam' Good evening, good evening!'
They receded with more hat flourishes.
'Who are those two?' said Elizabeth as Flory came up with her. 'Such
extraordmary creatures! They were in church on Sunday. One of them looks
almost white. Surely he isn't an Englishman';)'
'No, they're Eurasians-sons of whIte fathers and natIve mothers. Yellowbellies is our fnendly nickname for them.'
'But what are they domg here";) Where do they live? Do they do any work?'
'They exist somehow or other in the bazaar. I believe Francis acts as clerk to
an Indian money-lender, and Samuel to some of the pleaders. But they'd
probably starve now and then if it weren't for the chanty of the natives.'
'The natives! Do you mean to say-sort of cadge from the natIves?'
'I fancy so. It would be a very easy thing to do, if one cared to. The Burmese
won't let anyone starve.'
Elizabeth had never heard of anything of this kind before. The notion of
men who were at least partly white living in poverty among 'natives' so
shocked her that she stopped short on the path, and the game of tenms was
postponed for a few mmutes.
'But how awful! I mean, it's such a bad example! It's almost as bad as if one
of us was like that. Couldn't something be done for those two? Get up a
subscription and send them away from here, or something?'
'I'm afraid It wouldn't help much. Wherever they went they'd be in the
same position.'
'But couldn't they get some proper work to do?'
'I doubt it. You see, Eurasians of that type-men who've been brought up in
the bazaar and had no education-are done for from the start. The Europeans
won't touch them with a stick, and they're cut off from entering the lowergrade Government services. There's nothing they can do except cadge, unless
they chuck all pretension to being Europeans. And really you can't expect the
poor devils to do that. Their drop of whIte blood is the sole asset they've got.
Poor Francis, I never meet him but he begins telling me about his prickly heat.
Natives, you see, are supposed not to suffer from prickly heat ..... bosh, of course,
but people believe it. It's the same with sunstroke. They wear those huge topis
to remind you that they've got European skulls. A kind of coat of arms. The
bend sinister, you might say.'
This did not satisfy Elizabeth. She perceived that Flory, as usual, had a
sneaking sympathy with the Eurasians. And the appearance of the two men
had excited a pecular dislike in her. She had placed their type now. They
looked like dagoes. Like those Mexicans and Italians and other dago people
who play the maU'lJais rbZe in so many a film.
'They looked awfully degenerate types, didn't they? So thin and weedy and
cringing; and they haven't got at all honest faces. I suppose these Eurasians are
very degenerate? I've heard that half-castes always inherit what's worst in both
races. Is that true?'
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'I don't know that it's true. Most EurasIans aren't very good specimens, and
it's hard to see how they could be, with theIr upbringing. But our attItude
towards them is rather beastly. We always talk of them as though they'd
sprung up from the ground like mushrooms, with all their faults ready-made.
But when all's saId and done, we're responsible for their existence.'
'Responsible for their existence?'
'Well, they've all got fathers, you see.'
'Oh ... Of course there's that .... But after all, you aren't responsible. I
mean, only a very low kmd of man would-er-have anything to do with native
women, wouldn't he?'
'Oh, quite. But the fathers of both those two were clergymen m holy orders,
I believe.'
He thought of Rosa McFee, the Eurasian girl he had seduced in Mandalay in
1913. The way he used to sneak down to the house in agharry with the shutters
down; Rosa's corkscrew curls; her withered old Burmese mother, giving him
tea in the dark living-room with the fern pots and the wicker divan. And
afterwards, when he had chucked Rosa, those dreadful, imploring letters on
scented note-paper, which, in the end, he had ceased opening.
Elizabeth reverted to the subject of Fr.ancis and Samuel after tennis.
'Those two Eurasians-does anyone here have anything to do with them?
Invite them to their houses or anything?'
'Good gracious, no. They're complete outcasts. It's not considered quite the
thing to talk to them, in fact. Most of us say good morning to them-Ellis won't
even do that.'
'But you talked to them.'
'Oh well, I break the rules occasionally. I meant that a pukka sahib probably
wouldn't be seen talking to them. But you see, I try-just sometimes, when I
have the pluck-not to be a pukka sahib.'
I t was an unwise remark. She knew very well by this time the meaning of the
phrase 'pukka sahib' and all it stood for. His remark had made the difference in
their viewpoint a little clearer. The glance she gave him was almost hostile, and
curiously hard; for her face could look hard sometimes, in spite of its youth and
its flower-like skin. Those modish tortoise-shell spectacles gave her a very selfpossessed look_ Spectacles are queerly expressive things-almost more
expressive, indeed, than eyes.
As yet he had neither understood her nor quite won her trust. Yet on the
surface, at least, things had not gone ill between them. He had fretted her
sometimes, but the good impression that he hadmade that first morning was
not yet effaced. It was a curious fact that she scarcely noticed his birthmark at
this time. And there were some subjects on which she was glad to hear him
talk. Shooting, for example-she seemed to have an enthusiasm for shooting
that was remarkable in a girl. Horses, also; but he was less knowledgeable
about horses. He had arranged to take her out for a day's shooting, later, when
he could make preparations. Both of them were looking forward to the
expedition with some eagerness, though not entirely for the same reason.

II
Flory and Elizabeth walked down the bazaar road. It was morning, but the air
was so hot that to walk in it was like wading through a torrid sea. Strmgs of
Burmans passed, commg from the bazaar, on scraping sandals, and knots of
girls who hurried by four and five abreast, with short quick steps, chattering,
their burnished hair gleaming. By the roadside, just before you got to the jail,
the fragments of a stone pagoda were littered, cracked and overthrown by the
strong roots of a peepul tree. The angry carved faces of demons looked up from
the grass where they had fallen. Near by another peepul tree had twined itself
round a palm, uprooting it and bending it backwards in a wrestle that had
lasted a decade.
They walked on and came to the jail, a vast square block, two hundred yards
each way, with shiny concrete walls twenty feet high. A peacock, pet of the jail,
was mincing pigeon-toed along the parapet. Six convicts came by, head down,
dragging two heavy handcarts piled with earth, under the guard of IndIan
warders. They were long-sentence men, with heavy limbs, dressed in uniforms
of coarse white cloth with small dunces' caps perched on their shaven crowns.
Their faces were greYIsh, cowed and curiously flattened. Their leg-irons
jingled with a clear ring. A woman came past carrying a basket offish on her
head. Two crows were circling round it and making darts at it, and the woman
was flapping one hand negligently to keep them away.
There was a din of voices a little distance away. 'The bazaar's just round the
corner,' Flory said. 'I think this is a market morning. It's rather fun to watch.'
He had asked her to come down to the bazaar with him, telling her it would
amuse her to see it. They rounded the bend. The bazaar was an enclosure like a
very large cattle pen, with low stalls, mostly palm-thatched, round its edge. In
the enclosure, a mob of people seethed, shouting and jostling; the confusion of
their multi-coloured clothes was like a cascade of hundreds-and-thousands
poured out of a jar. Beyond the bazaar one could see the huge, mIry river. Tree
branches and long streaks of scum raced down it at seven miles an hour. By the
bank a fleet of sampans, with sharp beak-like bows on which eyes were painted,
rocked at their mooring-poles.
Fl()J;y and Elizabeth stood watchmg for a moment. Files of women passed
balancing vegetable baskets on their heads, and pop-eyed children who stared
at the Europeans. An old Chinese in dungarees faded to sky-blue hurried by,
nursing some unrecognizable, bloody fragment of a pig's intestines.
'Let's go and poke around the stalls a bit, shall we?' Flory said.
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'Is it all right going in among the crowd? Everything's so horribly dirty.'
'Oh, it's all right, they'll make way for us. It'll interest you.'
Elizabeth followed him doubtfully and even unwillingly. Why was it that he
always brought her to these places? Why was he forever dragging her in among
the 'natives', trying to get her to take an interest in them and watch their filthy,
disgustmg habIts? It was all wrong, somehow. However, she followed, not
feeling able to explain her reluctance. A wave of stifling aIr met them; there was
a reek of garlic, drIed fish, sweat, dust, amse, cloves and turmeric. The crowd
surged round them, swarms of stocky peasants with cigar-brown faces,
WIthered elders with their grey haIr tied in a bun behind, young mothers
carrying naked babies astride the hip. Flo was trodden on and yelped. Low,
strong shoulders bumped against Elizabeth, as the peasants, too busy
bargaining even to stare at a white woman, struggled round the stalls.
'Look!' Flory was pointing with his stick to a stall, and saying something,
but it was drowned by the yells of two women who were shaking theIr fists at
each other over a basket of pineapples. Elizabeth had reCOIled from the stench
and din, but he did not notice It, and led her deeper into the crowd, pointing to
thIS stall and that. The merchandise was foreign-Iookmg, queer and poor.
There were vast pomelos hanging on strings like green moons, red bananas,
baskets of heliotrope-coloured prawns the size of lobsters, brittle drIed fish
tied in bundles, crimson chilis, ducks split open and cured like hams, green
coco-nuts, the larvae of the rhinoceros beetle, sections of sugar-cane, dahs,
lacquered sandals, check silk longyis, aphrodisiacs in the form of large, soaphke pills, glazed earthenware jars four feet high, Chinese sweetmeats made of
garlic and sugar, green and white cigars, purple prinjals, persImmon-seed
necklaces, chickens cheeping in wicker cages, brass Buddhas, heart-shaped
betel leaves, bottles of Kruschen salts, switches of false hair, red clay cookingpots, steel shoes for bullocks, papiermflche marionettes, strips of alligator hide
with magical properties. Elizabeth's head was beginning to swim. At the other
end of the bazaar the sun gleamed through a priest's umbrella, blood-red, as
though through the ear of a giant. In front of a stall four DravidIan women
were pounding turmeric with heavy stakes in a large wooden mortar. The hotscented yellow powder flew up and tickled Elizabeth's nostrils, making her
sneeze. She felt that she could not endure this place a moment longer. She
touched Flory's arm.
'This crowd-the heat is so dreadful. Do you think we could get into the
shade?'
He turned round. To tell the truth, he had been too busy talking-mostly
inaudibly, because ofthe din-to notice how the heat and stench were affecting
her.
'Oh, I say, I am sorry. Let's get out of it at once. I tell you what, we'll go
along to old Li Yeik' s shop-he's the Chinese grocer-and he'll get us a drink of
something. It is rather stifling here.'
'All these spices-they kind of take your breath away. And what is that
dreadful smell like fish?'
'Oh, only a kind of sauce they make out of prawns. They bury them and then
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dig them up several weeks afterwards.'
'How absolutely horrible!'
'Quite wholesome, I belIeve. Come away from that!' he added to Flo, who
was nosing at a basket of small gudgeon-like fish with spines on their gills.
Li Yeik's shop faced the farther end of the bazaar. What Elizabeth had really
wanted was to go straIght back to the Club, but the European look of Li Yeik's
shop-front-it was piled WIth Lancashire-made cotton shirts and almost
incredibly cheap German clocks-comforted her somewhat after the barbarity
of the bazaar. They were about to climb the steps when a slim youth oftwenty,
damnably dressed in a longyi, blue cncker blazer and bright yellow shoes, with
his hair parted and greased 'Ingaleik fashion', detached himself from the
crowd and came after them. He greeted Flory with a small awkward movement
as though restraining himself from shikoing.
'What is It?' Flory said.
'Letter, sir.' He produced a grubby envelope.
'Would you excuse me?' Flory said to Elizabeth, opening the letter. It was
from Ma Hla May-or rather, it had been written for her and she had signed it
with a cross-and it demanded fifty rupees, in a vaguely menacing manner.
Flory pulled the youth aSIde. 'You speak English? Tell Ma Hla May I'll see
about this later. And tell her that If she tries blackmailing me she won't get
another pice. Do you understand?'
'Yes, sir.'
'And now go away. Don't follow me about, or there'll be trouble.'
'Yes, sir.'
'A clerk wanting a job,' Flory explained to Elizabeth as they went up the
steps. 'They come bothering one at all hours.' And he reflected that the tone of
the letter was curious, for he had not expected Ma Hla May to begin
blackmailing him so soon; however, he had not time at the moment to wonder
what it might mean.
They went into the shop, which seemed dark after the outer air. Li Yeik,
who was sitting smoking among his baskets of merchandise-there was no
counter-hobbled eagerly forward when he saw who had come in. Flory was a
friend of his. He was an old bent-kneed man dressed in blue, wearing a pigtail,
with a chinless yellow face, all cheekbones, like a benevolent skull. He greeted
Flory with nasal honking noises which he intended for Burmese, and at once
hobbled to the back of the shop to call for refreshments. There was a cool
sweetish smell of opium. Long strips of red paper with black lettering were
pasted on the walls, and at one side there was a little altar with a portrait of two
large, serene-looking people in embroidered robes, and two sticks of incense
smouldering in front of it. Two Chinese women, one old, and a girl were
sitting on a mat rolling cigarettes with maize straw and tobacco like chopped
hol1!dlair. They wore black silk trousers, and their feet, with bulging, swollen
insteps, were crammed into red-heeled wooden slippers no bigger than a
dOll·s. 'A. naked child was crawling slowly about the floor like a large yellow
frog.
'Do look at those women's feet!' Elizabeth whispered as soon as Li Yeik's
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back was turned. 'Isn't It simply dreadful! How do they get them like that?
Surely It Isn't natural?'
'No, they deform them artificially. It's gomg out m China, I believe, but the
people here are behind the times. Old Li Yeik's pigtail is another anachronism.
Those small feet are beautiful accordmg to Chmese Ideas.'
'Beautiful! They're so hornble I can hardly look at them. These people must
be absolute savages!'
'Oh no! They're highly ciVIlized; more civlhzed than we are, m my opmion.
Beauty's all a matter of taste. There are a people in thIS country called the
Palaungs who admire long necks in women. The girls wear broad brass rings to
stretch theIr necks, and they put on more and more of them untIl in the end
they have necks like giraffes. It's no queerer than bustles or crinolines.'
At this moment Li Yeik came back WIth two fat, round-faced Burmese gIrlS,
evidently sisters, gigglmg and carrying between them two chairs and a blue
Chinese teapot holding half a gallon. The two girls were or had been Li Yeik's
concubines. The old man had produced a tin of chocolates and was prising off
the hd and smiling in a fatherly way, exposing three long, tobacco-blackened
teeth. Elizabeth sat down in a very uncomfortable frame of mind. She was
perfectly certain that it could not be right to accept these people's hospitahty
One ofthe Burmese gIrls had at once gone behind the chairs and begun fanning
Flory and Elizabeth, while the other knelt at their feet and poured out cups of
tea. Elizabeth felt very foolish with the girl fanning the back of her neck and
the Chmaman grinmng in front of her. Flory always seemed to get her into
these uncomfortable situations. She took a chocolate from the tin Li Yeik
offered her, but she could not bring herselfto say 'thank you'.
'Is this all right?' she whispered to Flory.
'All right?'
'I mean, ought we to be sitting down in these people's house? Isn't It sort
of-sort of infra dzg?'
'It's all right with a Chinaman. They're a favoured race in this country. And
they're very democratic in their ideas. It's best to treat them more or less as
equals.'
'Thls tea looks absolutely beastly. It's quite green. You'd think they'd have
the sense to put milk in it, wouldn't you?'
'It's not bad. It's a special kind of tea old Ll Yeik gets from China. It has
orange blossoms in it, I believe.'
'Ugh! It tastes exactly like earth,' she said, having tasted it.
Li Yeik stood holding his pipe, which was two feet long with a metal bowl
the size of an acorn, .and watching the Europeans to see whether they enjoyed
his tea. The girl behmd the chair said something in Burmese, at which both of
them burst out giggling again. The one kneeling on the floor looked up and
gazed in a na'ive admiring way -at Elizabeth. Then she turned to Flory and
asked him whether the English lady wore stays. She pronounced it s'tays.
'ChI' said Li Yeik in a scandalized manner, stirring the girl with his toe to
sllence her.
'I should hardly care to ask her,' Flory said.
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'Oh, thakin, please do ask her! We are so anXIOUS to know!'
There was an argument, and the girl behind the chair forgot fanning and
Joined in. Both of them, it appeared, had been pIning all their lives to see a
veritable paIr of s'tays. They had heard so many tales about them; they were
made of steel on the principle of a strait waistcoat, and they compressed a
woman so tightly that she had no breasts, absolutely no breasts at all! The girls
pressed their hands against their fat ribs in illustration. Would not Flory be so
kind as to ask the English lady? There was a room behind the shop where she
could come with them and undress. They had been so hoping to see a pair of
s'tays.
Then the conversation lapsed suddenly. Elizabeth was sitting stiffly, holdIng
her tiny cup of tea, whIch she could not brIng herself to taste again, and
wearing a rather hard smile. A chill fell upon the Orientals; they reahzed that
the English girl, who could not join in their conversation, was not at her ~ase.
Her elegance and her foreign beauty, which had charmed them a moment
earlier, began to awe them a little. Even Flory was conscious of the same
feeling. There came one of those dreadful moments that one has with
Orientals, when everyone avoids everyone else's eyes, trying vainly to think of
something to say. Then the naked child, which had been exploring some
baskets at the back of the shop, crawled across to where the European sat. It
examined their shoes and stockings with great curiosity, and then, looking up,
saw their white faces and was seized with terror. It let out a desolate wail, and
began making water on the floor.
The old Chinese woman looked up, clicked her tongue and went on rolhng
cigarettes. No one else took the smallest notice. A pool began to form on the
floor. Elizabeth was so horrified that she set her cup down hastIly, and spilled
the tea. She plucked at Flory's arm.
'That child! Do look what it's doing! Really, can't someone-it's too awful!'
For a moment everyone gazed in astonishment, and then they all grasped
what was the matter. There was a flurry and a general clicking of tongues. No
one had paid any attentIOn to the child-the incident was too normal to be
noticed-and now they all felt horribly ashamed. Everyone began putting the
blame on the child. There were exclamations of 'What a disgraceful -child!
What a disgusting child!' The old Chinese woman carried the child, still
howling, to the door, and held it out over the step as though wringing out a
bath sponge. And in the same moment, as it seemed, Flory and Elizabeth were
outside the shop, and he was following her back to the road WIth Li Yeik and
the others looking after them in dismay.
<If that's what you call civilized people-I' she was exclaiming.
'I'm sorry,' he &aid feebly. 'I never expected-'
',What absolutely disgusting people!'
S~ was bitterly angry. Her face had flushed a wonderful delicate pink, like a
poppy ,bud opened a day too soon. It was the deepest colour of which it was
capable..He followed her past the bazaar and back to the main road, and they
had gone fifty yards before he ventured to speak again.
'I'm so sorry that this should have happened! Li Yeik is such a decent old
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chap. He'd hate to think that he'd offended you. Really it would have been
better to stay a few minutes. Just to thank him for the tea.'
'Thank him! After that!'
'But honestly, you oughtn't to mind that sort ofthing. Not in this country.
These people's whole outlook is so different from ours. One has to adjust
oneself. Suppose, for instance, you were back in the Middle Ages-'
'I think I'd rather not discuss it any longer.'
It was the first time they had defimtely quarrelled. He was too miserable
even to ask himself how it was that he offended her. He did not realize that this
constant striving to interest her in Onental things struck her only as perverse,
ungentlemanly, a deliberate seekIng after the squalid and the 'beastly'. He had
not grasped even now with what eyes she saw the 'natives'. He only knew that
at each attempt to make her share his life, his thoughts, his sense of beauty, she
silled away from him like a frightened horse.
They walked up the road, he to the left of her and a little behind. He watched
her averted cheek and the tiny gold haIrs on her nape beneath the brim of her
Terai hat. How he loved her, how he loved her! It was as though he had never
truly loved her till this moment, when he walked behind her in disgrace, not
even daring to show his disfigured face. He made to speak several times, and
stopped himself. His voice was not quite ready, and he dId not know what he
could say that did not risk offending her somehow. At last he saId, flatly, with a
feeble pretence that nothing was the matter;
'It's getting beastly hot, isn't it?'
With the temperature at 90 degrees in the shade it was not a brilliant remark.
To his surp~ise she seized on it with a kind of eagerness. She turned to face
him, and she was smiling again.
'Isn't it simply baking!'
With that they were at peace. The silly, banal remark, bringing with it the
reassuring atmosphere of Club-chatter, had soothed her like a charm. Flo, who
had lagged behind, came puffing up to them dribblIng saliva; In an instant they
were talking, quite as usual, about dogs. They talked about dogs for the rest of
the way home, almost without a pause. Dogs are an inexhaustible subject.
Dogs, dogs! thought Flory as they climbed the hot hillside, with the mounting
sun scorching their shoulders through their thin clothes, like the breath of
fire-were they never to talk of anything except dogs? Or failing dogs,
gramophone records and tennis racquets? And yet, when they kept to trash like
this, how easily, how amicably they could talk!
They passed the glittering white wall of the cemetery and came to the
Lackersteens' gate. Old mohur trees grew round it, and a clump of hollyhocks
eight feet high, with round red flowers like blowsy girls' faces. Flory took off
his hat in the shade and fanned his face.
'Well, we're back before the worst of the heat comes. I'm afraid our trip to
the bazaar wasn't altogether a success.'
J
'Oh, not at all! I enjoyed it, really I did.'
'No-I don't know, something unfortunate always seems to happen.-Oh, by
the way! You haven't forgotten that! We're going out shooting the day mer
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tomorrow? I hope that day will be all right for you?'
'Yes, and my uncle's going to lend me hls gun. Such awful fun! You'll have
to teach me all about shooting. I am so looking forward to it.'
'So am 1. It's a rotten time of year for shooting, but we'll do our best. Goodbye for the present, then.'
'Good-bye, Mr Flory.'
She still called hlm Mr Flory though he called her Elizabeth. They parted
and went their ways, each thinkmg of the shootmg trip, which, both of them
felt, would m some way put things rIght between them.

12
In the sticky, sleepy heat of the hving-room, almost dark because of the beaded
curtain, U Po Kyin was marching slowly up and down, boasting. From time to
time he would put a hand under his singlet and scratch his sweating breasts,
huge as a woman's with fat. Ma Kin was sitting on her mat, smoking slender
white cigars. Through the open door of the bedroom one could see the corner
of U Po Kyin's huge square bed, with carved teak posts, like a catafalque, on
which he had committed many and many a rape.
Ma Kin was now hearing for the first time of the 'other affair' which
underlay U Po Kyin's attack on Dr Veraswami. Much as he despised her
intelligence, U Po Kyin usually let Ma Kin into his secrets sooner or later. She
was the only person in his immediate circle who was not afrald of him, and
there was therefore a pleasure in impressing her.
'Well, Kin Kin,' he said, 'you see how it has all gone according to planl
Eighteen anonymous letters already, and everyone of them a masterpiece. I
would repeat some of them to you if I thought you were capable of
appreciating them.'
'But supposing the Europeans take no norieetuf your anonymous letters?
,What then?'
'Take no notice? Aha, no fear of that! I think I know something about the
European mentality. Let me tell you, Kin Kin, that if there is one thing I can
do, it is to write an anonymous letter.'
This was true. U Po Kyin's letters had already taken effect, and especially on
their chief target, Mr Macgregor.
Only two da;rs earlier than this, Mr Macgregor had spent a very troubled
eve!lipg in trying to make up his mind whether Dr Veraswami was or was not
guilty of disloyalty to the Government. Of course, it was not a question of any
overt act of disloyalty-that was quite irrelevant. The point was, was the doctor
the, kind oLman who would hold seditious opinions? In India you are not
judged for what you do, but for what you are. The merest breath of suspicion
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against his loyalty can ruin an Oriental official. Mr Macgregor had too just a
nature to condemn even an Oriental out of hand. He had puzzled as late as
mldnight over a whole pile of confidential papers, including the five
anonymous letters he had received, besides two others that had been
forwarded to him by Westfield, pmned together with a cactus thorn.
It was not only the letters. Rumours about the doctor had been pouring in
from every side. U Po Kyin fully grasped that to call the doctor a traitor was
not enough in itself; It was necessary to attack his reputation from every
posslble angle. The doctor was charged not only with sedltion, but also wlth
extortion, rape, torture, performing lllegal operations, performing operations
while blind drunk, murder by pOlson, murder by sympathetic maglc, eating
beef, selling death certificates to murderers, wearing his shoes in the precincts
of the pagoda and making homosexual attempts on the Military Police
drummer boy. To hear what was said of him, anyone would have imagined the
doctor a compound of Machiavelli, Sweeny Todd and the MarquIs de Sade.
Mr Macgregor had not paid much attention at first. He was too accustomed to
this kind of thing. But with the last ofthe anonymous letters U Po Kyin had
brought off a stroke that was brilliant even for him.
It concerned the escape of Nga Shwe 0, the dacoit, from Kyauktada jail.
Nga Shwe 0, who was in the middle of a well-earned seven years, had been
preparing his escape for several months past, and as a start his friends outside
had bribed one of the Indian warders. The warder received his hundred rupees
in advance, applied for leave to visit the death-bed of a relative and spent
several busy days in the Mandalay brothels. Time passed, and the day of the
escape was postponed several times-the warder, meanwhile, growing more
and more homeslck for the brothels. Finally he decided to earn a further
reward by betraying the plot to U Po Kyin. But U Po Kyin, as usual, saw his
chance. He told the warder on dire penalties to hold his tongue, and then, on
the very night of the escape, when it was too late to do anythmg, sent another
anonymous letter to Mr Macgregor, warning him that an escape was being
attempted. The letter added, needless to say, that Dr Veraswami, the
superintendent of the jail, had been bribed for his connivance.
In the morning there was a hullabaloo and a rushing to and fro of warders
and policemen at the jail, for Nga Shwe had escaped. (He was a long way
down the river, in a sampan provided by U Po Kyin.) This time Mr Macgregor
was taken aback. Whoever had written the letter must have been privy to the
plot, and was probably telling the truth about the doctor's connivance. It was a
very serious matter. A jail superintendent who will take bribes to let a prisoner
escape is capable of anything. And therefore-perhaps the logical sequence was
not quite clear, but it was clear enough to Mr Macgregor-therefore the charge
of sedition, which was the main charge against the doctor, became much more
credible.
U Po Kyin had attacked the other Europeans at the same time. Flory) who
was the doctor's friend and his chief source of prestige, had been scared easily
enough into deserting him. With Westfield it was a little harder. Westfield, as a
policeman, knew a great deal about U Po Kyin and might conceivably upset his
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plans. Policemen and magistrates are natural enemies. But U Po Kyin had
known how to turn even this fact to advantage. He had accused the doctor,
anonymously of course, of being in league with the notorious scoundrel and
bribe-taker U Po Kyin. That settled Westfield. As for Ellis, no anonymous
letters were needed in his case; nothing could possibly make him think worse
of the doctor than he did already.
U Po Kyin had even sent one of his anonymous letters to Mrs Lackersteen,
for he knew the power of European women. Dr Veraswami, the letter said, was
inciting the natives to abduct and rape the European women-no details were
given, nor were they needed. U Po Kyin had touched Mrs Lackersteen's weak
spot. To her mmd the words 'sedition', 'Nationalism,', 'rebellion', 'Home
Rule' , conveyed one thing and one only, and that was a picture of herself being
raped by a proceSSIOn of jet-black coolies with rolling white eyeballs. It was a
thought that kept her awake at night sometimes. Whatever good regard the
Europeans might once have had for the doctor was crumbling rapidly.
'So you see,' said U Po Kyin with a pleased air, 'you see how I have
undermined him. He is like a tree sawn through at the base. One tap and down
he comes. In three weeks or less I shall deliver that tap.'
'How?'
'I am just coming to that. I think it is time for you to hear about it. You have
no sense in these matters, but you know how to hold your tongue You have
heard talk of this rebellion that is brewing near Thongwa Village?'
'Yes. They are very foolish, those villagers. What can they do with their dahs
and spears against the Indian soldiers? They will be shot down like wild
animals.'
'Of course. If there is any fighting it will be a massacre. But they are only a
pack of superstitious peasants. They have put their faith in these absurd
bullet-proof jackets that are being distributed to them. I despise such
ignorance. '
'Poor men! Why do you not stop them, Ko Po Kyin? There is no need to
arrest anybody. You have only to go to the village and tell them that you know
their plans, and they will never dare to go on.'
'~:well, I could stop them if I chose, of course. But then I do not choose. I
have my reasons. You see, Kin Kin-you will please keep silent about this-this
is, so to speak, my own rebellion. I arranged it myself.'
'What!'
Ma Kin dropped her cigar. Her eyes had opened so wide that the pale blue
white showed all round the pupil. She was horrified. She burst out:
'Ko Po Kyin, what are you saying? You do not mean it! You, raising a
rebellion-it cannot be true!'
'Certainly it is true. And a very good job we are making of it. That magician
whom I brought from Rangoon is a clever fellow. He has toured all over India
as a circus conjurer, The bullet-proof jackets were bought at Whiteaway &
Laidlaw's stores~ one rupee eight annas each. They are costing me a pretty
pcmny, I <;an tell you.'
tBm. ,Ko Po Kyin! A rebellion! The terrible fighting and shooting, and all
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the poor men who will be killed! Surely you have not gone mad? Are you not
afraid of being shot yourself?'
U Po Kyin halted in his stride. He was astonished. 'Good gracious, woman,
what idea have you got hold of now? You do not suppose that I am rebelling
against the Government? I -a Government servant of thirty years' standing!
Good heavens, no! I said that I had started the rebellion, not that I was taking
part in it. It is these fools of villagers who are going to risk their skins, not I. No
one dreams that I have anything to do with it, or ever will, except Ba Sein and
one or two others.'
'But you said it was you who were persuading them to rebel?'
'Of course. I have accused Vera swami of raising a rebellion against the
Government. Well, I must have a rebellion to show, must I not?'
'Ah, I see. And when the rebellion breaks out, you are going to say that Dr
Veraswami is to blame for it. Is that it?'
'How slow you are! I should have thought even a fool would have seen that I
am raising the rebellion merely in order to crush it. I am-what is that
expression Mr Macgregor uses? Agent provocateur-Latin, you would not
understand. I am agent provocateur. First I persuade these fools at Thongwa to
rebel, and then I arrest them as rebels. At the very moment when it is due to
start, I shall pounce on the ringleaders and clap everyone of them in jail After
that, I dare say there may possibly be some fighting. A few men may be killed
and a few more sent to the Andamans. But, meanwhile, I shall be first in the
field. U Po Kyin, the man who quelled a most dangerous rising in the nick of
time! I shall be the hero of the district.'
U Po Kyin, justly proud of his plan, began to pace up and down the room
again with his hands behind his back, smihng. Ma Kin conSIdered the plan in
silence for some time. Finally she said:
'I still do not see why you are doing this, Ko Po Kyin. Where is it all leading?
And what has it got to do with Dr Veraswami?'
<I shall never teach you wisdom, Kin Kin! Did I not tell you at the beginning
that Veraswami stands in my way? This rebellion is the very thing to get rid of
him. Of course we shall never prove that he is responsible for it; but what does
that matter? All the Europeans will take it for granted that he is mixed up in it
somehow. That is how their minds work. He will be ruined for life. And his fall
is my rise. The blacker I can paint him, the more glorious my own conduct will
appear. Now do you understand?'
'Yes, I do understand. And I think it is a base, evil plan. I wonder you are
not ashamed to tell it me.'
'Now, Kin Kin! Surely you are not going to start that nonsense over again?'
'Ko Po Kyin, why is it that you are only happy when you are being wicked?
Why is it that everything you do must bring evil to others? Think of that poor
doctor who will be dismissed from his post, and those villagers who will be
shot or flogged with bamboos or imprisoned for life. Is it necessary to do such
things? What can you want with more money when you are rich already?'
'Money! Who is talking about money? Some day, woman, you will realize
that there are other things in the world besides money. Fame, for example.
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Greatness. Do you realize that the Governor of Burma will very probably pin
an Order on my breast for my loyal action in this affair? Would not even you be
proud of such an honour as that?'
Ma Kin shook her head, ummpressed. 'When will you remember, Ko Po
Kym, that you are not go1Og to live a thousand years? ConsIder what happens
to those who have lIved wickedly. There IS such a thing, for instance, as being
turned into a rat or a frog There is even hell. I remember what a priest said to
me once about hell, something that he had translated from the Pali scriptures,
and It was very terrible. He said, "Once in a thousand centuries two red-hot
spears will meet 10 your heart, and you will say to yourself, 'Another thousand
centUrIes of my torment are ended, and there IS as much to come as there has
been before.''' Is it not very dreadful to think of such th1Ogs, Ko Po Ky1O?'
U Po Kyin laughed and gave a careless wave of his hand that meant
'pagodas'.
'Well, I hope you may still laugh when it comes to the end. But for myself, I
should not care to look back upon such a life.'
She relighted her cigar with her thm shoulder turned disapprovingly on U
Po Kyin while he took several more turns up and down the room. When he
spoke, it was more seriously than before, and even WIth a touch of diffidence.
'You know, Kin Kin, there is another matter behind all this. Something that
I have not told to you or to anyone else. Even Ba Sein does not know. But I
believe I will tell it you now.'
'I do not want to hear it, if it is more wickedness.'
'No, no. You were asking just now what is my real object in thIS affair. You
think, I suppose, that I am ruining Veraswami merely because I dislike him
and his ideas about bribes as a nuisance. It IS not only that. There is something
else that is far more important, and it concerns you as well as me.'
'What is it?'
'Have you never felt in you, Kin Kin, a desire for higher things? Has it never
struck you that after all our successes-all my successes, I should say-we are
almost in the same position as when we started? I am worth, I dare say, two
lakhs of rupees, and yet look at the style in which we live! Look at this room!
Positively it is no better than that of a peasant. I am tired of eating with my
fingers and associating only with Burmans-poor, inferior people-and living,
as you might say, like a miserable Township Officer. Money is not enough; I
should like to feel that I have risen in the world as well. Do you not wish
sometimes for a way of life that is a little more-how shall I say-elevated?'
'I do not know how we could want more than what we have already. When I
was a girl in my village I never thought that I should live in such a house as
this. Look at those English chairs-I have never sat in one of them in my life.
But I am very proud to look at them and think that I own them.'
'Ch! Why did you ever leave that village of yours, Kin Kin? You are only fit
to stand gossiping by the well with a stone water-pot on your head. But I am
moreambirious) God be praised. And now I will tell you the real reason why I
am. intriguing against Veraswami. It is in my mind to do something that is
really.magnifi<:ent. Something noble, glorious! Something that is the very
I
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highest honour an Oriental can attain to. You know what I mean, of course?'
'No. What do you mean?'
'Come, now! The greatest achievement of my life! Surely you can guess?'
'Ah, I know! You are going to buy a motor-car. But oh, Ko Po Kyin, please
do not expect me to nde in it!'
U Po Kyin threw up his hands in d1Sgust. 'A motor-car! You have the mind
of a bazaar peanut-seller! I could buy twenty motor-cars 1f I wanted them. And
what use would a motor-car be in this place? No, 1t 1S somethmg far grander
than that.'
'What, then?'
'It is this. I happen to know that in a month's time the Europeans are going
to elect one native member to their Club. They do not want to do it, but they
will have orders from the Commissioner, and they will obey. Naturally, they
would elect Veraswami, who is the highest native official in the d1strict. But I
have disgraced Veraswami. And so-'
'What?'
U Po Kyin did not answer for a moment. He looked at Ma Kin, and his vast
yellow face, with its broad jaw and numberless teeth, was so softened that 1t
was almost ch1ld-like. There might even have been tears in his tawny eyes. He
said in a small, almost awed voice, as though the greatness of what he was
saying overcame him:
'Do you not see, woman? Do you not see that if Veraswami is disgraced I
shall be elected to the Club myself?'
The effect of 1t was crushmg. There was not another word of argument on
Ma Kin's part. The magnificence of U Po Kyin's project had struck her dumb.
And not withour reason, for all the achievements ofU Po Kyin's life were as'
nothing beside this. It is a real triumph-it would be doubly so in
Kyauktada-for an official of the lower ranks to worm his way into the
European Club. The European Club, that remote, mysterious temple, that
holy of holies far harder of entry than Nirvana! Po Kyin, the naked gutter-boy
of Mandalay, the thieving clerk and obscure official, would enter that sacred
place, call Europeans 'old chap', drink whisky and soda and knock white balls
to and fro on the green table! Ma Kin, the village woman, who had first seen
the light through the chinks of a bamboo hut thatched with palm-leaves,would
sit on a high chair with her feet imprisoned in silk stockings and high-heeled
shoes (yes, she would actually wear shoes in that place!) talking to English
ladies in Hindustani_ about baby-linen! It was a prospect that would have
dazzled anybody.
For a long time Ma Kin remained silent, her lips parted, thinking of the
European Club and the splendours that it might contain. For the first time in
her life she surveyed U Po Kyin's intrigues without disapproval. Perhaps it
was a feat greater even than the storming of the Club to have planted a grain of
ambition in Ma Kin's gentle heart.

13
As Flory came through the gate of the hospital compound four ragged
sweepers passed him, carrying some dead coolie, wrapped In sackcloth, to a
foot-deep grave in the jungle. Flory crossed the brick-like earth of the yard
between the hospital sheds. All down the wide verandas, on sheetless
charpoys, rows of grey-faced men lay silent and moveless. Some filthy-looking
curs, which were said to devour amputated limbs, dozed or snapped at their
fleas among the piles of the buildings. The whole place wore a sluttish and
decaying air Dr Veraswami struggled hard to keep it clean, but there was no
coping with the dust and the bad water-supply, and the inertia of sweepers and
half-trained Assistant Surgeons.
Flory was told that the doctor was in the out-patIents' department. It was a
plaster-walled room furnished only with a table and two chaIrs, and a dusty
portraIt of Queen VictorIa, much awry. A proceSSIon of Burmans, peasants
with gnarled muscles beneath their faded rags, were filing into the room and
queueing up at the table The doctor was in shirt-sleeves and sweating
profusely. He sprang to his feet with an exclamation of pleasure, and in his
usual fussy haste thrust Flory into the vacant chair and produced a tin of
cigarettes from the drawer of the table.
'What a delightful ViSIt, Mr Flory! Please to make yourself comfortable-that
iss, if one can possibly be comfortable in such a place ass this, ha, hal
Afterwards, at my house, we will talk with beer and amenities. Kindly excuse
me while I attend to the populace.'
Flory sat down, and the hot sweat immediately burst out and drenched his
shirt. The heat of the room was stifling. The peasants steamed garlic from all
their pores. As each man came to the table the doctor would bounce from his
chair, prod the patient in the back, lay a black ear to his chest, fire off several
questions in villainous Burmese, then bounce back to the table and scribble a
prescription. The patients took the prescriptions across the yard to the
Compounder, who gave them bottles filled with water and various vegetable
dyes. The Compounder supported himself largely by the sale of drugs, for the
Qovernment paid him only twenty-five rupees a month. However, the doctor
knew nothing of this.
On most' mornings the doctor had not time to attend to the out-patients
·himself, and left them to one of the Assistant Surgeons. The Assistant
Surgeon's methods of diagnosis were brief. He would simply ask each patient,
4Where is your pain? Head, back or belly?' and at the reply hand out a
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prescription from one of three piles that he had prepared beforehand. The
patients much preferred thIS method to the doctor's. The doctor had a way of
asking them whether they had suffered from venereal diseases-an
ungentlemanly, pointless question-and sometimes he horrified them still
more by suggestmg operations. 'Belly-cuttmg' was their phrase for it. The
majority of them would have died a dozen times over rather than submit to
'belly-cutting' .
As the last patient disappeared the doctor sank mto his chair, fanning his
face wIth the prescription-pad.
'Ach, this heat! Some mornmgs I tlunk that never w1l1 I get the smell of
garlic out of my nose! It iss amazing to me how their very blood becomes
impregnated wIth it. Are you not suffocated, Mr Flory? You English have the
sense of smell almost too highly developed. What torments you must all suffer
in our filthy East!'
'Abandon your noses, all ye who enter here, what? They might write that up
over the Suez Canal. You seem busy this mormng?'
'Ass ever. Ah but, my friend, how discouraging ISS the work of a doctor m
this country! These villagers-dirty, ignorant savages! Even to get them to
come to hospital iss all we can do, and they will die of gangrene or carry a
tumour ass large ass a melon for ten years rather than face the knife. And such
medicines ass their own so-called doctors give to them! Herbs gathered under
the new moon, tigers' whIskers, rhinoceros horn, urine, menstrual blood! How
men can drink such compounds iss dIsgusting.'
'Rather picturesque, all the same. You ought to compile a Burmese
pharmacopoeia, doctor. It would be almost as good as Culpeper.'
'Barbarous cattle, barbarous cattle,' said the doctor, beginning to struggle
into his white coat. 'Shall we go back to my house? There iss beer and I trust a
few fragments of ice left. I have an operation at ten, strangulated hernia, very
urgent. Till then I am free.'
'Yes. As a matter of fact there's something I rather wanted to talk to you
about.'
They recrossed the yard and climbed the steps of the doctor's veranda. The
doctor, having felt in the ice-chest and found that the Ice was all melted to
tepid water, opened a bottle of beer and called fussily to the servants to set
some more bottles swinging in a cradle of wet straw. Flory was standing
looking over the veranda rail, with his hat still on. The fact was that he had
come here to utter an apology. He had been avoiding the doctor for nearly a
fortnight-since the day, in fact, when he had set his name to the insulting
notice at the Club. But the apology had got to be uttered. U Po Kyin was a very
good judge of men, but he had erred in supposing that two anonymous letters
were enough to scare Flory permanently away from his friend.
'Look here, doctor, you know what I wanted to say?'

'I? No.'
'Yes, you do. It's about that beastly trick I played on you the other week.
When Ellis put that notice Qn the Club board and I signed my name to it. You
must !)ave heard ~t it. 1 ~ to try 8.9d explain-'
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'No, no, my friend, no, no!' The doctor was so distressed that he sprang
across the veranda and seIzed Flory by the arm. 'You shall not explain! Please
never mentIon it! I understand perfectly-but most perfectly.'
'No, you don't understand. You couldn't. You don't realize Just what kind of
pressure is put on one to make one do things like that. There was nothing to
make me sign the notice. Nothing could have happened if I'd refused. There's
no law telling us to be beastly to Orientals-quite the contrary. But-it's just
that one daren't be loyal to an Onental when It means going agamst the others.
It doesn't do. If I'd stuck out against signing the notice I'd have been in
disgrace at the Club for a week or two. So I funked It, as usual.'
'Please, Mr Flory, please! Possitively you will make me uncomfortable if
you contmue. Ass though I could not make all allowances for your position!'
'Our motto, you know is, "In India, do as the English do".'
'Of course, of course. And a most noble motto. "Hanging together", ass you
call it. It iss the secret of your superiority to we Orientals.'
'Well, it's never much use saying one's sorry. But what I did come here to
say was that it shan't happen again. In fact-'
'Now, now, Mr Flory, you will oblige me by saying no more upon this
subject. It iss all over and forgotten. Please to drink up your beer before it
becomes ass hot ass tea. Also, I have a thing to tell you. You have not asked for
my news yet:
'Ah, your news. What is your news, by the way? How's everything been
going all this time? How's Ma Britannia? Stiil moribund?'
'Aha, very low, very low! But not so low ass 1. I am in deep waters, my
friend.'
'What? U Po Kyin again? Is he still libelling you?'
'If he iss libellIng me! This time it iss-well, it iss something diabolical. My
friend, you have heard of this rebellion that is supposed to be on the pomt of
breaking out in the district?'
'I've heard a lot of talk. Westfield's been out bent on slaughter, but I hear he
can't find any rebels. Only the usual village Hampdens who won't pay their
taxes.'
'Ah yes. Wretched fools! Do you know how much iss the tax that most of
them have refused to pay? Five rupees! They will get tired of it and pay up
presently. We have this trouble every year. But ass for the rebellion-the socalled rebellion, Mr Flory-I wish you to know that there iss more in it than
meets the eye.'
'Oh? What?'
To Flory's surprise the doctor made such a violent gesture of anger that he
spilled most of his beer. He put his glass down on the veranda rail and burst
out:
'It iss U Po Kyin again! That unutterable scoundrel! That crocodile
deprived of natural feeling! That-that-'
'Go on. "That obscene trunk of humors, that swol'n parcel of dropsies, that
bolting-hutch ofbeastliness"-go on. What's he been up to now?'
. ~ 'A villainy unparalleled' -and here the doctor outlined the plot for a sham
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rebellion, very much as U Po Kyin had explained It to Ma Km. The only detaIl
not known to him was U Po Kyin's intention of gettmg himself elected to the
European Club. The doctor's face could not accurately be said to flush, but It
grew several shades blacker in hIS anger. Flory was so astonished that he
remained standing up.
'The cunning old devil! Who'd have thought he had it in him? But how dId
you manage to find all thIs out?'
'Ah, I have a few friends left. But now do you see, my fnend, what rum he iss
prepanng for me? Already he hass calummated me right and left. When this
absurd rebellion breaks out, he will do everything in his power to connect my
name with it. And I tell you that the slightest suspicion of my loyalty could be
ruin for me, ruin! If it were ever breathed that I were even a sympathizer wIth
this rebellion, there iss an end of me.'
'But, damn it, this IS ridiculous' Surely you can defend yourself somehow?'
'How can I defend myself when I can prove nothing? I know that all this iss
true, but what use iss that? If I demand a public inquiry, for every WItness I
produce U Po Kyin would produce fifty. You do not realize the influence of
that man in the district. No one dare speak against him.'
'But why need you prove anything? Why not go to old Macgregor and tell
him about it? He's a very fair-minded old chap in his way. He'd hear you
out.'
'Useless, useless. You have not the mind of an intriguer, Mr Flory. Qui
s'excuse, s'accuse, iss it not? It does not pay to cry that there iss a conspIracy
against one.'
'Well, what are you going to do, then?'
'There iss nothing I can do. Simply I must wait and hope that my prestige
will carry me through. In affairs like this, where a natIve official's reputation iss
at stake, there iss no question of proof, of evidence. All depends upon one's
standing with the Europeans. If my standing iss good, they will not believe It
of me; if bad, they will believe it. Prestige iss all.'
They were silent for a moment. Flory understood well enough that 'prestige
iss all'. He was used to these nebulous conflicts, in which suspicion counts for
more than proof, and reputation for more than a thousand witnesses. A
thought came into his head, an uncomfortable, chilling thought which would
never have occurred to hIm three weeks earlier. It was one of those moments
when one sees quite clearly what is one's duty, and, with all the will in the
world to shirk it, feels certain that one must carry it out. He said:
'Suppose, for instance, you were elected to the Club? Would that do your
prestige any good?'
'If I were elected to the Club! Ah, indeed, yes! The Club! It iss a fortress
impregnable. Once there, and no one would listen to these tales about me any
more than if it were about you, or Mr Macgregor, or any other European
gentleman. But what hope have I that they will elect me after their minds have
been poisoned against me?'
'Well now, look here, doctor, I tell you what. I'll propose your name at the
next general meeting. I know the question's got to come up then, and if
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someone comes forward wlth the name of a candldate, I dare say no one except
Ellis wlll blackball him. And in the meantlme-'
'Ah, my friend, my dear fnend!' The doctor's emotlOn caused him almost to
choke. He seized Flory by the hand. 'Ah, my friend, that iss noble! Truly It iss
noble! But it lSS too much. I fear that you will be m trouble with your European
friends again Mr Ellis, for example-would he tolerate it that you propose my
name?'
'Oh, bother Ellis. But you must understand that I can't promlse to get you
elected. It depends on what Macgregor says and what mood the others are in.
It may all come to nothmg.'
The doctor was still holding Flory's hand between hls own, which were
plump and damp. The tears had actually started into his eyes, and these,
magnified by his spectacles, beamed upon Flory like the liquid eyes of a dog.
'Ah, my friend! If I should but be elected! What an end to all my troubles!
But, my friend, ass I said before, do not be too rash in this matter. Beware of U
Po Kyin! By now he will have numbered you among hiss enemies. And even
for you hiss enmity can be a danger.'
'Oh, good Lord, he can't touch me. He's done nothing so far-only a few silly
anonymous letters.'
'I would not be too sure. He hass subtle ways to strike. And for sure he will
ralse heaven and earth to keep me from being elected to the Club. If you have a
weak spot, guard it, my fnend. He will find it out. He strikes always at the
weakest spot.'
'Like the crocodile,' Flory suggested.
'Like the crocodile,' agreed the doctor gravely. 'Ah but, my friend, how
gratifying to me if! should become a member of your European Club! What an
honour, to be the associate of European gentlemen! But there iss one other
matter, Mr Flory, that I did not care to mention before. It iss-I hope this iss
clearly understood-that I have no intention of using the Club in any way.
Membershlp is all I desire. Even If I were elected, I should not, of course, ever
presume to eome to the Club.'
'Not come to the Club?'
'No, no! Heaven forbid that I should force my society upon the European
gentlemen! Simply I should pay my subscriptions. That, for me, iss a privilege
high enough. You understand that, I trust?'
'Perfectly, doctor, perfectly.'
Flory could not help laughing as he walked up the hill. He was definitely
committed now to proposing the doctor's election. And there would be such a
row when the others heard of it-oh, such a devil of a row! But the astonishing
thing was that it only made him laugh. The prospect that would have appalled
him a month back now almost exhilarated him.
Why? And why had he given his promlse at all? It was a small thing, a small
risk to take-nothing heroic about it-and yet it was unlike him. Why, after all
these years-the circumspect, pukka sahib-like years-break all the rules so
suddenly?
He knew why. It was because Elizabeth, by coming into his life, had so
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changed It and renewed It that all the dirty, miserable years might never have
passed. Her presence had changed the whole orbIt of hIs mmd. She had
brought back to hIm the air of England-dear England, where thought IS free
and one is not condemned forever to dance the danse du pukka sahzb for the
edification ofthe lower races. Where IS the life that late I led? he thought. Just
by eXIsting she had made it possIble for him, she had even made It natural to
him, to act decently.
Where is the life that late I led? he thought agam as he came through the
garden gate. He was happy, happy. For he had perceived that the pIOUS ones
are right when they say that there is salvation and lIfe can begin anew. He came
up the path, and it seemed to hIm that his house, hIS flowers, his servants, all
the life that so short a tIme ago had been drenched m ennui and homesickness,
were somehow made new, significant, beautiful inexhaustibly. What fun it
could all be, if only you had someone to share it with you! Bow you could love
this country, if only you were not alone! Nero was out on the path, braving the
sun for some grains of paddy that the mali had dropped, takmg food to his
goats. Flo made a dash at hIm, panting, and Nero sprang into the air with a
flurry and lIghted on Flory's shoulder. Flory walked into the house with the
little red cock in his arms, stroking hIS silky ruff and the smooth, diamondshaped feathers of his back.
Be had not set foot on the veranda before he knew that Ma Bla May was in
the house. It did not need Ko S'la to come hurrying from within with a face of
eVIl tidings. Flory had smelled her scent of sandalwood, garlIc, coco-nut oil
and the Jasmine in her hair. He dropped Nero over the veranda rail.
'The woman has come back,' said Ko S'la.
Flory had turned very pale. When he turned pale the birthmark made him
hIdeously ugly. A pang like a blade of ice had gone through his entrails. Ma
Bla May had appeared m the doorway of the bedroom. She stood with her face
downcast, looking at hIm from beneath lowered brows.
'Thakin,' she said in a low voice, half sullen, half urgent.
'Go away!' said Flory angrily to Ko S'la, venting his fear and anger upon
him.
'Thakin:she said, 'come into the bedroom here. I have a thing to say to you.'
Be followed her into the bedroom. In a week-it was only a week-her
appearance had degenerated extraordInarily. Ber hair looked greasy. All her
lockets were gone, and she was wearing a Manchester longyz of flowered
cotton, costing two rupees eight annas. She had coated her face so thick with
powder that it was like a clown's mask, and at the roots of her hair, where the
powder ended, there was a rib bon of natural-coloured brown skin. She looked
a drab. Flory would not face her, but stood looking sullenly through the open
doorway to the veranda.
'What do you mean by coming back like this? Why did you not go home to
your village?'
'I am staying in Kyauktada, at my cousin's house. How can I go back to my
village after what has happened?'
'And what do you mean by sending men to demand money from me? How
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can you want more money already, when I gave you a hundred rupees only a
week ago?'
'How can I go back?' she repeated, ignormg what he had sald. Her voice rose
so sharply that he turned round She was standing very upright, sullen, with
her black brows drawn together and her lips pouted.
'Why cannot you go back?'
'After that! After what you have done to me!'
Suddenly she burst mto a funous tlrade. Her voice had risen to the
hysterical graceless scream of the bazaar women when they quarrel.
'How can I go back, to be jeered at and pomted at by those low, stupid
peasants whom I desplse? I who have been a bo-kadaw, a white man's wife, to
go home to my father's house, and shake the paddy basket with old hags and
women who are too ugly to find husbands' Ah, what shame, what shame! Two
years I was your wife, you loved m'e and cared for me, and then without
warning, without reason, you drove me from your door like a dog. And I must
go back to my village, with no money, wlth all my jewels and silk longyis gone,
and the people will point and say, "There is Ma Hla May who thought herself
cleverer than the rest of us. And behold! her whlte man has treated her as they
always do." I am ruined, ruined! What man will marry me after I have lived
two years in your house? You have taken my youth from me. Ah, what shame,
what shame!'
He could not look at her; he stood helpless, pale, hang-dog. Every word she
said was justified, and how tell her that he could do no other than he had done?
How tell her that it would have been an outrage, a sm, to continue as her lover?
He almost cringed from her, and the birthmark stood on his yellow face like a
splash of ink. He said flatly, turning instinctively to money-for money had
never failed with Ma Hla May:
'I will give you money. You shall have the fifty rupees you asked me
for-more later. I have no more till next month.'
This was true. The hundred rupees he had given her, and what he had spent
on clothes, had taken most of hls ready money. To his dismay she burst into a
loud wail. Her whlte mask puckered up and the tears sprang quickly out and
coursed down her cheeks. Before he could stop her she had fallen on her knees
in front of him, and she was bowing, touchmg the floor with her forehead in the
'full' shiko of utter abasement.
'Get up, get up!' he exclaimed. The shameful, abject shiko, neck bent, body
doubled up as though inviting a blow, always horrified him. 'I can't bear that.
Get up this instant.'
She wailed again, and made an attempt to clasp his ankles. He stepped
backwards hurriedly.
'Get up, now, and stop that dreadful noise. I don't know what you are crying
about.'
She did not get up, but only rose to her knees and wailed at him anew. 'Why
do you offer me money? Do you think it is only for money that I have come
back? Do you think that when you have driven me from your door like a dog it
is only because of money that I care?'
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'Get up,' he repeated. He had moved several paces away, lest she should
seize him. 'What do you want if It is not money?'
'Why do you hate me?' she wailed. 'What harm have I done you? I stole your
cigarette-case, but you were not angry at that. You are going to marry this
white woman, I know it, everyone knows it. But what does It matter, why must
you turn me away? Why do you hate me?'
'I don't hate you. I can't explain. Get up, please get up.'
She was weeping quite shamelessly now. After all, she was hardly more than
a child. She looked at him through her tears, anxiously, studying him for a sign
of mercy. Then, a dreadful thing, she stretched herself at full length, flat on her
face.
'Get up, get up!' he cried out in English. 'I can't bear that-it's too
abommable!'
She did not get up, but crept, wormlike, right across the floor to his feet. Her
body made a broad ribbon on the dusty floor. She lay prostrate in front of him,
face hidden, arms extended, as though before a god's altar.
'Master, master,' she whimpered, 'will you not forgive me? This once, only
this once! Take Ma Hla May back. I will be your slave, lower than your slave.
Anything sooner than turn me away.'
She had wound her arms round his ankles, actually was kissing his toes. He
stood looking down at her with his hands in his pockets, helpless. Flo came
ambling mto the room, walked to where Ma Hla May lay and sniffed at her
longyi. She wagged her tail vaguely, recognizing the smell. Flory could not
endure it. He bent down and took Ma RIa May by the shoulders, lifting her to
her knees.
'Stand up, now,' he said. 'It hurts me to see you like this. I will do what I can
for you. What is the use of crying?'
Instantly she cried out in renewed hope: 'Then you will take me back? Oh,
master, take Ma Hla May back! No one need ever know. I will stay here when
that white woman comes, she will think I am one of the servants' wives. Will
you not take me back?'
'I cannot. It's impossible,' he said, turning away again.
She heard finality in his tone, and uttered a harsh, ugly cry. She bent
forward again in a shiko, beating her forehead against the floor. It was
dreadful. And what was more dreadful than all, what hurt in his breast, was the
utter gracelessness, the lowness of the emotion beneath those entreaties. For in
all this there was not a spark of love for him. If she wept and grovelled it was
only for the position she had once had as his mistress, the idle life, the rich
clothes and dominion over servants. There was something pitiful beyond
words in that. Had she loved him he could have driven her from his door with
far less compunction. No sorrows are so bitter as those that are without a trace
of nobility. He bent down and picked her up in his arms.
'-Listen, Ma Rla May,' he said; 'I do.not hate you, you have done me no evil.
It is I who have wronged you. But there is no help for it now. You must go
home; and later I .will send you money. If you like you shall start a shop in the
bazaar. You are young. This will not matter to you when you have money and
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can find yourself a husband.'
'I am ruined!' she wailed again. 'I shall kill myself. I shall jump off the jetty
into the river. How can I live after trus disgrace?'
He was holding her in his arms, almost caressing her. She was clinging close
to him, her face hidden against his shirt, her body shaking with sobs. The scent
of sandalwood floated lOto hIS nostrils. Perhaps even now she thought that
WIth her arms around hIm and her body against his she could renew her power
over him. He disentangled himself gently, and then, seeing that she did not fall
on her knees again, stood apart from her.
'That is enough. You must go now. And look, I will gIVe you the fifty rupees
I promised you.'
He dragged his tin uniform case from under the bed and took out five tenrupee notes. She stowed them silently in the bosom of her ingyi. Her tears had
ceased flowing quite suddenly. WIthout speaking she went into the bathroom
for a moment, and came out with her face washed to its natural brown, and her
haIr and dress rearranged. She looked sullen, but not hysterical any longer.
'For the last time, thakin' you will not take me back? That is your last word?'
'Yes. I cannot help it.'
'Then I am going, thakin.'
'Very well. God go with you.'
Leaning against the wooden pillar of the veranda, he watched her walk down
the path in the strong sunlight. She walked very upright, with bitter offence in
the carriage of her back and head. It was true what she had said, he had robbed
her of her youth. His knees were trembling uncontrollably. Ko S'la came
behind him, SIlent-footed. He gave a little deprecating cough to attract Flory's
attention.
'What's the matter now?'
'The holy one's breakfast is getting cold.'
'I don't want any breakfast. Get me something to drink-gin.'
Where is the life that late I led?

I4
Like long curved needles threading through embroidery, the two canoes that
carried Flory and Elizabeth threaded their way up the creek that led inland
from the eastern bank of the Irrawaddy. It was the day of the shooting trip-a
short afternoon trip, for they could not stay a night in the jungle together.
They were to shoot for a couple of hours in the comparative cool of the
evening, and be back at Kyauktada in time for dinner.
The canoes~ each hollowed out of a single tree-trunk, glided swiftly, hardly
rippiiag the dark brown water. Water hyacinth with profuse spongy foliage
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and blue flowers had choked the stream so that the channel was only a winding
ribbon four feet wide. The light filtered, greenish, through interlacing boughs.
Sometimes one could hear parrots scream overhead, but no wild creatures
showed themselves, except once a snake that swam hurriedly away and
disappeared among the water hyacinth.
'How long before we get to the village?' Elizabeth called back to Flory. He
was In a larger canoe behind, together with Flo and Ko S'la, paddled by a
wrinkly old woman dressed in rags.
'How far, grandmama?' Flory asked the canoe-woman.
The old woman took her cigar out of her mouth and rested her paddle on her
knees to think. 'The distance a man can shout,' she said after reflection.
'About half a mile,' Flory translated.
They had come two miles. Elizabeth's back was aching. The canoes were
liable to upset at a careless moment, and you had to sit bolt upright on the
narrow backless seat, keeping your feet as well as possible out of the bilge, with
dead prawns in it, that sagged to and fro at the bottom. The Burman who
paddled Elizabeth was sixty years old, half naked, leaf-brown, with a body as
perfect as that of a young man. His face was battered, gentle and humorous.
His black cloud of hair, finer than that of most Burmans, was knotted loosely
over one ear, with a wisp or two tumbling across his cheek. Elizabeth was
nursing her uncle's gun across her knees. Flory had offered to take it, but she
had refused; in reality, the feel of it delighted her so much that she could not
bring herself to give it up. She had never had a gun in her hand until today. Sh~
was wearing a rough skirt with brogue shoes and a silk shirt like a man's, and
she knew that with her Terai hat they looked well on her. She was very happy,
in spite of her aching back and the hot sweat that tickled her face, and the large,
speckled mosquitoes that hummed round her ankles.
The stream narrowed and the beds of water hyacinth gave place to steep
banks of glistening mud, like chocolate. Rickety thatched huts leaned far out
over the stream, their piles driven into its bed. A naked boy was standing
between two of the huts, flying a green beetle on a piece of thread like a klte. He
yelled at the sight of the Europeans, whereat more children appeared from
nowhere. The old Burman guided the canoe to a jetty made of a single palmtrunk laid in the mud-it was covered with barnacles and so gave foothold-and
sprang out and helped Elizabeth ashore. The others followed with the bags and
cartridges, and Flo, as she always did on these occasions, fell into the mud and
sank as deep as the shoulder. A skinny old gentleman wearing a magenta paso,
with a mole on his cheek from which four yard-long grey hairs sprouted, came
forward shikoing and cuffing the heads of the children who had gathered round
the jetty.
'The village headman,' Flory said.
The old man led the way to his house, walking ahead with an extraordinary
crouching gaj.t, like a letter L upside down-the result of rh~sm
combined with the constant shikoing needed in a minor Government official.
A mob of children marched rapidly after the Europeans, and more and mo're
dogs, all yapping and causing Flo to shrink against Flory's heels. In the
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doorway of every hut clusters of moonhke, rustic faces gaped at the
'Ingaleikma'. The vIllage was darkish under the shade of broad leaves. In the
rains the creek would flood, turning the lower parts of the village into a squalid
wooden Venice where the vIllagers stepped from theIr front doors into their
canoes.
The headman's house was a little bigger than the others, and it had a
corrugated iron roof, which, in spite of the intolerable dm it made during the
rams, was the pride of the headman's life. He had foregone the building of a
pagoda, and appreciably lessened hIS chances of Nirvana, to pay for it. He
hastened up the steps and gently kicked in the ribs a youth who was lying
asleep on the veranda. Then he turned and shlkoed agam to the Europeans,
asking them to come inside.
'Shall we go m?' Flory said. 'I expect we shall have to wait half an hour.'
'Couldn't you tell him to bring some chaIrs out on the veranda?' Elizabeth
said. After her experience in Li Yeik' s house she had privately decided that she
would never go inside a natIve house again, if she could help it.
There was a fuss inside the house, and the headman, the youth and some
women dragged forth two chairs decorated in an extraordinary manner with
red hibiscus flowers, and also some begonias growing in kerosene tins. It was
evident that a sort of double throne had been prepared within for the
Europeans. When Elizabeth had sat down the headman reappeared WIth a
teapot, a bunch of very long, bright green bananas, and six coal-black cheroots.
But when he had poured her out a cup of tea Elizabeth shook her head, for the
tea looked, If possible, worse even than Li Yeik' s.
The headman looked abashed and rubbed his nose. He turned to Flory and
asked hlffi whether the young thakm-ma would hke some milk in her tea. He
had heard that Europeans drank milk in their tea. The villages should, if it
were deSIred, catch a cow and milk it. However, Elizabeth still refused the tea;
but she was thirsty, and she asked Flory to send for one of the bottles of sodawater that Ko S'la had brought in his bag. Seeing this, the headman retired,
feeling guiltily that his preparations had been insufficient, and left the veranda
to the Europeans .
. Elizabeth was still nursing her gun on her knees, while Flory leaned against
the veranda rail pretending to smoke one of the headman's cheroots. Elizabeth
was pining for the shooting to begin. She plied Flory with mnumerable
questions.
'How soon can we start out? Do you think we've got enough cartridges?
How many beaters shall we take? Oh, I do so hope we have some luck! You do
think we'll get something, don't you?'
'Nothing wonderful, probably. We're bound to get a few pigeons, and
perhaps jungle fowl. They're out of season, but it doesn't matter shooting the
cocks. They say there's a leopard round here, that killed a bullock almost in the
village last week.'
'Oh, a leopard! How lovely if we could shoot it!'
'It's very-unlikely, I'm afraid. The only rule with this shooting in Burma is
to hope fur nothing. It's invariably disappointing. The jungles teem with
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game, but as often as not you don't even get a chance to fire your gun.'
'Why is that?'
'The jungle is so thick. An animal may be five yards away and quite
invisible, and half the time they manage to dodge back past the beaters. Even
when you see them it's only for a flash of a second. And again, there's water
everywhere, so that no animal is tied down to one particular spot. A tiger, for
instance, will roam hundreds of miles if it suits him. And with all the game
there is, they need never come back to a kill if there's anything suspIcious
about it. Night after night, when I was a boy, I've sat up over horrible stinking
dead cows, waiting for tigers that never came.'
Elizabeth wriggled her shoulder-blades against the chair. It was a movement
that she made sometimes when she was deeply pleased. She loved Flory, really
loved him, when he talked like this. The most trIvial scrap of information
about shooting thrilled her. If only he would always talk about shooting,
instead of about books and Art and that mucky poetry! In a sudden burst of
admiration she decided that Flory was really quite a handsome man, in his
way. He looked so splendidly manly, with his pagri-cloth shirt open at the
throat, and his shorts and puttees and shooting boots! And his face, lined,
sunburned, like a soldier's face. He was standing with his birthmarked cheek
away from her. She pressed him to go on talking.
'Do tell me some more about tiger-shooting, It's so awfully interesting!'
He described the shooting, years ago, of a mangy old man-eater who had
killed one of his coolies. The wait in the mosquito-ridden machan; the tiger's
eyes approaching through the dark jungle, like great green lanterns; the
panting, slobbering noise as he devoured the coolie's body, tied to a stake
below. Flory told it all perfunctorily enough-did not the proverbial AngloIndian bore always talk about tiger-shooting?-but Elizabeth wriggled her
shoulders delightedly once more. He did not realize how such talk as this
reassured her and made up for .all the times when he had bored her and
disquieted her. Six shock-headed youths came down the path, carrying dahs
over their shoulders, and headed by a stringy but active old man with grey hair.
They halted in front of the headman's house, and one of them uttered a hoarse
whoop, whereat the headman appeared and explained that these were the
beaters. They were ready to start now, if the young thakin-ma did not find it
too hot.
They set out. The side of the village away from the creek was protected by a
hedge of cactus six feet high and twelve thick. One went up a narrow lane of
cactus, then along a rutted, dusty bullock-cart track, with bamboos as tall as
flagstaffs growing densely on either side. The beaters n;tarched rapIdly ahead in
single file, each with his broad dah laid along his forearm. The old hunter was
marching just in front of Elizabeth. His longyi was hitched up like a loin-cloth,
and his meagre thighs were tattooed with dark blue patterns, so intricate that
he might have been wearing drawers of blue lace. A bamboo the thickness of a
man's wrist had fallen and hung across the path. The leading beater severed it
with an upward flick of his dah; the prisoned water gushed out of it with a
diamond-flash. After half a mile they reached the open fields, and ~eryone
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was sweating, for they had walked fast and the sun was savage.
'That's where we're gomg to shoot, over there,' Flory saId.
He pomted across the stubble, a wIde dust-coloured plain, cut up mto
patches of an acre or two by mud boundaries. It was hornbly fiat, and lifeless
save for the snowy egrets. At the far edge a jungle of great trees rose abruptly,
like a dark green cliff. The beaters had gone across to a small tree like a
hawthorn twenty yards away. One of them was on hIS knees, shikoing to the
tree and gabbling, while the old hunter poured a bottle of some cloudy liquid
on to the ground. The others stood looking on with senous, bored faces, like
men in church.
'What are those men doing?' Elizabeth said.
'Only sacrificing to the local gods. Nats, they call them-a kind of dryad.
They're praying to him to bring us good luck.'
The hunter came back and in a cracked voice explained that they were to
beat a small patch of scrub over to the right before proceedmg to the main
jungle. Apparently the Nat had counselled this. The hunter directed Flory and
ElIzabeth where to stand, pointing with his dah. The six beaters plunged into
the scrub; they would make a detour and beat back towards the paddy-fields.
There were some bushes of the wild rose thirty yards from the jungle's edge,
and Flory and Elizabeth took cover behind one of these, while Ko S'la
squatted down behind another bush a little distance away, holding Flo's collar
and stroking her to keep her quiet. Flory always sent Ko S'la to a distance
when he was shooting, for he had an irritating trick of clickmg his tongue if a
shot was missed. Presently there was a far-off echoing sound-a sound of
tapping and strange hollow cries; the beat had started. Elizabeth at once began
trembling so uncontrollably that she could not keep her gun-barrel still A
wonderful bird, a little bigger than a thrush, with grey wings and body of
blazing scarlet, broke from the trees and came towards them with a dipping
flight. The tapping and the cries came nearer. One of the bushes at the jungle's
edge waved violently-some large animal was emerging. Elizabeth raised her
gun and tried to steady it. But it was only a naked yellow beater, dah in hand.
He saw that he had emerged and shouted to the others to join him.
Elizabeth lowered her gun. 'What's happened?'
'Nothing. The beat's over.'
'So there was nothing there!' she cried in bitter dIsappointment.
'Never mind, one never gets anything the first beat. We'll have better luck
next time.'
They crossed the lumpy stubble, climbing over the mud boundaries that
divided the fields, and took up their position opposite the rugh green wall of the
jungle. Elizabeth had already learned how to load her gun. This time the beat
had hardly started when Ko S'la whistled sharply.
'Look out!' Flory cried. 'Quick, here they come!'
A flight of green pigeons were dashing towards them at incredible speed,
forty yards up. They were like a handful of catapulted stones whirling through
the sky. Elizabeth was helpless with excitement. For a moment she could not
move, then she fiung her barrel into the air, somewhere in the direction of the
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bIrds, and tugged vIOlently at the trigger. Nothmg happened-she was pulling
at the trigger-guard. Just as the birds passed overhead she found the triggers
and pulled both of them sImultaneously There was a deafening roar and she
was thrown backwards a pace with her collar-bone almost broken She had
fired thirty yards behmd the birds. At the same moment she saw Flory turn
and level his gun. Two of the pIgeons, suddenly checked In their flIght, sWIrled
over and dropped to the ground lIke arrows. Ko S'la yelled, and he and Flo
raced after them.
'Look out!' said Flory, 'here's an Imperial pigeon. Let's have him!'
A large heavy bird, with flIght much slower than the others, was flapping
overhead. ElIzabeth did not care to fire after her previous failure. She watched
Flory thrust a cartridge into the breech and raise hIS gun, and the white plume
of smoke leapt up from the muzzle. The bird planed heavily down, his wing
broken. Flo and Ko S'la came running excitedly up, Flo with the big imperial
pIgeon in her mouth, and Ko S'la grinning and producing two green pigeons
from his Kachm bag.
Flory took one of the little green corpses to show to Elizabeth. 'Look at it.
Aren't they lovely things? The most beautiful bIrd in Asia.'
Elizabeth touched ItS smooth feathers with her finger-tip. It filled her with
bitter envy, because she had not shot It. And yet It was curious, but she felt
almost an adoration for Flory now that she had seen how he could shoot.
'Just look at its breast-feathers; like a jewel. It's murder to shoot them. The
Burmese say that when you kill one of these bIrds they vomit, meaning to say,
"Look, here IS all I possess, and I've taken nothing of yours. Why do you kill
me?" I've never seen one do it, I must admIt.'
'Are they good to eat?'
'Very. Even so, I always feel it's a shame to kill them.'
'I wish I could do it like you do!' she said envIOusly.
'It's only a knack, you'll soon pick it up. You know how to hold your gun,
and that's more than most people do when they start.'
However, at the next two beats, Elizabeth could hit nothmg. She had
learned not to fire both barrels at once, but she was too paralysed with
excitement ever to take aIm. Flory shot several more pIgeons, and a small
bronze-wing dove with back as green as verdigris. The jungle fowl were too
cunning to show themselves, though one could hear them cluck-clucking all
round, and once or twice the sharp trumpet-call of a cock. They were getting
deeper into the jungle now. The light was greyish, with dazzling patches of
sunlight. Whichever way one looked one's view was shut in by the
multitudinous ranks of trees, and the tangled bushes and creepers that
struggled round their bases like the sea round the piles of a pier. It was so
dense, like a bramble bush extending mile after mile, that one's eyes were
oppressed by it. Some of the creepers were huge, like serpents. Flory and
Ehzabeth struggled along narrow game-tracks, up slippery banks, thorns
tearing at their clothes. Both their shirts were drenched with sweat. It was
stilling hot, with a scent of crushed leaves. Sometimes for minutes together
invisible cidadas would keep up a shrill, metallic pinging like the twanging of a
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steel guitar, and then, by stopping, make a silence that startled one.
As they were walking to the fifth beat they came to a great peepul tree in
which, high up, one could hear imperial pigeons cooing. It was a sound like the
far-off lowing of cows. One bird fluttered out and perched alone on the
topmost bough, a small greyish shape.
'Try a sitting shot,' Flory said to Elizabeth. 'Get your sight on him and pull
off WIthout waiting. Don't shut your left eye.'
Elizabeth raised her gun, which had begun trembling as usual. The beaters
halted in a group to watch, and some of them could not refrain from clicking
their tongues; they thought it queer and rather shocking to see a woman handle
a gun. With a violent effort of will Elizabeth kept her gun still for a second, and
pulled the trigger. She did not hear the shot; one never does when it has gone
home. The bird seemed to jump upwards from the bough, then down it came,
tumbling over and over, and stuck in a fork ten yards up. One of the beaters
laid down his dah and glanced appraisingly at the tree; then he walked to a
great creeper, thick as a man's thigh and twisted like a stick of barley sugar,
that hung far out from a bough. He ran up the creeper as easily as though it had
been a ladder, walked upright along the broad bough, and brought the pigeon
to the ground. He put it limp and warm into Elizabeth's hand.
She could hardly give it up, the feel of it so ravished her. She could have
kissed it, hugged it to her breast. All the men, Flory and Ko S'la and the
beaters, smiled at one another to see her fondling the dead bird. Reluctantly,
she gave it to Ko S'la to put in the bag. She was conscious of an extraordinary
desire to fling her arms round Flory's neck and kiss him; and in some way it
was the killing of the pigeon that made her feel this.
After the fifth beat the hunter explained to Flory that they must cross a
clearing that was used for growing pineapples, and would beat another patch
of jungle beyond. They came out into sunlight, dazzling after the jungle
gloom. The clearing was an oblong of an acre or two hacked out of the jungle
like a patch mown in long grass, with the pineapples, prickly cactus-like plants,
growing in rows, almost smothered by weeds. A low hedge of thorns divided
the field in the middle. They had nearly crossed the field when there was a
sharp cock-a-doodle-doo from beyond the hedge.
'Oh, listen!' said Elizabeth, stopping. 'Was that a jungle cock?'
'Yes. They come out to feed about this time.'
'Couldn't We go and shoot him?'
'We'll have a try if you like. They're cunning beggars. Look, we'll stalk up
the hedge until we get opposite where he is. We'll have to go without making a
sound.'
He sent Ko S'la and the beaters on, and the two of them skirted the field and
<:rept along the hedge. They had to bend double to keep themselves out of
sight. Elizabeth was in front. The hot sweat trickled down her face, tickling her
upper lip) and her heart was knocking violently. She felt Flory touch her heel
from behind. Both of them stood upright and looked over the hedge together.
Ten yards away a little cock the size of a bantam, was pecking vigorously at
the ground. He was beautiful, with bis long silky neck-feathers, bunched comb

Burmese Days
I75
and arching, laurel-green tail. There were six hens with him, smaller brown
birds, with diamond-shaped feathers like snake-scales on their backs. All this
Elizabeth and Flory saw in the space of a second, then WIth a squawk and a
whIrr the birds were up and flymg like bullets for the jungle. Instantly,
automatically as it seemed, Elizabeth raised her gun and fired. It was one of
those shots where there is no aiming, no consciousness of the gun in one's
hand, when one's mind seems to fly behind the charge and drive it to the mark.
She knew the bird was doomed even before she pulled the trigger. He tumbled,
showered feathers thIrty yards away. 'Good shot, good shot!' cried Flory. In
their excitement both of them dropped their guns, broke thr-ough the thorn
hedge and raced side by side to where the bIrd lay.
'Good shot!' Flory repeated, as eXCIted as she 'By Jove, I've never seen
anyone kill a flying bird their first day, never! You got your gun off like
hghtning. It's marvellous!'
They were kneeling face to face with the dead bird between them. With a
shock they discovered that their hands, his right and her left, were clasped
tightly together. They had run to the place hand-m-hand without noticing it.
A sudden stillness came on them both, a sense of something momentous that
must happen. Flory reached across and took her other hand. It came
yieldingly, willmgly. For a moment they knelt with their hands clasped
together. The sun blazed upon them and the warmth breathed out of their
bodies; they seemed to be floating upon clouds of heat and joy. He took her by
the upper arms to draw her towards him.
Then suddenly he turned his head away and stood up, pulling Elizabeth to
her feet. He let go of her arms. He had remembered his birthmark. He dared
not do it. Not here, not in daylight! The snub it invited was too terrible. To
cover the awkwardness of the moment he bent down and pIcked up the jungle
cock.
'It was splendid,' he said. 'You don't need any teaching. You can shoot
already. We'd better get on to the next beat.'
They had just crossed the hedge and picked up their guns when there was a
series of shouts from the edge of the jungle. Two of the beaters were running
towards them with enormous leaps, waving their arms wildly in the air.
'What is it?' Elizabeth said.
'I don't know. They've seen some animal or other. Something good, by the
look of them.'
'Oh, hurrah! Come on!'
They broke into a run and hurried across the field, breaking through the
pineapples and the stiff prickly weeds. Ko S'la and five of the beaters were
standing in a knot all talking at once, and the other two were beckoning
excitedly to Flory and Elizabeth. As they came up they sawin the middle of the
group an old woman who was holding up her ragged longyi with one hand and
gesticulating with a big cigar in the other. Elizabeth could hear some word that
sounded like 'Char' repeated over and over again.
'What is it they're saying?' she said.
The beaters came crowding round Flory, all talking eagerly and pointing
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into the jungle. After a few questions he waved his hand to silence them and
turned to Elizabeth:
'I say, here's a bit ofluck! This old girl was coming through the jungle, and
she says that at the sound ofthe shot you fired just now, she saw a leopard run
across the path. These fellows know where he's likely to hide. If we're quick
they may be able to surround him before he sneaks away, and drive him out.
Shall we try it?'
'Oh, do let's! Oh, what awful fun! How lovely, how lovely if we could get
that leopard!'
'You understand it's dangerous? We'll keep close together and it'll probably
be all right, but it's never absolutely safe on foot. Are you ready for that?'
'Oh, of course, of course! I'm not frightened. Oh, do let's be quick and start!'
'One of you come with us, and show us the way,' he said to the beaters. 'Ko
S'la, put Flo on the leash and go with the others. She'll never keep quiet with
us. We'll have to hurry,' he added to Elizabeth.
Ko S'la and the beaters hurried off along the edge of the jungle. They would
strike in and begin beating farther up. The other beater, the same youth who
had climbed the tree after the pigeon, dived into the jungle, Flory and
Elizabeth following. With short rapid steps, almost running, he led them
through a labyrinth of game-tracks. The bushes trailed so low that sometImes
one had almost to crawl, and creepers hung across the path like trip-wires. The
ground was dusty and silent underfoot. At some landmark in the jungle the
beater halted, pointed to the ground as a sign that this spot would do, and put
his finger on his lips to enjoin silence. Flory took four SG cartridges from his
pockets and took Elizabeth's gun to load it silently.
There was a faint rustling behind them, and they all started. A nearly naked
youth with a pellet-bow, come goodness knows whence, had parted the
bushes. He looked at the beater, shook his head and pointed up the path. There
was a dialogue of signs between the two youths, then the beater seemed to
agree. Without speaking all four stole forty yards along the path, round a bend,
and halted again. At the same moment a frightful pandemonium of yells,
punctuated by barks from Flo, broke out a few hundred yards away,
Elizabeth felt the beater's hand on her shoulder, pushing her downwards.
They all four squatted down under cover of a prickly bush, the Europeans in
front, the Burmans behind. In the distance there was such a tumult of yells and
the rattle of dahs against tree-trunks that one could hardly believe six men
could make so much noise. The beaters were taking good care that the leopard
should not turn back upon them. Elizabeth watched some large, pale yellow
ants marching like soldiers over the thorns of the bush. One fell on to her hand
and crawled up her forearm. She dared not move to brush it away. She was
praying silently, 'Please God, let the leopard come! Oh please, God, let the
leopard come!'
There was a sudden loud pattering on the leaves. Elizabeth raised her gun,
but Flory shook his head sharply and pushed the barrel down again. A jungle
fowl scuttled across the path with long noisy strides.
The yeUs aftbe beaters seemed hardly to come any closer, and this end of the
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jungle the silence was like a pall. The ant on Elizabeth's arm bit her painfully
and dropped to the ground. A dreadful despair had begun to form in her heart;
the leopard was not coming, he had shpped away somewhere, they had lost
him. She almost wished they had never heard of the leopard, the
disappointment was so agonizing. Then she felt the beater pinch her elbow. He
was craning hIS face forward, his smooth, dull yellow cheek only a few inches
from her own; she could smell the coco-nut oil in his hair. HIS coarse lips were
puckered as in a whIstle; he had heard something. Then Flory and Elizabeth
heard it too, the faintest whisper, as though some creature of aIr were gliding
through the jungle, just brushing the ground with Its foot. At the same
moment the leopard's head and shoulders emerged from the undergrowth,
fifteen yards down the path.
He stopped with his forepaws on the path. They could see his low, fiat-eared
head, his bare eye-tooth and his thick, terrible forearm. In the shadow he did
not look yellow but grey. He was listening intently. Elizabeth saw Flory spring
to his feet, raIse his gun and pull the trigger instantly. The shot roared, and
almost simultaneously there was a heavy crash as the brute dropped fiat in the
weeds. 'Look out!' Flory cried, 'he's not done for!' He fired again, and there
was a fresh thump as the shot went home. The leopard gasped. Flory threw
open his gun and felt in his pocket for a cartridge, then fiung all his cartridges
on to the path and fell on his knees, searching rapidly among them.
'Damn and blast it!' he cried. 'There isn't a single SG among them. Where
in hell did I put them?'
The leopard had disappeared as he fell. He was thrashmg about in the
undergrowth' like a great, wounded snake, and crying out with a snarling,
sobbing noise, savage and pitiful. The noise seemed to be coming nearer.
Every cartridge Flory turned up had 6 or 8 marked on the end. The rest of the
large-shot cartridges had, in fact, been left with Ko S'la. The crashing and
snarling were now hardly five yards away, but they could see nothing, the
jungle was so thick.
The two Bunnans were crying out 'Shoot! Shoot! Shoot!' The sound of
'Shoot! Shoot!' got farther away-they were skipping for the nearest climbable
trees. There was a crash in the undergrowth so close that it shook the bush by
which Elizabeth was standing.
'By God, he's almost on us!' Flory said. 'We must turn him somehow. Let
fiy at the sound.'
Elizabeth raised her gun. Her knees were knocking like castanets, but her
hand was as steady as stone. She fired rapidly, once, twice. The crashing noise
receded. The leopard was crawling away, crippled but swift, and still invisible.
'Well done! You've scared him,' Flory said.
'But he's getting away! He's getting away!' Elizabeth cried, dancing about in
agitation. She made to follow him. Flory jumped to his feet and pulled her
back.
'No fear! You stay here. Wait!'
He slipped two of the sroall-shot cartridges into his gun and ran after the
sound of the leopard. For a moment :slizabeth could not see either ~t or
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man, then they reappeared In a bare patch thIrty yards away. The leopard was
writhing along on his belly, sobbing as he went. Flory levelled his gun and
fired at four yards' distance. The leopard jumped like a cushIOn when one hits
it, then rolled over, curled up and lay still. Flory poked the body With his gunbarrel. It did not stir.
'It's all right, he's done for,' he called. 'Come and have a look at him.'
The two Burmans jumped down from their tree, and they and Elizabeth
went across to where Flory was standing. The leopard-it was a male-was
lying curled up with his head between his forepaws. He looked much smaller
than he had looked alive; he looked rather pathetic, like a dead kItten.
Elizabeth's knees were still quivering. She and Flory stood looking down at the
leopard, close together, but not clasping hands this time.
I t was only a moment before Ko S'la and the others came up, shouting with
glee. Flo gave one sniff at the dead leopard, then down went her tail and she
bolted fifty yards, whimpering. She could not be induced to come near hIm
again. Everyone squatted down round the leopard and gazed at him. They
stroked his beautiful white belly, soft as a hare's, and squeezed his broad pugs
to bring out the claws, and pulled back his black lips to examine the fangs.
Presently two of the beaters cut down a tall bamboo and slung the leopard upon
it by his paws, with his long tail trailing down, and then they marched back to
the village in triumph. There was no talk of further shooting, though the light
still held. They were all, including the Europeans, too anxious to get home and
boast of what they had done.
Flory and Elizabeth walked side by side across the stubble field. The others
were thirty yards ahead with the guns and the leopard, and Flo was slmking
after them a long way in the rear. The sun was going down beyond the
Irrawaddy. The light shone level across the field, gillling the stubble stalks,
and striking into-their faces with a yellow, gentle beam. Elizabeth's shoulder
was almost touching Flory's as they walked. The sweat that had drenched their
shirts had dried again. They did not talk much. They were happy with that
inordinate happiness that comes of exhaustion and achievement, and with
which nothing else in life-no joy of either the body or the mind-is even able to
be compared.
'The leopard skin is yours,' Flory said as they approached the village.
'Oh, but you shot him!'
'Never mind, you stick to the skin. By Jove, I wonder how many of the
women in this country would have kept their heads like you did! I can just see
them screaming and fainting. I'll get the skin cured for you in Kyauktada jail.
There's a convict there who can cure skins as soft as velvet. He's doing a sevenyear sentence, so he's had time to learn the job.'
'Oh well, thanks awfully.'
No more was said for the present. Later, when they had washed off the sweat
and dirt, and were fed and rested, they would meet again at the Club. They
made no rendezvous, but it was understood between them that they would
meet. Also, it was understood that Flory would ask Elizabeth to marry him,
though nothing was said about this either.
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At the village Flory paid the beaters eIght annas each, superIntended the
skinning ofthe leopard, and gave the headman a bottle of beer and two ofthe
impenal pigeons. The skin and skull were packed into one of the canoes. All
the whiskers had been stolen, in spite of Ko S'la's efforts to guard them. Some
young men of the village carned off the carcass in order to eat the heart and
vanous other organs, the eatIng of which they believed would make them
strong and swift like the leopard

15
When Flory arrived at the Club he found the Lackersteens In an unusually
morose mood. Mrs Lackersteen was sining, as usual, in the best place under
the punkah, and was reading the Civil LIst, the Debrett of Burma. She was in a
bad temper with her husband, who had defied her by orderIng a 'large peg' as
soon as he reached the Club, and was further defYIng her by readIng the
Pink'un. Elizabeth was alone In the stuffy little library, turning over the pages
of an old copy of Blackwood's.
Since parting with Flory, ElIzabeth had had a very disagreeable adventure.
She had come out of her bath and was half-way through dreSSIng for dinner
when her uncle had suddenly appeared in her room-pretext, to hear some
more about the day's shooting-and begun pinchIng her leg In a way that
simply could not be misunderstood. Elizabeth was horrified. This was her first
introduction to the fact that" some men are capable of makIng love to their
nieces. We lIve and learn. Mr Lackersteen had tried to carry the thIng off as a
joke, but he was too clumsy and too nearly drunk to succeed. It was fortunate
that his wife was out of hearing, or there might have been a first-rate scandal.
After this, dinner was an uncomfortable meal. Mr Lackersteen was sulking.
What rot it was, the way these women put on airs and prevented you from
having a good time! The gIrl was pretty enough' to remInd him of the
illustrations in La Vie Pariszenne, and damn it! wasn't he paying for her keep?
It was a shame. But for Elizabeth the position was very serious. She was
penniless and had no home except her uncle's house. She had come eight
thousand miles to stay here. It would be terrible if after only a fortnight her
uncle's house were to be made uninhabItable for her.
Consequently, one thing was much surer In her mind than it had been: that
if Flory asked her to marry him (and he would, there was lIttle doubt of it), she
would say yes. At another time it just possible that she would have decided
differently. This afternoon, under the spell of that glorious, exciting,
altogether 'lovely' adventure, she had come near to loving Flory; as near as, in
his particular case, she was able to come. Yet even after that, perhaps, her
doubts would h~ve returned. For there had always been something dublOUS
about Flory; his age, his birthmark, his queer, perverse way of talking-that
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'hIghbrow' talk that was at once unintelligible and dIsqUIeting There had been
days when she had even disliked him. But now her uncle's behavIOur had
turned the scale. Whatever happened she had got to escape from her uncle's
house, and that soon. Yes, undoubtedly she would marry Flory when he asked
her!
He could see her answer m her face as he came into the library. Her aIr was
gentler, more yielding than he had known It. She was wearing the same lIlaccoloured frock that she had worn that first mormng when he met her, and the
sIght ofthe familiar frock gave him courage It seemed to bnng her nearer to
him, taking away the strangeness and the elegance that had sometimes
unnerved him.
He picked up the magazme she had been reading and made some remark; for
a moment they chattered in the banal way they so seldom managed to avoid. It
is strange how the drivelling habits of conversation will persist into almost all
moments. Yet even as they chattered they found themselves dnftmg to the
door and then outside, and presently to the big frangipani tree by the tennis
court. It was the mght of the full moon. Flaring like a white-hot coin, so
brillIant that it hurt one's eyes, the moon swam rapidly upwards in a sky of
smoky blue, across which drifted a few wisps of yellowish cloud. The stars
were all inviSIble. The croton bushes, by day hideous things like jaundiced
laurels, were changed by the moon into Jagged black and'white designs like
fantastic wood-cuts. By the compound fence two DravidIan coolies were
walking down the road, transfigured, their white rags gleaming. Through the
tepid air the scent streamed from the frangipani trees like some intolerable
compound out of a penny-in-the-slot machine.
'Look at the moon, just look at it!' Flory said. 'It's like a white sun. It's
brighter than an English winter day.'
ElIzabeth looked up into the branches of the frangipani tree, which the
moon seemed to have changed into rods of silver. The light lay thick, as though
palpable, on everything, crusting the earth and the rough bark of trees like
some dazzling salt, and every leaf seemed to bear a freight of solid light, like
snow. Even Elizabeth, indifferent to such things, was astonished.
'It's wonderful! You never see moonlight like that at Home. It's so-so-' No
adjective except 'bright' presenting itself, she was silent. She had a habit of
leaving her sentences unfinished, like Rosa Dartle, though for a dIfferent
reason.
'Yes, the old moon does her best in this country. How that tree does stink,
doesn't it? Beastly, tropical thing! I hate a tree that blooms all the year round,
don't you?'
He was talking half abstractedly, to cover the time till the coohes should be
out of sight. As they disappeared he put his arm round Elizabeth's shoulder,
and then, when she did not start or speak, turned her round and drew her
against him. Her head came against his breast, and her short hair grazed his
lips. He put his hand under her chin and lifted her face up to meet his. She was
not wearing her spectacles.
'You don't mind?'
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'No.'
'I mean, you don't mind my-thIs thmg of mine?' he shook his head slightly
to mdlcate the bIrthmark. He could not kiss her wIthout first asking this
question.
'No, no. Of course not'
A moment after their mouths met he felt her bare arms settle lightly round
his neck. They stood pressed together, agamst the smooth trunk of the
frangipani tree, body to body, mouth to mouth, for a minute or more. The
sickly scent of the tree came minglmg with the scent of Elizabeth's hair. And
the scent gave him a feelmg of stultification, of remoteness from Elizabeth,
even though she was In his arms. All that that ahen tree symbolized for hIm, his
exile, the secret, wasted years-it was lIke an unbridgeable gulf between them.
How should he ever make her understand what it was that he wanted of her?
He disengaged hImself and pressed her shoulders gently against the tree,
looking down at her face, WhICh he could see very clearly though the moon was
behmd her.
'It's useless trying to tell you what you mean to me,' he said. "'What you
mean to me!" These blunted phrases! You don't know, you can't know, how
much I love you. But I've got to try and tell you. There's so much I must tell
you. Had we better go back to the Club? They may come looking for us. We
can talk on the veranda.'
'Is my haIr very untIdy?' she said
'It's beautiful.'
'But has it got untidy? Smooth it for me, would you, please?'
She bent her head towards hIm, and he smoothed the short, cool locks with
his hand. The way she bent her head to hIm gave him'll curious feeling of
intimacy, far more intimate than the kiss, as though he had already been her
husband. Ah, he must have her, that was certam! Only by marrying her could
his life be salvaged. In a moment he would ask her. They walked slowly
through the cotton bushes and back to the Club, his arm still round her
shoulder.
'We can talk on the veranda,' he repeated. 'Somehow, we've never really
talked, you and 1. My God, how I've longed all these years for somebody to
talk to! How I could talk to you, mterminably, interminably! That sounds
boring. I'm afraid it will be boring. I must ask you to put up with it for a little
while.'
She made a sound of remonstrance at the word 'boring'.
'No, it is boring, I know that. We Anglo-Indians are always looked on as
bores. And we are bores. But we can't help it. You see, there's-how shall I
say?-a demon inside us driving us to talk. We walk about under a load of
memories which we long to share and somehow never can. It's the price we pay
for coming to thIs country.'
They were fairly safe from interruption on the side veranda, for there was no
door opening directly upon it. Elizabeth had sat down with her arms on the
little wicker table, but Flory remained strolling back and forth, with his hands
in his coat pockets, stepping into the mooD.light that streamed 'beneath the

182

Burmese Days

eastern eaves of the veranda, and back mto the shadows.
'I saId just now that I loved you. Love! The word's been used till it's
meanmgless. But let me try to explain. This afternoon when you were there
shooting with me, I thought, my God! here at last is somebody who can share
my life with me, but really share It, really live it WIth me-do you see-'
He was going to ask her to marry him -mdeed, he had intended to ask her
without more delay. But the words were not spoken yet; instead, he found
himselftalkmg egoistically on and on. He could not help It. It was so important
that she should understand something of what his lIfe in this country had been;
that she should grasp the nature of the loneliness that he wanted her to nullify.
And it was so deVIlishly dIfficult to explain. It is devilish to suffer from a pain
that is all but nameless. Blessed are they who are stricken only with classifiable
diseases! Blessed are the poor, the sick, the crossed in love, for at least other
people know what is the matter with them and will hsten to their belly-achings
with sympathy. But who that has not suffered it understands the pam of exile?
Elizabeth watched him as he moved to and fro, in and out of the pool of
moonlight that turned hIS silk coat to silver. Her heart was still knocking from
the kiss, and yet her thoughts wandered as he talked. Was he going to ask her to
marry him? He was being so slow about it! She was dimly aware that he was
saying something about loneliness. Ah, of course! He was telling her about the
loneliness she would have to put up with in the jungle, when they were
married. He needn't have troubled. Perhaps you did get rather lonely in the
jungle sometimes? Miles from anywhere, no cmemas, no dances, no one but
each other to talk to, nothing to do in the evenings except read-rather a bore,
that. Still, you could have a gramophone. What a difference it would make
when those new portable radio sets got out to Burma! She was about to say this
when he added:
'Have I made myself at all clear to you? Have you got some picture of the life
we live here? The foreignness, the solitude, the melancholy! Foreign trees,
foreign flowers, foreign landscapes, foreign faces. It's all as alien as a different
planet. But do you see-and it's this that I so want you to understand-do you
see, it mightn't be so bad living on a different planet, it might even be the most
interesting thing imaginable, if you had even one person to share it with. One
person who could see it with eyes something like your own. This country's
been a kind of solitary hell to me-it's so to most of us-and yet I tell you it
could be a paradise if one weren't alone. Does all this seem quite meaningless?'
He had stopped beside the table, and he picked up her hand. In the halfdarkness he could see her face only as a pale oval, like a flower, but by the
feeling of her hand he knew instantly that she had not understood a word of
what he was saying. How should she, indeed? It was so futile, this meandering
talk! He would say to her at once, Will you marry me? Was there not a lifetime
to talk in? He took her other hand and drew her gently to her feet.
'Forgive me all this rot I've been talking.'
'It's all right,' she murmured indistinctly, expecting that he was about to
kiss her:
~No, it's rot talking like that. Some things will go into words, some won't.
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Besides, it was an lmpertinence to go belly-aching on and on about myself. But
I was trying to lead up to something. Look, this is what I wanted to say. Will-'
,Elzz-a-beth!'
It was Mrs Lackersteen's high-pltched, plaintive voice, calhng from within
the Club.
'Elizabeth? Where are you, Elizabeth?'
EVldently she was near the front door-would be on the veranda in a
moment. Flory pulled Elizabeth against him. They kissed hurrIedly. He
released her, only holding her hands.
'Quickly, there's just time. Answer me this. Will you-'
But that sentence never got any further. At the same moment something
extraordinary happened under his feet-the floor was surging and rolling like a
sea-he was staggering, then dizzIly falling, hitting his upper arm a thump as
the floor rushed towards him. As he lay there he found himself jerked violently
backwards and forwards as though some enormous beast below were rocking
the whole building on its back.
The drunken floor righted itself very suddenly, and Flory sat up, dazed but
not much hurt. He dimly noticed Elizabeth sprawling beside him, and screams
coming from withm the Club. Beyond the gate two Burmans were racing
through the moonlIght with their long halr streaming behind them. They were
yelling at the top of thelr voices:
'Nga Yin is shaking himself! Nga Yin is shaking himself!'
Flory watched them unintelligently. Who was Nga Yin? Nga lS the prefix
given to criminals. Nga Yin must be a dacoit. Why was he shaking himself?
Then he remembered. Nga Ym was a giant supposed by the Burmese to be
bUrIed, like Typhaeus, beneath the crust of the earth. Of course! It was an
earthquake.
'An earthquake!' he exclaimed, and he remembered Elizabeth and moved to
pick her up. But she was already sitting up, unhurt, and rubbing the back of
her head.
'Was that an earthquake?' she said in a rather awed voice.
Mrs Lackersteen's tall form came creeping round the corner of the veranda,
clinging to the wall like some elongated lizard. She was exclaiming
hysterically:
'Oh dear, an earthquake! Oh, what a dreadful shock! I can't bear it-my heart
won't stand it! Oh dear, oh dear! An earthquake!'
Mr Lackersteen tottered after her, with a strange ataxic step caused partly
by earth-tremors and partly by gin.
'An earthquake, dammit!' he said.
Flory and Elizabeth slowly picked themselves up. They all went inside, with
that queer feeling in the soles of the feet that one has when one steps from a
rocking boat on to the shore. The old butler was hurrying from the servants'
quarters, thrusting his pagri on his head as he came, and a troop of twittering
chokras after him.
'Earthquake, sir, earthquake!' he bubbled eagerly.
'I should damn well think it was an earthquake; said Mr Lackersteen as he
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lowered himself cautiously into a chair. 'Here, get some drinks, butler. By
God, I could do with a nip of something after that.'
They all had a nip of something. The butler, shy yet beaming, stood on one
leg beside the table, with the tray in hIS hand. 'Earthquake, sir, bzg earthquake!'
he repeated enthusiastically. He was bursting with eagerness to talk; so, for
that matter, was everyone else. An extraordinary joie de vzvre had come over
them all as soon as the shaky feeling departed from their legs. An earthquake is
such fun when it is over. It is so exhllarating to reflect that you are not, as you
well II}ight be, lying dead under a heap of rilins. With one accord they all burst
out talking: 'My dear, I've never had such a shock-I fell absolutely flat on my
back-I thought it was a dam' pariah dog scratching itself under the floor-I
thought it must be an explosion somewhere-' and so on and so forth; the usual
earthquake-chatter. Even the butler was included in the conversatlOn.
'I expect you can remember ever so many earthquakes can't you butler?'
said Mrs Lackersteen, quite graciously, for her.
'Oh yes, madam, many earthquakes! 1887, 1899, 1906, 1912-many, many I
can remember, madam!'
'The 1912 one was a biggIsh one,' Flory said.
'Oh, sir, but 1906 was bigger! Very bad shock, sir! And big heathen idol in
the temple fall down on top of the thathanabaing, that is Buddhist bishop,
madam, which the Burmese say mean bad omen for failure of paddy crop and
foot-and-mouth dIsease. Also in 1887 my first earthquake I remember, when I
was a little chokra, and Major Maclagan sahib was lying under the table and
promising he sign the teetotal pledge tomorrow morning. He not know it was
an earthquake. Also two cows was killed by falling roofs,' etc., etc.
The Europeans stayed in the Club till midnight, and the butler popped into
the room as many as half a dozen times, to relate a new anecdote. So far from
snubbing him, the Europeans even encouraged him to talk. There is nothing
like an earthquake for drawing people together. One more tremor, or perhaps
two, and they would have asked the butler to sit down at table with them.
Meanwhile, Flory's proposal went no further. One cannot propose marriage
immediately after an earthquake. In any case, he did not see Elizabeth alone for
the rest of that evening. But it did not matter, he knew that she was his now. In
the morning there would be time enough. On this thought, at peace in his
mind, and dog-tired after the long day, he went to bed.
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The vultures in the big pyinkado trees by the cemetery flapped from their
dung-whitened branches, steadied themselves on the wing, and climbed by
vast spirals into the upper air. It was early, but Flory was out already. He was
going down to the Club, to wait until Elizabeth came and then ask her formally
to marry him. Some instinct, which he did not understand, prompted him to
do it before the other Europeans returned from the jungle.
As he came out of the compound gate he saw that there was a new arnval at
Kyauktada. A youth with a long spear like a needle in his hand was cantering
across the maidan on a white pony. Some SIkhs, looking like sepoys, ran after
him, leading two other ponies, a bay and a chestnut, by the bridle. When he
came level with him Flory halted on the road and shouted good morning. He
had not recognized the youth, but it is usual in small stations to make strangers
welcome. The other saw that he was hailed, wheeled his pony negligently
round and brought it to the side of the road. He was a youth of about twentyfive, lank but very straight, and manifestly a cavalry officer. He had one of
those rabbit-like faces common among English soldiers, with pale blue eyes
and a little triangle offore-teeth visible between the lips; yet hard, fearless and
even brutal in a careless fashion-a rabbit, perhaps, but a tough and martial
rabbit. He sat his horse as though he were part of it, and he looked offensively
young and fit. His fresh face was tanned to the exact shade that went with his
light-coloured eyes, and he was as elegant as a picture with his white buckskin
topi and his polo-boots that gleamed like an old meerschaum pipe. Flory felt
uncomfortable in his presence from the start.
'How d'you do?' said Flory. 'Have you just arrived?'
'Last night, got in by the late train.' He had a surly, boyish voice. 'I've been
sent up here with a company of men to stand by in case your local bad-mashes
start any trouble. My name's Verrall-Military Police,' he added, not,
however, inquiring Flory's name in return.
'Oh yes. We heard they were sending somebody. Where are you putting up?'
'Dak bungalow, for the time being. There was some black beggar staying
there when I got in last night-Excise Officer or something. I booted him out.
This is a filthy hole, isn't,it?' .he said-with a backward movement of his head,
indicating the whole of Kyauktada.
'1 suppose it's like the rest of these small stations. Are YQU staying long?'
'Only a month or so, thank God. Till the rains break. What a rotten, maidan.
you've got here, haven't YQU? Pity they can't keep this stuff cut,' ~ added,
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swishing the dried-up grass wIth the point of his spear. 'Makes it so hopeless
for polo or anything.'
'I'm afraid you won't get any polo here,' Flory said. 'Tennis is the best we
can manage. There are only eight of us all told, and most of us spend threequarters of our tIme in the Jungle.'
'ChrIst! What a hole!'
Mter this there was a silence. The tall, bearded Sikhs stood in a group round
their horses' heads, eyeing Flory without much favour. It was perfectly clear
that Verral was bored with the conversation and wanted to escape. Flory had
never in his life felt to completely de trop, or so old and shabby. He noticed that
Verrall's pony was a beatiful Arab, a mare, with proud neck and arching,
plume-like tail; a lovely milk-white thing, worth several thousands of rupees.
Verrall had already twitched the bridle to turn away, evidently feelmg that he
had talked enough for one morning.
'That's a wonderful pony of yours,' Flory said.
'She's not bad, better than these Burma scrubs. I've come out to do a bit of
tent-pegging. It's hopeless trying to knock a polo ball about in this muck. Hey,
Hira Singh!' he called, and turned his pony away.
The sepoy holding the bay pony handed his bridle to a companion, ran to a
spot forty yards away, and fixed a narrow boxwood peg in the ground. Verral
took no further notice of Flory. He raised his spear and poised himself as
though taking aim at the peg, while the Indians backed their horses out of the
way and stood watching critically. With a just perceptible movement Verrall
dug his knees into the pony's sides. She bounded forward like a bullet from a
catapult. As easily as a centaur the lank, straight youth leaned over in the
saddle, lawered his spear and plunged it clean through the peg. One of the
Indians muttered gruffly'Shabash!' Verrall raised his spear behind him m the
orthodox fashion, and then, pulling his horse to a canter, wheeled round and
handed the transfixed peg to the sepoy.
Verrall rode twice more at the peg, and hit it each time. It was done with
matchless grace and with extraordinary solemnity. The whole group of men,
Englishman and Indians, were concentrated upon the business of hitting the
peg as though it had been a religious ritual. Flory still stood watching,
disregarded-Verrall's face was one of those that are specially constructed for
ignoring unwelcome strangers-but from the very fact that he had been
snubbed unable to tear himself away. Somehow, Verrall had filled him with a
horrible sense of inferiority. He was trying to think of some pretext for
renewing the conversation, when he looked up the hillside and saw Elizabeth,
in pale blue, coming out of her uncle's gate. She must have seen the third
transfixing of the peg. His heart stirred painfully. A thought occurred to him,
one of those rash,thoughts that usually lead to trouble. He called to Verrall,
who was a"few yards away from him, and pointed with his stick.
'Do these other two know how to do it?'
V errallIooked over his shoulder with a surly air. He had expected Flory to
go away after being ignored.
,'What?'
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'Can these other two do it?' Flory repeated.
'The chestnut's not bad. Bolts if you let him, though.'
'Let me have a shot at the peg, would you?'
'All right,' said Verrall ungraciously. 'Don't go and cut his mouth to bits.'
A sepoy brought the pony, and Flory pretended to examine the curb-cham.
In reality he was temporizing until Elizabeth should be thirty or forty yards
away. He made up his mind that he would stick the peg exactly at the moment
when she passed (it is easy enough on the small Burma ponies, provided that
they will gallop straight), and then ride up to her with it on his point. That was
obviously the right move. He did not want her to think that that pink-faced
young whelp was the only person who could ride. He was wearing shorts,
which are uncomfortable to ride in, but he knew that, like nearly everyone, he
looked his best on horseback.
Elizabeth was approaching. Flory stepped into the saddle, took the spear
from the Indian and waved it in greeting to Elizabeth. She made no response,
however. Probably she was shy in front of Verrall. She was looking away,
towards the cemetery, and her cheeks were pink.
'Chala,' said Flory to the Indian, and then dug his knees into the horse's
sides.
The very next instant, before the horse had taken to bounds, Flory found
himself hurtling through the air, hitting the ground with a crack that wrenched
his shoulder almost out of joint, and rolling over and over. Mercifully the spear
fell clear of him. He lay supine, with a blurred vision of blue sky and floating
vultures. Then his eyes focused on the khaki pagri and dark face of a Sikh,
bearded to the eyes, bending over him.
'What's happened?' he said in English, and he raised himself painfully on his
elbow. The Sikh made some gruff answer and pointed. Flory saw the chestnut
pony careering away over the maidan, with the saddle under its belly. The
girth had not been tightened, and had slipped round; hence his fall.
When Flory sat up he found that he was in extreme pain. The right shoulder
of his shirt was tom open and already soaking with blood, and he could feel
more blood oozing from his cheek. The hard earth had grazed him. HIS hat,
too, was gone. With a deadly pang he remembered Elizabeth, :md he saw her
coming towards him, barely ten yards away, looking straight at him as he
sprawled there so ignominiously. My God, my God! he thought, 0 my God,
what a fool I must look! The thought of it even drove away the pain of the fall.
He clapped a hand over his birth-mark, though the other cheek was the
damaged one.
'Elizabeth! HuIlo, Elizabeth! Good morning!'
He had called out eagerly, appealingly, as one does when one is conscious of
looking a fool. She did not answer, and what was almost incredible, she walked
on without pausing even for an instant, as though she had neither seen nor
h~dhim.
,
'Elizabeth!' he called again, taken aback; 'did you see my fall? The saddle
slipped. The fool of a sepoy hadn't-'
There was no question that she had heard him now. She turned her face full
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upon hIm for a moment, and looked at him and through him as though he had
not existed. Then she gazed away mto the distance beyond the cemetery. It
was terrible. He called after her in dismay'Elizabeth! I say, Elizabeth!'
She passed on wIthout a word, without a sign, without a look. She was
walkm_g sharply down the road, wIth a click of heels, her back turned upon
hIm.
The sepoys had come round him now, and Verrall, too, had ridden across to
where Flory lay. Some of the sepoys had saluted Elizabeth; Verrall had
Ignored her, perhaps not seeing her Flory rose stiffly to his feet. He was badly
bruised, but no bones were broken. The Indians brought him his hat and stick,
but they did not apologize for their carelessness. They looked faintly
contemptuous, as though thinking that he had only got what he deserved. It
was conceivable that they had loosened the girth on purpose.
'The saddle slipped,' said Flory in the weak, stupid way that one does at
such moments.
'Why the devIl couldn't you look at it before you got up?' said Verrall briefly.
'You ought to know these beggars aren't to be trusted.'
Having said which he twitched his bridle and rode away, feeling the incident
closed. The sepoys followed him without saluting Flory. When Flory reached
his gate he looked back and saw that the chestnut pony had already been caught
and re-saddled, and Verrall was tent-pegging upon it.
The fall had so shaken him that even now he could hardly collect his
thoughts. What could have made her behave like that? She had seen him lying
bloody and in pain, and she had walked past him as though he had been a dead
dog. How could it have happened? Had it happened? It was incredible. Could
she be angry with him? Could he have offended her in any way? All the
servants were waiting at the compound fence. They had come out to watch the
tent-pegging, and everyone of them had seen his bitter hUmiliation. Ko S'la
ran part of the way down the hill to meet him, with concerned face.
'The god has hurt himself? Shall I carry the god back to the house?'
'No,' said the god. 'Go and get me some whisky and a clean shirt.'
When they got back to the house Ko S'la made Flory sit down on the bed
and peeled off his torn shirt which the blood had stuck to his body. Ko S'la
clicked his tongue.
'Ah ma lay? These cuts are full of dirt. You ought notto play these children's
games on strange ponies, thakin. Not at your age. It is too dangerous.'
'The saddle slipped,' Flory said.
'Such games,' pursued Ko S'la, 'are all very well for the young police officer.
But you are no longer young, thakin. A fall hurts at your age. You should take
more care of yourself.'
'Do you take me for an old man?' said Flory angrily. His shoulder was
smarting abominably.
'You are thirty-five, thakinJ ' said Ko S'la politely but firmly.
It was all very humiliating. Ma Pu and Ma Yi, temporarily at peace, had
brought a pot of some dreadful mess which they declared was good for cuts.
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Flory told Ko S'la privately to throw it out of the window and substitute
boracic ointment. Then, while he sat in a tepid bath and Ko S'la sponged the
dirt out of his grazes, he puzzled helplessly, and, as his head grew clearer, with
a deeper and deeper dismay, over what had happened. He had offended her
bitterly, that was clear. But, when he had not even seen her since last night,
how could he have offended her? And there was no even plausible answer.
He explained to Ko S'la several times over that his fall was due to the saddle
slIpping. But Ko S'la, though sympathetic, clearly dId not believe him. To the
end of his days, Flory perceived, the fall would be attributed to his own bad
horsemanship. On the other hand, a fortnight ago, he had won undeserved
renown by putting to fl.lght the harmless buffalo. Fate is even-handed, after a
fashion.

17
Flory did not see Elizabeth agam until he went down to the Club after dinner.
He had not, as he might have done, sought her out and demanded an
explanation. His face unnerved him when he looked at it in the glass. With the
birthmark on one side and the graze on the other it was so woebegone, so
hideous, that he dared not show himself by daylight. As he entered the Club
lounge he put his hand over his bIrthmark-pretext, a mosquito bite on the
forehead. It would have been more than his nerve was equal to, not to cover his
birthmark at such a moment. However, Elizabeth was not there.
Instead, he tumbled into an unexpected quarrel. Ellis and Westfield had just
got back from the jungle, and they were sitting drinking, in a sour mood. News
had come from Rangoon that the editor of the Burmese Patriot had been given
only four months' imprisorunent for his libel agamst Mr Macregor, and Ellis
was working himself up into a rage over this light sentence. As soon as Flory
came in Ellis began baiting him with remarks about 'that little nigger Veryslimy'. At the moment the very thought of quarrelling made Flory yawn, but
he answered incautiously, and there was an argument. It grew heated, and
after Ellis had called Flory a nigger's Nancy Boy and Flory had replied in kind,
Westfield too lost his temper. He was a good-natured man, but Flory's Bolshie
ideas sometimes annoyed him. He could never understand why, when there
was so clearly a right and a wrong opinion about everything, Flory always
seemed to delight in choosing the wrong one. He told Flory 'not to start talking
like a damned Hyde Park agitator', and then read him a snappish little sermon,
taking as his text the five chief beatitudes of the pukka sahib, namely:
Keepmg up our prestige,
The firm hand (without the velvet glove),
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We whlte men must hang together,
Give them an Inch and they'll take an ell, and
Espnt de Corps

All the while his anxiety to see Elizabeth was so gnawing at Flory's heart that
he could hardly hear what was said to him. Besides, he had heard it all so often,
so very often-a hundred times, a thousand tImes it might be, since his first
week in Rangoon, when his burra sahib (an old Scotch gin-soaker and great
breeder of racing ponies, afterwards warned off the turf for some dirty
business of running the same horse under two different names) saw him take
off hls topi to pass a native funeral and said to him reprovingly: 'Remember
laddie, always remember, we are sahiblog and they are dirrt!' It sickened him,
now, to have to listen to such trash. So he cut Westfield short by saying
blasphemously:
'Qh, shut up! I'm sick of the subject. Veraswami's a damned good fellow-a
damned sight better than some whi te men I can think of. Anyway, I'm going to
propose his name for the Club when the general meeting comes. Perhaps he'll
liven this bloody place up a bit.'
Whereat the row would have become serious if it had not ended as most rows
ended at the Club-with the appearance of the butler, who had heard the raised
voices.
'Did master call, sir?'
'No. Go to hell,' said Ellis morosely.
The butler retired, but that was the end of the dispute for the time being. At
this moment there were footsteps and voices outside; the Lackersteens were
arnving at the Club.
When they entered the lounge, Flory could not even nerve himself to look
directly at Elizabeth; but he noticed that all three of them were much more
smartly dressed than usual. Mr Lackersteen was even wearing a dinnerjacket-white, because of the season-and was completely sober. The boiled
shirt and pique waistcoat seemed to hold him upright and stiffen his moral fibre
like a breastplate. Mrs Lackersteen looked handsome and serpentine in a red
dress. In some indefinable way all three gave the impression that they were
waiting to receive some distinguished guest.
When drinks had been called for, and Mrs Lackersteen had usurped the
place under the punkah, Flory took a chair on the outside of the group. He
dared not accost Elizabeth yet. Mrs Lackersteen had begun talking in an
extraordmary, silly manner about the dear Prince of Wales, and putting on an
accent like a temporarily promoted chorus-girl playing the part of a duchess in
a musical comedy. The others wondered privately what the devil was the
matter with her. Flory had stationed himself almost behind Elizabeth. She was
wearing a yellow frock, cut very short as the fashion then was, with
champagne-coloured stockings and slippers to match, and she carried a big
ostrich-feather fan. She looked so modish, so adult, that he feared her more
than he had ever done. It was unbelievable that he had ever kissed her. She was
talking easily to all the others at once, and now and again he dared to put a
word into the general conversation; but she never answered him directly, and
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whether or not she meant to ignore him, he could not tell.
'Well,' said Mrs Lackersteen presently, 'and who's for a rubbah?'
She said quite distinctly a 'rub bah' . Her accent was growing more
aristocratic with every word she uttered. It was unaccountable. It appeared
that Ellis, Westfield and Mr Lackersteen were for a 'rubbah'. Flory refused as
soon as he saw that Elizabeth was not playing. Now or never was his chance to
get her alone. When they all moved for the card-room, he saw with a mixture of
fear and relief that Elizabeth came last. He stopped in the doorway, barring her
path. He had turned dreadly pale. She shrank from him a little.
'Excuse me,' they both said simultaneously.
'One moment,' he said, and do what he would his voice trembled. 'May I
speak to you? You don't mind-there's something I must say.'
'WiIl you please let me pass, Mr Flory?'
'Please! Please! We're alone now. You won't refuse just to let me speak?'
'What is it, then?'
'It's only this. Whatever I've done to offend you-please tell me what it is-.
Tell me and let me put it right. I'd sooner cut my hand off than offend you. Just
tell me, don't let me go on not even knowing what it is.'
'I really don't know what you're talking about. "Tell you how you've
offended me?" Why should you have offended me?'
'But I must have! After the way you behaved!'
, "After the way I behaved?" I don't know what you mean. I don't know why
you're talking in this extraordinary way at all.'
'But you won't even speak to me! This morning you cut me absolutely dead.'
'Surely I can do as I like without being questioned?'
'But please, please! Don't you see, you must see, what it's like for me to be
snubbed all of a sudden. After all, only last night you-'
She turned pink. 'I think it's absolutely-absolutely caddish of you to
mention such things!'
'I know, I know. I know all that. But what else can I do? You walked past me
this morning as though I'd been a stone. I know that I've offended you in some
way. Can you blame me if I want to know what it is that I've done?'
He was, as usual, making it worse with every word he said. He perceived that
whatever he had done, to be made to speak of it seemed to her worse than the
thing itself. She was not going to explain. She was going to leave him in the
dark-snub him and then pretend that nothing had happened; the natural
feminine move. Nevertheless he urged her again:
'Please tell me. I can't let everything end between us like this.'
'''End between us"? There was nothing to end,' she said coldly.
The vulgarity of this remark wounded him, and he said quickly:
'That wasn't like you, Elizabeth! It's not generous to cut a man dead after
you've been kind to him, and then refuse even to tell him the reason. You
might be straightforward with me. Please tell me what it is that I've done.'
She gave him an oblique, bitter look, bitter not because of what he had done,
but because he had made her speak. of it. But perhaps she was anxious to end
the scene, and she said:
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'Well then, if you absolutely force me to speak of it-'
'Yes?'
'I'm told that at the very same time as you were pretending to-well, when
you were ... wIth me-oh, it's too beastly! I can't speak of it.'
'Goon.'
'I'm told that you're keepmg a Burmese woman. And now, will you please let
me pass?'
WIth that she Sal led-there was no other possible word for it-she sailed past
him with a swish of her short skirts, and vanished into the card-room. And he
remamed looking after her, too appalled to speak, and looking unutterably
rIdlculous.
I t was dreadful. He could not face her after that. He turned to hurry out of
the Club, and then dared not even pass the door of the card-room, lest she
should see him. He went into the lounge, wondering how to escape, and finally
climbed over the veranda rail and dropped on to the small square of lawn that
ran down to the Irrawaddy. The sweat was running from his forehead. He
could have shouted with anger and distress. The accursed luck of it! To be
caught out over a thing like that. 'Keeping a Burmese woman' -and it was not
even true! But much use It would ever be to deny it. Ab, what damned, evIl
chance could have brought it to her ears?
But as a matter of fact, it was no chance. It had a perfectly sound cause,
which was also the cause of Mrs Lackersteen's curious behaviour at the Club
this evening. On the previous night, just before the earthquake, Mrs
Lackersteen had been reading the Civil List. The Civil List (which tells you
the exact income of every official in Burma) was a source of inexhaustible
interest to her. She was in the middle of adding up the pay and allowances of a
Conservator of Forests whom she had once met in Mandalay, when it occurred
to her to look up the name of Lieutenant Verrall, who, she had heard from Mr
Macregor, was arriving at Kyauktada tomorrow with a hundred Military
Policemen. When she found the name, she saw in front of it two words that
startled her almost out of her wits.
The words were 'The Honourable'!
The Honourable! Lieutenants the Honourable are rare anywhere, rare as
diamonds m the Indian Army, rare as dodos in Burma. And when you are the
aunt of the only marriageable young woman within fifty miles, and you hear
that a lieutenant the Honourable is arriving no later than tomorrow-well!
With dismay Mrs Lackersteen remembered that Elizabeth was out in the
garden with Flory-that drunken wretch Flory, whose pay was barely seven
hundred rupees a month, and who, it was only too probable, was already
proposing to her! She hastened immediately to call Elizabeth inside, but at this
moment the earthquake intervened. However, on the way home there was an
opportunity to speak. Mrs Lackersteen laid her hand affectionately on
Elizabeth's arm and said in the tenderest voice she had ever succeeded in
producing:
'Of course you know, Elizabeth dear, that Flory is keeping a Burmese
woman?'
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For a moment this deadly charge actually failed to explode. Elizabeth was so
new to the ways ofthe country that the remark made no impression on her. It
sounded hardly more significant than 'keepmg a parrot'.
'Keeping a Burmese woman? What for?'
'What for? My dear! what does a man keep a woman for?'
And, of course, that was that.
For a long time Flory remained standI~g by the river bank. The moon was
up, mirrored in the water like a broad shield of electron. The coolness of the
outer air had changed Flory's mood. He had not even the heart to be angry any
longer. For he had perceived, with the deadly self-knowledge and self-loathing
that come to one at such a time, that what had happened served hIm perfectly
right. For a moment It seemed to him that an endless proceSSIOn of Burmese
women, a regIment of ghosts, were marching past him in the moonlight.
Heavens, what numbers of them! A thousand-no, but a full hundred at the
least. 'Eyes right!' he thought despondently. Then heads turned towards hIm,
but they had no faces, only featureless discs. He remembered a blue longyi
here, a pair of ruby ear-rings there, but hardly a face or a name. The gods are
just and of our pleasant vices (pleasant, indeed!) make instruments to plague
us. He had dirtied himself beyond redemption, and this was his just
punishment.
He made his way slowly through the croton bushes and round the
clubhouse. He was too saddened to feel the full pain of the disaster yet. It
would begin hurting, as all deep wounds do, long afterwards. As he passed
through the gate something stirred the leaves behind him. He started. There
was a whisper of harsh Burmese syllables.
'Pzke-san pay-like! Pike-san pay-like!'
He turned sharply. The 'pike-san pay-ltke' ('Give me the money') was
repeated. He saw a woman standing under the shadow ofthe gold mohur tree.
It was Ma Hla May. She stepped out into the moonlight warily, with a hostile
air, keeping her distance as though afraid that he would strike her. Her face
was coated with powder, sickly white in the moon, and it looked as ugly as a
skull, and defiant.
She had given him a shock. 'What the devil are you doing here?' he said
angrily in Enghsh.
'Pike-san pay-like!'
'What money? What do you mean? Why are you followmg me about like
this?'
'Pike-san pay-like!' she repeated almost in a scream. 'The money you
promised me, thakin. You said you would give me more money. I want it now,
this instant!'
'How can I give it you now? You shall have it next month. I have given you a
hundred and fifty rupees already.'
To his alarm she began shrieking 'Pike-san pay-like!' and a number of
similar phrases almost at the top of her voice. She seemed on the verge of
hysterics. The volume of noise that she produced was startling.
'Be quiet! They'll hear you in the Club!' he exclaimed, and was instantly
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sorry for puttmg the idea into her head.
'Aha! Now I know what will fnghten you! Glve me the money this instant, or
I wIll scream for help and bnng them all out here Quick, now, or I begin
screaming!'
'You bitch!' he said, and took a step towards her. She sprang nimbly out of
reach, whipped off her shpper, and stood defying him.
'Be quick! Flfty rupees now and the rest tomorrow. Out with it! Or I give a
scream they can hear as far as the bazaar!'
Flory swore. This was not the time for such a scene. Finally he took out hls
pocket-book, found twenty-five rupees in it, and threw them on to the ground.
Ma Hla May pounced on the notes and counted them.
'I sald fifty rupees, thakzn!'
'How can I give it you if I haven't got it? Do you think I carry hundreds of
rupees about with me?'
'I said fifty rupees!'
'Oh, get out of my way!' he said in English, and pushed past her.
But the wretched woman would not leave him alone. She began to follow
him up the road like a disobedient dog, screaming out 'Ptke-san pay-lzke! Pzkesan pay-like!' as though mere noise could bring the money into existence. He
hurried, partly to draw her away from the Club, partly in hopes of shaking her
off, but she seemed ready to follow hlffi as far as the house if necessary. After a
while he could not stand it any longer, and he turned to drive her back.
'Go away this mstant! If you follow me any farther you shall never have
another anna.'
'Pzke-san pay-hke!'
'You fool,' he said, 'what good is this doing? How can I give you the money
when I have not another pice on me?'
'That is a likely story!'
He felt helplessly in his pockets. He was so wearied that he would have given
her anything to be rid of her. His fingers encountered his clgarette-case, which
was of gold. He took it out.
'Here, if I give you this will you go away? You can pawn it for thirty rupees.'
Ma Hla May seemed to consider, then said sulkily, 'Give it me.'
He threw the cigarette-case on to the grass beside the road. She grabbed it
and immediately sprang back clutching it to her zngyi, as though afrald that he
would take it away again. He turned and made for the house, thanking God to
be out of the sound of her voice. The cigarette-case was the same one that she
had stolen ten days ago.
At the gate he looked back. Ma Hla May was stIll standing at the bottom of
the hill, a greyish figurine in the moonlight. She must have watched him up the
hill like a dog watching a suspicious stranger out of sight. It was queer. The
thought crossed his mind, as it had a few days earlier when she sent him the
blackmailing letter, that her behaviour had been curious and unlike herself.
She was showing a tenacity of which he would never have thought her
capable-almost, indeed, as though someone else were egging her on.

18
After the row overnight EllIs was looking forward to a week of baIting Flory.
He had nicknamed him Nancy-short for mgger's Nancy Boy, but the women
did not know that-and was already mventing wIld scandals about hIm. Ellis
always invented scandals about anyone wIth whom he had
quarrelled-scandals which grew, by repeated embroideries, mto a species of
saga. Flory's incautious remark that Dr Veraswami was a 'damned good
fellow' had swelled before long into a whole Dazly Worker-ful of blasphemy
and sedition.
'On my honour, Mrs Lackersteen,' said Ellis-Mrs Lackersteen had taken a
sudden dislike to Flory after discovering the great secret about Verrall, and she
was quite ready to listen to Ellis's tales-'on my honour, if you'd been there last
night and heard the things that man Flory was saying-well, it'd have made you
shiver in your shoes!'
'Really! You know, I always thought he had such curious Ideas. What has he
been talking about now? Not Socialtsm, I hope?'
'Worse.'
There were long recitals. However, to EllIs's disappointment, Flory had not
stayed in Kyauktada to be baited. He had gone back to camp the day after his
dismissal by Elizabeth. Elizabeth heard most of the scandalous tales about
him. She understood his character perfectly now. She understood why it was
that he had so often bored her and irritated her. He was a hIghbrow-her
deadliest word-a highbrow, to be classed with Lenin, A.J. Cook and the dirty
little poets in the Montparnasse cafes. She could have forgiven him even his
Bunnese mistress more easily than that. Flory wrote to her three days later; a
weak, stilted letter, which he sent by hand-his camp was a day's march from
Kyauktada. Elizabeth did not answer.
It was lucky for Flory that at p'resent he was too busy to have time to think.
The whole camp was at sixes and sevens since his long absence. Nearly thirty
coolies were missing, the SIck elephant was worse than ever, and a vast pile of
teak logs which should have been sent off ten days earlier were still waiting
because the engine would not work. Flory, a fool about machinery, struggled
with the bowels of the engine until he was black with grease and Ko S'la told
him sharply that white men ought not to do 'coolie-work'. The engine was
finally persuaded to run, or at least to totter. The sick elephant was discovered
to be suffering from tapeworms. As for the coolies, they had deserted because
their supply of opium had been cut off-they would not stay in the jungle
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without opium, which they took as a prophylactIc against fever. U Po Kym,
wIlling to do Flory a bad turn, had caused the Excise Officers to make a raid
and seIze the opium. Flory wrote to Dr Veraswami, askmg for his help. The
doctor sent back a quantity of opium, illegally procured, medicine for the
elephant and a careful letter of instructions. A tapeworm measunng twentyone feet was extracted. Flory was busy twelve hours a day. In the evening if
there was no more to do he would plunge into the jungle and walk and walk
untIl the sweat stung his eyes and his knees were bleeding from the briers. The
nights were his bad tIme. The bitterness of what had happened was sinkmg
into him, as it usually does, by slow degrees.
Meanwhile, several days had passed and ElIzabeth had not yet seen Verrall
at less than a hundred yards' distance. It had been a great dIsappointment
when he had not appeared at the Club on the evening of his arnval. Mr
Lackersteen was really quite angry when he discovered that he had been
hounded into hIS dinner-jacket for nothing. Next morning Mrs Lackersteen
made her husband send an OffiCIOUS note to the dakbungalow, inviting Verrall
to the Club; there was no answer, however. More days passed, and Verrall
made no move to join in the local society. He had even neglected his official
calls, not even bothering to present himself at Mr Macgregor's office. The
dakbungalow was at the other end of the town, near the statIOn, and he had
made himself quite comfortable there There is a rule that one must vacate a
dakbungalow after a stated number of days, but Verrall peaceably ignored it.
The Europeans only saw him at morning and evenmg on the maidan. On the
second day after his arrival fifty of his men turned out with sickles and cleared a
large patch of the maidan, after which Verrall was to be seen galloping to and
fro, practising polo strokes. He took not the smallest notice of any Europeans
who passed down the road. Westfield and Ellis were furious, and even Mr
Macgregor said that Verrall's behaviour was 'ungracious'. They would all
have fallen at the feet of a lieutenant the Honourable if he had shown the
smallest courtesy; as it was, everyone except the two women detested him from
the start. It is always so with titled people, they are either adored or hated. If
they accept one it is charming simplicity, if they ignore one it is loathsome
snobbishness; there are no half-measures.
Verrall was the youngest son of a peer, and not at all rich, but by the method
of seldom paying a bill until a writ was issued against him, he managed to keep
himself in the only things he seriously cared about: clothes and horses. He had
come out to India in a British cavalry regiment, and exchanged into the Indian
Army because it was cheaper and left him greater freedom for polo. After two
years his debts were so enormous that he entered the Burma Military Police, in
which it was notoriously possible to save money; however, he detested
Burma-it is no country for a horseman-and he had already applied to go back
to his regiment. He was the kind of soldier who can get exchanges when he
wants them. Meanwhile, he was only to be in Kyauktada for a month, and he
had no intention of mixing himself up with an the petty sahiblog of the district.
He knew the society of those small Burma stations-a nasty, poodle-faking,
horseless riffraff. He despised them.
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They were not the only people whom Verrall despIsed, however. HIs various
contempts would take a long time to catalogue in detaIl. He despised the entire
non-military populatIOn of India, a few famous polo players excepted. He
despIsed the entire Army as well, except the cavalry. He despised all IndIan
regunents, infantry and cavalry alIke. It was true that he himself belonged to a
native regIment, but that was only for his own convemence. He took no
interest in Indians, and his Urdu consIsted mamly of swear-words, with all the
verbs in the third person singular. His Military Pohcemen he looked on as no
better than coolies 'Christ, what God-forsaken swme!' he was often heard to
mutter as he moved down the ranks inspecting, with the old subahdar carrymg
his sword behind him. Verrall had even been in trouble once for his outspoken
opimons on native troops. It was at a reVIew, and Verrall was among the group
of officers standmg behind the general. An Indian infantry regiment
approached for the march-past.
'The - RIfles,' somebody said.
'And look at it,' said Verrall 10 hIS surly boy's voice.
The white-haired colonel of the - Rifles was standmg near. He flushed to
the neck, and reported Verrall to the general. Verrall was reprimanded, but the
general, a British Army officer himself, did not rub It 10 very hard. Somehow,
nothing very serious ever did happen to Verrall, however offensive he made
himself. Up and down India, wherever he was stationed, he left behind him a
trail of insulted people, neglected duties and unpaid bills. Yet the dIsgraces
that ought to have fallen on him never did. He bore a charmed life, and it was
not only the handle to his name that saved hIm. There was something 10 his eye
before which duns, burra memsahibs and even colonels quailed.
It was a disconcerting eye, pale blue and a little protuberant, but
exceedingly clear. It looked you over, weighed you in the balance and found
you wanting, in a single cold scrutiny of perhaps five seconds. If you were the
right kind of man-that is, if you were a cavalry officer and a polo
player-Verrall took you for granted and even treated you with a surly respect;
if you were any other type of man whatever, he despised you so utterly that he
could not have hidden it even if he would. It did not even make any difference
whether you were rich or poor, for in the social sense he was not more than
normally a snob. Of course, hke all sons of rich families, he thought poverty
disgusting and that poor people are poor because they prefer disgusting habits.
But he despised soft living. Spending, or rather owing, fabulous sums on
clothes, he yet lived almost as ascetically as a monk. He exercised himself
ceaselessly and brutally, rationed his drink and his CIgarettes, slept on a camp
bed (in silk pyjamas) and bathed in cold water in the bitterest winter.
Horsemanship and physical fitness were the only gods he knew. The stamp of
hoofs on the maidan, the strong, poised feeling of his body, wedded centaurlike to the saddle, the polo-stick springy in his hand-these were his religion,
the breath of his life. The Europeans in Burma-boozing, womanizing, yellowfaced loafers-made him physically sick when he thought of their habits. As for
social duties of all descriptions, he .called them poodle-faking and ignored
them. Women he abhorred. In his view they were a'kind of siren whose one
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alm was to lure men away from polo and enmesh them in tea-fights and tennispartIes. He was not, however, qUIte proof against women. He was young, and
women of nearly all k10ds threw themselves at his head; now and again he
succumbed. But his lapses soon disgusted him, and he was too callous when
the pinch came to have any difficulty about escaping. He had had perhaps a
dozen such escapes during his two years in India.
A whole week went by. ElIzabeth had not even succeeded in making
Verrall's acquamtance. It was so tantalizing! Every day, morn1Og and evening,
she and her aunt walked down to the Club and back again, past the maidan;
and there was Verrall, hitting the polo-balls the sepoys threw for hIm, ignoring
the two women utterly. So near and yet so far! What made it even worse was
that neither woman would have considered it decent to speak of the matter
directly. One evening the polo-ball, struck too hard, came swishing through
the grass and rolled across the road in front of them. Elizabeth and her aunt
stopped involuntarily. But it was only a sepoy who ran to fetch the ball. Verrall
had seen the women and kept his distance.
Next morning Mrs Lackersteen paused as they came out of the gate. She had
given up rid10g 10 her rickshaw lately. At the bottom of the maidan the
Military Policemen were drawn up, a dust-coloured rank with bayonets
glittering. Verrall was facing them, but not in uniform-he seldom put on his
uniform for morning parade, not th10king it necessary with mere Military
Policemen. The two women were looking at everything except Verrall, and at
the same time, in some manner, were contriving to look at him.
'The wretched thing is,' said Mrs Lackersteen-this was a propos de bottes,
but the subject needed no introduction-'the wretched thing is that I'm afraid
your uncle simply must go back to camp before long.'
'Must he really?'
'I'm afraId so. It is so hateful in camp at this time of year! Oh, those
mosquitoes!'
'Couldn't he stay a bit longer? A week, perhaps?'
'I don't see how he can. He's been nearly a month in headquarters now. The
firm would be furious if they heard of it. And of course both of us will have to
go with him. Such a bore! The mosquitoes-slmply terrible!'
Terrible indeed! To have to go away before Elizabeth had so much as said
how-do-you-do to Verrall! But they would certainly have to go jf Mr
Lackersteen went. It would never do to leave hIm to himself. Satan finds some
mischief still, even in the jungle. A ripple like fire ran down the line of sepoys;
they were unfixing bayonets before marching away. The dusty rank turn"ed
left, saluted, and marched off in columns of fours. The orderlies were coming
from the police lines with the ponies and polo-sticks. Mrs Lackersteen took a
heroic decision.
'I think,' she said, 'we'll take a short-cut across the maidan. It's so much
quicker than going right round by the road:
It was quicker by about fifty yards, but no one ever went that way on foot,
because of the grass-seeds that got into one's stockings. Mrs Lackersteen
plunged boldly into the grass, and then, dropping even the pretence of making
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for the Club, took a bee-line for Verrall, Elizabeth folloWIng. EIther woman
would have died on the rack rather than admit that she was doing anything but
take a short-cut. Verrall saw them comIng, swore, and reined In his pony He
could not very well cut them dead now that they were coming openly to accost
him. The damned cheek of these women! He rode slowly towards them With a
sulky expression on his face, chIvvying the polo-ball WIth small strokes.
'Good morning, Mr Verrall!' Mrs Lackersteen called out In a voice of
saccharIne, twenty yards away
'Morning!' he returned surlIly, havIng seen her face and set her down as one
of the usual scraggy old bOlling-fowls of an IndIan station.
The next moment Elizabeth came level WIth her aunt. She had taken off her
spectacles and was swinging her Terai hat on her hand. What dId she care for
sunstroke? She was perfectly aware of the prettiness of her cropped haIr. A
puff ofwind-oh, those blessed breaths of wind, coming from nowhere in the
stIfling hot-weather days!-had caught her cotton frock and blown it against
her, shOWIng the outline of her body, slender and strong lIke a tree. Her sudden
appearance beside the older, sun-scorched woman was a revelation to Verrall.
He started so that the Arab mare felt it and would have reared on her hind legs,
and he had to tighten the rein. He had not known untIl this moment, not
having bothered to inquire, that there were any young women in Kyauktada.
'My niece,' Mrs Lackersteen said.
He did not answer, but he had thrown away the polo-stick, and he took off
his top!. For a moment he and Elizabeth remaIned gazing at one another. Their
fresh faces were unmarred in the pitiless light. The grass-seeds were ticklIng
Elizabeth's shins so that it was agony, and without her spectacles she could
only see Verrall and his horse as a whitish blur. But she was happy, happy! Her
heart bounded and the blood flowed into her face, dyeing it lIke a thIn wash of
aquarelle. The thought, 'A peach, by Christ!' moved almost fiercely through
Verrall's mInd. The sullen Indians, holding the ponies' heads, gazed curiously
at the scene, as though the beauty of the two young people had made its
impression even on them.
Mrs Lackersteen broke the silence, which had lasted half a minute.
'You know, Mr Verrall,' she said somewhat archly, :we thInk it rather
unkind of you to have neglected us poor people all this time. When we're so
pining for a new face at the Club.'
He was still looking at Elizabeth when he answered, but the change in his
voice was remarkable.
'I've been meaning to come for some days. Been so fearfully busy-getting
my men into their quarters and all that. I'm sorry,' he added-he was not in the
habit of apologizing, but really, he had decided, this girl was rather an
exceptional bit of stuff-'I'm sorry about not answering your note:
'Oh, not at all! We quite understood. But we do hope we shall see you at the
Club this evening! Because, you know,' she concluded even more archly, 'if
you disappoint us my longer, we shall begin to think you rather a naughty
young mm!'
'I'm sorry,' he repeated. 'I'll be there this evening.'
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There was not much more to be saId, and the two women walked on to the
Club. But they stayed barely five mmutes. The grass-seeds were causing their
shins such torment that they were obliged to hurry home and change their
stockings at once.
Verrall kept his promise and was at the Club that evening. He arrived a little
earlier than the others, and he had made his presence thoroughly felt before
being in the place five minutes. As Ellis entered the Club the old butler darted
out of the card-room and waylaid him. He was in great distress, the tears
rolling down his cheeks.
'SIr! Sir!'
'What the devil's the matter now!' said Ellis.
'Sir! Sir! New master been beating me, sir!'
'What?'
'Beating me sir!' His voice rose on the 'beating' with a long tearful wail-'bee-e-eating!'
'Beating you? Do you good. Who's been beating you?'
'New master, sir. Military Police sahib. Beating me with his foot, sir-here!'
He rubbed himself behind.
'Hell!' said Ellis.
He went into the lounge. Verrall was reading the Held, and invisible except
for Palm Beach trouser-ends and two lustrous sooty-brown shoes. He did not
trouble to stir at hearing someone else come into the room. Ellis halted.
'Here, you-what's your name-Verrall!'
'What?'
'Have you been kicking our butler?'
Verrall's sulky blue eye appeared round the comer ofthe Held, like the eye
of a crustacean peering round a rock.
'What?' he repeated shortly.
'I said, have you been kicking our bloody butler?'
'Yes.'
'Then what the hell do you mean by it?'
'Beggar gave me his lip. I sent him for a whisky and soda, and he brought it
warm. I told him to put Ice in it, and he wouldn't-talked some bloody rot
about saving the last pIeces of ice. So I kicked his bottom. Serve him right.'
Ellis turned quite grey. He was furious. The butler was a piece of Club
property and not to be kicked by strangers. But what most angered Ellis was
the thought that Verrall quite possibly suspected him of being sorry for the
butler-in fact, of disapproving of kicking as such.
'Serve him right? I dare say it bloody well did serve him right. But what in
hell's that got to do with it? Who are you to come kicking our servants?'
'Bosh, my good chap. Needed kicking. You've let your servants get out of
hand here.'
'You damned, insolent young tick, what's it got to do with you if he needed
kicking? You're not even a member of this Club. It's our job to kick the
servants, not yours.'
Verrall lowered the Field and brought his other eye into play. His surly voice
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did not change its tone. He never lost his temper with a European; it was never
necessary.
'My good chap, if anyone gives me lip I kick his bottom. Do you want me to
kick yours?'
All the fire went out of Ellis suddenly. He was not afraid, he had never been
afraid in hIS life; only, Verrall's eye was too much for him. That eye could
make you feel as though you were under Niagara! The oaths wilted on Ellis's
lips; his voice almost deserted him. He said querulously and even plaintively:
'But damn it, he was quite right not to give you the last bit of ice. Do you think
we only buy ice for you? We can only get the stuff twice a week in this place.'
'Rotten bad management on your part, then,' said Verrall, and retired
behind the Field, content to let the matter drop.
Ellis was helpless. The calm way in which Verrall went back to his paper,
quite genuinely forgetting Ellis's existence, was maddening. Should he not
give the young swab a good, rousing kick?
But somehow, the kick was never given. Verrall had earned many kicks In
his life, but he had never received one and probably never would. Ellis seeped
helplessly back to the card-room, to work off his feelings on the butler, leaving
Verrall in possession ofthe lounge.
As Mr Macgregor entered the Club gate he heard the sound of music.
Yellow chinks of lantern-light showed through the creeper that covered the
tennis-screen. Mr Macgregor was in a happy mood this evening. He had
promised himself a good, long talk with Miss Lackersteen-such an
exceptionally intelligent girl, thatl-and he had a most interesting anecdote to
tell her (as a matter of fact, it had already seen the light in one of those little
articles of his in Blackwood's) about a dacoity that had happened in Sagaing In
1913. She would love to hear it, he knew. He rounded the tennis-screen
expectantly. On the court, in the mingled light of the waning moon and of
lanterns slung among the trees, Verrall and Elizabeth were dancing. The
chokras had brought out chairs and a table for the gramophone, and round
these the other Europeans were sitting or standing. As Mr Macgregor halted at
the corner of the court, Verrall and Elizabeth circled round and glided past
him, barely a yard away. They were dancing very close together, her body bent
backwards under his. Neither noticed Mr Macgregor.
Mr Macgregor made his way round the court. A chilly, desolate feeling had
taken possession of his entrails. Good-bye, then, to his talk with Miss
Lackersteen! It was an effort to screw his face into its usual facetious goodhumour as he came up to the table.
'A Terpsichorean evening!' he remarked in a voice that was doleful in spite
of himself.
No one answered. They were all watching the pair on the tennis court.
Utterly oblivious of the others, Elizabeth and Verrall glided round and round,
round and round, their: shoes sliding easily on the slippery concrete. Verrall
danced as he rode, with matchless grace. The gramophone was playing 'Show
Me the Way to Go Home,' which was then going round the world like a
pestilence and had got as far as Burma:
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'Show me the way to go home,
I'm tired an' I wanna go to bed,
I had a lIttle dnnk 'bout an hour ago,
An' It's gone nght to my head!' etc

The dreary, depressmg trash floated out among the shadowy trees and the
streaming scents of flowers, over and over again, for Mrs Lackersteen was
putting the gramophone needle back to the start when it neared the centre.
The moon climbed higher, very yellow, looking, as she rose from the murk of
dark clouds at the horizon, like a sick woman creeping out of bed. Verrall and
Elizabeth danced on and on, indefatIgably, a pale voluptuous shape m the
gloom. They moved in perfect umson like some smgle ammal. Mr Macgregor,
Ellis, Westfield and Mr Lackersteen stood watching them, their hands in theIr
pockets, finding nothing to say. The mosquitoes came nibbling at theIr ankles.
Someone called for drinks, but the whisky was like ashes m theIr mouths. The
bowels of all four older men were tWIsted with bitter envy.
Verrall did not ask Mrs Lackersteen for a dance, nor, when he and Elizabeth
finally sat down, did he take any notice of the other Europeans. He merely
monopolIzed Elizabeth for half an hour more, and then, with a brief good night
to the Lackersteens and not a word to anyone else, left the Club. The long
dance with Verrall had left Elizabeth in a kind of dream. He had asked her to
come out riding with him! He was going to lend her one of hIS ponies! She
never even noticed that Ellis, angered by her behaviour, was doing his best to
be openly rude. It was late when the Lackersteens got home, but there was no
sleep yet for Ehzabeth or her aunt. They were feverishly at work till mIdmght,
9hortening a pair of Mrs Lackersteen's jodhpurs, and letting out the calves, to
fit Elizabeth.
'I hope, dear, you can ride a horse?' said Mrs Lackersteen.
'Oh, of course! I've ridden ever such a lot, at home.'
She had ridden perhaps a dozen tImes in all, when she was sixteen. No
matter, she would manage somehow! She would have ndden a tiger, if Verrall
were to accompany her.
When at last the jodhpurs were finished and Elizabeth had tried them on,
Mrs Lackersteen sighed to see her. She looked ravishing in jodhpurs, simply
ravishing! And to think that in only a day or two they had got to go back to
camp, for weeks, months perhaps, leaving Kyauktada and this most desirable
young man! The pity of it! As they moved to go upstairs Mrs Lackersteen
paused at the door. It had come into her head to make a great and painful
sacrifice. She took Elizabeth by the shoulders and kissed her with a more real
affection than she had ever shown.
'My dear, it would be such a shame for you to go away from Kyauktada just
now!'
'It would, rather.'
'Then I'll tell you what, dear. We won't go back to that-horrid jungle! Your
uncle shall go alone. You and I shall stay in Kyauktada.'
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The heat was growing worse and worse. April was nearly over, but there was
no hope of rain for another three weeks, five weeks it might be. Even the lovely
transient dawns were spoiled by the thought of the long, blinding hours to
come, when one's head would ache and the glare would penetrate through
every covering and glue up one's eyelids with restless sleep. No one, Oriental
or European, could keep awake in the heat of the day without a struggle; at
night, on the other hand, with the howling dogs and the pools of sweat that
collected and tormented one's prickly heat, no one could sleep. The
mosquitoes at the Club were so bad that sticks of incense had to be kept
burning in all the corners, and the women sat with their legs in pillowslips.
Only Verrall and Elizabeth were indifferent to the heat. They were young and
their blood was fresh, and Verrall was too stoical and Elizabeth too happy to
pay any attention to the climate.
There was much bickering and scandal-mongering at the Club these days.
Verrall had put everyone's nose out of joint. He had taken to coming to the
Club for -an hour or two in the evenings, but he ignored the other members,
refused the drinks they offered him, and answered attempts at conversation
with surly monosyllables. He would sit under the punkah in the chair that had
once been sacred to Mrs Lackersteen, reading such of the papers as interested
him, until Elizabeth came, when he would dance and talk with her for an hour
or two and then make off without so much as a good-night to anybody.
Meanwhile Mr Lackersteen was alone in his camp, and, according to the
rumours which drifted bacJc to Kyauktada, consoling loneliness with quite a
miscellany of Burmese women.
Elizabeth and Verrall went out riding together almost every evening now.
Verrall's mornings, after parade, were sacred to polo practice, but he had
decided that it was worth while giving up the evenings to Elizabeth. She took
naturally to riding, just as she had to shooting; she even had the assurance to
tell Verrall that she had 'hunted quite a lot' at home. He saw at a glance that she
was lying, but at least she did not ride so badly as to be a nuisance to him.
They used to ride up the red road into the jungle, ford the stream by the big
pyinkado tree covered with orchids, and then follow the narrow cart-track,
where the dust was soft and the horses could gallop_ It was stifling hot in the
dusty jungle, and there were always mutterings of faraway, rainless thunder.
Small martins flitted round the horses, keeping pace with them, to hawk for
the flies their hooves turned up. Elizabeth rode the bay pony, Verrall the
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white. On the way home they would walk their sweat-dark horses abreast, so
close sometimes his knee brushed agamst hers, and talk. Verrall could drop hIS
offenSIve manner and talk amicably enough when he chose, and he did choose
with Elizabeth.
Ah, the JOY ofthose rides together! The joy of being on horseback and in the
world of horses-the world of hunting and racing, polo and pigsticking! If
Elizabeth had loved Verrall for nothing else, she would have loved him for
bringing horses into her life. She tormented him to talk about horses as once
she had tormented Flory to talk about shootmg. Verrall was no talker, It was
true. A few gruff, jerky sentences about polo and pigsticking, and a catalogue
of Indian stations and the names of regiments, were the best he could do. And
yet somehow the little he said could thrill Elizabeth as all Flory's talk had
never done. The mere sight of hIm on horseback was more evocative than any
words. An aura of horsemanshIp and soldIering surrounded him. In his tanned
face and his hard, straight body Elizabeth sawall the romance, the splendid
panache of a cavalryman's life. She saw the North-West Frontier and the
Cavalry Club-she saw the polo grounds and the parched barrack yards, and
the brown squadrons of horsemen galloping with theIr long lances poised and
the trams of their pagrzs streaming; she heard the bugle-calls and the jingle of
spurs, and the regimental bands playing outside the messrooms while the
officers sat at dinner m their stiff, gorgeous uniforms. How splendid it was,
that equestrian world, how splendid! And it was her world, she belonged to It,
she had been born of it. These days, she lived, thought, dreamed horses,
almost like Verrall himself. The tIme came when she not only told her
taradiddle about having 'hunted quite a lot', she even came near believing it.
In every possible way they got on so well together. He never bored her and
fretted her as Flory had done. (As a matter of fact, she had almost forgotten
Flory, these days; when she thought of him, it was for some reason always his
birthmark that she remembered.) It was a bond between them that Verrall
detested anything 'highbrow' even more than she did. He told her once that he
had not read a book since he was eighteen, and that indeed he 'loathed' books;
'except, of course, Jorrocks and all that'. On the evening of their third or
fourth ride they were parting at the Lackersteens' gate. Verrall had
successfully resisted all Mrs Lackersteen's invitations to meals; he had not yet
set foot inside the Lackersteens' house, and he did not intend to do so. As the
syce was taking Elizabeth's pony, Verrall said:
'I tell you what. Next time we come out you shall ride Belinda. I'll ride the
chestnut. I think you've got on well enough not to go and cut Belinda's mouth
up.'
Belinda was the Arab mare. Verrall had owned her two years, and till this
moment he had never once allowed anyone else to mount her, not even the
syce. It was the greatest favour that he could imagine. And so perfectly did
Elizabeth appreciate Verrall's point of view that she understood the greatness
of the favour, and was thankful.
The next evening, as they rode home side by side, Verrall put his arin round
Elizabeth's shoulder, lifted her out of the 'saddle and pulled her against him.
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He was very strong. He dropped the bndle, and wlth his free hand, lifted her
face up to meet his; their mouths met. For a moment he held her so, then
lowered her to the ground and slIpped from his horse. They stood embraced,
their thm, drenched shlrts pressed together, the two bridles held m the crook
ofhls arm.
It was about the same time that Flory, twenty miles away, decided to come
back to Kyauktada. He was standing at the jungle's edge by the bank of a
dned-up stream, where he had walked to tire himself, watching some tmy,
nameless finches eating the seeds of the tall grasses. The cocks were chromeyellow, the hens like hen sparrows. Too tiny to bend the stalks, they came
whirring towards them, selzed them in midflight and bore them to the ground
by their own welght. Flory watched the birds incuriously, and almost hated
them because they could light no spark of mterest in him. In his idleness he
flung his dah at them, scanng them away. If she were here, if she were here l
Everything-birds, trees, flowers, everything-was deadly and meaningless
because she was not here. As the days passed the knowledge that he had lost
her had grown surer and more actual until it poisoned every moment.
He loitered a little way into the jungle, flicking at creepers with his dah. His
limbs felt slack and leaden. He noticed a wIld vamlla plant trailing over a bush,
and bent down to sniff at its slender, fragrant pods. The scent brought him a
feeling of staleness and deadly ennui. Alone, alone, in the sea of life enisled!
The pain was so great that he struck his fist agamst a tree, jarnng hls arm and
splitting two knuckles. He must go back to Kyauktada. It was folly, for barely a
fortnight had passed since the scene between them, and his only chance was to
glve her time to forget it. Still, he must go back. He could not stay any longer in
this deadly place, alone with his thoughts among the endless, mindless leaves.
A happy thought occurred to him. He could take Elizabeth the leopard-skin
that was bemg cured for her in the jail It would be a pretext for seeing her, and
when one comes bearmg glfts one is generally listened to. This time he would
not let her cut him short without a word. He would explain, extenuate-make
her realize that she had been unjust to him. It was not right that she should
condemn him because of Ma Hla May) whom he had turned out of doors for
Elizabeth's own sake. Surely she must forgive him when she heard the truth of
the story? And this time she should hear it; he would force her to listen to him if
he had to hold her by the arms while he did it.
He went back the same evening. It was a twenty-mile journey, by rutted
cart-tracks, but Flory decided to march by night, giving the reason that it was
cooler. The servants almost mutinied at the idea of a night-march, and at the
very last moment old Sammy collapsed in a semi-genuine fit and had to be
plied with gin before he could start. It was a moonless night. They made their
way by the light of lanterns, in which Flo's eyes gleamed like emeralds and
the bullocks' eyes like moonstones. When the sun was up the servants
halted to gather sticks and cook breakfast, but Flory was in a fever to be at
Kyauktada, and he hurried ahead. He had no feeling of tiredness. The
thought of the leopard-skin had filled him with extravagant hopes. He
crossed the glittering river by sampan and went straight to Dr Veraswami's
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bungalow, gettmg there about ten.
The doctor mVIted him to breakfast, and-having shooed the women into
some suitable hiding-place-took him into his own bath-room so that he could
wash and shave. At breakfast the doctor was very excited and full of
denuncIations of 'the crocodile'; for it appeared that the pseudo-rebellion was
now on the point of breaking out. It was not till after breakfast that Flory had
an opportunity to mention the leopard-skin.
'Oh, by the way, doctor. What about that skin I sent to the jail to be cured? Is
it done yet?'
'Ah-' said the doctor in a slightly disconcerted manner, rubbing his nose.
He went inside the house-they were breakfasting on the veranda, for the
doctor's wife had protested violently against Flory being brought indoors-and
came back in a moment with the skin rolled up in a bundle.
'Ass a matter offact-' he began, unrolling it.
'Oh, doctor!'
The skin had been utterly ruined. It was as stiff as cardboard, with the
leather cracked and the fur discoloured and even rubbed off in patches. It also
stank abominably. Instead of being cured, it had been converted into a piece of
rubbish.
'Oh, doctor! What a mess they've made of it! How the devil did it happen?'
'I am so sorry, my friend! I wass about to apologize. It wass the best we
could do. There iss no one at the jail who knows how to cure skins now.'
'But, damn it, that convict used to cure them so beautifully!'
'Ah, yes. But he iss gone from us these three weeks, alas.'
'Gone? I thought he was doing seven years?'
'What? Did you not hear, my friend? I thought you knew who it wass that
used to cure the skins. It was Nga Shwe 0.'
'Nga Shwe O?'
'The dacoit who escaped with U Po Kyin's assistance.'
'Oh, hell!'
The mishap had daunted him dreadfully. Nevertheless, in the afternoon,
havmg bathed and put on a clean suit, he went up to the Lackersteens' house,
at about four. It was very early to call, but he wanted to make sure of catching
Elizabeth before she went down to the Club. Mrs Lackersteen, who had been
asleep and was not prepared for viSItors, received him with an ill grace, not
even asking him to sit down.
'I'm afraid Elizabeth isn't down yet. She's dressing to go out riding.
Wouldn't it be better if you left a message?'
'I'd like to see her, if you don't mind. I've brought her the skin of that
leopard we shot together.'
Mrs Lackersteen left him standing up in the drawing-room, feeling lumpish
and abnormally large as one does at such times. However, she fetched
Elizabeth, taking the opportunity of whispering to her outside the door: 'Get
rid of that dreadful man as soon as you can, dear. I can't bear him about the
hQuse at this time of day.'
As Elizabeth entered the room Flory's heart pounded so violently that a
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reddish mist passed behind his eyes. She was wearing a silk shirt and jodhpurs,
and she was a little sunburned. Even in hIS memory she had never been so
beautiful. He quailed; on the lOstant he was lost-every scrap of his screwed-up
courage had fled. Instead of stepping forward to meet her he actually backed
away. There was a fearful crash behind him; he had upset an occasional table
and sent a bowl of zinnIas hurtling across the floor.
'I'm so sorry!' he exclaimed in horror.
'Oh, not at all! Please don't worry about it!'
She helped him to pick up the table, chattering all the while as gaily and
easily as though nothlOg had happened: 'You have been away a long tIme, Mr
Flory! You're quite a stranger! We've so missed you at the Club!' etc., etc. She
was italIcizing every other word, with that deadly, glittering brightness that a
woman puts on when she is dodglOg a moral obligation. He was terrified of her.
He could not even look her in the face. She took up a box of cigarettes and
offered him one, but he refused it. His hand was shaking too much to take it.
'I've brought you that skin,' he said flatly.
He unrolled it on the table they had just picked up. It looked so shabby and
miserable that he wished he had never brought it. She came close to him to
examine the skin, so close that her flower-like cheek was not a foot from hIS
own, and he could feel the warmth of her body. So great was his fear of her that
he stepped hurriedly away. And in the same moment she too ~tepped back with
a wince of disgust, having caught the foul odour of the skin. It shamed him
terribly. It was almost as though it had been himself and not the skin that
stank.
'Thank you ever so much, Mr Flory!' She had put another yard between
herself and the skin. 'Such a lovely big skin, isn't it?'
'It was, but they've spoiled it, I'm afraId.'
'Oh no! I shall love having itt-Are you back in Kyauktada for long? How
dreadfully hot it must have been in camp!'
'Yes, it's been very hot.'
For three minutes they actually talked ofthe weather. He was helpless. All
that he had promised himself to say, all his arguments and pleadings, had
withered in his throat. 'You fool, you fool,' he thought, 'what are you dolOg?
Did you come twenty miles for this? Go on, say what you came to say! Seize
her in your arms; make her listen, kick her, beat her-anything sooner than let
her choke you with this drivel!' But it was hopeless, hopeless. Not a word could
his tongue utter except futile trivialities. How could he plead or argue, when
that bright easy air of hers, that dragged every word to the level of Clubchatter silenced him before he spoke? Where do they learn it, that dreadful teeheeing brightness? In these brisk modem girls' schools, no doubt. The piece of
carrion on the table made him more ashamed every moment. He stood there
almost voiceless, lumpishly ugly with his face yellow and creased after the
sleepless night, and his birthmark like a smear of dirt.
She got rid of him after a very few minutes. 'And now, Mr Flory, if you don't
mind, I ought really-'
He mumbled rather than said, 'Won't you come out with me again some
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time? Walking, shooting-something?'
'I have so Zzttle time nowadays! All my evenmgs seem to be full. This
evening I'm going out rIding. Wlth Mr Verrall,' she added.
It was possible that she added that in order to wound him. This was the first
that he had heard of her friendship with Verrall. He could not keep the dread,
flat tone of envy out of his voice as he said:
'Do you go out riding much with Verrall?'
'Almost every evening. He's suc~ a wonderful horseman! And he has
absolute strings of polo ponies!'
'Ah. And of course I have no polo ponies.'
It was the first thing he had said that even approached seriousness, and it did
no more than offend her. However, she answered him with the same gay easy
air as before, and then showed him out. Mrs Lackersteen came back to the
drawing-room, sniffed the air, and immediately ordered the servants to take
the reeking leopard-skin outside and burn it.
Flory lounged at his garden gate, pretending to feed the pigeons. He could
not deny himself the pain of seeing Elizabeth and Verrall start on their ride.
How vulgarly, how cruelly she had behaved to him! It is dreadful when people
will not even have the decency to quarrel. Presently Verrall rode up to the
Lackersteens' house on the white pony, with a syce riding the chestnut, then
there was a pause, then they emerged together, Verrall on the chestnut pony,
Ehzabeth on the white, and trotted quickly up the hill. They were chattering
and laughing, her silk-shirted shoulder very close to his. Neither looked
towards Flory.
When they had disappeared into the jungle, Flory still loafed in the garden.
The glare was waning to yellow. The mali was at work grub bing up the English
flowers, most of which had died, slain by too much sunshine, and planting
balsams, cockscombs, and more zinnias. An hour passed, and a melancholy,
earth-coloured Indian loitered up the drive, dressed in a loin-cloth and a
salmon-pink pagri on which a washing-basket was balanced. He laid down his
basket and salaamed to Flory.
'Who are you?'
'Book-wallah, sahib.'
The book-wallah was an itinerant peddler of books who wandered from
station to station throughout Upper Burma. His system of exchange was that
for any book in his bundle you gave him four annas, and any other book. Not
quite any book, however, for the book-wallah, though analphabetic, had
learned to recognize and refuse a Bible.
'No, sahib,' he would say plaintively, 'no. This book (he would turn it over
disapprovingly in his fiat brown hands) this book with a black cover and gold
letters-this one I cannot take. I know not how it is, but all sahibs are offering
me this book, and none are taking it. What can it be that is in this black book?
Some evil, undoubtedly.'
'Turn out your trash,' Flory said.
He hunted among them for a good thriller-Edgar Wallace or Agatha
Christie or something; anything to still the deadly restlessness that was at his
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heart. As he bent over the books he saw that both Indians were exclaiming and
pointing towards the edge of the jungle.
'Dekko!' saId the mali In his plum-in-the-mouth voice.
The two ponies were emerging from the jungle. But they were riderless.
They came trotting down the hIll with the silly guilty aIr of a horse that has
escaped from its master, with the stirrups sWInging and clashing under their
bellies.
Flory remaIned unconsciously clasping one of the books against hIs chest.
Verrall and Elizabeth had dismounted. It was not an accident; by no effort of
the mind could one Imagine Verrall fallIng off his horse. They had
dismounted, and the ponies had escaped.
They had dismounted-for what? Ah, but he knew for what! It was not a
question of suspecting; he knew. He could see the whole thing happening, in
one of those hallucinations that are so perfect in detail, so vilely obscene, that
they are past bearing. He threw the book violently down and made for the
house, leaving the book-wallah disappointed. The servants heard him mOVIng
about indoors, and presently he called for a bottle of whisky. He had a drink
and it did him no good. Then he filled a tumbler two-thirds full, added enough
water to make it drinkable, and swallowed It. The filthy, nauseous dose was no
sooner down his throat than he repeated it. He had done the same thing in
camp once, years ago, when he was tortured by toothache and three hundred
miles from a dentist. At seven Ko S'la came In as usual to say that the bathwater was hot. Flory was lying in one of the long chairs, with his coat off and
his shirt torn open at the throat.
'Your bath, thakzn, ' said Ko S'la.
Flory dId not answer, and Ko S'la touched his arm, thinking him asleep
Flory was much too drunk to move. The empty bottle had rolled across the
floor, leaving a trail of whisky-drops behind it. Ko S'la called for Ba Pe and
picked up the bottle, clicking his tongue.
'Just look at this! He has drunk more than three-quarters of a bottle!'
'What, again? I thought he had given up drinking?'
'It is that accursed woman, I suppose. Now we must carry him carefully.
You take his heels, I'll take his head. That's right. Hoist him up!'
They carried Flory into the other room and laId him gently on the bed.
'Is he really gOIng to marry this "Ingaleikma"?' said Ba Pe.
'Heaven knows. She is the mistress of the young police officer at present, so I
was told. Their ways are not our ways. I think I know what he will be wanting
tonight,' he added as he undid Flory'S braces-for Ko S'la had the art, so
necessary in a bachelor's servant, of undressing his master without waking
him.
The servants were rather pleased than not to see this return to bachelor
habits. Flory woke about midnight, naked in a pool of sweat. His head felt as
though some large, sharp-cornered metal object were bumping about inside it.
The mosquito net was up, and a young woman was sitting beside the bed
fanning him with a wic).:er fan. She had an agreeable negroid face, bronze-gold
in the candlelight. She explained that she was a prostitute, and that Ko S'la

210

Burmese Days

had engaged her on his own responsibility for a fee of ten rupees.
Flory's head was splitting. 'For God's sake get me somethmg to drink,' he
said feebly to the woman. She brought him some soda-water which Ko S'la
had cooled in readiness and soaked a towel and put a wet compress round his
forehead. She was a fat, good-tempered creature. She told him that her name
was Ma Sein Galay, and that besides plying her other trade she sold paddy
baskets in the bazaar near LI Yeik's shop. Flory's head felt better presently,
and he asked for a cigarette; whereupon Ma Sein Galay, having fetched the
cigarette, said naively, 'Shall I take my clothes off now, thakin?'
Why not? he thought dimly. He made room for her in the bed. But when he
smelled the familiar scent of garlic and coco-nut oil, something painful
happened within him, and with his head pillowed on Ma Sein Galay's fat
shoulder he actually wept, a thing he had not done since he was fifteen years
old.

20
Next morning there was great excitement in Kyauktada, for the longrumoured rebellion had at last broken out. Flory heard only a vague report of it
at the time. He had gone back to camp as soon as he felt fit to march after the
drunken night, and it was not until several days later that he learned the true
history of the rebellion, in a long, indignant letter from Dr Veraswami.
The doctor's epistolary style was queer. His syntax was shaky and he was as
free with capital letters as a seventeenth-century divine, while in the use of
italics he rivalled Queen Victoria. There were eight pages of his small but
sprawling handwriting.
My DEAR FRIEND [the letter ran],-You WIll much regret to hear that the wzles of the crocodzle have
matured. The rebellion-the so-called rebellIon-IS allover and finIshed. And It has been, alas! a
more Bloody affair than I had hoped should have been the case
All has fallen out as I have prophesIed to you It would be. On the day when you came back to
Kyauktada U Po Kym's spzes have informed hIm that the poor unfortunate men whom he have
Deluded are assembling in the jungle near Thongwa. The same rught he sets out secretly WIth U
Lugale, the Police Inspector, who IS as great a Rogue as he, if that could be, and twelve constables.
They make a swift raId upon Thongwa and surprIse the rebels, of whom they are only Seven! I m a
ruined field hut m the Jungle. Also Mr Maxwell, who have heard rumours of the rebellIon, came
across from his camp brInging his Rifle and WaS in tIme to jom U Po Kym and the polIce m theIr
attack on the hut The next mornmg the clerk Ba Sein, who is U Po Kym'sjackall and dIrty worker,
have orders to raise the cry of rebellIon as Sensationally as possible, which was done, and Mr
Macgregor, Mr Westfield and Lieutenant Verrall all rush out to Thongwa carrying fifty sepoys
arnIed WIth rifles besIdes CIvIl Police. But they amve to find It is allover and U Po Kym was sItting
under a big teak tree in the middle of the vlilage and putting on airs and lecturmg the Vlllages,
whereat they are all bowing very frIghtened and touching the ground wIth theIr foreheads and
sweaI"mg they will be forever loyal to the Government, and the rebellion is already at an end The
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so-called welksa, who IS no other than a Circus conjurer and the mlnzon of U Po Kym, have vanished

for parts unknown, but SIX rebels have been Caught So there IS an end
Also I should mform you that there was most regrettably a Death Mr Maxwell was I think too
anxIous to use hiS Rifle and when one of the rebels try to run away he fired and shoot him m the
abdomen, at which he died I thmk the villagers have some bad feelmg towards Mr Maxwell
because of It. But from the pomt of view legal allis well for Mr Maxwell, because the men were
undoubtedly conspIrIng agamst the Government
Ah, but, my FrIend, I trust that you understand how disastrous may all this be for me' You Will
realIse, I thmk, what IS ItS bearIng upon the Contest between U Po Kym and myself, and the
supreme leg-up It must gIve to him It IS the triumph of the crocodile U Po Kym IS now the Hero of
the distrIct He IS the pet of the Europeans I am told that even Mr Ellis has pr3Jsed hiS conduct If
you could witness the abommable Conceitedness and the lies he IS now tellIng as to how there were
not seven rebels but Two Hundred'! and how he crushed upon them revolver m hand-he who
only directmg operatlons from a safe distance whlle the po!tce and Mr Maxwell creep up upon the
hut-you would find It verItably Nauseous I assure you. He has had the effrontery to send In an
official report of the matter which started, 'By my loyal promptltude and reckless darmg', and I
hear that posItIvely he had had tlus ConglomeratIOn of !tes WrItten out m readmess days before the
occurrence It IS Disgustmg And to trunk that now when he IS at the Height of hiS trIumph he will
ag3Jn begm to calummate me with all the venom at hiS disposal etc, etc.

The rebels' entire stock of weapons had been captured. The armoury with
which, when their followers were assembled, they had proposed to march
upon Kyauktada, consIsted of the following:
Item, one shotgun with a damaged left barrel, stolen from a Forest Officer
three years earlier.
Item, six home-made guns with barrels of zmc piping stolen from the
railway. These could be fired, after a fashion, by thrusting a nail through the
touch-hole and striking it with a stone.
Item, thirty-nine twelve-bore cartridges.
Item, eleven dummy guns carved out ofteakwood.
Item, some large Chinese crackers which were to have been fired in terrorem.
Later, two of the rebels were sentenced to fifteen years' transportation, three
to three years' imprisonment and twenty-five lashes, and one to two years'
imprisonment.
The whole miserable rebellion was so ObVIously at an end that the
Europeans were not considered to be in any danger, and Maxwell had gone
back to his camp unguarded. Flory intended to stay in camp until the rains
broke, or at least until the general meeting at the Club. He had promised to be
in for that, to propose the doctor's election; though now, WIth his own trouble
to think of, the whole business of the intrigue between U Po Kyin and the
doctor sickened him.
More weeks crawled by. The heat was dreadful now. The overdue rain
seemed to have bred a fever in the air. Flory was out of health, and worked
incessantly, worrying over petty jobs that should have been left to the overseer,
and making the coolies and even the servants hate him. He drank gin at all
hours. but not even drinking could distract him now. The vision of Elizabeth
in Verrall's arms haunted him like a neuralgia or an earache. At any moment it
would come upon him, vivid and disgusting, scattering his thoughts,
wrenching him b~ck from. the bnnk of sleep, turning his food to dust in his
mouth. At times he flew into savage rages, and once even struck Ko S'la. What
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was worse than all was the deta1.l-the always filthy detaIl-In whIch the
lffiagined scene appeared The very perfectIOn of the detaIl seemed to prove
that It was true
Is there anythIng In the world more graceless, more dishonourmg, than to
deSIre a woman whom you wIll never have';) Throughout all these weeks
Flory's mmd held hardly a thought whIch was not murderous or obscene It IS
the common effect of Jealousy Once he had loved ElIzabeth spIrItually,
sentImentally Indeed, desInng her sympathy more than her caresses, now,
when he had lost her, he was tormented by the basest phYSIcal longIng He dId
not even Ideahze her any longer He saw her now almost as she was-sIlly,
snobbIsh, heartless-and It made no dIfference to hIS longIng for her Does It
ever make any dIfference';) At nIghts when he lay awake, hIS bed dragged
outSIde the tent for coolness, lookIng at the velvet dark from whIch the barkIng
of a gy1. sometlmes sounded, he hated hImself for the Images that InhabIted hIS
mInd It was so base, thIS envYIng of the better man who had beaten hIm For It
was only envy-even Jealousy was too good a name for It What nght had he to
be Jealous",) He had offered hImself to a gIrl who was too young and pretty for
hIm, and she had turned hIm down-rIghtly He had got the snub he deserved
Nor was there any appeal from that deCISIOn, nothIng would ever make hIm
young agaIn, or take away hIS bIrthmark and hIS decade oflonely debaucherIes
He could only stand and look on whlle the better man took her, and envy hIm,
lIke-but the SImIle was not even mentIOnable Envy IS a horrIble thIng It IS
unhke all other kInds of sufferIng In that there IS no dIsgUIsIng It, no elevatIng It
Into tragedy It IS more than merely paInful, It IS dIsguStIng
But meanwhIle, was It true, what he suspected';) Had Verrall really become
Ehzabeth's lover",) There IS no knowIng, but on the whole the chances were
agaInst It, for, had It been so, there would have been no concealIng It In such a
place as Kyauktada Mrs Lackersteen would probably have guessed It, even If
the others had not One thmg was certaIn, however, and that was that Verrall
had as yet made no proposal of marrIage A week went by, two weeks, three
weeks, three weeks IS a very long tIme In a small IndIan statIon Verrall and
Ehzabeth rode together every evemng, danced together every nIght, yet
Verrall had never so much as entered the Lackersteens' house There was
endless scandal about Ehzabeth, of course All the OrIentals of the town had
taken It for granted that she was Verrall's mIstress. U Po KYln's versIon (he
had a way of beIng essentially rIght even when he was wrong m detall) was that
Ehzabeth had been Flory's concubIne and had deserted hlm for Verrall
because Verrall paId her more EllIS, too, was Inventmg tales about ElIzabeth
that made Mr Macgregor sqUIrm Mrs Lackersteen, as a relatIve, dId not hear
these scandals) but she was growIng nervous Every evenIng when ElIzabeth
came home from her rIde she would meet her hopefully, expecting the 'Oh,
aunt' What do you thtnkJ'-and then the glonous news But the news never
came, and however carefully she studied ElIzabeth's face, she could dIVine
nothmg.
When three weeks had passed Mrs Lackersteen became fretful and finally
half angry The thought of her husband, alone-or rather, not alone-tn hiS
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camp, was troubhng her After all, she had sent hIm back to camp In order to
gIve Ehzabeth her chance wIth Verrall (not that Mrs Lackersteen would have
put It so vulgarly as that) One evemng she began lectUrIng and threatenmg
ElIzabeth In her oblIque way The conversatIOn consIsted of a sIghmg
monologue wIth very long pauses-for Ehzabeth made no answer whatever
Mrs Lackersteen began wIth some general remarks, apropos of a
photograph In the Tatler, about these fast modern gIrlS who went about m
beach PYJamas and all that and made themselves so dreadfully cheap wIth men
A gIrl, Mrs Lackersteen saId, should never make herself too cheap wIth a man,
she should make herself-but the OppOSIte of 'cheap' seemed to be 'expenSIve',
and that dId not sound at all rIght, so Mrs Lackersteen changed her tack She
went on to tell Ehzabeth about a letter she had had from home wIth further
news of that poor, poor dear gIrl who was out In Burma for a whIle and had so
foolIshly neglected to get marrIed Her suffermgs had been qUIte heartrendmg,
and It Just showed how glad a gIrl ought to be to marry anyone, lIterally anyone
It appeared that the poor, poor dear gIrl had lost her Job and been practIcally
starvzng for a long tIme, and now she had actually had to take a Job as a common
kItchen maId under a horrId, vulgar cook who bullied her most shockIngly
And It seemed that the black beetles In the kItchen were SImply beyond behef'
DIdn't ElIzabeth thInk It too absolutely dreadfuP Black beetles'
Mrs Lackersteen remaIned SIlent fQr sozne tIme, to allow the black beetles to
sInk In, before addIng
'Such a PIty that Mr Verrall wlll be leavmg us when the raIns break
Kyauktada wIll seem qUIte empty wIthout hIm"
'When do the raIns break, usually;>' saId ElIzabeth as mdlfferently as she
could manage
'About the begmmng of June, up here Only a week or two now
My
dear, It seems absurd to mentIon It agam, but I cannot get out of my head the
thought of that poor, poor dear gIrl In the kItchen among the black beetles"
Black beetles recurred more than once In Mrs Lackersteen's conversatIon
durmg the rest of the evenIng It was not untIl the follOWIng day that she
remarked In the tone of someone droppmg an ummportant pIece of gOSSIp
'By the way, I belIeve Flory IS comIng back to Kyauktada at the begmmng of
June He SaId he was gomg to be In for the general meetmg at the Club
Perhaps we mIght InVIte hIm to dInner some tIme '
I t was the first tIme that eIther of them had mentlOned Flory SInce the day
when he had brought Ehzabeth the leopard-skm After beIng VIrtually
forgotten for several weeks, he had returned to each woman's mInd, a
depreSSIng P'ts aZZer
Three days later Mrs Lackersteen sent word to her husband to come back to
Kyauktada He had been In camp long enough to earn a short spell In
headquarters He came back, more flOrId than ever-sunburn, he
explwned-and haVIng acqUIred such a tremblIng of the hands that he could
barely lIght a CIgarette Nevertheless, that evenIng he celebrated hIS return by
manceuvrlng Mrs Lackersteen out of the house, comIng mto ElIzabeth's
bedroom and makIng a SpIrIted attempt to rape her
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DUrIng all this tIme, unknown to anyone of Importance, further sedItIOn was
afoot The 'welksa' (now far away, peddlIng the phIlosopher's stone to
I mnocent vIllagers In Martaban) had perhaps done hIS Job a lIttle better than he
mtended At any rate, there was a posSIbIlIty of fresh trouble-some Isolated,
futIle outrage, probably Even U Po KYln knew nothIng of thIS yet But as
usual the gods were fightlng on hIS sIde, for any further rebellIon would make
the first seem more serIOUS than It had been, and so add to hiS glory

21
o western WInd, when WIlt thou blow, that the small ram down can raIn'> It was
the first of June, the day of the general meetIng, and there had not been a drop
of raIn yet As Flory came up the Club path the sun of afternoon, slantIng
beneath hIS hat-brIm, was stIll savage enough to scorch hiS neck
uncomfortably The malz staggered along the path, hIS breast-muscles slIppery
WIth sweat, carryIng two kerosene-tins of water on a yoke He dumped them
down, slOPPIng a lIttle water over hiS lank brown feet, and salaamed to Flory
'Well, malz~ IS the raIn comIng'>'
The man gestured vaguely towards the west 'The hIlls have captured It,
sahIb'
Kyauktada was rInged almost round by hIlls, and these caught the earlIer
showers, so that sometImes no raIn fell tIll amost the end of June The earth of
the flower-beds, hoed Into large untIdy lumps, looked grey and hard as
concrete Flory went Into the lounge and found Westfield loafing by the
veranda, looking out over the rIver, for the chicks had been rolled up At the
foot of the veranda a chokra lay on hiS back In the sun, pullIng the punkah rope
WIth hiS heel and shadIng hIS face With a broad striP of banana leaf
'Rullo, Flory' You've got thIn as a rake'
'So've you'
'H'm, yes Bloody weather No appetIte except for booze Chnst, won't I be
glad when I hear the frogs start croaking Let's have a spot before the others
come ButlerI'
'Do you know who's comIng to the meetIng'>' Flory saId, when the butler
had brought whIsky and tepId soda
'Whole crowd, I beheve Lackersteen got back from camp three days ago By
God, that man's been haVIng the time of hIS hfe away from hIS mlssus' My
inspector was telhng me a.bout the gOlngs-on at his camp Tarts by the score
Must have Imported 'em speCIally from Kyauktada He'll catch It all nght
when the old woman sees hIS Club blll Eleven bottles of whIsky sent out to hIS
camp In a fortnIght '
~ Is young Verrall comIng'>'
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'No, he's only a temporary member Not that he'd trouble t<1 come anyway,
young tIck Maxwell won't be here eIther Can't leave camp Just yet, he says
He sent word Elhs was to speak for hIm If there's any votIng to be done Don't
suppose there'll be anythIng to vote about, though eh':>' he added, lookmg at
Flory obhquely, for both of them remembered theIr preVIOUS quarrel on thIS
subJect
'I suppose It hes WIth Macgregor'
'What I mean ISj Macgregor'll have dropped that bloody rot about electIng a
natIve member, eh";) Not the moment for It Just now After the rebelbon and all
that'
'What about the rebellIon, by the way";)' sald Flory He dId not want to start
wranghng about the doctor's electlOn yet There was gomg to be trouble and to
spare In a few mInutes 'Any more news-are they gomg to have another try, do
you thInk';)'
'No All over, I'm afraId They caved In lIke the funks they are The whole
dIstrIct's as qUIet as a bloody gIrls' school Most disappoIntmg ,
Flory's heart mIssed a beat He had heard ElIzabeth's VOIce In the next room
Mr Macgregor came In at thIS moment, EllIS and Mr Lackersteen follOWIng
ThIS made up the full quota, for the women members of the Club had no votes
Mr Macgregor was already dressed In a SIlk SUIt, and was carrymg the Club
account books under hIS arm He managed to brIng a sub-offiCIal aIr even Into
such petty busmess as a Club meetmg
'As we seem to be all here" he saId after the usual greetmgs, 'shall
we-ah-proceed WIth our labours)'
'Lead on, Macduff,' saId Westfield, sIttIng down
'Call the butler, someone, for ChrIst's sake,' saId Mr Lackersteen 'I daren't
let my miSSUS hear me calhng hIm '
'Before we apply ourselves to the agenda,' saId Mr Macgregor when he had
refused a drInk and the others had taken one, 'I expect you WIll want me to run
through the accounts for the half-year"
They dId not want It partIcularly, but Mr Macgregor, who enjoyed thIS kInd
of thIng, ran through the accounts WIth great thoroughness Flory's thoughts
were wandenng There was gOIng to be such a row 1n a moment-oh, such a
deVIl of a row! They would be furIOUS when they found that he was proposIng
the doctor after all And ElIzabeth was In the next room God send she chdn't
hear the nOIse of the row when It came It would make her despIse hIm all the
more to see the others baItIng hIm Would he see her thIS evemng' Would she
speak to hlffi" He gazed across the quarter-mIle of gleammg rIver By the far
bank a knot of men, one of them wearmg a green gaungbaung, were waltmg
beSIde a sampan In the channel, by the nearer bank, a huge, clumsy Inchan
barge struggled WIth desperate slowness agamst the racmg current At each
stroke the ten rowers, DraVIdIan starvehngs, ran forward and plunged theIr
long pnmItI~e oars) WIth heart-shaped blades) mto the water They braced
theIr meagre bodIes, then tugged, wtlthed, straIned backwards lIke agonIzed
creatures ofblac;:k Iubber.t and the ponderous hull :crept onwards a yard or two
Then the rowers sprang foward, pantlng, to plunge theIr oars agam before the
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current should check her
'And now,' said Mr Macgregor more gravely, 'we come to the main pOInt of
the agenda That, of course, IS thls-ah-dlstasteful questIOn, which 1 am afraId
must be faced, of electing a native member to this Club When we discussed
the matter before-'
'What the hell"
It was Elhs who had Interrupted He was so excited that he had sprung to his
feet
'What the hell' Surely we aren't starting that over again? Talk about electing
a damned nigger to this Club, after everything that's happened' Good God, I
thought even Flory had dropped It by this time!'
'Our frIend Elhs appears surpnsed The matter has been discussed before, I
belIeve'
'1 should think It damned well was discussed before' And we all said what we
thought of It By God-'
'If our frIend EllIs Will Sit down for a few moments-' said Mr Macgregor
tolerantly
Ellis threw himself Into hiS chair again, exclaiming, 'Bloody rubbIsh"
Beyond the rIver Flory could see the group of Burmans embarkmg They were
hftmg a long, awkward-shaped bundle Into the sampan Mr Macregor had
produced a letter from hiS file of papers
'Perhaps I had better explain how thIS questIon arose In the first place The
CommissIoner tells me that a Circular has been sent round by the Government,
suggesting that In those Clubs where there are no native members, one at least
shall be co-opted, that IS, admitted automatically The Circular says-ah yes'
here It IS "It IS mistaken pollcy to offer SOCIal affronts to native offiCIals of high
standing" I may say that I disagree most emphatically No doubt we all do
We who have to do the actual work of government see things very differently
from these-ah-Paget M P s who Interfere With us from above The
CommIssioner qUIte agrees With me However-'
4iBut it's all bloody rot" broke in Ellis. 'What's It got to do With the
CommIssIoner or anyone else? Surely we can do as we like In our own bloody
Club';) They've no rIght to dictate to us when we're off duty'
'QUIte,,' said Westfield
'You antiCipate me 1 told the CommIssioner that 1 should have to put the
matter before the other members And the cOUrse he suggests IS thiS If the Idea
finds any support In the Club, he thinks It would be better If we co-opted our
native member On the other hand, If the entire Club IS agaInst It, it can be
dropped That IS, If opinion IS qUite unanimous '
'Well, It damned well IS unarumous,' saId ElliS
'D'you mean,' said Westfield, 'that It depends on ourselves whether we have
'em In here or no:)-'
~I fancy we can take It as meaning that'
'Well, then, let's say we're agaInst It to a man '
'And say it bloody firmly, by God We want to put our foot down on thiS Idea
once and for all '
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'Hear, hear" saId Mr Lackersteen gruffly 'Keep the black swabs out of It
Esprzt de corps and all that.'
Mr Lackersteen could always be rehed upon for sound sentiments In a case
hke thIS In hiS heart he did not care and never had cared a damn for the Bntlsh
RaJ, and he was as happy dnnkmg with an Onental as wIth a whIte man, but he
was always ready wIth a loud 'Hear, hear" when anyone suggested the bamboo
for disrespectful servants or bOlhng 011 for NatlOnahsts He prided himself that
though he mIght booze a bit and all that, dammlt, he was loyal It was lus form
of respectabilIty Mr Macgregor was secretly rather reheved by the general
agreement If any Onental member were co-opted, that member would have to
be Dr Veraswaml, and he had had the deepest distrust of the doctor ever since
Nga Shwe O's SUSpICIOUS escape from the JaIl
'Then I take It that you are all agreed?' he said 'If so, I w1l1lnform the
Commissioner Otherwise, we must begm diSCUSSing the candIdate for
electIon'
Flory stood up He had got to say hiS say HIS heart seemed to have nsen Into
hiS throat and to be chokIng hIm From what Mr Macgregor had saId, It was
clear that It was In hIS power to secure the doctor's electIOn by speakIng tlre
word But oh, what a bore, what a nUIsance It was' What an Infernal uproar
there would be' How he wIshed he had never given the doctor that promIse'
No matter, he had given It, and he could not break It So short a time ago he
would have broken It, en bon pukka sahzb, how easIly! But not now He had got
to see tins thing through He turned himself sidelong so that hiS birthmark was
away from the others Already he could feel hiS vOice gOIng fiat and guIlty
'Our fnend Flory has somethmg to suggest?'
'Yes I propose Dr VeraswamI as a member of this Club'
There was such a yell of dismay from three of the others that Mr Macgregor
had to rap sharply on the table and remind them that the ladles were In the next
room ElliS took not the smallest notIce He had sprung to hIS feet agam, and
the skin round hiS nose had gone qUIte grey He and Flory remamed facmg one
another, as though on the pOInt of blows
'Now, you damned swab, wIll you take that back?'
'No, I Will not'
'You OIly sWine' You mgger's Nancy Boy' You crawlIng, sneaklng,-bloody
bastardI ,
'Order!' exclaImed Mr Macgregor
'But look at h1Ill, look at hun" cned ElliS almost tearfully~ 'LettIng us all
down for the sake of a pot..belhed mgger' After all we've saId to hun' When
we've only got to hang together and we can keep the stInk of gathc out of thiS
Club for ever My God, wouldn't It make you spew your guts up to see anyone
behavIng hke such a-')'
'Take It back, Flory, old manl' said Westfield ~Don't be a bloody fool t '
'DownrIght BolsheVism, darnmltJ' saId Mr Lackersteen
'Do you tlnnk I care what you say) What bUSiness IS It of yours~ It~s for
Macgregor to deClde '
'Then do you-ah.....adhe:re to your deCISion')' said Mr Macgregor gloomily
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'Yes'
Mr Macgregor sIghed 'A PIty' Well, In that case I suppose I have no
chOlce-'
'No, no, no" crIed EllIS, danCIng about InhI8 rage 'Don't gIve In to hIm' Put
It to the vote And If that son of a bItch doesn't put In a black ball lIke the rest of
US, we'll first turf hIm out of the Club hImself, and then-welll ButlerI'
'SahIb" saId the butler, appearIng
'BrIng the ballot box and the balls Now clear outl' he added roughly when
the butler had obeyed
The alr had gone very stagnant, for some reason the punkah had stopped
workmg Mr Macgregor stood up WIth a dIsapprOVIng but JudIcIal mIen,
takmg the two drawers of black and whIte balls out of the ballot box
'We must proceed In order Mr Flory proposes Dr VeraswamI, the CIVIl
Surgeon, as a member of thIS Club MIstaken, In my opInIon, greatly mIstaken,
however-' Before puttIng the matter to the vote-'
'Oh, why make a song and dance about It')' saId Elhs 'Here's my
contrIbution' And another for Maxwell' He plumped two black balls Into the
box Then one of hIS sudden spasms of rage seIzed hIm, and he took the drawer
of whIte balls and pItched them across the floor They went flYIng In all
dIrectIOns 'There' Now pIck one up If you want to use It I'
'You damned fool r What good do you thInk that does';)'
'SahIbI'
They all started and looked round The chokra was gogglIng at them over
the veranda rall, haVIng clImbed up from below With one skInny arm he clung
to the raIl and WIth the other gestIculated towards the nver
'SahIb' SahIbI'
'What's up';)' saId Westfield.
They all moved for the WIndow The sampan that Flory had seen across the
nver was lYIng under the bank at the foot of the lawn, one of the men clIngIng
to a bush to steady It The Burman In the green gaungbaung was chmblng out
'That's one of Maxwell's Fa-rest RangersI' saId EllIS m qUIte a dIfferent
VOIce 'By God' somethmg's happened I'
The Forest Ranger saw Mr Macgregor, shlkoed In a hurrIed, preoccupIed
way and turned back to the sampan Four other men, peasants, cbmbed out
after hIm, and WIth dIfficulty lIfted ashore the strange bundle that Flory had
seen In the distance It was SIX feet long, swathed In cloths, lIke a mummy
SomethIng happened In everybody's entralls The Forest Ranger glanced at
the veranda, saw that there was no way up, and led the peasants round the path
to the front of the Club They had hOIsted the bundle on to theIr shoulders as
funeral bearers hOlst a coffin. The butler had flItted Into the lounge agam, and
even hIS face was pale after Its fashIOn-that IS, grey
'Butler" Said Mr Macgregor sharply
~SIrl'

tGo qUIckly and shut the door of the card-room Keep It shut Don't let the
memsahlbs see'
"Yes, sirl'
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The Burmans, with their burden, came heavIly down the passage As they
entered the leading man staggered and almost fell, he had trodden on one of the
white balls that were scattered about the floor The Burmans knelt down,
lowered their burden to the floor and stood over It with a strange reverent air,
shghtly bowmg, their hands together In a shlko Westfield had fallen on his
knees, and he pulled back the cloth
'ChrIst' Just look at him" he saId, but wIthout much surprIse 'Just look at
the poor httle b-I'
Mr Lackersteen had retreated to the other end of the room, wIth a bleatIng
nOIse From the moment when the bundle was hfted ashore they had all known
what It contained It was the body of Maxwell, cut almost to pieces wIth dahs
by two relatives of the man whom he had shot
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Maxwell's death had caused a profound shock 10 Kyauktada It would cause a
shock throughout the whole of Burma, and the case-'the Kyauktada case, do
you remember';l'-would stilI be talked of years after the wretched youth's
name was forgotten But In a purely personal way no one was much dIstressed
Maxwell had been almost a nonentIty-Just a 'good fellow' lIke any other of the
ten thousand ex colore good fellows of Burma-and with no close frIends No
one among the Europeans genUInely mourned for hIm But that IS not to say
that they were not angry On the contrary, for the moment they were almost
mad wIth rage For the unforgIvable had happened-a whzte man had been
kIlled When that happens, a sort of shudder runs through the Enghsh of the
East EIght hundred people, possIbly, are murdered every year 10 Burma, they
matter nothIng, but the murder of a whzte man IS a monstrosIty, a sacnlege
Poor Maxwell would be avenged, diat was certam But only a servant or two,
and the Forest Ranger who had brought In hIS body and who had been fond of
mm, shed any tears for hiS death
On the other hand, no one was actually pleased, except U Po KYIn
'ThiS IS a posItive glft from heaven" he told Ma KIn '1 could not have
arranged It better myself, The one thIng 1 needed to make them take my
rebellIon serIously was a httle bloodshed And here It IS' I tell you, Ma Kin,
every day I grow more certatn that some higher power IS workmg on my
behalf'
'Ko Po KYln, truly you are WIthout shame' 1 do not know how you dare to
say such thtngs Do you not shudder to have murder upon your souP'
'What' P Murder upon my soul? What are you talking about'> I have never
kIlled so much as a chIcken In my hfe.'
'But you are profitlng by tlus poor boy's death'
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'ProfitIng by It' Of course I am profitIng by It' And why not, mdeed";> Am I to
blame If somebody else choose to commIt murder";> The fisherman catches fish,
and he IS damned for It But are we damned for eatmg the fish";> CertaInly not
Why not eat the fish, once It IS dead";> You should study the Scnptures more
carefully, my dear KIn KIn '
The funeral took place next mormng, before breakfast All the Europeans
were present, except Verrall, who was careenng about the maldan qUIte as
usual, almost OpPOSIte the cemetery Mr Macgregor read the bunal serVIce
The lIttle group of EnglIshmen stood round the grave, theIr tOPIS In theIr
hands, sweatIng Into the dark SUItS that they had dug out from the bottom of
theIr boxes The harsh mormng lIght beat wIthout mercy upon theIr faces,
yellower than ever agaInst the ugly, shabby clothes Every faLe except
ElIzabeth's looked lIned and old Dr Veraswami and half a dozen other
Onentals were present, but they kept themselves decently In the background
There were sIxteen gravestones In the lIttle cemetery, aSSIstants of tImber
firms, offiCIals, soldIers kIlled In forgotten skIrmIshes
'Sacred to the memory of John Henry Spagnall, late of the IndIan Impenal
PolIce, who was cut down by cholera whIle In the unremIttIng exerCIse of' etc,
etc, etc
Flory remembered Spagnall dImly He had dIed very suddenly In camp after
hIS second go of delIrIum tremens In a corner there were some graves of
EuraSIans, WIth wooden crosses The creepIng JasmIne, WIth tIny orangehearted flowers, had overgrown everythIng Among the JasmIne, large ratholes led down Into the graves
Mr Macgregor concluded the bunal serVIce In a npe, reverent VOIce, and led
the way out of the cemetery, holdIng hIS grey topI-the Eastern eqUIvalent of a
top hat-agaInst hIS stomach Flory lIngered by the gate, hopIng that ElIzabeth
would speak to hIm, but she passed hIm WIthout a glance Everyone had
shunned hIm thIS mornIng He was In dIsgrace, the murder had made hIS
dIsloyalty of last nIght seem somehow horrIble EllIs had caught Westfield by
the arm, and they halted at the grave-sIde, takIng out theIr cIgarette-cases
Flory could hear theIr slangy VOIces comIng across the open grave
'My God, Westfield, my God, when I thInk of that poor httle b~ lYIng
down there-oh, my God, how my blood does boll' I couldn't sleep all nIght, I
was so fUrIOUS '
'Pretty bloody, I grant Never mInd, prOmIs.e you a couple of chaps shall
SWIng for It Two corpses against theIr one-best we can do )
'Two! It ought to be fifty' We've got to raIse heaven and hell to get these
fellows hanged Have you got theIr names yet";)'
'Yes, rather'! Whole bloomIng dIstnct knows who dId It We always do
know who's done It In these cases GettIng the bloody VIllagers to talk-that's
the only trouble'
'Well, for God's sake get them to talk thIS time Never mInd the bloody law
Whack it out of them Torture them-anythmg If you want to bribe any
WItnesses, I'm good for a couple of hundred ChIPS'
Westfield SIghed 'Can't do that sort of thIng, I'm afraid WIsh we could My
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chaps'd know how to put the screw on a wItness lfyou gave 'em the word TIe
'em down on an ant-hIll Red peppers But that won't do nowadays Got to
keep our own bloody sIlly laws But never mmd, those fellows '11 sWIng all
nght We've got all the eVIdence we want '
'Good! And when you've arrested them, If you aren't sure of gettIng a
conVIctIOn, shoot them, Jolly well shoot them' Fake up an escape or somethIng
AnythIng sooner than let those b-s go free '
'They won't go free, don't you fear We'll get 'em Get somebody, anyhow
Much better hang wrong fellow than no fellow,' he added, unconscIOusly
quoting
'That's the stuff' I'll never sleep easy agaIn Ull I've seen them swmgmg,'
saId EllIs as they moved away from the grave 'ChrIst' Let's get out of this sun'
I'm about perIshIng WIth thIrst '
Everyone was penshlng, more or less, but It seemed hardly decent to go
down to the Club for drmks ImmedIately after the funeral The Europeans
scattered for theIr houses, whIle four sweepers WIth mamootzes flung the grey,
cement-lIke earth back Into the grave, and shaped It mto a rough mound
After breakfast, EllIS was walkIng down to hIS office, cane In hand It was
blIndIng hot Elhs had bathed and changed back mto shut and shorts, but
wearIng a thIck SUIt even for an hour had brought on hIS prIckly heat
abomInably Westfield had gone out already, m hIS motor launch, WIth an
Inspector and half a dozen men, to arrest the murderers He had ordered
Verrall to accompany hIm-not that Verrall was needed, but, as Westfield saId,
It would do the young swab good to have a spot of work
EllIS WrIggled hIS shoulders-hIs pnckly heat was almost beyond bearmg
The rage was steWIng In hIS body lIke a bItter JUIce He had brooded all mght
over what had happened They had kIlled a whIte man, kIlled a whzte man, the
bloody sods, the sneakIng, cowardly hounds' Oh, the swme, the SWIne, how
they ought to be made to suffer for It' Why dId we make these cursed kId-glove
laws) Why dId we take everythmg lYIng down) Just suppose thIS had happened
In a German colony, before the War' The good old Germans' They knew how
to treat the nlggers Reprisals' RhInoceros hIde WhIpS! RaId theIr VIllages, kIll
theIr cattle, burn theIr crops, deCImate them, blow them from the guns
EllIS gazed Into the hornble cascades of lIght that poured through the gaps In
the trees HIS greemsh eyes were large and mournful A mIld, mIddle-aged
Burman came by, balanCIng a huge bamboo, whIch he shIfted from one
shoulder to the other WIth a grunt as he passed EllIs EllIS'S grip tIghtened on
hIS stIck If that SWIne, now, would only attack you! Or even msult
you-anythIng, so that you had the right to smash hIm' If only these gutless
curs would ever show fight In any concelvable wayf Instead of Just sneakIng
past you, keepIng WIthIn the law so that you never had a chance go get back on
them Ab, for a real rebelhon-martlallaw proclaimed and no quarter gIven'
Lovely, sanguInary lffiages moved through hIS mlnd. Shriekmg mounds of
natIves, soldIers slaughte1'1ng them Shoot them, rIde them down, horses'
hooves trample theIr guts out, WhIPS cut theIr faces In shces t
FIve HIgh School boys came down the road abreast ElIlS saw them comIng,
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a row of yellow, mahcIOus faces-epIcene faces, horrIbly smooth and young,
grmnlng at hIm wIth delIberate Insolence It was In theIr mmds to baIt hIm, as a
whIte man Probably they had heard of the murder, and-beIng NatIOnabsts,
lIke all schoolboys-regarded It as a vIctory They grInned full In EllIs's face as
they passed hIm They were tryIng openly to provoke hIm, and they knew that
the law was on theIr SIde EllIS felt hIS breast swell The look of theIr faces,
JeerIng at hIm lIke a row of yellow Images, was maddenIng He stopped short
'Here l What are you laughIng at, you young tIcks';)'
The boys turned
'1 saId what the bloody hell are you laughIng at")'
One of the boys answered, Insolently-but perhaps hIS bad Enghsh made
hIm seem more Insolent than he Intended
'Not your busIness '
There was about a second dUrIng WhICh EllIS dId not know what he was
dOIng In that second he had hIt out wIth all hIS strength, and the cane landed,
crack I rIght across the boy's eyes The boy recoIled wIth a shrIek, and In the
same Instant the other four had thrown themselves upon EllIS But he was too
strong for them He flung them aSIde and sprang back, lashIng out WIth hIS
stIck so fUrIously that none of them dared come near
'Keep your dIstance, you -s I Keep off, or by God I'll smash another of you I'
Though they were four to one he was so formIdable that they surged back In
frIght The boy who was hurt had fallen on hIS knees wIth hIS arms across hIS
face, and was screamIng 'I am bbndedl I am blInded!' Suddenly the other four
turned and darted for a pIle of laterIte, used for road-mendIng, whIch was
twenty yards away One of EllIS'S clerks had appeared on the veranda of the
office and was leapIng up and down In agItaTIOn
'Come up, SIr come up at once They WIll murder you!'
EllIS dIsdaIned to run, but he moved for the veranda steps A lump of laterIte
came sallIng through the aIr and shattered Itself agaInst a pIllar, whereat the
clerk scooted Indoors But EllIS turned on the veranda to face the boys, who
were below, each carrYIng an armful of laterIte He was cacklIng WIth debght
'You damned, dIrty lIttle nIggers I' he shouted down at them 'You got a
surprIse that tIme, dIdn't you';) Come up on thIS veranda and fight me, all four
of you l You daren't Four to one and you daren't face mel Do you call
yourselves men") You sneakIng, mangy bttle rats I'
He broke Into Burmese, calhng them the Incestuous chIldren of pIgs All the
whIle they were peltIng hun WIth lumps of laterIte, but thelt arms were feeble
and they threw meptly He dodged the stones, and as each one mIssed hun he
cackled In trIUmph Presently there was a sound of shouts up the road, for the
nOIse had been heard at the polIce statlOn, and some constables were emergIng
to see what was the matter. The boys took frIght and bolted, leavmg EllIS a
complete VIctor.
Ell~s h1ild h~tIly enjoyed the affray, but he was fUrIously angry as soon as It
was over He wrote a VIolent note to Mr Macgregor, telhng hun that he had
been wantonly assaulted and demandIng vengeance Two clerks who had
witv.es$ed the scene, and a chaprass1.J were sent along to Mr Macgregor's office
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to corroborate the story They hed In perfect umson 'The boys had attacked
Mr EllIs wIthout any provocatIOn whatever, he had defended hunself,' etc',
etc EllIS, to do hIm JustIce, probably beheved thIS to be a truthful verSlOn of
the story Mr Macgregor was somewhat dIsturbed, and ordered the pollee to
find the four schoolboys and mterrogate them The boys, however, had been
expectIng somethIng of the kInd, and were lYIng very low, the pohce searched
the bazaar all day Wlthout findIng them In the evemng the wounded boy was
taken to a Burmese doctor, who, by applymg some pOIsonous concoctIOn of
crushed leaves to hIS left eye, succeeded In bllndlng hlID
The Europeans met at the Club as usual that evemng, except for Westfield
and Verrall, who had not yet returned Everyone was In a bad mood ComIng
on top of the murder, the unprovoked attack on EIlts (for that was the accepted
deSCrIptIOn of It) had scared them as well as angered them Mrs Lackersteen
was tWIttenng to the tune of 'We shall all be murdered In our beds' Mr
Macgregor, to reassure her, told her In cases of rIot the European ladles were
always locked InSIde the Jall untIl everythmg was over, but she dId not seem
much comforted EllIS was offenSIve to Flory, and Ehzabeth cut hIm almost
dead He had come down to the Club In the Insane hope of makIng up theIr
quarrel, and her demeanour made hIm so miserable that for the greater part of
the evenIng he skulked In the llbrary It was not tIll eIght o'clock when
everyone had swallowed a number of drInks, that the atmosphere grew a httle
more fnendly, and EllIS saId
CWhat about sendIng a couple of chokras up to our houses and gettIng our
dInners sent down here';) We mIght as well have a few lubbers of bridge Better
than mooning about at home'
Mrs Lackersteen, who was In dread of gOIng home, Jumped at the
suggestIOn The Europeans occasIonally dined at the Club when they wanted
to stay late Two of the chokras were sent for, and on beIng told what was
wanted of them, Immediately burst mto tears It appeared that If they went up
the hIll they were certaIn of encounterIng Maxwell's ghost The mal?, was sent
Instead As the man set out Flory noticed that It was again the nIght of the full
moon-four weeks to a day Since that evenlOg, now unutterably remote, when
he had kIssed Ehzabeth under the franglpam tree
They had Just sat down at the brIdge table, and Mrs Lackersteen had Just
revoked out of pure nervousness, when there was a heavy thump on the roof
Everyone started and look up
'A (.oco-nut falllng" saId Mr Macgregor
'There aren't any coco-nut trees here,' said Elhs
The next moment a number of thIngs happened all together There was
another and much louder bang, one of the petrol lamps broke from Its hook
and crashed to the ground) narrowly nusslng Mr Lackersteen, who Jumped
aSIde WIth a yelp, Mrs Lackersteen began screamIng, and the butler rushed
Into the room, bareheaded, Ius face the colour of bad coffee
'SIr, sir' Bad men cornel Gomg to murder us all, sirl'
'What? Bad men? What do you mean?
'SIr, all the vIllagers are outSIde! Blg stick and dah In theIr hands, and all

224

Burmese Days

dancIng about! GOIng to cut master's throat, sIr"
Mrs Lackersteen threw herself backwards In her chaIr She was settIng up
such a dm of screams as to drown the butler's VOIce
'Oh, be qUiet" siud Elhs sharply, turnIng on her 'LIsten, all of you! LIsten
to that!'
There was a deep, murmurous, dangerous sound outsIde, hke the hummmg
of an angry giant Mr Macgregor, who had stood up, stIffened as he heard It,
and settled hiS spectacles pugnacIOusly on hIS nose
'ThIS IS some kInd of dIsturbance! Butler, pIck that lamp up MISS
Lackersteen, look to your aunt See If she IS hurt The rest of you come wIth
mel'
They all made for the front door, whIch someone, presumably the butler,
had closed A fusIllade of small pebbles was rattbng agaInst It bke haIl Mr
Lackersteen wavered at the sound and retreated behInd the others
'I say, dammIt, bolt that bloody door, someoneI' he Said
'No, nol' saId Mr Macgregor 'We must go outsIde It's fatal not to face
them"
He opened the door and presented hImself boldly at the top of the steps
There were about twenty Burmans·on the path, WIth dahs or stIcks In theIr
hands OutsIde the fence, stretchIng up the road In eIther dIrectIon and far out
on to the maldan, was an enormous crowd of people. It was hke a sea of people,
two thousand at the least, black and whIte In the moon, WIth here and there a
curved dah gbttenng EllIS had coolly placed hImself beSIde Mr Macgregor,
WIth hiS hands In hiS pockets Mr Lackersteen had dIsappeared
Mr Macgregor raised hIS hand for stlence 'What IS the meanIng of thIS";>' he
shouted sternly
There were yells, and some lumps of laterIte the sIze of CrIcket balls came
sallIng from the road, but fortunately hIt flO one One of the men on the path
turned and waved hiS arms to the others, shoutIng that they were not to begIn
thrOWing yet Then he stepped forward to address the Europeans He was a
strong debonaIr fellow of about thIrty, WIth down-curvIng moustaches,
wearmg a SInglet, WIth hIS langyz kdted to the knee
'What IS the meanIng of thIs";>' Mr Macgregor repeated.
The man spoke up WIth a cheerful gnn, and not very msolently
'We have no quarrel with you, mzn gyz We have come for the tunber
merchant, Elhs ' (He pronounced It Elht) 'The boy whom' he struck thIS
mornIng has gone blInd You must send EllIt out to us here, so that we can
pUnlsh him The rest of you WIll not be hurt.'
'Just remember that fellow's face,' SaId ElliS over hIS shoulder to Flory
'We'll get hIm seven years for this afterwards.'
Mr Macgregor.,had turned temporarIly qUIte purple HIS rage was so great
that It almost choked hIm For several mOments he could not speak, and when
he dId SQ it was In Enghsh
'Whom do you thInk you are speakIng to";> In twenty years I have never heard
such Insolence! Go away thIS Instant, or I shall call out the MIlItary PolIce!'
'You'd betttr be quIck,) m~n gyz. We know that there IS no JustIce for us In
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your courts, so we must punIsh Elht ourselves Send hIm out to us here
OtherwIse, all of you WIll weep for It '
Mr Macgregor made a furIous motIon WIth hIS fist, as though hammenng In
a naIl 'Go away, son of a dogl' he cned, USIng hIS first oath In many years
There was a thunderous roar from the road, and such a shower of stones,
that everyone was hIt, IncludIng the Burmans on the path One stone took Mr
Macgregor full In the face, almost knockIng hIm down The Europeans bolted
hastIly InsIde and barred the door Mr Macgregor's spectacles were smashed
and lus nose streamIng blood They got back to the lounge to find Mrs
Lackersteen loopIng about In one of the long chaIrs lIke a hystencal snake, Mr
Lackersteen standIng Irresolutely In the mIddle of the room, holdIng an empty
bottle, the butler on hIS knees In the corner, crOssIng hImself (he was a Roman
Cathohc), the chokras cryIng, and only Ehzabeth calm, though she was very
pale
'What's happened?' she exclaImed
'We're In the soup, that's what's happened!' saId EllIS angnly, feelIng at the
back of hIS neck where a stone had hIt hIm 'The Burmans are all round, shYIng
rocks But keep calm' They haven't the guts to break the doors In '
'Call out the polIce at onceI' saId Mr Macgregor IndIstInctly, for he was
stanchmg hIS nose WIth hIs handkerchIef
'Can't" saId EllIs 'I was lookIng round whIle you were talkmg to them
They've cut us off, rot theIr damned souls' No one could possIbly get to the
polIce lInes VeraswamI's compound IS full of men '
'Then we must walt We can trust them to turn out of theIr own accord
Calm yourself, my dear Mrs Lackersteen, please calm yourself! The danger IS
very small '
It dId not sound small There were no gaps m the nOlse now, and the
Burmans seemed to be pourIng Into the compounds by hundreds The dIn
swelled suddenly to such a volume that no one could make hImself heard
except by shoutIng All the WIndows In the lounge had been shut, and some
perforated zmc shutters wltlun, whIch were sometImes used for keepIng out
Insects, pulled to and bolted There was a serIes of crashes as the WIndows were
broken, and then a ceaseless thuddmg of stones from all SIdes=, that shook the
thIn wooden walls and seemed lIkely to spilt them Elhs opened a shutter and
flung a bottle VICIously among the crowd, but a dozen stones came hurtbng In
and he had to close the shutter hurrIedly The Burmans seemed to have no plan
beyond flIngIng stones, yellIng and hammerIng at the walls, but the mere
volume of nOIse was unnerVIng The Europeans were half dazed by It at first
None of them thought to blame EllIs, the sole cause of thIS affaIr, theIr
common penl seemed, Indeed, to draw them closer together for the whIle Mr
Macgregor, half-blmd WIthout hIS spectacles, stood dIstractedly In the mIddle
of the room, YIeldIng hIS rIght hand to Mrs Lacke:rsteen, who was careSSIng It,
while a weepIng chokra clung to his left leg Mr Lackersteen had v;aru.shed
agatn. EllIS was statnplng furiously up and down, shakIng hIS fist 1n the
chrectlon of the polIce lInes
'Where are the pollee, the f:.- cowar-dfy sods?' he yelled, heedless .of the
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women 'Why don't they turn out';) My God, we won't get another chance lIke
thIs In a hundred years' If we'd only ten rIfles here, how we could slosh these
b-sl'
'They'll be here presentlyI' Mr Macgregor shouted back 'It WIll take them
some mmutes to penetrate that crowd '
'But why don't they use their rIfles, the mIserable sons of bItches';) They
could slaughter them In bloody heaps If they'd only open fire Oh, God, to
thInk of mISSIng a chance hke thIS f'
A lump of rock burst one of the ZInc shutters Another followed through the
hole It had made, stove In a 'Bonzo' pIcture, bounced off, cut ElIzabeth's
elbow, and finally landed on the table There was a roar of tnumph from
outsIde, and then a succeSSIon of tremendous thumps on the roof Some
chIldren had chmbed Into the trees and were havmg the tIme of theIr lIves
slIdIng down the roof on theIr bottoms Mrs Lackersteen outdId all preVIOUS
efforts WIth a shnek that rose eaSIly above the dln outsIde
'Choke that bloody hag, somebody" cned EllIS 'Anyone'd thInk a pIg was
beIng kIlled We've got to do somethIng Flory, Macgregor, come here' ThInk
of a way out of thIS mess, someoneI'
Ehzabeth had suddenly lost her nerve and begun crying The blow from the
stone had hurt her To Flory's astonIshment, he found her clIngIng tIghtly to
rus arm Even In that moment It made hiS heart turn over He had been
watchIng the scene almost With detachment-dazed by the nOIse, Indeed, but
not much fnghtened He always found It dIfficult to belIeve Onentals could be
really dangerous Only when he felt ElIzabeth's hand on rus arm dId he grasp
the senousness of the SituatIOn
'Oh, Mr Flory, please, please thInk of something' You can, you can'
Anything sooner than let those dreadful men get In here"
'If only one of us could get to the pohce hnes" groaned Mr Macgregor 'A
Bntlsh officer to lead them' At the worst I must try and go myself'
'Don't be a fool' Only get your throat cut" yelled EllIS 'I'll go If they really
look lIke breakIng In But, oh, to be killed by SWIne lIke that' How funous It'd
make me' And to thInk we could murder the whole bloody crowd If only we
could get the polIce here"
'Couldn't someone get along the rIver bank';)' Flory shouted despalnngly
'Hopeless' Hundreds of them prowlIng up and down We're cut
off-Burmans on three SIdes and the rIver on the otherI'
'The nverl'
One of those starthng tdeas that are overlooked sunply because they are so
obVIOUS had sprung mto Flory's mind
'The nver' Of course! We can get to the pollce hnes as easy as WInkIng.
Don't you see"

'How';)'
'Why, down the rIver-in the water' Swunl:
(Oh, good manl' CrIed EllIS, and smacked Flory on the shoulder ElIzabeth
squeezed hIS arm and actually danced a step or two In glee 'I'll go If you like!'
Ellis shouted, but Flory shook hIS head. He had already begun shpPlng hIS
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shoes off There was obviously no time to be lost The Burmans had behaved
hke fools hitherto, but there was no saYing what might happen If they
succeeded In breaking In The butler, who had got over hiS first fnght,
prepared to open the Window that gave on the lawn, and glanced obhquely out
There were barely a score of Burmans on the lawn They had left the back of
the Club unguarded, supposing that the nver cut off retreat
'Rush down the lawn lIke helll' ElliS shouted 10 Flory's ear 'They'll scatter
all nght when they see you '
'Order the polIce to open fire at onceI' shouted Mr Macgregor from the
other Side 'You have my authonty ,
'And tell them to aIm low' No finng over their heads Shoot to ktll In the
guts for choIce"
Flory leapt down from the veranda, hurt10g hIS feet on the hard earth, and
was at the nver bank In SIX paces As EllIS had saId, the Burmans reCOIled for a
moment when they saw him leapIng down A few stones followed hIm, but no
one pursued-they thought, no doubt, that he was only attempting to escape,
and In the clear moonhght they could see that It was not EllIs In another
moment he had pushed hIS way through the bushes and was 10 the water
He sank deep down, and the hornble river ooze receIved rum, suck10g him
knee-deep so that It was several seconds before he could free himself When he
came to the surface a tepId froth, lIke the froth on stout, was lappIng round hIS
lIps, and some spongy thIng had floated Into hIS throat and was chokIng rum It
was a spng of water hyaCInth He managed to SPIt It out, and found that the
swIft current had floated hun twenty yards already Burmans were rushmg
rather aunlessly up and down the bank, yelhng With hIS eye at the level of the
water, Flory could not see the crowd beSIegIng the Club, but he could hear
theIr deep, deVIlIsh roanng, whIch sounded even louder than It had sounded
on shore By the tune he was oPPosIte the MIhtary Pollce hnes the bank
seemed almost bare of men He managed to struggle out of the current and
flounder through the mud, winch sucked offhIs left sock A httle way down the
bank two old men were sittIng beSIde a fence, sharpenIng fence-posts, as
though there had not been a not WIthIn a hundred mIles of them Flory
crawled ashore, clambered over the fence and ran heaVily across the
moanwhIte parade-ground, Ins wet trousers saggIng As far as he could tell In
the nOIse, the hnes were qUite empty In some stalls over to the rIght Verrall's
horses were plungIng about In a pamc Flory ran out on to the road, and saw
what had happened
The whole body of polIcemen, mIhtary and CivIl, about a hundred and fifty
men m all, had attacked the crowd from the rear, armed only WIth stIcks. They
had been utterly engulfed The crowd was so dense that It was like an
enormous swarm of bees seethIng and rotatIng Everywhere one could see
pohcemen wedged helplessly among the hordes of Burmans) strugglmg
furlOusly but uselessly, and too cramped even to use theIr stIcks Whole knots
of men were tangled LaocoOn-hketn the folds ofunrolledpagru There was a
terrIfic bellOWIng of oaths In three or four languages, clouds of dust, and a
suiIocatlng stench o-f sweat and marIgolds-but no one seemed to have been
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serIously hurt Probably the Burmans had not used theIr dahs for fear of
provokIng nfle-fire Flory pushed hIS way Into the crowd and was ImmedIately
swallowed up lIke the others A sea of bodIes closed In upon him and flung him
from sIde to side, bumping hIS nbs and chokIng him WIth their animal heat He
struggled onwards WIth an almost dreamlIke feehng, so absurd and unreal was
the SltuatlOn The whole not had been ludIcrous from the start, and what was
most ludIcrous of all was that the Burmans, who mIght have killed hIm, dId not
know what to do WIth hIm now he was among them Some yelled Insults In hiS
face, some Jostled hIm and stamped on hiS feet, some even tned to make way
for hIm, as a whIte man He was not certaIn whether he was fightIng for hIS hfe,
or merely pushIng hIS way through the crowd For qUIte a long tIme he was
Jammed, helpless, WIth hiS arms pInned agaInst hIS SIdes, then he found
himself wresthng With a stumpy Burman much -stronger than hImself, then a.
dozen men rolled agaInst hun lIke a wave and drove hIm deeper Into the heart
of the crowd Suddenly he felt an agonIZIng pain In hIS nght bIg toe-someone
In boots had trodden on It It was the Mlhtary PolIce subahdar, a RaJ put, very
fat, moustachlOed, WIth hIS pagrz gone He was grasping a Burman by the
throat and trYing to hammer hIS face, whIle the sweat rolled off hIS bare, bald
crown Flory threw rus arm round the subahdar's neck and managed to tear
hun away from hiS adversary and shout In hIS ear HIS Urdu deserted hIm, and
he bellowed In Burmese
'Why dId you not open fire';)'
For a long time he could not hear the man's answer Then he caught It
'Hukm ne aya'-'I have had no orderr"
'IdIOt"
At thIS moment another bunch of men drove agaInst them, and for a mInute
or two they were pInned and qUIte unable to move Flory realIzed that the
subahdar had a whIstle In hIS pocket and was trYIng to get at It FInally he got It
loose and blew pIerCIng blasts, but there was no hope of rallYIng any men untIl
they could get Into a clear space It was a fearful labour to struggle out of the
crowd-it was lIke wadtng neck-deep through a VISCOUS sea At tImes the
exhaustIon of Flory's hmbs was so complete that he stood paSSIve, lettIng the
crowd hold rum and even drIve hun backwards At last, more from the natural
eddyIng of the crowd than by rus own effort, he found hunself flung out Into
the open The subahdar had also emerged, ten or fifteen sepoys, and a Burmese
Inspector of PolIce Most of the sepoys collapsed on theIr haunches almost
fallIng WIth fatIgue, and lImpIng, theIr feet haVIng been trampled on
'Come on, get upf Run lIke hell for the lInes' Get some nfles and a clIp of
ammunItion each.'
He was too overcome even to speak In Burmese, but the men understood
hIm and lopped heavlly towards the pollce hnes Flory followed them, to get
away from the crowd before they turned on hIm agaIn When he reached the
gate the sepoys were returrung WIth theIr rIfles and already prepanng to fire
'The salub WIll gIve the order" the subahdar panted
'Here youI' cned. Flory to the Inspector 'Can you speak Hindustanl-;>'

'Yes, sir'
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'Then tell them to fire hIgh, rIght over the people's heads And above all, to
.fire all together Make them understand that '
The fat Inspector, whose HmdustanI was even worse than Flory's, explaIned
what was wanted, chIefly by leaping up and down and gestlculatmg The
sepoys raIsed theIr rIfles, there was a roar, and a rollIng echo from the hIllSIde
For a moment Flory thought that his order had been dIsregarded, for almost
the entIre sectIOn of the crowd nearest them had fallen lIke a swath of hay
However, they had only flung themselves down m panIC The sepoys fired a
second volley, but It was not needed The crowd had ImmedIately begun to
surge outwards from the Club lIke a rIver changmg ItS course They came
pourIng down the road, saw the armed men barrmg theIr way, and trIed to
reCOIl, whereupon there was a fresh battle between those m front and those
behInd, finally the whole crowd bulged outwards and began to roll slowly up
the maldan Flory and the sepoys moved slowly towards the Club on the heels
of the retreatIng crowd The polIcemen who had been engulfed were stragglmg
back by ones and twos TheIr pagrzs were gone and their puttees traIlmg yards
behInd them, but they had no damage worse than brUIses The CIvIl
PolIcemen were draggIng a very few prIsoners among them When they
reached the Club compound the Burmans were stIll pourIng out, an endless
hne of young men leaping gracefully through a gap In the hedge lIke a
processIon of gazelles It seemed to Flory that It was gettmg very dark A small
whIte-clad figure extrIcated Itself from the last of the crowd and tumbled
Imply Into Flory's arms It was Dr VeraswamI, WIth hIS tIe torn off but hiS
spectacles mIraculously unbroken
'Doctor I'
'Ach, my f!lend' Ach, how I am exhausted"
'What are you dOIng here';) Were you rIght In the mIddle of that crowd';)'
'1 was trYing to restraIn them, my frIend It was hopeless untIl you came
But there IS at least one man who bears the mark of thIS, I thmk"
He held out a small fist for Flory to see the damaged knuckles But It was
certaInly qUIte dark now At the same moment Flory heard a nasal VOIce
behInd hIm
'Well, Mr Flory, so It's all over already' A mere flash In the pan as usual You
and I together were a httle too much for them-ha, hal'
It was U Po KYln He came towards them WIth a martIal aIr, carrYIng a huge
stIck, and WIth a revolver thrust Into hIS belt HIS dress was a studIous
neglzge-slnglet and Shan trousers-to gIve the unpresslon that he had rushed
out of hiS house post-haste He had been lYIng low unul the danger should be
over, and was now hurrYIng forth to grab a share of any credit that llllght be
gOIng
'A smart piece of work, sir" he said enthusiastically 'Look how they are
flYIng up the lullSldel We have routed them most satisfactory'
'WeI' panted the doctor IndIgnantly
'Ah, my dear doctor' I d1d not perceive that you were there It 1S pOSSIble
that you also have been In the fighting'> Yau-nskmg your most valuable hfe!
Who would have belleved such a thIng?'
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'You've taken your tIme gettlng here yourself!' saId Flory angrIly
'Well, well SIr, It IS enough that we have dIspersed them Although,' he
added WIth a touch of satIsfactIOn, for he had notIced Flory's tone, 'they are
gOIng m the dIrectIon of the European houses, you wIll observe I fancy that It
WIll occur to them to do a little plunderIng on theIr way'
One had to admIre the man's Impudence He tucked hIS great stIck under hIS
arm and strolled beside Flory In an almost patronIzIng manner, whIle the
doctor dropped behInd, abashed In spIte of himself At the Club gate all three
men halted It was now extraordmarIly dark, and the moon had vanIshed Low
overhead, Just VISIble, black clouds were streamIng eastward lIke a pack of
hounds A WInd, almost cold, blew down the hIllSIde and swept a cloud of dust
and fine water-vapour before It There was a sudden Intensely rIch scent of
damp The WInd qUIckened, the trees rustled, then began beatIng themselves
fUrIously together, the bIg frangIpanI tree by the tennIS court flInging out a
nebula of dImly seen blossom All three men turned and hurrIed for shelter,
the OrIentals to theIr houses, Flory to the Club It had begun raInIng

23
Next day the town was qUIeter than a cathedral CIty on Monday mornIng It IS
usually the case after a flot Except for the handful of prIsoners, everyone who
could pOSSIbly have been concerned In the attack on the Club had a watertIght
alIbI The Club garden looked as though a herd of bIson had stampeded across
It, but the houses had not been plundered, and there were no new casualtIes
among the Europeans, except that after everythIng was over Mr Lackersteen
had been found very drunk under the bIlhard-table, where he had retIred WIth
a bottle of WhISky Westfield and Verrall came back early In the mornIng,
brIngIng Maxwell's murderers under arrest, or at any rate, brIngIng two
people who would presently be hanged for Maxwell's murder Westfield,
when he heard the news of the flot, was gloomy but reSIgned Agazn It
happened-a verItable rIot, and he not there to quell It' It seemed fated that he
should never kIll a man Depressmg, depreSSIng Verrall's only comment was
that It had been 'damned hp' on the part of Flory (a CIVIlIan) to give orders to
the Mllltary PolIce
Meanwhile, It was rainIng almost WIthout cease As soon as he woke up and
heard the rain hammenng on the roof Flory dressed and hurried out, Flo
follOWing Out of sight of the houses he took off hiS clothes and let the frun
sluice down on hiS bare body To hiS surprIse, he found that he was covered
With bruises from last nIght; but the raIn had washed away every trace of hiS
prickly heat wlthm three mmutes It IS wonderful, the healmg power of ramwater Flory wa1ked down to Dr Veraswaml's housej Wlth Ius shoes squelchIng
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and penodlcal Jets of water flowIng down hIS neck from the bnm of hIs Teral
hat The sky was leaden, and Innumerable whIrlIng storms chased one another
across the maldan lIke squadrons of cavalry Burmans passed, under vast
wooden hats In spIte of whIch theIr bodIes streamed water lIke the bronze gods
In the fountaIns A network of nvulets was already washIng the stones of the
road bare The doctor had Just got home when Flory arnved, and was shakIng
a wet umbrella over the veranda raIl He haded Flory excItedly
'Come up, Mr Flory, come up at once' You are Just apropos I wass on the
pOInt of openIng a bottle of Old Tommy GIn Come up and let me drInk to
your health, ass the savIour of Kyauktada"
They had a long talk together The doctor was In a tnumphant mood It
appeared that what had happened last mght had nghted hIS troubles almost
mIraculously U Po KYln's schemes were undone The doctor was no longer at
hIS mercY-In fact, 1t was the other way about The doctor explaIned to Flory
'You see, my fnend, thIS not-or rather, your most noble behavlOur In
It-wass qUIte outSIde U Po KYln's programme He had started the so-called
rebellIon and had the glory of crushIng It, and he calculated that any further
outbreak would SImply mean more glory sull I am told that when he heard of
Mr Maxwell's death, hISS JOY was POSItIvely' -the doctor mpped hIS thumb and
forefinger together-'what ISS the word I want~'
'Obscene~'

'Ah yes Obscene It ISS saId that actually he attempted to dance-can you
Imagine such a dIsgustIng spectac1e?-and exc1atmed, "Now at least they WIll
take my rebellIon senously'" Such ISS hIS regard for human lIfe But now hISS
trIumph ISS at an end The not hass trIpped up In mId-career '
'How?'
'Because, do you not see, the honours of the not are not hISS, but yours' And
I am known to be your frIend I stand, so to speak, In the reflectIon of your
glory Are you not the hero of the hour? DId not your European frIends receIve
you WIth open arms when you return~d to the Club last mght?'
'They dId, I must admIt It was qUIte a new expenence for me Mrs
Lackersteen was all over me "Dear Mr Flory", she calls me now And she's
got her kmfe properly In EllIS She hasn't forgotten that he called her a bloody
hag and told her to stop squealIng hke a pIg'
'Ab, Mr EllIS ISS sometImes over-emphatIc 10 hISS expressIons I have
notIced It'
'The only fly In the OIntment IS that I told the pollee to fire over the crowd's
heads mstead of straIght at them It seems that's aglUnst all the Government
regulatIons EllIS was a lIttle vexed about It "Why dIdn't you plug some of the
b-s when you had the chance'" he saId I pomted out that It would have
meant luttlng the polIce who were In the mIddle of the crowd, but as he SaId,
they were only ruggers anyway However, all my sms are forglven me And
Macgregor quoted sometlung In Lann-Horace, I belIeve.'
It was half an hour later when Flory walked along to the Club He had
pronnsed to see Mr Macgregor and settle the busmess of the doctor's electIon
But there would be no ddnet11ty about It now The others would eat out of lus
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hand untll the absurd riot was forgotten, he could have gone Into the Club and
made a speech In favour of LenIn, and they would have put up WIth It The
lovely raIn streamed down, drenchIng him from head to foot, and filhng hIS
nostrIls WIth the scent of earth, forgotten durIng the bItter months of drought
He walked up the wrecked garden, where the mal'L, bending down WIth the ram
splashmg on hiS bare back, was trowelhng holes for ZInnias Nearly all the
flowers had been trampled out of eXIstence. Ehzabeth was there, on the SIde
veranda, almost as though she were waIting for hIm He took off hiS hat,
spllhng a pool of water from the brim, and went round to }01n her
'Good mornlngl' he saId, raISIng hIS VOIce because of the ratn that beat
nOlstly on the low roof
'Good mornIng' Isn't It coming down? SlIDply pelt'Lngl'
'Oh, thIS Isn't real raIn You walt tIll July The whole Bay of BengalIs g01ng
to pour Itself on us, by Instalments '
It seemed that they must never meet WIthout talkmg of the weather
Nevertheless, her face said somethIng very dIfferent from the banal words Her
demeanour had changed utterly SInce last rught He took courage
'How IS the place where that stone hIt you"
She held her arm out to hlffi and let hIm take It Her alr was gentle, even
submIssIve He reahzed that hiS explOlt of last night had made him almost a
hero In her eyes She could not know how small the danger had really been, and
she forgave hlID everythIng, even Ma Hla May, because he had shown courage
at the nght moment It was the buffalo and the leopard over agaIn HIS heart
thumped In hIS breast. He shpped hIS hand down her arm and clasped her
fingers In hIS own
<Ebzabeth-'
'Someone WIll see us!' she saId, and she WIthdrew her hand, but not angrily
'Elizabeth, I've somethIng I want to say to you Do you remember a letter I
wrote you from the Jungle, after our-some weeks ago?'
'Yes'
'You remember what I saId In It?'
-eYes I'm sorry I didn't answer It Only-'
'I couldn't expect you to answer Itj then But I Just wanted to remInd you of
what I saId'
In the letter, of course, he had only satd, and feebly enough,that he loved
her-would always love her, no matter what happened They were standIng
face to face, very close together. On an Impulse-and It was so SWiftly done that
. afterwards he had dIfficulty In belieVIng that It had ever happened-he took her
In lus arms and -drew her towards him For a moment she Yielded and let hIm
lift up her face and kISS her, then suddenly she recpIled and shook her head
Perhaps she was frIghtened that someone would see them, perhaps It was only
because his moustache was $0 wet from the raIn Without saying anythmg
more she broke from lum and hurrIed away into the Club There was a loo}{ of
c;tistres$ or compunction In her face, but she dId not seem angry
He £allow-ed her more slowly Into the Club, and ran Into Mr Macgregor,
wllQ W$ in a very good humour As soon as he saw Flory he boomed genIally,
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'Aha' The conquenng hero comes I' and then, m a more senous veIn, offered
him fresh congratulatIOns Flory Improved the occaSIOn by sayIng a few words
on behalf of the doctor He paInted qUIte a hvely pIcture of the doctor's
herOIsm In the not 'He was nght In the mIddle of the crowd, fightIng hke a
tIger,' etc, etc It was not too much exaggerated-for the doctor had certamly
rIsked hIS hfe Mr Macgregor was Impressed, and so were the others when they
heard of It At all tImes the testImony of one European can do an Onental more
good than that of a thousand of hIS fellow countrymen, and at thIS moment
Flory's opInIOn carned weIght PractIcally, the doctor's good name was
restored HIS electIOn to the Club could be taken as assured
However, It was not finally agreed upon yet, because Flory was returmng to
camp He set out the same evemng, marching by rught, and he dId not see
Ehzabeth agaIn before leaVIng It was qUlte safe to travel In the Jungle now, for
the futIle rebellIon was ObVIously firushed There IS seldom any talk of
rebelhon after the raIns have started-the Burmans are too busy ploughIng, and
In any case the waterlogged fields are Impassable for large bodIes of men Flory
was to return to Kyauktada In ten days, when the padre's sIx-weekly VISIt fell
due The truth was that he dId not care to be 10 Kyauktada whIle both
ElIzabeth and Verrall were there And yet, It was strange, but all the
bItterness-all the obscene, crawhng envy that had tormented hIm before-was
gone now that he knew she had forgiven hIm It was only Verrall who stood
between them now And even the thought of her In Verrall's arms could hardly
move hIm, because he knew that at the worst the affaIr must have an end
Verrall, It was qUIte certaIn, would never marry Ehzabeth, young men of
Verrall's stamp do not marry penmless gIrls met casually at obscure IndIan
statIons He was only amUSIng himself WIth ElIzabeth Presently he would
desert her, and she would return to hIm-to Flory It was enough-It was far
better than he had hoped There IS a humIlIty about genUIne love that IS rather
horrIble In some ways
U Po KYIn was furIously angry The mIserable not had taken hIm unawares,
so far as anythIng ever took hun unawares, and It was lIke a handful of grIt
thrown Into the machinery of hiS plans The busmess of dIsgraCIng the doctor
had got to be begun all over agam Begun It was, sure enough, WIth such a spate
of anonymous letters that Hla Pe had to absent hImself from office for two
whole days-It was bronchItIS thiS time-to get them wrItten The doctor was
accused of every crlffie from pederasty to stealmg Government postage
stamps The prIson warder who had let Nga Shwe 0 escape had now come up
for trIal He was trIUmphantly acqUitted, U Po Kym haVIng spent as much as
two hundred rupees in bnbing the Witnesses. More letters showered up on Mr
Macgregor, proving Ih petatl that Dr Veraswamt, the real author of the escape,
had trIed to shift the blame on to a helpless subordmate. Nevertheless, the
results were dIsappomting. The confidenua11etter wluch Mr Macgregor wrote
to the COlnIJUSsloner) reportIng on the riot, was steamed open, and lt8 tone was
so alarnung-Mr Macgregor had spoken of the doctor as 'behaving most
credItably' on the rught of the rlQt-Qat U Po Kytn called a councIl of war.
'The tune has come fQr a Vigorous mov:e,' he satd to the others-they Weft m
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conclave on the front veranda, before breakfast Ma KIn was there, and Ba
Sein and Hla Pe-the latter a brIght-faced, promisIng boy of eIghteen, wIth the
manner of one who WIll certaInly succeed In hfe
'We are hammerIng agaInst a brIck wall,' U Po KYIn contInued, 'and that
wallIS Flory Who could have foreseen that that mIserable coward would stand
by hIS frIend? However, there It IS SO long as Vera swamI has his backing, we
are helpless '
'1 have been talking to the Club butler, SIr,' said Ba Sein 'He tells me that
Mr EllIS and Mr Westfield stIll do not want the doctor to be elected to the
Club Do you not think they Will quarrel WIth Flory agaIn as soon as thiS
busmess of the not IS forgotten?'
'Of course they Will quarrel, they always quarrel But In the meantime the
harm IS done Just suppose that man were elected' I beheve I should die of rage
If It happened No, there IS only one move left We must strIke at Flory
hImself"
'At Flory, sir' But he IS a white manl'
'What do I care? I have ruIned whIte men before now Once let Flory be
dIsgraced, and there IS an end of the doctor And he shall be dIsgraced I I Will
shame hun so that he WIll never dare show hIS face In that Club agaIn"
'But, SIr' A white man' What are we to accuse rum of? Who would belIeve
anytrung against a whIte man?'
'You have no strategy, Ko Ba Seln One does not accuse a wrute man, one has
got to catch h1m In the act PublIc dIsgrace, 'tn flagrante del1,cto I shall know
how to set about It Now be SIlent willIe I thInk'
There was a pause U Po KYIn stood gaZIng out Into the raIn With hIS small
hands clasped behInd hun and restIng on the natural plateau of lus posterIor
The other three watched hIm from the end of the veranda, almost frIghtened
by thiS talk of attacking a white man, and waItIng for some masterstroke to
cope WIth a SituatIOn that was beyond them It was a httle lIke the famIlIar
pIcture (IS It Melssonler's?) of Napoleon at Moscow, pormg over hiS maps
whlle hls marshals walt In sllence, With theIr cocked hats In their hands But of
course U Po Kym was more equal to the SituatIOn than Napoleon HIS plan was
ready WIthin two mInutes When he turned round hIS vast face was suffused
WIth exceSSIve JOY The doctor had been mistaken when he descnbed U Po
KYIn as attempting to dance, U Po KYln's figure was not deSigned for danCing,
but, had It been so deSigned, he would have danced at thts moment He
beckofled to Ba Sem and whIspered In ills ear for a few seconds
'That 18 the correct move, I think?' he concluded
Abroad, unwIlhng, Incredulous grIn stole slowly across Ba Seln's face
cFIfty rupees ought to cover all the expenses/ added U Po KYln, beaming
The plan was unfolded In detaIl And when the others had taken It In, all of
them, even Ba Sein, who seldom laughed, even Ma KIn, who dIsapproved
from the bottom of her soul, burst Into Irrepressible peals of laughter The
plan was really too good to be reSIsted It was geruus.
Ail the while It was rainIng, ramlng The day after Flory went back to camp
it ratned for tmrty-etght hours at a stretch, sometimes slOWIng to the pace of
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EnglIsh raIn, sometImes pOUrIng down In such cataracts that one thought the
whole ocean must by now have been sucked up mto the clouds The rattlIng on
the roof became maddenIng after a few hours In the Intervals between the raIn
the sun glared as fiercely as ever, the mud began to crack and steam, and
patches of prIckly heat sprang out all over one's body Hordes of flYIng beetles
had emerged from theIr cocoons as soon as the ram started, there was a plague
of loathly creatures known as stInk-bugs, WhICh Invaded the houses In
IncredIble numbers, lIttered themselves over the dlrung-table and made one's
food uneatable Verrall and ElIzabeth stIll went out rIdmg In the evenIngs,
when the raIn was not too fierce To Verrall, all clImates were alIke, but he dId
not lIke to see hIS pornes plastered WIth mud Nearly a week went by Nothmg
was changed between them-they were neIther less nor more IntImate than
they had been before The proposal of marrIage, stIll confidently expected, was
stIll unuttered Then an alarmIng thIng happened The news filtered to the
Club, through Mr Macgregor, that Verrall was leavIng Kyauktada, the
MIlItary PolIce were to be kept at Kyauktada, but another officer was comIng
In Verrall's place,no one was certaIn when ElIzabeth was In horrIble suspense
Surely, If he was gOIng away, he must say somethmg defirnte soon"> She could
not questIOn hIm-dared not even ask hIm whether he was really gOIng, she
could only walt for hIm to speak He saId nothIng Then one everung, Without
warnIng, he faIled to turn up at the Club And two whole days passed durmg
whIch ElIzabeth dId not see hIm at all
It was dreadful, but there was nothIng that could be done Verrall and
ElIzabeth had been Inseparable for weeks, and yet In a way they were almost
strangers He had kept hImself so aloof from them all-had never even seen the
InSIde of the Lackersteens' house They dId not know hIm well enough to seek
hIm out at the dakbungalow, or WrIte to hIm, nor dId he reappear at mornmg
parade on the maldan There was nothIng to do except walt untd he chose to
present hImself agaIn And when he dId, would he ask her to marry hIm";)
Surely, surely he must' Both Ebzabeth and her aunt (but neIther of them had
even spoken of It openly) held It as an artlcle of faIth that he must ask her
ElIzabeth looked forward to their next meetIng WIth a hope that was almost
painful Please God It would be a week at least before he went' If she rode WIth
hun four tImes more, or three tImes-even If It were only tWice, all mIght yet be
well Please God he would come back to her soon l It was untlunkable that
when he came, It would only be to say good-bye! The two women went down
to the Club each evening and sat there untIl qwte late, lIstenmg for Verrall's
footsteps outSIde whIle seeming not to lIsten, but he never appeared Eills) who
understood the SItuation perfectly, watched ElIzabeth WIth spiteful
amusement What made It worst of all was that Mr Lackersteen was now
pesterIng Ebzabeth unceasIngly He had become qUite reckless Almost under
the eyes of the servants he would waylay her, catch hold of her and begtn pm(:hIng and fondlIng her In the most revoltIng way Her sale defence was to threaten
that she would tell her aunt, happIly he was too stupId to realize that she would
never dare do It
On the dura lUQl'nmg Ehzabet.1a and her aunt arrived at the Club Just m tune
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to escape a vlOlent storm of rain They had been sittIng In the lounge for a few
mInutes when they heard the sound of someone stamping the water off hIS
shoes In the passage Each woman's heart stirred, for thiS mIght be Verrall
Then a young man entered the lounge, unbuttoning a long raincoat as he came
He was a stout, rolhckIng, chuckle-headed youth of about twenty-five, wIth fat
fresh cheeks, butter-coloured half, no forehead, and, as It turned out
afterwards, a deafening laugh
Mrs Lackersteen made some InartIculate sound-It was Jerked out of her by
her dlsapPOlntment The youth, however, halled them with Immediate
bonhomie, being one of those who are on terms of slangy IntImacy with
everyone from the moment of meeting them
'Hullo, hullo" he sald 'Enter the faIrY prInce' Hope I don't sort of Intrude
and all that';) Not shOVing In on any famlly gatherIngs or anything?'
'Not at all" said Mrs Lackersteen In surprIse
'What I mean to say-thought I'd Just pop In at the Club and have a glance
round, don't you know Just to get acchmatlzed to the local brand of whisky I
only got here last mght '
'Are you statzoned here?' said Mrs Lackersteen, mystified-for they had not
been expecting any newcomers
'Yes, rather Pleasure's mine, entirely'
'But we hadn't heard
Dh, of course' I suppose you're from the Forest
Department? In place of poor Mr MaxwelP'
'What";) Forest Department';) No fear' I'm the new Milltary Pollce bloke, you
know'
'The-what'"
'New MIlitary PolIce bloke Taking over from dear ole Verrall The dear ole
chap got orders to go back to rus regiment GOlng off In a fearful hurry And a
nice mess he's left everything In for yours truly, too'
The Milltary Pobceman was a crass youth, but even he notlced that
Ehzabeth's face turned suddenly Sickly She found herself qUite unable to
speak It was several seconds before Mrs Lackersteen managed to exclaim
'Mr Verrall-gOlng? Surely he Isn't gOlng away yet';)'
'Going? He's gone!'
'Gone;J'
'Well, what I mean to say-train's due to start In about half an hour He'll be
along at the station now. I sent a fatigue party to look after him Got to get hiS
ponies aboard and all that '
There were probably further explanatlOns, but neIther ElIzabeth nor her
aunt heard a word of them In any case, Without even a good-bye to the
Mllttary Pohceman, they were out on the front steps Within fifteen seconds
Mrs Lackersteen called sharply for the butler
'Butler' Send my rIckshaw round to the front at once' To the stanon,}aldzl'
she added as the nckshaw...man appeared, and, haVing settled herself In the
rickshaw, poked hun In the back WIth the ferrule of her umbrella to start hIm
Elizabeth had put on her ramcoat and Mrs Lackersteen was cowenng In the
nckshaw behmd her umbrella, but neIther was much use. agamst the rain It

Burmese Days

237

came dnvlng towards them In such sheets that Ehzabeth's frock was soaked
before they had reached the gate, and the nckshaw almost overturned In the
wind The nckshaw-wallah put his head down and struggled mto It, groamng
Ehzabeth was In agony I t was a mistake, surely It was a mistake He had
wntten to her and the letter had gone astray That was It, that must be It I It
could not be that he had meant to leave her without even saYing good-bye l And
If It were so-no, not even then would she give up hopei When he saw her on the
platform, for the last tIme, he could not be so brutal as to forsake her' As they
neared the station she fell behind the nckshaw and pmched her cheeks to brmg
the blood Into them A squad of MIhtary PolIce sepoys shuffled hurnedly by,
theIr thIn unIforms sodden Into rags, pushIng a handcart among them Those
would be Verrall's fatIgue party Thank God, there was a quarter of an hour
yet The traIn was not due to leave for another quarter of an hour Thank God,
at least, for thIS last chance of seeIng hIm'
They arnved on the platform Just m tIme to see the traIn draw out of the
statlOn and gather speed With a serIes of deafemng snorts The stanonmaster, a
lIttle round, black man, was standIng on the lIne looking ruefully after the
traIn, and holding hiS waterproof-covered tOpl on to hiS head WIth one hand,
whIle WIth the other he fended off two clamorous IndIans who were bobbIng at
him and trYIng to thrust something upon hIS attention Mrs Lackersteen
leaned out of the nckshaw and called agItatedly through the ram
'StatlOnmasterl'
'Madam"
'What traIn IS that';)'
'That IS the Mandalay traIn, madam '
'The Mandalay traIn' It can't bel'
'But I assure you, madam' It IS precisely the Mandalay tram' He came
towards them, remOVIng hIS tOPI
'But Mr Verrall-the PolIce officer') Surely he's not on It?
'Yes, madam, he have departed ' He waved hIS hand towards the traIn, now
recedIng rapIdly In a cloud of raIn and steam
'But the traIn wasn't due to start yetI'
'No, madam Not due to start for another ten mInutes'
'Then why has It gone?'
The stattonmaster waved hIS tOpi apologetIcally from SIde to SIde His dark,
squabby face looked qUite dIstressed
'1 know, madam, 1 know' Most unprecedented1 But the young MIlItary
PolIce officer have positively commanded me to start the traIn' He declare that
alliS ready and he do not Wish to be kept waltlng I pOInt out the Irregulanty
He say he do not care about IrregularIty 1 expostulate He mSlst And m
short-'
He made another gesture It meant that Verrall was the kInd of man who
would have his way, even when It came to startIng a traIn ten mmutes early
There was a pause The two IndIans, Imagmmg that they saw theIr chance,
suddenly rushed forward, waIlIng) and offered some grubby notebooks for
Mrs Lackersteen's Inspecnon
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'What do these men want';)' crIed Mrs Lackersteen dIstractedly
'They are grass-wallahs, madam They say that LIeutenant Verrall have
departed oWIng them large sums of money One for hay, the other for corn Of
mme It IS no affaIr '
There was a hoot from the dIstant traIn It rolled round the bend, hke a
black-behlnded caterpIllar that looks over Its shoulder as It goes, and vanIshed
The statIonmaster's wet whIte trousers flapped forlornly about hIS legs
Whether Verrall had started the traIn early to escape ElIzabeth, or to escape
the grass-wallahs, was an InterestIng questIOn that was never cleared up
They made their way back along the road, and then struggled up the hIll In
such a WInd that sometImes they were drIven several paces backwards When
they gaIned the veranda they were qUIte out of breath The servants took theIr
streamIng raIncoats, and ElIzabeth shook some of the water from her haIr Mrs
Lackersteen broke her SIlence for the first tIme SInce they had left the statIon
Well' Of all the unmannerly-of the SImply abomznable
I'
Ehzabeth looked pale and sIckly, In spIte of the raIn and WInd that had
beaten Into her face But she would betray nothIng
'I thInk he nught have waited to say good-bye to us,' she saId coldly
'Take my word for It, dear, you are thoroughly well rId ofhlm'
As I saId
from the start, a most odzous young man"
Some tIme later, when they were sItting down to breakfast, haVIng bathed
and got IotO dry clothes, and feelIng better, she remarked
'Let me see, what day IS thIS?'
'Saturday, Aunt'
'Ah, Saturday Then the dear padre WIll be arrIVIng thIS evemng How many
shall we be for the serVIce tomorrow? Why, I thInk we shall all be here' How
very mce' Mr Flory WIll be here too I thInk he saId he was conung back from
the Jungle tomorrow' She added almost lovIngly, 'Dear Mr FloryI'
G
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It was nearly SIX o'clock In the evemng, and the absurd bell In the SIx-foot tIn
steeple of the church went clank-clank, clank-clank' as old Mattu pulled the
rope WIthIn The rays of the settIng sun, refracted by dIstant raInstorms,
flooded the maldan WIth a beautIful, lUrId lIght It had been ramIng earlIer In
the day" and would raIn agaIn The Chnstlan communIty of Kyauktada, fifteen
In number, were gatherIng at the church door for the evemng service
Flory was already there, and Mr Macgregor, grey tOPI and all, and Mr
FranCls and Mr Samuel, fIlsklng about In freshly laundered dnll SUIts-for the
SIx-weekly church servIce was the great SOCIal event of theIr lIves The padre, a
tall man with grey haIr and a refined, discoloured face, weanng pInce-nez, was
standIng on the church steps In hIS cassock and surplIce, whIch he had put on
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In Mr Macgregor's house He was smIlIng In an amIable but rather helpless
way at four pInk-cheeked Karen Chnstlans who had come to make theIr bows
to hIm, for he dId not speak a word of theIr language nor they of hIS There was
one other OrIental ChrIstIan, a mournful, dark IndIan of uncertaIn race, who
stood humbly In the background He was always present at the church
serVIces, but no one knew who he was or why he was a ChrIstIan Doubtless he
had been captured and baptIzed In Infancy by the mISSIOnarIeS, for IndIans
who are converted when adults almost InvarIably lapse
Flory could see ElIzabeth comIng down the hIll, dressed In hlac-colour, WIth
her aunt and uncle He had seen her that mornmg at the Club-they had had
Just a mInute alone together before the others came In He had only asked her
one questIOn
'Has Verrall gone-for good?'
'Yes'
There had been no need to say any more He had SImply taken her by the
arms and drawn her towards mm She came wIllIngly, even gladly-there In the
clear daybght, merCIless to hIS dIsfigured face For a moment she had clung to
hun almost lIke a chIld It was a though he had saved her or protected her from
somethIng He raIsed her face to kISS her, and found WIth surprIse that she was
crymg There had been no tIme to talk then, not even to say, 'WIll you marry
me?' No matter, after the serVIce there would be tIme enough Perhaps at hIS
next VISIt, only SIX weeks hence, the padre would marry them
Eills and Westfield and the new MIlItary PolIceman were approachmg from
the Club, where they had been haVIng a couple of qUlck ones to last them
through the serVIce The Forest Officer who had been sent to take Maxwell's
place, a sallow, tall man, completely bald except for two whIsker-lIke tufts In
front of hIS ears, was follOWIng them Flory had not time to say more than
'Good evenIng' to Ellzabeth when she arrIved Mattu, seeIng that everyone
was present, stopped rIngIng the bell, and the clergyman led the way InSide,
followed by Mr Macgregor, WIth hIS tOpi agaInst hIS stomach, and the
Lackersteens and the natIve ChrIStIans EllIS pInched Flory's elbow and
whtspered boozIly In hiS ear
'Come on, hne up TIme for the smvel-parade QUIck march!'
He and the MIlItary PolIceman went In behInd the others, arm-Ill-arm, WIth
a danCIng step-the polIceman, tIll they got InSIde, waggIng hIS fat belnnd In
ImItatIOn of a pwe-dancer Flory sat down In the same pew as these two,
OppOSIte ElIzabeth, on her rIght. It was the first tIme that he had ever risked
SIttIng WIth hIS bIrthmark towards her 'Shut your eyes and count twenty-five'
whIspered EllIS as they sat down, draWlng a smgger from the pohceman Mrs
Lackersteen had already taken her place at the harmoruum, whIch was no
bIgger than a WrItIng-desk Mattu statIoned hImself by the door and began to
pull the punkah-It was so arranged that It only flapped over the front pews,
where the Europeans sat Flo came nOSIng up the aIsle, found Flory's pew and
settled down underneath It The serVIce began
Flory was only attendIng IntermIttently He was dunly aware of standing
and kneehng and muttermg 'Amen' to intermtnable prayers" and of EllIs
J
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nudgIng hIm and whIspering blasphemIes behind hIS hymn book But he was
too happy to collect his thoughts Hell was YIeldIng up EurydIce The yellow
hght flooded In through the open door, glldlng the broad back of Mr
Macgregor's sIlk coat hke cloth-of-gold Ehzabeth, across the narrow aIsle,
was so close to Flory that he could hear every rustle of her dress and feel, as It
seemed to hIm, the warmth of her body, yet he would not look at her even once,
lest the others should notIce It The harmonIum quavered bronchltlcally as
Mrs Lackersteen struggled to pump sufficIent aIr Into It WIth the sole pedal
that worked The SIngIng was a queer, ragged nOIse-an earnest boomIng from
Mr Macgregor, a kmd of shamefaced muttenng from the other Europeans,
and from the back a loud, wordless lOWIng, for the Karen Chnstlans knew the
tunes of the hymns but not the words
They were kneelIng down agaIn 'More bloody knee-dnll,' EllIS whIspered
The aIr darkened, and there was a lIght patter of raIn on the roof, the trees
outsIde rustled, and a cloud of yellow leaves whIrled past the WIndow Flory
watched them through the chInks of hIS fingers Twenty years ago, on winter
Sundays In hIS pew In the pansh church at home, he used to watch the yellow
leaves, as at thIS moment, dnftlng and fluttenng agaInst leaden skies Was It
not possIble, now, to begIn over agaIn as though those gnmy years had never
touched hlm';l Through hIS fingers he glanced SIdelong at ElIzabeth, kneelIng
WIth her head bent and her face hIdden In her youthful, mottled hands When
they were marned, when they were marrIed' What fun they would have
together In thIS allen yet kindly land' He saw ElIzabeth In hIS camp, greetIng
hIm as he came home tIred from work and Ko S 'la hurned from the tent WIth a
bottle of beer, he saw her walkIng In the forest WIth hIm, watchIng the
hornbllls 10 the peepul trees and pIckIng nameless flowers, and In the marshy
grazmg-grounds, trampIng through the cold-weather mIst after snIpe and teal
He saw hIS home as she would remake It He saw hIS draWIng-room, sluttIsh
and bachelor-lIke no longer, WIth new furmture from Rangoon, and a bowl of
pInk balsams hke rosebuds on the table, and books and water-colours and a
black plano Above all the plano' HIS mInd hngered upon the plano-symbol,
perhaps because he was unmusIcal, of CIVIlIzed and settled hie He was
delIvered for ever from the sub-hfe of the past decade-the debauchenes, the
lIes, the paIn of exIle and sohtude, the deahngs WIth whores and moneylenders and pukka sahlbs
The clergyman stepped to the small wooden lectern that also served as a
PUlPIt, shpped the band from a roll of sermon paper, coughed, and announced
a text 'In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost Amen'
'Cut it short, for ChrIst'S sake,' murmured EllIS
Flory chd not notIce how many mmutes passed The words of the sermon
flowed peacefully through hIS head, an IndIStInct burbhng sound, almost
unheard When they were marned, he was still thinking, when they were
marrledHullo! What was happemng'
The oletgyman had stopped short In the mIddle of a word He had taken off
his pia<»-nez and was shaktng them WIth a dIstressed aIr at someone In the
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doorway There was a fearful, raucous scream
'pzke-san pay-Izke! pzke-san pay-lzke!'
Everyone Jumped In theIr seats and turned round It was Ma Hla May As
they turned she stepped InSIde the church and shoved old Mattu VIolently
aSIde She shook her fist at Flory
'pzke-san pay-lzke! pzke-san pay-lzke! Yes, that's the one I mean-Flory,
Flory' (She pronounced It Parley) That one SIttIng In front there, WIth the
black haIr' Turn round and face me, you coward' Where IS the money you
promIsed me';)'
She was shrIekIng lIke a manIac The people gaped at her, too astounded to
move or speak Her face was grey WIth powder, her greasy haIr was tumbbng
down, her longyz was ragged at the bottom She looked lIke a screamIng hag of
the bazaar Flory's bowels seemed to have turned to Ice Oh God, God l Must
they know-must ElIzabeth know-that that was the woman who had been hIS
mIstress';) But there was not a hope, not the vestIge of a hope, of any mIstake
She had screamed hIS name over and over agaIn Flo, hearIng the famIlIar
VOIce, WrIggled from under the pew, walked down the aIsle and wagged her tall
at Ma Hla May The wretched woman was yelbng out a detaIled account of
what Flory had done to her
'Look at me, you whIte men, and you women, too, look at me' Look how he
has rUIned me' Look at these rags I am wearIng' And he IS SIttIng there, the
har, the coward, pretendIng not to see me' He would let me starve at hIS gate
hke a parIah dog Ah, but I WIll shame you' Turn round and look at mer Look
at thIS body that you have kIssed a thousand tlIDes-look-look-'
She began actually to tear her clothes open-the last Insult of a base-born
Burmese woman The harmomum squeaked as Mrs Lackersteen made a
convulSIve movement People had at last found theIr WitS and began to stlr
The clergyman, who had been bleatIng Ineffectually, recovered hIS VOice,
'Take that woman outSIdeI' he saId sharply
Flory's face was ghastly After the first moment he had turned hiS head away
from the door and set hIS teeth In a desperate effort to look unconcerned But It
was useless, qUIte useless HIS face was as yellow as bone, and the sweat
gbstened on hiS forehead FranCIS and Samuel, dOIng perhaps the first useful
deed of theIr lIves, suddenly sprang from their pew, grabbed Ma Hla May by
the arms and hauled her outSIde, stIli screamIng
It seemed very sIlent In the church when they had finally dragged her out of
hearIng The scene had been so VIolent, so squalId, that everyone was upset by
It Even EllIS looked dIsgusted Flory could neither speak nor stIr. He sat
staring fixedly at the altar) hiS face rlgtd and so bloodless that the bIrth-mark
seemed to glow upon It lIke a streak of blue paInt Ehzabeth glanced across the
aisle at hIm, and her revulSIOn made her almost phYSIcally SIck. She had not
understood a word of what Ma Hla May was saYIng, but the mearung of the
scene was perfectly clear The thought that he had been the lover of that greyfaced, mamacal creature made her shudder in her bones. But worse than that,
worse than anytbmg, was rus ugliness at tlus moment HIS face appalled her, It
was so ghastly, rIgid and old.. It was lIke a skull. Only the birthmark seemed
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alIve 10 It She hated hIm now for hIS bIrthmark She had never known tIll thIS
moment how dlshonounng, how unforgIvable a thIng It was
LIke the crocodile, U Po KYIn had struck at the weakest spot For, needless
to say, thIs scene was U Po KYIn's dOIng He had seen hIs chance, as usual, and
tutored Ma Hla May for her part wIth consIderable care The clergyman
brought hIS sermon to an end almost at once As soon as It was over Flory
hurrIed outsIde, not lookIng at any of the others It was gettIng dark, thank
God At fifty yards from the church he halted, and watched the others makIng
In couples for the Club It seemed to hIm that they were hurrYIng Ah, they
would, of course! There would be somethIng to talk about at the Club tonIght'
Flo rolled belly-upwards agaInst hIS ankles, asking for a game 'Get out, you
bloody brutel' he SaId, and kIcked her ElIzabeth had stopped at the church
door Mr Macgregor, happy chance, seemed to be IntrodUCIng her to the
clergyman In a moment the two men went on In the dIreCtIon of Mr
Macgregor's house, where the clergyman was to stay for the nIght, and
ElIzabeth followed the others, thIrty yards behInd them Flory ran after her
and caught up WIth her almost at the Club gate
'ElIzabeth' '
She looked round, saw hIm, turned whIte, and would have hurned on
WIthout a word But hIS anXIety was too great, and he caught her by the WrIst
'ElIzabeth' I must-I've got to speak to youI'
'Let me go, wIll you"
They began to struggle, and then stopped abruptly Two of the Karens who
had come out of the church were standIng fifty yards away, gaZIng at them
through the half-darkness WIth deep Interest Flory began agaIn In a lower
tone
'Eltzabeth, I know I've no rIght to stop you lIke thIS But I must speak to
you, I must' Please hear what I've got to say Please don't run away from mel'
'What are you dOIng;l Why are you holdIng on to my arm';) Let me go thIS
Instant"
'l'Ulet you go-there, look' But do lIsten to me, please' Answer me thIs one
thIng After what's happened, can you ever forgIve me';)'
'Forgive you';) What do you mean,jorgzve you';)'
'I know I'm dIsgraced It was the VIlest thIng to happen' Only, In a sense It
wasn't my fault You'll see that when you're calmer Do you thInk-not now, It
was too bad, but later-do you thInk you can forget It?'
'I really don't know what you're talkIng about Forget It';) What has It got to
do WIth me';) I thought It was very disgusting, but It's not my bUSIness I can't
th10k why you're questlOmng me lIke thiS at all '
He almost despaIred at that Her tone and even her words were the very
ones she had used in that earher quarrel of theIrs It was the same move over
agam. Instead of heanng hlm out she was gOIng to evade hIm and put hun
off-snub hun by pretendIng that he had no claun upon her
'ElIzabeth! Please answer me Please be faIr to me' It's senous thIS tIme I
don"t expect you to take me back all at once YQU couldn't, when I'm publIcly
chsgraced hke this But, after all, you VIrtually promIsed to marry me-'
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'What' PromIsed to marry you? When dId I promIse to marry you?'
'Not In words, I know But It was understood between us '
'NothIng of the kInd was understood between us I I thmk you are behavIng In
the most horrIble way I'm gOIng along to the Club at once Good evenIng l'
'ElIzabeth' Ehzabeth' LIsten It's not fatr to condemn me unheard You
knew before what I'd done, and you knew that I'd lIved a dIfferent hfe SInce I
met you What happened thIS evenIng was only an aCCident That wretched
woman, who, I admIt, was once my-well-'
'I won't hsten, 1 won't hsten to such thmgs' I'm gomgl'
He caught her by the WrIsts again, and thIS tlme held her The Karens had
dIsappeared, fortunately
'No, no, you shall hear me' I'd rather offend you to the heart than have thiS
uncertaInty It's gone on week after week, month after month, and I've never
once been able to speak straIght out to you You don't seem to know or care
how much you make me suffer But thIS tIme you've got to answer me '
She struggled In hIs gnp, and she was surprIsmgly strong Her face was
more bitterly angry than he had ever seen or lffiaglned It She hated hIm so that
she would have struck hIm If her hands were free
'Let me gal Oh, you beast, you beast, let me gol'
'My God, my God, that we should fight lIke thIS' But what else can 1 do' I
can't let you go WIthout even hearing me ElIzabeth, you must lIsten to mel'
'I WIll not l I Will not diSCUSS It' What nght have you to questIon me' Let me gal'
'ForgIve me, forgIve me' Tills one questIOn WIll you-not now, but later,
when thIS VIle bUSIness IS forgotten-wIll you marry me?'
'No, never, never"
'Don't say It hke that' Don't make It final Say no for the present If you
hke-but In a month, a year, five years-'
'Haven't I said no' Why must you keep on and on?'
'Ehzabeth, lIsten to me I've trIed agaIn and agam to tell you what you mean
to me-oh, It'S SO useless talkIng about It' But do try and understand Haven't I
told you something of the hfe we hve here'The sort of horrIble death-mhfe' The decay, the lonelIness, the self-pity' Try and reahze what It means,
and that you're the sale person on earth who could save me from It '
'WIll you let me go? Why do you have to make thiS dreadful scene"
'Does It mean nothIng to you when I say that I love you' I don't beheve
you've ever reahzed what It IS that I want from you If you lIke, I'd marry you
and promIse never even touch you With my finger 1 wouldn't mmd even that,
so long as you were With me But I can't go on WIth my hfe alone, always alone
Can't you brIng yourself ever to forgIve me?'
'Never, never' I wouldn't marry you If you were the last man on earth I'd as
soon marry the-the sweeper"
She had begun crYing now He saw that she meant what she said The tears
came Into hiS own eyes He SaId agaIn·
'For the last time Remember that It's somethIng to have one person in the
world who loves you Remember that though you'll find men who are flcher,
and younger, and better In every way than I, you'll never find one who eares
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for you so much And though I'm not rIch, at least 1 could make you a home
There's a way of hVIng-cIvlhzed, decent-'
'Haven't we saId enough';)' she saId more calmly 'WIll you let me go before
somebody comes";)'
He relaxed hIS gnp on her Wrists He had lost her, that was certaIn LIke a
halluCInatlOn, paInfully clear, he saw again theIr home as he had ImagIned It,
he saw theIr garden, and ElIzabeth feedIng Nero and the pigeons on the drIve
by the sulphur-yellow phloxes that grew as high as her shoulder, and the
drawmg-room, WIth the water-colours on the walls, and the balsams In the
chIna bowl mIrrored by the table, and the book-shelves, and the black plano
The ImpossIble, mythIcal plano-symbol of everything that that futlle aCCIdent
had wrecked'
'You should have a plano,' he said despalrmgly
'I don't play the plano'
He let her go It was no use contInuing She was no sooner free of him than
she took to her heels and actually ran Info the Club garden, so hateful was hIS
presence to her Among the trees she stopped to take off her spectacles and
remove the signs of tears from her face Dh, the beast, the beast! He had hurt
her wrIsts abominably Dh, what an unspeakable beast he was' When she
thought of hls face as It had looked In church, yellow and ghstenlng With the
hIdeous blrthmark upon It, she could have Wished hIm dead It was not what
he had done that horrIfied her He mIght have committed a thousand
abominatIOns and she could have forgIven hIm But not after that shameful,
squalId scene, and the deVIlIsh uglIness of hIS dIsfigured face In that moment
It was, finally, the buthmark that had damned him
Her aunt would be fUrIOUS when she heard that she had refused Flory And
there was her uncle and hIS leg-pInching-between the two of them, lIfe here
would become lmpossible Perhaps she would have to go Home unmarrIed
after all Black beetles' No matter AnythIng-spInsterhood, drudgery,
anythIng-sooner than the alternative Never, never, would she Yield to a man
who had been so disgraced' Death sooner, far sooner If there had been
mercenary thoughts In her mind an hour ago, she had forgotten them She dId
not even remember that Verrall had JIlted her and that to have marrIed Flory
would have saved her face She knew only that he was dishonoured and less
than a man, and that she hated hlffi as she would have hated a leper or a lunatIC.
The InstInct was deeper than reason or even self-Interest, and she could no
more have dIsobeyed It than she could have stopped breathmg
Flory, as he turned up the hIll, did not run, but he walked as fast as he could
What he had to do must be done qUIckly It was gettlng very dark The
wretched Flo, who even now had not grasped that anything serIOUS was the
matter, trotted close to hls heels, whlmpermg 10 a self-pItYIng manner to
reproach hlm for the kICk he had gIven her As he came up the path a wmd blew
through the pl-amtaln trees~ ratthng the tattered leaves and bnngmg a scent of
damp It was gOing to rain again Ko S'la had lald the dInner-table and was
removing some flYing beetles that had commltted SUICide agaInst the petrollat"Qp EVldently he had not heard about the scene m church yet
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'The holy one's dInner IS ready WIll the holy one dIne now?'
'No, not yet GIve me that lamp'
He took the lamp, went Into the bedroom and shut the door, The stale scent
of dust and cIgarette-smoke met him, and In the white, unsteady glare of the
lamp he could see the mildewed books and the lIzards on the wall So he was
back again to this-to the old, secret hfe-after everything, back where he had
been before
Was It not possIble to endure It' He had endured It before There were
pallIatives-books, hIS garden, drInk, work, whorIng, shootIng, conversatIOns
WIth the doctor
No, It was not endurable any longer, SInce ElIzabeth's comIng the power to
suffer and above all to hope, whIch he had thought dead In him, had sprung to
new hfe The half-comfortable lethargy m whIch he had lIved was broken And
Ifhe suffered now, there was far worse to come In a lIttle whIle someone else
would marry her How he could pIcture It-the moment when he heard the
news'-'Dld you hear the Lackersteen kid's got off at last? Poor old So-andso-booked for the aItar, God help hIm,' etc, etc And the casual questton-'Oh,
really? When IS It to be?'-stlffenlng one's face, pretendmg to be unmterested
And then her wedding day approachmg, her brIdal nlght-ah, not that'
Obscene, obscene Keep your eyes fixed on that Obscene He dragged hiS tin
unIform-case from under the bed, took out hiS automatic pistol, slId a clIp of
cartrIdges Into the magazine, and pulled one Into the breech
Ko S'la was remembered In hIS Will There remamed Flo He laid hIS pIstol
on the table and went outside Flo was playmg With Ba Shin, Ko S'la's
youngest son, under the lee of the cookhouse, where the servants had left the
remains of a woodfire She was danCing round hIm With her small teeth bared,
pretending to bIte him, whIle the tIny boy, hIS belly red In the glow of the
embers, smacked weakly at her, laughing, and yet half frIghtened
'Flo' Come here, FloI'
She heard hlID and came obediently, and then stopped short at the bedroom
door She seemed to have grasped now that there was somethmg wrong She
backed a lIttle and stood looking tImorously up at rum, unwIllIng to enter the
bedroom.
'Come In here"
She wagged her tall, but did not move
'Come on, Flo' Good old Flo! Come anI'
Flo was suddenly strIcken WIth terror She wluned, her tall went down, and
she shrank back 'Come here, blast youI' he CrIed, and he took her by the collar
and flung her rota the room, shutting the door behInd her He went tQ the table
for the pIstol
'No come here' Do as you're told"
She crouched down and whtned for forgIveness. It hurt hun to hear It.
~Come on, old gIrl! Dear old Flot Master wouldn't hurt you. Come her~t' She
crawled very slowly towards hiS feet, fiat on her belly, whIning" her head down
as though afraId to look at hun. When she- was a yard away he fired, blOWJllg
her skull to fragments
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Her shattered braIn looked lIke red velvet Was that what he would look lIke?
The heart, then, not the head He could hear the servants runnIng out of theIr
quarters and shoutIng-they must have heard the sound of the shot He
hurrIedly tore open hIS coat and pressed the muzzle of the pIstol agaInst hIS
shut A tmy hzard, translucent hke a creature of gelatIne) was stalkIng a whIte
moth along the edge of the table Flory pulled the trIgger WIth hIS thumb
As Ko S'la burst Into the room, for a moment he saw nothIng but the dead
body of the dog Then he saw hIS master's feet, heels upwards, prOjectIng from
beyond the bed He yelled to the others to keep the chlldren out of the room,
and all of them surged back from the doorway WIth screams Ko S'la fell on hIS
knees behInd Flory's body, at the same moment as Ba Pe came runmng
through the veranda
'Has he shot hImself)'
'I thInk so Turn hIm over on hIS back Ah, look at that! Run for the Indian
doctor' Run for your hfe"
There was a neat hole, no bIgger than that made by a penCll paSSIng through
a sheet of blotting-paper, In Flory's shirt He was obvlOusly qUIte dead WIth
great dIfficulty Ko S'la managed to drag him on to the bed, for the other
servants refused to touch the body I t was only twenty mInutes before the
doctor arrIved He had heard only a vague report that Flory was hurt, and h~d
bIcycled up the hIll at top speed through a storm of raIn He threw lus bIcycle
down In the flower-bed and hurrIed In through the veranda He was out of
breath, and could not see through hIS spectacles He took them off, peerIng
myopIcally at the bed 'What ISS It, my friend)' he saId anxIOusly 'Where are
you hurt?' Then, comIng closer, he saw what was on the bed, and uttered a
harsh sound
eAch, what IS thIS) What has happened to hIm?'
The doctor fell on hiS knees, tore Flory's shIrt open and put hIS ear to hIS
chest An expreSSIon of agony came Into hIS face, and he seIzed the dead man
by the shoulders and shook hun as though mere vlOlence could bring hun to
bfe One arm fell lImply over the edge of the bed The doctor hfted It back
agaIn, and then, WIth the dead hand between his own, suddenly burst Into
tears Ko S'la was standing at the foot of the bed, hIS brown face full of hnes
The doctor stood up, and then lOSIng control of himself for a moment, leaned
agalllst the bedpost and wept noiSIly and grotesquely rus back turned on Ko
8'la HIS fat shoulders were qUIverIng Presently he recovered hImself and
turned round again
'How did thIS happen':>'
'We heard two shots4 He dId It hIm.self, that IS certaIn I do not know why'
CHow dId you know that he dId It on purpose':> How do you know that It was
not an aCCIdent?'
For answer, Ko 8'la pomted sIlently to Flo's corpse The doctor thought for
a moment, and then, WIth gentle, pracnsed hands, swathed the dead man In the
sheet and knQtted it at foot and head With death, the bIrthmark had faded
unm~dtately, so that It was no more than a faInt grey staIn
~Bury the dog at once I wIll tell Mr Macgregor that thIS happened
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accIdentally whIle he was cleamng hIS revolver Be sure that you bury the dog
Your master was my frIend It shall not be wrItten on hIS tombstone that he
commItted sUIcIde '

25
It was lucky that the padre should have been at Kyauktada, for he was able,
before catchIng the traIn on the followIng evemng, to read the burIal serVIce In
due form and even to dehver a short address on the vutues of the dead man All
Enghshmen are VIrtuous when they are dead 'AccIdental death' was the
offiCIal verdIct (Dr VeraswamI had proved wIth all hIS medIco-legal SkIll that
the CIrcumstances pOInted to accIdent) and It was duly InscrIbed upon the
tombstone Not that anyone belIeved It, of course Flory's real epItaph was the
remark, very occasIOnally uttered-for an EnglIshman who dIes In Burma IS so
soon forgotten ..... ' Flory:> Oh yes, he was a dark chap, With a bIrthmark He shot
hImself m Kyauktada In 1926 Over a gul, people saId Bloody fool' Probably
no one, except ElIzabeth, was much surpnsed at what had happened There IS
a rather large number of SUICIdes among the Europeans In Burma, and they
occasIOn very lIttle surprIse
Flory's death had several results The first and most Important of them was
that Dr VeraswamI was rUIned, even as he had foreseen The glory of beIng a
whIte man's fnend-the one thIng that had saved hIm before-had vamshed
Flory'S standIng WIth the other Europeans had never been good, It IS true, but
he was after all a whIte man, and hIS fnendship conferred a certaIn prestIge
Once he was dead, the doctor's rUIn was assured U Po KYIn waIted the
necessary tIme, and then struck agaIn, harder than ever It was barely three
months before he had fixed It m the head of every European 10 Kyauktada that
the doctor was an unmItIgated scoundrel No pubbc accusatIon was ever
made agamst hlm- U Po KYIn was most careful of that Even EllIS would have
been puzzled to say Just what scoundrebsm the doctor had been guIlty of, but
stIll, It was agreed that he was a scoundrel By degrees, the general SUSpICIOn of
hIm crystallIzed In a SIngle Burmese phrase-'shok de' Vera swamI" It was saId,
was qUIte a clever httle chap In hIS way-qUIte a good doctor for a native-but he
was thoroughly shok de Shok de means, approxImately, untrustworthy, and
when a 'natIve' offiCIal comes to be known as shok de, there IS an end of hIm
The dreaded nod and wmk passed somewhere In hIgh places, and the doctor
was reverted to the rank of ASSIstant Surgeon and tra.nsferred to Mandalay
General HospItal He IS stIll there, and 18 lIkely to remaIn, Mandalay IS rather a
dIsagreeable town-lt IS dusty and Intolerably hot, and It IS said to have five
maln products all beglnn~ng wlth.P, namely ~ pagodas, panah&, PlgS, prIests
and prosotqtes....and the toutine-woxk of the hOSPItal IS a dreary bU81uess. The
doctor bves Just outSIde the hOSPItal, grounds In a htde bU:e-hou$e of a
bungalow Wlth a conugated Iron fence round Its tmy,compound, and in the
evenIngs he ~untt a l1l"fVate chnle to ,supplement, lus redueed pay H~ has jOl1l¢d
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a second-rate club frequented by IndIan pleaders Its chIef glory IS a smgle
European member-a Glasgow electrIcIan named Macdougall, sacked from the
Irrawaddy FlotIlla Company for drunkenness, and now makIng a precarlOUS
hVIng out of a garage Macdougall IS a dull lout, only Interested In whIsky and
magnetos The doctor, who wdl never beheve that a whIte man can be a fool,
tnes almost every nIght to engage hIm In what he stIll calls 'cultured
conversatlOn', but the results are very unsatIsfYIng
Ko S'la Inhented four hundred rupees under Flory's wIll, and WIth hIS
famdy he set up a tea-shop In the bazaar But the shop faded, as It was bound to
do WIth the two women fightIng In It at all hours, and Ko S'la and Ba Pe were
obhged to go back to serVIce Ko S'la was an accomplIshed servant BeSIdes the
useful arts of p1mp1ng, dealIng With money-lenders, carrY1ng master to bed
when drunk and makIng pIck-me-ups known as pralne oysters on the
follOWIng mornlng, he could sew, darn, refill cartr1dges, attend to a horse,
press a SUit, and decorate a dInner-table WIth wonderful, IntrICate patterns of
chopped leaves and dyed nce-gra1ns He was worth fifty rupees a month But
he and Ba Pe had fallen Into lazy ways 1n Flory's serVice, and they were sacked
from one Job after another They had a bad year of poverty, and lIttle Ba ShIn
developed a cough, and finally coughed hlIDself to death one stlfhng hotweather mght Ko S'la 1S now a second boy to a Rangoon nce-broker w1th a
neurotIc WIfe who makes unendIng kit-kit, and Ba Pe 1S pani-waHab In the
same house at SIxteen rupees a month Ma Hla May IS 1n a brothel In
Mandalay Her good looks are all but gone, and her clIents pay her only four
annas and sometimes kick her and beat her. Perhaps more bItterly than any of
the others, she regrets the good tIme when Flory was alIve, and when sl}e had
not the WIsdom to put aSIde any of the money she extracted from hIm
U Po Kym reabzed all hIS dreams except one After the doctor's d1sgrace, It
was mev1table that U Po KY1n should be elected to the Club, and elected he
was, In sp1te ofhltter protests from Elbs In the end the other Europeans came
to be rather glad that they had elected hun, for he was a bearable addIt10n to the
Club He dId not come too often, was 1ngratlat1ng 1n hIS manner, stood drInks
freely, and developed almost at once Into a bnlhant br1dge-player A few
months later he was transferred from Kyauktada and promoted For a whole
year, before h1s retIrement, he officIated as Deputy COmmiSSIoner, and
dUrIng that year alone he made twenty thousand rupees In bnbes A month
after hIs retirement he was summoned to a durbar In Rangoon, to receIve the
decoratton that had been awarded to hIm by the IndIan Government
It was an impressIve scene, that durbar On the platform, hung With flags
and flowers, sat the Governor, frock-coated, upon a speCIes of throne, WIth a
bevy of aIdes-de-camp and secretarIes behInd htm All round the hall, hke
ghttering waxworks, stood the tall, bearded sowars of the Governor's
bodyguard, WIth pennoned lances In their hands. Outside, a band was blarIng
at intervals The gallery was gay with the white l,ngyts and Pink scarves of
Btitmese ladies, and m the body Qf the hall a hundred men or more were
wainng to receive their deCQrattoD.s There were Burmese offiaals In blazmg
Mudala;- 1Ja:sos, and Indians In doth-of. .gold pagrt$, and BrItish officers In
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full-dress umform wIth clankIng sword-scabbards, and old thugyzs wIth theIr
grey haIr knotted behInd theIr heads and silver-rulted dahs slung from theIr
shoulders In a hIgh, clear VQlce a secretary was readIng out the lIst of awards,
wruch vaned from the C I E to certIficates of honour In embossed sliver cases
Presently U Po KYIn's turn came and the secretary read from hIS scroll
'To U Po KYIn, Deputy ASSIstant CommIssIOner, retIred, for long and loyal
serVIce and espeCIally for hIS tlmely aId In crushmg a most dangerous rebellIon
In Kyauktada dlstrlce -and so on and so on
Then two henchmen, placed there for the purpose hOIsted U Po KYIn
uprIght, and he waddled to the platform, bowed as low as hiS belly would
permIt, and was duly decorated and felICitated, whlle Ma KIn and other
supporters clapped wlldly and fluttered their scarves from the gallery
U Po KYIn had done all that mortal man could do It was time now to be
makIng ready for the next world-In short, to begm bUIldmg pagodas But
unfortunately, thiS was the very pOInt at which hiS plans went wrong Only
three days after the Governor's durbar, before so much as a bnck of those
atomng pagodas had been laid, U Po KYIn wa strIcken With apoplexy and dIed
Without speaking again There IS no armour agamst fate Ma Kin was
heartbroken at the disaster Even If she had bullt the pagodas herself, It would
have avaIled U Po KYIn nothIng, no merIt can be acqUIred save by one's own
act She suffers greatly to thInk of U Po Kym where he must be
now-wandering m God knows what dreadful subterranean hell of fire, and
darkness, and serpents, and genu Or even If he has escaped the worst, hIS
other fear has been realIzed, and he has returned to the earth In the shape of a
rat or a frog Perhaps at thIS very moment a snake IS devounng hIm
As to ElIzabeth, things fell out better than she had expected After Flory's
death Mrs Lackersteen, drOPPing all pretences for once, saId openly that there
were no men In thIS dreadful place and the only hope was to go and stay several
months In Rangoon or Maymyo But she could not very well send Ehzabeth to
Rangoon or Maymyo alone, and to go With her practIcally meant condemnmg
Mr Lackersteen to death from delInum tremens Months passed, and the ratns
reached theIr clImax, and ElIzabeth had Just made up her mInd that she must
go home after all, penmless and unmarned, when-Mr Macgregor proposed to
her He had had It In hIS mInd for a long tlme, mdeed, he had only been wQltlng
for a decent Interval to elapse after Flory's death
Eltzabeth accepted hun gladly. He was rather old, perhaps, but a Deputy
COmmISSIOner IS not to be despised-certaInly he was a far better match than
Flory. They are very happy Mr Macgregor was always a good-hearted man,
but he has grown more human and lIkeable SInce lus mamage HIS VOIce booms
less, and he has given up hIS mormng exerCIses Elizabeth has grown mature
surprISIngly qUIckly) and a certaIn hardness of manner that always belonged to
her has become accentuated. Her servants lIve m terror of her, though she
speaks no Burmese. She has an exhaustlve knowledge of the CIVIl LISt, gives
charnung little dmner-paroes and knows how to put the WIves of subordInate
offiCIalS In theIr places-Ul short, she fills With complete success the positton for
whIch Nature had deslgned ker from the fU'st, that 0f a burra memsahlb
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CHAPTER I
I
As the alarm clock on the chest of drawers exploded lIke a horrId lIttle bomb of
bell metal, Dorothy, wrenched from the depths of some complex, troublIng
dream, awoke WIth a start and lay on her back lookIng Into the darkness In
extreme exhaustIOn
The alarm clock contInued Its naggIng, femInIne clamour, whIch would go
on for five mInutes or thereabouts If you dId not stop It Dorothy was achIng
from head to foot, and an InSIdIOus and contemptl.ble self-pIty, whIch usually
seIzed upon her when It was tIme to get Up In the mormng, caused her to bury
her head under the bedclothes and try to shut the hateful nOIse out of her ears
She struggled agaInst her fatIgue, however, and, accordIng to her custom,
exhorted herself sharply In the second person plural Come on, Dorothy, up
you get' No snOOZIng, please' Proverbs VI, 9 Then she remembered that If the
nOIse went on any longer It would wake her father, and WIth a hurrIed
movement she bounded out of bed, seIzed the clock from the chest of drawers,
and turned off the alarm It was kept on the chest of drawers preCIsely In order
that she should have to get out of bed to.sIlence It StIll In darkness, she knelt
down at her bedSIde and repeated the Lord's Prayer, but rather dIstractedly,
her feet beIng troubled by the cold
It was Just half past five, and coidish for an August mornIng Dorothy (her
name was Dorothy Hare, and she was the only chlld of the Reverend Charles
Hare, Rector of St Athelstan's, Knype HIll, Suffolk) put on her aged
flannelette dreSSIng-gown and felt her way downstaIrs There was a ChIll
mornIng smell of dust, damp plaster, and the fned dabs from yesterday?s
supper, and from eIther SIde of the passage on the second floor she could hear
the antIphonal snorIng of her father and of Ellen, the maId of all work Wlth
care-for the kItchen table had a nasty trIck of reachIng out of the darkness and
bangmg you on the hlp-bone-Dorothy felt her way Into the kItchen, lIghted
the candle on the mantelpIece, and, stIll achIng WIth fatlgue, knelt down and
raked the ashes out of the range
The kItchen fire was a 'beast' to lIght The chImney was crooked and there...
fore perpetually half choked, and the fire, before It would hgbt, expected to be
dosed WIth a cupful of kerosene, lIke a drunkard's mornIng rup of gIn HaVIng
set the kettle to boil for her father's shavmg-water, Dorothy went upst81fS and
turned on her bath. Ellen was stIll snoring, WIth heavy youthful snOtes She
was a good hard...workmg servant once she was awake, but she was one of
those gIrlS whom the Devll and all hI$ angels cannot get out of bed before
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seven 10 the mornIng
Dorothy filled the bath as slowly as possIble-the splashIng always woke her
father If she turned on the tap too fast-and stood for a moment regardIng the
pale, unappetizIng pool of water Her body had gone goose-flesh all over She
detested cold baths, It was for that very reason that she made It a rule to take all
her baths cold from Apnl to November PuttIng a tentatIve hand Into the
water-and It was hornbly cold-she drove herself forward wIth her usual
exhortatIons Come on, Dorothy! In you go' No funklng, please! Then she
stepped resolutely Into the bath, sat down and let the ICY gIrdle of water
slIde up her body and Immerse her all except her haIr, whIch she had tWIsted
up behInd her head The next moment she came to the surface gaspIng and
wrIgglIng, and had no sooner got her breath back than she remembered her
'memo lIst', which she had brought down In her dressIng-gown pocket and
mtended to read She reached out for It, and, leanIng over the side of the bath,
waIst deep m ICY water, read through the 'memo lIst' by the lIght of the candle
on the chaIr
It ran
70C HC
Mrs T baby";> Must VISit
Breakfast Bacon Must ask father money (P)
Ask Ellen what stuff kItchen father's tomc NB to ask about stufffor curtaIns
at Soleplpe's
VISItmg call on Mrs P cutting from Datly M angelIca tea good for
rheumatism Mrs L's cornplaster
12 oc Rehearsal Charles I NB to order }lb glue I pot alumInIum paInt
Dznner (crossed out) Luncheon
';)
Take round ParIsh Mag NB Mrs F owes 3/6d
4 30 pm Mothers' U tea don't forget 2} yards casement cloth
Flowers for church NB I tin Brasso
Supper Scrambled eggs
Type Father's sermon what about new rIbbon typewrIter';)
NB to fork between peas bindweed awful

Dorothy got out of her bath, and as she drIed herself wIth a towel hardly
bIgger than a table napkIn-they could never afford decent-sIzed towels at the
Rectory-her haIr came unpInned and fell down over her collar.. bones In two
heavy strands It was thIck, fine, exceedingly pale haIr, and It was perhaps as
well that her father had forbIdden her to bob It, for It was her only posItIve
beauty. For the rest, she was a gIrl of mIddle height, rather thin, but strong and
shapely) and her face was her weak pOInt It was a thIn, blonde, unremarkable
kInd of face, With pale eyes and a nose Just a shade too long, If you looked
closely you could see crow's feet round the eyes, and the mouth, when It was In
repose, looked nred. Not definItely a SpInsterIsh face as yet, but It certrunly
would be so In a few years' tIme Nevertheless, strangers commonly took her to
be several yearS' youmger1rhan her real age (she was not qwte twenty-eIght)
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because of the expreSSIOn of almost chIldIsh earnestness In her eyes Her left
forearm was spotted wIth tIny red marks hke msect bItes
Do;rothy put on her mghtdress agaIn and cleaned her teeth-plaIn water, of
course, better not to use toothpaste before H C After all, eIther you are fastIng
or you aren't The R C s are qUIte rIght there-and, even as she dId so,
suddenly faltered and stopped She put her toothbrush down A deadly pang,
an actual phYSIcal pang, had gone through her VIscera
She had remembered, wIth the ugly shock wIth whIch one remembers
somethIng dIsagreeable for the first tIme In the mormng, the bIll at CargIll's,
the butcher's, whIch had been owmg for seven months That dreadful bill-It
mIght be nIneteen pounds or even twenty, and there was hardly the remotest
hope of paYIng It-was one of the chIef torments of her hfe At all hours of the
nIght or day It was waItIng Just round the corner of her conSCIOusness, ready to
sprIng upon her and agonIze her, and WIth It came the memory of a score of
lesser bIlls, mountIng up to a figure of whIch she dared not even thInk Almost
InvoluntarIly she began to pray, 'Please God, let not CargIll send m hIS bIll
agaIn today!' but the next moment she deCIded that thIS prayer was worldly
and blasphemous, and she asked forgIveness for It Then she put on her
dreSSIng-gown and ran down to the kItchen In hopes of puttIng the bIll out of
mmd
The fire had gone out, as usual Dorothy relaId It, dIrtymg her hands WIth
coal-dust, dosed It afresh WIth kerosene and hung about anXJ.ously until the
kettle balled Father expected hIS shaVIng-water to be ready at a quarter past
SIX Just seven mInutes late, Dorothy took the can upstaIrs and knocked at her
father's door
'Come In, come Inl' saId a muffled, IrrItable VOIce
The room, heaVIly curtaIned, was stuffy, WIth a masculIne smell The Rector
had hghted the candle on his bed,-table, and was lYIng on hIS slde, lookIng at hIS
gold watch, whIch he had Just drawn from beneath hIS pIllow HIS haIr was as
whIte and thIck as thIstledown One dark brIght eye glanced IrrItably over hIS
shoulder at Dorothy
<It
'Good mornIng, father '
'1 do WIsh, Dorothy,' saId the Rector IndIstInctly-hIS VOIce always sounded
muffled and senIle untIl he put hIS false teeth m-'you would make some effort
to get Ellen out of bed In the mornIngs Or else be a lIttle more punctual
yourself'
'I'm so sorry, Father The latchen fire kept gomg out'
'Very well' Put It down on the dreSSIng-table Put It down and draw those
curtaIns'
It was daylIght now, but a dull, clouded mornmg Dorothy hastened up to
her room and dressed herself WIth the hghtnlng speed whIch she found necessary SIX mornIngs out of seven There was only a tiny square of Illlrror In the
room, and even that.she dId 11,0t use She slffiply hung her gold cross about her
neck-plam gold cross) no ctuqfixes, please J-twlsted her haIr mto a knot
behInd, stl,lck a number of h81rpms rather sketchIly lnto It> and threw her
clothes (grey J~rsey, threadbare Insh ,tweed CQat and 8klrt~ stockings not qU1;te
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matchIng the coat and skIrt, and much-worn brown shoes) on to herself In the
space of about three mInutes She had got to 'do out' the dlmng-room and her
father's study before church, besIdes sayIng her prayers In preparatIon for
Holy CommunIon, WhIch took her not less than twenty mInutes
When she wheeled her bIcycle out of the front gate the mornIng was stIll
overcast, and the grass sodden wIth heavy dew Through the mIst that
wreathed the hIllsIde St Athelstan's Church loomed dimly, lIke a leaden
sphmx, Its smgle bell tollIng funereally boom' boom' boom' Only one of the
bells was now In actIve use, the other seven had been unswung from their cage
and had lain sIlent these three years past, slowly splInterIng the floor of the
belfry beneath their weight In the distance, from the mIsts below, you could
hear the offensIve clatter of the bell In the R C church-a nasty, cheap, tInny
lIttle thmg which the Rector of St Athelstan's used to compare WIth a muffinbell
Dorothy mounted her bIcycle and rode SWIftly up the hIll, leanIng over her
handlebars The brIdge of her thIn nose was Pink In the mornIng cold A
redshank whIstled overhead, mVlsible against the clouded sky Early In the
mormng my song shall rIse to Thee' Dorothy propped her bIcycle agaInst the
lychgate, and, findIng her hands still grey WIth coal-dust, knelt down and
scrubbed them clean In the long wet grass between the graves Then the bell
stopped rInging, and she Jumped up and hastened Into church, Just as
Proggett, the sexton, In ragged cassock and vast labourer's boots, was
clumpIng up the aisle to take hiS place at the SIde altar
The church was very cold, With a scent of candle-wax and ancient dust It
was a large church, much too large for Its congregatIOn, and ruinous and more
than half empty The three narrow Islands of pews stretched barely half-way
down the nave, and beyond them were great wastes of bare stone floor In which
a few worn InScnptIons marked the SItes of ancient graves The roof over the
chancel was saggIng VISibly, beSide the Church Expenses box two fragments of
rIddled beam explaIned mutely that thIS was due to that mortal foe of
ChrIstendom, the death-watch beetle The lIght filtered, pale-coloured,
through Windows of anaemIC glass Through the open south door you could
see a ragged cypress and the boughs of a hme-tree, greYish In the sunless aIr
and swaYing faIntly
As usual, there was only one other communIcant-old MISS Mayfill, of The
Grange The attendance at Holy CommunIOn was so bad that the Rector could
not even get any boys to serve hun, except on Sunday mornIngs, when the boys
lIked showmg off In front of the congregation In theIr cassocks and surphces
Dorothy went Into the pew behInd MISS Mayfill, and, In penance for some SIn
of yesterday, pushed away the hassock and knelt on the bare stones The
servIce was beginning The Rector, In cassock and short Imen surplIce, was
reciting the prayers In a swift practised voice, clear enough now that hIS teeth
were In, and curIously ungenlal In hIs fastIdIOUS, aged face, pale as a SlIver
COIn, there was an expreSSIon of aloofness, almost of contempt 'ThIS IS a vahd
sacrament,' he seemed to be saYIng, 'and It IS my duty to admInIster It to you
But remember that I am. only your priest, not your frIend As a human being I
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dishke you and despIse you ' Proggett, the sexton, a man of forty wIth curly
grey haIr and a red, harassed face, stood patIently by, uncomprehendIng but
reverent, fiddhng wIth th~ httle commumon bell whIch was lost m hIS huge red
hands
Dorothy pressed her fingers agamst her eyes She had not yet succeeded m
concentrating her thoughts-Indeed, the memory of CargIll's bIll was stIll
worryIng her IntermIttently The prayers, whIch she knew by heart, were
floWing through her head unheeded She raIsed her eyes for a moment, and
they began ImmedIately to stray FIrst upwards, to the headless roof-angels on
whose necks you could stIll see the sawcuts of the PUrItan soldIers, then back
agaIn, to MISS Mayfill's black, quasi-pork-ple hat and tremulous Jet ear-rmgs
MISS Mayfill wore a long musty black overcoat, WIth a lIttle collar of greasylooking astrakhan, WhICh had been the same ever SInce Dorothy could
remember It was of some very pecuhar stuff, hke watered sIlk but coarser,
WIth rIvulets of black pIpIng wanderIng all over It In no dIscoverable pattern It
mIght even have been that legendary and proverbial substance, black
bombaZIne MISS Mayfill was very old, so old that no one remembered her ac;
anythIng but an old woman A faInt scent radIated from her-an ethereal scent,
analysable as eau-de-Cologne, mothballs, and a sub-flavour of gm
Dorothy drew a long glass-headed pIn from the lapel of her coat, and
furtIvely, under cover of MISS Mayfill's back, pressed the pOlnt agamst her
forearm Her flesh tIngled apprehenSIvely She made It a rule, whenever she
caught herself not attendIng to her prayers, to prIck her arm hard enough to
make blood come It was her chosen form of self-dISCIplIne, her guard agaInst
Irreverence and saCrIlegIOUS thoughts
WIth the pIn pOlsed In readIness she managed for several moments to pray
more collectedly Her father had turned one dark eye dIsapprOVIngly upon
MISS Mayfill, who was crOSSIng herself at Intervals, a practIce he dishked A
starlIng chattered outSIde Wlth a shock Dorothy dIscovered that she was
lookIng vaInglOrIously at the pleats of her father's surphce, WhICh she herself
had sewn two years ago She set her teeth and drove the pm an eIghth of an
Inch Into her arm
They were kneehng agaIn It was the General ConfeSSIon Dorothy recalled
her eyes-wanderIng, alas! yet agaIn, thIS tIme to the staIned-glass WIndow on
her nght, deSIgned by SIr Warde Tooke, A R A, In I8S! and representIng St
Athelstan's welcome at the gate of Heaven by Gabnel and a leglOn of angels all
remarkably hke one another and the PIlnce Consort-and pressed the pmpoint
agaInst a dIfferent part of her arm She began to medItate conscIentIously upon
the meanmg of each phrase of the prayer, and so brought her mInd back to a
more attentIve state But even so she was all but obhged to use the pm agam
when Proggett tInkled the bell In the mIddle of ~Therefore WIth Angels and
Archangels'-bemg VISIted, as always, by a dreadful temptatIon to begIn
laughIng at that passage. It was because ofa story her father had told her once,
of how when he was a httle boy, -and serving the priest at the altar, the
communwn bell had a screw-on clapper, whIch had come loose; and so the
pIlest had saId 'Therefore wlth Ang~~s and AtchangeJ:s, and With all the
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company of Heaven, we laud and magmfy Thy glorIOus name, evermore
pralslng Thee, and saylng, Screw It up, you httle fat-head, screw It upI'
As the Rector fimshed the consecratIOn MISS Mayfill began to struggle to her
feet wIth extreme dIfficulty and slowness, hke some dISJOInted wooden
creature plckmg Itself up by sectIons, and dIsengagIng at each movement a
powerful WhIff of mothballs There was an extraordmary creakIng soundfrom her stays, presumably, but It was a nOIse as of bones gratIng agaInst one
another You could have Imagmed that there was only a dry skeleton mSIde
that black overcoat
Dorothy remaIned on her feet a moment longer MISS Mayfill was creepIng
towards the altar WIth slow, totterIng steps She could barely walk, but she
took bItter offence If you offered to help her In her anCIent, bloodless face her
mouth was surprISIngly large, loose, and wet The underhp, pendulous WIth
age, slobbered forward, exposmg a strIP of gum and a row of false teeth as
yellow as the keys of an old plano On the upper hp was a frmge of dark, dewy
moustache It was not an appetIZIng mouth, not the kInd of mouth that you
would hke to see drInkIng out of your cup Suddenly, spontaneously, as
though the DevIl hImself had put It there, the prayer shpped from Dorothy's
lIps 0 God, let me not have to take the chalIce after MISS Mayfill'
The next moment, In self-horror, she grasped the meamng of what she had
saId, and WIshed that she had bItten her tongue In two rather than utter that
deadly blasphemy upon the altar steps She drew the pIn agaIn from her lapel
and drove It Into her arm so hard that It was all she could do to suppress a cry of
paIn Then she stepped to the altar and knelt down meekly on MISS Mayfill's
left, so as to make qUIte sure of takIng the chalIce after her
KneelIng, WIth head bent and hands clasped agamst her knees, she set
herself SWIftly to pray for forgIveness before her father should reach her WIth
the wafer But the current of her thoughts had been broken Suddenly It was
qUIte useless attemptIng to pray, her hps moved, but there was neIther heart
nor meamng In her prayers She could hear Proggett's boots shufflIng and her
father's clear low VOlce murmunng 'Take and eat', she could see the worn strIP
of red carpet beneath her knees, she could smell dust and eau-de-Cologne and
mothballs, but of the Body and Blood of Chnst, of the purpose for WhICh she
had come here, she was as though deprIved of the power to thInk A deadly
blankness had descended upon her mmd I t seemed to her that actually she
could not pray She struggled, collected her thoughts, uttered mechamcally the
opemng phrases of a prayer, but they were useless, meamngless-nothIng but
the dead shells of words Her father was holdIng the wafer before her In hIS
shapely, aged hand He held It between finger and thumb, fastIdIOusly,
somehow dIstastefully, as though It had been a spoon of medICIne Hls eye was
upon MISS Mayfill, who was doublIng herself up lIke a geometnd caterpIllar,
WIth many creaklngs and crOSSIng herself so elaborately that one mIght have
lmagined that she was sketchlng a serIes of bratd frogs on the front of hel' coat
For several seconds Dorothy heSItated and dId not take the wafer She dared
not take It Better, far better to step down from the altar than to accept the
sacrament WIth such chaos 10 her heart l
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Then It happened that she glanced sIdelong, through the open south door A
momentary spear of sunlIght had pIerced the clouds It struck downwards
through the leaves of the lImes, and a spray of leaves In the doorway gleamed
wIth a tranSIent, matchless green, greener than Jade or emerald or AtlantIC
waters It was as though some Jewel ofummagmable splendour had flashed for
an Instant, fillIng the doorway wIth green lIght, and then faded A flood of JOY
ran through Dorothy'S heart The flash of hvmg colour had brought back to
her, by a process deeper than reason, her peace of mmd, her love of God, her
power to worshIp Somehow, because of the greenness of the leaves, It was
agaIn pOSSIble to pray 0 all ye green thIngs upon the earth, praIse ye the Lord'
She began to pray, ardently, Joyfully, thankfully The wafer melted upon her
tongue She took the chalIce from her father, and tasted WIth repulSIOn, even
WIth an added JOY In thIS small act of self-abasement, the wet Imprmt of MISS
Mayfill's lIps on ItS sliver rIm

2
St Athelstan's Church stood at the hIghest pOlnt of Knype HIll, and If you
chose to chmb the tower you could see ten mlles or so across the surroundmg
country Not that there was anythmg worth lookIng at-only the low, barely
undulatlng East AnglIan landscape, Intolerably dull In summer, but redeemed In WInter by the recurrIng patterns of the elms, naked and fanshaped
agaInst leaden skIes
ImmedIately below you lay the town, WIth the HIgh Street runmng east and
west and dIVIdIng unequally The southern sectlOn of the town was the
anCIent, agrIcultural, and respectable sectIOn On the northern SIde were the
buIldIngs of the Bhfil-Gordon sugar-beet refinery, and all round and leadIng
up to them were higgledy-plggledly rows of vIle yellow brIck cottages, mostly
mhabIted by the employees of the factory The factory employees, who made
up more than half of the town's two thousand mhabItants, were newcomers,
townfolk, and godless almost to a man
The two Plvots, or fOCI, about whIch the soclal lIfe of the town moved were
Knype HIlI ConservatIve Club (fully hcensed), from whose bow WIndow, any
tIme after the bar was open, the large, rosy-glUed faces of the town's elIte were
to he seen gazIng hke chubby goldfish from an aquarIUm pane, and Ye DIde
Tea Shoppe, a little farther down the HIgh Street, the prIncipal rendezvous of
the Knype HIll ladles Not to be present at Ye Dlde Tea Shoppe between ten
and eleven every mormng, to drlOk your 'mornIng coffee' and spend your half...
hour Or so In that agreeable tWItter of upper-middle-class voices (,My dear,he
had nzne spades to the ace...queen and he went one no trump, If you please
What, my dear, you dontt mean to say you're paymg for my coffee agarm? Dh,

A Clergyman's Daughter
but my dear, It IS sImply too sweet of you' Now tomorrow I shall szmply znszst
upon payIng for yours And Just look at dear httle Toto SIttIng up and lookIng
such a clever httle man wIth hIS httle black nose wlgghng, and he would, would
he, the darhng duck, he would, he would, and hIS mother would gIve hIm a
lump of sugar, she would, she would There, Toto"), was to be definItely out of
Knype HIll SocIety The Rector In hIS aCId way nIcknamed these ladles 'the
coffee brIgade' Close to the colony of sham-pIcturesque vIllas InhabIted by
the coffee bngade, but cut off from them by ItS larger grounds, was The
Grange, MISS Mayfill's house It was a cunous, machlcolated, ImItatIOn castle
of dark red bnck-somebody's Folly, bUllt about I 87o-and fortunately almost
hIdden among dense shrubbenes
The Rectory stood half way up the hIll, wIth ItS face to the church and ItS
back to the HIgh Street It was a house of the wrong age, InconvenIently large,
and faced wIth chronIcally peelIng yellow plaster Some earher Rector had
added, at one sIde, a large greenhouse whIch Dorothy used as a workroom, but
whIch was constantly out of repaIr The front garden was choked WIth ragged
fir-trees and a great spreadIng ash whIch shadowed the front rooms and made
It ImpOSSIble to grow any flowers There was a large vegetable garden at the
back Proggett dId the heavy dIggIng of the garden In the spnng and autumn,
and Dorothy dId the SOWIng, plantIng, and weedIng In such spare tIme as she
could command, In spIte of whIch the vegetable garden was usually an
Impenetrable Jungle of weeds
Dorothy Jumped off her bIcycle at the front gate, upon WhICh some OffiCIOUS
person had stuck a poster Inscnbed 'Vote for Bhfil-Gordon and HIgher
WagesI' (There was a by-electIOn gOIng on, and Mr Bhfil-Gordon was
standIng In the ConservatIve Interest) As Dorothy opened the front door she
saw two letters lYIng on the worn coconut mat One was from the Rural Dean,
and the other was a nasty, thIn-looking letter from CatkIn & Palm, her father's
clerIcal tadors It was a bIll undoubtedly The Rector had followed hIS usual
practIce of collectIng the letters that Interested hIm. and leaVIng the others
Dorothy was Just bendIng down to pIck up the letters, when she saw, WIth a
horrId shock of dIsmay, an unstamped envelope stIckIng to the letter-flap
It was a bIll-for certaIn It was a bIll' Moreover, as soon as she set eyes on It
she 'knew' that It was that horrIble bIll from CargIll's, the butcher's A SInkIng
feehng passed through her entraIls For a moment she actually began to pray
that It Inlght not be CargIll's bIll-that It mIght only be the bIll for three and
rune from Soleplpe's, the draper's, or the bIll from the InternatIOnal or the
baker's or the daIry-anythIng except CargIll's bIll' Then, masterIng her pamc,
she took the envelope from the letter-flap and tore It open with a convulSIve
movement
'To account rendered. £2 I 78 9d'
ThIS was wntten In the Innocuous handwrItIng of Mr CargIll's accountant.
But underneath, 10 thick, accUSIng-looking letters, was added and heavIly
underhned 'Shd hke to bnng to your notIce that thIS bIll has been OWIng a
very long tame The earlzest possible settlement wIll obhge, S CargIll'
Dorothy had turned a shade paler, and was conSCIOUS of not wantIng any
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breakfast She thrust the bllllnto her pocket and went Into the d1Olng-room It
was a smallIsh, dark room, badly In need of repaperIng, and, lIke every other
room In the Rectory, It had the aIr of haVIng been furmshed from the
sweepIngs of an antIque shop The furnlture was 'good', but battered beyond
repaIr, and the chaIrs were so worm-eaten that you could only SIt on them 10
safety If you knew theIr 10dlvldual fOIbles There were old, dark, defaced steel
engravIngs hangIng on the walls, one of them-an engraVIng of Van Dyck's
portraIt of Charles I-probably of some value If It had not been rumed by
damp
The Rector was standIng before the empty grate, warm10g hImself at an
Imagmary fire and readIng a letter that came from a long blue envelope He was
sull wearIng hIS cassock of black watered SIlk, whIch set off to perfectIOn hIS
thIck whIte haIr and hIS pale, fine, none too amIable face As Dorothy came 10
he laId the letter aSIde, drew out hIS gold watch and scrutInIzed It sIgmficantly
'I'm afraId I'm a bIt late, Father'
'Yes, Dorothy, you are a btt late,' saId the Rector, repeatIng her words WIth
delIcate but marked emphaSIS 'You are twelve mmutes late, to be exact Don't
you thInk, Dorothy, that when I have to get up at a quarter past SIX to celebrate
Holy CommunIOn, and come home exceedmgly tIred and hungry, It would be
better If you could manage to come to breakfast WIthout beIng a btt late')'
I t was clear that the Rector was In what Dorothy called, euphemIStIcally, hls
'uncomfortable mood' He had one of those weary, cultIvated VOIces whIch are
never definItely angry and never anywhere near good humour-one of those
VOIces WhIch seem all the whIle to be saYIng, '1 really cannot see what you are
makIng all thIS fuss about" The tmpreSSlOn he gave was of suffenng
perpetually from other people's stupIdIty and tIresomeness
'I'm so sorry, Father' I SImply had to go and ask after Mrs Tawney' (Mrs
Tawney was the 'Mrs T' of the 'memo lIst' ) 'Her baby was born last mght, and
you know she promIsed me she'd come and be churched after It was born But
of course she won't If she thInks we aren't takIng any Interest In her You know
what these women are-they seem so to hate bemg churched They'll never
come unless I coax them Into It '
The Rector dId not actually grunt, but he uttered a small dIssatIsfied sound
as he moved towards the breakfast table. It was 10tended to mean, first, that It
was Md Tawney's duty to come and be churched WIthout Dorothy's coaxmg,
secondly, that Dorothy had no bUSIness to waste her tIme VISItIng all the rIffraff of the town, espeCIally before breakfast Mrs Tawney was a laboureras WIfe
and hved zn partzbus znfidelzum, north of the HIgh Street The Rector laId hIS
hand on the back of hIS chaIr, and, WIthout speakmg, cast Dorothy a glance
which meant 'Are we ready now? Or are there to be any more delays'»)
'1 thInk everythIng's here, Father,' SaId Dorothy 'Perhaps If you'd Just say
grace-'
, Benedzctus bened1.cat, ' saId the Rector) hftIng the worn sIlver coverlet oft the
breakfast .dIsh The sIlver coverlet, lIke the S11ver...gllt marmalade spoon, was a
famIly heirloom, the knives and fotks; and most of the cr.ockery, came from
Woolworths 'Bacon agalo, I see~' the Rector added) eyelng the three tnmute
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rashers that lay curled up on squares of fned bread
'It's all we've got In the house, I'm afraid,' Dorothy saId
The Rector picked up hIS fork between finger and thumb, and with a very
delIcate movement, as though plaYing at spIllIklns, turned one of the rashers
over
'I know, of course,' he saId, 'that bacon for breakfast IS an EnglIsh
InstItutIOn almost as old as parlIamentary government But stIll, don't you
thmk we might occaszonally have a change, Dorothy';>'
'Bacon's so cheap now,' saId Dorothy regretfully 'It seems a SIn not to buy
It ThIS was only fivepence a pound, and I saw some qUIte decent-looking
bacon as low as threepence '
'Ah, DanIsh, I suppose,;> What a varIety of DanIsh InvaSIOns we have had m
thiS country' FIrst WIth fire and sword, and now wIth theIr abomInable cheap
bacon Which has been responSIble for the more deaths, I wonder';>'
FeelIng a lIttle better after thIS WitticIsm, the Rector settled hImself m hIS
chair and made a fairly good breakfast off the despIsed bacon, whIle Dorothy
(she was not havIng any bacon thIS mornlng-a penance she had set herself
yesterday for saymg 'Damn' and IdlIng for half an hour after lunch) medItated
upon a good conversatIonal openIng
There was an unspeakably hateful Job In front of her-a demand for money
At the very best of tImes gettIng money out of her father was next door to
ImpossIble, and It was ObVIOUS that thIS mornIng he was gOIng to be even more
'dIfficult' than usual 'DIfficult' was another of her euphemIsms He's had bad
news, I suppose, she thought despondently, lookIng at the blue envelope
Probably no one who had ever spoken to the Rector for as long as ten
mInutes would have denIed that he was a 'dIfficult' kInd of man The secret of
hIS almost unfaIlIng III humour really lay In the fact that he was an
anachrOnIsm He ought never to have been born Into the modern world, ItS
whole atmosphere dIsgusted and lnfunated hlID A couple of centunes earlIer,
a happy pluralIst wntlng poems or collectIng fossIls whIle curates at £40 a year
admInIstered hIS panshes, he would have been perfectly at home Even now, If
he had been a ncher man, he mIght have consoled hImself by shuttmg the
twentIeth century out of hIS conSCIousness But to hve m past ages IS very
expenSIve, you can't do It on less than two thousand a year The Rector,
tethered by hIS poverty to the age of LenIn and the Dazly Mazl, was kept In a
state of chrOnIC exasperatlOn whIch It was only natural that he should work off
on the person nearest to hIm-usually, that IS, on Dorothy
He had been born In 1871, the younger son of the younger son of a baronet,
and had gone Into the Church for the outmoded reason that the Church IS the
tradItIOnal professIon for younger sons HIS first cure had been In a large,
slummy pansh In East London-a nasty, hoohganish place It had been, and he
looked back on It With loathmg Even In those days the lower class (as he
made a pOInt of callIng them) were gettIng decidedly out of hand It was a lIttle
better when he was curate-ln-charge at some remote place In Kent (Dorothy
had been born In Kent), where the decently down-trodden VIllagers sull
touched thell' hats to 'parson' But by that tune he had marrIed, and hIS
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marrIage had been dIabolIcally unhappy, moreover, because clergymen must
not quarrel With theIr Wives, Its unhappmess had been secret and therefore ten
tImes worse He had come to Knype HIllIn 1908, aged thIrty-seven and WIth a
temper Incurably soured-a temper WhICh had ended by ahenating every man,
woman, and chIld In the parIsh
It was not that he was a bad prIest, merely as a prIest In hIS purely clerIcal
dutIes he was scrupulously' correct-perhaps a lIttle too correct for a Low
Church East Anghan parIsh He conducted hIS serVIces With perfect taste,
preached admIrable sermons, and got up at uncomfortable hours of the
mormng to celebrate Holy Commumon every Wednesday and FrIday But
that a clergyman has any dutIes outsIde the four walls of the church was a thmg
that had never serIously occurred to hIm Unable to afford a curate, he left the
duty work of the parIsh entIrely to hIS WIfe, and after her death (she dIed In
1921) to Dorothy People used to say, spItefully and untruly, that he would
have let Dorothy preach rus sermons for htm If It had been pOSSIble The 'lower
classes' had grasped from the first what was hIS attItude towards them, and If
he had been a rIch man they would probably have lIcked hIS boots, accordIng to
theIr custom, as It was, they merely hated hIm Not that he cared whether they
hated hIm or not, for he was largely unaware of theIr eXIstence But even WIth
the upper classes he had got on no better WIth the County he had quarrelled
one by one, and as for the petty gentry of the town, as the grandson of a baronet
he despIsed them, and was at no paIns to hIde It In twenty-three years he had
succeeded In reducmg the congregatIon of St Athelstan's from SIX hundred to
somethIng under two hundred
ThIS was not solely due to personal reasons It was also because the oldfashIoned HIgh Angllcamsm to WhICh the Rector obstInately clung was of a
kInd to annoy all partIes In the parIsh about equally Nowadays, a clergyman
who wants to keep hIS congregatIon has only two courses open to hIm EIther It
must be Anglo-CatholIcIsm pure and SImple-or rather, pure and not SImple,
or he must be darIngly modern and broad-mInded and preach comfortIng
sermons prOVIng that there IS no Hell and all good rehglOns are the same The
Rector dId neIther On the one hand, he had the deepest contempt for the
Anglo-Cathohc movement It had passed over hIS head, leavmg hIm absolutely
untouched, 'Roman Fever' was hIS name for It On the other hand, he was too
'HIgh~ for the older members of hIs congregatIOn From tlme to tune he scared
them almost out of theIr Wits by the use of the fatal word 'CatholIC', not only In
Its sanctIfied place in the Creeds, but also from the PUlPIt Naturally the
congregatIOn dWIndled year by year, and It was the Best People who were the
first to go Lord Pockthorne of Pockthorne Court, who owned a fifth of the
county, Mr Leavls, the retIred leather merchant, SIr Edward Huson of
Crabtree Hall, and such of the petty gentry as owned motor-cars, had all
deserted 8t Athelstan's Most of them drove over on Sunday mornmgs to
MIllborough, five roues away Mdlborough was a town of five thousand
InhabItants, and you had your choice of two <:hurches, 8t Edmund's and St
Wedeklnd's. St Edmund's was ModernIst-text from Blake's 'Jerusalem'
blazoned over the altar) and commumon wme out of bqueur glasses-and St
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WedekInd's was Anglo-CatholIc and In a state of perpetual guerrllla warfare
wIth the BIshop But Mr Cameron, the secretary of the Knype HIll
Conservative Club, was a Roman CatholIc convert, and hIS chIldren were In
the thIck of the Roman CatholIc lIterary movement They were saId to have a
parrot whIch they were teachIng to say 'Extra eccleszam nulla salus' In effect,
no one of any standIng remamed true to St Athelbtan's, except MISS Mayfill, of
The Grange Most of MISS Mayfill's money was bequeathed to the Church-so
she saId, meanwhIle, she had never been known to put more than SIxpence In
the collectIOn bag, and she seemed lIkely to go on lIVIng for ever
The first ten mInutes of breakfast passed In complete sIlence Dorothy was
trYIng to summon up courage to speak-obVIously she had got to start some
kInd of conversatIOn before raISIng the money-questIOn-but her father was
not an easy man wIth whom to make small talk At tImes he would fall Into such
deep fits of abstractIon that you could hardly get hIm to hsten to you, at other
tImes he was all too attentIve, lIstened carefully to what you saId and then
pOInted out, rather wearlly, that It was not worth sayIng Pohte platItudes-the
weather, and so forth-generally moved hIm to sarcasm Nevertheless,
Dorothy declded to try the weather first
'It's a funny kInd of day, Isn't 11':>' she saId-aware, even as she made It, of the
Inamty of thIS remark
'What IS funny';)' InqUIred the Rector
'Well, I mean, It was so cold and mIsty thIS mormng, and now the sun's
come out and It'S turned qUIte fine'
'Is there anythIng partIcularly funny about that'~'
That was no good, ObVIously He must have had bad news, she thought She
trIed agam
'I do WIsh you'd come out and have a look at the thIngs In the back garden
some tIme, Father The runner beans are dOIng so splendIdly! The pods are
gOIng to be over a foot long I'm gOIng to keep all the best of them for the
Harvest FestIval, of course 1 thought It would look so nIce If we decorated the
pUlPIt WIth festoons of runner beans and a few tomatoes hangIng In among
them'
ThIS was a/aux pas The Rector looked up from hIS plate WIth an expreSSIOn
of profound dIstaste
'My dear Dorothy,' he saId sharply, 'zs It necessary to begm worryIng me
about the Harvest FestIval already?'
'I'm sorry, Fatherr' saId Dorothy, dlsconcerted 'I dIdn't mean to worry
you 1 Just thought-'
'Do you suppose', proceeded the Rector, 'It IS any pleasure to me to have to
preach my sermon among festoons of runner beans? I am not a greengrocer It
qUIte puts me off my breakfast to thInk of It When IS the wretched thIng due to
happen?'
'It's September the sIxteenth, Father'
'That's nearly a month hence For Heaven's sake let me forget It a httle
longer! I suppose we must have thIS rIdIculous bUSIness once a year to tIckle the
varuty of every amateur gardener In the parIsh But don't let's thInk of It more
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than IS absolutely necessary ,
The Rector had, as Dorothy ought to have remembered, a perfect
abhorrence of Harvest FestIvals He had even lost a valuable panshlOner-a Mr
Toagls, a surly retired market gardener-through hIS dishke, as he said, of
seeIng hiS church dressed up to ImItate a coster's stall Mr ToagIs, anzma
naturalzter NonconJormtstzca, had been kept 'Church' solely by the prIvIlege, at
Harvest Festival tIme, of decoratIng the Side altar wIth a sort of Stonehenge
composed of gigantIc vegetable marrows The preVIOUS summer he had
succeeded In grOWIng a perfect levIathan of a pumpkIn, a fiery red thIng so
enormous that It took two men to hft It ThIS monstrous object had been placed
In the chancel, where It dwarfed the altar and took all the colour out of the east
Window In no matter what part of the church you were standIng, the
pumpkIn, as the sayIng goes, hIt you In the eye Mr Toagxs was In raptures He
hung about the church at all hours, unable to tear hImself away from hIS
adored pumpkin, and even bnnging relays of frIends In to admire It From the
expreSSIOn of hIS face you would have thought that he was quotIng
Wordsworth on WestmInster BrIdge
Earth has not any thlOg to show more fair
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by
A Sight so touChlOg m Its majesty'

Dorothy even had hopes, after thIS, of gettmg hIm to come to Holy
CommunIOn But when the Rector saw the pumpkm he was serIously angry,
and ordered 'that revoltIng thing' to be removed at once Mr Toagis had
mstantly 'gone chapel', and he and hIS heIrS were lost to the Church for ever
Dorothy deCIded to make one final attempt at conversatIon
'We're gettmg on WIth the costumes for Charles I,· she saId (The Church
School chIldren were rehearSing a play entitled Charles I In aid of the organ
fund) 'But I do Wish we'd chosen something a bIt eaSIer The armour IS a
dreadful Job to make, and I'm afraId the Jackboots are gOIng to be worse I
think next tune we must really have a Roman or Greek play Something where
they only have to wear togas '
ThiS elICited only another muted grunt from the Rector School plays,
pageants, bazaars, Jumble sales, and concerts In aId of were not qUIte so bad In
hIS eyes as Harvest FestIvals, but he dId not pretend to be Interested In them
They were necessary evlls, he used to say At thIS moment Ellen, the
maIdservant, pushed open the door and came gauchely Into the room WIth one
large, scaly hand holdIng her sackIng apron agalOst her belly She was a tall;
round-shouldered gIrl WIth mouse-coloured haIr, a plaIntIve VOIce, and a bad
complexion, and she suffered chronIcally from eczema Her eyes fhtted
apprehensIvely towards the Rector, but she addressed herself to Dorothy, for
she was too much afnud of the Rector to speak to hun dIrectly
'Please, Mls$-' she began.
'Yes, Ellen?'
'Please, Mlss,' went on Ellen plamtlvely, 'Mr Porter's In the kItchen, and he
says, please could the Rector come round and baptlze Mrs Porter's baby?
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Because they don't thInk as It's gOIng to hve the day out, and It am't been
baptIzed yet, MISS '
Dorothy stood up 'SIt down,' saId the Rector promptly, WIth hIS mouth
full
'What do they thInk IS the matter wIth the baby)' saId Dorothy
'Well, MISS, It'S turmng qUIte black And It'S had diarrhoea somethIng
cruel'
The Rector emptIed hIS mouth wIth an effort 'Must I have these dIsgustIng
detaIls whIle I am eatIng my breakfast',)' he exclaImed He turned on Ellen
'Send Porter about hiS bUSIness and tell hIm I'll be round at hIS house at twelve
o'clock I really cannot thInk why It IS that the lower classes always seem to
choose mealtImes to come pestenng one,' he added, castIng another IrrItated
glance at Dorothy as she sat down
Mr Porter was a labourIng man-a bncklayer, to be exact The Rector's
VIews on baptIsm were entIrely sound If It had been urgently necessary he
would have walked twenty mIles through snow to baptIze a dYIng baby But he
dId not hke to see Dorothy propOSIng to leave the breakfast table at the call of a
common bncklayer
There was no further conversatIon dunng breakfast Dorothy's heart was
SInkIng lower and lower The demand for money had got to be made, and yet It
was perfectly ObVIOUS that It was foredoomed to faIlure HIS breakfast finIshed,
the Rector got up from the table and began to fill hIS pIpe from the tobaCCO-Jar
on the mantelpIece Dorothy uttered a short prayer for courage, and then
pInched herself Go on, Dorothy' Out With It' No funkmg, please' WIth an
effort she mastered her VOIce and saId
'Father-'
'What IS It?' saId the Rector, pausmg WIth the match In hIS hand
'Father, I've somethIng I want to ask you SomethIng Important'
The expreSSIon of the Rector's face changed He had dIVIned Instantly what
she was gomg to say, and, CUrIously enough, he now looked less IrrItable than
before A stony calm had settled upon hIS face He looked hke a rather
exceptIOnally aloof and unhelpful sphInx
'Now, my dear Dorothy, I know very well what you are gOIng to say I
suppose you are gOIng to ask me for money agaIn Is that It'~'
'Yes, Father Because-'
'Well, I may as well save you the trouble I have no money at all-absolutely
no money at all untIl next quarter You have had your allowance, and I can't
give you a halfpenny more It's qUIte useless to come worrYIng me now'
'But, Father-'
Dorothy's heart sank yet lower. What was worst of all when she came to hIm
for money was the terrible, unhelpful calmness of hIS attItude He was never so
unmoved as when you were remIndIng hun that he was up to hIS eyes In debt
Apparently he could not understand that tradesmen occasionally want to be
paId, and that no house can be kept gOIng WIthout an adequate supply of
money He allowed Dorothy eIghteen pounds a month for all the household
expenses, mcludlng Ellen's wages, and at the same tIme he was 'daInty' about
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hIS food and Instantly detected any fallIng off In Its qualIty The result was, of
course, that the household was perenmally m debt But the Rector paId not the
smallest attentlOn to hIS debts-mdeed, he was hardly even aware of them
When he lost money over an Investment, he was deeply agItated, but as for a
debt to a mere tradesman-well, It was the kmd of thmg that he sImply could
not bother hIS head about
A peaceful plume of smoke floated upwards from the Rector's pIpe He was
gazIng WIth a medItatIve eye at the steel engravmg of Charles I and had
probably forgotten already about Dorothy'S demand for money SeeIng hIm so
unconcerned, a pang of desperatIon went through Dorothy, and her courage
came back to her She saId more sharply than before
'Father, please lIsten to mel I must have some money soon' I SImply must'
We can't go on as we're domg We owe money to nearly every tradesman m the
town It's got so that some mormngs I can hardly bear to go down the street
and thmk of all the bIlls that are owmg Do you know that we owe CargIll
nearly twenty-two pounds?'
'What of It?' saId the Rector between puffs of smoke
'But the bIll's been mountIng up for over seven months' He's sent It In over
and over agaIn We must pay It' It's so unfaIr to hIm to keep hIm waltmg for hIS
money lIke that ('
'Nonsense, my dear chIld' These people expect to be kept waltmg for theu
money They lIke It It bnngs them more In the end Goodness knows how
much I owe to Catkm & Palm-I should hardly care to mqUIre They are
dunnIng me by every post But you don't hear me complalmng, do you';)'
'But, Father, I can't look at It as you do, I can't' It's so dreadful to be always
In debt' Even If It Isn't actually wrong, It's so hateful It makes me so ashamed'
When I go Into CargIll's shop to order the JOInt, he speaks to me so shortly and
makes me walt after the other customers, all because our bIll's mountIng up the
whole tIme And yet I daren't stop ordenng from htnl I belIeve he'd run us In
If I dId'
The Rector frowned 'What' Do you mean to say the fellow has been
ImpertInent to you?'
'I dIdn't say he'd been lIDpertment, Father But you can 1 t blame hIm lfhe's
angry when hIS bIll's not paId'
'I most certaInly can blame hIm' It IS SImply abomlOable how these people
take It upon themselves to behave nowadays-abommable' But there you are,
you see That IS the kInd of thIng that we are exposed to In thIS dehghtful
century That IS democracy-progress, as they are pleased to call It Don't order
from the fellow agam Tell hIm at once that you are takmg your account
elsewhere That's the only way to treat these people '
'But, Father, that doesn't settle anythIng Really and truly, don't you thmk
we ought to pay hun? Surely we can get hold of the money somehow? Couldn't
you sell out some shares, or somethIng'>'
'My dear chlld, don't talk to me about selling out shares! I have Just had the
most dIsagreeable news from my broker He tells me that my Sumatra TIn
shares have dropped from seven and fourpence to SIX and a penny It means a
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loss of nearly SIxty pounds I am tellIng hun to sell out at once before they drop
any further '
'Then If you sell out you'll have some ready money, won't you';) Don't you
thmk It would be better to get out of debt once and for alP'
'Nonsense, nonsense,' saId the Rector more calmly, puttIng hIS pIpe back m
hIS mouth 'You know nothIng whatever about these matters I shall have to
reInvest at once In somethIng more hopeful-It's the only way of gettIng my
money back '
WIth one thumb In the belt of hIS cassock he frowned abstractedly at the
steel engraVIng HIS broker had adVIsed UnIted Celanese Here-In Sumatra
TIn, U mted Celanese, and numberless other remote and dImly Imagined
compames-was the central cause of the Rector's money troubles He was an
Inveterate gambler Not, of course, that he thought of It as gamblIng, It was
merely a lIfelong search for a 'good Investment' On comIng of age he had
mhertted four thousand pounds, WhICh had gradually dWIndled, thanks to hIS
'Investments', to about twelve hundred What was worse, every year he
managed to scrape together, out of hIS mIserable Income, another fifty pounds
WhICh vanIshed by the same road It IS a curIOUS fact that the lure of a 'good
Investment' seems to haunt clergymen more perSIstently than any other class
of man Perhaps It IS the modern eqUIvalent of the demons In female shape who
used to haunt the anchorItes of the Dark Ages
'1 shall buy five hundred UnIted Celanese,' saId the Rector finally
Dorothy began to gIve up hope Her father was now thtnklng of hIS
'Investments' (she new nothIng whatever about these 'Investments', except
that they went wrong WIth phenomenal regulartty), and In another moment the
questlOn of the shop-debts would have shpped entIrely out of hls mInd She
made a final effort
'Father, let's get thIS settled, please Do you thInk you'll be able to let me
have some extra money faIrly soon? Not thIs moment, perhaps-but In the next
month or two?'
'No, my dear, I don't About Chrtstmas tIme, pOSSIblY-It'S very unhkely
even then. But for the present, certaInly not I haven't a halfpenny I can spare'
'But, Father, It's SO horrIble to feel we can't pay our debts I It dIsgraces us so'
Last tIme Mr Welwyn-Foster was here' eMr Welwyn-Foster was the Rural
Dean) 'Mrs Welwyn-Foster was gOIng ali round the town askIng everyone the
most personal questIons about us-asktng how we spent our tune, and how
much money we had, and how many tons of coal we used In a year, and
everythmg She's always tryIng to pry Into our affarrs Suppose she found out
that we were badly In debt"
'Surely It IS our own bUSIness? I fall entIrely to see what It has to do WIth Mrs
Welwyn-Foster or anyone else'
'But she'd repeat It all over the place-and she'd exaggerate It tool You know
what Mrs Welwyn-Foster IS. In every parIsh she goes to she tnes to find out
somethmg dlsgraceful about the clergyman, and then she repeats every word
of It to the Bl$hop I don't want to be uncharItable about her, but really she-'
Reahzing that she dzd want to be uncharItable" Dorothy was stlent
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'She IS a detestable woman,' saId the Rector evenly 'What of It'~ Who ever
heard of a Rural Dean's wIfe who wasn't detestable"
'But, Father, I don't seem to be able to get you to see how senous thmgs are'
We've sImply nothIng to hve on for the next month I don't even know where
the meat's comIng from for today's dInner'
'Luncheon, Dorothy, luncheon" saId the Rector wIth a touch of IrrItatIOn 'I
do wIsh you would drop that abommable lower-class habIt of calhng the
mIdday meal dznnerl'
'For luncheon, then Where are we to get the meat from",) I daren't ask
CargIll for another }omt '
'Go to the other butcher-what's hIS name';) Salter-and take no notIce of
CargIll He knows he'll be paId sooner or later Good graCIOUS, I don't know
what all thIS fuss IS about' Doesn't everyone owe money to hIS tradesmen",) I
dIStInctly remember' -the Rector straIghtened hIS shoulders a lIttle, and,
puttmg hIS pIpe back Into hIS mouth, looked Into the dIstance, hIS VOIce
became remInIscent and perceptIbly more agreeable-'I dIstInctly remember
that when I was Up at Oxford, my father had snll not paId some of hIS own
Oxford bIlls of thIrty years earlIer Tom' (Tom was the Rector's cousm, the
Baronet) 'owed seven thousand before he came mto hIS money He told me so
hImself'
At that, Dorothy's last hope vamshed When her father began to talk about
hIS COUSIn Tom, and about thIngs that had happened 'when I was up at
Oxford', there was nothIng more to be done WIth hIm It meant that he had
slIpped Into an Imagmary golden past m WhICh such vulgar thIngs as butchers'
bIlls SImply dId not exISt There were long perIods together when he seemed
actually to forget that he was only a poverty-strIcken country Rector-that he
was not a young man of famIly WIth estates and reverSIOns at hIS back. The
anstocratIc, the expenSIve attItude was the one that m all CIrcumstances came
the most naturally to hIm And of course whIle he lIved, not uncomfortably, In
the world of hIS ImagmatIOn, It was Dorothy who had to fight the tradesmen
and make a leg of mutton last from Sunday to Wednesday But she knew the
complete uselessness of arguIng WIth hIm any longer It would only end In
making hIm angry She got up from the table and began to pIle the breakfast
thIngs on to the tray
'You're absolutely certaIn you can't let me have any money, Father?' she
saId for the last tIme, at the door, WIth the tray In her arms
The Rector, gazIng Into the nuddle dIstance, anud comfortable wreaths of
smoke, dId not hear her He was thInkIng, perhaps, of hIS golden Oxford days
Dorothy went out of the room dIstressed almost to the pOInt of tears The
mIserable questIon of the debts was once more shelved, as It had been shelved a
thousand urnes before, WIth no prospect of final solutlon.

3
On her elderly bIcycle wIth the basketwork carrIer on the handle-bars,
Dorothy free-wheeled down the hIll, dOIng mental arIthmetIc WIth three
pounds nmeteen and fourpence-her entIre stock of money until next quarterday
She had been through the lIst of things that were needed In the kitchen But
mdeed, was there anythIng that was not needed m the kItchen~ Tea, coffee,
soap, matches, candles, sugar, lentIls, firewood, soda, lamp 011, boot polIsh,
marganne, baking powder-there seemed to be practIcally nothing that they
were not running short of And at every moment some fresh Item that she had
forgotten popped up and dIsmayed her The laundry bIll, for example, and the
fact that the coal was running short, and the questIon of the fish for FrIday
The Rector was 'dIfficult' about fish Roughly speaking, he would only eat the
more expenSIve kinds, cod, whttIng, sprats, skate, hernngs, and kIppers he
refused
MeanwhIle, she had got to settle about the meat for today's
dInner-luncheon (Dorothy was careful to obey her father and call It luncheon,
when she remembered It On the other hand, you could not m honesty call the
evenmg meal ijIlythlng but 'supper', so there was no such meal as 'dInner' at
the Rectory) Better make an omelette for luncheon today, Dorothy deCIded
She dared not go to CargIll again Though, of course, If they had an omelette
for luncheon and then scrambled eggs for supper, her father would probably
be sarcastIc about It Last ttme they had eggs twIce m one day, he had mqUlred
coldly, 'Have you started a chIcken farm, Dorothy?'And perhaps tomorrow
she would get two pounds of sausages at the IntematlOnal, and that staved off
the meat-questIon for one day more
Thirty-rune further days, WIth only three pounds runeteen and fourpence to
provIde for them, loomed up In Dorothy's ImagInatton, sendIng through her a
wave of self-pity whIch she checked almost Instantly_ Now then, Dorothyl No
snIvellIng, please I It all comes rIght somehow if you trust in God Matthew VI,
25 The Lord wdl provIde Wtll He';) Dorothy rem.oved her rIght hand from
the handle-bars and felt for the glass-headed pIn, but the blasphemous
thought faded. At tins moment she became aware of the gloomy red face
of Proggett, who was hatlmg her respectfully but urgently from. the SIde of the
road
Dorothy stopped and got off her blcycle.
'Beg pardon, Mlss,' satd Proggett 'I been wantIng to speak to you,
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Miss-parlZc'lar '

Dorothy sIghed Inwardly When Proggett wanted to speak to you partzc'lar,
you could be perfectly certaIn what was comIng, It was some pIece of alarming
news about the cOndItlOn of the church Proggett was a pessImIstIc,
conSCIentIOUS man, and very loyal churchman, after hIS fashlOn Too dIm of
Intellect to have any definIte relIgIOus belIefs, he showed hIS pIety by an Intense
solIcItude about the state of the church buIldIngs He had decIded long ago that
the Church of ChrIst meant the actual walls, roof, and tower of St Athelstan's,
Knype HIll, and he would poke round the church at all hours of the day,
gloomIly notIng a cracked stone here, a worm-eaten beam there-and
afterwards, of course, comIng to harass Dorothy WIth demands for repaIrs
whIch would cost ImpossIble sums of money
'What IS It, Proggetf~' saId Dorothy
'Well, MISS, It'S they-'-here a peculIar, Imperfect sound, not a word
exactly, but the ghost of a word, all but formed Itself on Proggett's bps It
seemed to begIn WIth a B Proggett was one of those men who are for ever on
the verge of swearIng, but who always recapture the oath as It IS escapIng
between theIr teeth 'It's they bells, MISS,' he saId, gettIng nd of the B sound
WIth an effort 'They bells up In the church tower They're a-splIntenng
through that there belfry floor m a way as It makes you faIr shudder to look at
'em We'll have 'em down atop of us before we know where we are I was up
the belfry 'smornIng, and I tell you I come down faster'n I went up, when I
saw how that there floor's a-bustIng underneath 'em
Proggett came to complaIn about the condItIon of the bells not less than once
a fortnIght It was now three years that they had been lymg on the floor of the
belfry, because the cost of eIther reswIngIng or remOVIng them was estImated
at twenty-five pounds, WhICh mIght as well have been twenty-five thousand for
all the chance there was of paYIng for It They were really almost as dangerous
as Proggett made out It was qUIte certaIn that, If not thIS year or next year, at
any rate at some tIme In the near future, they would fall through the belfry
floor Into the church porch And, as Proggett was fond of pOIntIng out, It
would probably happen on a Sunday morrung Just as the congregatIOn were
comIng Into church
Dorothy SIghed agaIn Those wretched bells were never out of mInd for
long, there were tImes when the thought of theIr fallIng even got Into her
dreams There was always some trouble or other at the church If It was not the
belfry, then It was the roof or the walls, or It was a broken pew whIch the
carpenter wanted ten shIllIngs to mend, or It was seven hymn-books needed at
one and SIxpence each, or the flue of the stove choked up-and the sweep's fee
was half a crown-or a smashed Window-pane or the chOIr-boys' cassocks In
rags There was never enough money for anythIng The new organ wlnch the
Rector had lllslsted o.n bUYIng five years earher-the old one, he saId, remU1ded
hun of a cow Wlth the asthma-was a burden under wlnch the Church Expenses
fund had been staggerIng ever SInce
'I don't know what we can do/ smd Dorothy finally; 'I really don't. W~~ve
sunply no money at alL And even If we do m3ke anYfbl~ O'\1t of the school-
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chlldren's play, It'S all got to go to the organ fund The organ people are really
gett10g qUIte nasty about theIr bIll Have you spoken to my father';>'
'Yes, MISS He don't make nothIng of It "Belfry's held up five hundred
years," he says, "we can trust It to hold up a few years longer'"
ThIS was qUIte accordIng to precedent The fact that the church was VISIbly
collapSIng over hIS head made no ImpreSSIOn on the Rector, he sImply Ignored
It, as he Ignored anythIng else that he dId not WIsh to be worrIed about
'Well, I don't know what we can do,' Dorothy repeated 'Of course there's
the Jumble sale comIng off the week after next I'm countIng on MISS Mayfill to
give US somethIng really nzce for the Jumble sale I know she could afford to
She's got such lots of furnIture and th10gs that she never uses I was In her
house the other day, and I saw a most beautIful Lowestoft chIna tea serVIce
whIch was put away 10 a cupboard, and she told me It hadn't been used for over
twenty years Just suppose she gave us that tea serVIce I It would fetch pounds
and pounds We must Just pray that the Jumble sale WIll be a success, Proggett
Pray that It'll bIlng us five pounds at least I'm sure we shall get the money
somehow If we really and truly pray for It '
'Yes, MISS,' said Proggett respectfully, and shIfted hIS gaze to the far
dIstance
At thIS moment a horn hooted and a vast, gleamIng blue car came very
slowly down the road, makIng for the HIgh Street Out of one WIndow Mr
Bhfil-Gordon, the ProprIetor of the sugar-beet refinery, was thrustIng a sleek
black head WhICh went remarkably 111 WIth hIS SUIt of sandy-coloured HarrIS
tweed As he passed, Instead of IgnOrIng Dorothy as usual, he flashed upon her
a smIle so warm that It was almost amorous WIth hIm were hiS eldest son
Ralph-or, as he and the rest of the fanllly pronounced It, Walph-an epIcene
youth of twenty, gIven to the WrItIng of sub-Ehot vers lzbre poems, and Lord
Pockthorne's two daughters They were all smlhng, even Lord Pockthorne's
daughters Dorothy was astorushed, for It was several years SInce any of these
people had deIgned to recognIZe her In the street
'Mr Bhfil-Gordon IS very frIendly thIS morrung,' she sald
'Aye, MISS I'll be bound he IS It's the electIon comlng on next week, that's
what'tls All honey and butter they are tIll they've made sure as you'll vote for
them, and then they've forgot your very face the day afterwards '
'Oh, the electIOn!' said Dorothy vaguely So remote were such thmgs as
parlIamentary electIons from the dally round of parIsh work that she was
VIrtually unaware of them-hardly, Indeed, even knOWIng the dIfference
between LIberal and ConservatIve or SOCIalIst and Cornmurust 'Well,
Proggett,' she saId, unmedlately forgettIng the election In favour of somethIng
more unportant, 'I'll speak to Father and tell hIm how serIOUS It IS about the
bells. I thtnk perhaps the best thIng we can do wIll be to get Up a speCIal
SUbSCrIptIon, Just for the bells alone There's no knowmg, we mIght make five
pounds We mIght even make ten pounds! Don't you thtnk If I went to MIss
Mayfill and asked her to start the subscrIptIon WIth five pounds, she mIght gIve
It to us?'
'You take my word, MISS, and don't you let MISS Mayfil1 hear nothing about
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It It'd scare the lIfe out of her If she thought as that tower wasn't safe, we'd
never get her InsIde that church agaIn '
'Oh dear' I suppose not'
'No, MISS We shan't get nothlOg out of her, the old-'
A ghostly B floated once more across Proggett's lIps HIS mlOd a httle more
at rest now that he had delIvered hIS fortnIghtly report upon the bells, he
touched hIS cap and departed, whIle Dorothy rode on Into the HIgh Street,
WIth the tWIn problems of the shop-debts and the Church Expenses purSUIng
one another through her mInd lIke the twm reframs of a villanelle
The StIll watery sun, now playmg hIde-and-seek, AprIl-WISe, among woolly
Islets of cloud, sent an oblIque beam down the HIgh Street, gIldlOg the housefronts of the northern SIde It was one of those sleepy, old-fashIoned streets
that look so Ideally peaceful on a casual VISIt and so very dIfferent when you lIve
In them and have an enemy or a credItor behInd every wmdow The only
definItely offenSIve buIldIngs were Ye Olde Tea Shoppe (plaster front WIth
sham beams naIled on to It, bottle-glass wmdows and revoltlOg curly roof lIke
that of a ChInese Joss-house), and the new, DorIc-pIllared post office After
about two hundred yards the HIgh Street forked, formlOg a tmy market-place,
adorned WIth a pump, now defunct, and a worm-eaten paIr of stocks On eIther
SIde of the pump stood the Dog and Bottle, the prlOclpal lOn of the town, and
the Knype HIll ConservatIve Club At the end, commandlOg the street, stood
CargIll's dreaded shop
Dorothy came round the corner to a terrIfic dm of cheermg, mIngled WIth
the straIns of 'Rule BrItannIa' played on the trombone The normally sleepy
street was black WIth people, and more people were hurrYlOg from all the sIdestreets EVIdently a sort of trIUmphal proceSSIOn was taklOg place RIght across
the street, from the roof of the Dog and Bottle to the roof of the ConservatIve
Club, hung a hne WIth Innumerable blue streamers, and m the mIddle a vast
banner InSCrIbed 'Bhfil-Gordon and the EmpIreI' Towards thIS, between the
lanes of people, the BlIfil-Gordon car was movmg at a foot-pace, WIth Mr
BlIfil-Gordon smIlIng rIchly, first to one SIde, then to the other In front of the
car marched a detachment of the Buffaloes, headed by an earnest-looklOg httle
man plaYIng the trombone, and carrymg among them another banner
InSCrIbed
Who'll save BrItaIn from the Reds';>
BLIFIL-GORDON

Who'll put the Beer back Into your Pot'~
BLIFIL-GORDON

Bhfil-Gordon for ever'
From the WIndow of the Conservative Club floated an enormous UnIOn
Jack, above which SIX scarlet faces were beanung enthusiastlCally
Dorothy wheeled her bIcycle slowly down the street, t'Oo much agItated by
the prospect of paSSIng CargIll's shop (she had got to pass 1t, to get to
Soleplpe's) to take much nonce of the proceSSIon The Bltfil~Gordon car had
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halted for a moment outsIde Ye Olde Tea Shoppe Forward, the coffee
brIgade' Half the ladles of the town seemed to be hurrYIng forth, WIth lapdogs
or shoppmg baskets on theIr arms, to cluster about the car lIke Bacchantes
about the car of the vIne-god After all, an electIon IS practIcally the only tIme
when you get a <-hance of exchangIng smIles wIth the County There were
eagerfemmme crIes of 'Good luck, Mr Bhfil-Gordon' Dear Mr Bhfil-Gordon'
We do hope you'll get In, Mr Bhfil-Gordonl' Mr Blrfil-Gordon's largesse of
smIles was unceasIng, but carefully graded To the populace he gave a
dIffused, general smIle, not restIng on IndIVIduals, to the coffee ladles and the
SIX scarlet patrIots of the ConservatIve Club he gave one smIle each, to the most
favoured of all, young Walph gave an occasIOnal wave of the hand and a
squeaky 'CheewIO"
Dorothy's heart tIghtened She had seen that Mr CargIll, hke the rest of the
shopkeepers, was standIng on hIS doorstep He was a tall, evIl-lookIng man, m
blue-strIped apron, wIth a lean, scraped face as purple as one of hIS own JOInts
of meat that had laIn a lIttle too long In the wIndow So faSCInated were
Dorothy'S eyes by that omInous figure that she dId not look where she was
gomg, and bumped Into a very large, stout man who was steppIng off the
pavement backwards
The stout man turned round 'Good Heavens' It's Dorothy" he exclaImed
'Why, Mr Warburton' How extraordInary' Do you know, I had a feelIng I
was gOIng to meet you today ,
'By the pncklng of your thumbs, I presume';)' saId Mr Warburton, beammg
all over a large, pInk, MicawberIsh face 'And how are you';) But by JoveI' he
added, 'What need IS there to ask';) You look more beWItchIng than ever'
He pInched Dorothy's bare elbow-she had changed, after breakfast, Into a
sleeveless gIngham frock Dorothy stepped hurrIedly backwards to get out of
hIS reach-she hated beIng pInched or otherWIse 'mauled about' -and saId
rather severely
'Please don't pInch my elbow I don't lIke It '
'My dear Dorothy, who could reSIst an elbow hke yours';) It's the sort of
elbow one pInches automatIcally A reflex actIOn, If you understand me '
'When dId you get back to I(nype HIlI?' saId Dorothy, who had put her
bIcycle between Mr Warburton and herself 'It's over two months SInce I've
seen you'
'I got back the day before yesterday But thIS IS only a flYIng VISIt I'm off
agam tomorrow I'm takIng the kIds to Bnttany The bastards, you know'
Mr Warburton pronounced the word bastards, at whIch Dorothy looked
away In dIscomfort, WIth a touch of naIve prIde He and hIS 'bastards' (he had
three of them) were one of the chIef scandals of Knype HIll He was a man of
Independent Income, callIng himself a paInter-he produced about half a dozen
medIocre landscapes every year-and he had come to Knype HIll two years
earher and bought one of the new vIllas behInd the Rectory There he hved, or
rather stayed perIodIcally, In open concubInage WIth a woman whom he called
hIS housekeeper Four months ago thIS woman-she Was a foreIgner, a
Sparuard It was saId-had created a fresh and worse scandal by abruptly
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desertIng hIDl, and hIS three chIldren were now parked wIth some longsuffenng relatIve In London In appearance he was a fine, ImposlOg-lookmg
man, though entIrely bald (he was at great palOS to conceal thIS), and he carned
hImself WIth such a rakIsh aIr as to gIve the ImpreSSlOn that hIS falrly SIzeable
belly was merely a klOd of annexe to hIS chest HIS age was forty-eIght, and he
owned to forty-four People In the town saId that he was a 'proper old rascal'.)
young gIrlS were afrald of hIm, not WIthout reason
Mr Warburton had laId hIS hand pseudo-paternally on Dorothy's shoulder
and was shepherdIng her through the crowd, talkmg all the whIle almost
WIthout a pause The Bhfil-Gordon car, haVIng rounded the pump, was now
wendIng ItS way back, stIll accompanIed by ItS troupe of mIddle-aged
Bacchantes Mr Warburton, hIS attentIon caught, paused to scrutlmze It
'What IS the meanlOg of these dIsgUStIng antICS?' he asked
'Oh, they're-what IS It they call It';)-electlOneenng Trymg to get us to vote
for them, I suppose '
'TrYIng to get us to vote for them' Good God!' murmured Mr Warburton,
as he eyed the tnumphal cortege He raIsed the large, sIlver-headed cane that
he always carned, and pOInted, rather expressIVely, first at one figure 1D the
proceSSIOn and then at another 'Look at It' Just look at It' Look at those
fawmng hags, and that half-WItted oaf gnnmng at us lIke a monkey that sees a
bag of nuts DId you ever see such a dIsgustIng spectacle';)'
'Do be careful" Dorothy murmured 'Somebody's sure to hear you'
'Goodl' saId Mr Warburton, ImmedIately raISIng hIS VOlce 'And to thmk
that low-born hound actually has the ImpertInence to thlOk that he's pleasmg
us WIth the SIght of hIS false teeth' And that SUlt he's wearlOg IS an offence m
Itself Is there a SOCIalIst candIdate? If so, I shall certamly vote for hIm'
Several people on the pavement turned and stared Dorothy saw lIttle Mr
TWISS, the Ironmonger, a weazened, leather-coloured old man, peerIng WIth
veIled malevolence round the corner of the rush baskets that hung In hIS
doorway He had caught the word SOCIalIst, and was mentally regIsterIng Mr
Warburton as a SOCIalIst and Dorothy as the fnend of SOCIalIsts
'I really must be gettIng on,' saId Dorothy hastIly, feehngthat she had better
escape before Mr Warburton said somethIng even more tactless 'I've got ever
such a lot of shOPPIng to do I'll say good-bye for the present, then'
'Oh, no, you won't" said Mr Warburton cheerfully 'Not a bIt of It' I'll come
With you'
As she wheeled her bIcycle down the street he marched at her SIde, stIll
talking, WIth hIS large chest well forward and hIS stIck tucked under hIS arm.
He was a chfficult man to shake off, and though Dorothy counted hIm as a
frIend, she dId sometlmes WIsh, he beIng the town scandal and she the Rector's
daughter) that he would not always choose the most pubhc places to talk to her
In At thIs moment, however, she was rather grateful for hIS company, whIch
made It appreCIably eaSIer to pass CargIll's shop-for Cargill was stIll on hIS
doorstep and was regardIng her WIth a SIdelong, meanmg gaze
'It was a bIt of luck my meetIng you thIS mOrnIng.," Mr Warburton went on.
'In fact, I was lookIng for you Who do you thmk I've got comIng to chnliler
I
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with me tomght? Bewley-Ronald Bewley You've heard of him, of course?'
'Ronald Bewley? No, I don't think so Who IS he?'
'Why, dash It' Ronald Bewley, the novehst Author of FIshpools and
Concubznes Surely you've read Fzshpools and Concubznes?'
'No, I'm afraId I haven't In fact, I'd never even heard of It '
'My dear Dorothy! You have been neglectIng yourself You certaInly ought
to read Fzshpools and Concubznes It's hot stuff, I assure you-real hIgh-class
pornography Just the kInd of thIng you need to take the taste of the GIrl
GUIdes out of your mouth'
'I do WIsh you wouldn't say such thIngs!' saId Dorothy, lookIng away
uncomfortably) and then ImmedIately lookIng back agaIn because she had all
but caught CargIll's eye 'Where does thIS Mr Bewley bve?' she added 'Not
here, surely, does he?'
'No He's comIng over from IPSWICh for dInner, and perhaps to stay the
nIght That's why I was lookIng for you I thought you mIght lIke to meet hIm
How about your comIng to dInner tonIght:>'
'I can't pOSSIbly come to dInner,' saId Dorothy 'I've got Father's supper to
see to, and thousands of other thIngs I shan't be free tIll eIght o'clock or after'
'Well, come along after dInner, then I'd lIke you to know Bewley He's an
InterestIng fellow-very au fazt WIth all the Bloomsbury scandal, and all that
You'll enJoy meetIng hIm. It'll do you good to escape from the church hencoop for a few hours '
Dorothy heSItated She was tempted To tell the truth, she enjoyed her
occasIOnal VISItS to Mr Warburton's house extremely But of course they were
very occasIOnal-once In three or four months at the oftenest, It so ObVIOusly
dIdn't do to aSSOCIate too freely WIth such a man And even when she dId go to
hIS house she was careful to make sure beforehand that there was gOIng to be at
least one other VISItor
Two years earlIer, when Mr Warburton had first come to Knype HIll (at that
tIme he was pOSIng as a Widower WIth two chIldren, a lIttle later, however, the
housekeeper suddenly gave bIrth to a thIrd chIld In the mIddle of the nIght),
Dorothy had met hIm at a tea-party and afterwards called on hIm Mr
Warburton had gIven her a delIghtful tea, talked amUSIngly about books, and
then, IInmeruately after tea, sat down beSIde her on the sofa and begun makIng
love to her, VIOlently, outrageously, even brutally It was practIcally an assault
Dorothy was horrified almost out of her WIts, though not too horrIfied to reSIst
She escaped from hun and took refuge on the other SIde of the sofa, whIte,
shakIng, and almost In tears Mr Warburton, on the other hand, was qUIte
unashamed and even seemed rather amused
'Oh, how could you, how could you?' she sobbed
'But It appears that I couldn't,' saId Mr Warburton
'Oh, but how could you be such a brute';)'
~Oh, that? EasIly, my chIld, easIly You WIll understand that when you get to
my age.'
In spIte of this bad begInnIng, a sort of frIendshIp had grown up between the
two, even to the extent of Dorothy beIng 'talked about' In c-onneXlon With Mr
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Warburton It dId not take much to get you 'talked about' In Knype HIll She
only saw hIm at long mtervals and took the greatest care never to be alone wIth
hIm, but even so he found opportUnItIes of makmg casual love to her But It
was done In a gentlemanly fashIOn, the prevIOUS dIsagreeable mCldent was not
repeated Afterwards, when he was forgIven, Mr Warburton had explamed
that he 'always tned It on' WIth every presentable woman he met
'Don't you get rather a lot of snubs?' Dorothy could not help askIng hIm
'Oh, certaInly But I get qUIte a number of successes as well, you know'
People wondered sometImes how such a girl as Dorothy could consort, even
occasIOnally, wIth such a man as Mr Warburton, but the hold that he had over
her was the hold that the blasphemer and evIl-lIver always has over the pIOUS
It IS a fact-you have only to look about you to verIfy It-that the pIOUS and the
Immoral dnft naturally together The best brothel-scenes m lIterature have
been wntten, WIthout exceptIOn, by pIOUS belIevers or pIOUS unbebevers And
of course Dorothy, born Into the twentIeth century, made a pomt of bstemng
to Mr Warburton's blasphemIes as calmly as possIble, It IS fatal to flatter the
WIcked by lettIng them see that you are shocked by them BeSIdes, she was
genUInely fond of hIm He teased her and dIstressed her, and yet she got from
hIm, WIthout beIng fully aware of It, a speCIes of sympathy and understandmg
WhICh she could not get elsewhere For all hIS VIces he was dlstmctly lIkeable,
and the shoddy bnllIance of hIS conversatIOn-Oscar WIlde seven times
watered-whICh she was too InexperIenced to see through, faSCinated whIle It
shocked her Perhaps, too, In thIS Instance, the prospect of meetIng the
celebrated Mr Bewley had Its effect upon her, though certamly Fishponds and
Concubznes sounded bke the kInd of book that she eIther dIdn't read or else set
herself heavy penances for readmg In London, no doubt, one would hardly
cross the road to see fifty novelIsts, but these thmgs appeared dIfferently In
places bke Knype HIll
'Are you sure Mr Bewley IS comIng';>' she saId
'QUIte sure And hIS WIfe's comIng as well, I beheve Full chaperonage No
TarquIn and Lucrece bUSIness thIS evenIng 1
'All rIght,' saId Dorothy finally, 'thanks very much I'll come roundabout half past eIght, I expect '
'Good If you can manage to «orne whIle It IS su11 dayhght, so much the
better Remember that Mrs Sempnll IS my next-door neIghbour We can
count on her to be on the qU:l vzve any tIme after sundown '
Mrs Sempnll was the town scandalmonger-the most emInent, that IS, of the
town's many scandalmongers HaVIng got what he wanted (he was constantly
pesterIng Dorothy to come to hIS house more often), Mr Warburton saId au
revozr and left Dorothy to do the remaInder of her shoPPIng
In the semI-gloom of Soleplpe's shop, she was Just movmg away from the
counter WIth her two and a half yards of easement cloth, when she was aware of
a low, mournful VOIce at her ear It was Mrs Sempnll She was a slender
woman of forty, WIth a lank, sallow, dlstmgulshed face, whIch, WIth her glossy
dark haIr and air of settled melancholy) gave her somethmg the appearance of a
Van Dyck portraIt Entrenched behInd a "plle of cretonnes near the windowl
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she had been watchIng Dorothy's conversatIOn wIth Mr Warburton
Whenever you were dOIng somethIng that you dId not particularly want Mrs
Sempnll to see you dOIng, you could trust her to be somewhere In the
neIghbourhood She seemed to have the power of matenahzlng bke an ArabIan
Jmneeyeh at any place where she was not wanted No IndIscretIOn, however
small, escaped her VIgIlance Mr Warburton used to say that she was hke the
four beasts of the Apocalypse-'They are full of eyes, you remember, and they
rest not mght nor day ,
'Dorothy dearest,' murmured Mrs Sempnllin the sorrowful, affectIonate
VOIce of someone breakIng a pIece of bad news as gently as pOSSIble 'I've been
so wantzng to speak LO you I've somethIng sImply dreadful to tell you-somethIng that WIll really horn.fy youI'
'What IS It'>' saId Dorothy resIgnedly, well knOWIng what was comIng-for
Mrs Sempnll had only one subject of conversatIon
They moved out of the shop and began to walk down the street, Dorothy
wheehng her bIcycle, Mrs Sempnll mInCIng at her SIde WIth a dehcate blrdhke
step and brmgIng her mouth closer and closer to Dorothy's ear as her remarks
grew more and more Intimate
'Do you happen to have notIced,' she began" 'that gIrl who SIts at the end of
the pew nearest the organ m church'> A rather pretty gIrl, WIth red haIr I've no
Idea what her name IS,' added Mrs Sempnll, who knew the surname and all the
ChrIstIan names of every man, woman, and chIld m Knype HIll
'Molly Freeman,' saId Dorothy 'She's the nIece of Freeman the
greengrocer '
'Oh, Molly Freeman) Is that her name) I'd often wondered Well-'
The debcate red mouth came closer, the mournful VOIce sank to a shocked
whIsper Mrs Sempnll began to pour forth a stream of purulent hbellnvolvlng
Molly Freeman and SIX young men who worked at the sugar-beet refinery
After a few moments the story became so outrageous that Dorothy, who had
turned very pInk, hurnedly Withdrew her ear from Mrs Sempnll's whlspenng
hps. She stopped her bIcycle
'I won't lIsten to such thIngs!' she saId abruptly 'I know that Isn't true about
Molly Freeman It can't be true' She's such a nIce qUIet gIrl-she Was one of my
very best GIrl GUIdes, and she's always been so good about helpIng WIth the
church bazaars and everythIng I'm perfectly certain she wouldn't do such
thIngs as you're sayIng ,
~But, Dorothy dearest' When, as I told you, I actually saw WIth my own
,
eyes
'1 don't care' It's not faIr to say such thIngs about people Even Ifthey were
true It wouldn't be nght to repeat them There's qUIte enough evIl In the world
WIthout gOIng about lookIng for It '
'Looktng for It!' SIghed Mrs Sempnll 'But, my dear Dorothy, as though one
ever wanted Qr needed to look' The trouble 18 that one can't help seemg all the
dreadful Wickedness that goes on In thIs town '
Mrs Sempnll was always genUInely astonIshed If you accused her of looktng
for $ubJem for scandal NothIng, she would protest, pruned her more than the
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spectacle of human wIckedness, but It was constantly forced upon her
unwIllIng eyes, and only a stern sense of duty Impelled her to make It pubhc
Dorothy's remarks, so far from sIlencmg her, merely set her talkIng about the
general corruption of Knype HIll, of whIch Molly Freeman's mIsbehaVIOur
was only one example And so from Molly Freeman and her SIX young men she
proceeded to Dr Gaythorne, the town medIcal officer, who had got two of the
nurses at the Cottage HospItal wIth chIld, and then to Mrs Corn, the Town
Clerk's WIfe, found lymg In a field dead drunk on eau-de-Cologne, and then to
the curate at St Wedeland's In Mlllborough, who had Involved hImself In a
grave scandal WIth a chOIrboy, and so It went on, one thmg leadmg to another
For there was hardly a soul In the town or the surroundIng country about
whom Mrs Sempnll could not dIsclose some festermg secret If you lIstened to
her long enough
It was notlceable that her stones were not only dIrty and lIbellous, but they
had nearly always some monstrous tInge of perversIOn about them Compared
wIth the ordInary scandalmongers of a country town, she was Freud to
BoccacclO From hearIng her talk you would have gathered the lrrlpreSSlOn that
Knype HIll WIth ItS thousand InhabItants held more of the refinements of eVIl
than Sodom, Gomorrah, and Buenos AIres put together Indeed, when you
reflected upon the lIves led by the InhabItants of thIS latter-day CIty of the
PlaIn-from the manager of the local bank squanderIng hIS clIents' money on
the chIldren of hIs second and bIgamous marrIage, to the barmaId of the Dog
and Bottle servIng dnnks In the taproom dressed only In hIgh-heeled satm
slIppers, and from old MISS Channon, the musIc-teacher, WIth her secret gIn
bottle and her anonymous letters, to MaggIe WhIte, the baker's daughter, who
had borne three chIldren to her own brother-when you conSIdered these
people, all, young and old, rIch and poor, sunken In monstrous and Babyloman
VIces, you wondered that fire dId not come down from Heaven and consume
the town forthWIth But If you lIstened Just a lIttle longer, the catalogue of
obscenItIes became first monstrous and then unbearably dull For in a town 10
whIch everyone IS eIther a bIgamIst, a pederast, or a drug-taker, the worst
scandal loses Its stIng In fact, Mrs Sempnll was somethmg worse than a
slanderer, she was a bore
As to the extent to whIch her stones were belIeved, It vaned At tImes the
word would go round that she was a foul-mouthed old cat and everythmg she
SaId was a pack of lIes, at other tlIDes one of her accusations would take effect
on some unfortunate person, who would need months or even years to bve It
down She had certamly been Instrumental In breakmg off not less than half a
dozen engagements and startmg Innumerable quarrels between husbands and
Wiveb
All thIS whIle Dorothy had been maklng abortIve efforts to shake Mrs
Semprill off. She had edged her way gradually across the street untIl she was
wheelIng her bIcycle along the nght-hand kerb) but Mrs Semprill had
followed, whIsperIng WIthout cease It was not unuI they reached the end of
the HIgh Street that Dorothy swnmon-ed up enough firmness to esca~ She
halted and put her right foot on the pedal of her bicycle
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'1 really can't stop a moment longer,' she saId 'I've got a thousand thIngs to
do, and I'm late already'
'Oh, but, Dorothy dear' I've somethIng else 1 SImply must tell yousomethIng most zmportant"
'I'm sorry-I'm In such a terrIble hurry Another tIme, perhaps'
'It's about that dreadful Mr Warburton,' saId Mrs Sempnll hastIly, lest
Dorothy should escape WIthout hearIng It 'He's Just come back from London,
and do you know-I mostpartzcularly wanted to tell you thIs-do you know, he
actually-'
But here Dorothy saw that she must make off Instantly, at no matter what
cost She could ImagIne nothIng more uncomfortable than to have to dISCUSS
Mr Warburton WIth Mrs Sempnll She mounted her bIcycle, and WIth only a
very brIef 'Sorry-I really can't stopI' began to nde hurrIedly away
'I wanted to tell you-he's taken up WIth a new woman" Mrs SemprIll cned
after her, even forgettIng to whIsper In her eagerness to pass on thIS JUICY tItbIt
But Dorothy rode SWIftly round the corner, not lookIng back, and
pretendIng not to have heard An unWIse thIng to do, for It dId not pay to cut
Mrs Sempnll too short Any unwIllIngness to lIsten to her scandals was taken
as a SIgn of depravIty, and led to fresh and worse scandals bemg publIshed
about yourself the moment you had left her
As Dorothy rode homewards she had unchantable thoughts about Mrs
Sernpnll, for WhICh she duly pInched herself Also, there was another, rather
dIsturbIng Idea whIch had not occurred to her tIll thIS moment-that Mrs
Sempnll would certaInly learn of her VISIt to Mr Warburton's house thIS
evemng, and would probably have magnIfIed It Into somethIng scandalous by
tomorrow The thought sent a vague premonItIOn of evIl through Dorothy's
mInd as she Jumped off her bIcycle at the Rectory gate, where SIlly Jack, the
townldlOt, a thIrd-grade moron WIth a tnangular scarlet face lIke a strawberry,
was lOItermg, vacantly floggIng the gatepost WIth a hazel SWItch.

4
It was a httle after eleven The day, whlch) hke some OverrIpe but hopeful
WIdow plaYIng at seventeen, had been puttIng on unseasonable AprIl aIrs, had
now remembered that It was August and settled down to be bOllmg hot
Dorothy rode Into the hamlet of Fennelwlck~ a mIle out of Knype Hlll She
had debvered Mrs Lewln's corn-plaster, and was droPPlng m to gIve old Mrs
Puher that cuttlng from the Dazly Mazl about angelIca tea for rheumatlsm
The sun, burnIng 10 the cloudless sky, scorched her back through her
gmgham frock, and the dusty road qUIvered In the heat, and the hot, flat
meadows, over whIch even at thIS tlme of year numberless larks chIrruped
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tIresomely, were so green that It hurt your eyes to look at them It was the kmd
of day that IS called 'glonous' by people who don't have to work
Dorothy leaned her bIcycle agaInst the gate of the Plthers'cottage, and took
her handkerchIef out of her bag and WIped her hands, WhICh were sweatmg
from the handle-bars In the harsh sunltght her face looked pmched and
colourless She looked her age, and somethIng over, at that hour of the
mornIng Throughout her day-and In general It was a seventeen-hour
day-she had regular, aiternatIngpenods of tIredness and energy, the mIddle of
the morning, when she was dOing the first Instalment of the day's 'VISItIng',
was one of the tIred penods
'VIsItIng', because of the distances she had to bicycle from house to house,
took up nearly half of Dorothy's day Every day of her hfe, except on Sundays,
she made from half a dozen to a dozen VISItS at panshIOners' cottages She
penetrated Into cramped Intenors and sat on lumpy, dust-dIffusing chaIrs
gOSSIpIng WIth overworked, blowsy houseWIves, she spent hurned half-hours
gIVIng a hand WIth the mendIng and the IrOning, and read chapters from the
Gospels, and readjusted bandages on 'bad legs', and condoled With sufferers
from morning-sIckness, she played nde-a-cock-horse With sour-smellIng
chIldren who gruned the bosom of her dress WIth their sticky lIttle fingers, she
gave adVIce about ailIng aspIdIstras, and suggested names for babies, and
drank 'nice cups of tea' Innumerable-for the workmg women always wanted
her to have a 'nice cup of tea' , out of the teapot endlessly stewmg
Much of It was profoundly dISCOUraging work Few, very few, of the women
seemed to have even a conceptIOn of the Chnstlan hfe that she was trYIng to
help them to lead Some of them were shy and SUSpICIOUS, stood on the
defenSIve, and made excuses when urged to come to Holy CommunIon, some
shammed pIety for the sake of the tIny sums they could wheedle out of the
church alms box, those who welcomed her comIng were for the most part the
talkatIve ones, who wanted an audience for complaInts about the 'gOIngs on' of
theIr husbands, or for endless mortuary tales ('And he had to have glass chubes
let Into hIS veIns,' etc, etc) about the revoltmg dIseases theIr relatIves had dIed
of QUIte half the women on her lIst, Dorothy knew, were at heart atheistIcal In
a vague unreasonIng way She came up against It all day long-that vague,
blank dIsbelIef so common In Illiterate people, agatnst whIch all argument is
powerless Do what she would, she could never ratse the number of regular
commUnicants to more than a dozen or thereabouts Women would promise to
communIcate, keep their promise for a month or two, and then fall away WIth
the younger women It was especIally hopeless They would not even JOin the
local branches of the church leagues that were run for theIr benefit-Dorothy
was honorary secretary of three such leagues; beSIdes being captaIn of the GIrl
Gwdes, The Band of Hope and the CompamonshIp of MarrIage langwshed
almost memberless, and the Mothers' Umon only kept gomg because gossip
and unlImIted strong tea made the weekly SewIng-parnes acceptable. Yes) it
was dlscouragIng work, so dlscouragmg that at tImes It would have seemed
altogether futlle If she had not knbwn the sense of futliity for what It lS-the
subtlest weapon of the DeVJL
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Dorothy knocked at the Plthers' badly fitting door, from beneath WhICh a
melancholy smell of boIled cabbage and dIsh-water was OOZIng From long
experIence she knew and could taste In advance the IndIVIdual smell of every
cottage on her rounds Some of theIr smells were peculIar In the extreme For
Instance, there was the salty, feral smell that haunted the cottage of old Mr
Tombs, an aged retIred bookseller who lay In bed all day In a darkened room,
WIth hIS long, dusty nose and pebble spectacles protrudIng from what
appeared to be a fur rug of vast SIze and rIchness
But If you put your hand on the fur rug It dISIntegrated, burst and fled In all
dIrectIOns It was composed entIrely of cats-twenty-four cats, to be exact Mr
Tombs 'found they kept hIm warm', he used to explaIn In nearly all the
cottages there was a baSIC smell of old overcoats and dIsh-water upon WhICh
the other, IndIVIdual smells were superImposed, the cesspool smell, the
cabbage smell, the smell of chIldren, the strong, bacon-lIke reek of corduroys
Impregnated WIth the sweat of a decade
Mrs PIt her opened the door, whIch InvarIably stuck to the Jamb, and then,
when you wrenched It open, shook the whole cottage She was a large,
stoopIng, grey woman WIth WISpy grey haIr, a sacklng apron, and shufflIng
carpet slIppers
'Why, If It Isn't MISS DorothyI' she exclaImed In a dreary, lIfeless but not
unaffectlOnate VOIce
She took Dorothy between her large, gnarled hands, whose knuckles were as
shIny as skInned onIOns from age and ceaseless washIng up, and gave her a wet
kISS Then she drew her Into the unclean Intenor of the cottage
ePIther'S away at work, MISS,' she announced as they got InSIde 'Up to Dr
Gaythorne's he IS, a-dIggIng over the doctor's flower-beds for hIm'
Mr Plther was a JobbIng gardener He and hIS WIfe, both of them over
seventy, were one of the few genUInely pIOUS couples on Dorothy'S VISItIng
lIst Mrs PIther led a dreary, wormhke lIfe of shufflIng to and fro, WIth a perpetual cnck In her neck because the door lIntels were too low for her, between
the well, the SInk, the fireplace, and the tIny plot of kItchen garden The
kItchen was decently tIdy, but oppressIvely hot, evIl-smelhng and saturated
WIth anCIent dust At the end OppOSIte the fireplace Mrs PIther had made a
kInd of pne-dleu out of a greasy rag mat laId In front of a tIny, defunct
harmoruum, on top of WhICh were an oleographed crucrfixlOn, 'Watch and
Pray' done In beadwork, and a photograph of Mr and Mrs Plther on theIr
weddIng day In 1882
'Poor Pltherl' went on Mrs Plther In her depreSSIng VOIce, 'hIm a-dIggIng at
hIS age, WIth hIS rheumatIsm that bad! AIn't It cruel hard, MISS';) And he's had a
kInd of a paIn between hIS legs, MISS, as he can't seem to account for -ternble
bad he's been WIth It, these last few mornIngs AIn't It bItter hard, MISS, the
lives us poor workIng folks has to lead';)'
'It's a shame,' s~ud Dorothy 'But I hope you've been keepmg a httle better
yourself, Mrs Pither?'
'Ab, MISS~ there's nothIng don't make me better I aIn't a case for cUIlng,
not In thzs world, I aIn't I shan't never get no better, not In thIS WIcked
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world down here '
'Oh, you mustn't say that, Mrs Plther' I hope we shall have you wIth us for a
long tlme yet '
'Ah, MISS, you don't know how poorly I've been thIS last week' I've had the
rheumatIsm a-commg and a-gOIng all down the backs of my poor old legs, tIll
there's some mornmgs when I don't feel as I can't walk so far as to pull a
handful of onlOns In the garden Ah, MISS, It's a weary world we hves In, am't
It, MISS) A weary, smful world'
'But of course we must never forget, Mrs Plther, that there's a better world
commg ThIS hfe IS only a tIme of trIal-Just to strengthen us and teach us to be
patIent, so that we'll be ready for Heaven when the tIme comes'
At thIS a sudden and remarkable change came over Mrs Pither It was
produced by the word 'Heaven' Mrs Plther had only two subjects of
conversatIOn, one of them was the JOYS of Heaven, and the other the mISerIeS of
her present state Dorothy's remark seemed to act upon her hke a charm Her
dull grey eye was not capable of brightenmg, but her VOIce qUlckened WIth an
almost Joyful enthUSIasm
'Ah, MISS, there you saId It' That's a true word, MISS' That's what Plther
and me keeps a-saymg to ourselves And that's Just the one thmg as keeps us agOIng-Just the thought of Heaven and the long, long rest we'll have there
Whatever we've suffered, we gets It all back m Heaven, don't we, MISS) Every
httle bIt of sufferIng, you gets It back a hundredfold and a thousandfold That
zs true, aIn't It, Miss) There's rest for us a1IIn Heaven-rest and peace and no
more rheumatIsm nor dIggmg nor cookmg nor laundermg nor nothmg You do
belIeve that, don't you, MISS Dorothy)'
'Of course,' srud Dorothy
'Ah, MISS, If you knew how It comforts uS-Just the thoughts of Heaven'
Pither he says to me, when he comes home tIred of a mght and our
rheumatIsm's bad, "Never you mInd, my dear," he says, "we aIn't far off
Heaven now," he says "Heaven was made for the hkes of us," he says, "Just
for poor workIng folks lIke us, that have been sober and godly and kept our
CommunIOns regular" That's the best way, am't It, MISS Dorothy-poor In
thIS hfe and rIch In the next) Not hke some of them rIch folks as all theIr motorcars and theIr beautIful houses won't save from the worm that dleth not and
the fire that's not quenched Such a beautIful text, that IS Do you thInk you
could say a httle prayer WIth me, MISS Dorothy) I been lookmg forward all the
mornIng to a httle prayer '
Mrs PIther was always ready for a 'bttle prayer' at any hour of the mght or
day. It was her eqUIvalent to a 'nIce cup of tea' They knelt down on the rag
mat and saId the Lord's Prayer and the Collect for the week, and then
Dorothy, at Mrs Plther's request, read the parable of DlVes and Lazarus, Mrs
Pither comIng In from tIme to tIme WIth 'Amen' That's a true word, aIn't It,
MISS Dorothy~ "And he was carned by angels Into Abraham's bosom."
BeautIful' Dh, I do call that JUst too beautlfuJf Amen, MISS Dorothy-Amen!'
Dorothy gave Mrs Plther the cuttIng from the Dazly Ma'tZ about angehca tea
for rheumatism, and then, findlng that Mrs Plther had been too ~poorly' to
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draw the day's supply of water, she drew three bucketfuls for her from the
well It was a very deep well, with such a low parapet that Mrs Paher's final
doom would almost certaInly be to fall Into It and get drowned, and It had not
even a wmch- you had to haul the bucket up hand over hand And then they
sat down for a few minutes, and Mrs Plther talked some more about Heaven It
was extraordmary how constantly Heaven reigned In her thoughts, and more
extraordmary yet was the actualIty, the vIvIdness wIth WhICh she could see It
The golden streets and the gates of OrIent pearl were as real to her as though
they had been actually before her eyes And her VISIon extended to the most
concrete, the most earthly detaIls The softness of the beds up there' The
delICIOusness of the food' The lovely sIlk clothes that you would put on clean
every mornIng' The surcease from everlastIng to everlastIng from work of any
deSCrIptIOn' In almost every moment of her lIfe the VISIon of Heaven supported
and consoled her, and her abject complaints about the lIves of 'poor workIng
folks' were cUrIously tempered by a satIsfactIon In the thought that, after all, It
IS 'poor workIng folks' who are the prInCIpal InhabItants of Heaven It was a
sort of bargam that she had struck, settIng her lIfetIme of dreary labour agaInst
an eternIty ofbhss Her faIth was almost too great, If that IS pOSSIble For It was
a CUrIOUS fact, but the certitude WIth whIch Mrs Plther looked forward to
Heaven-as to some kInd of glOrIfied home for Incurables-affected Dorothy
WIth strange uneaSIness
Dorothy prepared to depart, whIle Mrs Plther thanked her, rather too
effUSIvely, for her VISIt, WIndIng up, as usual, WIth fresh complaInts about her
rheumatism
'I'll be sure and take the angelIca tea,' she concluded, 'and thank you kmdly
for tellIng me of It, MISS Not as I don't expect as It'll do me much good Ah,
MISS, If you knew how cruel bad my rheumatIsm's been thIS last week' All
down the backs of my legs, It IS, lIke a regular shootIng red-hot poker, and I
don't seem to be able to get at them to rub them properly Would It be askIng
too mueh of you, MISS, to give me a bIt of a rub-down before you go";) I got a
bottle of Elllman' s under the SInk '
Unseen by Mrs Plther, Dorothy gave herself a severe pInch She had been
expectIng thIS, and-she had done It so many tunes before-she really dId not
enJoy rubbmg Mrs Plther down She exhorted herself angrIly Come on,
Dorothy' No smffishness, please' John XIl1, I4 'Of course I WIll, Mrs Pitherl'
she saId Instantly
They went up the narrow, rIckety staircase, In WhIch you had to bend almost
double at one place to aVOId the overhanging ceIlIng The bedroom was lIghted
by a tIny square of WIndow that was Jammed In Its socket by the creeper
outSIde, and had not been opened In twenty years There was an enormous
double bed that alm~st filled the room, WIth sheets perennIally damp and a
flock mattress as full of hIlls and valleys as a contour map of SWItzerland WIth
many groans the old woman crept on to the bed and laId herself face down
The room reeked of UrIne and paregorIC Dorothy took the bottle of EIhman's
emb-roca,non and carefully anOInted Mrs Plther's large, grey-veIned, flaCCId
legs.
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OutsIde, In the SWImmIng heat, she mounted her bIcycle and began to rIde
sWIftly homewards The sun burned In her face, but the aIr now seemed sweet
and fresh She was happy, happy' She was always extravagantly happy when
her mormng's 'VISItIng' was over, and, cunously enough, she was not aware of
the reason for thIS In Borlase the dalry-farmer's meadow the red cows were
grazmg, knee-deep In shmIng seas of grass The scent of COWS, lIke a
dIstIllatIOn of vamlla and fresh hay, floated mto Dorothy's nostrIls Though
she had stIll a mornmg's work m front of her she could not resIst the
temptatIon to 100ter for a moment, steadYIng her bIcycle WIth one hand agamst
the gate of Borlase's meadow, whde a COW, WIth mOIst shell-pInk nose,
scratched ItS chIn upon the gatepost and dreamIly regarded her
Dorothy caught SIght of a wdd rose, flowerless of course, growlOg beyond
the hedge, and chmbed over the gate WIth the IntentIOn of dlscovermg whether
It were not sweetbnar She knelt down among the tall weeds beneath the
hedge It was very hot down there, close to the ground The hummmg of many
unseen Insects sounded In her ears, and the hot summery fume from the
tangled swathes of vegetatIon flowed up and enveloped her Near by, tall stalks
of fennel were growIng, WIth tradmg fronds of fohage hke the taIls of sea-green
horses Dorothy pulled a frond of the fennel agamst her face and breathed In
the strong sweet scent Its rIchness overwhelmed her, almost dIZZIed her for a
moment She drank It In, filbng her lungs WIth It Lovely, lovely scent-scent of
summer days, scent of chlldhood JOYS, scent of spIce-drenched Islands In the
warm foam of OrIental seas'
Her heart swelled WIth sudden JOy It was that mystIcal JOy In the beauty of
the earth and the very nature of thIngs that she recogmzed, perhaps
mIstakenly, as the love of God As she knelt there m the heat, the sweet odour
and the drowsy hum of Insects, It seemed to her that she could momentanly
hear the mIghty anthem of praIse that the earth and all created thmgs send up
everlastmgly to their maker All vegetatIOn, leaves, flowers, grass, shmmg,
VIbrating, crying out m theIr JOY Larks also chantmg, chOIrs oflarks InVISIble,
dnpplng mUSIC from the sky All the rIches of summer, the warmth of the
earth, the song of bIrds, the fume of cows, the dromng of countless bees,
mInglIng and ascendIng bke the smoke of ever-burnmg altars Therefore WIth
Angels and Archangels I She began to pray, and for a moment she prayed
ardently, blIssfully, forgettIng herself In the JOy of her worshIp Then, less
than a mInute later, she dIscovered that she was kISSIng the frond of the fennel
that was stIll agamst her face
She checked herself Instantly, and drew back What was she domg? Was It
God that she wa.s worshIPPIng, or was It only the earth' The JOY ebbed out of
her heart, to be succeeded by the cold, uncomfortable feelmg that she had been
betrayed Into a half-pagan ecstasy_ She admonIshed herself None of that,
Dorothy! No Nature...worshlp, please' Her father had warned her agaInst
Nature-worshIp She had heard hun preach more than one sermon against 1t; It
was, he sald, mere pantheism, and, what seemed to offend fum even more, a
rusguStIng modern fad Dorothy took a thorn of the Wlld rose, and pncked her
arm three tlmes., to renllnd herself of the Three Persons of the Trlmty, before
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clllnbmg over the gate and remountIng her bIcycle
A black, very dusty shovel hat was approachIng round the corner of the
hedge It was Father McGuIre, the Roman CatholIc pnest, also bicychng hIS
rounds He was a very large, rotund man, so large that he dwarfed the bIcycle
beneath hIm and seemed to be balanced on top of It lIke a golf-ball on a tee HIS
face was rosy, humorous, and a lIttle sly
Dorothy looked suddenly unhappy She turned pInk, and her hand moved
mstmctlvely to the neIghbourhood of the gold cross beneath her dress Father
McGUIre was rIdmg towards her wIth an untroubled, faIntly amused aIr She
made an endeavour to smIle, and murmured unhappIly, 'Good mornIng' But
he rode on wIthout a SIgn, hIS eyes swept easIly over her face and then beyond
her Into vacancy, WIth an admIrable pretence of not haVIng notIced her
eXIstence It was the Cut DIrect Dorothy-by nature, alas' unequal to
delIvermg the Cut DIrect-got on to her bIcycle and rode away, strugghng WIth
the unchantable thoughts WhICh a meetIng WIth Father McGUire never faIled
to arouse In her
FIve or SIX years earlIer, when Father McGUIre was holdIng a funeral In St
Athelstan's churchyard (there was no Roman CatholIc cemetery at Knype
HIll), there had been some. dIspute WIth the Rector about the propnety of
Father McGUIre robIng In the church, or not robIng In the church, and the two
pnests had wrangled dIsgracefully over the open grave SInce then they had
not been on speakIng terms It was better so, the Rector saId
As to the other ministers of rehglOn In Knype HI1I-Mr Ward the
CongregatlOnahst minIster, Mr Foley the Wesleyan pastor, and the braYing
bald-headed elder who conducted the orgIes at Ebenezer Chapel-the Rector
called them a pack of vulgar Dissenters and had forbidden Dorothy on pain of
hIS dIspleasure to have anythIng to do WIth them

5
It was twelve o'clock In the large, dIlapIdated conservatory, whose roofpanes, from the action of time and dIrt, were dIm, green, and IrIdescent lIke old
Roman glass, they were havmg a hurned and nOISY rehearsal of Charles I
Dorothy was not actually takmg part In the rehearsal, but was busy makIng
costumes She made the costumes, or most of them, for all the plays the
schoolchIldren acted~ The productIon and stage management were In the
hands of Victor Stone-Victor, Dorothy called hun-the Church school..
master He was a small-boned, eXCItable, black-harred youth of twenty-seven,
dressed In dark sub-clencaI clothes, and at thiS moment he was gesturmg
fiercely WIth a roll of manuscrIpt at SIX dense..look1ng ehddren On a long
.bench agalnst the wall four more cluldren were alternately practIsmg 'nOIses
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off' by clashIng fire-Irons together, and squabblmg over a grImy lIttle bag of
SpearmInt Bouncers, forty a penny
It was horrIbly hot m the conservatory, and there was a powerful smell of
glue and the sour sweat of chlldren Dorothy was kneelIng on the floor, wIth
her mouth full of pIns and a paIr of shears In her hand, rapIdly slIcmg sheets of
brown paper Into long narrow strIPS The glue-pot was bubblIng on an 011stove beSIde her, behInd her, on the rIckety, Ink-staIned work-table, were a
tangle of half-finIshed costumes, more sheets of brown paper, her sewlngmachIne, bundles of tow,. shards of dry glue, wooden swords, and open pots of
paInt WIth half her mInd Dorothy was medltatmg upon the two paIrs of
seventeenth-century Jackboots that had got to be made for Charles I and
OlIver Cromwell, and wIth the other half hstemng to the angry shouts of
VIctor, who was workIng hImself up mto a rage, as he InvarIably dId at
rehearsals He was a natural actor, and WIthal thoroughly bored by the
drudgery of rehearsmg half-WItted chIldren He strode up and down,
harangUIng the chIldren In a vehement slangy style, and every now and then
brealcang off to lunge at one or other of them WIth a wooden sword that he had
grabbed from the table
'Put a bIt of hfe Into It, can't you')' he CrIed, pvoddmg an ox-faced boy of
eleven In the belly 'Don't drone' Say It as If It meant somethmgt You look lIke
a corpse that's been bUrIed and dug up agam What's the good of gurglmg It
down In your InSIde lIke that') Stand up and shout at hIm Take off that second
murderer expreSSIOn"
'Come here, PercyI' CrIed Dorothy through her pIns 'QUIck"
She was makIng the armour-the worst Job of the lot, except those wretched
Jackboots-out of glue and brown paper From long practIce Dorothy could
make very nearly anythIng out of glue and brown paper, she could even make a
passably good perIWIg, WIth a brown paper skull-cap and dyed tow for the haIr
TakIng the year through, the amount of tIme she spent In strugglIng WIth glue,
brown paper, butter mushn, and all the other paraphernalIa of amateur
theatrIcals was enormous So chronIC was the need of money for all the church
funds that hardly a month ever passed when there was not a school play or a
pageant or an exhIbItIon of tableaux VIvants on hand-not to mentIon the
bazaars and Jumble sales
As Percy-Percy Jowett, the blacksmIth's son, a small curly-beaded boy-got
down from the bench and stood WrIgglIng unhapplly before her, Dorothy
seIzed a sheet of brown paper, measured It agamst him, Snipped out the
neckhole and armholes, draped it round hIS mIddle and rapIdly pInned It Into
the shape of a rough breastplate There was a confused run of VOIces.
Come on, now, come on1 Enter OlIver Cromwell-that's you! No, not
hke that' Do you tlunk OlIver Cromwell would come slInkIng on hke a dog
that's Just had a hIdIng? Stand up. StIck your chest out. Scowl. That's
better Now go on, Cr()mwell~ 'Halt! I hold a pIstol m my handl' Go on
A GIRL' Please, MISS, Mother sald as I was to tell you, MlSSDOROTHY Keep snll, Percy' For goodness' sake keep sUll'

VICTOR

A

Clergyman~s Daughter

CROMWELL 'Alt' I 'old a plstolln my 'and'
A SMALL GIRL ON THE BENCH Mlster' I've dropped

my sweetIe' [Snzvellzng] I've
dropped by swee-e-e-eue'
VICTOR No, no, no, Tommle' No, no, no'
THE GIRL Please, MISS, Mother saId as I was to tell you as she couldn't make
my knIckers lIke she promlsed, MISS, becauseDOROTHY You'll make me swallow a pin If you do that again
CROMWELL Halt' I hold a plstolTHE SMALL GIRL [zn tears] My swee-e-e-e-eetle'
Dorothy selzed the glue-brush, and wlth fevensh speed pasted stnps of
brown paper all over Percy's thorax, up and down, backwards and forwards,
one on top of another, pausmg only when the paper stuck to her fingers In five
minutes she had made a CUlrass of glue and brown paper stout enough, when It
was dry, to have defied a real sword-blade Percy, 'locked up In complete steel'
and with the sharp paper edge cuttlng hIS chln, looked down at hlmself with
the miserable resigned expreSSIOn of a dog havIng ItS bath Dorothy took the
shears, slIt the breastplate up one side, set It on end to dry and started
ImmedIately on another chIld A fearful clatter broke out as the 'nOIses off'
began practIsIng the sound of pIstol-shots and horses galloping Dorothy's
fingers were gettmg stIckler and stlckler, but from tlme to time she washed
some of the glue off them In a bucket of hot water that was kept.ln readiness In
twenty mlnutes she had partially completed three breastplates Later on they
would have to be finished off, painted over wah aluminIum paint and laced up
the SIdes, and after that there was the Job of makmg the thigh-pieces, and,
worst of all, the helmets to go wlth them Vlctor, gesticulating wlth hls sword
and shoutmg to overcome the din of galloplng horses, was personating In turn
OlIver Cromwell, Charles I, Roundheads, CavalIers, peasants, and Court
ladles The chIldren were now growing restIve and beginning to yawn, whine,
and exchange furtlve kicks and plnches The breastplates finished for the
moment, Dorothy swept some of the lItter off the table, pulled her sewlngmachlne Into posItIOn and set to work on a CavalIer's green velvet doublet-lt
was butter muslIn TWlnked green, but It looked all nght at a dlstance
There was another ten minutes of fevensh work Dorothy broke her thread,
all but sald 'Damnl' checked herself and hurrledly re-threaded the needle She
was worklng agaInst time The play Was now a fortnIght distant, and there was
such a multltude of thlngs yet to be made-helmets, doublets, swords,
Jackboots (those mlserable Jackboots had been hauntIng her hke a nlghtmare
for days past), scabbards, ruffles, WIgS, spurs, scenery-that her heart sank
when she thought of them The chIldren's parents never helped With the
costumes for the school plays, more exactly, they always promised to help and
then backed out afterwards. Dorothy's head was achIng diabolIcally, partly
from the heat of the conservatory, partly from the strain of SImultaneously
sewIng and trYing to VIsualIze patterns for brown paper Jackboots For the
moment she had even forgotten the bIll for twenty-one pounds seven and
nlnepence at CargIll's She could thInk of nothmg save that fearful mountaIn
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of unmade clothes that lay ahead of her I t was so throughout the day One
thIng loomed up after another-whether It was the costumes for the school play
or the collapsIng floor of the belfry, or the shop-debts or the bIndweed In the
peas-and each In Its turn so urgent and so harassmg that It blotted all the
others out of eXIstence
VIctor threw down hIS wooden sword, took out hIS watch and looked at It
'That'll dol' he saId m the abrupt, ruthless tone from whIch he never
departed when he was deahng wIth chIldren 'We'll go on on FrIday Clear out,
the lot of you' I'm sIck of the sIght of you'
He watched the chIldren out, and then, havIng forgotten theIr eXIstence as
soon as they were out of hIS SIght, produced a page of mUSIC from hIS pocket
and began to fidget up and down, cockIng hIS eye at two forlorn plants In the
corner whIch traIled theIr dead brown tendnls over the edges of theIr pots
Dorothy was stIll bendIng over her machIne, stltchmg up the seams of the
green velvet doublet
VIctor was a restless, IntellIgent ltttle creature, and only happy when he was
quarrellIng WIth somebody or somethIng HIS pale, fine-featured face wore an
expreSSIon that appeared to be dIscontent and was really bOYISh eagerness
People meetIng hIm for the first tIme usually saId that he was wastIng hIS
talents In hIs obscure Job as a VIllage schoolmaster, but the truth was that
VIctor had no very marketable talents except a slIght gIft for mUSIC and a much
more pronounced gIft for dealIng WIth chIldren Ineffectual m other ways, he
was excellent WIth chIldren, he had the proper, ruthless attItude towards them
But of course, lIke everyone else, he despIsed hIS own especial talent HIS
Interests were almost purely ecclesIastIcal He was what people call a churchy
youngman It had always been hIS ambItIOn to enter the Church, and he would
actually have done so If he had possessed the kmd of braIn that IS capable of
learnIng Greek and Hebrew Debarred from the prIesthood, he had dnfted
qUIte naturally Into hIS pOSItIOn as a Church schoolmaster and organIst It kept
hIm, so to speak, WIthIn the Church preCIncts Needless to say, he was an
Anglo-CatholIc of the most truculent Church Tzmes breed-more clerIcal than
the clencs, knowledgeable about Church hIstOry, expert on vestments, and
ready at any moment WIth a funous tIrade agaInst ModernIsts, Protestants,
SCIentIsts, BolsheVIsts, and atheIsts
'1 was thInking,' saId Dorothy as she stopped her machIne and smpped off
the thread, 'we mIght make those helmets out of old bowler hats, If we can get
hold of enough of them Cut the bnms off, put on paper brIms of the rIght
shape and sIlver them over'
'Oh Lord, why worry your head about such thIngs?' saId VIctor, who had
lost Interest In the play the moment the rehearsal was over
'I t's those wretched Jackboots that are worrymg me the most,' saId Dorothy,
takIng the doublet on to her knee and lookIng at It
'Oh, bother the Jackboots l Let's stop thinkIng about the play for a moment.
Look here,' SaId VIctor, unrollIng hlS page of mUSIC, '1 want you to speak to
your father for me I WIsh you'd ask lum whether we can't have a processIOn
some tune next month '
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'Another processIOn) What for)'
'Oh, I don't know You can always find an excuse for a proceSSIOn There's
the NativIty of the B V M coming off on the eIghth-that's good enough for a
proceSSIon, I should thInk We'll do It In style I've got hold of a splendId
rousmg hymn that they can all bellow, and perhaps we could borrow theIr blue
banner With the VirgIn Mary on It from St Wedekmd's In Ml11borough Ifhe'll
say the word I'll start practIsing the chOIr at once'
'You know he'll only say no,' said Dorothy, threadmg a needle to sew
buttons on the doublet 'He doesn't really approve of proceSSIons It's much
better not to ask hIm and make hIm angry'
'Oh, but dash It alII' protested VIctor 'It's sImply months SInce we've had a
proceSSIon I never saw such dead-alIve serVIces as we have here You'd think
we were a BaptIst chapel or somethIng, from the way we go on '
VIctor chafed ceaselessly against the dull correctness of the Rector's
serVIces HIS Ideal was what he called 'the real CatholIc worshIp' -meamng
unhmited Incense, gIlded Images, and more Roman vestments In hIS capacity
of orga11lst he was for ever preSSIng for more proceSSIons, more voluptuous
mUSIC, more elaborate chantIng In the lIturgy, so that It was a contInuous pull
devIl, pull baker between hIm and the Rector And on thIS pOInt Dorothy SIded
WIth her father HaVIng been brought up In the peculIar, frIgId vza medza of
AnglIcamsm, she was by nature averse to and half-afraId of anythIng
'rItualIstIC'
'But dash It all" went on VIctor, 'a proceSSIOn IS such fun' Down the aisle,
out through the west door and back through the south door, WIth the chOIr
carryIng candles behInd and the Boy Scouts In front WIth the banner It would
look fine' He sang a stave In a thin but tuneful tenor
'Hall thee, FestIval Day, blest day that art hallowed for ever"
'If I had my way,' he added, 'I'd have a couple of boys SWInging Jolly good
censers of Incense at the same tIme '
'Yes, but you know how much Father dislIkes that kind of thIng EspeCIally
when It's anythIng to do With the VIrgIn Mary He says It'S all Roman Fever
and leads to people crossing themselves and genuflectIng at the wrong times
and goodness knows what You remember what happened at Advent'
The preVIOUS year, on hIS own responsibilIty, VIctor had chosen as one of
the hymns for Advent, Number 642, WIth the refraIn 'Hall Mary, hall Mary,
hall Mary full of grace P ThIS pIece of poplshness had annoyed the Rector
extremely At the close of the first verse he had pOIntedly laid down hIS hymn
book, turned round In hIS stall and stood regardIng the congregatIon With an
aIr so stony that some of the chOIrboys faltered and almost broke down
Afterwards he had saId that to hear the rustICS bawlIng"AIl Mary! 'All MaryI'
made hIm thInk he was In the four-ale bar of the Dog and Bottle
'But dash It l ' saId Victor In hIS aggrIeved way, 'your father always puts hIS
foot down when I try and get a bIt of life Into the serVIce He won't allow us
Incense, or decent mUSIC, or proper vestments, or anythIng And What's the
result? We can't get enough people to fill the church a quarter full, even on
Easter Sunday You look round the church on Sunday mornIng, and It's
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nothIng but the Boy Scouts and the GIrl GUIdes and a few old women '
'I know It's dreadful,' admItted Dorothy, sewmg on her button 'It doesn't
seem to make any ddference what we do-we sImply can't get the people to
come to church Still,' she added, 'they do come to us to be marned and
bUrled And I don't thmk the congregatlOn's actually gone down thIS year
There were nearly two hundred people at Easter Commumon '
'Two hundred' It ought to be two thousand That's the populatlOn of thIS
town The fact IS that three quarters of the people In thIS place never go near a
church In theIr lIves The Church has absolutely lost Its hold over them They
don't know that It eXIsts And why? That's what I'm gettmg at Why?'
'I suppose It's all thIS SCIence and Free Thought and all that,' saId Dorothy
rather sententlOusly, quotmg her father
ThIS remark deflected VIctor from what he had been about to say He had
been on the very pomt of saYIng that St Athelstan's congregatIOn had dwmdled
because of the dullness of the serVIces, but the hated words of SCIence and Free
Thought set hlnl off m another and even more famIlIar channel
'Of course It'S thIS so-called Free Thought" he exclaImed, ImmedIately
begInmng to fidget up and down agam 'It's these SWIne of atheIsts hke
Bertrand Russell and Juhan Huxley and all that crowd And what's rUIned the
Church IS that Instead of Jolly well answenng them and showmg them up for
the fools and bars they are, we Just SIt tIght and let them spread theIr beastly
atheIst propaganda wherever they choose It's all the fault of the bIshops, of
course' (LIke every Anglo-CatholIc, VIctor had an abysmal contempt for
bIShops) 'They're all ModernIsts and tIme-servers By JoveI' he added more
cheerfully, haltIng, 'dId you see my letter In the Church Tzmes last week?'
'No, I'm afraId I dIdn't,' said Dorothy, holdmg another button In positlOn
WIth her thumb 'What was It about?'
'Oh, ModernIst bIShops and all that I got In a good SWIpe at old Barnes '
It was very rarely that a week passed when VIctor dId not WrIte a letter to the
Church Tzmes He was In the thIck of every controversy and 10 the forefront of
every assault lJpon Modermsts and atheIsts He had tWIce been 10 combat With
Dr Major, had WrItten letters of WItherIng Irony about Dean lnge and the
Bishop of BIrmIngham, and had not heSitated to attack even the fiendIsh
Russell hImself-but Russell,) of course" had not dared to reply Dorothy, to tell
the truth, very seldom read the Church Tzmes, and the Rector grew angry If he
so much as saw a copy of It In the house The weekly paper they took In the
Rectory was the Hzgh Churchman's Gazette-a fine old HIgh Tory anachronIsm
WIth a small and select cIrculatIOn
'That sWine Russell" saId Victor remInISCently, WIth hIS hands deep In hIS
pockets 'How he does make my blood bolll'
'Isn't that the man who's such a clever mathematIcIan, or somethlng';)' saId
Dorothy, bltIng off her thread
'Oh, I dare say he's clever enough In hIS own hne, of course,' admItted
VIctor grudgmgly 'But what's that got to do WIth If> Just because a man's
clever at figures It doesn't mean to say that-well, anyway I Lees come back to
what I was saylng. Why IS It that we can't get people to come to church In thtS

A Clergyman's Daughter
294
place'> It's because our serVIces are so dreary and godless, that's what It IS
People want worshIp that zs worshIp-they want the real CatholIc worshIp of
the real CatholIc Church we belong to And they don't get If from us All they
get IS the old Protestant mumbo-Jumbo, and ProtestantIsm's as dead as a
doornaIl, and everyone knows It '
'That's not true" saId Dorothy rather sharply as she pr.essed the thIrd
button Into place 'You know we're not Protestants Father's always saYIng
that the Church of England IS the CatholIc Church-he's preached I don't
know how many sermons about the ApostolIc SuccesslOn That's why Lord
Pockthorne and the others won't come to church here Only he won't Jam In
the Anglo-Cathohc movement because he thInks they're too fond of ntuahsm
for ItS own sake And so do I '
'Oh, I don't say your father Isn't absolutely sound on doctnne-absolutely
sound But If he thInks we're the Cathohc Church, why doesn't he hold the
serVIce m a proper CatholIc way'> It's a shame we can't have Incense
occaszonally And hIS Ideas about vestments-If you don't mInd my saYIng
It-are SImply awful On Easter Sunday he was weanng a GothIC cope WIth a
modern ItalIan lace alb Dash It, It's lIke weanng a top hat WIth brown boots'
'Well, I don't thInk vestments are so Important as you do,' saId Dorothy 'I
thInk It'S the Splnt of the pnest that matters, not the clothes he wears'
'That's the kInd of thIng a PnmItive MethodIst would say!' exclaImed
VIctor dIsgustedly 'Of course vestments are Important' Where's the sense of
worshlppmg at all If we can't make a proper Job of It'> Now, If you want to see
what real CatholIc worshIp can be lIke, look at St WedekInd's In Millborough'
By Jove, they do thIngs In style there' Images of the VIrgIn, reservatlOn of the
Sacramellt-everything They've had the KenSItItes on to them three tImes,
ana they SImply defy the BIShop ,
'Oh, I hate the way they go on at St WedekInd's" saId Dorothy 'They're
absolutely spIky You can hardly see what's happenIng at the altar, there are
such clouds of Incense I thInk people lIke that ought to turn Roman CatholIc
and have done WIth It '
'My dear Dorothy, you ought to have been a NonconformIst You really
ought A Plymouth Brother-or a Plymouth SIster or whatever It's called I
thInk your favourIte hymn must be Number 567, "0 my God I fear Thee,
Thou art very HIgh''''
'Yours IS Number 231, "I nIghtly pItch my mOVIng tent a day's march
nearer Rome l '" retorted Dorothy, WIndIng the thread round the last button
The argument contInued for several mInutes whtle Dorothy adorned a
CavalIer's beaver hat (It was an old black felt school hat of her own) WIth plume
and nbbons She and VIctor were never long together WIthout beIng Involved
In an argument upon the questlOn of 'rItualIsm' In Dorothy's opInIon VIctor
was a kInd to 'go over to Rome' If not prevented, and she was very lIkely nght
But VIctor was not yet aware of hIS probable destIny At present the fevers of
the Anglo-Cathobc movement, WIth Its ceaseless eXCItIng warfare on three
fronts at once-Protestants to rIght of you, Modermsts to the left of you, and,
unfortunately, Roman Catholics to rear of you and always ready for a sly kICk
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the pants-filled his mental honzon Scormg off Dr Major 10 the Church
Tzmes meant more to him than any of the senous busmess of hfe But for all his
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churchlness he had not an atom of real piety In his constitutlon It was
essentIally as a game that rehglOus controversy appealed to him-the most
absorbing game ever mvented, because It goes on for ever and because Just a
lIttle cheatmg IS allowed
'Thank goodness, that's donel' said Dorothy, tWiddlIng the CavalIer's
beaver hat round on her hand and then puttIng It down 'Oh dear, what pIles of
thmgs there are <:;tIll to do, though' I wish I could get those wretched Jackboots
off my mInd What's the time, Victor?'
'It's nearly five to one'
'Oh, good graclOus' I must run I've got three omelettes to make I daren't
trust them to Ellen And, oh, VIctor' Have you got anythmg you can gIve us for
the Jumble sale? If you had an old paIr of trousers you could give us, that would
be best of all, because we can always sell trousers'
'Trousers? No But I tell you what I have got, though I've got a copy of The
Pzlgrzm's Progress and another of Foxe's Book of Martyrs that rve been
wantIng to get nd of for years Beastly Protestant trash' An old Dissentmg aunt
of mme gave them to me -Doesn't It make you SIck, all thIS cadgmg for
pennies? Now, If we only held our serVICes In a proper CatholIc way, so that we
could get up a proper congregatIOn, don't you see, we shouldn't need-'
'That'll be splendId,' saId Dorothy 'We always have a stall for books-we
charge a penny for each book, and nearly all of them get sold We sImply must
make that Jumble sale a success, VIctor' rm countmg on MISS Mayfill to gIve
us somethIng really nzce What I'm speCIally hopmg IS that she might gIve us
that beautIful old Lowestoft chma tea serVIce of hers, and we could sell It for
five pounds at least I've been makIng speCIal prayers all the mornmg that
she'll gIve It to us '
'Oh?' srud VIctor, less enthUSIastIcally than usual LIke Proggett earher 10
the mormng, he was embarrassed by the word 'prayer' He was ready to talk all
day long about a pomt of ntual, but the mention of private devotIOns struck
hIm as shghtly Indecent 'Don't forget to ask your father about the proceSSIon,'
he saId, gettIng back to a more congenIal tOPIC
'All nght, I'll ask hIm But you know how It'll be He'll only get annoyed and
say It's Roman Fever'
'Oh, damn Roman Fever" saId VIctor, who,. unlIke Dorothy, dId not set
hImself penances for sweanng
Dorothy hurned to the kItchen, dIscovered that there were only five eggs to
make the omelettes for three people, and deCIded to make one large omelette and
swell It out a bIt WIth the cold balled potatoes left over from yesterday, WIth a
short prayer for the success of the omelette (for omelettes are so dreadfully apt
to get broken when you take them out of the pan), she whlpped up the eggs,
whIle VlCtor made off down the dnve, halfwlstfully and half sulkIly hummmg
'Hall thee, FestIval Day') and passmg on hIS way a dlsgusted-Iookmg
manservant carrymg the two handleless chamber-pots whIch wete MISS
MayfiU's contnbutlOn to the Jumble sale
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It was a lIttle after ten o'clock VarIous thIngs had happened-nothIng,
however, of any partIcular Importance, only the usual round of parIsh Jobs that
filled up Dorothy's afternoon and evenIng Now, as she had arranged earlIer In
the day, she was at Mr Warburton's house, and was tryIng to hold her own In
one of those meandenng arguments In WhIch he delIghted to entangle her
They were talkIng-but Indeed, Mr Warburton never faIled to manreuvre
the conversatlOn towards thIS subJect-about the questIon of relIglOus belIef
'My dear Dorothy,' he was sayIng argumentatIvely, as he walked up and
down WIth one hand In hIS coat pocket and the other manIpulatIng a BraZIlIan
CIgar 'My dear Dorothy, you don't serIously mean to tell me that at your
age-twenty-seven, I beheve-and WIth your IntellIgence, you WIll retaIn your
rehglOus behefs more or less zn toto"
'Of course I do You know 1 do '
'Oh, come, now' The whole bag oftncks' All that nonsense that you learned
at your mother's knee-surely you're not gOlng to pretend to me that you stIll
belIeve In It' But of course you don't' You can't' You're afraId to own up,
that's a1l1t IS No need to worry about that here, you know The Rural Dean's
WIfe Isn't hsten1ng, and I won't g1ve the show away'
'1 don't know what you mean by "all that nonsense",' began Dorothy, sltt1ng
up straIghter In her chaIr, a lIttle offended
'Well, let's take an Instance Something partIcularly hard to swallow-Hell,
for Instance Do you beheve In HelP When I say belzeve, m1nd you, I'm not
askIng whether you beheve It In some mIlk and water metaphorIcal way lIke
these ModernIst b1shops young VIctor Stone gets so eXCIted about I mean do
you beheve 1n It hterally? Do you belIeve In Hell as you beheve In Austraha"
'Yes, of course I do" saId Dorothy, and she endeavoured to explaIn to hIm
that the eXIstence of Hell IS much more real and permanent than the eXIstence
of Austraha
'Hm,' saId Mr Warburton, unImpressed 'Very sound In ItS way, of course
But what always makes me so SUSpICIOUS of you rehglOus people IS that you're
so deucedly cold-blooded about your behefs It shows a very poor 1magInatlon,
to say the least of It Here am I an mfidel and blasphemer and neck deep In at
l~st six out of the Seven Deadly, and obvlOusly doomed to eternal torment
There's no knOWIng that In an hour's tIme 1 mayn't be roastIng In the hottest
part of Hell And yet you can SIt there talkIng to me as calmly as though I'd
nothIng the matter with me Now, If I'd 11lerely got cancer or leprosy or some
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other boddy aIlment, you'd be qUIte dIstressed about It-at least, I hke to flatter
myself that you would Whereas, when I'm gOlng to sIzzle on the grId
throughout eternity, you seem positively unconcerned about It'
'I never saId you were gOIng to Hell,' saId Dorothy somewhat
uncomfortably, and Wishing that the conversatIOn would take a different turn
For the truth was, though she was not gOlng to tell rum so, that the pOInt Mr
Warburton had raised was one WIth which she herself had had certam
dIfficultIes She did Indeed belteve In Hell, but she had never been able to
persuade herself that anyone actually went there She beheved that Hell
eXIsted, but that It was empty UncertaIn of the orthodoxy of thiS beltef, she
preferred to keep It to herself 'It's never certaIn that anyone IS gomg to Hell,'
she said more firmly, feehng that here at least she was on sure ground
'WhatI' said Mr Warburton, haltIng In mock surprIse 'Surely you don't
mean to say that there's hope for me yet~'
'Of course there IS It's only those horrid Predestination people who pretend
that you go to Hell whether you repent or not You don't think the Church of
England are Calvimsts, do you~'
'I suppose there's always the chance of gettmg off on a plea of InVIncIble
Ignorance,' said Mr Warburton reflectIvely, and then, more confidently ~Do
you know, Dorothy, I've a sort of feelIng that even now, after knowmg me two
years, you've still half an Idea you can make a convert of me A lost
sheep-brand plucked from the burmng, and all that I belIeve you stIll hope
agaInst hope that one of these days my eyes wIll be opened and you'll meet me
at Holy CommunIOn at seven o'clock on some damned cold wmter mormng
Don't you~'
'Well-' said Dorothy, agam uncomfortably She dId, In fact, entertam some
such hope about Mr Warburton, though he was not exactly a promISIng case
for conversIOn It was not In her nature to see a fellow beIng In a state of
unbehef WIthout makmg some effort to reclaim hIm What hours she had
spent, at dIfferent tunes, earnestly debatIng WIth vague VIllage atheIsts who
could not produce a SIngle Intelhglble reason for theIr unbehefl t.Yes,' she
admItted finally, not partIcularly wantmg to make the admISSIon, but not
wantIng to prevarIcate
Mr Warburton laughed delIghtedly.
'You've a hopeful nature,' he saId 'But you aren't afraId, by any chance, that
I mIght convert you? "The dog It was that dIed", you may remember'
At thiS Dorothy merely smlled 'Don't let hIm see he's shockIng you' -that
was always her maXIm when she was talkIng to Mr Warburton. They had been
argUIng In thIS manner, WIthout comIng to any kmd of conclUSIon, for the past
hour, and mIght have gone on for the rest of the mght If Dorothy had been
wIllIng to stay) for Mr Warburton delIghted m teasmg her about her reltglOus
behefs He had that fatal cleverness that so often goes WIth unbehef, and In
theIr arguments, though Dorothy was always nght, she was not aways
VIctOrIOUS They were SIttIng, or rather Dorothy was SItting and Mr
Warburton was standIng, In a large agreeable room, gIving on a moonltt lawn,.
that Mr Warburton called hIS 'studIO' -not that there was any Slgn of work ever
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haVIng been done In It To Dorothy's great dI~appomtment, the celebrated Mr
Bewley had not turned up (As a matter of fact, neIther Mr Bewley, nor hIS
WIfe, nor hIS novel entItled F1,shpools and Concubznes, actually eXIsted Mr
Warburton had Invented all three of them on the spur of the moment, as a
pretext for InVItIng Dorothy to hIS house, well knOWIng that she would never
come unchaperoned) Dorothy had felt rather uneasy on findmg that Mr
Warburton was alone It had occurred to her, Indeed she had felt perfectly
certaIn, that It would be WIser to go home at once, but she had stayed, chIefly
because she was horrIbly tIred and the leather armchaIr mto whIch Mr
Warburton had thrust her the moment she entered the house was too
comfortable to leave Now, however, her conSCIence was pncking her It dzdn't
do to stay too late at hIS house-people would talk If they heard of It BeSIdes,
there was a multItude of Jobs that she ought to be dOIng and that she had
neglected In order to come here She was so lIttle used to Idleness that even an
hour spent 10 mere talkIng seemed to her vaguely SInful
She made an effort, and straIghtened herself In the too-comfortable chaIr 'I
thInk, If you don't mInd, It's really tlme I was gettIng home,' she saId
'TalkIng of InvIncIble Ignorance,' went on Mr Warburton, takIng no notIce
of Dorothy'S remark, 'I forget whether I ever told you that once when I was
standmg outSIde the W or Id' s End pub 1n Chelsea, waItIng for a taXI, a damned
ugly lIttle SalvatIon Army laSSIe came up to me and sa1d-wIthout any k1nd of
IntroductIOn, you know-"What WIll you say at the Judgement Seat)" I saId,
"I am reservmg my defence" Rather neat, I th1nk, don't you)'
Dorothy did not answer Her conSC1ence had g1ven her another and harder
Jab-she had remembered those wretched, unmade Jackboots, and the fact that
at least one of them had got to be made tonIght She was, however, unbearably
tIred She had had an exhaustIng afternoon, startIng off WIth ten mIles or so
b1cyclIng to and fro In the sun, delIvenng the pansh magaZIne, and contlnumg
With the Mothers' UnIon tea In the hot lIttle wooden-walled room behInd the
pansh hall The Mothers met every Wednesday afternoon to have tea and do
some chantable seWIng whIle Dorothy read aloud to them (At present she was
readIng Gene Stratton Porter's A G~rl of the Lzmberlost ) It was nearly always
upon Dorothy that Jobs of that kind devolved, because the phalanx of devoted
women (the church fowls, they are called) who do the dIrty work of most
parIshes had dWIndled at Knype H1ll to four or five at most The only helper on
whom Dorothy could count at all regularly was MISS Foote, a tall, rabbltfaced, dltherlng- vlrg1n of thIrty-five, who meant well but made a mess of
everythIng and was In a perpetual state of flurry Mr Warburton used to say
that she remInded hun of a comet-'a ndlculous blunt-nosed creature rushmg
round on an eccentrIc orbIt and always a little behInd tIme' You could trust
MISS Foote WIth the .church decoratIOns, but not With the Mothers or the
Sunday School, because, though a regular churchgoer, her orthodoxy was
suspect She had confided to Dorothy that she could worshIp God best under
the blue dome of the sky After tea Dorothy had dashed up to the church to put
fresh flowers on the altar, and then she had typed out her father's sermon-her
typewrIter was a Ilckety pre-Boer War 'mvIslble') on whIch you couldn't
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average eIght hundred words an hour-and after supper she had weeded the
pea rows untIl the lIght faIled and her back seemed to be breakmg WIth one
thIng and another, she was even more tIred than usual
'I really must be gettIng home,' she repeated more firmly 'I'm sure It's
gettIng fearfully late '
'Home'>' saId Mr Warburton 'Nonsense' The evenIng's hardly begun'
He was walkIng up and down the room agaIn, WIth hIS hands In hIS coat
pockets, havIng thrown away hIS CIgar The spectre of the unmade Jackboots
stalked back Into Dorothy's mInd She would, she suddenly deCIded, make two
Jackboots tonIght Instead of only one, as a penance for the hour she had wasted
She was Just begInnIng to make a mental sketch of the way she would cut out
the pIeces of brown paper for the Insteps, when she notIced that Mr
Warburton had halted behInd her chaIr
'What tIme IS It, do you know'>' she saId
'I dare say It mIght be half past ten But people hke you and me don't talk of
such vulgar subjects as the tIme'
'If It's half past ten, then I really must be gOIng,' saId Dorothy I've got a
whole lot of work to do before I go to bed '
'Workl At thIS tIme ofmght'> Imposslble l '
'Yes, I have I've got to make a paIr of Jackboots'
'You've got to make a paIr of what'>' saId Mr Warburton
'Of Jackboots For the play the schoolchIldren are actIng We make them out
of glue and brown paper'
'Glue and brown paperl Good God!' murmured Mr Warburton He went
on, chIefly to cover the fact that he was draWIng nearer to Dorothy'S chaIr
'What a hfe you leadl MeSSIng about WIth glue and brown paper In the mIddle
of the nIght' I must say, there are tImes when I feel Just a httle glad that I'm not
a clergyman's daughter'
'I thInk-' began Dorothy
But at the same moment Mr Warburton, InVISIble behInd her chaIr, had
lowered hIS hands and taken her gently by the shoulders Dorothy ImmedIately
WrIggled herself m an effort to get free of hIm) but Mr Warburton pressed her
back Into her place
'Keep still,' he SaId peaceably
'Let me gol' exclaImed Dorothy
Mr Warburton ran hIS rIght hand caressIngly down her upper arm There
was somethIng very revealIng, very characterIstic In the way he dId It, It was
the hngenng, appraIsIng touch of a man to whom a woman's body IS valuable
precIsely In the same way as though It were somethmg to eat
'You really have extraordInary mce arms,' he saId 'How on earth have you
managed to remaIn unmarrIed all these years:>'
'Let me go at once" repeated Dorothy, begInnmg to struggle again
'But I don't partIcularly want to let you go,' objected Mr Warburton
'Please don't stroke my arm hke that' I don't lIke Itl'
'What a cunous chIld you are l Why don't you lIke It",)'
'1 tell you I don't hke It"
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'Now don't go and turn round,' said Mr Warburton mIldly 'You don't seem
to realIze how tactful It was on my part to approach you trom behInd your
back If you turn round you'll see that I'm old enough to be your father, and
hideously bald Into the bargam But If you'll only keep sull and not look at me
you can Imagme 1'm 1vor Novello '
Dorothy caught &Ight of the hand that was caressmg her-a large, pmk, very
masculIne hand, with thIck fingers and a fleece of gold hairs upon the back She
turned very pale, the expressIOn of her face altered from mere annoyance to
aversion and dread She made a vIolent effort, wrenched herself free, and stood
up, facmg hIm
'1 do wIsh you wouldn't do that!' she said, half In anger and halfm dIstress
'What IS the matter WIth you';)' said Mr Warburton
He had stood uprIght, In hIS normal pose, entIrely unconcerned, and he
looked at her WIth a touch of CUrIosity Her face had changed It was not only
that she had turned pale, there was a WIthdrawn, half-frIghtened look In her
eyes-almost as though, for the moment, she were lookIng at hIm WIth the eyes
of a stranger He perceIved that he had wounded her In some way WhICh he did
not understand, and which perhaps she dId not want hIm to understand
'What IS the matter WIth you";)' he repeated
'Why must you do that every time you meet me';)'
"'Every tIme I meet you" IS an exaggeratIon,' said Mr Warburton 'It's
really very seldom that I get the opportunity But If you really and truly don't
lIke It-'
'Of course I don't lIke It' You know I don't lIke It I'
'Well, welll Then let's say no more about It,' saId Mr Warburton
generously 'SIt down, and we'll change the subJect'
He was totally devoId of shame It was perhaps hIS most outstandIng
characterIstIc HaVIng attempted to seduce her, and fa11ed, he was qUIte wIlhng
to go on WIth the conversatIOn as though nothIng whatever had happened
'I'm gomg home at once~' said Dorothy '1 can't stay here any longer'
'Oh nonsense' SIt down and forget about It We'll talk of moral theology, or
cathedral architecture, or the GIrl GUides' cookIng classes, or anything you
choose ThInk how bored I shall be all alone If you go home at thiS hour '
But Dorothy persisted, and there was an argument Even If It had not been
hIS IntentIOn to make love to her-and whatever he mIght promIse he would
certaInly begIn agaIn In a few mInutes If she dId not go-Mr Warburton would
have pressed her to stay, for, lIke all thoroughly Idle people, he had a horror of
gOIng to bed and no conceptIOn of the value of tune He would, If you let hIm,
keep you talking t111 three or four In the mormng Even when Dorothy finally
escaped, he walked beSIde her down the moonlIt drIve, stIll talkmg
volumInously and With such perfect good humour that she found It ImpOSSIble
to be angry WIth him any longer
'I'm leavmg first thIng tomorrow,' he told her as they reached the gate 'I'm
gOIng to take the car to town and pIck up the kIds-the bastards j you know-and
we're leavlOg for France the next day 1'111 not certaIn where we shall go after
that, eastern Europe3 perhaps Prague, VIenna, Bucharest)
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'How mce,' saId Dorothy
Mr Warburton, wIth an adrOItness surprIsIng In so large and stout a man,
had manoouvred hImself between Dorothy and the gate
'I shall be away SIX months or more,' he saId 'And of course I needn't ask,
before so long a partIng, whether you want to kISS me good-bye?'
Before she knew what he was dOIng he had put hIS arm about her and drawn
her agaInst hIm She drew back-too late, he kIssed her on the cheek-would
have kIssed her on the mouth If she had not turned her head away In tIme She
struggled In hIS arms, vIOlently and for a moment helplessly
'Oh, let me go" she crIed 'Do let me gol'
'I belIeve I pOInted out before,' Said Mr Warburton, holdmg her easIly
agaInst hIm, 'that I don't want to let you go '
'But we're standIng rIght In front of Mrs Sempnll's WIndow' She'll see us
absolutely for certaIn"
'Oh, good God' So she WIll" saId Mr Warburton 'I was forgettIng'
Impressed by thIS argument, as he would not have been by any other, he let
Dorothy go She promptly put the gate between Mr Warburton and herself
He, meanwhIle, was sCrUtImZlng Mrs SemprIll's WIndows
'I can't see a lIght anywhere,' he saId finally 'WIth any luck the blasted hag
hasn't seen us '
'Good-bye,' saId Dorothy brIefly 'ThIS tIme I really must go Remember me
to the chIldren '
WIth thIS she made off as fast as she could go WIthout actually runmng, to get
out of hIS reach before he should attempt to kISS her agaIn
Even as she dId so a sound checked her for an Instant-the unmIstakable
bang of a WIndow shutting, somewhere In Mrs Sempnll's house Could Mrs
Sempnll have been watchIng them after alP But (reflected Dorothy) of course
she had been watchIng them' What else could you expect') You could hardly
ImagIne Mrs Sempnll miSSIng such a scene as that And If she had been
watchIng them, undoubtedly the story would be all over the town tomorrow
mormng, and It would lose nothIng In the telbng But thIS thought, SInIster
though It was, dId no more than flIght momentarIly through Dorothy's mInd as
she hurned down the road
When she was well out of SIght of Mr Warburton's house she stopped, took
out her handkerchIef and scrubbed the place on her cheek where he had kIssed
her She scrubbed It vIgorously enough to bnng the blood Into her cheek It
was not untIl she had qUIte rubbed out the Imagmary stam WhICh hIS hps had
left there that she walked on agaIn
What he had done had upset her Even now her heart was knockIng and
flutterIng uncomfortably I can't bear that kInd ofthmg1 she repeated to herself
several tlmes over And unfortunately thIS was no more than the bteral truth,
she really could not bear It To be kIssed or fondled by a man-to feel heavy
male arms about her and thIck male lips beaTIng down upon her own-was
terrxfYIng and repulSIve to her Even In memory or ImagmatlOn It made her
wmce It was her espeCIal secret, the espeCIal, Incurable dIsablhty that she
carrIed through hfe
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lf only they would leave you alone' she thought as she walked onwards a
lIttle more slowly That was how she put It to herself habitually-elf only they
would leave you alone" For It was not that In other ways she dIslIked men On
the contrary, she lIked them better than women Part of Mr Warburton's hold
over her was In the fact that he was a man and had the careless good humour
and the Intellectual largeness that women so seldom have But why couldn't
they leave you alone~ Why dId they always have to kISS you and maul you
about~ They were dreadful when they kIssed you-dreadful and a lIttle
dIsgustIng, lIke some large, furry beast that rubs Itself agaInst you, all too
frIendly and yet lIable to turn dangerous at any moment And beyond theIr
kiSSIng and maulIng there lay always the suggestIon of those other, monstrous
thIngs ('all that' was her name for them) of WhICh she could hardly even bear to
thInk
Of course, she had had her share, and rather more than her share, of casual
attentIon from men She was Just pretty enough, and Just plaIn enough, to be
the kmd of gIrl that men habitually pester For when a man wants a lIttle casual
amusement, he usually pIcks out a girl who IS not too pretty Pretty gIrlS (so he
reasons) are spOIlt and therefore CaprICIOUS, but plaIn gIrlS are easy game And
even If you are a clergyman's daughter, even If you lIve In a town lIke Knype
HIll and spend almost your entIre lIfe In parIsh work, you don't altogether
escape purSUIt Dorothy was all too used to It-all too used to the fattIsh
mIddle-aged men, WIth theIr fishIly hopeful eyes, who slowed down theIr cars
when you passed them on the road, or who manreuvred an IntroductIOn and
then began pInchIng your elbow about ten mInutes afterwards Men of all
deSCrIptIOns Even a clergyman, on one occaSlOn-a bIShop's chaplaIn, he
was
But the trouble was that It was not better, but oh' mfimtely worse when they
were the rIght kind of man and the advances they made you were honourable
Her mInd shpped backwards five years, to FranCIS Moon, curate In those days
at St WedekInd's m Millborough Dear FranCIS' How gladly would she have
marrIed hIm If only It had not been for all that' Over and over agaIn he had
asked her to marry hIm, and of course she had had to say No, and, equally of
course, he had never known why ImpossIble to tell hun why And then he had
gone away, and only a year later had dIed so Irrelevantly of pneumonIa She
wlnspered a prayer for hIS soul, momentarIly forgettIng that her father dId not
really approve of prayers for the dead, and then, WIth an effort, pushed the
memory aSIde Ah, better not to thmk of It agrun' It hurt her In her breast to
thInk of It.
She could never marry, she had deCIded long ago upon that Even when she
was a chlld she had known It NothIng would ever overcome her horror of all
that-at the very thought of It somethIng WIthIn her seemed to shrInk and
freeze. And of cOt;lrse, In a sense she dld not want to overcome It For, lIke all
abnormal people, she was not fully aware that she was abnormal
And yet, though her sexual coldness seemed to her natural and IneVItable,
she knew well enough how It was that It had begun She could remember, as
clearly as though It were yesterday, certaIn dreadful scenes between her father
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and her mother-scenes that she had wItnessed when she was no more than
mne years old They had left a deep, secret wound In her mmd And then a
lIttle later she had been frIghtened by some old steel engravmgs of nymphs
pursued by satyrs To her chIldISh mmd there was somethIng mexplIcably,
horrIbly SInIster In those horned, semI-human creatures that lurked In thIckets
and behInd large trees, ready to come boundmg forth m sudden SWIft pursUIt
For a whole year of her chIldhood she had actually been afraId to walk through
woods alone, for fear of satyrs She had grown out of the fear, of course, but not
out of the feelIng that was assocIated WIth It The satyr had remaIned WIth her
as a symbol Perhaps she would never grow out of It, that speCIal feelIng of
dread, of hopeless flIght from somethIng more than ratIOnally dreadful-the
stamp of hooves In the lonely wood, the lean, furry thIghs of the satyr It was a
thIng not to be altered, not to be argued away It IS, moreover, a thmg too
common nowadays, among educated women, to occaSIOn any kmd of surprIse
Most of Dorothy's agItatIOn had dIsappeared by the tIme she reached the
Rectory The thoughts of satyrs and Mr Warburton, of FrancIs Moon and her
foredoomed sterIlIty, whIch had been gomg to and fro m her mInd, faded out of
It and were replaced by the accusmg Image of a Jackboot She remembered that
she had the best part of two hours' work to do before gOIng to bed tomght The
house was In darkness She went round to the back and sbpped m on tlptoe by
the scullery door, for fear of wakmg her father, who was probably asleep
already
As she felt her way through the dark passage to the conservatory, she
suddenly deCIded that she had gone wrong m gOIng to Mr Warburton's house
tonIght She w{\uld, she resolved, never go there agam, even when she was
certaIn that somebody else would be there as well Moreover, she would do
penance tomorrow for havmg gone there tomght Havmg hghted the lamp,
before domg anythIng elc;e she found her 'memo lIst', WhICh was already
WrItten out for tomorrow, and pencIlled a capItal P agamst 'breakfast', P stood
for penance-no bacon agam for breakfast tomorrow Then she lIghted the
OIlstove under the glue-pot
The lIght of the lamp fell yellow upon her sewIng-machIne and upon the pde
of half-fimshed clothes on the table, remIndmg her of the yet greater pIle of
clothes that were not even begun, remmrung her, also, that she \\-as dreadfully,
overwhelmIngly tlred She had forgotten her tIredness at the moment when
Mr Warburton laId hIS hands on her shoulders, but now It had come back upon
her WIth double force Moreover, there was a somehow exceptIOnal qUalIty
about her tiredness tomght She felt, m an almost lIteral sense of the words,
washed out As she stood beSIde the table she had a sudden, very strange
feebng as though her mInd had been entIrely emptIed, so that for several
seconds she actually forgot what It was that she had come Into the conservatory
to do
Then she remembered-the Jackboots, of courser Some contemptIble httle
demon whIspered m her ear, 'Why not go straIght to bed and leave the
Jackboots tIll tomorrow?' She uttered a prayer for strength, and pInched
herself Come on, Dorothy' No slackmg please1 Luke IX, 62 Then) clearmg
J
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some of the htter off the table, she got out her SCIssors, a pencIl, and four sheets
of brown paper, and sat down to cut out those troublesome Insteps for the
Jackboots whIle the glue was balling
When the grandfather clock In her father's study struck mIdnIght she was
sull at work She had shaped both Jackboots by thIS tunc, and was relnforcmg
them by pastIng narrow stnps of paper all over them-a long, messy Job Every
bone In her body was achIng, and her eyes were stIcky With sleep Indeed, It
was only rather dImly that she remembered what she was dOIng But she
worked on, mechanIcally pastIng stnp after stnp of paper Into place, and
pInchIng herself every two minutes to counteract the hypnotIC sound of the
OIlstove SIngIng beneath the glue-pot

CHAPTER 2
I
Out of a black, dreamless sleep, WIth the sense of beIng drawn upwards
through enormous and gradually lightenIng abysses, Dorothy awoke to a
speCIes of conSCIOusness
Her eyes were stIll closed By degrees, however, theIr lIds became less
opaque to the light, and then flIckered open of theIr own accord She was
lookIng out upon a street-a shabby, lIvely street of small shops and narrowfaced houses, WIth streams of men, trams, and cars paSSIng In eIther dIreCtiOn
But as yet It could not properly be saId that she was lookzng For the thIngs
she saw were not apprehended as men, trams, and cars, nor as anything m
particular, they were not even apprehended as thmgs mOVIng, not even as
thzngs. She merely saw, as an arumal sees, WIthout speculatIOn and almost
WIthout conSCIOusness. The nOIses of the street-the confused dIn of VOIces, the
hooting of horns and the scream of the trams grmdlng on theIr grItty
ralls-flowed through her head provokIng purely phYSical responses She had
no words, nor any conception of the purpose of such thIngs as words, nor any
conSCIOusness of tune or place, or of her own body or even of her own
eXIstence
Nevertheless, by degrees her perceptIons became sharper The stream of
mOVIng thmgs began to penetrate beyond her eyes and sort themselves out Into
separate Images In her bram She began, stIll wordlessly, to observe the shapes
of thmgs A long-shaped thIng swam past, supported on four other, narrower
long-shaped thIngs, and draWIng after It a square-shaped thmg balanGed on
two CIrcles. Dorothy watched it pass, and suddenly, as though spontaneously,
a word flashed Into her mInd The word was 'horse' It faded, but returned
presently In the more complex form 'That is a horse.' Other words
followed- 'house', 'street', 'tram', 'car', 'bIcycle' -untIl In a few mInutes she
had found a name for almost everytlung WIthtn SIght She discovered the
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words 'man' and 'woman', and, speculatIng upon these words, dIscovered that
she knew the dIfference between lIVIng and mammate thIngs, and between
human beIngs and horses, and between men and women
It was only now, after becomIng aware of most of the thIngs about her, that
she became aware of herself HItherto she had been as It were a paIr of eyes WIth
a receptIve but purely Impersonal braIn behInd them But now, WIth a CUrIOUS
lIttle shock, she dlscovered her separate and umque eXIstence, she could feel
herself eXIstIng, It was as though somethIng WIthIn her were exclaImIng 'I am
I" Also, In some way she knew that tms 'P had eXIsted and been the same from
remote perIods In the past, though It was a past of whIch she had no
remembrance
But It was only for a moment that thIS dIscovery occupIed her From the first
there was a sense of Incompleteness 10 It, of somethIng vaguely unsatIsfactory
And It was thIS the' I am l' whIch had seemed an answer had Itself become a
questIOn It was no longer 'I am 1', but 'who am P?
Who was she;l She turned the questIOn over In her mInd, and found that she
had not the dunmest notIon of who she was, except that, watchIng the people
and horses paSSIng, she grasped that she was a human beIng and not a horse
And that the questIon altered Itself and took thIS form 'Am I a man or a
woman";)' AgaIn neIther feelIng nor memory gave any clue to the answer But at
that moment, by aCCIdent pOSSIbly, her finger-tIps brushed agamst her body
She realIzed more clearly than before that her body eXIsted, and that It was her
own-that It was, In fact, herself She began to explore It WIth her hands, and
her hands encountered breasts She was a woman, therefore Only women had
breasts In some way she knew, WIthout knOWIng how she knew, that all those
women who passed had breasts beneath theIr clothes, though she could not see
them
She now grasped that In order to IdentIfy herself she must examIne her own
body, begInnIng WIth her face, and for some moments she actually attempted
to look at her own face, before realIZIng that thIS was ImpOSSIble She looked
down, and saw a shabby black satIn dress, rather long, a paIr of flesh-coloured
artIficIal sIlk stockIngs, laddered and dIrty, and a paIr of very shabby black
satlO shoes WIth lugh heels None of them was m the least famIlIar to her She
examIned her hands, and they were both strange and unstrange. They were
smallIsh hands, WIth hard palms, and very dIrty. After a moment she reahzed
that It was theIr dIrtIness that made them strange to her The hands themselves
seemed natural and approprIate~ though she dId not recognIze them
After heSItatIng a few moments longer, she turned to her left and began to
walk slowly along the pavement A fragment of knowledge had come to her,
mysterIously, out of the blank past the exIstence ofnurrors, theIr purpose, and
the fact that there are often ourrors In shop WIndows After a moment she came
to a cheap lIttle Jeweller'S shop In whIch a strIP of mIrror, set at an angle,
reflected the faces of people passmg Dorothy pIcked her reflectIon out from
among a dozen others, lInxnediately realizmg it to be her own Yet It could not
be SaId that she had reCognIzed it, she had no memory of ever havmg seen It tIll
thIS moment It showed her a woman's YOUllglsh face, thIn, very blonde, with
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crow's-feet round the eyes, and faIntly smudged wIth dIrt A vulgar black
cloche hat was stuck carelessly on the head, concealIng most of the haIr The
face was qUIte unfamIlIar to her, and yet not strange She had not known tIll
thIS moment what face to expect, but now that she had seen It she realIzed that
It was the face she mIght have expected It was approprIate It corresponded to
somethIng wIthIn her
As she turned away from the Jeweller's mIrror, she caught sIght of the words
'Fry's Chocolate' on a shop WIndow OppOSIte, and dIscovered that she
understood the purpose of WrItIng, and also, after a momentary effort, that she
was able to read Her eyes fhtted across the street, takIng In and declphenng
odd scraps of prInt, the names of shops, advertIsements, newspaper posters
She spelled out the letters of two red and whIte posters outSIde a tobaccoDlst's
shop One of them read, 'Fresh Rumours about Rector's Daughter', and the
other, 'Rector's Daughter Now beheved In ParIS' Then she looked upwards,
and saw In whIte letterIng on the corner of a house 'New Kent Road' The
words arrested her She grasped that she was standIng In the New Kent Road,
and-another fragment of her mysterIOUS knowledge-the New Kent Road was
somewhere In London So she was In London
As she made thIS dIscovery a peculIar tremor ran through her Her mInd was
now fully awakened, she grasped, as she had not grasped before, the
strangeness of her SItuatIOn, and It bewIldered and frIghtened her What could
It all mean? What was she dOIng here? How had she got here? What had
happened to her?
The answer was not long In comIng She thought-and It seemed to her that
she understood perfectly well what the words meant 'Of course' I've lost my
memory"
At thIS moment two youths and a gul who were trudglng past, the youths
WIth clumsy sackIng bundles on theIr backs, stopped and looked CUrIously at
Dorothy They heSItated for a moment, then walked on, but halted agaIn by a
lamp-post five yards away Dorothy saw them lookIng back at her and talkIng
among themselves One of the youths was about twenty, narrow-chested,
black-haIred, ruddy-cheeked, good-lookIng In a nosy cockney way, and
dressed In the wreck of a raffishly smart blue SUIt and a check cap The other
was about twentY-SIX, squat, mmble, and powerful, WIth a snub nose, a clear
pInk skIn and huge bps as coarse as sausages, expOSIng strong yellow teeth He
was frankly ragged, and he had a mat of orange-coloured haIr cropped short
and grOWIng low on hIS head, whIch gave hIm a startlIng resemblance to an
orang-outang. The gIrl was a sIlly-lookIng, plump creature, drel)sed In clothes
very hke Dorothy's own Dorothy could hear some of what they were sayIng
'That tart looks 111,' saId the gIrl
The orange-headed one, who was SIngIng' Sonny Boy' In a good barItone
VOIce, stopped SIngIng to answer 'She aIn't 111,' he saId (She's on the beach all
right, though Same as us '
'She'd do Jest nIcely for Nobby, wouldn't she?' saId the dark-haIred one
'Oh, youI' exclaImed the gIrl WIth a shocked-amorous aIr, pretendIng to
smack the dark one over the head
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The youths had lowered theIr bundles and leaned them agaInst the lamppost All three of them now came rather hesItantly towards Dorothy, the
orange-headed one, whose name seemed to be Nobby, leadIng the way as theIr
ambassador He moved wIth a gambolhng, apehke galt, and hIS gnn was so
frank and wIde that It was ImposSible not to smIle back at hlIn He addressed
Dorothy In a frIendly way
'Hullo, kId!'
'Hullo"
'You on the beach, kId?'
'On the beach?'
'Well, on the bum?'
'On the bum?'
'ChrIst' she's batty,' murmured the gIrl, tWItchIng at the black-hatred one's
arm as though to pull hIm away
'Well, what I mean to say, kId-have you got any money?'
'I don't know'
At thIS all three looked at one another In stupefactIOn For a moment they
probably thought that Dorothy really was batty But sImultaneously Dorothy,
who had earher dIscovered a small pocket 10 the SIde of her dress, put her hand
Into It and felt the outhne of a large com
'I belIeve I've got a penny,' she saId
'A pennyI' saId the dark youth dIsgustedly, '-lot of good that IS to US"
Dorothy drew It out It was a half-crown An astonlshmg change came over
the faces of the three others Nobby's mouth spht open WIth dehght, he
gambolled several steps to and fro lIke some great Jubllant ape, and then,
haltIng, took Dorothy confidentially by the arm
'That's the mulhgatawnyl' he saId 'We've struck It lucky-and so've you,
kId, belIeve me You're gOIng to bless the day you set eyes on us lot We're
gOIng to make your fortune for you, we are Now, see here, kId-are you on to
go Into cahoots WIth us three?'
'What?' said Dorothy
'What I mean to say-how about you chummmg 10 WIth Flo and CharlIe and
me? Partners, see? Comrades all, shoulder to shoulder United we stand,
dIVIded we fall. We put up the brains, you put up the money How about It,
kId? Are you on, or are you oft?'
'Shut up, Nobbyl' Interrupted the gtrl 'She don't understand a word of
what you're sayIng Talk to her proper, can't you?'
'That'll do, Flo,' said Nobby equably 'You keep It shut and leave the
talkIng to me I got a way WIth the tarts, I have Now, you lIsten to me,
kId-what might your name happen to be, kId?'
Dorothy was WIthin an ace of saying 'I don't know,' but she was suffiCIently
on the alert to stop herself In tlme Choosmg a femmme name from the halfdozen that sprang ImmedIately Into her mmd, she answered, 'Ellen '
'Ellen That's the mulhgatawny No surnames when you're on the bum
Well now, Ellen dear, you lIsten to me, Us three are gOlOg down hoppIng,
see-'-
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'HoppIng?'
"Oppmg!' put In the dark youth ImpatIently, as though dIsgusted by
Dorothy's Ignorance HIS VOlce and manner were rather sullen, and hIS accent
much baser than Nobby's 'Plckln' 'ops-dahn In Kent' C'n understand that,
can't yer?'
'Oh, hops' For beer?'
'That's the mullIgatawny' ComIng on fine, she IS Well, kId, 'z I was saYIng,
here's us three gOlng down hOPPIng, and got a Job promIsed us and
all-Blessmgton's farm, Lower Molesworth Only we're Just a bIt In the
mullIgatawny, see? Because we aIn't got a brown between us, and we got to do
It on the toby-thuty-five mIles It Is-and got to tap for our tommy and skIpper
at mght as well And that's a bIt of a mullIgatawny, WIth ladles In the party But
now s'pose fnnstance you was to come along WIth us, see? We c'd take the
twopenny tram far as Bromley, and that's fifteen mIles done, and we won't
need skIpper more'n one nIght on the way And you can chum In at our
bIn-four to a bIn's the best pIckIng-and If BleSSIngton's paymg twopence a
bushel you'll turn your ten bob a week easy What do you say to It, kId? Your
two and a tanner won't do you much good here In Smoke But you go Into
partnershIp WIth us, and you'll get your kIP for a month and somethIng
over-and we'll get a hft to Bromley and a bIt of scran as well '
About a quarter of hIS speech was IntellIgIble to Dorothy She asked rather at
random
'What IS scran?'
'Scran? Tommy-food I can see you aIn't been long on the beach, kId'
'Oh
Well, you want me to come down hOp-pIckIng WIth you, IS that It?'
'That's It, Ellen my dear Are you on, or are you ofi?'
'All rIght,' saId Dorothy promptly 'I'll come'
She made thIS deCISIon WIthout any mIsgIVIng whatever It IS true that If she
had had tIme to thmk over her pOSItIOn, she would probably have acted
dIfferently, In all probablhty she would have gone to a pohce statIon and asked
for aSSIstance That would have been the senSIble course to take But Nobby
and the others had appeared Just at the crItIcal moment, and, helpless as she
was, It seemed qUIte natural to throw In her lot WIth the first human beIng who
presented hImself. Moreover, for some reason WhICh she dId not understand, It
reassured her to hear that they were makIng for Kent Kent, It seemed to her,
was the very place to WhICh she wanted to go The others showed no further
curIOSIty, and asked no uncomfortable questIons Nobby slIDply SaId, '0 K
That's the mullIgatawny" and then gently took Dorothy's half-crown out of
her hand and slId It Into hIS pocket-In case she should lose It, he explaIned
The dark youth-apparently hIS name was Charhe-saxd In hIS surly,
dIsagreeable way
'Come on, less get movin" It's 'ar-parse two already We don't want to mISS
that there - tram. Where d'they start from, Nobby?'
'The Elephant,' saId Nobby 'and we got to catch It before four o'clock,
because they don't gIve no free rIdes after four '
'Come on, then, don't less waste no more tlme NIce Job we)ll 'ave oflt If we
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got to 'Ike It down to Bromley and look for a place to skIpper In the - dark
C'm on, Flo'
'QUIck marchI' saId Nobby, swmgIng hIS bundle on to hIS shoulder
They set out, wIthout more words saId, Dorothy, sull beWIldered but feelIng
much better than she had felt half an hour ago, walked beSIde Flo and CharlIe,
who talked to one another and took no further notIce of her From the very first
they seemed to hold themselves a lIttle aloof from Dorothy-wIlhng enough to
share her half-crown, but WIth no frIendly feelIngs towards her Nobby
marched m front, steppmg out brIskly m spIte of hIS burden, and SIngIng, WIth
spIrIted ImltatlOns of mIlItary mUSIC, the well-known mIlItary song of whIch
the only recorded words seem to be
'''_I'' was all the band could play>
"_I - I "

And the same to youI'

2
ThIS was the twentY-nInth of August It was on the nIght of the twenty-first
that Dorothy had fallen asleep In the conservatory, so that there had been an
Interregnum In her lIfe of not qUIte eIght days
The thIng that had happened to her was commonplace enough-almost
every week one reads In the newspapers of a SImIlar case A man dIsappears
from home, IS lost SIght of for days or weeks, and presently fetches up at a
polIce statlOn or In a hospItal, WIth no notIon of who he IS or where he has come
from As a rule It IS ImpossIble to tell how he has spent the Intervemng time, he
has been wandenng, presumably, m some hypnotIc or somnambuhstlc state In
WhIch he has nevertheless been able to pass for normal In Dorothy's case only
one thIng IS certaIn, and that IS that she had been robbed at some tlme durmg
her travels, for the clothes she was wearIng were not her own, and her gold
cross was mISSIng
At the moment when Nobby accosted her, she was already on the road to
recovery; and If she had been properly cared for, her memory mIght have come
back to her WIthIn a few days or even hours. A very small thmg would have
been enough to accomplIsh It, a chance meetIng WIth a friend, a photograph of
her home, a few questIOns skIlfully put But as It was, the slIght mental
stImulus that she needed was never gIven. She was left m the peculIar state In
whIch she had first found herself-a state In whIch her mInd was potentIally
normal, but not qUIte strung up to the effort of puzzlIng out her own IdentIty.
For of course, once she had thrown In her lot WIth Nobby and the others, all
chance of reflectIon was gone There was no nme to SIt down and thInk the
matter over-no tune to come to gnps With her dJ.fficulty and reason her way to
Its solution In the strange, dIrty sub-world Into wluch she was Instantly
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plunged, even five mInutes of consecutlve thought would have been
ImpossIble The days passed In ceaseless nIghtmarIsh actIvIty Indeed, It was
very lIke a mghtmare, a nIghtmare not of urgent terrors, but of hunger,
squalor, and fatIgue, and of alternatIng heat and cold Afterwards, when she
looked back upon that tIme, days and nights merged themselves together so
that she could never remember wIth perfect certaInty how many of them there
had been She only knew that for some IndefinIte perIod she had been
perpetually footsore and almost perpetually hungry Hunger and the soreness
of her feet were her clearest memones of that tIme, and also the cold of the
nights, and a peculIar, blowsy, WItless feelIng that came of sleeplessness and
constant exposure to the aIr
After gettmg to Bromley they had 'drummed up' on a horrIble, paperlIttered rubbish dump, reekIng wIth the refuse of several slaughter-houses,
and then passed a shudderIng nIght, wIth only sacks for cover, In long wet
grass on the edge of a recreatIOn ground In the mornIng they had started out,
on foot, for the hopfields Even at thIS early date Dorothy had dIscovered that
the tale Nobby had told her, about the promIse of a Job, was totally untrue He
had Invented It-he confessed thiS qUIte hght-heartedly-to Induce her to come
with them TheIr only chance of gettIng a Job was to march down Into the hop
country and apply at every farm tIll they found one where pIckers were stIll
needed
They had perhaps thIrty-five mIles to go, as the crow flIes, and yet at the end
of three days they had barely reached the frlnge of the hopfields The need of
gettIng food, of course, was what slowed theIr progress They could have
marched the whole dIstance In two days or even In a day If they had not been
obbged to feed themselves As It was, they had hardly even tIme to thmk of
whether they were gOIng In the dIrectIOn of the hopfields or not; It was food
that dIctated all theIr movements Dorothy's half-crown had melted WIthIn a
few hours, and after that there was nothIng for It except to beg But there came
the dIfficulty One person can beg hIS food eaSIly enough on the road, and even
two can manage It, but It IS a very dIfferent matter when there are four people
together In such CIrcumstances one can only keep abve If one hunts for food as
perSIstently and sIngle-mIndedly as a WIld beast Food-that was theIr sole
preoccupatIOn dUrIng those three daYS-Just food, and the endless dIfficulty of
gettIng It
From morning to nIght they were beggIng They wandered enormous
dIstances, ZIgzaggIng rIght across the country> traIlIng from VIllage to VIllage
and from house to house, 'tappIng' at every butcher's and every baker's and
every lIkely lookIng cottage, and hanging hopefully round plcmc partIes, and
waVIng-always vaInly-at paSSIng cars, and accostIng old gentlemen WIth the
right kInd of face and pItchIng hard-up stOrIes Often they went five mIles out
of theIr way to get a crust of bread or a handful of scraps of bacon. All of them
begged, Dorothy WIth the others, she had no remembered past, no standards of
comparIson to make her ashamed of It And yet WIth all theIr efforts they would
have gone empty-bellIed half the tIme If they had not stolen as well as begged
At dusk and In the early mornings they plllaged the orchards and the fields,
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stealmg apples, damsons, pears, cobnuts, autumn raspberrIes, and, above all,
potatoes, Nobby counted It a SIn to pass a potato field WIthout gettmg at least a
pocketful It was Nobby who dId most of the stealIng, whIle the others kept
guard He was a bold thIef, It was hIS pecuhar boast that he would steal
anythIng that was not tIed down, and he would have landed them all m prIson
If they had not restraIned hIm sometImes Once he even laId hands on a goose,
but the goose set up a fearful clamour, and Charhe and Dorothy dragged
Nobby off ,ust as the owner came out of doors to see what was the matter
Each of those first days they walked between twenty and twenty-five mIles
They traIled across commons and through bUrIed VIllages WIth IncredIble
names, and lost themselves m lanes that led nowhere, and sprawled exhausted
In dry dItches smellmg of fennel and tanSIes, and sneaked Into prIvate woods
and 'drummed up' In thIckets were firewood and water were handy, and
cooked strange, squalId meals In the two two-pound snuff-tIns that were theIr
only cookIng pots SometImes, when theIr luck was m, they had excellent stews
of cadged bacon and stolen cauhflowers, sometImes great mSlpid gorges of
potatoes roasted In the ashes, sometlmes Jam made of stolen autumn
raspberrIes whIch they boIled In one of the snuff-tms and devoured whIle It
was stIll scaldIng hot Tea was the one thIng they never ran short of Even
when there was no food at all there was always tea, stewed, dark brown and
reVIVIng It IS a thmg that can be begged more easIly than most 'Please,
ma'am, could you spare me a pInch of tea';)' IS a plea that seldom falls, even WIth
the case-hardened Kentlsh houseWIves
The days were burmng hot, the whIte roads glared and the passmg cars sent
stIngIng dust Into theIr faces Often famlhes of hOp-pIckers drove past,
cheerIng, 111 lorrIes ptled sky-hIgh WIth furmture, chIldren, dogs, and
birdcages The nIghts were always cold There IS hardly such a thmg as a nIght
In England when It IS really warm after mIdmght Two large sacks were all the
beddIng they had between them Flo and Charhe had one sack, Dorothy had
the other, and Nobby slept on the bare ground The dIscomfort was almost as
bad as the cold If you lay on your back, your head, WIth no pIllow, lolled
backwards so that your neck seemed to be breakIng, If you lay on your SIde,
your hlp-bone preSSIng agaInst the earth caused you torments Even when,
towards the small hours, you managed to fall asleep by fits and starts, the cold
penetrated Into your deepest dreams Nobby was the only one who could really
stand It He could sleep as peacefully In a nest of sodden grass as 111 a bed, and
hiS coarse; SimIan face, WIth barely a dozen red-gold halts ghttermg on the chIn
bke snlppmgs of copper WIre, never lost ItS warm, pInk colour He was one of
those red-haired people who seem to glow WIth an mner radiance that warms
not only themselves but the surrounding aIr
All tlus strange, comfortless hfe Dorothy took utterly for granted-only
dimly aware, If at all, that the other~ unremembered hfe that lay behInd her had
been In some way dIfferent from thiS After only a couple of days she had
ceased to wonder any longer about her queer predIcament She accepted
everythIng-accepted the dtrt and hunger and tatlgue, the endless traIling to
and fro, the hot, dusty days and the sleepless, shlvermg nights. She was, In any
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case, far too tIred to thInk By the afternoon of the second day they were all
desperately, overwhelmIngly tIred, except Nobby, whom nothIng could tIre
Even the fact that soon after they set out a naIl began to work Its way through
the sole of hIS boot hardly seemed to trouble hIm There were perIods of an
hour at a tIme when Dorothy seemed almost to be sleepIng as she walked She
had a burden to carry now, for as the two men were already loaded and Flo
steadfastly refused to carry anythIng, Dorothy had volunteered to carry the
sack that held the stolen potatoes They generally had ten pounds or so of
potatoes In reserve Dorothy slung the sack over her shoulder as Nobby and
CharlIe dId wIth theIr bundles, but the strIng cut Into her lIke a saw and the
sack bumped agaInst her hlP and chafed It so that finally It began to bleed Her
wretched, flImsy shoes had begun to go to pIeces from the very begInnIng On
the second day the heel of her rIght shoe came off and left her hobblIng, but
Nobby, expert In such matters, adVIsed her to tear the heel off the other shoe
and walk flatfooted The result was a fiery paIn down her shIns when she
walked uphIll, and a feehng as though the soles of her feet had been hammered
WIth an non bar
But Flo and CharlIe were In a much worse case than she They were not so
much exhausted as amazed and scandahzed by the dIstances they were
expected to walk WalkIng twenty mIles In a day was a thIng they had never
heard of tIll now They were cockneys born and bred, and though they had had
several months of destItutIon In London, neIther of them had ever been on the
road before CharlIe, tIll faIrly recently, had been In good employment, and
Flo, too, had had a good home untIl she had been seduced and turned out of
doors to hve on the streets They had fallen In WIth Nobby In Trafalgar Square
and agreed to come hOp.plcking WIth hIm, ImagInIng that It would be a bIt of a
lark Of course, haVIng been 'on the beach' a comparatIvely short tIme, they
looked down on Nobby and Dorothy They valued Nobby's knowledge of the
road and hIS boldness In thIeVIng, but he was theIr socIal Infenor-that was
theIr attItude And as for Dorothy, they scarcely even deIgned to look at her
after her half-crown came to an end
Even on the second day theIr courage was faIlmg They lagged behInd,
grumbled lncessantly, and demanded more than their faIr share of food By
the thIrd day It was almost ImpOSSIble to keep them on the road at all They
were pmIng to be back In London, and had long ceased to care whether they
ever got to the hopfields or not, all they wanted to do was to sprawl In any
comfortable haltIng place they could find, and, when there was any food left,
devour endless snacks. After every halt there was a tedIOUS argument before
they could be got to their feet again
'Come on, blokes" Nobby would say 'Pack your peter up, Charhe TIme we
was gettmg off '
'Oh, - gettIng off!' Charhe would answer morosely
"Well, we can't skIpper here) can we~ We saId we was gOIng to hIke as far as
Sevenoaks tonlght, dIdn't we~'
'Oh, - Sevenoaks' Sevenoaks or any other bleedIng place-It don't make
any bleedlng dIfference to me '
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'But -It' We want to get a Job tomorrow, don't we' And we got to get down
among the farms 'fore we can start lookIng for one '
'Oh, - the farms l I wish I'd never 'eard of a - 'opl I wasn't brought up to
thls-'lkIng and skipperIng lIke you was I'm fed up, that's what I am - fed
up'
'If thIS IS bloody 'opplng,' Flo would chune In, 'I've 'ad my bloody bellyful
of It already ,
Nobby gave Dorothy hiS prIvate opinion that Flo and CharlIe would
probably 'Jack off' If they got the chance of a bft back to London But as for
Nobby, nothIng dIsheartened hIm or ruffled hIs good temper, not even when
the naIl In hiS boot was at Its worst and hiS filthy remnant of a sock was dark
wIth blood By the thIrd day the naIl had worn a permanent hole In hIs foot,
and Nobby had to halt once In a mIle to hammer It down
"Scuse me, kid,' he would say, 'got to attend to my bloody hoof agaIn ThIS
naIl's a mullIgatawny'
He would search for a round stone, squat m the ditch and carefully hammer
the naIl down
'There I' he would say optunlstlcally, feelmg the place WIth hIS thumb 'That
b--'s 10 hIS gravel'
The epitaph should have been Resurgam, however The nad InvarIably
worked Its way up again WIthin a quarter of an hour
N obby had trIed to make love to Dorothy, of course, and, when she repulsed
hIm, bore her no grudge He had that happy temperament that IS mcapable of
takIng ItS own reverses very serIously He was always debonaIr, always slngmg
In a lusty barItone VOIce-hIs three faVOUrIte songs were 'Sonny Boy', "Twas
ChrIstmas Day In the Workhouse' (to the tune of 'The Church's One
FoundatIOn'), and '''_I'' was all the band could play', given WIth hvely
render10gs of mIlItary mUSIC He was twenty-sIx years old and was a WIdower,
and had been successIvely a seller of newspapers, a petty thIef, a Borstal boy, a
soldIer, a burglar, and a tramp These facts, however, you had to pIece together
for yourself, for he was not equal to glVIng a consecutIve account oflus hfe HIS
conversatIOn was studded WIth casual pIcturesque memorIes-the SIX months
he had served In a hne regIment before he was mvahded out WIth a damaged
eye, the loathsomeness of the skllly In Holloway, hIS chIldhood In the Deptford
gutters, the death of hIS WIfe, aged eIghteen, In chtldblrth, when he was
twenty, the hornble suppleness of the Borstal canes, the dull boom of the
rutro-glycer1Oe, blowing In the safe door at Woodward's boot and shoe factory,
where Nobby had cleared a hundred and twenty-five pounds and spent It In
three weeks
On the afternoon of the thIrd day they reached the fringe of the hop country,
and began to meet dIscouraged people, mostly tramps, traIling back to London
WIth the news that there was nothIng domg-hops were bad and the PrIce was
low; and the gypSIes and 'home pickers' had collared all the Jobs At tlus Flo
and Charbe gave up hope altogether, but by an adrott tnixture ofb1:ll1ymfand
persuasIOn Nobby managed to drive them a few nules farther. In a lIttle village
called Wale they fell In With an old InsbwQman-Mts McBlhgot was her
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name-who had Just been gIven a Job at a nelghbounng hopfield, and they
swapped some of theIr stolen apples for a pIece of meat she had 'bummed'
earher In the day She gave them some useful hInts about hOp-pIckIng and
about what farms to try They were all sprawhng on the vIllage green, tIred
out, OPPOSIte a httle general shop WIth some newspaper posters outSIde
'You'd best go down'n have a try at Chalmers'S,' Mrs McElhgot adVIsed
them In her base DublIn accent 'Dat's a bIt above five mIle from here I've
heard tell as Chalmers wants a dozen pIckers stIll I dare say he'd gIve y'a Job If
you gets dere early enough '
'FIve mIles' Cripes' AIn't there none nearer'n that?' grumbled CharlIe
'Well, dere's Norman's I got a Job at Norman's meself-I'm startln'
tomorrow mornIng' But 'twouldn't be no use for you to try at Norman's He
aIn't takm' on none but home pIckers, an' dey say as he's gOln' to let half hIS
hops blow'
'What's home pIckers?' saId Nobby
'Why, dem as has got homes 0' delr own Elder you got to hve m de
neIghbourhood, or else de farmer's got to gIve y'a hut to sleep In Dat's de law
nowadays In de ole days when you come down hop pIn " you klpped In a stable
an' dere was no questIOns asked But dem bloody Interfertn' gets of a Labour
Government brought m a law to say as no pIckers was to be taken on wldout de
farmer had proper accommodatIOn for 'em So Norman only takes on folks as
has got homes 0' delr own'
'Well, you aIn't got a home of your own, have you?'
'No bloody fear' But Norman t'InkS I have I kldded'm I was staYln' In a
cottage near by Between you an' me, I'm sklppenn' In a cow byre 'Taln't so
bad except for de stInk 0' de muck, but you got to be out be five In de mornin',
else de cowmen 'ud catch you'
'We aIn't got no expenence of hoppIng,' Nobby saId 'I wouldn't know a
bloody hop If I saw one Best to let on you're an old hand when you go up for a
Job, eh?'
"Hell' Hops don't need no expenence Tear 'em off an' fhng 'em Into de bIn
Dat's all der IS to It, WId hops'
Dorothy was nearly asleep She heard the others talkIng desultorily, first
about hOp-pIckIng, then about some story In the newspapers of a gIrl who had
dtsappeared from home Flo and Charhe had been readIng the posters on the
shop-front opposite, and thIS had reVIved them somewhat, because the posters
remInded them of London and Its JOys The mISSIng gIrl, In whose fate they
seemed to be rather Interested, was spoken of as 'The Rector's Daughter'
(J'a see that one, Flo)' saId Charlie, readIng a poster aloud WIth Intense
rellsh '''Secret Love Life of Rector's Daughter Starthng Revelanons " Coo'
WIsh I 'ad a penny to 'ave a read of that!'
'Oh? What's 't all about, then?'
'What? DIdn't l'a read about It? Papers 'as bIn full of It Rector's Daughter
thIS and Rector's Daughter thut-wasn't 'alf smutty, some of It, too'
'She's bIt of hot stuff, the ole Rector's Daughter,' saId Nobby reflectlvely, lYIng on hIS back 'WIsh she was here now' I'd know what to do

314

A ClergymanJs Daughter

31 5

wIth her, all rIght, I \\ould '
"Twas a kId run away from home,' put In Mrs McEllIgot 'She was carrym'
on WId a man twenty year older'n herself, an' now she's dIsappeared an' dey're
searchIn' for her hIgh an' low'
'Jacked off In the mIddle of the mght m a motor-car wIth no cIo' es on 'cep'
'er nIghtdress,' saId CharlIe appreCIatIvely 'The 'ole VIllage sore 'em go '
'Dere's some t'Ink as he's took her abroad an' sold her to one 0' dem flash
cat-houses In Parrus,' added Mrs McEllIgot
'No cIo'es on 'cep' 'er mghtdress';) DIrty tart she must 'a been"
The conversatIOn. mIght have proceeded to further detaIls, but at thIS
moment Dorothy Interrupted It What they were sayIng had roused a famt
curIOSIty In her She realIzed that she dId not know the meamng of the word
'Rector' She sat up and asked Nobby
'What IS a Rector";)'
'Rector';) Why, a sky-pIlot-parson bloke Bloke that preaches and gIves out
the hymns and that In church We passed one of 'em yesterday-ndmg a green
bIcycle and had hIS collar on back to front A prIest-clergyman You know '
'Oh
Yes, I thmk so '
'Pnests' Bloody ole getsles dey are too, some 0' dem,' saId Mrs McElhgot
remInISCently
Dorothy was left not much the WIser What Nobby had saId dId enlIghten
her a lIttle, but only a very lIttle The whole tram of thought connected WIth
'church' and 'clergyman' was strangely vague and blurred In her mmd It was
one of the gaps-there was a number of such gaps-In the mystenous
knowledge that she had brought WIth her out of the past
That was theIr thIrd mght on the road When It was dark they s11pped Into a
spInney as usual to 'skIpper', and a lIttle after mIdnIght It began to pelt WIth
raIn They spent a mIserable hour stumblIng to and fro m the darkness, trymg
to find a place to shelter, and finally found a hay-stack, where they huddled
themselves on the lee SIde t111 It was 11ght enough to see. Flo blubbered
throughout the nIght m the most Intolerable manner, and by the mornIng she
was In a state of semI-collapse Her SIlly fat face, washed clean by raIn and
tears, looked lIke a bladder of lard, If one can Imagme a bladder of lard
contorted WIth self-pIty Nobby rooted about under the hedge unnl he had
collected an armful of partIally dry socks, and then managed to get a fire gomg
and boll some tea as usual There was no weather so bad that Nobby could not
produce a can of tea He carrIed, among other thmgs, some pIeces of old
motor tyre that would make a flare when the wood was wet, and he even
possessed the art, known only to a few cognoscentI among tramps, of gettmg
water to boIl over a candle
Everyone's bmbs had stIffened after the horrIble nIght, and Flo declared
herself unable to walk a step farther Charlte backed her up So, as the other
two refused to move) Dorothy and Nobby went on to Chalmers's farm,
arrangIng a rendezvou$ where they should meet when they had trIed theIr luck
They got to Chalmers's, five mIles away, found theIr way through vast
orchards to the hop-fields, and were told that the overseer 'would be along
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presently' So they waIted four hours on the edge of the plantatIOn, wIth the
sun drymg theIr clothes on their backs, watchmg the hop-pickers at work It
was a scene somehow peaceful and allunng The hop bInes, tall chmbIng
plants lIke runner beans enormously magnrfied, grew m green leafy lanes, wIth
the hops danglIng from them In pale green bunches hke gIgantIc grapes When
the wInd stIrred them they shook forth a fresh, bItter scent of sulphur and cool
beer In each lane of blnes a famIly of sunburnt people were shreddIng the
hops mto sackIng bIns, and smgmg as they worked, and presently a hooter
sounded and they knocked off to boll cans of tea over cracklmg fires of hop
blnes Dorothy envIed them greatly How happy they looked, slttmg round the
fires wIth theIr cans of tea and theIr hunks of bread and bacon, In the smell of
hops and wood smoke' She pIned for such a Job-however, for the present there
was nothIng domg At about one o'clock the overseer arnved and told them
that he had no Jobs for them, so they traIled back to the road, only avengIng
themselves on Chalmers's farm by stealIng a dozen apples as they went
When they reached theIr rendezvous, Flo and CharlIe had vamshed Of
course they searched for them, but, equally of course, they knew very well
what had happened Indeed, It was perfectly obVIOUS Flo had made eyes at
some paSSIng lorry driver, who had gIven the two of them a lIft back to London
for the chance of a good cuddle on the way Worse yet, they had stolen both
bundles Dorothy and Nobby had not a scrap of food left, not a crust of bread
nor a potato nor a pInch of tea, no beddIng, and not even a snuff-tIn In whIch to
cook anythIng they could cadge or steal-nothIng, In fact, except the clothes
they stood up In
The next thIrty-sIx hours were a bad tlffie-a very bad tIme How they pIned
for a Job, m theIr hunger and exhaustIOn' But the chances of gettIng one
seemed to grow smaller and smaller as they got farther Into the hop country
They made IntermInable marches from farm to farm, gettmg the same answer
everywhere-no pIckers needed-and they were so busy marchIng to and fro
that they had not even tIme to beg, so that they had nothIng to eat except stolen
apples and damsons that tormented theIr stomachs WIth theIr aCId JUIce and yet
left them ravenously hungry It dId not raIn that nIght, but It was much colder
than before Dorothy dId not even attempt to sleep, but spent the nIght 10
crouchtng over the fire and keepIng It ahght They were hIdIng In a beech
wood, under a squat, anCIent tree that kept the WInd away but also wetted them
penodlcally WIth spnnklIngs of ChIlly dew Nobby, stretched on hIS back,
mouth open, one broad cheek faIntly IllumIned by the feeble rays of the fire,
slept as peacefully as a chIld. All nIght long a vague wonder, born of
sleeplessness and Intolerable dIscomfort, kept stIrnng In Dorothy's mInd Was
thIS the hfe to whIch she had been bred-thIs lIfe ofwandenng empty-bellIed
all day and shivermg at rught under drIppIng trees";) Had It been hke thIS even
In the blank past? Where had she come from";) Who was she~ No answer came,
and they were on the road at dawn By the evenIng they had trIed at eleven
farms 1n all, and Dorothy's legs were gIVIng out, and she was so dIZZY WIth
fatIgue that she found dIfficulty In walking straIght
But late In the evenIng, qUlte unexpectedly, theIr luck turned They trIed at
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a farm named CaIrns's, 10 the VIllage of Chntock, and were taken on
ImmedIately, wIth no questIOns asked The overseer merely looked them up
and down, saId brIefly, 'RIght you are-you'll do Start In the mormng, bm
number 7, set 19,' and dId not even bother to ask theIr names HOp-plckmg, It
seemed, needed neIther character nor experIence
They found theIr way to the meadow where the pIckers' camp was sItuated
In a dreamlIke state, between exhaustIon and the JOy of havIng got a Job at last,
Dorothy found herself walkmg through a maze of tIn-roofed huts and gYPSIes'
caravans WIth many-coloured washIng hangmg from the WIndows Hordes of
chIldren swarmed m the narrow grass alleys between the huts, and ragged,
agreeable-lookIng people were cookmg meals over Innumerable faggot fires At
the bottom of the field there were some round tm huts, much mferIOr to the
others, set apart for unmarrIed people An old man who was toastmg cheese at
a fire dIrected Dorothy to one of the women's huts
Dorothy pushed open the door of the hut It was about twelve feet across,
WIth unglazed WIndows whIch had been boarded up, and It had no furmture
whatever There seemed to be nothIng In It but an enormous pIle of straw
reachIng to the roof-m fact, the hut was almost entIrely filled WIth straw To
Dorothy's eyes, already stIcky WIth sleep, the straw looked paradlslcally
comfortable She began to push her way Into It, and was checked by a sharp
yelp from beneath her
"Ere' What yer domg' of? Get off of It' '00 asked you to walk about on my
belly, stoopId?'
SeemIngly there were women down among the straw Dorothy burrowed
foward more cIrcumspectly, trIpped over something, sank mto the straw and In
the same Instant began to fall asleep A rough-Iookmg woman, partIally
undressed, popped up hke a mermaId from the strawy sea
°U110, mate!' she saId 'Jest about allIn, am't you, mate?'
'Yes, I'm tIred-very tIred'
'Well, you'll bloody freeze In thIS straw WIth no bed-cIo' es on you Am't you
got a blanket?'
'No,'
, ,AIf a mo, then I got a poke' ere'
She dIved down Into the straw and re-emerged WIth a hop-poke seven feet
long Dorothy was asleep already She allowed herself to be woken up, and
Inserted herself somehow Into the sack, WhICh was so long that she could get
Into It head and all, and then she was half wrIgghng, half slnkmg down, deep
down, Into a nest of straw warmer and dner than she had conceIved pOSSIble.
The straw tIckled her nostrIls and got Into her haIr and prIcked her even
through the sack, but at that moment no unagmable sleepIng place-not
Cleopatra's couch of swan's-down nor the floatmg bed of Haroun al
Raschld-could have caressed her more voluptuously
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It was remarkable how eaSIly, once you had got a Job, you settled down to the
routIne of hOp-pIckIng After only a week of It you ranked as an expert pIcker,
and felt as though you had been plckmg hops all your hfe
It was exceedIngly easy work PhYSIcally, no doubt, It was exhaustIng-It
kept you on your feet ten or twelve hours a day, and you were droPPIng WIth
sleep by SIX In the evenIng-but It needed no kInd of skIll QUIte a thIrd of the
pIckers In the camp were as new to the Job as Dorothy herself Some of them
had come down from London WIth not the dImmest Idea of what hops were
lIke, or how you pIcked them, or why One man, It was Said, on hIS first
mormng on the way to the fields, had asked, 'Where are the spades';)' He
ImagIned that hops were dug up out of the ground
Except for Sundays, one day at the hop camp was very lIke another At half
past five, at a tap on the wall of your hut, you crawled out of your sleepIng nest
and began searchIng for your shoes, amId sleepy curses from the women (there
were SIX or seven or pOSSIbly even eIght of them) who were burled here and
there In the straw In that vast pIle of straw any clothes that you were so unWIse
as to take off always lost themselves ImmedIately You grabbed an armful of
straw and another of drIed hop bInes, and a faggot from the pIle outSIde, and
got the fire gOIng for breakfast Dorothy always cooked Nobby's breakfast as
well as her own, and tapped on the wall of hIs hut when It was ready, she beIng
better at wakIng up In the morrung than he It was very cold on those
September mornIngs, the eastern sky was fadIng slowly from black to cobalt,
and the grass was sIlvery whIte WIth dew Your breakfast was always the
same-bacon, tea, and bread frIed In the grease of the bacon WhIle you ate It
you cooked another exactly slIlular meal, to serve for dmner, and then,
carrYIng your dInner-pad, you set out for the fields, a IDlle-and-a-half walk
through the blue, WIndy dawn, WIth your nose runnIng so In the cold that you
had to stop occaSIOnally and WIpe It on your sacking apron
The hops were dIVIded up IDtO plantatIons of about an acre, and each
set-forty pIckers or thereabouts, under a foreman who was often a
gypsy-pIcked one plantatIon at a tIme The blnes grew twelve feet hIgh or
more" and they were tramed up strmgs. and slung over honzontal WIres, In
rows a yard or two apart, In each row there was a sackIng bIn lIke a very deep
hammock slung on a heavy wooden frame As soon as you arrIved you swung
your bin Into pOSItion, slIt the stnngs from the next two bInes, and tore them
down-huge, taperIng strands offohage, hkethe plaIts of Rapunzel's hair, that
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came tumblIng down on top of you, showermg you wIth dew You dragged
them Into place over the bIn, and then, startmg at the thIck end of the bme,
began tearIng off the heavy bunches of hops At that hour of the mornIng you
could only pIck slowly and awkwardly Your hands were stIll stIff and the
coldness of the dew numbed them, and the hops were wet and slIppery The
great dIfficulty was to pIck the hops wIthout pIckIng the leaves and stalks as
well, for the measurer was lIable to refuse your hops If they had too many
leaves among them
The stems of the blnes were covered wIth mInute thorns WhICh wIthIn two
or three days had torn the sklO of your hands to pIeces In the mornlOg It was a
torment to begIn plckmg when your fingers were almost too stIff to bend and
bleedIng In a dozen places, but the paIn wore off when the cuts had reopened
and the blood was flowmg freely If the hops were good and you pIcked well,
you could strIP a bme In ten mInutes, and the best blnes YIelded half a bushel of
hops But the hops vaned greatly from one plantatIon to another In some they
were as large as walnuts, and hung In great leafless bunches WhICh you could
rIP off WIth a SIngle tWIst, In others they were mIserable thIngs no bIgger than
peas, and grew so thmly that you had to pIck them one at a tIme Some hops
were so bad that you could not pIck a bushel of them In an hour
It was slow work In the early mormng, before the hops were dry enough to
handle But presently the sun came out, and the lovely, bItter odour began to
stream from the warmlOg hops, and people's early-mornmg surlIness wore off,
and the work got Into Its strIde From eIght tll1 mIdday you were pIckIng,
pIckIng, pIckIng, In a sort of paSSIOn of work-a paSSIOnate eagerness, whIch
grew stronger and stronger as the mornmg advanced, to get each bme done and
shIft your bIn a httle farther along the row At the beglnOlng of each plantatIon
all the bIns started abreast, but by degrees the better pIckers forged ahead, and
some of them had finIshed theIr lane of hops when the others were barely halfway along, whereupon, If you were far behInd, they were allowed to turn back
and finIsh your row for you~ whIch was called 'stealIng your hops' Dorothy
and Nobby were always among the last, there beIng only two of them-there
were four people at most of the bIns And Nobby was a clumsy pIcker, WIth hIS
great coarse hands, on the whole, the women pIcked better than the men
It '\vas always a neck and neck race between the two bms on eIther SIde of
Dorothy and Nobby, bIn number 6 and bIn number 8 BIn number 6 was a
famIly of gypsies-a curly-headed, ear-rInged father, an old drIed-up leathercoloured mother, and two strappIng sons-and bm number 8 was an old East
End costerwoman who wore a broad hat and long black cloak and took snuff
out of a papIermQche box With a steamer paInted on the hd She was always
helped by relays of daughters and granddaughters who came down from
London for two days at a tIme There was qUIte a troop of chIldren working
WIth the set, follOWing the bIns WIth baskets and gathertng up the fallen hops
whlle the adults pIcked And the old costerwoman's tIny, pale granddaughter
Rose, and a httle gypsy gIrl, dark as an IndIan, were perpetually slipPIng off to
steal autumn raspberrtes arid make SWIngs out of hop blnes; and the constant
SIngIng round the bIns was pIerced by shrIll cries from the costerwoman of,
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'Go on, Rose, you lazy httle cat' Pick them 'ops up' I'll warm your a-for youI'
etc, etc
QUite half the pickers In the set were gypsies-there were not less than two
hundred of them In the camp Dlddykles, the other pickers called them They
were not a bad sort of people, frIendly enough, and they flattered you grossly
when they wanted to get anything out of you, yet they were sly, With the
Impenetrable slyness of savages In their oafish, OrIental faces there was a look
as of some WIld but sluggIsh anlmal-a look of dense stupidity eXistIng SIde by
SIde WIth untameable cunning TheIr talk consIsted of about half a dozen
remarks WhICh they repeated over and over agaIn WIthout ever growing tired of
them The two young gypsies at bm number 6 would ask Nobby and Dorothy
as many as a dozen tImes a day the same conundrum
'What IS It the cleverest man In England couldn't do'>'
'I don't know What')'
'TIckle a gnat's a- With a telegraph pole'
At thiS, never-fmhng bellows of laughter They were all abysmally Ignorant,
they mformed you WIth prIde that not one of them could read a SIngle word
The old curly-headed father, who had conceIved some dIm notIon that
Dorothy was a 'scholard', once serIously asked her whether he could drIve hIS
caravan to New York
At twelve o'clock a hooter down at the farm SIgnalled to the pIckers to knock
off work for an hour, and It was generally a httle before thIS that the measurer
came round to collect the hops At a warning shout from the foreman of "Ops
ready, number nIneteen" everyone would hasten to pIck up the fallen hops,
finIsh off the tendrIls that had been left unplcked here and there, and clear the
leaves out of the bIn There was an art In that It dId not pay to pIck too 'clean',
for leaves and hops alIke all went to swell the tally The old hands, such as the
gypSIes, were adepts at knOWing Just how 'dIrty' It was safe to pIck
The measurer would come round, carryIng a WIcker basket whIch held a
bushel, and accompanIed by the 'bookIe,' who entered the pIckIngs of each bIn
In a ledger The 'bookIes' were young men, clerks and chartered accountants
and the hke, who took thIS Job as a payIng holIday The measurer would scoop
the hops out of the bm a bushel at a tIme, IntonIng as he dId so, 'One' Two'
Threet Fourl' and the pIckers would enter the number ill theIr tally books
Each bushel they pIcked earned them twopence, and naturally there were
endless quarrels and accusattons of unfalrness over the meaSUrIng. Hops are
spongy thIngs-you can crush a bushel of them Into a quart pot If you choose,
so after each scoop one of the pIckers would lean over Into the bIn and stir the
hops up to make them he looser, and then the measurer would hOlSt the end of
the bIn and shake the hops together agatn Some mornmgs he had orders to
'take them heavy', and would shovel them In so that he got a couple of bushels
at eacb. scoop, whereat there were angry yells of, 'Look how the b-'s rammIng
them down' Why don't you bloody well stamp on them')' etc.; and the old
bands would say darkly that they had known measurers to be ducked In
~owponds on the last day of pickIng From the bIns the hops were put Into
pokes wlucll theoretically held a hundredwelght; but It took two men to hOlst a
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full poke when the measurer had been 'takIng them heavy' You had an hour
for dInner, and you made a fire of hop bInes-thIS was forbIdden, but everyone
dId It-and heated up your tea and ate your bacon sandwIches Mter dmner you
were pIckIng agaIn tIll five or SIX m the evemng, when the measurer came-once
more to take your hops, after WhICh you were free to go back to the camp
LookIng back, afterwards, upon her Interlude of hOp-pIckIng, It was always
the afternoons that Dorothy remembered Those long, laborIous hours 10 the
strong sunlIght, In the sound of forty VOIces smgmg, m the smell of hops and
wood smoke, had a qualIty peculIar and unforgettable As the afternoon wore
on you grew almost too tIred to stand, and the small green hop lIce got Into
your haIr and Into your ears and worned you, and your hands, from the
sulphurous JUIce, were as black as a Negro'S except where they were bleedIng
Yet you were happy, wIth an unreasonable happlOess The work took hold of
you and absorbed you It was stupId work, mechamcal, exhaustIng, and every
day more paInful to the hands, and yet you never weaned of It, when the
weather was fine and the hops were good you had the feelmg that you could go
on pIcking for ever and for ever It gave you a phYSIcal JOY, a warm satIsfied
feelIng InSIde you, to stand there hour after hour, tearmg off the heavy clusters
and watchIng the pale green pIle grow hIgher and hIgher In your bm, every
bushel another twopence In your pocket The sun burned down upon you,
baking you brown, and the bItter, never-pallmg scent, lIke a wmd from oceans
of cool beer, flowed Into your nostrIls and refreshed you When the sun was
shInIng everybody sang as they worked, the plantatIons rang WIth SIngIng For
some reason all the songs were sad that autumn-songs about rejected love and
fidelIty unrewarded, lIke gutter verSIOns of Carmen and Manon Lescaut There
was
There they gO-In theIr }oy'Appy gIrl-lucky boy-

But 'ere am 1-1-1Broken-'a-a-arted I

And there was
But I'm dan-emg WIth tears-m my eyes'Cos the gtrl-m my armS-Isn't you-o-oUI

And
The bells-are rlngmg-for SallyBut no-o-ot-for Sally-and me'

The lIttle gypsy gIrl used to SIng over and over agaIn
We're so mlsable~ all so Il'llSable)
Down on MJ.sable Farm'

And though everyone told her that the na.m;e of It was Mlsery Fatln, she
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persIsted 10 callIng It Mlsable Farm The old costerwoman and her
granddaughter Rose had a hOP-PICkIng song WhICh went
'Our lousy 'ops'
Our lousy •ops'
When the measurer 'e comes round,
PIck 'em up, pIck 'em up off the ground'
When 'e comes to measure,
'E never knows where to stop,
Ay, ay, get 1n the bm
And take the bloody lot"

'There they go In theIr JOY', and 'The bells are rIngIng for Sally', were the
especial faVOUrItes The pIckers never grew tired of singIng them, they must
have sung both of them several hundred tImes over before the season came to
an end As much a part of the atmosphere of the hopfields as the bItter scent
and the blowsy sunlIght were the tunes of those two songs, rInging through the
leafy lanes of the blnes
When you got back to the camp, at half past SIX or thereabouts, you squatted
down by the stream that ran past the huts, and washed your face, probably for
the first tIme that day It took you twenty mInutes or so to get the coal-black
filth off your hands Water and even soap made no ImpreSSIon on It, only two
thIngs would remove It-one of them was mud, and the other, cUrIously
enough, was hop JUIce Then you cooked your supper, whIch was usually
bread and tea and bacon agaIn, unless Nobby had been along to the VIllage and
bought two pennyworth of pIeces from the butcher It was always Nobby who
dId the shOPPIng He was the sort of man who knows how to get four
pennyworth of meat from the butcher for twopence, and, besIdes, he was
expert In nny economIes For Instance, he always bought a cottage loaf In
preference to any of the other shapes, because, as he used to pOlnt out, a cottage
loaf seems lIke two loaves when you tear It 10 half
EVen before you had eaten your supper you were dropp1Og WIth sleep, but
the huge fires that people used to buIld between the huts were too agreeable to
leave The farm allowed two faggots a day for each hut, but the pIckers
plundered as many more as they wanted, and also great lumps of elm root
whIch kept smoulderIng tIll mornIng On some nIghts the fires were so
enormous that twenty people could SIt round them In comfort, and there was
singing far roto the nIght, and tellIng of stOrIes and roastIng of stolen apples
Youths and gIrls shpped off to the dark lanes together, and a few bold SPIrIts
lIke Nobby set out with sacks and robbed the neighbOUrIng orchards, and the
chtldren played hIde-and-seek 10 the dusk and harned the oightJars WhICh
haunted the camp and which, In theIr cockney Ignorance, they ImagIned to be
pheasants On Saturday nights fifty or sixty of the pIckers used to get drunk In
the pub and then march down the VIllage street roarIng bawdy songs, to the
scandal of the InhabItants) who looked on the hopping season as decent
prOVInCIals In Roman Gaul mIght have looked on the yearly incurSIOn of the

Goths.
When finally you managed to drag yourself away to your nest 10 the straw~ It
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was none too warm or comfortable After that first blIssful mght, Dorothy
dIscovered that straw IS wretched stuff to sleep m It IS not only prIckly, but,
unlIke hay, It lets In the draught from every possIble dIrectIOn However, you
had the chance to steal an almost unlImIted number of hop-pokes from the
fields, and by makIng herself a sort of cocoon of four hop-pokes, one on top of
the other, she managed to keep warm enough to sleep at any rate five hours a
nIght

4
As to what you earned by hOp-pIckIng, It was Just enough to keep body and
soul together, and no more
The rate of pay at CaIrns's was twopence a bushel, and gIven good hops a
practIsed pIcker can average three bushels an hour In theory) therefore, It
would have been pOSSIble to earn thIrty shIllIngs by a SIxty-hour week
Actually, no one In the camp came anywhere near thIS figure The best pIckers
of all earned thIrteen or fourteen shIllIngs a week, and the worst hardly as
much as SIX shIlhngs Nobby and Dorothy, poolIng theIr hops and dIvldmgthe
proceeds, made round about ten shIllIngs a week each
There were various reasons for thIS To begIn WIth, there was the badness of
the hops In some of the fields AgaIn, there were the delays WhICh wasted an
hour or two of every day When one plantatIOn was fimshed you had to carry
your bIn to the next, whIch mIght be a mIle dIstant, and then perhaps It would
tum out that there was some mIstake, and the set, strugglmg under theIr blDS
(they weIghed a hundredweIght), would have to waste another half-hour In
traIpSIng elsewhere Worst of all, there was the raIn It was a bad September
that year, raImng one day In three. SometImes for a whole mornIng or
afternoon you shIvered mIserably In the shelter of the unstrIpped bInes, WIth a
drIppIng hop-poke round your shoulders, waItmg for the rain to stop It was
ImpOSSIble to pIck when It was raming The hops were too slIppery to handle,
and If you did pIck them It was worse than useless, for when sodden WIth water
they shrank all to nothmg In the bIn Sometunes you were m the fields all day
to earn a shIllIng or less
ThIS dId not matter to the maJonty of the pIckers, for qUIte half of them were
gypSIes and accustomed to starvatIOn wages, and most of the others were
respectable East Enders, costermongers and small shopkeepers and the lIke,
who came hOp-pIcking for a holIday and were satIsfied If they earned enough
for their fare both ways and a bIt of fun on Saturday rughts The farmers knew
thIS and traded on It Indeed, were It not tbat hOp-pIcking IS regarded as a
holIday, the Industry would collapse fOrthWIth) for the prIce of hops IS now so
low that no farm.er could afford to pay hIS pickers a hVlng wage.
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TWIce a week you could 'sub' up to the amount of half your earmngs If you
left before the pIckIng was finIshed (an InconvenIent thIng for the farmers)
they had the rIght to pay you off at the rate of a penny a bushel Instead of
twopence-that IS, to pocket half of what they owed you It was also common
knowledge that towards the end of the season, when all the pIckers had a faIr
sum OWIng to them and would not want to sacrIfice It by thrOWIng up theIr
Jobs, the farmer would redw. . e the rate of payment from twopence a bushel to a
penny halfpenny StrIkes were practIcally ImpOSSIble The pIckers had no
umon, and the foremen of the sets, Instead of beIng paId twopence a bushel lIke
the others, were paId a weekly wage whIch stopped automatIcally If there was a
strIke, so naturally they would raIse Heaven and earth to prevent one
Altogether, the farmers had the pIckers 1n a cleft stlck, but It was not the
farmers who were to blame-the low prIce of hops was the root of the trouble
Also as Dorothy observed later, very few of the pIckers had more than a dIm
Idea of the amount they earned The system of pIecework dIsgUIsed the low
rate of payment
For the first few days, before they could 'sub', Dorothy and Nobby very
nearly starved, and would have starved altogether If the other pIckers had not
fed them But everyone was extraordInarIly kInd There was a party of people
who shared one of the larger huts a lIttle farther up the row, a flower-seller
named JIm Burrows and a man named J 1m Turle who was vermIn man at a
large London restaurant, who had marrIed SIsters and were close frIends, and
these people had taken a lIkIng to Dorothy They saw to It that she and Nobby
should not starve Every evenIng durIng the first few days May Turle, aged
fifteen, would arrIve WIth a saucepan full of stew, WhICh was presented WIth
studIed casualness, lest there should be any hInt of charIty about It The
formula was always the same
'Please, Ellen, mother says as she was Just gomg to throw thIS stew away, and
then she thought as p'raps you mIght lIke It She aIn't got no use for It, she says,
and so you'd be dOIng her a kIndness If you was to take It '
It was extraordInary what a lot of thIngs the Turles and the Burrowses were
'Just gOIng to throwaway' dUrIng those first few days On one occaSIon they
even gave Nobby and Dorothy half a pIg'S head ready stewed, and beSIdes food
they gave them several cookIng pots and a tIn plate whIch could be used as a
frYIng-pan. Best of all, they asked no uncomfortable questIOns They knew
well enough that there was some mystery In Dorothy's lIfe-'You could see,'
they saId, 'as Ellen had come down tn the world'-but they made It a pOInt of
honour not to embarrass her by askIng questIOns about It It was not untIl she
had been more than a fortnIght at the camp that Dorothy was even oblIged to
put herself to the trouble of mventlng a surname
As soon as Dorothy and Nobby could 'sub', theIr money troubles were at an
end They hved WIth SUrprISIng ease at the rate of one and SIxpence a day for
the two of them. Fourpence of thIS went on tobacco for Nobby, and fourpence..
halfpenny on a loaf of bread, and they spent about sevenpence a day on tea,
sugar, mtlk (you could get mIlk at the farm at a halfpenny a half-pInt), and
marganne and "pIeces' of bacon But, of course, you never got through the day
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wIthout squanderIng another penny or two You were everlastIngly hungry,
everlastlngly dOIng sums In farthIngs to see whether you could afford a kIpper
or a doughnut or a pennyworth of potato ChIPS, and, wretched as the pIckers'
earmngs were, half the populatlOn of Kent seemed to be In conspIracy to tIckle
theIr money out of theIr pockets The local shopkeepers, WIth four hundred
hOp-pIckers quartered upon them, made more durmg the hop season than all
the rest of the year put together, WhICh dId not prevent them from lookIng
down on the pIckers as cockney dIrt In the afternoon the farm hands would
come round the bIns sellIng apples and pears at seven a penny, and London
hawkers would come WIth baskets of doughnuts or water Ices or 'halfpenny
10llIes' At mght the camp was thronged by hawkers who drove down from
London WIth vans of hornfymgly cheap grocenes, fish and ChIPS, )elhed eels,
shnmps, shop-SOIled cakes, and gaunt, glassy-eyed rabbIts WhICh had laIn two
years on the Ice and were bemg sold off at nlnepence a tlme
For the most part It was a filthy dIet upon WhlCh the hOp-pIckers
hved-inevitably so, for even If you had the money to buy proper food, there
was no tIme to cook It except on Sundays Probably It was only the abundance
of stolen apples that prevented the camp from bemg ravaged by scurvy There
was constant, systematIC thIeVIng of apples, practIcally everyone In the camp
eIther stole them or shared them There were even partIes of young men
(employed, so It was saId, by London frUlt-costers) who bIcycled down from
London every week-end for the purpose of raIdmg the orchards As for
Nobby, he had reduced frult-steahng to a SCIence Wlthm a week he had
collected a gang of youths who looked up to hIm as a hero because he was a real
burglar and had been In JaIl four tImes, and every mght they would set out at
dusk WIth sacks and come back WIth as much as two hundredweIght of frUlt
There were vast orchards near the hopfields, and the apple::" espeCIally the
beautIful httle Golden Russets, were lymg In pdes under the trees, rottIng,
because the farmers could not sell them It was a SIn not to take them, Nobby
saId On two occaSIons he and hIS gang even stole a chIcken How they
managed to do It WIthOut waktng the neIghbourhood was a mystery, but It
appeared that Nobby knew some dodge of shpPIng a sack over a chIcken's
head, so that It 'ceas'd upon the mIdnIght wIth no pam'-or at any rate, WIth no
nOIse
In thIS manner a week and then a fortmght went by, and Dorothy was no
nearer to solVIng the problem of her own IdentIty Indeed, she was further
from It than ever, for except at odd moments the subject had almost vamshed
from her mInd More and more she had come to take her cunous sItuatlOn for
granted, to abandon all thoughts of either yesterday or tomorrow. That was
the natural effect of hfe In the hopfields, It narrowed the range of your
conSCIousness to the paSSIng mInute You could not struggle WIth nebulous
mental problems when you were everlastlngly sleepy and everlastmgly
occupIed-for when you were not at work In the fields you were eIther cookIng,
or fetchIng thIngs from the VIllage, or coaxIng a fire out of wet stIcks, or
trudgIng to. and fro WIth cans of water. (There was only one water tap In the
camp, and that was two hundred yards from Dorothy's hut, and the
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unspeakable earth latrIne was at the same dIstance) It was a bfe that wore you
out, used up every ounce of your energy, and kept you profoundly,
unquestlOnably happy In the lIteral sense of the word, It stupefied you The
long days In the fields, the coarse food and InsufficIent sleep, the smell of hops
and wood smoke, lulled you Into an almost beastbke heavIness Your WIts
seemed to thicken, Just as your skIn dId, In the raIn and sunshIne and perpetual
fresh aIr
On Sundays, of course, there was no work In the fields, but Sunday mormng
was a busy tlme, for It was then that people cooked theIr prInCIpal meal of the
week, and dId theIr launderIng and mendIng All over the camp, whIle the
Jangle of bells from the VIllage church came down the WInd, mlngbng WIth the
thIn straIns of'O God our Help' from the Ill-attended open-aIr servIce held by
St Somebody's MISSion to Hop-pickers, huge faggot fires were blazIng, and
water bOIbng In buckets and tln cans and saucepans and anythIng else that
people could lay their hands on, and ragged washIng flutterIng from the roofs
of all the huts On the first Sunday Dorothy borrowed a baSIn from the Turles
and washed first her haIr, then her underclothes and Nobby's shIrt Her
underclothes were In a shockIng state How long she had worn them she dId
not know, but certaInly not less than ten days, and they had been slept In all
that whIle Her stockings had hardly any feet left to them, and as for her shoes,
they only held together because of the mud that caked them
After she had set the washing to dry she cooked the dInner, and they dIned
opulently off half a stewed chIcken (stolen), boIled potatoes (stolen), stewed
apples (stolen), and tea out of real tea-cups With handles on them, borrowed
from Mrs Burrows And after dinner, the whole afternoon, Dorothy sat
agaInst the sunny SIde of the hut, WIth a dry hop-poke across her knees to hold
her dress down, alternately dOZing and reawakenIng Two-thIrds of the people
In the camp were dOIng exactly the same thIng, Just dOZing In the sun, and
wakIng to gaze at nothmg, hke cows It was all you felt equal to, after a week of
heavy work
About three 0' clock, as she sat there on the verge of sleep, N obby sauntered
by, bare to the waist-hiS shirt was drYIng-wIth a copy of a Sunday newspaper
that he had succeeded In borrOWIng It was P1,pp1,n's Weekry, the dirtiest of the
five dIrty Sunday newspapers He dropped It In Dorothy's lap as he passed
'Have a read of that, kId,' he saId generously
Dorothy took Pipp1,n's Weekly and laid it across her knees, feehng herself far
too sleepy to read A huge headhne stared her In the face- 'PASSION DRAMA IN
COUNTRY RECTORY' And then there were some more headhnes, and somethIng
In leaded type, and an mset photograph of a gIrl'S face For the space of five
seconds or thereabouts Dorothy was actually gazing at a blackish, smudgy, but
qUlte recognIzable portrait of herself_
There was a column or so of print beneath the photograph As a matter of
fact, most of the newspapers had dropped the ~Rector's Daughter' mystery by
thIS tIme, for it was more than a forttught old and stale news But Pzppzn's
Week{y cared httle whether its neWs was new so long as It was SPICy, and that
weekls crop <;)f rapes and murders had been a poor one. They were giving the
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'Rector's Daughter' one final boost-gIvIng her, In fact, the place of honour at
the top left-hand corner of the front page
Dorothy gazed Inertly at the photograph A gIrl'S face, lookIng out at her
from beds of black unappetIzIng prInt-It conveyed absolutely nothmg to her
mInd She re-read mechanIcally the words, 'PASSION DRAMA IN COUNTRY
RECTORY', WIthout eIther understandIng them or feelIng the slIghtest Interest
In them She was, she dIscovered, totally unequal to the effort of readmg, even
the effort of lookIng at the photographs was too much for her Heavy sleep was
weIghIng down her head Her eyes, In the act of clOSIng, flItted across the page
to a photograph that was eIther of Lord Snowden or of the man who wouldn't
wear a truss, and then, In the same Instant, she fell asleep, WIth Pzppzn's Weekry
acrosS her knees
It was not uncomfortable agaInst the corrugated Iron wall of the hut, and she
hardly stIrred tIll SIX o'clock, when Nobby woke her up to tell her that he had
got tea ready, whereat Dorothy put p"ppzn's Weekly thrIftIlY away (It would
come In for lIghtIng the fire), WIthout lookmg at It agam So for the moment the
chance of solvIng her problem passed by And the problem mIght have
remaIned unsolved even for months longer, had not a dIsagreeable aCCIdent, a
week later, frIghtened her out of the contented and unreflectIng state In WhIch
she was lIVIng

5
The follOWIng Sunday nIght two polIcemen suddenly descended upon the
camp and arrested Nobby and two others for theft
It happened aU In a moment, and Nobby could not have escaped even If he
had been warned beforehand, for the countrysIde was pullulatIng WIth speCIal
constables There are vast numbers of speCIal constables m Kent They are
sworn In every autumn-a sort of mIlItIa to deal WIth the maraudIng trIbes of
hop-pIckers The farmers had been growmg tlred of the orchard-robbmg, and
had deCIded to make an example, zn terrorem
Of course there was a tremendous uproar In the camp Dorothy came out of
her hut to dIscover what was the matter, and saw a fireht nng of people towards
wruch everyone was runnmg She ran after them, and a horrId chIll went
through her, because It seemed to her that she knew already what It was that
had happened She managed to wrIggle her way to the front of the crowd, and
saw the very thIng that she had been fearIng
There stood N obby, m the. gJIp of an enormous polIceman, and another
polIceman was holdIng two frIghtened youths by the arms One of them, a
wretched child hardly SIXteen years old, was crymg bitterly Mr CaIrns, a stlffbUIlt man WIth grey wlusker~> and two farm hands, were keepIng guard over
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the stolen property that had been dug out of the straw of Nobby's hut ExhIbIt
A, a pIle of apples, ExhIbIt B, some blood-staIned chIcken feathers Nobby
caught SIght of Dorothy among the crowd, grInned at her WIth a flash of large
teeth, and WInked There was a confused dIn of shoutIng
'Look at the pore lIttle b- crYIng' Let '1m go' Bloody shame, pore little kId
lIke that' Serve the young bastard rIght, gettIng us all Into trouble' Let 'lffi go'
Always got to put the blame on us bloody hOp-pIckers' Can't lose a bloody
apple Without It's us that's took It Let '1m go' Shut up, can't you';) S'pose they
was your bloody apples';> Wouldn't you bloodlwell-' etc, etc, etc And then
'Stand back mate' 'Ere comes the kId's mother'
A huge Toby Jug of a woman, WIth monstrous breasts and her haIr comIng
down her back, forced her way through the rIng of people and began roarIng
first at the pohceman and Mr CaIrns, then at Nobby, who had led her son
astray. FInally the farm hands managed to drag her away Through the
woman's yells Dorothy could hear Mr CaIrns gruffly InterrogatIng Nobby
'Now then, young man, Just you own up and tell us who you shared them
apples wIth' We're gOlng to put a stop to thIS thIeVIng game, once and for all
You own up, and I dessay we'll take It Into consIderatIOn'
Nobbyanswered, as bhthely as ever, 'ConsIderatIOn, your a-I'
'Don't you get gIVIng me any of your IIp, young man' Or else you'll catch It
all the hotter when you go up before the maglstrate '
'Catch It hotter, your a-I'
Nobby grInned HIS own WIt filled hIm WIth dehght He caught Dorothy's
eye and wmked at her once agaIn before beIng led away And that was the last
she ever saw of hIm
There was further shoutIng, and when the prisoners were removed a few
dozen men followed them, bOOlng at the pohcemen and Mr CaIrns, but
nobody dared to Interfere Dorothy meanwhIle had crept away, she dId not
even stop to find out whether there would be an opportunIty of sayIng goodbye to Nobby-she was too frIghtened, too anXIOUS to escape Her knees were
trembhng uncontrollably When she got back to the hut, the other women
were SIttIng up, talkIng excItedly about Nobby's arrest She burrowed deep
Into the straw and hId herself, to be out of the sound of theIr VOIces They
contInued talktng half the nIght, and of course, because Dorothy had
supposedly been Nobby's 'tart', they kept condobng WIth her and plYIng her
wlth questIons She dId not answer them-pretended to be asleep_ But there
would be, she knew well enough, no sleep for her that nIght
The whole thIng had frIghtened and upset her-but It had fnghtened her
more than was reasonable or understandable For she was In no kInd of danger
The farm hands dId not know that she had shared the stolen apples-for that
matter, nearly everyone In the camp had shared them-and Nobby would never
betray her It was not even that she was greatly concerned for Nobby, who was
frankly not troubled by the prospect of a month In flUl It was somethlng that
was happenIng InSIde her-some change that was takIng place In the
atmosphere of her mInd
It seemed to her that she was nO longerthe same person that she had been an
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hour ago Within her and without, everythIng was changed It was as though a
bubble In her braIn had burst, settIng free thoughts, feehngs, fears of which
she had forgotten the eXistence All the dreamhke apathy of the past three
weeks was shattered For It was precisely as In a dream that she had been
hVlng-lt IS the especial condItIOn of a dream that one accepts everythIng,
questIons nothIng DIrt, rags, vagabondage, beggIng, steahng-all had seemed
natural to her Even the loss of her memory had seemed natural, at least, she
had hardly gIven It a thought tIll thiS moment The questIon 'Who am I';)' had
faded out of her mInd tIll sometImes she had forgotten It for hours together It
was only now that It returned WIth any real urgency
For nearly the whole of a miserable nIght that questIon went to and fro In her
braIn But It was not so much the questIOn Itself that troubled her as the
knowledge that It was about to be answered Her memory was commg back to
her, that was certaIn, and some ugly shock was commg WIth It She actually
feared the moment when she should dIscover her own Identlty Something that
she dId not want to face was waiting Just below the surface of her
conSCIOusness
At half past five she got up and groped for her shoes as usual She went
outSide, got the fire gOIng, and stuck the can of water among the hot embers to
boll Just as she dId so a memory, seeming Irrelevant, flashed across her mInd
It was of that halt on the VIllage green at Wale, a fortnIght ago-the tIme when
they had met the old Inshwoman, Mrs McElhgot Very VIVIdly she
remembered the scene. Herself lYIng exhausted on the grass, WIth her arm over
her face, and Nobby and Mrs McElbgot talkIng across her supIne body; and
Char he, WIth succulent rehsh, readIng out the poster, 'Secret Love LIfe of
Rector's Daughter', and herself, mystIfied but not deeply Interested, sittIng up
and askIng, 'What IS a Rector?'
At that a deadly chIll, hke a hand of Ice, fastened about her heart She got up
and hurned, almost ran back to the hut, then burrowed down to the place
where her sacks lay and felt in the straw beneath them In that vast mound of
straw all your loose posseSSIons got lost and gradually worked theIr way to the
bottom But after searchIng for some minutes, and gettmg herself well cursed
by several women who were snIl half asleep, Dorothy found what she was
lookIng for It was the copy of Pipp-m's Weekly whIch Nobby had given her a
week ago. She took It outSIde, knelt down, and spread it out 10 the bght of the
fire
It was on the front page-a photograph, and three blgheadhnes Yes! There
It was!
PASSION DRAMA IN COUNTRY RBCTORY
PARSON S DAUGHTER AND ELDERLY SBDUCER
WHITE--HAIRBD FATHER PROSTRATB WITH GRIEF

(PJppm's Weekly Specuzl)

'I would sooner have seen her III her grave!' was th~ heartbroken cry of the Rev Charles H-are,

Rector Qf Knype HUl2- Su:tfolk~ on leanp.ng of lU8 twenty-elght-year-old daughter's elopement
Wlth an elderly bachelor named Waro'll.t1;on, described,s an artlSt
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MISS Hare, who left the town on the mght of the twenty-first of August, IS stIll mISSIng, and all
attempts to trace her have failed [In leaded type] Rumour, as yet unconfirmed, states that she was
recently seen with a male compamon In a hotel of evIl repute In Vienna

Readers of P2PPzn 's Weekly wIll recall that the elopement took place In dramatic circumstances
A httle before mldmght on the twenty-first of August, Mrs EvelIna Sempnll, a WIdowed lady who
mhablts the house next door to Mr Warburton's, happened by chance to look out of her bedroom
WIndow and saw Mr Warburton standIng at hIS front gate In conversatlOn with a young woman As
It was a clear moonhght mght, Mrs Semprl11 was able to dIstInguIsh thiS young woman as MISS
Hare, the Rector's daughter The paIr remaIned at the gate for several mInutes, and before gOIng
Indoors they exchanged embraces whIch Mrs Sempnll describes as beIng of a passlOnate nature
About half an hour later they reappeared In Mr Warburton's car, whlc.h was backed out of the
front gate~ and drove off In the direction of the IpSWich road MISS Hare was dressed In scanty
attire, and appeared to be under the Influence of alcohol
It IS now learned that for some time past MISS Hare had been In the habIt of makIng clandestIne
VISits to Mr Warburton's house Mrs Sempnll, who could only With great dlfficulty be persuaded
to speak upon so paInful a subject, has further revealed-

Dorothy crumpled Pzppzn's Weekly VIOlently between her hands and thrust
It Into the fire, upsettIng the can of water There was a cloud of ashes and
sulphurous smoke, and almost In the same Instant Dorothy pulled the paper
out of the fire unburnt No use funklng It-better to learn the worst She read
on, WIth a hornble fascinatlOn It was not a nIce kInd of story to read about
yourself For It was strange, but she had no longer any shadow of doubt that
thIS gIrl of whom she was readIng was herself She examIned the photograph
It was a blurred, nebulous thIng, but qUIte unmIstakable BeSIdes, she had no
need of the photograph to remInd her She could remember everythIng-every
CIrcumstance of her hfe, up to that evenIng when she had come home tIred out
from Mr Warburton's house, and, presumably, fallen asleep In the
conservatory It was all so clear In her mInd that It was almost IncredIble that
she had ever forgotten It
She ate no breakfast that day, and dId not th10k to prepare anything for the
mIdday meal; but when the tIme came, from force of habIt, she set out for the
hopfields With the other pIckers WIth dIfficulty, being alone~ she dragged the
heavy bm Into POSItion, pulled the next blne down and began picking But
after a few mInutes she found that It was qUIte ImpOSSIble,. even the me cham cal
labour of pIckIng was beyond her That horrible, lYIng story In Pzppzn's
Weekly had so unstrung her that It was ImpOSSIble even for an Instant to focus
her mInd upon anythIng else Its lIckensh phrases were gOIng over and over 10
her head 'Embraces of a paSSIOnate nature' - 'In scanty attIre' - 'under the
Influence ofalcohol'-as each one came back Into her memory It brought WIth It
such a pang that she wanted to cry out as though In phYSical paIn
Mter a whlle she stopped even pretendlng to pIck, let the blne fall across her
bm, and sat down against one of the posts that supported the WIres The other
pIckers observed her plIght, and were sympathetIc Ellen was a bit cut up, they
said What else could you expect, after her bloke had been knocked ofi?
(Everyone In theJCamp, of course, had taken 1t for granted that Nobby was
D'Orothy's lover) They adVIsed her to go down to the farm ~nd report Sick
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And towards twelve o'clock, when the measurer was due, everyone m the set
came across wIth a hatful of hops and dropped It mto her bm
When the measurer arrIved he found Dorothy stll1 sIttmg on the ground
Beneath her dl!t and sunburn she was very pale, her face looked haggard, and
much older than before Her bIn was twenty yards behInd the rest of the set,
and there were less than three bushels of hops In It
'What's the game'>' he demanded 'You liP'
'No'
'Well, why aIn't you bIn pickIn', then'> What you thInk thIS Is-tOff'S pIcnIc'>
You don't come up 'ere to SIt about on the ground, you know'
'You cheese It and don't get naggIng of 'erl' shouted the old cockney
costerwoman suddenly 'Can't the pore gIrl 'ave a bIt of rest and peace If she
wants It'> AIn't 'er bloke In the chnk thanks to you and your bloody nosIng pals
of coppers) She's got enough to worry 'er 'thout beIng - about by every
bloody copper's nark In KentI'
'That'll be enough from you, Mal' saId the measurer gruffly, but he looked
more sympathetIc on heanng that It was Dorothy's lover who had been arrested
on the preVIOUS nIght When the costerwoman had got her kettle bOlhng she
called Dorothy to her bIn and gave her a cup of strong tea and a hunk of bread
and cheese, and after the dInner Interval another pIcker who had no partner
was sent up to share Dorothy's bIn He was a small, weazened old tramp
named Deafie Dorothy felt somewhat better after the tea Encouraged by
Deafie's example-for he was an excellent pIcker-she managed to do her faIr
share of work dUrIng the afternoon
She had thought tbmgs over, and was less dIstracted than before The
phrases In Pzppzn's Weekly stIll made her WInce wIth shame, but she was equal
now to faCIng the situatlOn She understood well enough what had happened to
her, and what had led to Mrs Sempnll's hbel Mrs Sempnll had seen them
together at the gate and had seen Mr Warburton kIssIng her, and after that,
when they were both mIssIng from Knype Hdl, It was only too natural-natural
for Mrs Sempnll, that IS-tO Infer that they had eloped together As for the
pIcturesque detaIls, she had Invented them later Or had she Invented them";)
That was the one thIng you could never be certaIn of WIth Mrs
Semprlll-whether she told her hes conscIously and delIberately as hes, or
whether, In her strange and dIsguStIng mInd, she somehow succeeded In
behevlng them
Well, anyway, the harm was done-no use worryIng about It any longer.
Meanwhlle, there was the questIon of gettIng back to Knype HIll She would
have to send for some clothes, and she would need two pounds for her traIn
fare home Home' The word sent a pang through her heart Home, after weeks
of dIrt and hunger I How she longed for It, now that she remembered It'

But-'
A chllly little doubt l'81sed Its head There was one aspect of the matter that
she had not thought of till thi'S moment GQuid she, after all, go home~ Dared
she?
Could she face Knype Hill 'after everythmg that had happened? That was
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the questlOn When you have figured on the front page of Pzppzn's Weekly-'ln
scanty attIre' - 'under the Influence of alcohol' -ah, don't let's thInk of It agaIn'
But when you have been plastered all over wIth horrible, dishonounng lIbels,
can you go back to a town of two thousand InhabItants where everybody knows
everybody else's private hIstory and talks about It all day long?
She dId not know-could not decIde At one moment It seemed to her that
the story of her elopement was so palpably absurd that no one could pOSSIbly
have belIeved It Mr Warburton, for Instance, could contradIct It-most
certaInly would contradIct It, for every pOSSIble reason But the next moment
she remembered that Mr Warburton had gone abroad, and unless thIS affaIr
had got Into the contInental newspapers, he mIght not even have heard of It,
and then she quaIled agaIn She knew what It means to have to hve down a
scandal In a small country town The glances and furtIve nudges when you
passed' The prYIng eyes follOWIng you down the street from behInd curtaIned
WIndows' The knots of youths on the corners round BlIfil-Gordon's factory,
lewdly dISCUSSIng you'
'George' Say, George' J'a see that bIt of stuff over there? WIth faIr 'aIr?'
'What, the skInny one? Yes 'Oo's she?'
'Rector's daughter, she IS MISS' Are But, say' What you thInk she done two
years ago? Done a bunk WIth a bloke old enough to bIn 'er father Regular
properly went on the razzle WIth '1m In PariS' Never thInk It to look at 'er,
would you?'
'Goon"
'She dId' StraIght, she dId It was In the papers and all Only' e gIve' er the
chuck three weeks afterwards, and she come back 'orne agaIn as bold as brass
Nerve, eh?'
Yes, It would take some lIVIng down For years, for a decade It mIght be, they
would be talkIng about her hk.e that And the worst of It was that the story In
Pzppzn's Weekly was probably a mere bowdlerIzed vestIge of what Mrs
Sempnll had been sayIng In the town Naturally, Pzppzn's Weekly had not
wanted to commIt Itself too far But was there anythIng that would ever
restraIn Mrs SempnlP Only the lImIts of her Imagmation-and they were
almost as WIde as the sky
One thIng, however, reassured Dorothy, and that was the thought that her
father, at any rate, would do hIS best to shIeld her Of course, there would be
others as well I t was not as though she were fnendless The church
congregatIon, at least, knew her and trusted her, and the Mothers' U ruon and
the GIrl GUIdes and the women on her VISItIng lIst would never belIeve such
stones about her But It was her father who mattered most Almost any
SItuation IS bearable If you have a home to go back to and a famIly who WIll
stand by you. WIth courage, and her father's support, she mIght face thIngs
out By the evemng she had deCIded that It would be perfectly all nght to go
back to Knype HIll, though no doubt It would be dIsagreeable at first, and
when work was over for the day she 'subbed' a shIllIng, and went down to the
general shop In the vIllage and bought a penny packet of notepaper Back In the
camp, SIttIng on the grass by the fire-no tables or chairs In the camp, of
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Dearest Father,- I can't tell you how glad I am, after everythmg that has happened, to be able to
wnte to you agam And I do hope you have not been too anXIOUS about me or too worned by those
horrIble storIes m the ne\\spapers I don't know what you must have thought when I suddenly
dtsappeared hke that and you dIdn't hear from me for nearly a month But you see-'

How strange the pencIl felt In her torn and stIffened fingers' She could only
WrIte a large, sprawlmg hand lIke that of a chIld But she wrote a long letter,
eXplaInIng everythmg, and askIng hIm to send her some clothes and two
pounds for her fare home Also, she asked hIm to Wrlte to her under an
assumed name she gave hIm-Ellen Millborough, after Mdlborough 1U
Suffolk It seemed a queer thIng to have to do, to use a false name,
dIshonest-CrImInal, almost But she dared not rIsk Its beIng known In the
VIllage, and perhaps In the camp as well, that she was Dorothy Hare, the
notOrIOUS 'Rector's Daughter'

6
Once her mInd was made up, Dorothy was pInIng to escape from the hop
camp On the followIng day she could hardly brmg herself to go on WIth the
stupId work of pIckIng, and the dIscomforts and bad food were mtolerable now
that she had memOrIes to compare them WIth She would have taken to flIght
ImmedIately If only she had had enough money to get her home The Instant
her father's letter With the two pounds arrIved, she would say good-bye to the
Tudes and take the tram for home, and breathe a SIgh of relIef to get there, In
spIte of the ugly scandals that had got to be faced.
On the thIrd day after wrItmg she went down the Village post office and asked
for her letter The postmIstress, a woman With the face of a dachshund and a
bItter contempt for all hOp-pIckers, told her frostIly that no letter had come
Dorothy was dIsappOInted A PItY-It must have been held Up m the post
However, It dIdn't matter; tomorrow would be soon enough-only another day
to walt
The next evemng she went agaIn, qUIte certam that It would have arrIved
thIS tIme Still no letter ThIS tIme a misgIVIng assaIled her; and on the fifth
evenIng, when there was yet agam no letter, the mIsglvmg changed Into a
horrIble pamc She bought another packet of notepaper and wrote an
enormous letter, USIng up the whole four sheets, explaInIng over and over
agaIn what had happened and Imploring her father not to leave her In such
suspense. Havmg posted It, she made up her nund that she would let a whole
week go by before calbng at the post offi-ee agaIn
ThIS was Saturday. By Wednesday her resolve had broken down When the
hooter sQunded for the midday mterval she left her bIn and hurrIed down to
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the post office-It was a mde and a half away, and It meant mIsSIng her dInner
Havmg got there she went shame-facedly up to the counter, almost afratd to
speak The dog-faced postmIstress was SIttIng In her brass-barred cage at the
end of the counter, tIckIng figures In a long shaped account book She gave
Dorothy a brIef nosy glance and went on wIth her work, takIng no notIce of
her
SomethIng paInful was happemng In Dorothy's dIaphragm She was findIng
It dIfficult to breathe, 'Are there any letters for me';)' she managed to say at last
'Name';)' satd the postmIstress, tIckIng away
'Ellen Mlllborough '
The postmIstress turned her long dachshund nose over her shoulder for an
Instant and glanced at the M partItIOn of the Poste Restante letter-box
'No,' she saId, turnIng back to her account book
In some manner Dorothy got herself outSIde and began to walk back
towards the hopfields, then halted A deadly feelIng of emptIness at the pIt of
her stomach, caused partly by hunger, made her too weak to walk
Her father's SIlence could mean only one thIng He belIeved Mrs Sempnll's
story-belIeved that she, Dorothy, had run away from home In dIsgraceful
CIrcumstances and then told hes to excuse herself He was too angry and too
dIsgusted to wnte to her All he wanted was to get rId of her, drop all
commurucatIOn WIth her, get her out of SIght and out of mInd, as a mere
scandal to be covered up and forgotten
She could not go home after thIS She dared not Now that she had seen what
her father's attItude was, It had opened her eyes to the rashness of the thing she
had been contemplatIng Of course she could not go home' To slInk back In
disgrace, to bnng shame on her father's house by coming there-ah,
lIDpossible, utterly ImpossIble' How could she even have thought of It';)
What then,;) There was nothIng for It but to go right away-rIght away to
some place that was big enough to hIde In London, perhaps Somewhere
where nobody knew her and the mere SIght of her face or mentIon of her name
would not drag Into the hght a stnng of dIrty memones
As she stood there the sound of bells floated towards her, from the Village
church round the bend of the road, where the rIngers were amUSIng themselves
by rIngIng 'AbIde With Me', as one pIcks out a tune With one finger on the
plano But presently 'AbIde WIth Me' gave way to the famihar Sundaymormng Jangle 'Oh do leave my WIfe alone' She IS so drunk she can't get
homel'-the same peal that the bells of St Athelstan's had been used to nng
three years ago before they were unswung The sound planted a spear of
homeSIckness In Dorothy's heart, bnnging back to her WIth momentary
VIVidness a medley of remembered thIngs-the smell of the glue-pot In the
conservatory when she was making costumes for the school play, and the
chatter of starllngs outSide her bedroom Window, Interrupting her prayers
before Holy CommunIon, and Mrs Paher's doleful VOice chroruclIng the pmns
In the backs of her legs, and the worries of the collapSIng belfry and the shopdebts and the bIndweed in the peas-all the multitudmous, urgent detaIls of a
hfe that had alternated between work and prayer
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Prayer' For a very short tIme, a mInute perhaps, the thought arrested her
Prayer-In those days It had been the very source and centre of her hfe In
trouble or In hapPIness, It was to prayer that she had turned And she
realIzed-the first tIme that It had crossed her mInd-that she had not uttered a
prayer since leaVIng home, not even SInce her memory had come back to her
Moreover, she was aware that she had no longer the smallest Impulse to pray
Mechamcally) she began a whIspered prayer, and stopped almost Instantly, the
words were empty and futIle Prayer, which had been the mamstay of her hfe,
had no meanIng for her any longer She recorded thIS fact as she walked slowly
up the road, and she recorded It bnefly, almost casually, as though It had been
somethIng seen In passlng-a flower In the dItch or a bud crossmg the
road-somethIng notIced and then dIsmIssed She had not even the tIme to
reflect upon what It mIght mean It was shouldered out of her mmd by more
momentous thIngs
It was of the future that she had got to be thmkmg now She was already
faIrly clear In her mInd as to what she must do When the hOp-pIckmg was at an
end she must go up to London, WrIte to her father for money and her
clothes-for however angry he mIght be, she could not belIeve that he Intended
to leave her utterly In the lurch-and then start lookmg for a Job It was the
measure of her Ignorance that those dreaded words 'lookmg for a Job' sounded
hardly at all dreadful 10 her ears She knew herself strong and WIllIng-knew
that there were plenty of Jobs that she was capable of dOIng She could be a
nursery governess, for Instance-no, better, a housemaid or a parlourmaid
There were not many thIngs In a house that she could not do better than most
servants, beSIdes, the more menIal her Job, the eaSIer It would be to keep her
past lnstory secret
At any rate, her father's house was closed to her, that was certaIn From now
on she had got to fend for herself On thIS deCISIon, WIth only a very dIm Idea of
what It meant, she qUIckened her pace and got back to the fields m tIme for the
afternoon ShIft
The hOp-pIcking season had not much longer to run In a week or
thereabouts CaIrns's would be clOSIng down, and the cockneys would take the
hoppers' traIn to London, and the gypSIes would catch theu horses, pack their
caravans, and march northward to LIncolnshIre, to scramble for Jobs In the
potato fields As for the cockneys, they had had theIr bellyful of hOP-PickIng by
thIS tIme They were pIning to be back In dear old London, WIth Woolworths
and the fned-fish shop round the corner, and no more sleepIng In straw and
frymg bacon In tIn bds WIth your eyes weepIng from wood smoke Hoppmg
was a holIday, but the kmd of holtday that you were glad to see the last of You
came down cheermg, but you went home cheering louder stIll and swearmg
that you would never go hoppIng aga1O....untll next August, when you had
forgotten the cold mghts and the bad pay and the damage to your hands, and
remembered only the blowsy afternoons In the sun and the boozmg of stone
pots of beer round the red camp fires at mght
The mormngs were growmg bleak and Novemberlsh, grey sloes, the first
leaves fallIng) and finches and starlings already flocking for the Wlnter~
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Dorothy had wntten yet agaIn to her father, askIng for money and some
clothes, he had left her letter unanswered, nor had anybody else wntten to her
Indeed, there was no one except her father who knew her present address, but
somehow she had hoped that Mr Warburton mIght wnte Her courage almost
faIled her now, especIally at mghts In the wretched straw, when she lay awake
thlnkmg of the vague and menacIng future She pIcked her hops WIth a sort of
desperatIOn, a sort of frenzy of energy, more aware ~ach day that every handful
of hops meant another fraction of a farthIng between herself and starvatlOn
Deafie, her bIn-mate, lIke herself, was pIckIng agaInst tIme, for It was the last
money he would earn tIll next year's hoppIng season came round The figure
they aImed at was five shIllIngs a day-thIrty bushels-between the two of them,
but there was no day when they qUite attaIned It
Deafie was a queer old man and a poor companIOn after Nobby, but not a
bad sort He was a ShIP'S steward by profeSSIon, but a tramp of many years'
standmg, as deaf as a post and therefore somethtng of a Mr F's aunt In
conversatIon He was also an exhIbItIOnIst, but qUIte harmless For hours
together he used to SIng a lIttle song that went 'WIth my Willy WIlly-wzth my
WIlly willy', and though he could not hear what he was SInging It seemed to
cause hIm some kind of pleasure He had the hatnest ears Dorothy had ever
seen There were tufts lIke mInIature Dundreary whIskers grOWIng out of each
of hIS ears Every year Deafie came hOp-pIckIng at CaIrns's farm, saved up a
pound, and then spent a paradISIac week In a lodging-house In NeWIngton
Butts before gOIng back to the road ThIS was the only week In the year when
he slept In what could be called, except by courtesy, a bed
The pIckIng came to an end on 28 September There were several fields stIll
unplcked, but they were poor hops and at the last moment Mr Catrns deCIded
to 'let them blow' Set number I9 finished theIr last field at two In the
afternoon, and the lIttle gypsy foreman swarmed up the poles and retrIeved the
derelIct bunches, and the measurer carted the last hops away As he
dIsappeared there was a sudden shout of 'Put 'em In the bIns I' and Dorothy
saw SIX men bearing down upon her With a fiendIsh expression on theIr faces,
and all the women In the set scattermg and runmng Before she could collect
her Wits to escape the men had seIzed her, laid her at full length In a bin and
swung her VIolently from SIde to SIde. Then she was dragged out and kIssed by
a young gypsy smellIng of onions She struggled at first, but she saw the same
thIng beIng done to the other women In the set, so she submitted It appeared
that puttlng the women In the bms was an mvarlable custom on the last day of
picking There were great domgs In the camp that nIght, and not much sleep
for anybody Long after mldrught Dorothy found herself mOVing WIth a rIng of
people about a mIghty fire, one hand clasped by a rosy butcher-boy and the
other by a. very drunk old woman In a Scotch bonnet out of a cracker, to the
tune of 'Auld Lang Syne'.
In the mornin~ they went up to the farm to draw thelt money" and Dorothy
drew one pound and fourpence, and earned another fivepence by adding up
thelT tally books for people who could not read 01" wrIte The cockney pickers
P.aI4., ¥~u a penny for dus JQb; the gxpsles pal,d you only In flattery Then
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Dorothy set out for West Ackworth statlOn, four mIles away, together wIth the
Turles, Mr Turle carryIng the tIn trunk, Mrs Turle carrymg the baby, the
other chlldren carrYing variOUS odds and ends, and Dorothy wheehng the
perambulator whIch held the Turles' entIre stock of crockery, and whIch had
two cIrcular wheels and two ellIptIcal
They got to the statlOn about mIdday, the hoppers' traIn was due to start at
one, and It arrived at two and started at a quarter past three After a Journey of
IncredIble slowness, zIgzaggIng all over Kent to pIck up a dozen hOp-pIckers
here and half a dozen there, gOIng back on Its tracks over and over agaIn and
backIng Into SIdIngs to let other traIns pass-taking, In fact, SIX hours to do
thIrty-five mIles-It landed them In London a lIttle after nIne at nIght

7
Dorothy slept that nIght wIth the Tudes They had grown so fond of her that
they would have gIven her shelter for a week or a fortrught If she had been
wIllmg to Impose on theIr hospItalIty TheIr two rooms (they bved In a
tenement house not far from Tower Bridge Road) were a tIght fit for seven
people IncludIng chIldren, but they made her a bed of sorts on the floor out of
two rag mats, an old cushlOn and an overcoat
In the mornIng she saId good-bye to the Turles and thanked them for all
theIr kIndness towards her, and then went straIght to Bermondsey pubhc baths
and washed off the accumulated dIrt of five weeks After that she set out to look
for a lodgIng, haVIng In her possesslOn SIxteen and elghtpence In cash, and the
clothes she stood up In She had darned and cleaned her clothes as best she
could, and beIng black they dId not show the dIrt qulte as badly as they trught
have done From the knees down she was now passably respectable On the last
day of pIckIng a 'home pIcker' In the next set, named Mrs Kdlfrew, had
presented her WIth a good paIr of shoes that had been her daughter's, and a paIr
of woollen stockIngs
It was not untIl the evemng that Dorothy managed to find herself a room
For somethIng hke ten hours she was wanderIng up and down, from
Bermondsey Into Southwark, from Southwark lnto Lambeth, through
labYrinthIne streets where snotty-nosed chlldren played at hop-scotch on
pavements hornble WIth banana sklns and decaYIng cabbage leaves. At every
house she tned It was the same story....the landlady refused porot...blank to take
her In One after another a succeSSIOn of hosttle women, standIng in the)1
doorways as defenSIvely as though she had been a 1;llotor ~dtt or a
government Inspector, looked her Up and down, sBld bnefiy, 'We don"t ta4e
smgIe girls,' and shut the dQor In her face. She did not know It, of cOUt'$e~ but
the very look of her was enougll to rouse any respectable landlady's suspicions
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Her stamed and ragged clothes they mIght possIbly have put up wIth, but the
fact that she had no luggage damned her from the start A sIngle gIrl wIth no
luggage IS InvarIably a bad lot-thIs IS the first and greatest of the apophthegms
of the London landlady
At about seven o'clock, too tIred to stand on her feet any longer, she
ventured mto a filthy, flyblown httle cafe near the Old VIC theatre and asked
for a cup of tea The proprIetress, gettIng Into conversatIOn wIth her and
learnIng that she wanted a room, adVIsed her to 'try at Mary's, In Welbngs
Court, Jest orffthe Cut' 'Mary', It appeared, was not particular and would let a
room to anybody who could pay Her proper name was Mrs Sawyer, but the
boys all called her Mary
Dorothy found Welhngs Court WIth some dIfficulty You went along
Lambeth Cut tIll you got to a Jew clothes-shop called Knockout Trousers Ltd,
then you turned up a narrow alley, and then turned to your left agaIn up
another alley so narrow that Its grImy plaster walls almost brushed you as you
went In the plaster, perseverIng boys had cut the word -Innumerable tImes
and too deeply to be erased At the far end of the alley you found yourself In a
small court where four tall narrow houses WIth Iron staIrcases stood faCIng one
another
Dorothy made InqUIrIes and found 'Mary' In a subterranean den beneath
one of the houses She was a drabby old creature WIth remarkably thIn haIr and
face so emacIated that It looked lIke a rouged and powdered skull Her VOIce
was cracked, shreWIsh, and nevertheless Ineffably dreary She asked Dorothy
no questIOns, and Indeed scarcely even looked at her, but SImply demanded ten
shllhngs and then SaId In her ugly VOIce
'Twenty-mne ThIrd floor Go up be the back staIrs '
Apparently the back staIrs were those InSIde the house Dorothy went up the
dark, spIral staIrcase, between sweatIng walls, In a smell of old overcoats,
dIshwater and slops As she reached the second floor there was a loud squeal of
laughter, and two rowdy-lookIng gIrlS came out of one of the rooms and stared
at her for a moment They looked young, theIr faces beIng qUIte hIdden under
rouge and PInk powder, and theIr lIps paInted scarlet as geranIUm petals But
amId the PInk powder theIr chIna-blue eyes were tIred and old; and that was
somehow hornble, because It remInded you of a glrl'S mask WIth an old
woman's face behmd It The taller of the two greeted Dorothy
"UUo, deane"
'Hullo"
~you new 'ere' WhIch room you kIP pIng m?'
'Number twenty-nIne'
'God, am't that a bloody dungeon to put you In' You gOIng out torught";>'
'No, I don't thInk so,' saId Dorothy, pnvately a httle astomshed at the
questIon. 'I'm too tIred '
'Thought you wasn't, when I saw you 'adn't dolled up But, say' deane, you
mn't on the beach, are you";> Not spOlhng the ShIP for a 'aporth of tar? Because
ftlnstance If you want the lend of a lIpstIck, you only got to say the word
We're all chums'ere, you know '
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'Oh
No, thank you,' saId Dorothy, taken aback
'Oh, weIll TIme Dons and me was movmg Got a 'portant bUSIness
engagement In LeIcester Square' Here she nudged the other gIrl WIth her hlP,
and both of them snIggered In a SIlly mIrthless manner 'But, sayl' added the
taller girl confidentIally, 'aIn't It a bloody treat to 'ave a good nIght's kIP all
alone once In a way? WIsh I could All on your Jack Jones WIth no bloody great
man's feet shovIng you about'S all rIght when you can afford It, eh?'
'Yes,' SaId Dorothy, feelIng that tms answer was expected of her, and WIth
only a very vague notIOn of what the other was talkmg about
'Well, ta ta, deane' Sleep tIght And Jes' look out for the smash and grab
raIders 'bout 'ar-parse one"
When the two gIrlS had skIpped downstaIrs WIth another of theIr
meanIngless squeals of laughter, Dorothy found her way to room number 29
and opened the door A cold, eVIl smell met her The room measured about
eIght feet each way, and was very dark The furmture was sImple. In the
mIddle of the room, a narrow Iron bedstead WIth a ragged coverlet and greYIsh
sheets, agamst the wall, a packIng case WIth a tm baSIn and an empty WhISky
bottle Intended for water, tacked over the bed, a photograph of Bebe Damels
torn out of Fzlm Fun
The sheets were not only dIrty, but damp Dorothy got Into the bed, but she
had only undressed to her chemIse, or what was left of her chemIse, her
underclothes by thIS tIme beIng almost entIrely In rUlns, she could not brmg
herself to lay her bare body between those nauseous sheets And once In bed,
though she was achIng from head to foot WIth fatIgue, she could not sleep She
was unnerved and full of forebodIngs The atmosphere of thIS vIle place
brought home to her more VIVIdly than before the fact that she was helpless
and frIendless and had only SIX shIllIngs between herself and the streets
Moreover, as the mght wore on the house grew nOISIer and nOIsier The walls
were so thIn that you could hear everythIng that was happemng There were
bursts of shnll IdIOtiC laughter, hoarse male VOIces SInging, a gramophone
drawlIng out lImerIcks, nOISY kisses, strange deathlIke groans, and once or
tWIce the VIolent rattlIng of an Iron bed Towards mIdmght the nOIses began to
form themselves Into a rhythm In Dorothy's bram, and she fell lIghtly and
unrestfully asleep She was woken about a mInute later, as It seemed, by her
door beIng flung open, and two dImly seen female shapes rushed In, tore every
scrap of clothIng from her bed except the sheets, and rushed out agam. There
was a chronIC shortage of blankets at 'Mary's', and the only way of gettmg
enough of them was to rob somebody else's bed Hence the term 'smash and
grab raIders'
In the mornIng, half an hour before openmg tIme, Dorothy went to the
nearest publIc lIbrary to look at the advertlsements m the newspapers Already
a score of vaguely mangy-Iookmg people were prowlIng up and down, and the
number swelled by ones and twos tIll there were no less than slxty Presently
the doors of the lIbrary opened, and in they all surged, racing fOf a board at the
other end of the readIng-room where the (Situatlons Vacant' columns from
varlOus newspapers had been cut out!a~d pm,ned:q.p ~d. In. the wake oftbe
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Job-hunters came poor old bundles of rags, men and women both, who had
spent the nIght In the streets and came to the lIbrary to sleep They came
shamblIng In behInd the others, flopped down wIth grunts of relIef at the
nearest table, and pulled the nearest perIodIcal towards them, It mIght be the
Free Church Messenger, It mIght be the Vegetarzan Sentznel-It dIdn't matter
what It was, but you couldn't stay In the lIbrary unless you pretended to be
readIng They opened theIr papers, and In the same Instant fell asleep, wIth
theIr chIns on theIr breasts And the attendant walked round proddIng them In
turn lIke a stoker pokIng a succeSSIOn offires, and they grunted and woke up as
he prodded them, and then fell asleep again the Instant he had passed
MeanwhIle a battle was raging round the advertIsement board, everybody
strugglIng to get to the front Two young men In blue overalls came runnmg
up behmd the others, and one of them put hiS head down and fought hiS way
through the crowd as though It had been a football scrum In a moment he was
at the board He turned to hIS companIon "Ere we are, Joe-I got It I
"MechanICS wanted-Locke's Garage, Camden Town" C'm on out of It" He
fought hiS way out again, and both of them scooted for the door They were
gOIng to Camden Town as fast as theIr legs would carry them And at thiS
moment, In every publIc lIbrary In London, mechanICS out of work were
reading that IdentIcal notice and starting on the race for the Job, which In all
probabilIty had already been gIven to someone who could afford to buy a paper
for hImself and had seen the notIce at SIX In the mornIng
Dorothy managed to get to the board at last, and made a note of some of the
addresses where 'cook generals' were wanted There were plenty to choose
from-mdeed, half the ladles In London seemed to be cryIng out for strong
capable general servants With a hst of twenty addresses In her pocket, and
haVIng had a breakfast of bread and margarine and tea whIch cost her
threepence, Dorothy set out to look for a Job, not unhopefully
She was too Ignorant as yet to know that her chances of findIng work
unaIded were practIcally nIl, but the next four days gradually enhghtened her
Durmg those four days she applIed for eIghteen Jobs, and sent wrItten
applIcations for four others She trudged enormous distances all through the
southern suburbs: Clapham, BrIxton, DulwIch, Penge, Sydenham, Beckenham, Norwood-even as far as Croydon on one occaSIOn She was haled Into
neat suburban draWIng-rooms and IntervIewed by women of every
conceIvable type-large, chubby, bullying women, thIn, aCId, catty women,
alert fngld women In gold p~nce-nezJ vague ramblIng women who looked as
though they practIsed vegetarianISm or attended spIrItualIst seances And one
and all, fat or thIn, chIlly or motherly, they reacted to her In precIsely the same
way They SImply looked her over, heard her speak, stared InqUISItIvely, asked
her a dozen embarraSSIng and Impertment questIOns, and then turned her
down.
Any experIenced person could have told her how It would be In her
CIrcumstances It was not to be expected that anyone would take the rIsk of
emplOYIng her. Her ragged clothes and her lack of references were agaInst her,
and her educated accent, wluch she did not know how to disgwse, wrecked

A Clergyman's Daughter
341
whatever chances she mIght have had The tramps and cockney hOp-pIckers
had not notIced hel accent, but the suburban houseWIves notIced It qUIckly
enough, and It scared them In Just the same way as the fact that she had no
luggage had scared the landladIes The moment they had heard her speak, and
spotted her for a gentlewoman, the game was up She grew qUIte used to the
startled, mystIfied look that came over theIr faces as soon as she opened her
mouth-the pryIng, femInIne glance from her face to her damaged hands, and
from those to the darns In her skIrt Some of the women asked her outrIght
what a gIrl of her class was dOIng seekmg work as a servant They snIffed, no
doubt, that she had 'been In trouble' -that IS, had an 1llegttlffiate baby-and
after probIng her WIth theIr questIOns they got rId of her as qUIckly as possible
As soon as she had an address to gIve Dorothy had wntten to her father, and
when on the thIrd day no answer came, she wrote agam, despaIrmgly thIS
tIme-It was her fifth letter, and four had gone unanswered-tellIng hIm that
she must starve If he dId not send her money at once There was Just tIme for
her to get an answer before her week at 'Mary's' was up and she was thrown
out for not payIng her rent
MeanwhIle, she contInued the useless search for work, w1ule her money
dWIndled at the rate of a shIlhng a day-a sum Just suffiCIent to keep her alIve
whIle leaVIng her chrOnIcally hungry She had almost gIven up the hope that
her father would do anythIng to help her And strangely enough her first panIC
had dIed down, as she grew hungrIer and the chances of gettmg a Job grew
remoter, Into a speCIes of mIserable apathy She suffered, but she was not
greatly afraId The sub-world Into whIch she was descendmg seemed less
terrIble now that It was nearer
The autumn weather, though fine, was grOWIng colder Each day the sun,
fightIng hIS lOSIng battle agaInst the Winter, struggled a httle later through the
mIst to dye the house-fronts WIth pale aquarelle colours Dorothy was In the
streets all day, or In the publIc hbrary, only gOIng back to 'Mary's' to sleep, and
then takIng the precautIOn of draggIng her bed across the door She had
grasped by thIS tIme that 'Mary's' was-not actually a brothel, for there IS
hardly such a dung In London, but a well-known refuge of prostItutes It was
for that reason that you paId ten shIllIngs a week for a kennel not worth five
Old 'Mary' (she was not the proprIetress of the house, merely the manageress)
had been a prostItute herself In her day, and looked It LIVIng In such a place
damned you even In the eyes of Lambeth Cut Women SnIffed when you
passed them, men took an offenSIve Interest In you The Jew on the corner, the
owner of Knockout Trousers Ltd, was the worst of all He was a solId young
man of about thlrty, WIth bulgIng red cheeks and curly black haIr hke
astrakhan For twelve hours a day he stood on the pavement roarIng WIth
brazen lungs that you couldn't get a cheaper paIr of trousers In London, and
obstructmg the passers-by You had only to halt for a fraction of a second, and
he seIzed you by the arm and bundled you mSIde the shop by roam force. Once
he got you there hls manner became POSItIvely threatemng If you said
anythIng chsparaglog about hts trousers he offered to fight;! and weak-mmded
people bought pairs of trousers In sheer phYSIcal terror But busy though he
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was, he kept a sharp eye open for the 'bIrds', as he called them, and Dorothy
appeared to fascinate him beyond all other 'birds' He had grasped that she was
not a prostitute, but lIving at 'Mary's', she must-so he reasoned-be on the
very verge ofbecommg one The thought made his mouth water When he saw
her coming down the alley he would post himself at the corner, With his
massive chest well displayed and one black lecherous eye turned InquIrIngly
upon her ('Are you ready to begin yet~' hiS eye seemed to be saYing), and, as
she passed, give her a discreet pinch on the backSide
On the last morning of her week at 'Mary's', Dorothy went downstairs and
looked, With only a faint fl.lcker of hope, at the slate In the hallway where the
names of people for whom there were letters were chalked up There was no
letter for 'Ellen Millborough' That settled It, there was nothing left to do
except to walk out Into the street It did not occur to her to do as every other
woman In the house would have done-that IS, pItch a hard-up tale and try to
cadge another mght's lodgIng rent free She sImply walked out of the house,
and had not even the nerve to tell 'Mary' that she was gOlng
She had no plan, absolutely no plan whatever Except for half an hour at
noon when she went out to spend threepence out of her last fourpence on bread
and margarine and tea, she passed the entIre day In the publIc lIbrary, readIng
weekly papers In the mornIng she read the Barber's Record, and In the
afternoon Cage B'trds They were the only papers she could get hold of, for
there were always so many Idlers In the hbrary that you had to scramble to get
hold of a paper at all She read them from cover to cover, even the
advertIsements She pored for hours together over such technIcalIties as How
to strop French Razors, Why the ElectrIC HaIrbrush IS UnhygIenIc, Do
Budgies thrive on Rapeseed ~ It was the only occupatlOn that she felt equal to
She was In a strange lethargIC state In WhIch It was eaSIer to Interest herself In
How to strop French Razors than In her own desperate phght All fear had left
her Of the future she was utterly unable to think, even so far ahead as tonIght
she could barely see There was a nIght In the streets ahead of her, that was all
she knew, and even about that she only vaguely cared Meanwhile there were
Cage B'trds and the Barber's Record, and they were, strangely, absorbingly
Interesting
At nlOe o'clock the attendant came round WIth a long hooked pole and
turned out the gaslIghts, the hbrary was closed Dorothy turned to the left, up
the Waterloo Road, towards the rIver On the Iron footbrIdge she halted for a
moment The mght Wind was blOWIng Deep banks of mist, lIke dunes, were
O'Slng from the rIver, and, as the Wind caught them, sWirling north-eastward
across the town A SWIrl of mist enveloped Dorothy, penetratIng her thIn
clothes and makmg her shudder WIth a sudden foretaste of the night's cold
She walked on and arrIved, by the process of graVItation that draws all roofless
people to the same spot, at Trafalgar Square
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I
[SCENE Trafalgar Square D'lmly v'ls'lble through the mzst, a dozen people,
Dorothy among them, are grouped about one of the benches near the north
parapet]
CHARLIE [szngzng] 'All Mary, 'all Mary, 'a-II Ma-ary - [B'lg Ben strzkes ten]
SNOUTER [m'lm'lckzng the nmse] DIng dong, dmg dong l Shut your - nOIse, can't
you? Seven more hours of It on thIS - square before we get the chance of a
setdown and a bIt of sleep I CrIpes I
MR TALLBOYS [to h'lmselfJ Non sum qualzs eram bom sub regno Edward'll In the
days of my Innocence, before the DevIl carrIed me up Into a hIgh place and
dropped me Into the Sunday newspapers-that IS to say when I was Rector of
LIttle Fawley-cum-Dewsbury
DEAFIE [szngzng] WIth my WIlly WIlly, wzth my WIlly wIllyMRS WAYNE Ah, dearIe, as soon as I set eyes on you I knew as you was a lady
born and bred You and me've known what It IS to come down In the world,
haven't we, dearIe? It aIn't the same for us as what It IS for some of these
others here
CHARLIE [s'lngzng]. 'All Mary, 'all Mary, 'a-ll Ma-ary, full of grace l
MRS BENDIGO Calls hImself a bloody husband, does he? Four pound a week In
Covent Garden and 'IS WIfe dOIng a starry m the bloody Squarel Husbandl
MR TALLBOYS [to h'lmselfJ Happy days, happy days I My IVIed church under the
shelterIng htllslde-my red-tIled Rectory slumberIng among ElIzabethan
yews I My hbrary, my VInery, my cook, house-pariourmald and groomgardener I My cash In the bank, my name In Crockford I My black SUIt of
Irreproachable cut, my collar back to front, my watered sllk cassock In the
church precIncts
MRS WAYNE Of course the one thIng I do thank God for, deane, IS that my poor
dear mother never lIved to see thIS day Because If she ever had of hved to see
the day when her eldest daughter-as was brought up" mmd you, Wlth no
expense spared and mIlk straIght from the cow .
MRS BENDIGO Husband'
GINGER Come on, less 'ave a drum of tea whIle we got the chance Last we'll
get tonIght-coffee shop shuts at 'ar..parse ten
THE KIKE Dh Jesus l Thts bloody cold's gonna loll me' I aIn't got nothIng on
under my trousers Oh Je-e-e-eeze ,
CHARLIE [s'lng'lng] 'All Mary> 'all MarySNOUTER.' Fourpencel Fourpence for SIX - hours on the bum' And that~there
,,
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nosIng sod wIth the wooden leg queerIng our pItch at every boozer between
Aldgate and the MIle End Road WIth 'IS - wooden leg and 'IS war medals
as 'e bought In Lambeth Cut' Bastard'
DEAFIE [szngzng] WIth my WIlly WIlly, wzth my WIlly WillyMRS BENDIGO Well, I told the bastard what I thought of '1m, anyway 'Call
yourself a man';>' I says 'I've seen thIngs lIke you kep' In a bottle at the
'orspltal,' I says
MR TALLBOYS [to hzmselfJ Happy days, happy days' Roast beef and bobbIng
VIllagers, and the peace of God that passeth all understandmg' Sunday
mormngs In my oaken stall, cool flower scent and frou-frou of surplIces
mmglIng In the sweet corpse-laden aIr' Summer evenIngs when the late sun
slanted through my study wlndow-I penSIve, boozed WIth tea, In fragrant
wreaths of CavendIsh, thumbIng drowsIly some half-calf volume-Poetzcal
Works of Wzllzam Shenstone~ Esq ) Percy's Relzques of Anczent Englzsh Poetry,
J LemprIere, D D , professor of Immoral theology
GINGER Come on, 'oo's for that drum ofriddleme-ree';> We got the mIlk and we
got the tea QuestIOn IS, 'oo's got any bleedIng sugar,;>
DOROTHY ThIS cold, thIS cold' It seems to go rIght through you' Surely It
won't be lIke thIS all nIght';)
MRS BENDIGO Oh, cheese It' I 'ate these snIvellIng tarts
CHARLIE Am't It gOIng to be a proper perlsher, too';> Look at the perIShIng rIver
mIst creepIng up that there column Freeze the fish-hooks off of ole Nelson
before mornIng
MRS WAYNE Of course, at the tIme that I'm speakIng of we stIll had our lIttle
tobacco and sweetstuffbusiness on the corner, you'll understand
THE KIKE Oh Je-e-e-eeze' Lend's that overcoat of yours, GInger I'm bloody
freeZIng'
SNOQTER - double-crossIng bastard' P'raps I won't bash 'IS navel In when I
get a 'old of'lIn'
CHARLIE Fortunes 0' war, boy, fortunes 0' war PenshIng Square tonightrumpsteak and kIP on feathers tomorrow What else d'you expect on
perIshmg Thursday';)
MRS BENDIGO Shove up, Daddy, shove up' Thmk I want your lousy old 'ed on
my shoulder-me a marrIed woman';)
MR TALLBOYS [to h'tmselfj For preaching, chantIng, and Intomng I was
unrIvalled My 'LIft up your Hearts' was renowned throughout the dIocese
All styles I could do you, HIgh Church, Low Church, Broad Church and No
Church Throaty Anglo-Cat Warbhngs, straIght from the shoulder
muscular AnglIcan, or the adenoidal Low Church whIne m WhICh stIll lurk
the Houyhnhnm-notes of neIghIng chapel elders
DUFIE [stngtng]- Wzth my WIlly wIllyGINGER: Take your 'ands off that bleedIng overcoat, Klkle You don't get no
clo'es of mIne whde you got the chats on you
CHA,RLIE

[Slngzng].

As pants the 'art for coolIng streams,
When 'eated In the chase-

MRS MCELLIGOT [m her
MRS BENDIGO It's my
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sleep] Was 'at you, MIchael dear?
behef as the sneakIng bastard 'ad another wIfe lIvIng

when' e marned me
rJrom the roof of hzs mouth, stage curate-wzse, remznzscently] If any
of you know cause of Just ImpedIment why these two persons should not be
JOIned together In holy matnmony
THE KIKE A pal' A bloody pal' And won't lend hIS bloody overcoat'
MRS WAYNE Well, now as you've mentIoned It, I must admIt as I never was one
to refuse a nIce cup of tea I know that when our poor dear mother was alIve,
pot after pot we used to
NOSY WATSON [to hzmself, angrzly] Sod'
Gee'd mto It and then a stretch all
round
Never even done the bloody Job
Sad'
DEAFIE [szngzng] Wtth my WIlly wIllyMRS MCELLIGOT [half asleep] Dear MIchael
He was reallovmg, MIchael
was Tender an' true
Never looked at another man SInce dat evemn'
when I met'm outslde Kronk's slaughter-house an' he glmme de two pound
0' sausage as he'd bummed off de InternatIOnal Stores for hIS own
supper
MRS BENDIGO Well, I suppose we'll get that bloody tea thIS tIme tomorrow
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng, remznzscently] By the waters of Babylon we sat down
and wept, when we remembered thee, 0 Zlon'
DOROTHY' Oh, thIS cold, thIS cold'
SNOUTER Well, I don't do no more - starnes thIS SIde of ChrIstmas I'll 'ave
my kIP tomorrow If I 'ave to cut It out of theIr bowels
NOSYWATSON DetectIve, IS he";) SmIth of the Flymg Squad' Flymg Judas more
lIkely' All they can bloody dO-coppIng the old offenders what no beak won't
gIve a faIr chance
GINGER Well, I'm off for the fiddlede-dee 'Oo's got a couple of clods for the
water?
MRS MCELLIGOT [wakzng] Oh dear, oh dear' If my back am't faIr broke' Oh holy
Jesus, If dIS bench don't catch you across de kIdneys' An' dere was me
dreamtn' I was warm In kIP WId a mce cup a' tea an' two 0' buttered toast
waltIn' by me bedSIde Well, dere goes me last wmk 0' sleep tIll I gets Into
Lambeth publIc hb'ry tomorrow
DADDY [htl head emergzng from wzthzn hzs overcoat lzke a tortozse's from wtthzn tts
shell] Wassat you saId, boy? PaYIng money for water' How long've you bm
on the road, you Ignorant young seut? Money for bloody water? Bum It, boy,
bum It' Don't buy what you can bum and don't bum what you can steal
That's my word-fifty year on the road, man and boy. [Retzres wtthzn hzs
coat]
MR TALLBOYS [chanttng]: 0 all ye works of the LordDEAFIE [szngzngJ Wzth my WIlly wdlyCHARLlE: ~Oo was It copped you,. Nosy?
THE KIKE Oh Je-e-e-eeze!
MRS BENDIGO. Shove up) shove up! Seems to lIre some folks thInk they~ve t-ook a
mortgage on tws bloody 'Seat.

MR TALLBOYS
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MR TALLBOYS [chantzng] 0 all ye works of the Lord, curse ye the Lord, curse
HIm and vIhfy HIm for ever'
MRS MCELLIGOT What I always says IS, It's always us poor bloody CatholIcs
dat's down In de bloody dumps
NOSY WATSON SmIthy FlYIng Squad-flYIng sad' GIve us the plans of the
house and everythIng, and then had a van full of coppers waItIng and mpped
the lot of us I wrote It up In the Black Marla
'Detectlve SmIth knows how to gee,
Tell hIm he's a - from me '
SNOUTER 'Ere, what about our - tea';) Go on, KIkle, you're a young 'un, shut
that - nOIse and take the drums Don't you pay nothIng Worm It out of the
old tart Smvel Do the doleful
MRTALLBOYS [chantzng] 0 all ye chIldren of men, curse ye the Lord, curse HIm
and VIlIfy HIm for ever'
CHARLIE What, IS SmIthy crooked too';)
MRS BENDIGO I tell you~ what, gIrlS, I tell you what gets me down, and that's to
thmk of my bloody husband snOrIng under four blankets and me freezIng In
thIS bloody Square That's what I can't stomach The unnatural sad'
GINGER [szngzng] There they go-zn theIr Joy-Don't take that there drum WIth
the cold sausage In It, KIkie
NOSY WATSON Crooked';) Crooked") Why, a corkscrew 'ud look lIke a bloody
bradawl beside of hIm' There Isn't one of them double-sons of whores m
the FlYIng Squad but 'ud sell hIS grandmother to the knackers for two pound
ten and then SIt on her gravestone eatIng potato CrISpS The geeIng, narkmg
toe rag'
CHARLIE Penshing tough 'Ow many convIctIOns you got';)
GINGER [szngzng]
There they go-zn theIr JOy'Appy gIrl-lucky boyNOSYWATSON Fourteen You don't stand no chance WIth that lot agaInst you
MRS WAYNE What, don't he keep you, then';)
MRS BENDIGO No, I'm marrIed to thIS one, sod '1m'
CHARLIE I got penshlng mne myself
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng] 0 Al'lanIaS, Azanas and MIsael, curse ye the Lord,
curse HIm and vlhfy HIm for ever'
GINGER [szngzng]
There they go-zn theIr JOy'Appy gIrl-lucky boyBut 'ere am 1-1-1Broken-' a-a-aarted'
God, I aIn't 'ad a dIg In the grave for~three days 'Ow long SInce you washed
your face, Snouter';)
MRS MCELLIGOTt Oh dear, oh dear' If dat boy don't come soon WId de tea me
lnsldes'll dry up hke a bloody kIppered hernng
CHA.Rt.IE. You can't SIng, none of you Ought to 'ear Snouter and me 'long
towards ChrIstmas tIme when we pIpe up 'Good KIng Wenceslas' outsIde
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the boozers 'Ymns, too Blokes In the bar weep theIr penshmg eyes out to
'ear us 'Member when we tapped tWIce at the same 'ouse by mIstake,
Snouter? Old tart faIr tore the Innards out of us
MR TALLBOYS [marchzng up and down behznd an zmagznary drum and szngzng]
All thIngs vlle and damnable,
All creatures great and small[Bzg Ben strzkes half past ten]
SNOUTER [mzmzckzng the clock] DIng dong, dmg dong' SIX and a - half hours
of It' Cnpes'
GINGER Klkle and me knocked off four of them safety-razor blades m
Woolworth's's afternoon I'll' ave a dIg In the bleedIng fountams tomorrow
If I can bum a bIt of soap
DEAFIE When I was a stooard In the P & 0 , we used to meet them black
Indians two days out at sea, In them there great canoes as they call
catamaran,s, catching sea-turtles the SIze of dInner tables
MRS WAYNE DId yoo used to be a clergyman, then, sir?
MR TALLBOYS [halttng] After the order of MelchIzedec There IS no questIOn of
'used to be', Madam Once a pnest always a prIest Hoc est corpus hocuspocus Even though unfrocked-un-Crocked, we call It-and dog-collar
pubhcly torn off' by the bIshop of the dIocese
GINGER [szngzng] There they gO-1.n their Joy-Thank ChrIst' 'Ere comes KIkie
Now for the consultatIOn-free'
MRS BENDIGO Not before It's bloody needed
CHARLIE 'OW come they gIve you the sack, mate? Usual story? ChOIrgirls In the
famlly way?
MRS MCELLIGOT You've took your time, aIn't you, young man') But come on,
let's have a sup of It before me tongue falls out 0' me bloody mouth
MRS BENDIGO Shove up, Daddy' You're sIttIng on my packet of bloody sugar
MR TALLBOYS GIrlS IS a euphemIsm Only the usual fiannel-bloomered hunters
of the unmarned clergy Church hens-altar-dressers and brasspohshers-splnsters grOWIng bony and desperate There IS a demon that
enters mto them at thuty..five
THE KIKE The old bItch wouldn't gIve me the hot water Had to tap a toff In the
street and pay a penny for It
SNOUTER - hkely story' BIn sWiggIng It on the way more lIkely
DADDY Iemergzngfrom hzs overcoat] Drum 0' tea, eh? I could sup a drum 0' tea
[Belches sl1.ghtly ]
CHARLIE When their bubs get hke pensh1ng razor stops"'> I know
NOSY WATSON Tea-bloody catlap Better'n that cocoa In the stir, though
Lend's your cup, matte
GINGBR Jest walt'll I knock a 'ole In thIS tin of mIlk Shy us a money or your
hfe, someone
MRS BENDIGO· EaSYWlth that bloody sugar' '00 paId for It, I sh)d lIke to know",)
MR TALLBOYS When theIr bubs get bke razor stops. I thank thee for that
humour. PZPP1.n's Weekly made qUIte a featUre of the case. 'MISSIn.g Canon's
Sup Rosa Romance Intimate Revelatlons} ¥tnd also an Open Letter inj"o:/m
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Bull 'To a Skunk In Shepherd's ClothIng' A plty-I was marked out for
preferment [To Dorothy] Gaiters In the famIly, If you understand me You
would not think, would you, that the time has been when thIS unworthy
backSIde dented the plush cushIons of a cathedral stall';)
CHARLIE 'Ere comes Florry Thought she'd be along soon as we got the tea
gOIng Got a nose lIke a perIshmg vulture for tea, that girl 'as
SNOUTER Ay, always on the tap [Szngzng]
Tap, tap, tappety tap,
I'm a perfec' deVIl at thatMRS MCELLIGOT De poor kId, she ain't got no sense Why don't she go up to
Piccadilly Circus where she'd get her five bob reg'lar';) She won't do herself
no good bummIn' round de Square Wid a set of mIserable ole Tobles
DOROTHY Is that mIlk all right';)
GINGER All rIght';) [Applzes hzs mouth to one of the holes zn the tzn and blows A
stzcky greyzsh stream drzbbles from the other]

What luck, Florry';) 'Ow 'bout that perIshing toff as I see you get off
With Just now;>
DOROTHY It's got 'Not fit for babies' on It
MRS BENDIGO Well, you ain't a bloody baby, are you';) You can drop your
Buckmgham Palace manners, 'ere, dearIe
FLORRY Stood me a coffee and a fag-mingy bastard! That tea you got there,
Ginger? You always was my faVOUrIte, GInger dear
MRS WAYNE There's Jest thIrteen of us
MR TALLBOYS As we are not gOIng to have any dInner you need not disturb
yourself
GINGER What-o, ladles and gents! Tea IS served Cups forward, please!
THE KIKE Oh Jeez! You aIn't filled my bloody cup halffu11l
MRS MCELLIGOT Well, here's luck to us all, an' a better bloody kIP tomorrow
I'd ha' took shelter in one 0' dem dere churches meself, only de b-s won't
let you In If so be as dey fInk you got de chats on you [Drznks]
MRS WAYNE Well, I can't say as thIs IS exactly the way as I've been accustomed
to drInking a cup of tea-but stIlI-[Drznks]
CHARLIE PerIshing good cup of tea [Drznks]
DEAFIE And there was flocks of them there green parakeets In the coco-nut
palms, too [Drznks]
CHARLIE

.MRTALLBOYS

What potions have I drunk of siren tears,
DistIlled from lImbecs foul as Hell WIthin!
[Drznks]

Last we'll get till five In the - morning [Drznks]
[Florry produces a broken shop-made czgarettefrom her stockzng, and cadges
a match The men, except Daddy, Deafie, and Mr Tallboys, roll czgarettes
from p'tcked-up fag-ends The red ends glow through the mzsty tw'tltght, lzke a
crooked constellatzon, as the smokers sprawl on the bench, the ground, or the
slope of the parapet]

SNOUTER

MRS WAYNE

Well, there now! A nice cup of tea do seem to warm you up, don't
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It, now? Not but what I don't feel It a bIt dIfferent, as you mIght say, not
havIng no nIce clean table-cloth lIke I've been accustomed to, and the
beautiful chIna tea serVIce as our mother used to have, and always, of course,
the very best tea as money could buy-real Pekoe POInts at two and mne a
pound
.
GINGER

[szngtng]

There they go-zn theIr JOY'Appy girl-lucky boyMR TALLBOYS [szngtng, to the tune of 'Deutschland, Deutschland uber alles']

Keep the aspIdIstra fiYlng'OW long you two kIds been In Smoke?
I'm gOlng to gIve them boozers such a dOlng tomorrow as they won't
know Iftheyr'e on theIr 'eads or theIr - 'eels I'll 'ave my 'alf dollar If I 'ave
to 'old them upSIde down and - shake' em.
GINGER Three days We corne down from York-skIppenng 'alfthe way God,
wasn't It Jest about bleedIng mne carat gold, too'
FLORRY Got any more tea there, GInger dear? Well, so long, folks See you all
at WIlkIns's tomorrow mormng
MRS BENDIGO ThIevIng lIttle tart' Swallers 'er tea and then Jacks off wIthout so
much as a thank you Can't waste a bloody moment
MRS MCELLIGOT Cold? Ay, I b'lIeve you SkIpperm' In de long grass WId no
blanket an' de bloody dew fit to drown you, an' den can't get your bloody fire
going' In de mornm' , an' got to tap de mIlkman 'fore you can make yourself a
drum 0' tea I've had some'v It when me and MIchael was on de toby
MRS BENDIGO Even go WIth blackles and Chmamen she WIll, the dIrty lIttle
cow
DOROTHY How much does she get each tIme?
SNOUTER Tanner
CHARLIE
SNOUTER

DOROTHY Stxpence;l
CHARLIE Bet your lIfe Do It for a perIshIng fag along
MRS MCELLIGOT I never took less'n a shIllIng, never
GINGER KIkIe and me skIppered m a boneyard one

towards mormng

nIght Woke up In the
mornIng and found I was lymg on a bleedmg gravestone
THE KIKE She aIn't half got the crabs on her, too
MRS MCELLIGOT MIchael an' me skIppered m a pIgsty once We was Just acreepIn' In, when, 'Holy MaryI' says Michael, 'dere's a pIg In here" 'PIg
be - I ' I says, 'he'll keep us warm anyway' So In we goes, an' dere was an old
sow lay on her SIde snorIn' lIke a tractIon engme I creeps up agen her an'
puts me arms round her, an' begod she kept me warm all nIght I've
skIppered worse
DEAFIE [smgzng] Wzth my WIlly wlllyCHARLIE Don't ole Deafie keep It up? Sets up a kmd of a 'ummmg InSIde of'im,
'esays
DADDY When I was a boy we dIdn't hve on thIS 'ere bread and marg and tea
and suchlIke trash Good solid tommy we 'ad m them days Beef stoo Black
pudden Bacon dumplIng PIg's 'ead Fed lIke a fightmg-cock on a tanner a
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day And now fifty year I've 'ad of It on the toby Spud-grabbIng, peapIckIng, lambIng, turnIp-toppIng-everythInk And sleepIng In wet straw
and not once In a year you don't fill your guts rIght full Well-' [Retzres
wzthzn hzs coat ]
MRS MCELLIGOT But he was real bold, MIchael was He'd go In anywhere
Many's de tIme we've broke 1Oto an empty house an' klpped In de best bed
'Other people got homes,' he'd say 'Why shouln't we have'm tool'
GINGER [szngzng] But I'm dan-clng wIth tearS-In my eyesMR TALLBOYS [to hzmselfJ Absumet haeres Caecuba dzgnzor' To thInk that there
were twenty-one bottles of Clos St Jacques 191 I In my cellar stIll, that nIght
when the baby was born and I left for London on the mIlk traIn'
MRS WAYNE And as for the wreaths we 'as sent us when our mother dIed-well,
you wouldn't belIeve' 'Uge, they was
MRS BENDIGO If I'ad my tIme over agaIn I'd marry for bloody money
GINGER [szngzng]
But I'm dan-clng WIth tearS-In my eyes'Cos the gIrl-In my armS-Isn't you-o-ou'
NOSYWATSON Some of you lot thInk you got a bloody lot to howl about, don't
you? What about a poor sod hke me';> You wasn't narked Into the stIr when
you was eIghteen year old, was you';>
THE KIKE Oh J e-e-eeeze'
CHARLIE GInger, you can't SIng no more'n a perIShIng tomcat WIth the gutsache Just you lIsten to me I'll gIve y'a treat [Szngzng] Jesu, lover of my
soulMR TALLBOYS [to hzmselfJ Et ego In Crockford
WIth BIshops and
ArchbIshops and WIth all the Company of Heaven
NOSYWATSON D'you know how I got In the stIr the first tIme? Narked by my
own SIster-yes, my own bloody sister' My SIster's a cow If ever there was
one She got marrIed to a relIgIOUS manIac-he's so bloody relIgIOUS that
she's got fifteen kids now-well, It was hIm put her up to narklng me But I
got back on 'em, I can tell you FIrst thIng, I done when I come out of the
stIr, I buys a hammer and goes round to my SIster's house, and smashed her
plano to bloody matchwood 'There" I says, 'that's what you get for narking
me' You nOSIng mare" I says
DOROTHY ThIS cold, thIS cold' I don't know whether my feet are there or not
MRS MCELLIGOT Bloody tea don't warm you for long, do It? I'm faIr froze
myself,
MR TALLBOY& [to hzmselfJ My curate days, my curate days' My fancywork
bazaars and morris-dancers In aId of on the VIllage green, my lectures to the
Mothers' UnIOn-mIssIonary work In Western ChIna WIth fourteen magic
lantern sbdes' My Boys' CrIcket Club, teetotallers only, my ConfirmatIon
classes-purIty lecture once monthly In the ParIsh Hall-my Boy Scout
orgtes r The Wolf Cubs wIll dehver the Grand Howl Household HInts for
the ParIsh Magazine, 'DIscarded fountaIn-pen fillers can be used as enemas
for canatles
'
CHARLIE [sznging] Jesu, lover of my soul-
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GINGER 'Ere comes the bleedmg fiattIe' Get up off the ground, all of you
[Daddy emerges from hzs overcoat]
THE POLICEMAN [shakzng the sleepers on the next bench] Now then, wake up,
wake up' Rouse up, you' Got to go home If you want to sleep ThIS Isn't a
common lodgIng house Get up, there' [etc, etc]
MRS BENDIGO It's that nosy young sod as wants promotIOn Wouldn't let you
bloody breathe If 'e 'ad 'IS way
CHARLIE [szngtng]
Jesu, lover of my soul,
Let me to Thy bosom flyTHE POLICEMAN Now then, you' What you thInk thzs IS? BaptIst prayer
meetIng? [To the Kzke] Up you get, and look sha~p about It'
CHARLIE I can't 'elp It, sergeant It's my toonful nature It comes out of me
natural-hke
THE POLICEMAN [shakzng Mrs Bendzgo] Wake up, mother, wake up'
MRS BENDIGO Mother? Mother, IS It? Well, If I am a mother, thank God I am't
got a bloody son lIke you' And I'll tell you another lIttle secret, constable
Next tIme I want a man's fat 'ands feelIng round the back of my neck, I
won't ask you to do It I'll 'ave someone WIth a bIt more sex-appeal
THE POLICEMAN Now then, now then~ No call to get abUSIve, you know We got
our orders to carry out [Extt maJestzcally]
SNOUTER [sotto voce] - off, you - son of a-'
CHARLIE [szngzng]
WhIle the gathertng waters roll,
WhIle the tempest stI111S 'Igh'
Sung bass In the chOIr my last two years In Dartmoor, I dId
MRS BENDIGO I'll bloody mother 'lID' [Shoutzng after the polzceman] 'I' Why
don't you get after them bloody cat burglars 'stead of comIng nOSIng round a
respectable marrted woman';)
GINGER KIp down, blokes 'E's Jacked. [Daddy retzres wzthzn hzs coat]
NOSYWATSON Wasslt lIke In Dartmoor now? D'they gIve you Jam now?
MRS WAYNE Of course, you can see as they couldn't reely allow people to sleep
In the streets-I mean, It wouldn't be qIDte DIce-and then you've got to
remember as It'd be encouragIng of all the people as haven't got homes of
theIr own-the kInd of rl:ff-raff, If you take my meanIng
MR TALLBOYS [to hzmselfj Happy days, happy days! OutUlgs WIth the GIrl
GUIdes ill EppIng Forest-hIred brake and sleek roan horses, and I on the
box In my grey flannel SUIt, speckled straw hat, and dIscreet layman's necktIe Buns and ginger pop under the green elms Twenty GIrl GUIdes pIOUS
yet susceptIble frIskIng in the breast-hIgh bracken, and I a happy curate
sportIng among them, 'In loco parentzs pInching the gIrlS' backSIdes
MR.S MCELLIGOT Well, you may talk about lappIn' down, but begod dere won't
be much sleep for my poor ole bloody bones tonight I can't skl.pper It now
de way me and Michael used to.
CHARLIE Not Jam Gets cheese, though, twice a week
THEKlKE OhJeez! I can't stand It no longer I gomg down to the M A.B
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[Dorothy stands up, and then, her knees havzng stzffened wzth the cold, almost
falls]

Only send you to the bleedIng Labour Horne What you say we all go
up to Covent Garden tomorrow mornIng) Bum a few pears If we get there
early enough
CHARLIE I've 'ad my perIShIng bellyful of Dartmoor, b'heve me Forty on us
went through' ell for gettIng off wIth the ole women down on the allotments
Ole trots seventy years old they was-spud-grabbers DIdn't we cop It Just'
Bread and water, chaIned to the wall-perIshIng near murdered us
MRS BENDIGO No fear' Not whIle my bloody husband's there One black eye In
a week's enough for me, thank you
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng, remznzscently] As for our harps, we hanged them up,
upon the WIllow trees of Babylon'
MRS MCELLIGOT Hold up, kIddIe' Stamp your feet an' get de blood back Into
'm I'll take y'a walk up to Paul's In a coupla mInutes
DEAFIE [szngzng] Wzth my WIlly Willy[Bzg Ben strzkes eleven]
SNOUTER SIX more - hours' CrIpes'
[An hour passes Bzg Ben stops strzkzng The mzst thzns and the cold zncreases
A grubby-faced moon zs slten sneakzng among the clouds of the southern
sky A dozen hardened old men remazn on the benches, and stzll contrzve to
sleep, doubled up and hzdden 7.n thezr greatcoats Occas7.0nally they groan zn
thezr sleep The others set out m all dzrect7.0ns, zntendzng to walk all nzght and
so keep thezr blood jlowzng, but nearly all of them have drzfted back to the
Square by mzdnzght A new polzceman comes on duty He strolls through the
Square at zntervals of half an hour, scrutzmzzng the faces of the ·sleepers but
lettmg them alone when he has made sure that they are only asleep and not
dead Round each bench revolves a knot of people who take zt zn turns to szt
down and are drzven to thezr feet by the cold after a few mznutes Gtnger and
Charlze fill two drums at the fountazns and set out zn the desperate hope of
bozlzng some tea over the navvzes' clznker fire zn Chandos Street, but a
polzceman zs warmzng hzmself at the fire, and orders them away The Kzke
suddenly vanzshes, probably to beg a bed at the M A B Towards one o'clock a
rumour goes round that a lady zs dzstrzbutzng hot coffee~ ham sandwzches, and
packets of czgarettes under Charzng Cross Brzdge, there u a rush to the spot,
~ut tke rumour turns out to ~ unfounded As the Square fills agazn the
ceaseless changzng of places upon the benches quzckens untzl zt zs a game of
muszcal chazrs S"'ttzng down, wzth one's hands under one's armpzts, zt zs
posszble to get znto a kznd of sleep, or doze,for two or three mznutes on end In
this state, enormous ages seem to pass One sznks mto a complex~ troubl-tng
dreams whzch leave one consc1,OUS of one's surroundzngs and of the bztter cold
The nfght zs growzng clearer and colder every mznute There zs a chorus of
vary7.ng sound-groans, curses" bursts of laughter, and szngzng, and through
them all the uncontrollable chatter'mg of teeth]
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng] I am poured out lIke water, and all my bones are out of
GINGER

Jomt'
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Ellen an' me bIn wanderm' round de CIty dIS two hours
Begod It's lIke a bloody tomb wId dem great lamps glarm' down on you an'
not a soul stIrren' excep' de fiattles strolhn' two an' two
SNOUTER FIve past - one and I aIn't 'ad a bIte sInce dInner' Course It 'ad to
'appen to us on a - nIght lIke thIS'
MR TALLBOYS A drInkIng nIght I should have called It But every man to hIS
taste [Chantzng] 'My strength IS drIed lIke a potsherd, and my tongue
c1eaveth to my gums"
CHARLIE Say, what you th1nk'~ Nosy and me done a smash Jest now Nosy sees a
tobacconIst's show-case full of them fancy boxes of Gold Flake, and 'e says,
'By crlpes I'm gomg to 'ave some of them fags If they gIve me a perIshIng
stretch for It I' 'e says So'e wraps 'IS scarf round 'IS 'and, and we WaIts tIll
there's a perIshIng great van passIng as'll drown the nOIse, and then Nosy
lets fiy-blffl We nipped a dozen packets of fags, and then I bet you didn't see
our a-s for dust And when we gets round the corner and opens them, there
wasn't no perIshIng fags InsIde' Perlshmg dummy boxes I 'ad to laugh
DOROTHY My knees are giving way I can't stand up much longer
MRS BENDIGO Oh, the sod, the sod' To turn a woman out of doors on a mght
lIke bloody thiS! You walt'll I get '1m drunk 0' Saturday mght and 'e can't 'It
back I'll mash '1m to bloody shIn of beef, I WIll 'E'lliook lIke two pennorth
of pieces after I've sWIped '1m WIth the bloody fiat-Iron
MRS MCELLIGOT Here, make room'n let de kId SIt down. Press up agen ole
Daddy, dear. Put lus arm round you He's chatty, but he'll keep you warm
GINGER [double markzng tzme] Stamp your feet on the ground-only bleedIng
tlung to do StrIke up a song, someone, and less all stamp our bleedmg feet In
tIme to It
DADDY [wakzng and emergzng] Wassat';> [Stzll half asleep, he lets hzs head fall
back, wzth mouth open and Adam's apple protrudzng from hzs wzthered throat
ltke the blade of a tomahawk.]
MRS BENDIGO There's women what If they'd stood what I've stood, they'd ave
put SPIrItS of salts In 'IS cup of bloody tea
MR TALLBOYS [beatzng an zmagmary drum and szngmg] Onward, heathen
so-old1ersMRS WAYNE Well, reely now' If any of us' d ever of thought, In the dear old days
when we used to SIt round our own Silkstone coal fire, wIth the kettle on the
hob and a mce dIsh of toasted crumpets from the baker's over the way
[The chatterzng of her teeth szlences her]
CHARLIE. No perIsrung church trap now, matle I'll gIve y'a bIt of
smut-somethIng as we can perIshIng dance to You hsten t'me
MRS MCELLIGOT Don't you get talkIn' about crumpets, MISS1S Me bloody
belly's rubbm' agen me backbone already
[Charlze draws rnmself up, clears hn throat, and zn an enQrmqus V()'lce roars
out a song entttied fRoU1.c'klmg Bzll the Sailor'. A laugh that '/.$ part!jJ a
swdder b1#8tsfrom the. people cmthe bench They nng the song thrQugh ~gam.)
'With increasing volume oj n01$e~ stamjnng and claPlnng In tzme Those sitting
dO!llM~j)QQked iJhow to elbOfJJ" sway grQtesquilyfoam $Jde to $zde) '/,I)ork1.ng thaT
MRS MCELLIGOT
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feet as though stampzng on the pedals of a harmonzum Even Mrs WayneJozns
zn after a moment, laughzng zn spzte of herself They are alllaughzng, though
wzth chatterzng teeth Mr Tallboys marches up and down behznd hzs vast swag
belly,pretendzng to carry a banner or crozzer znJront of hzm The nzght zs now
quzte clear, and an zcy wznd comes shudderzng at zntervals through the
Square The stampzng and clappzng rzse to a kznd of frenzy as the people feel
the deadly cold penetrate to thezr bones Then the polzceman zs seen wanderzng
znto the Square from the eastern end, and the szngzng ceases abruptly]

CHARLIE There' You can't say as a bIt of mUSIC don't warm you up
MRS BENDIGO ThIS bloody wInd' And I aIn't even got any drawers on, the
bastard klcked me out In such a 'urry
MRS MCELLIGOT Well, glory be to Jesus, 'twon't be long before dat dere church
In de Gray's Inn Road opens up for de WInter Dey gIves you a roof over
your head of a nIght, 't any rate
THE POLICEMAN Now then, now then' D'you thInk thIS IS the tIme of nIght to
begIn SIngIng lIke a bloomIng bear garden? I shall have to send you back to
your homes If you can't keep qUIet
SNOUTER [sotto voce] You - son of a - ,
GINGER Yes-they lets you k1p on the bleedIng stone floor WIth three
newspaper posters 'stead of blankets MIght as well be In the Square and
'ave done WIth It God, I WIsh I was In the bleedIng spIke
MRS MCELLIGOT StIll, you gets a cup of HorlIcks an' two slIces I bIn glad to kIP
dere often enough
MRTALLBOYS [chantzng] I was glad when they saId unto me, We wIll go Into the
house of the Lord'
DOROTHY [starttngup] Oh, thIS cold, thIS cold' I don't know whether It'S worse
when you're sIttmg down or when you're standIng up Oh, how can you all
stand 10 Surely you don't have to do thIS every nIght of your lIves?
MRS WAYNE You mustn't thInk, dearIe, as there Isn't some of us wasn't brought
up respectable
CHARLIE [szngzng] Cheer up, cully, you'll soon be dead' Brrh' PerIShIng Jesus'
&n't my fish-hooks blue' [Double marks tIme and beats hzs arms agCi7.nst hts
szdes]

DOROTHY Oh, but how can you stand It? How can you go on lIke thIS, nIght
after mght, year after year? It's not possIble that people can lIve so' It's so
absurd that one wouldn't belIeve It If one dIdn't know It was true It's
Impossible'
SNOUTER - possIble If you ask me
MR TALLBOYS [stage curate-wue]> WIth God, all thIngs are possIble
[Dorothy sznks back on to the bench, her knees stzll bezng unsteady]

CHARLIE. Well, It'S Jest on 'ar-parse one EIther we got to get mOVIng, or else
make a pyranud on that perIShIng bench Unless we want to perIshIng turn
up our toes 'Oo's for a lIttle constItootIonal up to the Tower of London?
MRS MCELLIGOT 'Twon't be me daell walk another step tomght Me bloody
legs've given out on me.
GINGER: What-o for the pyramid' Tlus IS a bit too bleedmg nIne-day... old for
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me Less scrum Into that bench-beg pardon, Ma'
DADDY [sleep1,ly] Wassa game'> Can't a man get a bIt of kIp but what you must
come WOrrItlng '1m and shakIng of '1m'>
CHARLIE That's the stuff' Shove In' ShIft yourself, Daddy, and make room for
my lIttle sIt-me-down Get one atop of each other That's rIght Never mmd
the chats Jam all together lIke pIlchards In a perIShIng tIn
MRS WAYNE Here' I dIdn't ask you to SIt on my lap, young man'
GINGER SIt on mIne, then, mother-'sall the same What-o' FIrst bIt of stuff
I've 'ad my arm round SInce Easter
[They p1,le themselves zn a monstrous shapeless clot, men and women clzngzng
znd1,scrzmznately together, lzke a bunch of toads at spawnzng tzme There 1,S a
wrzthzng movement as the heap settles down, and a sour stench of clothes
dzffuses 1,tself Only Mr Tallboys remazns marchzng up and down]
MR TALLBOYS [declazmzng] 0 ye nIghts and days, ye lIght and darkness, ye
lIghtnIngs and clouds, curse ye the Lord'
[Deafie, someone havzng sat on hzs d1,aphragm, utters a strange,
unreproduczble sound]
MRS BENDIGO Get off my bad leg, can't you? What you thmk I am? Bloody
draWIng-room sofa'>
CHARLIE Don't ole Daddy stInk when you get up agen '1m",)
GINGER BleedIng Bank 'olIday for the chats tlus'll be
DOROTHY Oh, God, God'
MR TALLBOYS [haltzng] Why call on God, you pulmg deathbed penItent? StIck
to your guns and call on the DevIl as I do Hall to thee, LucIfer, PrInce of the
AIr' [S1,ng1,ng to the tune of (Holy, holy holy'] IncubI and SUCCUbI, fallIng
down before Thee'
MRS BENDIGO Oh, shut up, you blarsphemous old sod' 'E's too bloody fat to
feel the cold, that's what's wrong WIth 'lID
CHARLIE NIce soft be'Ind you got, Ma Keep an eye out for the perIshmg
fiattle, GInger
MR TALLBOYS Maleczdzte, omnza opera l The Black Mass' Why not'> Once a
prIest always a prIest Hand me a chunk of toke and I WIll work the mIracle
Sulphur candles, Lord's Prayer backwards, crucdix upSIde down [To
Dorothy] If we had a black he-goat you would come In useful
[The anzmal heat of the pzled bodzes had already made ztseljfelt A drows'mess
zs descendzng upon everyone]
MRS WAYNE You mustn't thInk as I'm accustomed to sIttmg on a gentleman's
knee, you know
MRS MCELLIGOT [drowszly]. It took my sacraments reg'lar tIll de bloody priest
wouldn't gIve me absolutIon along 0' my MIchael. De ole get, de ole
getsle'
MR TALLBOYS [strzkzng an attztude] Per aquam sacra tam quam nunc spargo,
S1,gnumque eructs quod nunc jaczo
GINGER 'Oo's got a fill of 'ard-up",) I've smoked by last bleedtng fag-end.
MR TALLBOYS [as at the altar]. Dearly beloved brethren we are gathered
tO$ether 10 the ~lght of God for the solemOlzatlOn of unholy blasphemy. He
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has afflIcted us wIth dIrt and cold, wIth hunger and solItude, wIth the pox
and the Itch, wIth the headlouse and the crablouse Our food IS damp crusts
and slImy meat-scraps handed out In packets from hotel doorways Our
pleasure IS stewed tea and sawdust cakes bolted In reekIng cellars, barnnslng sand spIttle of common ale, the embrace of toothless hags Our
destIny IS the pauper's grave, twenty-feet deep In deal coffins, the kIp-house
of underground It IS very meet, rIght and our bounden duty at all tImes and
10 all places to curse HIm and revlle HIm Therefore WIth Demons and
Archdemons [etc , etc , etc]
MRS MCELLIGOT [drowszly] By holy Jesus, I'm half asleep rIght now, only some
b-'s IYIn' across my legs and crushIn' 'em
MR TALLBOYS Amen EVIl from us delIver, but temptatIon Into not us lead [etc,
etc, etc]
[As he reaches the first word of the prayer he tears the consecrated bread
across The blood runs out of zt There zs a rollzng sound, as of thunder, and the
landscape changes Dorothy's feet are very cold Monstrous wznged shapes of
Demons and Archdemons are dzmly vzszble, movzng to and fro Somethzng,
beak or claw, closes upon Dorothy's shoulder, remzndzng her that her feet and
hands are achzng wzth cold]
THE POLICEMAN [shakzng Dorothy by the shoulder] Wake up, now, wake up,
wake up' Haven't you got an overcoat~ You're as whIte as death Don't
you know better than to let yourself sprawl about In the cold lIke that';>
[Dorothy finds that she zs stzff wzth cold The sky zs now quzte clear, wzth
grztty lzttle stars twznklzng lzke electrzc lamps enormously remote The
pyramzd has unrolled ztselj ]
MRS MCELLIGOT De poor kId, she aIn't used to roughln' It de way us others are
GINGER [beatzng hzs arms] Brr' Woo' 'Taters In the bleedIng mould'
MRS WAYNE She's a lady born and bred
THE POLICEMAN Is that so~-See here, MISS, you best come down to the M A B
WIth me They'll gIve you a bed all rIght Anyone can see WIth half an eye as
you're a cut above these others here
MRS BFNDIGO Thank you, constable, thank you' 'Ear that, gIrls';) 'A cut above
us,' 'e says NIce, am't It~ [To the polzceman] Proper bloody Ascot swell
yourself, aIn't you~
DOROTHY No, no 1 Leave me, I'd rather stay here
THE POLICEMAN Well" please yourself You looked real bad Just now I'll be
along later and take a look at you [Moves off doubtfully]
CHARLIE Walt'll the pensher's round the corner and then pIle up agen Only
perishIng way we'll keep warm
MRS MCELLIGOT Come on, kid Get underneath an' ]et'm warm you
SNOUTER Ten mmutes to - two Can't last for ever, I s'pose
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng]: I am poured out lIke water, and all my bones are out of
JOInt My heart also In the mIdst of my body IS hke unto meltJ.ng wax'
[Once more the people pzle themselves an the bench But the temperature zs
now not many degrees above freezzng-poznt, and the wznd zs blowzng more
cuttmgly. The people wrzggle the7,r wznd-nzpped faces znto the heap lzke
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suckzng pzgs strugglzng for thezr mother's teats One's znterludes of sleep shrznk
to a few seconds, and one's dreams grow more monstrous, troublzng, and
undreamlzke There are tzmes when the nzne people are talkzng almost
normally, tzmes when they can even laugh at thezr sztuatzon, and tzmes when
they press themselves together zn a kznd of frenzy, wzth deep groans of pazn
M1 Tallboys suddenly becomes exhausted and hzs monologue degenerates znto
a stream of nonsense He drops hzs vast bulk on top of the others, almost
sufJocatzng them The heap rolls apart Some remazn on the bench, some slzde
to the ground and collapse agaznst the parapet or agaznst the others' knees
The polzceman enters the Square and orders those on the ground to thezr feet
They get up, and collapse agazn the moment he zs gone There zs no soundfrom
the ten people save of snores that are partly groans Thezr heads nod lzke those
ofJozned porcelazn Chznamen as they fall asleep and reawake as rhythmzcally
as the tzckzng of a clock Three strzkes somewhere A vozce yells lzke a trumpet
from the eastern end of the Square 'Boys' Up you get' The noospapers IS
come!']
CHARLIE [startzng from hzs sleep] The perIshIng papers' C'm on, GInger' Run
lIke Hell'
[They run, or shamble, asfast as they can to the corner of the Square, where
three youths are dzstrzbutzng surplus posters gzven away zn chartty by the
mornzng newspapers Charlze and Gznger come back wzth a thzck wad of
posters The five largest men now Jam themselves together on the bench, Deafie
and thefour women szttzng across thezr knees, then, wzth znfinzte difficulty (as
zt has to be done from the znszde), they wrap themselves zn a monstrous cocoon
of paper, several sheets thzck, tuckzng the loose ends znto thezr necks Qr breasts
or between thezr shoulders and the back of the bench Fznally nothzng zs
uncovered save thezr heads and the lower part of thezr legs For thezr heads
they fashzon hoods of paper The paper constantly comes loose and lets zn cold
shafts of wznd, but zt zs now posszble to sleep for as much as five mznutes
consecutzvely At thzs tzme-between three and five zn the mornzng-zt zs
customary wzth the polzce not to dzsturb the Square sleepers A measure of
warmth steals through everyone and extends even to thezr feet There zs some
furtzvefondlzng of the women under cover of the paper Dorothy zs too far gone
to care
By a quarter pastfour the paper zs all crumpled and torn to nothzng, and zt zs
far too cold to remazn sf.ttzng down The people get up, swear, find thezr legs
somewhat rested, and begzn to slouch to andfro zn couples,/requently halt'mg
from mere lassztude Every belly zs now contorted wzth hunger Gznger's tzn of
condensed mf.lk zs tom open and the contents devoured, everyone dzppzng thezr
fingers znto zt and It.ckzng them. Those who have no money at all leave the
Square for the Green Park, where they wzll be undtsturbed tzll seven. Those
'Who can command even a halfpenny make/or WzZkzns's cafe not far from the
Charzng Cross Road It zs known that the cafe. wzll not open tf.llfive o'clock;
nevertheless, a crowd zs waztt,ng outszde the door by twenty to five J
MRS MCELLIGOT Got your halfpenny, dearIe';) Dey won't let more'n foUl' of us
In on one cup o'tea; de stingy ole gets'
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MR TALLBOYS [szngzng] The roseate hu-ues of early da-awnGINGER God, that bIt of sleep we 'ad under the newspapers done me some
good [Szngzng] But I'm dan-cIng wIth tearS-In my eyesCHARLIE Oh, boys, boysl Look through that penshIng wIndow, wIll you';) Look
at the 'eat steamIng down the WIndow panel Look at the tea-urns Jest on the
boll, and them great pIles of 'ot toast and 'am sandWIches) and them there
sausages SIzzlIng In the pan' Don't It make your belly turn penshlng
summersaults to see 'em';)
DOROTHY I've got a penny I can't get a cup of tea for that, can P
SNOUTER -lot of sausages we'll get thIS mornIng With fourpence between us
'Alf a cup of tea and a - doughnut more lIkely There's a breakfus' for you'
MRS MCELLIGOT You don't need buy a cup 0' tea all to yourself I got a
halfpenny an' so's Daddy, an' we'll put'm to your penny an' have a cup
between de t'ree of us He's got sores on hIS IIp, but Hell' who cares';) Drink
near de handle an' dere's no harm done
[A quarter to five strzkes ]
MRS BENDIGO 1'd bet a dollar my ole man's got a bIt of 'addock to 'IS breakfast I
'ope It bloody chokes '1m
GINGER [szngzng] But I'm dan-clng WIth tearS-In my eyesMR TALLBOYS [s1.ngzng] Early In the mornIng my song shall rIse to Thee!
MRS MCELLIGOT You gets a bIt 0' kip In dIS place, dat's one comfort Dey lets
you sleep WId your head on de table tIll seven o'clock It's a bloody godsend
to us Square Tobles
CHARLIE [slaverzng lzke a dog] Sausages' Pensrung sausages' Welsh rabbltl 'Ot
dnpping toast' And a rump-steak two Inches thIck WIth ChIPS and a pInt of
Ole Burton' Oh, penshlng Jesus'
[He bounds forward, pushes hzs way through the crowd and rattles the handle
of the glass door The whole crowd of people, about forty strong, surge forward
and attempt to storm the door, whzch zs stoutly held w1.thzn by M r Wzlkzns, the
proprzetor of the cafe He menaces them through the glass. Some press thezr
breasts and faces agaznst the wzndow as though warmzng themselves Wzth a
whoop and a rush Florry and four other gzrls, comparatzvely fresh from
havzng spent part of the nzght zn bed, debouch from a nezghbourzng alley,
accompan'ted by a gang of youths zn blue suzts They hurl themselves upon the
rear of the crowd wzth such momentum that the door zs almost broken Mr
Wzlkzns pulls zt furzously open and shoves the leaders back A fume of
sausages, kzppers, coffee, and hot bread streams znto the outer cold]
YOUTHS' VOICES FROM THE REAR Why can't he - open before five') We're
starvIng for our - tea f Ram the - door In' [etc, etc]
MR WILKINS Get out' Get out, the lot of you' Or by God not one of you comes
m thiS morning'
GIRLS' VOICES FROM THE REAR Mls-ter Wd-kms' MIs..ter WIl-klns' Be a sport
and let us m! I'll give y'a kiss all free for notrung Be a sport now' [etc, etc]
MR WILKINS Get on out of It' We don't open before fiVe, and you know It
[Slams the door.]
MRS MCBLLIGOT Dh, holy Jesus, If dIS aIn't de longest ten mInutes 0' de whole
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bloody nIght' Well, I'll gIve me poor ole legs a rest, anyway [Squats on her
heels coal-m-mer-fashzon Many others do the same]
GINGER 'Oo's got a 'alfpenny? I'm rIpe to go fifty-fifty
YOUTHS'VOICES [zmztatzng mtlztary muStc, then szngzng]
' - P was all the band could play,
'_I - '

DOROTHY

on a doughnut

And the same to you'

[to Mrs McEllzgot] Look at us all' Just look at us' What clothes'

What faces'
You're no Greta Garbo yourself, If you don't mInd my
mentlOmng It
MRS WAYNE Well, now, the tIme do seem to pass slowly when you're waItIng for
a nIce cup of tea, don't It now'"
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng] For our soul IS brought low, even unto the dust our
belly cleaveth unto the ground'
CHARLIE KIppers' PerIShIng pIles of 'em' I can smell 'em through the
perIshIng glass
MRS BENDIGO

GINGER

[szngzng)

But I'm dan-clng WIth tearS-In my eyes'Cos the gIrl-In my armS-Isn't you-o-ou'
[Much ttme passes Fzve strtkes Intolerable ages seem to pass Then the door
zs suddenly wrenched open and the people stampede zn to fight for the corner
seats Almost swoonzng tn the hot azr, they fizng themselves down and sprawl
across the tables, drznkzng zn the heat and the smell of food through all thtnr
pores]

Now then, all' You know the rules, I s'pose No hokey-pokey thIs
mormng' Sleep tIll seven If you hke, but If I see any man asleep after that,
out he goes on hIS neck Get busy WIth that tea, glrls'
A DEAFENING CHORUS OF YELLS Two teas 'ere' Large tea and a doughnut
between us four' KIppers' Mls-ter WIl-kms' 'Ow much them sausages">
Two shces' Mls-ter WIl-kIns' Got any fag papers? Klpp-ers' [etc, etc]
MR WILKINS Shut up, shut up! Stop that hollerIng or I don't serve any of you
MRS MCELLIGOT D'you fell de blood runmn' back IDto your toes, deane?
MRS WAYNE He do speak rough to you, don't he? Not what I'd call a reely
gentlemanly kInd of man ~
SNOUTER ThIs IS - starvatlon Corner, thIS IS Cnpes' Couldn't I do a couple
of them sausages'
1HE TARTS [zn chorus] Kippers 'ere' 'Urry up WIth them. kippers' Mls-ter WIlkIns' KIppers all round' And a doughnut'
CHARLIE Not 'alf' Got to fill up on the smell of 'em tins morrung Sooner be
'ere than on the perlshmg Square, all the same
GINGER 'Ere, Deafie l You've 'ad your 'aIf1 Gunme me that bleedIng cup
MR TALLBOYS [chantzng)' Then was our mouth filled WIth laughter, and our
tongue With Joyl
MRS MCELLIGOT Begod I'm half asleep already It's de heat 0' de room as does
It
MR WILKINS' Stop that singmg there' You know the rules.
MR WILKINS
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THE TARTS [zn chorus] KIpp-ers'
SNOUTER - doughnuts' Cold progl It turns my belly sIck
DADDY Even the tea they gIve you am't no more than wafer wIth a bIt of dust In

It [Belches]
Bes' thIng-'ave a bIt of shut-eye and forget about It Dream about
perIShIng cut off the JOInt and two veg Less get our 'eads on the table and
pack up comfortable
MRS MCELLIGOT Lean up agen me shoulder, dearIe I've got more flesh on me
bones'n what you have
GINGhR I'd gIve a tanner for a bleedIng fag, If I 'ad a bleedIng tanner
CHARLIE Pack up Get your 'ead agenst mIne, Snouter That's rIght Jesus,
won't I perIShIng sleep'
[A dISh of smokmg k1.ppers 1.S borne past to the tarts' table]
SNOUTER [drowszly] More - kIppers Wonder 'ow many tImes she's bIn on 'er
back to pay for that lot
MRS MCELLIGOT [half-asleep] 'Twas a PIty, 'twas a real PIty, when MIchael
went off on hIS Jack an' left me WId de bloody baby an' all
MRS BENDIGO fJurzously,jollowzng the dtsh oj kzppers wzth accuszng finger] Look
at that, gIrlS I Look at that I Kzppers! Don't It make you bloody wIld? We
don't get kIppers for breakfast, do we, gIrlS? Bloody tarts swallerIng down
kippers as fast as they can turn 'em out of the pan, and us 'ere WIth a cup of
tea between four of us and lucky to get that l KIppers'
MR TALLBOYS [stage curate-wzse] The wages of SIn IS kIppers
GINGER Don't breathe In my face, Deafie I can't bleedIng stand It
CHARLIE [zn h'LS sleep] Charles-Wisdom-drunk-and-lncapable-drunk?-yes-sIxshIlhngs-move-on-next l
DOROTHY [on Mrs McElligot's bosom] Oh, JOY, JOY'
[They are asleep]
CHARLIE

2
And so It goes on
Dorothy endured thIS lIfe for ten days-to be exact, nIne days and ten nIghts
It was hard to see what else she could do Her father, seemIngly, had
abandoned her altogether, and though she had frIends ]n London who would
readlly have helped her" she chd not feel that she could face them after what
had happened, or what was supposed to have happened And she dared not
apply to orgaruzed charIty because It would almost certainly lead to the
dIscovery Qf her name, and hence, perhaps, to a fresh hullabaloo about the
'Rector~s Daughter'
So she stayed In London, and became one of that cunous trIbe, rare but
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never qUIte extmct-the trIbe of women who are penmless and homeless, but
who make such desperate efforts to hIde It that they very nearly succeed,
women who wash theIr faces at drInkIng fountaIns In the cold of the dawn, and
carefully uncrumple theIr clothes after sleepless mghts, and carry themselves
WIth an aIr of reserve and decency, so that only theIr faces, pale beneath
sunburn, tell you for certaIn that they are destItute It was not In her to become
a hardened beggar lIke most of the people about her Her first twenty-four
hours on the Square she spent wIthout any food whatever, except for the cup of
tea that she had had overnIght and a thIrd of a cup more that she had had at
WIlkIns's cafe ill the mornIng But In the evemng, made desperate by hunger
and the others' example, she walked up to a strange woman, mastered her VOIce
WIth an effort, and saId 'Please, Madam, could you give me twopence~ I have
had nothIng to eat Sillce yesterday' The woman stared, but she opened her
purse and gave Dorothy threepence Dorothy dId not know It, but her
educated accent, whIch had made It ImpossIble to get work as a servant, was an
Invaluable asset to her as a beggar
Mter that she found that It was really very easy to beg the daIly shIllIng or so
that was needed to keep her alIve And yet she never begged-It seemed to her
that actually she could not do It-except when hunger was past bearing or when
she had got to lay ill the preCIOUS penny that was the passport to WIlkIns's cafe
In the mormng WIth Nobby, on the way to the hopfields, she had begged
WIthOUt fear or scruple But it had been dIfferent then; she had not known what
she was dOIng Now, It was only under the spur of actual hunger that she could
screw her courage to the pomt, and ask for a few coppers from some woman
whose face looked frIendly It was always women that she begged from, of
course She dId once try beggIng from a man-but only once
For the rest, she grew used to the lIfe that she was leadIng-used to the
enormous sleepless mghts, the cold, the dIrt, the boredom, and the horrIble
commumsm of the Square Mter a day or two she had ceased to feel even a
flIcker of surprIse at her SItuation. She had come, lIke everyone about her, to
accept thIS monstrous eXIstence almost as though It were normal The dazed,
WItless feehng that she had known on the way to the hopfields had come back
upon her more strongly than before It IS the common effect of sleeplessness
and stIll more of exposure To hve contInuously In the open atr, never gOIng
under a roof for more than an hour or two, blurs your perceptIOns lIke a strong
lIght glarmg In your eyes or a nOIse drummmg m your ears. You act and plan
and suffer, and yet all the whtle It IS as though everythmg were a lIttle out of
focus, a httle unreal The world, mner and outer, grows d1.I11lner tIll It reaches
almost the vagueness of a dream
Meanwbtle, the police were gettmg to know her by SIght On the Square
people are perpetually commg and going, more or less unnotIced They arrIve
from nowhere with their drums and thelr bundles, camp for a few days and
nIghts, and then dIsappear as mysteriously a$ they come If you stay for more
than a week or thcn'.eabouts, the pohce Will mark you down as an habItual
beggar, and they Wlll arrest you sooner or later It IS unpossible for them to
enforce the' begging laws at aU regularly., but from tune to tIme they make a
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sudden raId and capture two or three of the people they have had theIr eye on
And so It happened In Dorothy's case
One evenIng she was ~knocked off', In company WIth Mrs McEllIgot and
another woman whose name she did not know They had been careless and
begged off a nasty old lady with a face lIke a horse, who had promptly walked
up to the nearest polIceman and gIven them In charge
Dorothy dId not mInd very much Everything was dreamlIke now-the face
of the nasty old lady, eagerly aCCUSIng them, and the walk to the statIOn with a
young polIceman's gentle, almost deferential hand on her arm, and then the
white-tIled cell, wIth the fatherly sergeant handIng her a CUp of tea through the
grIlle and tellIng her that the magIstrate wouldn't be too hard on her If she
pleaded gUIlty In the cell next door Mrs McElhgot stormed at the sergeant,
called hIm a bloody get, and then spent half the mght In bewaIlIng her fate But
Dorothy had no feelIng save vague relIef at beIng In so clean and warm a place
She crept munedlately on to the plank bed that was fixed lIke a shelf to the wall,
too tIred even to pull the blankets about her, and slept for ten hours WIthout
stIrrlhg It was only on the follOWIng mornIng that she began to grasp the
realIty of her SItuatIOn, as the Black MarIa rolled brIskly up to Old Street
PolIce Court, to the tune of 'Adeste fideles' shouted by five drunks InSIde

CHAPTER 4
I
Dorothy had wronged her father In SuppOSIng that he was wIllIng to let her
starve to death In the street He had, as a matter of fact, made efforts to get In
touch WIth her, though In a roundabout and not very helpful way
HIS first emotIOn on learnIng of Dorothy's dIsappearance had been rage pure
and SImple At about eIght In the mornIng, when he was begInnIng to wonder
what had become of hIS shaVIng water, Ellen had come Into hIS bedroom and
announced In a vaguely panIc-strIcken tone
'Please, SIr, MISS Dorothy aIn't In the house, SIr I can't find her nowhere"
'What')' saId the Rector
'She aIn't In the house, Sirl And her bed don't look as If It hadn't been slept
In, neIther It's my behef as she's gorn, Slrl'
'GoneI' exc1atmed the Rector, partly SIttIng up In bed 'What do you
,mean-gone'>'
'Well, SIr, I beheve she's run away from 'ome, SIr!'
'Run away from home' At th~s hour of the mornIng) And what about my
breakfast, pray)'
By the tune the Rector got downstaIrs-unshaven, no hot water haVIng
appe:ared-Ellen had gone down Into the town to make frUItless InqUIrIeS for
Dorothy, An hour passed, and she dId not return Whereupon there occurred a
I
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frIghtful, unprecedented thlng-a thIng never to be forgotten thIS sIde of the
grave, the Rector was oblIged to prepare hIS own breakfast-yes, actually to
mess about WIth a vulgar black kettle and rashers of Damsh bacon-wIth hIS
own sacerdotal hands
After that, of course, hIS heart was hardened agaInst Dorothy for ever For
the rest of the day he was far too busy ragIng over unpunctual meals to ask
hImself why she had dIsappeared and whether any harm had befallen her The
pOInt was that the confounded gIrl (he saId several tImes' confounded gIrl' , and
came near to sayIng somethIng stronger) had dIsappeared, and had upset the
whole household by dOIng so Next day, however, the questIOn became more
urgent, because Mrs SemprIll was now publIshIng the story of the elopement
far and WIde Of course, the Rector demed It vIolently, but In hiS heart he had a
sneakIng SUspICIon that It mIght be true It was the kInd of thIng, he now
deCIded, that Dorothy would do A gIrl who would suddenly walk out of the
house WIthout even takIng thought for her father's breakfast was capable of
anythIng
Two days later the newspapers got hold of the story, and a nosy young
reporter came down to Knype Hill and began askIng questIOns The Rector
made matters worse by angrIly refuSIng to InterView the reporter, so that Mrs
SemprIll's versIOn was the only one that got Into prInt For about a week, untIl
the papers got tIred of Dorothy's case and dropped her In favour of a
pleslOsaurus that had been seen at the mouth of the Thames, the Rector
enjoyed a horrIble notoriety He could hardly open a newspaper WIthout
seeIng some fiammg headlIne about 'Rector's Daughter Further RevelatIOns',
or 'Rector's Daughter Is she In VIenna';) Reported seen In Low-class Cabaret'
FInally there came an artIcle In the Sunday SpyholeJ WhICh began, 'Down m a
Suffolk Rectory a broken old man SitS starIng at the wall', and whIch was so
absolutely unbearable that the Rector consulted hIS sohcltor about an actIOn
for lIbel However, the sobcltor was against It; It mIght lead to a verdict, he
saId, but It would certatnly lead to further publICity So the Rector dId
nothIng, and hIS anger agamst Dorothy, who had brought thIS dIsgrace upon
hun, hardened beyond posslblbty of forgtveness
After thIS there came three letters from Dorothy, explainIng what had
happened Of course the Rector never really belIeved that Dorothy had lost her
memory It was too thIn a story altogether He belIeved that she eIther had
eloped WIth Mr Warburton, or had gone off on some SImIlar escapade and had
landed herself penmless In Kent, at any rate-thiS he had settled once and for
all, and no argument would ever move hun from It-whatever had happened to
her was ennrely her own fault The first letter he wrote was not to Dorothy
herself but to hIs COUSIn Tom, the baronet. For a man of the Rector's
upbrIngmg It was second nature, ~m any serIOUS trouble, to turn to a rIch
relatIve for help,. He had not exchanged a word WIth lus COUSIn for the last
fifteen years, SInce they had, quarrelled over a lIttle matter of a borrowed nfty
pounds; still, he wrote farrly confidentlys askIng SIr Thomas to get In touch
WIth Dorothy If It1could be done; and to fu1d her some kInd of Job In London
For of comS€!, after whathad happCi'!lileQ; there could be no questlOn of lettmg
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her come back to Knype HIll
Shortly after thIS there came two deSpaIrIng letters from Dorothy, tellmg
hIm that she was In danger of starvatIon and ImplorIng hIm to send her some
money The Rector was dIsturbed It occurred to hIm-It was the first tIme In
hIS hfe that he had serIously conSIdered such a thIng-that It ZS pOSSIble to
starve If you have no money So, after thmkIng It over for the best part of a
week, he sold out ten pounds' worth of shares and sent a c;heque for ten pounds
to hIS COUSIn, to be kept for Dorothy tIll she appeared At the same tIme he sent
a cold letter to Dorothy herself, tellIng her that she had better apply to SIr
Thomas Hare But several more days passed before thIS letter was posted,
because the Rector had qualms about addressIng a letter to 'Ellen
MIllborough'-he dImly ImagIned that It was agaInst the law to use false
names-and, of course, he had delayed far too long Dorothy was already In the
streets when the letter reached 'Mary's'
SIr Thomas Hare was a WIdower, a good-hearted, chuckle-headed man of
about SIxty-five, WIth an obtuse rosy face and curlIng moustaches He dressed
by preference In checked overcoats and curly brImmed bowler hats that were
at once dashIngly smart and four decades out of date At a first glance he gave
the ImpreSSIOn of haVIng carefully dIsguIsed hlffiself as a cavalry major of the
'nmetIes, so that you could hardly look at hIm WIthout thInkIng of devIlled
bones WIth a band s, and the tInkle of hansom bells, and the Pznk 'Un In Its
great 'PItcher' days, and LottIe CollIns and 'Tarara-BooM-deay' But hIs chIef
characterIstIc was an abysmal mental vagueness He was one of those people
who say 'Don't you know';)' and 'What' WhatI' and lose themselves In the
mIddle of theIr sentences When he was puzzled or In dIfficultIes, hIS
moustaches seemed to brIstle forward, gIVIng hIm the appearance of a wellmeanIng but exceptIonally braInless prawn
So far as hIS own inclInatIons went SIr Thomas was not In the least anXIOUS
to help hIS COUSIns, for Dorothy herself he had never seen, and the Rector he
looked on as a cadgIng poor relatIon of the worst pOSSIble type But the fact was
that he had had Just about as much of thIS 'Rector's Daughter' bUSIness as he
could stand The accursed chance that Dorothy's surname was the same as hIS
own had made hIS hfe a mIsery for the past fortnIght, and he foresaw further
and worse scandals If she were left at large any longer So, Just before leaVIng
London for the pheasant shootIng, he sent for hIS butler, who was also hIS
confidant and Intellectual gulde, and held a counCIl of war
'Look here, Blyth, damrnlt,' SaId SIr Thomas prawnIshly (Blyth was the
butler's name), '1 suppose you've seen all tms damn' stuff 10 the newspapers,
bey? Tills "Rector's Daughter" stuW About thIS damned nIece of mIne '
Blyth was a small sharp-featured man WIth a VOIce that never rose above a
whisper It was as nearly sIlent as a VOIce can be whIle stIll remaInIng a vOIce
Only by watchIng hIS hps as well as hsterung closely could you catch the whole
of what he satd In thIS case his lIps SIgnalled somethIng to the effect that
Dorothy was S11' Thomas's COUSIn, not hIs ruece
'What, my cousin, IS she?' SaId SIr Thomas 'So she IS, by Jove' Well, look
h~re, Blyth, what I mean to saY-It's about tIme we got hold of the damn' gIrl
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and locked her up somewhere See what I mean? Get hold of her before there's
any more trouble She's knockIng about somewhere In London, I belIeve
What's the best way of gettIng on her track? PolIce";) PrIvate detectIves and all
that? D'you thInk we could manage It";)'
Blyth's lIps regIstered dIsapproval It would, he seemed to be saYIng, be
possIble to trace Dorothy wIthout callIng In the polIce and havIng a lot of
dIsagreeable publIcIty
"Good man" saId SIr Thomas 'Get to It, then Never mInd what It costs I'd
gIve fifty qUId not to have that "Rector's Daughter" bUSIness over agaIn And
for God's sake, Blyth,' he added confidentIally, 'once you've got hold of the
damn' gIrl, don't let her out of your sIght BrIng her back to the house and
damn' well keep her here See what I mean";) Keep her under lock and key tIll I
get back Or else God knows what she'll be up to next '
SIr Thomas, of course, had never seen Dorothy, and It was therefore
excusable that he should have formed hIS conceptIOn of her from the
newspaper reports
I t took Blyth about a week to track Dorothy down On the mormng after she
came out of the polIce-court cells (they had fined her SIX shIllIngs, and, In
default of payment, detaIned her for twelve hours Mrs McEllIgot, as an old
offender, got seven days), Blyth came up to her, lIfted hIS bowler hat a quarter
of an Inch from hIS head, and InqUIred nOIselessly whether she were not MISS
Dorothy Hare At the second attempt Dorothy understood what he was
sayIng, and admItted that she was MISS Dorothy Hare, whereupon Blyth
explaIned that he was sent by her COUSIn, who was anXIOUS to help her, and that
she was to come home wIth hun ImmedIately
Dorothy followed hIm wIthout more words saId It seemed queer that her
COUSIn should take thIS sudden Interest In her, but It was no queerer than the
other thIngs that had been happenIng lately They took the bus to Hyde Park
Corner, Blyth paYIng the fares, and then walked to a large, expenslve-lookmg
house wIth shuttered wIndows, on the borderland between Kmghtsbrldge and
MayfaIr They went down some steps, and Blyth produced a key and they went
In So, after an absence of somethIng over SIX weeks, Dorothy returned to
respectable SOCIety, by the area door
She spent three days In the empty house before her COUSIn came home It
was a queer, lonely tune There. were several servants In the house, but she saw
nobody except Blyth, who brought her her meals and talked to her, nOIselessly,
WIth a mIxture of deference and dIsapproval He could not qUIte make up hIS
mInd whether she was a young lady of famIly or a rescued Magdalen, and so
treated her as somethIng between the two The house had that hushed, corpsehke atr pecubar to houses whose master IS away, so that you InstInctIvely went
about on tIptoe and kept the blmds over the WIndows. Dorothy dId not even
dare to enter any of the maIn rooms She spent all the daytIme lurkIng In a
dusty, forlorn room at the top of the house whIch was a sort of museum of brlC...
a-brac datIng from 188'0 onwards. Lady Hare, dead these five years, had been
an mdustI'louS collector of rubbIsh, and most of It had been stowed away In tlus
room when she died. It was a doubtful pOint whether the queerest obJect 10 the
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room was a yellowed photograph of Dorothy's father, aged eIghteen but wIth
respectable sIde-whIskers, standIng self-conscIOusly besIde an 'ordInary'
bIcycle-thIs was m I888, or whether It was a lIttle sandalwood box labelled
'PIece of Bread touched by CeCIl Rhodes at the CIty and South AfrIca
Banquet, June I897' The sole books In the room were some grIsly school
prIzes that had been won by SIr Thomas's children-he had three, the youngest
beIng the same age as Dorothy
It was ObVIOUS that the servants had orders not to let her go out of doors
However, her father's cheque for ten pounds had arrIved, and WIth some
dIfficulty she Induced Blyth to get It cashed, and, on the thIrd day, went out
and bought herself some clothes She bought herself a ready-made tweed coat
and skIrt and a Jersey to go WIth them, a hat, and a very cheap frock of artIfiCIal
prInted sIlk, also a paIr of passable brown shoes, three paIrs of lIsle stockIngs, a
nasty, cheap lIttle handbag, and a paIr of grey cotton gloves that would pass for
suede at a lIttle dIstance That came to eIght pounds ten, and she dared not
spend more As for underclothes, nIghtdresses, and handkerchIefs, they would
have to walt After all, It IS the clothes that show that matter
SIr Thomas arrIved on the followIng day, and never really got over the
surprIse that Dorothy's appearance gave hIm He had been expectIng to see
some rouged and powdered SIren who would plague hIm WIth temptatIons to
whIch alas' he was no longer capable of succumbIng, and thIs countrIfied,
spInsterIsh girl upset all hIS calculatIOns CertaIn vague Ideas that had been
floatIng about hIS mInd, of findmg her a Job as a manICUrIst or perhaps as a
prIvate secretary to a bookIe, floated out of It agam From ome to tIme Dorothy
caught hIm studYIng her WIth a puzzled, prawmsh eye, obVIously wonderIng
how on earth such a gIrl could ever have figured In an elopement It was very
httle use, of course, telhng hIm that she had not eloped She had given hIm her
verSIOn of the story, and he had accepted It WIth a chIValrOUS 'Of course,
m'dear, of course" and thereafter, In every other sentence, betrayed the fact
that he dIsbelIeved her
So for a couple of days nothmg definIte was done Dorothy continued her
solItary hfe In the room upstaIrs, and SIr Thomas went to hIS club for most of
hIS meals, and m the evenIng there were diSCUSSIons of the most unutterable
vagueness SIr Thomas was genUlnely anxIous to find Dorothy a Job, but he
had great dIfficulty In rememberIng what he was talking about for more than a
few mInutes at a tIme 'Well, m'dear,' he would start off, 'you'll understand, of
course, that I'm very- keen to do what I can for you Naturally, bemg your
uncle and all that-what? What's that';> Not your uncle';> No, I suppose I'm not,
by Javel COUSIn-that's It, COUSIn, Well, now, m'dear, beIng your COUSIn-now,
what was I saYing?' Then, when Dorothy had guIded hIm back to the subject,
he would throw out some such suggestion as, 'Well, now, for Instance, m'dear,
how would you hke to be companIon to an old lady? Some dear old girl, don't
yo.u know-black m.1ttens and rheumatOId arthntls. DIe and leave you ten
tho~atUi qUld an4 care of the parrot What, what?' whIch dtd not get them
very mpch further Dorothy repeated a number of tlmes that she would rather
be 4iJ la'Ousemaid or a parlourmald~ but SIr Thomas would not hear of It. The
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very Idea awakened In hIm a clasS-InstInct WhIch he was usually too vaguemInded to remember 'What" he would say 'A dashed skivvy? GIrl of your
UpbringIng? No, m'dear-no, no' Can't do that kmd ofthmg, dash It I'
But In the end everythIng was arranged, and WIth surprIsIng ease, not by SIr
Thomas, who was lncapable ofiarranglng anythmg, but by hIS SolIcItor, whom
he had suddenly thought of consultIng And the SolIcItor, WIthout even seeIng
Dorothy, was able to suggest a Job for her She could, he saId, almost certaInly
find a Job as a schoolmIstress Of all Jobs, that was the eaSIest to get
SIr Thomas came home very pleased WIth thIS suggestIOn, whIch struck hIm
as hIghly SUItable (PrIvately, he thought that Dorothy had Just the kind of face
that a schoolmIstress ought to have) But Dorothy was momentarily aghast
when she heard of It
'A schoolmIstress" she saId 'But I couldn't pOSSIbly' I'm sure no school
would gIve me a Job There Isn't a SIngle subJect I can teach'
'What';> What's that? Can't teach? Oh, dash It' Of course you can' Where's
the dIfficulty?'
'But I don't know enough' I've never taught anybody anythIng, except
cookIng to the GIrl GUIdes You have to be properly quahfied to be a teacher'
'Oh, nonsense' TeachIng's the eaSIest Job In the world Good thICk
ruler-rap 'em over the knuckles They'll be glad enough to get hold of a
decently brought up young woman to teach the youngsters theIr ABC That's
the hne for you, m'dear-schoolmlstress You're Just cut out for It'
And sure enough, a schoolmIstress Dorothy became The InVISIble sobcltor
had made all the arrangements In less than three days It appeared that a
certaIn Mrs Creevy, who kept a gIrls' day school In the suburb of Southbridge,
was In need of an aSSIstant, and was qUIte wIllIng to gIve Dorothy the Job How
It had all been settled so qUIckly,. and what kInd of school It could be that would
take on a total stranger, and unquahfied at that, In the mIddle of the term,
Dorothy could hardly ImagIne She dId not know, of coursej that a bribe offive
pounds, mIscalled a premIum, had changed hands
So, Just ten days after her arrest for beggIng, Dorothy set out for RIngwood
House Academy, Brough Road, Southbridge, WIth a small trunk decently full
of clothes and four pounds ten In her purse-for SIr Thomas had made her a
present often pounds When she thought of the ease WIth whIch this Job had
been found for her, and then of the mIserable struggles of three weeks ago, the
contrast amazed her It brought home to her, as never before, the mysterious
power of money In fact, It remmded her of a favourIte saying of Mr
Warburton's, that If you took I COrInthIans, chapter thIrteen, and In every
verse wrote 'money' Instead of 'charIty',. the chapter had ten tImes as much
meanIng as before

2
SouthbrIdge was a repellent suburb ten or a dozen mIles from London
Brough Road lay somewhere at the heart of It, amId labYrinths of meanly
decent streets, all so IndIstInguIshably alIke, WIth theIr ranks of semI-detached
houses, theIr prIvet and laurel hedges and plots of aIlIng shrubs at the
crossroads, that you could lose yourself there almost as easIly as 10 a BrazIlIan
forest Not only the houses themselves, but even theIr names were the same
over and over agaIn Read10g the names on the gates as you came up Brough
Road, you were conscIOUS of beIng haunted by some half...remembered passage
of poetry, and when you paused to IdentIfy It, you realIzed that It was the first
two hnes of LycIdas
RIngwood House was a dark-looking, semI-detached house of yellow brick,
three storeys hIgh, and Its lower wIndows were hIdden from the road by ragged
and dusty laurels Above the laurels, on the front of the house, was a board
InSCribed In faded gold letters
RINGWOOD HOUSE ACADEMY FOR GIRLS

Ages 5 to 18
MUSIC and DanCIng Taught
Apply wIthIn for Prospectus

Edge to edge wIth thIS board, on the other half of the house, was another
board WhICh read
RUSHINGTON GRANGE HIGH SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Ages 6to 16
Book-keepIng and CommerCIal ArIthmetIc a SpeCIalIty
Apply WIthIn for Prospectus

The dIstrict pullulated WIth small private schools, there were four of them 10
Brough Road alone Mrs Creevy, the PrInCIpal of RIngwood House, and Mr
Bouiger, the Pnnclpal of RushIngton Grange, were m a state of warfare,
though theIr Interests In no way clashed WIth one another Nobody knew what
the feud was about, not even Mrs Creevy or Mr Boulger themselves, It was a
feud that they had InherIted from earlIer proprietors of the two schools In the
mormngs after breakfast they would stalk up and down therr respectIve back
gardens, beSIde the very low wall that separated them, pretendIng not to see
one another and grinnmg Wlth hatred.
Dorothy's beart sank at the SIght of Rmgwood House She had not been
expeCtIng anything very magmficent or attracttve; but she had expected
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somethIng a httle better than thIs mean, gloomy house, not one of whose
wIndows was hghted, though It was after 8 o'clock In the evemng She knocked
at the door, and It was opened by a woman, tall and gaunt-lookIng In the dark
hallway, whom Dorothy took for a servant, but who was actually Mrs Creevy
herself WIthout a word, except to InquIre Dorothy's name, the woman led the
way up some dark staIrs to a tWlht, fireless drawmg-room, where she turned up
a pInpOInt of gas, reveahng a black plano, stuffed horsehair chaIrs, and a few
yellowed, ghostly photos on the walls
Mrs Creevy was a woman somewhere In her fortIes, lean, hard, and angular,
WIth abrupt decIded movements that IndIcated a strong WIll and probably a
VICIOUS temper Though she was not In the least dIrty or untIdy there was
somethIng dIscoloured about her whole appearance, as though she lIved all her
hfe In a bad lIght, and the expreSSlOn of her mouth, sullen and Ill-shaped WIth
the lower hp turned down, recalled that of a toad She spoke In a sharp,
commandIng VOIce, WIth a bad accent and occaslOnal vulgar turns of speech
You could tell her at a glance for a person who knew exactly what she wanted,
and would grasp It as ruthlessly as any machIne, not a bully exactly-you could
somehow Infer from her appearance that she would not take enough Interest In
you to want to bully you-but a person who would make use of you and then
throw you aSIde WIth no more compunctIon than If you had been a worn-out
scrubbIng-brush
Mrs Creevy dId not waste any words on greetIngs She motIoned Dorothy to
a chaIr, WIth the aIr rather of commandmg than of InVItIng her to SIt down, and
then sat down herself, WIth her hands clasped on her skInny forearms
'I hope you and me are gomg to get on well together, MISS MIllborough,' she
began In her penetratIng, sub hectorIng VOIce (On the adVIce of SIr Thomas's
everWlse sobcltor, Dorothy had stuck to the name of Ellen Mlliborough ) 'And
1 hope I'm not gOIng to have the same nasty bUSIness WIth you as 1 had With my
last two aSSIstants You say you haven't had an experIence of teachIng before
thIS?'
'Not In a school,' SaId Dorothy-there had been a tarradlddle In her letter of
IntroductIOn, to the effect that she had had experIence of 'prIvate teachIng'
Mrs Creevy looked Dorothy over as though wondermg whether to Induct
her Into the Inner secrets of school-teachmg, and then appeared to deCIde
agaInst It
'Well, we shall see,' she said. 'I must say,' she added complatIl1!Ilgly, 'It'S not
easy to get hold of good hardworkIng aSSIstants nowadays You gIve them good
wages and good treatment:! and you get no thanks for It The last one I had-the
one I've Just had to get rId of-MIss Strong, wasn't so bad so far as the teachIng
part went, In..-fact,.she was a B A .'1 and I don't know what you could have better
than a B A .'1 unless It's an M A You don't happen to be a B A. or an M A., do
you, MISS MIllborough?'
'No, I'm afra,}.d not/ sa.ld~Dorothy
'~,
'Well, that's Q, PIty It looks so much· better Qn the ptospectu~ If you?ve gQt.a
few letters ~er YO'lUf mame. W.ell!t-Perha.ps It 4o.esn't matter. I .don't suppose
many of our parcmt$.) d',know wla.t'ij J\t.s-t3nds $~r;;tJU;lt;l they flren't.so keen o,n
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showIng their Ignorance I suppose you can talk French, of course';)'
'Well-I've learnt French'
'Oh, that's all right, then Just so as we can put It on the prospectus Well,
now, to come back to what I was saying, MISS Strong was all right as a teacher,
but she didn't come up to my Ideas on what I call the moral szde Were very
strong on the moral sIde at Ringwood House It's what counts most with the
parents, you'll find And the one before Mlss Strong, MISS Brewer-well, she
had what I call a weak nature You don't get on with gIrls If you've got a weak
nature The end of It all was that one morning one lIttle gIrl crept up to the desk
WIth a box of matches and set fire to MISS Brewer's skirt Of course I wasn't
gOIng to keep her after that In fact I had her out of the house the same
afternoon-and I dIdn't give her any refs either, I can tell you"
'You mean you expelled the girl who dId It';)' saId Dorothy, mystIfied
'What,;) The gzrP Not ltkely' You don't suppose I'd go and turn fees away
from my door, do you';) I mean I got rId of MISS Brewer, not the gzrl It's no
good havIng teachers who let the gIrls get saucy WIth them We've got twentyone In the class Just at present, and you'll find they need a strong hand to keep
them down '
'You don't teach yourself?' saId Dorothy
cOh dear, no" saId Mrs Creevy almost contemptuously 'I've got a lot too
much on my hands to waste my tIme teachmg There's the house to look after,
and seven of the chIldren stay to dlnner-I've only a dally woman at present
BesIdes, It takes me all my tIme gettIng the fees out of the parents After all, the
fees are what matter, aren't they?'
'Yes I suppose so,' SaId Dorothy
'Well, we'd better settle about your wages,' contInued Mrs Creevy 'In term
tune I'll gIve you your board and lodgIng and ten shtllIngs a week, In the
hobdays It'll Just be your board and lodgIng You can have the use of the
copper In the kttchen for your launderIng, and I hght the geyser for hot baths
every Saturday nIght, or at least most Saturday nIghts. You can't have the use
of thIS room we're In now, because It's my receptIOn-room, and I don't want
you to go wasting the gas In your bedroom But you can have the use of the
morning-room whenever you want It '
'Thank you,' SaId Dorothy
'Well, I should thIok that'll be about all I expect you're feehng ready for
bed YouJll have had your supper long ago, of course')'
ThIs was clearly Intended to mean that Dorothy was not gOIng to get any
food to01ght, so she answered Yes, untruthfully, and the conversatIOn was at
an end That was always Mrs Creevy's way-she never kept you talkIng an
Instant longer than was necessary Her conversatIon was so very definIte, so
exactly to the pOInt, that It was not really conversatIon at all Rather, It was the
skeleton of conversation, hke the dIalogue In a badly wrItten novel where
everyone talks a l1ttle too much In character But Indeed, In the proper sense of
the word sh~d1d not talk, she merely said, 1Il her brief shrewIsh way, whatever
It was necessary to say; and then got rId of you as promptly as pOSSIble She
now showed Dorothy along the passage to her bedroom, and lIghted a gas ...,et
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no bIgger than an acorn, revealIng a gaunt bedroom wIth a narrow whltequIlted bed, a rIckety wardrobe, one chaIr and a wash-hand-stand WIth a fngld
whIte chIna baSIn and ewer It was very lIke the bedrooms In seasIde lodgmg
houses, but It lacked the one thIng that gIves such rooms theIr aIr of homelIness
and decency-the text over the bed
'ThIS IS your room,' Mrs Creevy SaId, 'and I Just hope you'll keep It a bIt
tIdIer than what MISS Strong used to And don't go burnIng the gas half the
nIght, please, because I can tell what tIme you turn It off by the crack under the
door'
WIth thIS partIng salutatIOn she left Dorothy to herself The room was
dIsmally cold, Indeed, the whole house had a damp, chIlly feelIng, as though
fires were rarely lIghted In It Dorothy got Into bed as qU1ckly as possIble,
feelIng bed to be the warmest place On top of the wardrobe, when she was
puttIng her clothes away, she found a cardboard box contaInIng no less than
nIne empty whIsky bottles-rellcs, presumably, of MISS Strong's weakness on
the moral szde
At eight In the mornIng Dorothy went downstaIrs and found Mrs Creevy
already at breakfast In what she called the 'mornmg-room' ThIs was a smallIsh
room adjOInIng the kItchen, and It had started hfe as the scullery; but Mrs
Creevy had converted It Into the 'mormng--room' by the Simple process of
removIng the SInk and copper Into the kItchen The breakfast table, covered
WIth a cloth of harsh texture, was very large and forblddmgly bare Up at Mrs
Creevy's end were a tray WIth a very small teapot and two cups, a plate on
WhICh were two leathery fned eggs, and a dIsh of marmalade, In the mIddle,
Just WIthIn Dorothy's reach If she stretched, was a plate of bread and butter,
and beSIde her plate-as though It were the only thIng she could be trusted
wlth-a cruet stand WIth some dried-up, clotted stuff InSide the bottles
'Good mormng, MISS MIllborough,' said Mrs Creevy 'It doesn't matter
thiS morning, as thiS IS the first day, but Just remember another tune that I
want you down here In tIme to help me get breakfast ready'
'I'm s~ sorry,' SaId Dorothy
'I hope you're fond of fned eggs for your breakfast';)' went on Mrs Creevy
Dorothy hastened to assure her that she was very fond of frIed eggs
'Well, that's a good thIng, because you'll always have to have the same as
what I have So I hope you're not gOIng to be what I call daznty about your
food I always thInk,' she added, pIcking up her knife and fork, 'that a fned egg
tastes a lot better If you cut It well up before you eat It '
Sh~ shced the two eggs Into thIn stnps, and then served them In such a way
that Dorothy receIved about two-thirds of an egg WIth some dlfficulty
Dorothy spun out her fractIon of egg so as to make half a dozen mouthfuls of It,
and then, when she had taken a slIce of bread and butter, she could not help
glancmg hopefully In the chrectIOn of the dIsh of marmalade. But Mrs Creevy
was SIttIng with her lean left arm-not exactly round the marmalade, but m a
protectIve pOSltIonQB Its'l¢ft flank, as though she suspected that Dorothy was
gOIng to make an a.ttack upon It. Dorothy's nerve faIled her, and she had no
marmalade that mOl'Dlllg-nOJ:; Indeed, for many mornmgs to come
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Mrs Creevy dId not speak agaIn dUIlng breakfast, but presently the sound of
feet on the gravel outsIde, and of squeaky VOlces In the schoolroom, announced
that the guls were begInnIng to arnve They came m by a side-door that was
left open for them Mrs Creevy got up from the table and banged the breakfast
thmgs together on the tray She was one of those women who can never move
anythmg WIthout bangIng It about, she was as full of thumps and raps as a
poltergelst Dorothy carried the tray lnto the kItchen, and when she returned
Mrs Creevy produced a penny notebook from a drawer In the dresser and laId
It open on the table
'Just take a look at thIS,' she saId 'Here's a lIst of the girls' names that I've
got ready for you I shall want you to know the whole lot of them by thIS
everung , She wetted her thumb and turned over three pages 'Now, do you see
these three lIsts here";)'
'Yes,' said Dorothy
'Well, you'll Just have to learn those three 11sts by heart, and make sure you
know what girls are on which Because I don't want you to go thinkIng that all
the gIrlS are to be treated alIke They aren't-not by a long way, they aren't
DIfferent glrlS, dIfferent treatment-that's my system Now, do you see thIS lot
on the first page";)'
'Yes,' said Dorothy agam
'Well, the parents of that lot are what I call the good payers You know what I
mean by that";) They're the ones that pay cash on the naIl and no JIbbIng at an
extra half-guInea or so now and agaIn You're not to smack any of that lot, not
on any account ThIS lot over here are the medtum payers Their parents do pay
up sooner or later, but you don't get the money out of them WIthout you worry
them for It nIght and day You can smack that lot If they get saucy, but don't go
and leave a mark thelr parents can see If you'll take my adVIce, the best thIng
WIth chtldren IS to twISt theIr ears Have you ever tIled that";)'
'No,' saId Dorothy
'Well, I find It answers better than anythIng It doesn't leave a mark, and the
chIldren can't bear It Now these three over here are the bad payers TheIr
fathers are two terms behInd already, and I'm thinkIng ofa sohcltor's letter I
don't care what you do to that lot-well, short of a polIce-court case, naturally
Now, shall I take you In and start you WIth the girls? You'd better bIlng that
book along With you, and Just keep your eye on It all the tIme so as there'll be no
mistakes'
They went Into the schoolroom It was a largish room, With grey-papered
walls that were made yet greyer by the dullness of the lIght, for the heavy laurel
bushes outsIde choked the WIndows, and no direct ray of the sun ever
penetrated Into the room There was a teacher's desk by the empty fireplace,
and there were a dozen small double desks, a llght blackboard, and, on the
mantelpIece, a black clock that looked like a mInlature mausoleum, but there
were no maps, no pIctures, nor even, as far as Dorothy could see, any books
The sole obJects In the room that could be called ornamental were two sheets of
black paper pinned to the walls, WIth wntmg on them in chalk In beautiful
copperpl~ On one was 'Speech IS Silver. Sllencels Golden',andontheother
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'Punctuahty IS the PolIteness of PrInces'
The gIrlS, twenty-one of them, were already SIttIng at theIr desks They had
grown very sIlent when they heard footsteps approachIng, and as Mrs Creevy
came In they seemed to shnnk down In theIr places lIke partndge ChICks when a
hawk IS soarlng For the most part they were dull-lookIng, lethargIc chIldren
WIth bad complexlOns, and adenOIds seemed to be remarkably common among
them The eldest of them mIght have been fifteen years old, the youngest was
hardly more than a baby The school had no umform, and one or two of the
chIldren were vergmg on raggedness
'Stand up, gIrlS,' saId Mrs Creevy as she reached the teacher's desk 'We'll
start off WIth the mornIng prayer'
The gIrlS stood up, clasped theIr hands In front of them, and shut theIr eyes
They repeated the prayer In umson, In weak pIpmg VOIces, Mrs Creevy leadmg
them, her sharp eyes dartIng over them all the whIle to see that they were
attendIng
'AlmIghty and everlastIng Father,' they pIped, 'we beseech Thee that our
studIes thIS day may be graced by Thy dIVIne gUIdance Make us to conduct
ourselves qUIetly and obedIently, look down upon our school and make It to
prosper, so that It may grow In numbers and be a good example to the
neIghbourhood and not a dIsgrace lIke some schools of whIch Thou knowest,
o Lord Make us, we beseech Thee, 0 Lord, IndustrIOUS, punctual, and
ladyhke, and worthy In all pOSSIble respects to walk In Thy ways for Jesus
Chnst's sake, our Lord, Amen'
ThIS prayer was of Mrs Creevy's own compositlOn When they had finIshed
It, the gIrlS repeated the Lord's Prayer, and then sat down
'Now, gIrls,' SaId Mrs Creevy, 'thIS IS your new teacher, MISS Millborough
As you know, MISS Strong had to leave us all of a sudden after she was taken so
bad In the mIddle of the anthmetic lesson, and I can tell you I've had a hard
week of It lookIng for a new teacher I had seventy-three apphcatlOns before I
took on MISS MIllborough, and I had to refuse them all because theIr
quahficatIOns weren't hIgh enough Just you remember and tell your parents
that, all of you-seventy-three applIcatIons' Well, MISS Millborough IS gomg
to take you In LatIn, French, hIstory, geography, mathematICS, EnglIsh
lIterature and compOSItIon, spelhng, grammar, handWrItIng, and freehand
draWIng, and Mr Booth WIll take you In chemIstry as usual on Thursday
afternoons Now, what's the first lesson on your tIme-table thIS mornmg?'
'HIstory, Ma'am,' pIped one or two VOIces
'Very well I expect MISS MIUborough'll start off by askIng you a few
questIons about the hIstOry you've been learmng So Just you do your best, all
of you, and let her see that all the trouble we've taken over you hasn't been
wasted You'll find they can be qUIte a sharp lot of girls when they try, MISS
Millborough'
'I'm sure they are,' saId Dorothy.
'Well, I'll be leaVIng you, then And Just you behave yourselves, gIrls r Don't
you get trymg 1t on Wlth MISS Ml1lhorough hke you dld WIth MISS Brewer,
because I warn you $he won't stand, It If I hear any nOIse coming from tlus
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room, there'll be trouble for somebody ,
She gave a glance round WhICh Included Dorothy and Indeed suggested that
Dorothy would probably be the 'somebody' referred to, and departed
Dorothy faced the class She was not afraId of them-she was too used to
dealIng WIth chIldren ever to be afraId of them-but she dId feel a momentary
qualm The sense of beIng an Impostor (what teacher has not felt It at tImes~)
was heavy upon her It suddenly occurred to her, what she had only been
dImly aware of before, that she had taken thIS teachIng Job under flagrantly
false pretences, WIthout haVIng any kInd of quahficatlon for It The subject she
was now supposed to be teachIng was hIstory, and, hke most 'educated' people,
she knew VIrtually no hIstory How awful, she thought, If It turned out that
these girls knew more hIstory than she dId' She saId tentatIvely
'What perIod exactly were you dOIng WIth MISS Strong';)'
Nobody answered Dorothy saw the older gIrlS exchangIng glances, as
though askIng one another whether It was safe to say anythIng, and finally
deCIdIng not to commIt themselves
'Well, whereabouts had you got to';)' she saId, wonderIng whether perhaps
the word 'perIod' was too much for them
Agam no answer
'Well, now, surely you remember somethzng about it~ Tell me the names of
some of the people you were learnIng about In your last hIStOry lesson '
More glances were exchanged, and a very plaIn lIttle gIrl In the front row, In
a brown Jumper and skIrt, WIth her haIr screwed Into two tIght pIgtaIls,
remarked clouddy, 'It was about the AnCIent BrItons' At thIS two other gIrlS
took courage, and answered SImultaneously One of them saId, 'Columbus',
and the other 'Napoleon'
Somehow, after that, Dorothy seemed to see her way more clearly It was
obVIOUS that Instead of beIng uncomfortably knowledgeable as she had feared,
the class knew as nearly as pOSSIble no hIstory at all WIth thIS dIscovery her
stage-frIght vanIshed She grasped that before she could do anythIng else WIth
them It was necessary to find out what, If anythIng, these chIldren knew So,
Instead of follOWIng the tIme-table, she spent the rest of the mornIng In
queStIonIng the entIre class on each subJect In tum, when she had finIshed WIth
hIstory (and It took about five mInutes to get. to the bottom of theIr hIstOrtcal
knowledge) she trIed them WIth geography; WIth EnglIsh grammar, WIth
French, WIth artthmetIc-with everythIng, In fact, that they were supposed to
have learned By twelve o'clock she had plumbed, though not actually
explored, the frIghtful abysses of theIr Ignorance
For they knew nothIng, absolutely nothIng-nothIng, nothIng, nothIng, hke
the DadaIsts It was appallIng that even chtldren could be so Ignorant. There
were only two gIrlS m the class who knew whether the earth went round the
sun Or the sun round the earth, and not a SIngle one of them could tell Dorothy
who was the last kmg before George V, or who wrote Hamlet3 or what was
meant by a vulgar fractIOn, or whtch ocean you crossed to get to Amenca, the
AtlanQ-c or tb.~ PaCIfic And the bIg gIrls of fifteen were not much better than
the
infants of eIght, except that the former could at least read
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consecutIvely and WrIte neat copperplate That was the one thIng that nearly
all of the older girls could do-they could wrIte neatly Mrs Creevy had seen to
that And of course, here and there In the mIdst of theIr Ignorance, there were
small, dIsconnected Islets of knowledge, for example, some odd stanzas from
'pIeces of poetry' that they had learned by heart, and a few Ollendorffian
French sentences such as 'Passez-mot Ie beurre, s'1,1 vous pIaU' and 'Le fils du
Jardtnter a perdu son chapeau', which they appeared to have learned as a parrot
learns 'Pretty Poll' As for theIr arIthmetIc, It was a lIttle better than the other
subjects Most of them knew how to add and subtract, about half of them had
some notIon of how to multIply, and there were even three or four who had
struggled as far as long dIVISIon But that was the utmost lImIt of theIr
knowledge, and beyond, In every dIrectIOn, lay utter, Impenetrable nIght
Moreover, not only dId they know nothIng, but they were so unused to
beIng questIoned that It was often drfficult to get answers out of them at all It
was ObVIOUS that whatever they knew they had learned In an entIrely
mechanIcal manner, and they could only gape m a sort of dull bewIlderment
when asked to thInk for themselves However, they dId not seem unwIllmg,
and eVIdently they had made up theIr mInds to be 'good'-chIldren are always
'good' WIth a new teacher, and Dorothy persIsted, and by degrees the chIldren
grew, or seemed to grow, a shade less lumpIsh She began to pIck up, from the
answers they gave her, a faIrly accurate notIon of what MISS Strong's regIme
had been lIke
I t appeared that, though theoretIcally they had learned all the usual school
subjects, the only ones that had been at all serIously taught were handwrItmg
and arIthmetIC Mrs Creevy was partIcularly keen on handWrItIng And
beSIdes thIS they had spent great quantItIeS ofume-an hour or two out of every
day, It seemed-In drudgIng through a dreadul rouune called 'copIes' 'CopIes'
meant copyIng thIngs out of textbooks or off the blackboard MISS Strong
would WIlte up, for example, some sententIous lIttle 'essay' (there was an essay
entItled 'SpIlng' WhICh recurred In all the older gIrlS' books, and WhICh began,
'Now, when glrlIsh APIlIlS trIPPIng through the land, when the blrds are
chantIng gaIly on the boughs and the dainty flowerets burstIng from their
buds', etc, etc ), and the girls would make falr copIes of It In theIr copybooks,
and the parents, to whom the copybooks were shown from tIme to tIme, were
no doubt SUItably Impressed Dorothy began to grasp that everythIng that the
girls had been taught was In realIty aImed at the parents Hence the 'copies',
the InSIstence on handwrItlng, and the parrotIng of ready-made French
phrases, they were cheap and easy ways of creatIng an ImpressIOn MeanwhIle.,
the httle gIrlS at the bottom of the class seemed barely able to read and wnte,
and one of them-her name was Mavls WIllIams, and she was a rather slrusterlookIng chIld of eleven, WIth eyes too far apart-could not even count ThIs
chIld seemed to have done nothIng at all durIng the past term and a half exeept
to wIlte pothooks She had qUIte a pIle of books filled WIth pothooks-page
after page of pothooks, loopIng on and on lIke the mangrove roots In SOUle
tropIcal swamp
Dorothy tried not to hurt the chddren's feelIngs by exclamllllg at theU"
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Ignorance, but In her heart she was amazed and horrrfied She had not known
that schools of thIS descrIptIon stIll eXlsted In the clvllIzed world The whole
atmosphere of the place was so cUrIously antIquated-so remInlscent of those
dreary htt1e private schools that you read about In VIctOrian novels As for the
few textbooks that the class possessed, you could hardly look at them wlthout
feelIng as though you had stepped back lnto the mld runeteenth century There
were only three textbooks of whIch each chlld had a copy One was a shIllIng
arithmetIc, pre Great War but faIrly servlceable, and another was a horrId httle
book called The Hundred Page Hl,story of Brl,tal,n-a nasty lIttle duodeclmo
book wlth a grltty brown cover, and, for frOntiSpIeCe, a portralt of Boadlcea
WIth a Uruon Jack draped over the front of her charlOt Dorothy opened thIS
book at random, came to page 9I, and read
After the French Revolution was over, the self-styled Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte
attempted to set up hIS sway, but though he won a few VIctOrIeS agamst contmental troops, he soon
found that In the 'thm red lIne' he had more than met hIS match ConclusIons were trIed upon the
field of Waterloo, where 50,000 Bntons put to flIght 70,000 Frenchmen-for the Prusslans, our
allIes, arrIved too late for the battle With a rInging BrItIsh cheer our men charged down the slope
and the enemy broke and fled We now come on to the great Reform BIll of 1832, the first of those
beneficent reforms whIch have made Bntlsh lIberty what It IS and marked us off from the less
fortunate natIons [etc , etc ]

The date of the book was 1888 Dorothy, who had never seen a rustory book
of thlS deSCriptIon before, examIned It wlth a feelIng approachIng horror
There was also an extraordlnary lIttle 'reader', dated I 863 It conSIsted mostly
of bits out of Fenlffiore Cooper, Dr Watts, and Lord Tennyson, and at the end
there were the queerest httle 'Nature Notes' wlth woodcut IllustratIOns There
would be a woodcut of an elephant, and underneath In small print 'The
elephant lS a sagaCIOUS beast He rejOICeS In the shade of the Palm Trees, and
though stronger than SlX horses he wIll allow a httle child to lead hun HIS food
IS Bananas ' And so on to the Whale, the Zebra, and Porcupine, and the
Spotted Camelopard There were also, m the teacher's desk, a copy of
Beautiful Joe, a forlorn book called Peeps at Dzstant Lands" and .a French
phrase-book dated 189l. It was called All you w1,ll need on your li!ar,man Tnp,
and the first phrase gIven was 'Lace my stays, but not too tIghtly' In the whole
room there was not such a thing as an atlas or a set of geometrical Instruments
At eleven there was a break of ten mInutes, and some of the glrlS played dull
lIttle games at noughts and crosses or quarrelled over pencIl-cases, and a few
who had got over theIr first shyness clustered round Dorothy's desk and talked
to her They told her some more about MISS Strong and her methods of
teaching, and how she used to twIst their ears when they made blots on theIr
copybooks It appeared that MISS Strong had been a very stnct teacher except
when she was 'taken bad') which happened about tWIce a week And when she
was taken bad she used to drInk some medICIne out of a httle brown bottle, and
after drlnklng It she would grow qUIte Jolly for a while and talk to them about
her brother m Canada But on her last day-the tlme when she was taken so bad
during tl\te arithmetIC lesson-the medlcIne seemed to make her worse than
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ever, because she had no sooner drunk It than she began suu{1ng and fell across
a desk, and Mrs Creevy had to carry her out of the room
After the break there was another penod of three quarters of an hour, and
then school ended for the mornIng Dorothy felt stiff and tired after three
hours In the chIlly but stuffy room, and she would have lIked to go out of doors
for a breath of fresh aIr, but Mrs Creevy had told her beforehand that she must
come and help get dinner ready The gIrls who lIved near the school mostly
went home for dInner, but there were seven who had dinner In the 'morrungroom' at tenpence a tIme It was an uncomfortable meal, and passed 10 almost
complete sIlence, for the girls were frightened to talk under Mrs Creevy's eye
The dInner was stewed scrag end of mutton, and Mrs Creevy showed
extraordInary dexterIty In serVIng the pIeces of lean to the 'good payers' and
the pIeces offat to the 'medlUm payers' As for the three 'bad payers', they ate a
shamefaced lunch out of paper bags In the school-room
School began agaIn at two o'clock Already, after only one morn1Og's
teachIng, Dorothy went back to her work WIth secret shnnking and dread She
was begInrung to realIze what her lIfe would be lIke, day after day and week
after week, In that sunless room, trymg to drive the rudIments of knowledge
Into unwIlhng brats But when she had assembled the gIrlS and called theIr
names over, one of them, a lIttle peaky chIld WIth mouse-coloured hair, called
Laura FIrth, came up to her desk and presented her WIth a pathetIc bunch of
brawny-yellow chrysanthemums, 'from all of us' The girls had taken a lIkmg
to Dorothy, and had subscrIbed fourpence among themselves, to buy her a
bunch of flowers
Somethmg stIrred In Dorothy's heart as she took the ugly flowers She
looked WIth more seemg eyes than before at the anaenuc faces and shabby
clothes of the chIldren, and was all of a sudden horrIbly ashamed to thmk that
In the mornIng she had looked at them WIth IndIfference, almost WIth dIslIke
Now, a profound PIty took possessIon of her The poor chIldren, the poor
chIldren' How they had been stunted and maltreated' And WIth It all they had
retaIned the chIldIsh gentleness that could make them squander theIr few
pennIes on flowers for theIr teacher.
She felt qUIte dIfferently towards her Job from that moment onwards A
feelIng of loyalty and affectIon had sprung up In her heart Tlus school was her
school, she would work for It and be proud of It, and make every effort to turn It
from a place of bondage Into a place human and decent. Probably It was very
httle that she could do She was so Inexpenenced and unfitted for her Job that
she must educate herself before she could even begIn to educate anybody else
StIll, she would do her best, she would do whatever willIngness and energy
could do to rescue these chIldren from the horrIble darkness In whIch they had
been kept.
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Durmg the next few weeks there were two thIngs that occupIed Dorothy to the
exclUSIon of all others One, gettIng her class Into some kInd of order, the
other, establIsmng a concordat wIth Mrs Creevy
The second of the two was by a great deal the more dIfficult Mrs Creevy's
house was as vile a house to lIve In as one could pOSSIbly ImagIne It was always
more or less cold, there was not a comfortable chaIr In It from top to bottom,
and the food was dIsgustIng TeachIng IS harder work than It looks, and a
teacher needs good food to keep hIm gOIng It was horrIbly dISpIrItIng to have
to work on a dIet of tasteless mutton stews, damp boIled potatoes full of lIttle
black eyeholes, watery rICe puddIngs, bread and scrape, and weak tea-and
never enough even of these Mrs Creevy, who was mean enough to take a
pleasure In skunplng even her own food, ate much the same meals as Dorothy,
but she always had the lIon's share of them Every mornIng at breakfast the two
frIed eggs were sItced up and unequally partItIOned, and the dIsh of marmalade
remamed for ever sacrosanct Dorothy grew hungrIer and hungrIer as the term
went on On the two evenIngs a week when she managed to get out of doors she
dIpped 1Oto her dWIndlmg store of money and bought slabs of plain chocolate,
whIch she ate In the deepest secrecy-for Mrs Creevy, though she starved
Dorothy more or less IntentIOnally, would have been mortally offended If she
had known that she bought food for herself
The worst thing about Dorothy's position was that she had no prIvacy and
very lIttle tIme that she could call her own Once school was eve!' for the day
her only refuge was the 'mornIng-room), where she was under Mrs Creevy's
eye, and Mrs Creevy's leadIng Idea was that Dorothy must never be left In
peace for ten minutes together She had taken It Into her head, or pretended to
do so, that Dorothy was an Idle person who needed keepIng up to the mark
And so It was always, 'Well, MiSS MI1lborough, you don't seem to have very
much to do tIns everung, do you~ Aren't there some exerCIse books that want
correctIng? Or why don't you get your needle and do a bIt of seWIng';) I'm sure I
couldn't bear to Just SIt in my chaIr domg nothIng lIke you do I' She was for ever
findlng household Jobs for Dorothy to do, even makmg her scrub the
.schoolroom floor on Saturday Inormngs when the gIrlS dId not come to school,
but tlus was done out of pure III nature, for she did not trust Dorothy to do the
work properly, and generally dId it agaIn after her One evenIng Dorothy was
unwise enough to brmg back a novel from the publIc lIbrary Mrs Creevy
:flared up at the very sight of It 'Well, really, MISS MIllborough! I shouldn't
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have thought you'd have had tIme to read!' she SaId bItterly She herself had
never read a book rIght through In her hfe, and was proud of It
Moreover, even when Dorothy was not actually under her eye, Mrs Creevy
had ways of makIng her presence felt She was for ever prowhng In the
neIghbourhood of the schoolroom, so that Dorothy never felt qUIte safe from
her IntrusIon, and when she thought there was too much nOIse she would
suddenly rap on the wall WIth her broom-handle In a way that made the
chIldren Jump and put them off theIr work At all hours of the day she was
restlessly, nOIsIly actIve When she was not cookIng meals she was bangIng
about WIth broom and dustpan, or harrYIng the charwoman, or pounCIng down
upon the schoolroom to 'have a look round' In hopes of catchIng Dorothy or
the chIldren up to mIschIef, or 'dOIng a bIt of gardemng'-that IS, mutIlatIng
WIth a paIr of shears the unhappy lIttle shrubs that grew amId wastes of gravel
In the back garden On only two evenIngs a week was Dorothy free of her, and
that was when Mrs Creevy sallIed forth on forays whIch she called 'gOIng after
the gIrls', that IS to say, canvaSSIng hkely parents These evemngs Dorothy
usually spent In the pubhc lIbrary, for when Mrs Creevy was not at home she
expected Dorothy to keep out of the house, to save fire and gaslIght On other
evenIngs Mrs Creevy was busy WrItIng dunnIng letters to the parents, or
letters to the edItor of the local paper, hagglIng over the prIce of a dozen
advertIsements, or pokIng about the gIrls' desks to see that theIr exerCIse books
had been properly corrected, or 'dOIng a bIt of sewIng' Whenever occupatIOn
faIled her for even five mInutes she got out her workbox and 'dId a bIt of
seWIng' -generally restltchlng some bloomers of harsh whIte lInen of whIch she
had pairs beyond number They were the most chIlly lookIng garments that
one could pOSSIbly ImagIne, they seemed to carry upon them, as no nun's COIf
or anchOrIte's haIr shIrt could ever have done, the Impress of a frozen and
awful chastIty The Sight of them set you wonderIng about the late Mr Creevy,
even to the pOInt of wonderIng whether he had ever eXIsted
LookIng WIth an outSIder's eye at Mrs Creevy's manner of hfe, you would
have saId that she had no pleasures whatever She never dId any of the thIngs
that ordInary people do to amuse themselves-never went to the pictures, never
looked at a book, never ate sweets, never cooked a speCIal rush for dInner or
dressed herself In any kInd of finery SOCIal hfe meant absolutely nothIng to
her. She had no frIends, was probably Incapable of unaglmng such a thIng as
frIendshIp, and hardly ever exchanged a word WIth a fellow being except on
bUSiness Of rehgtous behef she had not the smallest vestige Her attItude
towards relIgton, though she went to the BaptIst Chapel every Sunday to
Impress the parents WIth her pIety, was a mean antI...c1erIcahsm founded on the
notIon that the clergy are 'only after your money' She seemed a creatu,r€
utterly Joyless, utterly submerged by the dullness of her exIstence. But in
realIty It was not so There were several thIngs from which she derIved acute
and InexhaustIble pleasure.
For lnstance,. there was her avarice ove~m()ney. It was the leadIng mterest Qf
her hfe There are two kInds of avat'leiOllS p~rson-tbe bole%. grasptllgty,e who
WIll ruin you d~ }re.can,< i:>ltJt who never 100..8 twice at,twopenoe~ mld the '.Pe1ity ".
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mIser who has not the enterprise actually to make money, but who wIll always,
as the sayIng goes, take a farthIng from a dunghIll wIth hIS teeth Mrs Creevy
belonged to the second type By ceaseless canvassIng and Impudent bluff she
had worked her school up to twenty-one pupIls, but she would never get It
much further, because she was too mean to spend money on the necessary
eqUIpment and to pay proper wages to her aSSIstant The fees the gIrlS paId, or
dIdn't pay, were five guIneas a term WIth certaIn extras, so that, starve and
sweat her aSSIstant as she mIght, she could hardly hope to make more than a
hundred and fifty pounds a year clear profit But she was faIrly satIsfied WIth
that. It meant more to her to save SIxpence than to earn a pound So long as she
could thInk of a way of dockIng Dorothy's dInner of another potato, or gettIng
her exercise books a halfpenny a dozen cheaper, or shOVIng an unauthorized
half gwnea on to one of the 'good payers" bIlls, she was happy after her
fashion
And agaIn, ill pure, purposeless mahgnitY-in petty acts of spIte, even when
there was nothIng to be gaIned by them-she had a hobby of whIch she never
weaned She was one of those people who expenence a kInd of spIrItual orgasm
when they manage to do somebody else a bad turn Her feud WIth Mr Boulger
next door-a one-SIded affaIr, really, for poor Mr Boulger was not up to Mrs
Creevy's fightmg weIght-was conducted ruthlessly, WIth no quarter gIven or
expected So keen was Mrs Creevy's pleasure In scorIng off Mr Boulger that
she was even WIllIng to spend money on It occasIOnally A year ago Mr Boulger
had wntten to the landlord (each of them was for ever wrItIng to the landlord,
complatmng about the other's behaVIour), to say that Mrs Creevy's kItchen
chunney smoked mto hIS back WIndows, and would she please have It
heIghtened two feet The very day the landlord's letter reached her, Mrs
Creevy called ill the brtcklayers and had the chlmney lowered two feet It cost
her thIrty slnllmgs, but It was worth It After that there had been the long
guerrdla campaIgn of thrOWIng dungs over the garden wall durIng the nIght,
and Mrs Creevy had finally won WIth a dustbinful of wet ashes thrown on to
Mr Boulger's bed of tulIps As It happened, Mrs Creevy won a neat and
bloodless VIctOry soon after Dorothy's arnval DIscoverIng by chance that the
roots of Mr Boulger's plum tree had grown under the wa1IInto her own
garden, she promptly Injected a whole tIn of weed-killer Into them and kIlled
the tree ThIS was remarkable as beIng the only occaSIon when Dorothy ever
heard Mrs Creevy laugh
But Dorothy was too busy, at first, to pay much attentIon to Mrs Creevy and
her nasty charactenstlcs She saw qUIte clearly that Mrs Creevy was an OdIOUS
woman and that her own positIon was VIrtually that of a slave, but It dId not
greatly worry her Her work was too absorbIng, too all-Important In
compartson WIth It" her own comfort and even her future hardly seemed to
matter.
It dtd not take her more than a couple of days to get her class Into runnIng
order It was curious, but though -she had no experIence of teachIng and no
precoflOOlVed theones about It, yet from the very first day she found herself, as
tbov-gh by msttnct, rearrangmg, schemtng, InnovatIng There was so much
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that was cryIng out to be done The first thIng, ObVIously, was to get nd of the
grIsly routIne of ccoples', and after Dorothy's second day no more ccoples' were
done In the class, m spIte of a smff or two from Mrs Creevy The handwntlng
lessons, also, were cut down Dorothy would have lIked to do away WIth
handwntlng lessons altogether so far as the older gIrls were concerned-It
seemed to her rIdICUlous that gIrlS of fifteen should waste tlme In practIsIng
copperplate-but Mrs Creevy would not hear of It She seemed to attach an
almost superstItiOUS value to handWrItIng lessons And the next thmg, of
course, was to scrap the repulSIve Hundred Page Htstory and the preposterous
lIttle creaders' It would have been worse than useless to ask Mrs Creevy to buy
new books for the chIldren, but on her first Saturday afternoon Dorothy
begged leave to go up to London, was grudgIngly gIven it, and spent two
pounds three shIllmgs out of her preCIOUS four pounds ten on a dozen secondhand copIes of a cheap school edItIOn of Shakespeare, a bIg second-hand atlas,
some volumes of Hans Andersen's stones for the younger clnldren, a set of
geometncal Instruments, and two pounds of plastlcme WIth these, and
history books out of the publIc lIbrary, she felt that she could make a start
She had seen at a glance that what the chIldren most needed, and what they
had never had, was IndIVIdual attentIon So she began by diVIdIng them up
Into three separate classes, and so arrangIng thIngs that two lots could be
worklng by themselves whIle she cwent through' somethIng WIth the thIrd It
was dIfficult at first, espeCIally WIth the younger gIrls, whose attention
wandered as soon as they were left to themselves, so that you could never really
take your eyes off them And yet how wonderfully, how unexpectedly, nearly
all of them Improved durmg those first few weeks' For the most part they were
not really stupId, only dazed by a dull, mechamcal ngmarole For a week,
perhaps, they contInued unteachable, and then, qUIte suddenly, theIr warped
lIttle mInds seemed to sprIng up and expand lIke daiSIeS when you move the
garden roller off them
QUIte qUIckly and easIly Dorothy broke them In to the hahIt of thlnktng for
themselves She got them to make up essays out of theIr own heads Instead of
copYIng out dnvel about the bIrds chantmg on the boughs and the flowerets
burstmg from theIr buds She attacked theIr arithmetlC at the foundatIOns and
started the httle gIrlS on multIplIcatIon and pIloted the older ones through long
dIVISIon to fractIOns, she even got three of them to the pomt where there was
talk of startIng on deCImals She taught them the first rudIments of French
grammar In place of cPassez-mot Ie beurreJ s'tl vous pIaU' and Lefils dUJardtnier
a perdu son chapeau' FIndIng that not a gIrl In the class knew what any of the
countnes of the world looked hke (though several of them knew that Qwto was
the capItal of Ecuador), she set them to makIng a large contour-map of Europe
In plastICine, on a pIece of three-ply wood, copYIng It In scale from the atlas
The children adored maktng the map, they were always clamouring to be
allowed to go on WIth It. And she started the whole class, except the SlX
youngest gIrls and MaVIS Wtlltams, the pothook speclahst, on reading
Macb£th Not a cluld among thtill had ever voluntanly read anythIng 11l her
hfe before,' except perhaps 'the ~711'$ OIDn Paper; but they tpok readily to
C
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Shakespeare, as all chIldren do when he IS not made horrIble WIth parsIng and
analysIng
HIstory was the hardest thIng to teach them Dorothy had not realIzed tIll
now how hard It IS for chIldren who come from poor homes to have even a
conceptIOn of what hIstory means Every upper-class person, however 111Informed, grows up WIth some notIOn of hIstory, he can VIsualIze a Roman
centUrIon, a medIeval knIght, an eIghteenth-century nobleman, the terms
AntIqUIty, MIddle Ages, RenaIssance, IndustrIal RevolutIon evoke some
meanmg, even If a confused one, In hIS mInd But these chIldren came from
bookless homes and from parents who would have laughed at the notIOn that
the past has any meanIng for the present They had never heard of RobIn
Hood, never played at beIng CavalIers and Roundheads, never wondered who
buIlt the Engltsh churches or what Fid Def on a penny stands for There were
Just two hIstOrIcal characters of whom all of them, almost WIthout exceptIOn,
had heard, and those were Columbus and Napoleon Heaven knows
why-perhaps Columbus and Napoleon get Into the newspapers a lIttle oftener
than most hIstorIcal characters They seemed to have swelled up In the
chIldren's mInds, hke Tweedledum and Tweedledee, ttll they blocked out the
whole landscape of the past Asked when motor-cars were Invented, one chIld,
aged ten, vaguely hazarded, 'About a thousand years ago, by Columbus '
Some of the older gIrlS, Dorothy dIscovered, had been through the Hundred
Page Hzstory as many as four tImes, from Boadlcea to the first Jubllee, and
forgotten practIcally every word of It Not that that mattered greatly, for most
of It was hes She started the whole class over agaIn at Juhus Caesar's InVaSIOn,
and at first she trIed takIng hIstory books out of the pubhc lIbrary and readIng
them aloud to the chIldren, but that method faIled, because they could
understand nothIng that was not explaIned to them In words of one or two
syllables So she dId what she could In her owo words and WIth her own
Inadequate knowledge, maloog a sort of paraphra&e of what she read and
delIverIng It to the chIldren; strIVIng all the whIle to drIve IOtO their dull lIttle
minds some pIcture of the past, and what was always more drfficult, some
Interest In It But one day a brIlhant Idea struck her. She bought a roll Qf cheap
plaIn Wallpaper at an upholsterer's shop, and set the chlldren to makIng an
hIstOrIcal chart. They ma~ked the roll of paper IDto oenturles and years, and
stuck scraps that they cut out of Illustrated papers-pIctures of krughts In
armour and SpanIsh galleons and prIntIng-presses and raIlway traIns-at the
approprIate places PInned round the walls of the room, the chart presented, as
the scraps grew In number, a sort of panorama ofEnghsh hIstory The chIldren
were even fonder of the chart than of the contour map. They always) Dorothy
found" showed more Intelligence when It was a questlOn of makmg something
mstead of merely learmng. There was even talk of makIng a contour map of the
wor1d, four feet by fow, In papIerm~che, If Dorothy could 'get round' Mrs
Cree,vy 1:1> allow the preparatIon of the paplermAche-a messy process needmg
bueke't$ qf, wat,-er •
• M;rs ,Creevy watched Dorothy's InnovatlOns WIth a Jealous eye, but she dId
4iQt. b,:lt.rere, acttvely at first She was not gOIng to show It, of course, but she
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was secretly amazed and delIghted to find that she had got hold of an aSsIstant
who was actually wllhng to work When she saw Dorothy spendIng her own
money on textbooks for the chIldren, It gave her the same delIclOus sensatIon
that she would have had ln brIngIng off a successful sWIndle She dId, however,
snIff and grumble at everythIng that Dorothy dId, and she wasted a great deal
of tIme by InsIstIng on what she called 'thorough correctIOn' of the girls'
exerCIse books But her system of correctIon, lIke everythIng else In the school
currIculum, was arranged wIth one eye on the parents PerIOdIcally the
chIldren took theIr books home for theIr parents' mspectIOn, and Mrs Creevy
would never allow anythIng dIsparagIng to be WrItten m them NothIng was to
be marked 'bad' or crossed out or too heavIly underlIned, mstead, In the
evenIngs, Dorothy decorated the books, under Mrs Creevy's dIctatIOn, WIth
more or less applaudIng comments In red mk 'A very credItable performance',
and 'Excellent' You are makIng great strIdes Keep It upI' were Mrs Creevy's
favourItes All the chIldren In the school, apparently, were for ever 'makIng
great strIdes' , In what dIrectIOn they were strldmg was not stated The parents,
however, seemed WIllIng to swallow an almost unlmnted amount of thIs kInd of
thIng
There were tImes, of course, when Dorothy had trouble WIth the gIrlS
themselves The fact that they were all of dIfferent ages made them dlfficult to
deal WIth, and though they were fond of her and were very 'good' WIth her at
first, they would not have been children at all If they had been Invanabiy
'good' Sometimes they were lazy and sometImes they succumbed to that most
damnable VIce of schoolglrls-glgghng For the first few days Dorothy was
greatly exerCIsed over lIttle MaVIS WIllIams, who was stupIder than one would
have beheved It pOSSIble for any chIld of eleven to be Dorothy could do
nothIng WIth her at all At the first attempt to get her to do anythIng beyond
pothooks a look of almost subhuman blankness would come Into her WIde-set
eyes SometImes, however, she had talkatIve fits In whIch she would ask the
most amaZIng and unansw-erable questIOns For Instance, she would open her
'reader', find one of the IllustratlOns-the sagaCIOUS Elephant, perhaps-and ask
Dorothy
'Please, MISS, wass 'at thIng there?' (She mIspronounced her words In a
cunous manner)
'That's an elephant) MaVIS '
'Wass a elephant~'
'An elephant's a kInd of WIld anunal '
'Wass a anImaP'
'WelI-a dog's an antmal '
'Wass a dog?'
And so on, more or less IndefinItely About half-way through the fourth
mornIng MaVIS held up her hand and sald WIth a sly pohteness that ought to
have put Dorothy on her guard
'Please, MISS, may I be 'seused?'
'Yes,' sald Dorothy
One of the blgg~r girls put up her 11an.d, blushed, and put her hanc:l down
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agaIn as though too bashful to speak On being prompted by Dorothy, she saId
shamefacedly
'Please, MISS, MIss Strong dIdn't used to let MavIs go to the lavatory alone
She locks herself In and won't come out, and then Mrs Creevy gets angry,
MISS'
Dorothy dIspatched a messenger, but It was too late MavIs remaIned zn
latebra pudenda tIll twelve o'clock Afterwards, Mrs Creevy explaIned
prIvately to Dorothy that MavIs was a congenItal IdIot-or, as she put It, 'not
rIght In the head' It was totally ImpossIble to teach her anythIng Of course,
Mrs Creevy dIdn't 'let on' to MaVIS'S parents, who belIeved that theIr chIld
was only 'backward' and paId theIr fees regularly MavIs was qUIte easy to deal
wIth You Just had to gIve her a book and a penCIl and tell her to draw pIctures
and be qUIet But MavIs, a chIld of habIt, drew nothIng but pothooks
-remaInIng qUiet and apparently happy for hours together, With her tongue
hangmg out, amid festoons of pothooks
But In spIte of these mInor dIfficultIes, how well everythIng went durIng
those first few weeks' How omInously well, Indeed' About the tenth of
November, after much grumblIng about the prIce of coal, Mrs Creevy started
to allow a fire In the schoolroom The chlldren's WItS bnghtened notIceably
when the room was decently warm And there were happy hours, sometImes,
when the fire crackled In the grate, and Mrs Creevy was out of the house, and
the chIldren were workIng qUIetly and absorbedly at one of the lessons that
were theIr faVOUrItes Best of all was when the two top classes were readIng
Macbeth, the gIrlS squeakIng breathlessly through the scenes, and Dorothy
pullIng them up to make them pronounce the words properly and to tell them
who Bellona's brIdegroom was and how WItches rode on broomstIcks, and the
gIrlS wantmg to know, almost as excItedly as though It had been a detectIve
story, how Blrnam Wood could pOSSIble come to Dunsinane and Macbeth be
kIlled by a man who was not of woman born Those are the tunes that make
teachIng worth whIle-the tunes when the chIldren's enthusIasm leaps up, hke
an answerIng flame, to meet your own, and sudden unlooked-for gleams of
IntellIgence reward your earlIer drudgery No Job IS more faSCInatIng than
teachIng If you have a free hand at It Nor dId Dorothy k.now, as yet, that that
'If' IS one of the bIggest 'Ifs' In the world
Her Job SUIted her, and she was happy In It She knew the minds of the
chIldren Intunately by thIs tune, knew theIr IndIvidual peculIarIties and the
speclal st:rrnulants that were needed before you could get them to thInk She
was more fond of them, more Interested In theIr development, more aruuous to
do her best for them, than she would have conce.1ved pOSSible a short whIle ago
The complex, never-ended labour of teaching filled her hfe Just as the round of
parish jobs had filled It at home She thought and dreamed of teachIng, she
took books out of the pUbllc hbrary and studIed theorIes of educatIon. She felt
that qUlte willingly she would go on teaching all her hfe, even at ten shIllIngs a
week and her keep, If It could always be lIke thIS It was her vocatIon, she
tbought~
~ Nmost

any... Job that fully occupIed her would have been a relIef after the
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horrIble fUtIhty of the tIme of her destltutlOn But thIS was more than a mere
Job, It was-so It seemed to her-a mISSIon, a hfe-purpose TrYIng to awaken the
dulled mInds of these chIldren, tryIng to undo the SWIndle that had been
worked upon them In the name of educatIon-that, surely, was somethIng to
whIch she could gIve herself heart and souP So for the tIme beIng, In the
Interest of her work, she dIsregarded the beastlmess of hVIng In Mrs Creevy's
house, and qUIte forgot her strange, anomalous pOSItIOn and the uncertaInty of
her future

4
But of course, It could not last
Not many weeks had gone by before the parents began InterferIng With
Dorothy's programme of work That-trouble WIth the parents-Is part of the
regular routIne of hfe In a prIvate school All parents are tIresome from a
teacher's pOInt of VIew, and the parents of chIldren at fourth-rate prIvate
schools are utterly ImpOSSIble On the one hand, they have only the dImmest
Idea of what IS meant by educatIon, on the other hand, they look on 'schoolIng'
exactly as they look on a butcher's blll or a grocer's bIll, and are perpetually
SUSpICIOUS that they are beIng cheated They bombard the teacher WIth 111WrItten notes miling unpossible demands, WhICh they send by hand and
WhICh the chIld- reads on the way to school At the end of the first fortnIght
Mabel BrIggs, one of the most promISIng gIrlS In the class, brought Dorothy
the follOWIng note
Dear MISS,-Would you please gIve Mabel a bIt more anthmetlc~ I feel that what your gIvmg her
IS not practacle enpugh All these maps and that She wants practacle work, not all thIs fancy stuff
So more arzthmetlc;, please And remaIn,
Yours FaIthfully,
Geo BrIggS
P s Mabel says your talkmg of startIng her on somethmg called deCImals I don't want her taught
deCImals, I want her taught anthmetlc

So Dorothy stopped Mabel's geography and gave her extra arIthmetIC
Instead, whereat Mabel wept. More letters followed One lady was dIsturbed
to hear that her chIld was bemg given Shakespeare to read 'She had heard',
she wrote 'that thIS Mr Shakespeare was a w.f1ter of stage-plays, and was MISS
Millborough qUlte certam that he wasn't a very ~mmoral wrIter? For her own
part she had never so much as been to 11he pIctures 1A her bfe, let alone to a
stage-play, and she felt that even In readmg stage-plays there was a very grave
$nger/ etc) etc She gave way, however, on beIng 11'~Jol'.med that Mt'
Shakespeare was dead This seemed to- reassure ber Another ,parent wanted
j
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more attentlOn to his child's handwritIng, and another thought French was a
waste of tIme, and so It went on, untIl Dorothy's carefully arranged tIme-table
was almost In ruins Mrs Creevy gave her clearly to understand that whatever
the parents demanded she must do, or pretend to do In many cases It was next
door to ImpOSSIble, for It dIsorganIzed everythIng to have one chIld studYIng,
for Instance, arIthmetIC whIle the rest of the class were dOIng hIstory or
geography But In private schools the parents' word IS law Such schools eXIst,
lIke shops, by flatterIng theIr customers, and If a parent wanted hIS chIld taught
nothIng but cat's-cradle and the cuneIform alphabet, the teacher would have to
agree rather than lose a pupIl
The fact was that the parents were grOWIng perturbed by the tales theIr
chIldren brought home about Dorothy's methods They saw no sense
whatever In these new-fangled Ideas of makIng plastICIne maps and readIng
poetry, and the old mechamcal routIne whIch had so horrified Dorothy struck
them as eminently sensIble They became more and more restIve, and theIr
letters were peppered wIth the word 'practIcal', meanIng In effect more
handWritIng lessons and more arIthmetIC And even theIr notlOn of arithmetIC
was hmlted to addItIon, subtractlOn, multIphcatlOn and 'practIce', WIth long
dIvlslOn thrown In as a spectacular tour de force of no real value Very few of
them could have worked out a sum In deCImals themselves, and they were not
partIcularly aDXlOUS for theIr chIldren to be able to do so eIther
However, If thIS had been all, there would probably never have been any
seriOUS trouble The parents would have nagged at Dorothy, as all parents do,
but Dorothy would finally have learned-as, agaIn, all teachers finally
learn-that If one showed a certaIn amount of tact one could safely Ignore them
But there was one fact that was absolutely certain to lead to trouble, and that
was the fact that the parents of all except three chIldren were NonconformIsts,
whereas Dorothy was an Anghcan It was true that Dorothy had lost her
faIth-Indeed, for two months past, In the press of varyIng adventures, had
hardly thought eIther of her faIth or of Its loss But that made very httle
dIfference, Roman or AnglIcan, DIssenter, Jew, Turk or Infidel, you retaIn the
habIts of thought that you have been brought up WIth Dorothy, born and bred
In the precmcts of the Church, had no understanding of the NonconformIst
mInd With the best WIll In the world, she could not help dOIng things that
would cause offence to some of the parents
Almost at the begInning there was a skIrmIsh over the SCripture
lessons-twice a week the chlldren used to read a couple of chapters from the
BIble Old Testament and New Testament alternately-several of the parents
WrItIng to say, would MISS Millborough please not answer the chlldren when
they asked questIons about the VIrgIn Mary, texts about the VIrgIn Mary were
to be passed over In sIlence, or, if pOSSIble, mIssed out altogether But It was
Shakespeare, that unmoral wrIter, who brought thIngs to a head The guls had
worked their way through Macbeth, pInIng to know how the WItches' prophecy
was to be fulfilled. They reached the clOSIng scenes Birnam Wood had come to
Dunsinane .... that part was settled, anyway, now what about the man who was
not ofw()In.an born",) They came to the fatal passage
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Thou losest labour,
As easy may'st thou the lntrenchant aIr
WIth thy keen sword Impress, as make me bleed
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests,
I bear a charmed hfe, whIch must not YIeld
To one of woman born
MACDUFF
DespaIr thy charm,
And let the Angel whom thou stIll hast served
Tell thee, Macduff was from hIS mother'S womb
UntImely Ilpp'd
MACBETH

The gIrlS looked puzzled There was a momentary sllence, and then a chorus
of VOlces round the room,
'Please, MISS, what does that mean",)'
Dorothy explaIned She explmned haltIngly and Incompletely, WIth a
sudden horrId mlsglvlng-a premomtIOn that thIS was gOIng to lead to
trouble-but stIll, she dId explaIn. And after that, of course, the fun began
About half the chlldren In the class went home and asked theIr parents the
meamng of the word 'womb' There was a sudden commotIOn, a flYIng to
and fro of messages, an electrIC thrIll of horror through fifteen decent
NonconformIst homes That mght the parents must have held some kmd of
conclave, for the follOWIng evenIng, about the tIme when school ended, a
deputatIOn called upon Mrs Creevy Dorothy heard them arrIVIng by ones and
twos, and guessed what was going to happen As soon as she had dIsmIssed the
chIldren, she heard Mrs Creevy call sharply down the staIrs
'Come up here a mInute, MISS Mlllboroughl'
Dorothy went up, tryIng to control the trembhng of her knees In the gaunt
draWIng-room Mrs Creevy was standIng grImly beSIde the plano, and SIX
parents were SIttIng round on horsehmr chaIrs lIke a CIrcle of mqulsItors
There was the Mr Geo Bnggs who had wrItten the letter about Mabel's
arIthmetIc-he was an alert-lookIng greengrocer WIth a drIed-up, shreWIsh
WIfe-and there was a large, buffalo-lIke man WIth droopIng moustaches and a
colourless, pecubarly fiat WIfe who looked as though she had been flattened out
by the pressure of some heavy object-her husband, perhaps The names of
these two Dorothy dId not catch There was also Mrs WIlhams, the mother of
the congenItal IdIOt, a small, dark, very obtuse woman who always agreed WIth
the last speaker, and there was a Mr Poynder, a commencal traveller He was a
youngIsh to mlddle-aged man WIth a grey face, mobIle lIps, and a bald scalp
across whIch some StrIPS of rather nasty-looking damp haIr were carefully
plastered In honour of the parents' VISIt, a fire composed of three large coals
was sulklng In the grate
'SIt down there, MISS MIllborough,' SaId Mrs Creevy, pointmg to a hard
chaIr WhICh stood lIke a stool of repe1;ltance 10 the mIddle of the nng of parents
Dorothy sat down
~ And now,' saltd Mrs Creevy, 'Just you lIsten to what Mr Poynder's got to say
to you.'
Mr Poynder had.a gr~at gealto say The other parents had eVIdently chosen
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hIm as theIr spokesman, and he talked tll1 flecks of yellOWIsh foam appeared at
the corners of hIS mouth And what was remarkable, he managed to do It all-so
nIce was hIS regard for the decencIeS-wIthout ever once repeatIng the word
that had caused all the trouble
'1 feel that I'm VOICIng the opInIOn of all of us,' he saId WIth hIS facIle
bagman's eloquence, '10 sayIng that If MISS Millborough knew that thIS
play-Macduff3 or whatever ItS name Is-contaIned such words as-well, such
words as we're speakIng about, she never ought to have gIven It to the chIldren
to read at all To my mInd It's a dIsgrace that schoolbooks can be prInted WIth
such words In them I'm sure If any of us had ever known that Shakespeare was
that kInd of stuff, we'd have put our foot down at the start It surprIses me, I
must say Only the other mornIng I was readIng a pIece In my News Chronzcle
about Shakespeare beIng the father of Enghsh LIterature, well, If that's
LIterature, let's have a bIt less LIterature, say I' I thInk everyone'll agree WIth
me there And on the other hand, If MISS Mlllborough dIdn't know that the
word-well, the word I'm referrIng to-was comIng, she Just ought to have gone
straIght on and taken no notIce when It dId come There wasn't the slIghtest
need to go explaInIng It to them Just tell them to keep qUIet and not get askIng
questIOns-that's the proper way WIth chIldren'
'But the chIldren wouldn't have understood the play If I hadn't explaIned"
protested Dorothy for the thud or fourth tIme
'Of course they wouldn't' You don't seem to get my pOInt, MISS
Millborough' We don't want them to understand Do you thmk we want them
to go pIckIng up dIrty Ideas out of books? QUIte enough of that already WIth all
these dIrty films and these twopenny gIrlS' papers that they get hold of-all
these filthy, dIrty love-storIes WIth pIctures of-well, I won't go Into It We
don't send our chIldren to school to have Ideas put Into theIr heads I'm
speaking for all the parents In saYIng thIS We're all of decent God-fearIng
folk-some of us are BaptIsts and some of us are MethodIsts, and there's even
one or two Church of England among us, but we can SInk our dIfferences when
It comes to a case lIke thIs-and we try to brIng our chIldren up decent and save
them from knOWIng anythIng about the Facts of LIfe If I had my way, no
chIld-at any rate, no gIrl-would know anythIng about the Facts of LIfe tll1 she
was twenty-one'
There was a general nod from the parents, and the buffalo-lIke man added,
eYer, yer' I'm WIth you there, Mr Poynder Yer, yerl' deep down In hIS InSIde
After deahng WIth the subject of Shakespeare, Mr Poynder added some
remarks about Dorothy's new-fangled methods of teachIng, whIch gave Mr
Geo BrIggs the opportumty to rap out from tIme to time, 'That's It' PractIcal
work-that's what we want-practIcal work' Not all thIS messy stuffhke po'try
and makIng maps and socking scraps of paper and such lIke GIve' em a good
bIt of figunng and handwIlting and bother the rest PractIcal work! You've
satd It"
ThIS went on for about twenty mInutes At first Dorothy attempted to
argue, but she saw Mrs Creevy angrIly shakIng her head at her over the
buffalo-lIke Ulan's shoulder, which she rIghtly took as a SIgnal to be qUIet By
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the tIme the parents had finIshed they had reduced Dorothy very nearly to
tears, and after thIS they made ready to go But Mrs Creevy stopped them
'Just a mInute, ladles and gentlemen,' she saId 'Now that you've all had
your say-and I'm sure I'm most glad to gIve you the opportunlty- I' d Just hke
to say a lIttle somethIng on my own account Just to make thIngs clear, m case
any of you mIght thInk I was to blame for thIS nasty bUSIness that's happened
And you stay here too, MISS M1l1boroughl' she added
She turned on Dorothy, and, In front of the parents, gave her a venomous
'talkIng to' whIch lasted upwards of ten mmutes The burden of It all was that
Dorothy had brought these dIrty books Into the house behInd her back, that It
was monstrous treachery and IngratItude, and that If anythmg lIke It happened
agaIn, out Dorothy would go WIth a week's wages m her pocket She rubbed It
In and In and In Phrases lIke 'gIrl that I've taken mto my house', 'eatIng my
bread', and even 'hvlng on my charIty', recurred over and over agaIn The
parents sat round watchIng, and In theIr crass faces-faces not harsh or evIl,
only blunted by Ignorance and mean VIrtues-you could see a solemn approval,
a solemn pleasure In the spectacle of SIn rebuked Dorothy understood thIS,
she understood that It was necessary that Mrs Creevy should gIve her her
'talkIng to' In front of the parents, so that they mIght feel that they were gettmg
theIr money's worth and be satIsfied But stIll, as the stream of mean, cruel
repnmand went on and on, such anger rose In her heart that she could WIth
pleasure have stood up and struck Mrs Creevy across the face Agam and agam
she thought, '1 won't stand It, 1 won't stand It any longer' I'll tell her what I
thInk of her and then walk straIght out of the house" But she dId nothIng of the
kInd She saw WIth dreadful clarIty the helplessness of her pOSItIOn Whatever
happened, whatever Insults It meant swallOWIng, she had got to keep her Job
So she sat stIll, WIth PInk humIlIated face, amId the CIrcle of parents, and
presently her anger turned to mIsery, and she reahzed that she was gOIng to
begIn cryIng If she dId not struggle to prevent It But she realIzed, too, that If
she began crYIng It would be the last straw and the parents would demand her
dIsmIssal To stop herself, she dug her naIls so hard Into the palms that
afterwards she found that she had drawn a few drops of blood
Presently the 'talkIng to' wore Itself out In assurances from Mrs Creevy that
thIS should never happen agaIn and that the offendmg Shakespeares should be
burnt ImmedIately The parents were now satIsfied Dorothy had had her
lesson and would doubtless profit by It, they dId not bear her any malIce and
were not conscIOUS of haVIng humlhated her They saId good-bye to Mrs
Creevy, saId good-bye rather more coldly to Dorothy, and departed Dorothy
also rose to go, but Mrs Creevy SIgned to her to stay where she was
'Just you WaIt a mInute,' she saId omInously as the parents left the room '1
haven't finIshed yet, not by a long way I haven't'
Dorothy sat down agam She felt very weak at the knees, and nearer to tears
than ever Mrs Creevy, haVIng shown the parents out by the front door, came
back WIth a bowl of water and threw It over the fire-for where was the sense of
burmng good coals after the parents had gone) Dorothy supposed that the
'talkmg to' was gOIng to begIn afresh. However, Mrs Creevy's wrath seemed to
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have cooled-at any rate, she had laId aSIde the aIr of outraged vIrtue that It had
been necessary to put on In front of the parents
'I Just want to have a bIt ofa talk wIth you, MISS Mlllborough,' she saId 'It's
about tIme we got It settled once and for all how thIS school's gOlng to be run
and how It'S not gOIng to be run'
'Yes,' saId Dorothy
'Well, I'll be straIght wIth you When you came here I could see wIth half an
eye that you dIdn't know the first thIng about school-teachIng, but 1 wouldn't
have mInded that If you'd Just had a bIt of common sense lIke any other gIrl
would have had Only It seems you hadn't I let you have your own way for a
week or two, and the first thIng you do IS to go and get all the parents' backs up
Well, I'm not gOlng to have that over agaIn From now on I'm gOlng to have
thIngs done my way, not your way Do you understand that;l'
'Yes,' saId Dorothy agaIn
'You're not to thInk as I can't do WIthout you, mInd,' proceeded Mrs
Creevy '1 can pIck up teachers at two a penny any day of the week, MAs and
BAs and all Only the MAs and BAs mostly take to drInk, or else
they-well, no matter what-and 1 Will say for you you-don't seem to be given to
the drInk or anythIng of that kInd I dare say you and me can get on all rIght If
you'll drop these new-fangled Ideas of yours and understand what's meant by
practIcal school-teachIng So Just you lIsten to me '
Dorothy lIstened WIth admIrable clarity, and WIth a cymclsm that was all
the more dIsgustIng because It was utterly unconscIous, Mrs Creevy explaIned
the technIque of the dIrty sWIndle that she called practIcal school-teachIng
'What you've got to get hold of once and for all,' she began, 'IS that there's
only one thIng that matters In a school, and that's the fees As for all thIS stuff
about "developIng the chlldren's mInds", as you call It, It'S neIther here nor
there It's the fees I'm after, not developzng the chzldren's mznds After all, It'S no
more than common sense It's not to be supposed as anyone'd go to all the
trouble of keepIng school and haVIng the house turned upSIde down by a pack
of brats, If It wasn't that there's a bIt of money to be made out of It The fees
come first, and everythIng else comes afterwards DIdn't I tell you that the
very first day you came here;l'
'Yes,' admItted Dorothy humbly
'Well, then, It'S the parents that pay the fees, and it's the parents you've got
to thInk about. Do what the parents want-that's our rule here. I dare say all
thIS meSSIng about WIth plastICIne and paper-scraps that you go In for doesn't
do the chIldren any partIcular harm, but the parents don't want It, and there's
an end of It Well, there's Just two subjects that they do want therr chIldren
taught, and that's handWIltIng and arIthmetIC EspecIally handWrItIng. That's
somethlOg they can see the sense of And so handwrIting's the thIng you've got
to keep on and on at Plenty of nIce neat copIes that the girls can take home, and
that the plU'ents'll show off to the neIghbours and gIve us a bIt of a free advert I
want you to giVe the children two hours a day Just at handWrItIng and nothIng

else."
, 'Two hours a day Just at handwrIting,' repeated Dorothy obediently
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'Yes And plenty ot: arithmetIc as well The parents are very keen on
arIthmetIc especIally money-sums Keep your eye on the parents all the tIme
If you meet one of them In the street, get hold of them and start talkmg to them
about theIr own gul Make out that she's the best gIrl In the class and that If she
stays Just three terms longer she'll be workIng wonders You see what I mean')
Don't go and tell them there's no room for Improvement, because If you tell
them that, they generally take theIr guls away Just three terms longer-that's
the thIng to tell them And when you make out the end of term reports, Just you
brIng them to me and let me have a good look at them I hke to do the marktng
myself'
Mrs Creevy's eye met Dorothy's She had perhaps been about to say that she
always arranged the marks so that every gul came out somewhere near the top
of the class, but she refraIned Dorothy could not answer for a moment
Outwardly she was subdued, and very pale, but In her heart were anger and
deadly repulSIon agaInst whIch she had to struggle before she could speak She
had no thought, however, of contradIctIng Mrs Creevy The 'talkIng to' had
qUIte broken her spIrIt She mastered her VOIce, and saId
'I'm to teach nothtng but handWrItIng and arIthmetic-IS that It?'
'Well, I dldn't say that exactly There's plenty of other subjects that look
well on the prospectus French, for mstance-French looks very well on the
prospectus But It's not a subject you want to waste much tII'I1e over Don't go
fillmg them up WIth a lot of grammar and syntax and verbs and all that That
kInd of stuff doesn't get them anywhere so far as I can see GIve them a bit of
"Parley vous Francey", and "Passey mOl Ie beurre", and so forth, that's a lot
more use than grammar And then there's Latln-I always put Lann on the
prospectus But I don't suppose you're very great on Latm, are you';)'
'No,' admItted Dorothy
'Well, It doesn't matter You won't have to teach It None of our parents'd
want theIr chlldren to waste tIme over Latm But they lIke to s.ee It on the
prospectus, It looks classy Of course there's a whole lot of subjects that we
can't actually teach, but we have to advertIse them all the same Book-keepIng
and tYPIng and shorthand, for Instance, beSIdes mUSIC and danCIng It all looks
well on the prospectus )
'ArIthmetIc, handwrItIng, French-Is there anythmg else':>' Dorothy said
'Oh, well, hIstory and geography and EnglIsh LIterature, of course. But Just
drop that map-makIng bUSIness at once-It's nothIng but waste of tIme The
best geography to teach IS lIsts of capltals Get them so that they can rattle off
the capItals of all the Engbsh countIes as If It was the multlphcatlon table
Then they've got somethtng to show for what they've learnt, anyway And as
for hIstOry, keep on WIth the Hundred Page Hzstory of Brztzan I won't have
them taught out of those blg hIstory books you keep brlIlgIng home from the
hbrary I opened one of those books the other day, and the first thmg I saw was
a pIece where 1t saId the EnglIsh had been beaten In some battle or other
There's a-n'1ce dnng to go teaclung chIldren' The parents won't stand for that
kInd of thmg, I can tell you"
'And LIterature?' sald Dorothy.
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'Well, of course they've got to do a bIt of readIng, and I can't thInk why you
wanted to turn up your nose at those nIce lIttle readers of ours Keep on wIth
the readers They're a bIt old, but they're qUIte good enough for a pack of
chIldren, I should have thought And I suppose they mIght as well learn a few
pIeces of poetry by heart Some of the parents lIke to hear theIr chIldren say a
pIece of poetry "The Boy stood on the BurnIng Deck"-that's a very good
pIece-and then there's "The Wreck of the Steamer"-now, what was that ShIP
called';) "The Wreck of the Steamer Hesperus" A lIttle poetry doesn't hurt
now and agaIn But don't let's have any more Shakespeare;, pleaseI'
Dorothy got no tea that day It was now long past tea-tIme, but when Mrs
Creevy had finIshed her harangue she sent Dorothy away WIthout saYIng
anythIng about tea Perhaps thIS was a lIttle extra punIshment for l'affazre
Macbeth

Dorothy had not asked permISSIon to go out, but she dId not feel that she
could stay In the house any longer She got her hat and coat and set out down
the Ill-lIt road, for the publIc lIbrary It was late Into Novelnber Though the
day had been damp the nIght WInd blew sharply, lIke a threat, through the
almost naked trees, makIng the gas-lamps fl.lcker In spIte of theIr glass
chImneys, and StIrrIng the sodden plane leaves that lIttered the pavement
Dorothy shIvered slIghtly The raw WInd sent through her a bone-deep
memory of the cold of Trafalgar Square And though she dId not actually thInk
that If she lost her Job It would mean gOIng back to the sub-world from whIch
she had come-Indeed, It wa& not so desperate as that, at the worst her COUSIn or
somebody else would help her-sull, Mrs Creevy's 'talkIng to' had made
Trafalgar Square seem suddenly very much nearer It had drIven Into her a far
deeper understandIng than she had had before of the great modern
commandment-the eleventh commandment WhICh has WIped out all the
others 'Thou shalt not lose thy Job'
But as to what Mrs Creevy had Said about 'practIcal school-teachIng', It had
been no more than a realIstIc faCIng of the facts She had merely Said aloud
what most people In her pOSItIOn thInk but never say Her oft-repeated phrase,
'It's the fees I'm after" was a motto that mIght be-Indeed, ought to
be-wntten over the doors of every pnvate school In England.
There are, by the way, vast numbers of prIvate schools In England Secondrate, thll'd-rate, and fourth-rate (RIngwood House was a specImen of the
fourth-rate school), they eXIst by the dozen and the score In every London
suburb and every prOVIncIal town At any given moment there are somewhere
In the neIghbourhood of ten thousand of them, of whIch less than a thousand
are subject to Government InSpectIon And though some of them are better
than others, and a certaIn number, probably, are better than the councIl
schools Wlth wluch they compete, there IS the same fundamental eVllln all of
them) that 1S, that they have ulnmately no purpose except to make money.
Often, eK.cept that there 18 nothIng Illegal about them, they are started In
exactly the same SPlIlt as one would start a brothel or a bucket shop Some
snuffy htde man of bUSIness (it 18 qUIte usual for these schools to be owned by
people who don't teach themselves) says one morning to hIS w1fe
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'Emma, I got a notIOn' What you say to us two keepIng school, eh"> There's
plenty of cash ~n a school, you know, and there aIn't the same work In It as what
there IS In a shop or a pub BesIdes, you don't nsk nothIng, no over'ead to
worry about, 'cept Jest your rent and few desks and a blackboard But we'll do
It In style Get In one of these Oxford and Cambndge chaps as IS out of a Job
and'll come cheap, and dress 'Im up In a gown and-what do they call them
lIttle square 'ats wIth tassels on top? That 'ud fetch the parents, eh? You Jest
keep your eyes open and see If you can't pIck on a good dIstnct where there's
not too many on the same game already'
He chooses a SItuatIOn In one of those mIddle-class dIStrIctS where the
people are too poor to afford the fees of a decent school and too proud to send
theIr chIldren to the councIl schools, and 'sets up' By degrees he works up a
connexIOn In very much the same manner as a mIlkman or a greengrocer, and If
he IS astute and tactful and has not too many competItors, he makes hIS few
hundreds a year out of It
Of course, these schools are not all alIke Not every pnncIpalIs a graspIng
low-mInded shrew lIke Mrs Creevy, and there are plenty of schools where the
atmosphere IS kIndly and decent and the teachIng IS as good as one could
reasonably expect for fees of five pounds a term On the other hand, some of
them are cryIng scandals Later on, when Dorothy got to know one of the
teachers at another pnvate school m SouthbrIdge, she heard tales of schools
that were worse by far than RIngwood House She heard of a cheap boardtngschool where travellIng actors dumped theIr chIldren as one dumps luggage In
a raIlway cloakroom, and where the chIldren SImply vegetated, domg
absolutely nothIng, reachmg the age of SIxteen WIthOut learnIng to read, and
another school where the days passed In a perpetual not, WIth a broken-down
old hack of a master chaSIng the boys up and down and slashIng at them WIth a
cane, and then suddenly collapsmg and weepIng WIth hIS head on a desk, whIle
the boys laughed at hIm So long as schools are run pnmarlly for money, thIngs
lIke thIs WIll happen The expenSIve pnvate schools to WhICh the nch send
theIr chIldren are not, on the surface, so bad as the others; because they can
afford a proper staff, and the PublIc School exammatIOn system keeps them up
to the mark, but they have the same essentIal taInt
It was only later, and by degrees, that Dorothy dIscovered these facts about
pnvate schools. At first, she used to suffer from an absurd fear that one day the
school Inspectors would descend upon RIngwood House, find out what a sham
and a SWIndle It all was, and raise the dust accordIngly Later on, however, she
learned that thIs could never happen RIngwood House was not 'recognIzed',
and therefore was not lIable to be mspected One day a Government Inspector
dui, Indeed, VISlt the school, but beyond measuring the dlID.enSlOns of the
schoolroom to see whether each gttl had her nght number of CUbIC feet of aIr,
he dId nothing; he had no power to do more Only the tmy mInority of
~recognlZed) schools-less than one in ten-are offiClally tested to decide
whether they keep up a reasonable educational standard As for the others,
they are fr.ee tQ teach <>r not teach exactly as they c400se No one controls-or
Inspects th~ -except the ohildren"s parents-the blmd leadtng the blInd.
)
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Next day Dorothy began altermg her programme In accordance wIth Mrs
Creevy's orders The first lesson of the day was handwrItIng, and the second
was geography
'That'll do, gIrls,' saId Dorothy as the funereal clock struck ten 'We'll start
our geography lesson now '
The guls flung theIr desks open and put theIr hated copybooks away wIth
audIble sIghs of relIef There were murmurs of '00, Jography' Goodl' It was
one of theIr faVOUrIte lessons The two gIrlS who were 'momtors' for the week,
and whose Job It was to clean the blackboard, collect exerCIse books and so
forth (chlldren wlll fight for the prtvllege of dOlng Jobs of that kInd), leapt from
theIr places to fetch the half-finIshed contour map that stood agaInst the wall
But Dorothy stopped them
'Walt a moment SIt down, you two We aren't gOlng to go on wIth the map
thIS mornIng'
There was a cry of dIsmay 'Oh, MISS' Why can't we, MISS'> Please let's go on
WIth It I'
'No I'm afraid we've been wastIng a lIttle too much tIme over the map
lately We're gOlng to start learnlng some of the capItals of the Enghsh
counties 1 want every gIrl In the class to know the whole lot of them by the end
of the term '
The -chlldren's faces 'fell Dorothy saw It, and added WIth an attempt at
brIghtness-that hollow, undecelving brIghtness of a teacher trYIng to palm off
a bormg subject as an InterestIng one
'Just thInk how pleased your parents wIll be when they can ask you the
capItal of any county In England and you can tell It them I'
The chlldren were not In the least taken m They WrIthed at the nauseous
prospect
'Oh, capttals' LearnIng capztalsl That's Just what we used to do WIth MISS
Strong. Please, MISS, why can't we go on WIth the map'>'
'Now don't argue Get your notebooks out and take them down as I gIve
them to you And afterwards we'll say them all together'
Reluctantly, the chIldren fished out theIr notebooks, stIll groanIng 'Please,
MISS, can we go on wlth the map next tIme'>'
'1 don~t know. We'll see'
Th3t: afternoon the map was removed from the schoolroom, and Mrs Creevy
scraped the plastICIne off the board and threw It away It was the same WIth all
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the other subjects, one after another All the changes that Dorothy had made
were undone They went back to the routIne of Intenrunable 'copIes' and
IntermInable 'practIce' sums, to the learnIng parrot-fashIon of 'Passez-mo'L Ie
beurre' and 'Le fils du }ard'Lnzer a perdu son chapeau', to the Hundred Page
Hzstory and the Insufferable lIttle 'reader' (Mrs Creevy had lffipounded the
Shakespeares, ostensIbly to burn them The probabIlIty was that she had sold
them) Two hours a day were set apart for handwrIung lessons The two
depressIng pIeces of black paper, WhICh Dorothy had taken down from the
wall, were replaced, and theIr proverbs wrItten upon them afresh In neat
copperplate As for the hIstOrIcal chart, Mrs Creevy took It away and burnt It
When the chIldren saw the hated lessons, from WhICh they had thought to
have escaped for ever, coming back upon them one by one, they were first
astonIshed, then mIserable, then sulky But It was far worse for Dorothy than
for the chIldren Mter only a couple of days the rIgmarole through WhICh she
was obhged to drIve them so nauseated her that she began to doubt whether
she could go on WIth It any longer Agam and agaIn she toyed With the Idea of
disobeYIng Mrs Creevy Why not, she would thInk, as the chIldren whIned and
groaned and sweated under their mIserable bondage-why not stop It and go
back to proper lessons, even If It was only for an hour or two a day' Why not
drop the whole pretence of lessons and SImply let the children play' It would
be so much better for them than thiS Let them draw pictures or make
something out of plastiCine or begm makIng up a faIry tale-anythIng real,
anything that would Interest them, Instead of tlus dreadful nonsense But she
dared not At any moment Mrs Creevy was lIable to come In, and If she found
the children 'messing about' Instead of gettIng on WIth theIr routIne work,
there would be fearful trouble So Dorothy hardened her heart, and obeyed
Mrs Creevy's InstructIOns to the letter, and thmgs were very much as they had
been before MISS Strong was 'taken bad'
The lessons reached such a pItch of boredom that the brIghtest spot In the
week was Mr Booth's so-called cherrustry lecture on Thursday afternoons Mr
Booth was a seedy, tremulous man of about fifty, WIth long, wet, cowdungcoloured moustaches He had been a PublIc School master once upon a tIme,
but nowadays he made just enough for a lIfe of chromc sub-drunkenness by
delIverIng lectures at two and SIxpence a tlffie The lectures were unrelIeved
drIvel Even ill hIS palmiest days Mr Booth had not been a partIcularly brIlhant
lecturer, and now, when he had had rus first go of delm.um tremens and lIved In
a dally dread of his second, what chemical knowledge he had ever had was fast
desertlng hIm He would stand dItherIng In front of the class, saymg the same
thIng over and over agam and trYing vamly to remember what he was talkIng
about 'Remember, gIrlS,' he would say In his husky, would-be fatherly VOIce,
'the number of the elements is ninety...three-ntnety-three elements, gIrls-you
all of you know what an element IS, don't you'-there are Just runety-three of
them-remember that number, gtrls.....nmety-three,' untIl Dorothy (she had to
stay lIi the schoQlroom during ''the chennstrY lectures, because Mrs Creevy
conSIdered that it duln't do to leave the -gIrls alone with a man) was miserable
Wlth vicarious shame ~11 tIie leCtures'staTted with the ninety-three elements,
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and never got very much further There was also talk of 'a very lnterestlng
httle experIment that I'm gOlng to perform for you next week, glrls-very
Interestlng you'll find It-we'll have It next week WIthout fall-a very Interestmg
lIttle experIment', whlch, needless to say, was never performed Mr Booth
possessed no chemlcal apparatus, and hls hands were far too shaky to have
used It even If he had had any The gIrlS sat through hIS lectures In a suety
stupor of boredom, but even he was a welcome change from handwrItmg
lessons
The chIldren were never qUIte the same wIth Dorothy after the parents'
VISIt They dId not change all In a day, of course They had grown to be fond of
'old Mllhe', and they expected that after a day or two of tormentIng them wIth
handWrItIng and 'commercial anthmetIc' she would go back to somethIng
InterestIng But the handWrItIng and arIthmetIc went on, and the popularIty
Dorothy had enjoyed, as a teacher whose lessons weren't bOrIng and who
dIdn't slap you, pInch you, or tWIst your ears, gradually vanIshed Moreover,
the story of the row there had been over Macbeth was not long In leakIng out
The chIldren grasped that old Mtlhe had done somethIng wrong-they dIdn't
exactly know what-and had been gIven a 'talkIng to' It lowered her In thelr
eyes There IS no dealIng WIth chIldren, even WIth chIldren who are fond of
you, unless you can keep your prestIge as an adult, let that prestIge be once
damaged, and even the best-hearted chIldren WIll despIse you
So they began to be naughty In the normal, trarutlOnal way Before, Dorothy
had only had to deal WIth occaSIOnal lazIness, outbursts of nOIse and SIlly
gIgghng fits, now there were spIte and deceItfulness as well The chIldren
revolted ceaselessly agaInst the horrIble routlne They forgot the short weeks
when old Mllhe had seemed qUIte a good sort and school Itself had seemed
rather fun Now, school was SImply what It had always been, and what Indeed
you expected It to be-a place where you slacked and yawned and whIled the
tIme away by pInching your neIghbour and trYIng to make the teacher lose her
temper, and from WhICh you burst WIth a yell ofrehefthe Instant the last lesson
was over SometImes they sulked and had fits of cryIng, sometImes they argued
In the maddenIng perSIstent way that chIldren have, 'Why should we do thIS ',)
Why does anyone have to learn to read and wrIte';)' over and over agaIn, untIl
Dorothy had to stand over them and sIlence them WIth threats of blows She
was grOWIng almost habItually irrItable nowadays, It surprIsed and shocked
her, but she could not stop It Every morrung she vowed to herself, 'Today I
wlll not lose my temper', and every mornIng, WIth depressIng regularIty, she
dzd lose her temper, espeCIally at about half past eleven when the chIldren were
at theIr worst NothIng In the world IS qUIte so IrrItatIng as dealIng WIth
mutInous chIldren Sooner or later, Dorothy knew, she would lose control of
herself and begm hIttIng them It seemed to her an unforgIvable thIng to do, to
hIt a chIld, but nearly all teachers come to It m the end It was ImpOSSIble now
to get any cluld to work except when your eye was upon It You had only to
turD your~back for an mstant and blotting-paper pellets were fiymg to and fro
Nevertheless, WIth ceaseless slave-drIvIng the chIldrents handWrItIng and
'cQm.tnerclalanthmetlc' dId certamly show some Improvement, and no doubt
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the parents were satIsfied
The last few weeks of the term were a very bad tlme For over a fortnIght
Dorothy was qUIte penmless, for Mrs Creevy had told her that she couldn't
pay her her term's wages 'tIll some of the fees came 10' So she was deprIved of
the secret slabs of chocolate that had kept her gomg, and she suffered from a
perpetual slIght hunger that made her languId and spIrItless There were
leaden mornIngs when the mInutes dragged lIke hours, when she struggled
WIth herself to keep her eyes away from the clock, and her heart SIckened to
thInk that beyond thIS lesson there loomed another Just lIke It, and more of
them and more, stretchIng on Into what seemed lIke a dreary etermty Worse
yet were the tImes when the chIldren were In theIr nOISY mood and It needed a
constant exhaustIng effort of the wIll to keep them under control at all, and
beyond the wall, of course, lurked Mrs Creevy, always IIstemng, always ready
to descend upon the schoolroom, wrench the door open, and glare round the
room WIth 'Now then' What's all thIS nOIse about, please">' and the sack In her
eye
Dorothy was fully awake, now, to the beastlIness of lIVIng In Mrs Creevy's
house The filthy food, the cold, and the lack of baths seemed much more
Important than they had seemed a httle whIle ago Moreover, she was
begInnIng to appreCIate, as she had not done when the JOY of her work was
fresh upon her, the utter lonelIness of her posiDon NeIther her father nor Mr
Warburton had wntten to her, and In two months she had made not a SIngle
fnend In Southbndge For anyone so sItuated, and partIcularly for a woman, It
IS all but ImpOSSIble to make frIends She had no money and no home of her
own, and outSIde the school her sole places of refuge were the pubbc hbrary,
on the few evenIngs when she could get there, and church on Sunday
mornIngs She went to church regularly, of course-Mrs Creevy had InSIsted
on that She had settled the questIOn of Dorothy's rehgIOus observances at
breakfast on her first Sunday mormng
'I've Just been wonderIng what Place of WorshIp you ought to go to,' she
saId 'I suppose you were brought up C of E , weren't you?'
'Yes,' saId Dorothy
'Hm, well I can't qUIte make up my mInd where to send you There's St
George's-that's the C of E -and there's the BaptIst Chapel where I go
myself Most of our parents are NonconformIsts, and I don't know as they'd
qUIte approve of a C of E teacher You can't be too careful WIth the parents
They had a bIt of a scare two years ago when It turned out that the teacher I had
then was actually a Roman Cathohc, Ifyou please r Of course she kept It dark as
long as she could, but It came out In the end, and three of the parents took theIr
chlldren away I got nd of her the same day as I found It out, naturally ,
Dorothy was SIlent
'Sn11/ went on Mrs Creevy, ~we have got three C ofE pupils, and I don't
know as the Church CO-Menon mIghtn't be worked up a bIt So perhaps you'd
better rlsk It and go to St George's But you want to be a bIt careful, you know
I'm told St George~s IS one of these churches where they go m for a lot of
bOWIng and saapmg and cro~stng yourself and all that We've got two parents
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that are Plymouth Brothers, and they'd throw a fit If they heard you'd been
seen crossIng yourself So don't go and do that~ whatever you do '
'Very well,' saId Dorothy
'And Just you keep your eyes well open durIng the sermon Have a good look
round and see If there's any young gIrlS In the congregatlon that we could get
hold of If you see any lIkely lookmg ones, get on to the parson afterwards and
try and find out theIr names and addresses '
So Dorothy went to St George's It was a shade 'HIgher' than St Athelstan's
had been, chaIrs, not pews, but no Incense, and the vicar (hIs name was Mr
Gore-WIllIams) wore a plaIn cassock and surplIce except on festIval days As
for the servIces, they were so lIke those at home that Dorothy could go through
them, and utter all the responses at the rIght moment, In a state of the
completest abstractlOn
There was never a moment when the power of worshIp returned to her
Indeed, the whole concept of worshIp was meamngless to her now, her faIth
had varushed, utterly and Irrevocably It IS a mysterIOUS tlung, the loss of
falth .....as mysterIous as faJ.th Itself Like faIth, It IS ultImately not rooted In
lOgiC, It IS a change In the chmate of the mInd But however httle the church
serVIces mIght mean to her, she dId not regret the hours she spent In church
On the contrary, she looked forward to her Sunday mornIngs as blessed
Interludes of peace, and that not only because Sunday mornIng meant a respIte
from Mrs Creevy's prYIng eye and naggIng VOIce In another and deeper sense
the atmosphere of the church was soothIng and reassuring to her For she
perceived that m all that happens In church, however absurd and cowardly Its
supposed purpose may be, there IS somethIng-It IS hard to define, but
somethIng of decency, of spIrItual comelIness-that IS not eaSIly found In the
world outSIde It seemed to her that even though you no longer beheve, It IS
better to go to church than not, better to follow m the anCIent ways, than to
drIft In rootless freedom. She knew very well that she would never agaIn be
able to utter a prayer and mean It, but she knew also that for the rest of her hfe
she must contmue WIth the observances to which she had been bred. Just thIS
much remaIned to her of the faIth that had once, hke the bones m a hVIng
frame, held all her hfe together
But as yet she chd not dunk very deeply about the loss of her faIth and what It
mIght mean to her In the future. She was too busy merely eXIstIng, merely
strugghng to make her nerves hold out for the rest of that mIserable term For
as the term drew to an end, the Job of keepIng the class In order grew more and
more exhaustlng. The glrls behaved atrocIously, and they were all the bItterer
agatnst Dorothy because they had once been fond of her She had deceIved
them, they felt She had started off by beIng decent, and now she had turned
out to be Just a beastly old teacher like the rest of them-a nasty old beast who
kept on and on WIth those awful handwtltIng lessons and snapped your head
off If you so much as made a blot on your bOQk. DQrothy caught them eyeIng
her face, sometunes, with the aloof, cruel scrutlny of chIldren They had
thought her pretty once, and now they thought her ugly, old, and scraggy She
had gr,own, lndeed, much thInner SInce she had been at Ringwood House
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They hated her now, as they had hated all their prevIOus teachers
SometImes they baited her qUite delIberately The older and more
IntellIgent girls understood the situatIon well enough-understood that MIllIe
was under old Creevy's thumb and that she got dropped on afterwards when
they had been making too much nOIse, sometimes they made all the nOIse they
dared, Just so as to brmg old Creevy In and have the pleasure of watchIng
Mllhe's face whIle old Creevy told her off There were tImes when Dorothy
could keep her temper and forgive them all they dId, because she realIzed that
It was only a healthy mstlnct that made them rebel against the loathsome
monotony of their work But there were other times when her nerves were
more on edge than usual, and when she looked round at the score of silly lIttle
faces, grInning or mutmous, and found It pOSSible to hate them ChIldren are
so blInd, so selfish, so merCIless They do not know when they are tormentmg
you past bearIng, and If they did know they would not care You may do your
very best for them, you may keep your temper m SItuatIOns that would try a
saint, and yet If you are forced to bore them and oppress them, they WIll hate
you for It WIthout ever asking themselves whether It IS you who are to blame
How true-when you happen not to be a school-teacher yourself-how true
those often-quoted lInes soundUnder a cruel eye outworn
The httle ones spend the day
In slghIng and dlStnayl

But when you yourself are the cruel eye outworn, you realIze that there IS
another SIde to the pIcture
The last week came, and the dIrty farce of 'exams' , was carrIed through The
system, as explamed by Mrs Creevy, was qUlte slIDple. You coached the
chlldren In, for example, a senes of sums untIl you were qUIte certaoo that they
could get them rIght, and then set them the same sums as an arIthmetiC paper
before they had tIme to forget the answers, and so WIth each subject In turn
The chlldren's papers were, of course, sent home for theIr parents' InspectIOn
And Dorothy wrote the reports under Mrs Creevy's dIctatIOn, and she had to
WrIte 'excellent' so many tImes that-as sometimes happens when you WrIte a
word over and over agaIn-she forgot how to spell It and began wrItIng In
'excelent', 'exsellent', 'ecsellent', 'eccelent'
The last day passed in fearful tumults Not even Mrs Creevy herself could
keep the chIldren In order By mIdday Dorothy'S nerves were In rags, and Mrs
Creevy gave her a 'talking to' In front of the seven chIldren who stayed to
dinner In the afternoon the nOIse was worse than ever, and at last Dorothy,
overcome, appealed to the girls almost tearfully to stop
'GIrlS" she called out, ralSlng her voice to make herself heard through the
dIn 'Please stop It, please f Youlre behaVlng horrIbly to me Do you thook it's
kInd to go on lIke thiS?'
That was fatal, of course Never, never, never throw yourself on the mercy
of a child' There was an instant's hush, and then one chIld crIed out, loudly
and dertSively, 'Mlll-Iee!' The next moment the whole class had taken It up,

400

A

Clergyman~s Daughter

even the unbectle MavIs, chantIng all together eMIlI-lee' MIll-lee' MIll-lee" At
that, somethIng wIthIn Dorothy seemed to snap She paused for an Instant,
pIcked out the gIrl who was makIng the most nOIse, walked up to her, and gave
her a smack across the ear almost as hard as she could hit HappIly It was only
one of the 'medium payers'

6
On the first day of the holIdays Dorothy receIved a letter from Mr Warburton
My Dear Dorothy [he wrote],-Or should I call you Ellen, as I understand that IS your new
name') You must, I am afrald, have thought It very heartless of me not to have wrltten sooner, but I
assure you that It was not untll ten days ago that I even heard anythmg about our supposed
escapa.de I have been abroad, first m vaIlOUS parts of France, then m AustrIa and then m Rome,
and, as you know, I aVOId my fellow countrymen most strenuously on these trIpS They are
dISgustIng enough even at home, but In foreIgn parts thelI behaVlour makes me so ashamed of
them that I generally try to pass myself off as an AmerIcan
When I got to Knype HllI your father refused to see me, but I managed to get hold of VIctor
Stone, who gave me your address and the name you are usmg He seemed rather reluctant to do so,
and I gathered that even he, hke everyone else m thIS pOIsonous town,. stIll belIeves that you have
mIsbehaved yourself 10 some way I thmk the theory that you and I eloped together has been
dropped, but you must, they feel, have done somethIng scandalous A young woman has left home
suddenly, therefore there must be a man m the case, that IS how the provmclal mmd works, you
see I need not tell you that I have been contradIctlng the whole story With the utmost VIgOur You
wIll be glad to hear that I managed to corner that dlsgustlng hag, Mrs Semprlll, and gIve her a
piece of my mInd, and I assure you that a pIece of my nund IS dIstinctly formIdable But the woman
IS SImply sub-human I could get nothmg out of her except hYPOcntlCal sruvelbngs about ~poor,
poor Dorothy'
I hear that your father mIsses you very much, and would gladly have you home again If It were
not for the scandaL HIs meals are never punctual nowadays, It seems He gIves It out that you 'went
away to recuperate from a 811ght lllness and have now got an excellent post at a gUls' school' You
wtll be surplsed to hear of one tlung that has happened to hun He has been obhged to payoff all hIS
debts' I am told that the tradesmen rose 10 a body and held what was pract1cally a credItors'
meetIng In the Rectory Not the kmd of thmg that could have happened at Plumstead
EPISCOPl-but these are democratic days, alas f You, eVldently, were the only person who couId
keep the tradesmen permanently at bay
And now I must tell you some of my own news" etc, etc :I- etc

At thIS pOInt Dorothy tore the letter up in dtsappOlntment and even In
annoyance He mIght have shown a lIttle more sympathy' she thought It was
Just like Mr Warburton after gettmg her Into serIOUS trouble-for after all, he
was prlnclpally to blame for what had happened-to be so flIppant and
tJ,nconcerned about It But when she had thought It over she acquItted hun of
heartlessness~ He had done what httle was pOSSIble to help her, and he could
not be expected to PIty her for troubles of wlnch he had not heard :BeSIdes, hIs
own life had been a senes of resoundmg scandals; probably he could not
understand that to a woman a scandal IS a senous matter
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At ChrIstmas Dorothy's father also wrote, and what was more, sent her a
ChrIstmas present of two pounds It was eVIdent from the tone of his letter that
he had forgIven Dorothy by thIS tIme What exactly he had forgiven her was
not certaIn, because It was not certaIn what exactly she had done, but sull, he
had forgiven her The letter started wIth some perfunctory but qUIte frIendly
InqUIrIeS He hoped her new Job sUIted her, he wrote And were her rooms at
the school comfortable and the rest of the staff congenIal? He had heard that
they dId one very well at schools nowadays-very dIfferent from what It had
been forty years ago Now, In hIS day, etc, etc, etc He had, Dorothy
perceIved, not the dunmest Idea of her present CIrcumstances At the mentIOn
of schools hIS mInd flew to WInchester, hIS old school, such a place as
RIngwood House was beyond hIS ImagInIng
The rest of the letter was taken Up wIth grumbhngs about the way thmgs
were gOIng In the parIsh The Rector complaIned of beIng worned and
overworked The wretched churchwardens kept botherIng hIm wIth thIS and
that, and he was growIng very tired of Proggett's reports about the collapSIng
belfry, and the dally woman whom he had engaged to help Ellen was a great
nUIsance and had put her broom-handle through the face of the grandfather
clock In hiS study-and so on, and so forth, for a number of pages He SaId
several tunes In a mumblIng roundabout way that he Wished Dorothy were
there to help hIm, but he dId not actually suggest that she should come home
EVIdently It was still necessary that she should remain out of SIght and out of
mind-a skeleton In a dIstant and well-locked cupboard
The letter filled Dorothy With sudden paInful homeSickness She found
herself pInIng to be back at her parIsh VISItIng and her GIrl GUides' cooking
class, and wondenng unhappIly how her father had got on WIthout her all thIS
whIle and whether those two women were lookmg after hIm properly She was
fond of her father, In a way that she had never dared to show, for he was not a
person to whom you could make any dIsplay of affectIOn It surprIsed and
rather shocked her to reahze how lIttle he had been III her thoughts durIng the
past four months There had been perIods of weeks at a tIme when she had
forgotten hIS eXIstence But the truth was that the mere bUSIness of keepIng
body and soul together had left her WIth no leIsure for other emotions
Now, however, school work was over, and she had leIsure and to spare, for
though Mrs Creevy dtd her best she could not Invent enough household Jobs to
keep Dorothy busy for more than part of the day She made It qUIte plam to
Dorothy that dunng the hohdays she was nothIng but a useless expense, and
she watched her at her meals (ObVIously feelIng It an outtage that she should
eat when she wasn't workIng) In a way that finally became unbearable So
Dorothy kept out of the house as much as poSSIble, and, feelIng faIrly rIch wlth
her wages (four pounds 1ien, for nIne weeks) and her father's two pounds, she
took to bUYing sandwlches at the ham and beef shop In the town and eating her
runner out of doors Mrs Creevy acqUIesced, half sulloly because she hk.ed to
have Dorothy In the house to nag at her, and half pleased at the chance of
skunpmg a few more meals.
Dorothy went for long solitary walks, ~plorlng Southbridge and lts yet
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more desolate neIghbours, Dorley, Wembndge, and West Holton WInter had
descended, dank and wIndless, and more gloomy In those colourless
labYrInthme suburbs than In the bleakest wIlderness On two or three
occaSlOns, though such extravagance would probably mean hungry days later
on, Dorothy took a cheap return ticket to I ver Heath or Burnham Beeches
The woods were sodden and wintry, with great beds of drIfted beech leaves
that glowed hke copper m the stIll, wet au, and the days were so mIld that you
could Sit out of doors and read If you kept your gloves on On ChrIstmas Eve
Mrs Creevy produced some Sprtgs of holly that she had saved from last year,
dusted them, and nailed them up, but she dId not, she saId, Intend to have a
ChrIstmas dmner She dldn't hold wIth all thIS Chrlstmas nonsense, she
sald-lt was Just a lot of humbug got up by the shopkeepers, and such an
unnecessary expense, and she hated turkey and Chnstmas pudding anyway
Dorothy was reheved, a ChrIstmas dmner In that Joyless 'morlllng-room' (she
had an awful momentary VISIon of Mrs Creevy In a paper hat out of a cracker)
was somethlng that dIdn't bear thInkIng about She ate her Chrlstmas
dinner-a hard-boIled egg, two cheese sandWIches, and a bottle of
lemonade-In the woods near Burnham, against a great gnarled beech tree,
over a copy of George Glsslng's The Odd Women
On days when It was too wet to go for walks she spent most of her time In the
publIc lIbrary-becomIng, mdeed, one of the regular habztuees of the lIbrary,
along wIth the out-of-work men who sat dreanly musing over Illustrated
papers WhICh they did not read, and the elderly discoloured bachelor who hved
In 'rooms' on two pounds a week and came to the hbrary to study books on
yachtmg by the hour together It had been a great rellef to her when the term
ended, but tms feelIng soon wore off, Indeed, wIth never a soul to talk to, the
days dragged even more heavIly than before There IS perhaps no quarter of
the InhabIted world where one can be qUIte so completely alone as In the
London suburbs In a bIg town the throng and bustle gIve one at least the
IllUSIOn of compamonshlp, and In the country everyone IS Interested In
everyone else-too much so" Indeed But In places lIke SouthbrIdge, If you have
no famIly and no home to call your own" you could spend half a hfetime
wIthout managIng to make a frIend. There are women In such places, and
espeCIally derehct gentlewomen In Ill-paId Jobs, who go for years upon end In
almost utter solItude I t was not long before Dorothy found herself In a
perpetually low-spIrIted, Jaded state In whIch, try as she would, nothIng
seemed able to Interest her And It was In the hateful ennUI of thIS tIme-the
corruptIng ennUI that lIes In walt for every modern soul-that she first came to a
full understandIng of what It meant to have lost her faIth
She tned druggIng herself wIth books, and It succeeded for a week or so But
after a wlule very nearly all books seemed weansome and unintelhgible; for the
mInd WIll not work to any purpose when It IS qUIte alone In the end she found
that she could not cope WIth anything more dIfficult than a detective story She
took walks often and fifteen mIles, trymg to tue herself Into a better mood, but
the mean suburban roads, and the damp, mIrY paths through the woods, the
naked trees, the sodden moss and great spongy fungI, afflicted her with a
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deadly melancholy It was human compamonship that she needed, and there
seemed no way of gettIng It At nIghts when she walked back to the school and
looked at the warm-lIt wIndows of the houses, and heard VOIces laughIng and
gramophones plaYIng wIthIn, her heart swelled wIth envy Ah, to be hke those
people In there-to have at least a home, a famIly, a few frIends who were
Interested In you I There were days when she pIned for the courage to speak to
strangers In the street Days, too, when she contemplated shammIng pIety In
order to scrape acquaIntance Wlth the VIcar of St George's and hIS famIly, and
perhaps get the chance of occupyIng herself WIth a httle parIsh work, days,
even, when she was so desperate that she thought of JOInIng the Y W C A
But almost at the end of the ~olIdays, through a chance encounter at the
bbrary, she made frIends WIth a lIttle woman named MISS Beaver, who was
geography mIstress at Toot's CommerCIal College, another of the prIvate
schools In SouthbrIdge Toot's Commerlcal College was a much larger and
more pretentIous school than RIngwood House-It had about a hundred and
fifty day-pupIls of both sexes and even rose to the dIgnIty of haVIng a dozen
boarders-and Its curnculum was a somewhat less blatant SWIndle It was one
of those schools that are aImed at the type of parent who blathers about 'up-todate bUSIness traInIng', and ItS watch-word was EffiCIency, meanIng a
tremendous parade ofhusthng, and the banIshment of all humane studIes One
of ItS features was a kInd of catechIsm called the EffiCIency RItual, whIch all the
chIldren were requIred to learn by heart as soon as they Jomed the school It
had questIons and answers such as
Q What IS the secret of success')
A
Q
A

The secret of success IS effiCIency
What IS the test of effiCIency')
The test of effiCIency IS success

And so on and so on It was saId that the spectacle of the whole school" boys
and gIrlS together, reCItIng the EffiCIency RItual under the leadershIp of the
Headmaster-they had thIS ceremony two mormngs a week Instead of
prayers-was most ImpreSSIve
MISS Beaver was a prIm lIttle woman WIth a round body, a thIn face, a
reddIsh nose, and the galt of a guInea-hen After twenty years of slave-drIvIng
she had attaIned to an Income of four pounds a week and the prIvllege of 'bvlng
out' Instead of haVIng to put the boarders to bed at mghts She lIved In
'rooms'-that IS, In a bed-SIttIng room-to whIch she was sometImes able to
InVIte Dorothy when both of them had a free evemng How Dorothy looked
forward to those VISIts' They were only pOSSIble at rare Intervals, because MISS
Beaver's landlady 'dtdn't approve of vIsItors', and even when you got there
there was nothmg much to do except to help solve the crossword puzzle out of
the Dazly Telegraph and look at the photographs MISS Beaver had taken on her
trIP (thIS tIlP had been the SummIt and glory of her hfe) to the AustrIan Tyrol
In 1913 aut stIll, how much it meant to SIt talkmg to somebod~ m a friendly
way and to drInk a cup of tea less WIshy-washy than Mrs Creevy's' MISS
Beaver had a SPIrIt lamp In a japanned travellmg case (It had been WIth her to
the Tyrol In 1913) on whIch she brewed herself pots of tea as black as coal-tar,
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swallOWIng about a bucketful of thIS stuff dUring the day She confided to
Dorothy that she always took a Thermos flask to school and had a nIce hot cup
of tea durmg the break and another after dInner Dorothy perceIved that by
one of two well-beaten roads every thIrd-rate schoolmIstress must travel MISS
Strong's road, VIa whIsky to the workhouse, or MISS Beaver's road, VIa strong
tea to a decent death In the Home for Decayed Gentlewomen
MISS Beaver was In truth a dull lIttle woman She was a memento mort, or
rather memento senescere, to Dorothy Her soul seemed to have WIthered untIl It
was as forlorn as a drIed-up cake of soap In a forgotten soap dISh She had come
to a pOInt where lIfe In a bed-slttmg room under a tyrannous landlady and the
'effiCIent' thrustIng of CommercIal Geography down chIldren's retchIng
throats, were almost the only destIny she could ImagIne Yet Dorothy grew to
be very fond of MISS Beaver, and those occaslOnal hours that they spent
together In the bed-SIttIng room, dOIng the Dazly Telegraph crossword over a
nIce hot cup of tea, were lIke oases In her hfe
She was glad when the Easter term began, for even the dally round of slavedrIVIng was better than the empty solItude of the hohdays Moreover.'l the gIrlS
were much better In hand thIS term, she never agaIn found It necessary to
smack theIr heads For she had grasped now that It IS easy enough to keep
chIldren In order If you are ruthless WIth them from the start Last term the
gIrlS had behaved badly, because she had started by treatIng them as human
beIngs, and later on, when the lessons that Interested them were dIscontInued,
they had rebelled lIke human beIngs But If you are obhged to teach chIldren
rubbIsh, you mustn't treat them as human beIngs You must treat them lIke
arumals-drlvlng, not persuadIng Before all else, you must teach them that It IS
more pamful to rebel than to obey POSSIbly thIS kInd of treatment IS not very
good for chIldren, but there IS no doubt they understand It and respond to It
She learned the dIsmal arts of the school-teacher She learned to glaze her
mmd agaInst the IntermInable bOrIng hours, to economIze her nervous energy,
to be merCIless and ever-vIgIlant, to take a kInd of prIde and pleasure In seeIng
a futile rigmarole well done She had grown, qUIte suddenly It seemed, much
tougher and maturer Her eyes had lost the half-chIldIsh look that they had
once had, and her face had grown thInner, makIng her nose seem longer At
tImes It was qUIte definItely a schoolmarm's face, you could ImagIne pznce-nez
upon It But she had not become cynIcal as yet She stIll knew that these
chIldren were the VIctIms of a dreary SWIndle, stIll longed, If It had been
pOSSIble.') to do somethIng better for them If she harned them and stuffed theIr
heads WIth rubbIsh, It was for one reason alone because whatever happened
she had got to keep her job
There was very lIttle nOIse In the schoolroom thls term Mrs Creevy,
aruaous as she always was for a chance of findIng fault, seldom had reason to
rap on the wall wlth her broom-handle One mornlng at breakfast she looked
rather hard at Dorothy, as though weIghlng a deCISion, and then pushed the
dISh of marmalade across the table
'Have some marmalade If you lIke, MISS MIllborough,' she saId, qUIte
graciously for her
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It was the first tlme that marmalade had crossed Dorothy's lIps SInce she had
come to RIngwood House She flushed shghtly 'So the woman reahzes that I
have done my best for her,' she could not help thInkIng
Thereafter she had marmalade for breakfast every mornmg And In other
ways Mrs Creevy's manner became-not Indeed, gerual, for It could never be
that, but less brutally offenSIve There were even tImes when she produced a
gnmace that was Intended for a smIle, her face, It seemed to Dorothy, creased
wIth the effort About thIS tlme her conversatIOn became peppered WIth
references to 'next term' It was always 'Next term we'll do thIS', and 'Next
term I shall want you to do that' , untIl Dorothy began to feel that she had won
Mrs Creevy's confidence and was beIng treated more bke a colleague than a
slave At that a small, unreasonable but very exclung hope took root In her
heart Perhaps Mrs Creevy was gOIng to raIse her wages l It was profoundly
unhkely, and she tned to break herself of hopmg for It, but could not qUIte
succeed If her wages were raIsed even half a crown a week, what a dIfference It
would make I
The last day came WIth any luck Mrs Creevy mIght pay her wages
tomorrow, Dorothy thought She wanted the money very badly Indeed, she
had been pennIless for weeks past, and was not only unbearably hungry, but
also In need of some new stockIngs, for she had not a paIr that were not darned
almost out of eXIstence The folloWUlg mornIng she dId the household Jobs
allotted to her, and then, Instead of gOIng out, waIted m the 'mormng-room'
whIle Mrs Creevy banged about WIth her broom and pan upstaIrs Presently
Mrs Creevy came down
'Ah, so there you are, MIss MIllborough l ' she saId In a peculIar meanmg
tone '1 had a sort of an Idea you wouldn't be In such a hurry to get out of doors
thIs mornIng Well, as you are here, I suppose I may as well pay you your
wages'
'Thank you,' saId Dorothy
'And after that,' added Mrs Creevy, 'I've got a lIttle somethIng as I want to
say to you'
Dorothy's heart stIrred DId that 'lIttle somethmg' mean the longed-for nse
In wages? It was Just conceIvable Mrs Creevy produced a worn, bulgy leather
purse from a locked drawer In the dresser, opened It and hcked her thumb
'Twelve weeks and five days,' she saId 'Twelve weeks IS near enough No
need to be partIcular to a day That makes SIX pounds '
She counted out five dIngy pound notes and two ten-shllhng notes; then,
examInIng one of the notes and apparently findmg It too clean, she put It back
Into her purse and fished out another that had been torn In half She went to
the dresser, got a pIece of transparent stlcky paper and carefully stuck the two
halves together Then she handed It, together WIth the other SIX, to Dorothy
'There you are, Miss Millborough,' she saId ' And now, wIll you Just leave
the house at once, please';) I shan't be wantmg you any longer'
'You won't be-'
Dorothy's entraIls seemed to have turned to Ice All the blood drained. out of
her face But even DOW, m her terror and despaIr, she was not absolutely sure of
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the meamng of what had been saId to her She stIll half thought that Mrs
Creevy merely meant that she was to stay out of the house for the rest of the
day
'You won't be wantIng me any longer~' she repeated faIntly
'No I'm gettIng In another teacher at the begInnIng of next term And It
Isn't to be expected as I'd keep you through the hohdays all free for nothIng, IS
If~'

'But you don't mean that you want me to leave-that you're dIsmISSIng me~'
'Of course I do What else dId you trunk I meant?'
'But you've given me no notIce" Said Dorothy
'NotIce" Said Mrs Creevy, gettIng angry unmeruately 'What's It got to do
WithyOU whether I gIve you notIce or not? You haven't got a wrltten contract,
have you?'
'No
I suppose not'
'Well, then' You'd better go upstaIrs and start packIng your box It's no
good your staYIng any longer, because I haven't got anythIng In for your
dlnner'
Dorothy went upstaIrs and sat down on the SIde of the bed She was
trembling uncontrollably) and It was some mInutes before she could collect her
WIts and begtn packIng She felt dazed The dIsaster that had fallen upon her
was so sudden, so apparently causeless, that she had dlfficulty In belIeVIng that
It had actually happened But m truth the reason why Mrs Creevy had sacked
her was qUIte sImple and adequate
Not far from R1ngwood House there was a poor, mor1bund httle school
called The Gables) wIth only seven puplls The teacher was an 1ncompetent
old hack called Mlss Allcock, who had been at thIrty-eIght dIfferent schools In
her hfe and was not fit to have charge of a tame canary But MISS Allcock had
one outstand1ng talent, she was very good at double-crossIng her employers
In these thud-rate and fourth-rate prIvate schools a sort of plracy IS constantly
gomg on Parents are 'got round' and pupus stolen from one school to another
Very often the treachery of the teacher 1S at the bottom of 1t. Tbe teacher
secretly approaches the parents one by one ('Send your chllcl to me and I'll
take her at ten shIllIngs a term cheaper')~ and when she has corrupted a
suffic1ent number she suddenly deserts and 'sets up' on her own, or carrIes the
chIldren off to another school MISS Allcock had succeeded In steabng three
out of her employer's seven pupIls" and had come to Mrs Creevy Wlth the offer
of them In return, she was to have Dorothy's place and a fifteen-per-cent
comnllSSlon on the puplls she brought
There were weeks of furtive chaffering before the barga1n was chnched,
MISS Allcock beIng finally beaten down from fifteen per cent to twelve and a
half Mrs Creevy ptlvately resolved to sack old Allcock the mstant she was
certaIn. that the three chtldren she brought with her would stay
SImultaneously) MISS Allcock was plannmg to begIn stealIng old Creevy's
pupils as soon as she had got a footmg m the school.
- Having declded to sack Dorothy, It was ObVlOusly most Important to prevent
her from finding 1t out For, of course, If she knew what was gOIng to happen,
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she would begIn stealIng pupIls on her own account, or at any rate wouldn't do
a stroke of work for the rest of the term (Mrs Creevy prIded herself on
knOWIng human nature) Hence the marmalade, the creaky smIles, and the
other ruses to allay Dorothy's SUspICIons Anyone who knew the ropes would
have begun thInkIng of another Job the very moment when the dISh of
marmalade was pushed across the table
Just half an hour after her sentence of dIsmIssal, Dorothy, carrYIng her
handbag, opened the front gate It was the fourth of AprIl, a brIght blowy day,
too cold to stand about In, WIth a sky as blue as a hedgesparrow's egg, and one
of those spIteful sprIng WInds that come tear10g along the pavement 10 sudden
gusts and blow dry, stInglng dust Into your face Dorothy shut the gate beh10d
her and began to walk very slowly In the dIrectIOn of the maIn-lIne statIOn
She had told Mrs Creevy that she would gIve her an address to whIch her
box could be sent, and Mrs Creevy had Instantly exacted five slullIngs for the
carnage So Dorothy had five pounds fifteen In hand, whIch mIght keep her for
three weeks WIth careful economy What she was gOIng to do, except that she
must start by gOIng to London and findIng a SUItable lodgmg, she had very
lIttle Idea But her first panIC had worn off, and she realIzed that the SItuatIon
was not altogether desperate No doubt her father would help her, at any rate
for a whIle, and at the worst, though she hated even the thought of dOIng It, she
could ask her cousIn's help a second tIme BeSIdes, her chances offindmg a Job
were probably faIrly good She Was young, she spoke WIth a genteel accent, and
she was WIllIng to drudge for a servant's wages-quabtles that are much sought
after by the proprIetors of fourth-rate schools Very lIkely all would be well
But that there was an eVIl tune ahead of her, a tune of Job-huntmg, of
uncertaInty and possIbly of hunger-that, at any rate, was certaIn
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However, It turned out qUIte otherWIse For Dorothy had not gone five yards
from the gate when a telegraph boy came rIdIng up the street In the OppOSIte
dIrectIOn, wlustlIng and 100k1Og at the names of the houses. He saw the name
RIngwood House, wheeled hIS bIcycle round, propped It agaInst the kerb, and
accosted Dorothy
'MISS MIll-burrow lIve 'ere">' he saId, JerkIng hIS head In the dIrectIOn of
RIngwood House
'Yes 1 am MIss MJ.llborough '
'Gotter WaIt case there's a answer,' sald the boy, takmg an orange-coloured
envelope from hIs belt
Dorothy put down her bag She had once more begun trembbng VIolently.
And whether thIS was from JOY or fear she was not certam, for two conflIctIng
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thoughts had sprung almost sImultaneously Into her braIn One, 'ThIs IS some
kInd of good news!' The other, 'Father IS serIously 111" She managed to tear the
envelope open, and found a telegram WhICh occupIed two pages, and whIch she
had the greatest dIfficulty In understandIng It ran
ReJOIce In the lord 0 ye rIghteous note of exclamatIon great news note of exclamatIon your
reputation absolutely reestablIshed stop mrs sempnll fallen Into the PIt that she hath dIgged stop
actIon for lIbel stop no one beheves her any longer stop your father WIshes you return home
Immediately stop am commg up to town myself comma wdl plck you up If you lIke stop arnvmg
shortly after thIS stop walt for me stop pralse hlm WIth the loud cymbals note of exclamatlOn much
love stop

No need to look at the SIgnature It was from Mr Warburton, of course
Dorothy felt weaker and more tremulous than ever She was dImly aware the
telegraph boy was askIng her somethIng
'Any answer?' he saId for the thIrd or fourth tIme
'Not today, thank you,' saId Dorothy vaguely
The boy remounted hIS bIcycle and rode off, whIstlIng WIth extra loudness
to show Dorothy how much he despIsed her for not tIpPIng hIm But Dorothy
was unaware of the telegraph's boy's scorn The only phrase of the telegram
that she had fully understood was 'your father WIshes you return home
ImmedIately', and the surpnse of It had left her In a semI-dazed condItIOn For
some IndefinIte tlffie she stood on the pavement, untIl presently a taXI rolled Up
the street, WIth Mr Warburton InSIde It He saw Dorothy, stopped the taxI,
Jumped out and came across to meet her, beamIng He seIzed her both hands
'Hullol' he crIed, and at once threw hIS arm pseudo-paternally about her and
drew her agaInst hIm, heedless of who mIght be lookIng 'How are you) But by
Jove, how thIn you've got' I can feel all your nbs Where IS thIS school of
yours';)'
Dorothy, who had not yet managed to get free of hIS arm, turned partly
round and cast a glance towards the dark WIndows of RIngwood House
'What' That place';) Good God, what a hole' What have you done WIth your
luggage?'
~ *~
'It's InSIde I've left them the money to send It on. I t~(l1 be all rIght'
'Oh, nonsense' Why pay? We'll take It WIth us It can go on top of the taXi '
'No, no' Let them send It. I daren't go back Mrs Creevy would be hornbly
angry'
'Mrs Creevy';) Who's Mrs Creevy";>'
'The headmlstress-.at least, she owns the school )
'What, a dragon, is she? Leave her to me- I'll deal wlth her Perseus and the
Gorgon, what";> You are Andromeda Hll' he called to the taxI-dnver
The two of them went up to the front door and Mr Warburton knocked
Somehow) Dorothy never beheved that they would succeed In gettlng her box
from Mrs Creevy. In fact, she half expected to see them come out flYIng for
theIr lives, and MTs Cteevyafter them w~th her broom However) In a couple
ofmtnuteS they reappeared, the taXI-drIver carryIng the box on hls shoulder
Mr W-'8thu.~1'li handed Dorothy Into the taXi and, as they sat down, dropped
~~1nto her hand
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'What a woman' What a woman" he saId comprehensIvely as the taXI bore
them away 'How the devIl have you put up WIth It all thIS tIme';)'
'What IS thIS';)' saId Dorothy, lookIng at the COIn
'Your half-crown that you left to pay for the luggage Rather a feat gettmg It
out of the old gIrl, wasn't It';)'
'But I left five shIllIngs" saId Dorothy
'What' The woman told me you only left half a crown By God, what
Impudence I We'll go back and have the half-crown out of her Just to spIte
her" He tapped on the glass
'No, nol' Said Dorothy, laymg her hand on hIS arm 'It doesn't matter In the
least Let's get away from here-rIght away I couldn't bear to go back to that
place agaIn-ever"
It was qUIte true She felt that she would saCrIfice not merely half a crown,
but all the money In her posseSSIOn, sooner than set eyes on RIngwood House
agaIn So they drove on, leaVIng Mrs Creevy VICtOrIOUS I t would be
InterestIng to know whether thIS was another of the occaSIOns when Mrs
Creevy laughed
Mr Warburton InSIsted on takIng the taXI the whole way mto London, and
talked so volumInously In the qUIeter patches of the traffic that Dorothy could
hardly get a word In edgeways It was not tIll they had reached the Inner
suburbs that she got from hIm an explanatIon of the sudden change In her
fortunes
'Tell me,' she saId, 'what IS It that's happened';) I don't understand Why IS It
all rIght for me to go home all of a sudden' Why don't people belIeve Mrs
Sempnll any longer';) Surely she hasn't confessed"
'Confessed') Not she l But her sms have found her out, all the same It was
the kInd of thIng that you pIOUS people would aSCrIbe to the finger of
ProvIdence Cast thy bread upon the waters, and all that She got herself mto a
nasty mess-an aCtlon for hbel We've talked of nothIng else In Knype H1l1 for
the last fortwght I though you would have seen somethmg about It In the
newspapers '
'I've hardly looked at a paper for ages Who brought an actlon for lIbeP Not
my father, surely')'
'Good graCIOUS, no! Clergymen can't brIng actIons for hbel It was the bank
manager Do you remember her favourIte story about hIm-how he was
keepIng a woman on the bank's money, and so forth';)'
'Yes, I thInk so '
'A few months ago she was foolIsh enough to put some of It In WrItIng. Some
kInd fnend-some female frlend, I presume-took the letter round to the bank
manager He brought an action-Mrs SemprIlI was ordered to pay a p-undred
and fifty pounds damages I don't suppose she patd a halfpenny) but snll,
that's the end of her career 'as. a scandabnonger. You can go on blackerung
people's reputataons for y~au-, and everyone will beheve you) more or less;)
even when 1«1$ perfectly obvicu'S. that you're lYIng But once you've beal
proved a liar,;in. open -COll~:YOU~ ~qt\Qhfi~ so to speak.. Mn Sem.p£JlJ!s
done i.o.l',-50 fara.s.~~ lli1~.. -Shelefttbe town between.days-practically
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dId a moonlIght flIt, In fact I belIeve she's Infhcting herself on Bury St
Edmunds at present '
'But what has all that got to do WIth the thIngs she saId about you and me'>'
'NothIng-nothIng whatever But why worry? The pOlnt 1S that you're
reInstated, and all the hags who've been smackIng theIr chops over you for
months past are sayIng, "Poor, poor Dorothy, how shockIngly that dreadful
woman has treated herr'"
cYou mean they thInk that because Mrs Sempnll was tellIng lIes In one case
she must have been tellIng lIes In another'>'
'No doubt that's what they'd say If they were capable of reasonIng It out At
any rate, Mrs SemprIll's In dIsgrace, and so all the people she's slandered must
be martyrs Even my reputatIon IS practIcally spotless for the tIme beIng ,
'And do you thInk that's really the end of It'> Do you thInk they honestly
belIeve that It was all an accIdent-that I only lost my memory and dIdn't elope
WIth anybody'>'
'Oh, well, I wouldn't go as far as that In these country places there's always
a certaIn amount of SUspICIon knockIng about Not SUspICIon of anythIng In
partIcular, you know, Just generalIzed SuspICIOn A sort of InstInctIve rustIC
dIrty-mindedness I can ImagIne ItS beIng vaguely rumoured In the bar parlour
of the Dog and Bottle In ten years' tIme that you've got some nasty secret In
your past, only nobody can remember what StIll, your troubles are over If I
were you I wouldn't gIve any explanatIons tIll you're asked for them The
offiCIal theory IS that you had a bad attack offIu and went away to recuperate I
should stIck to that You'll find they'll accept It all right OffiCIally, there's
nothIng agaInst you '
Presently they got to London, and Mr Warburton took Dorothy to lunch at
a restaurant In Coventry Street, where they had a young chIcken, roasted, WIth
asparagus and tIny, pearly-whIte potatoes that had been rIpped untImely from
theIr mother earth, and also treacle tart and a nIce warm bottle of Burgundy,
but what gave Dorothy the most pleasure of all, after Mrs Creevy's lukewarm
water tea, was the black coffee they had afterwards After lunch they took
another taxI to LIverpool Street StatIon and caught the 245 It was a fourhour Journey to Knype HIll
Mr Warburton InSIsted on travellIng first-class, and would not hear of
Dorothy paYIng her own fare, he also, when Dorothy was not lookIng, tIpped
the guard to let them have a carnage to themselves It was one of those bnght
cold days whIch are spnng or WInter accordIng as you are Indoors or out From
behInd the shut WIndows of the carnage the too-blue sky looked warm and
kind, and all the slummy wIlderness through whIch the traIn was ratthng-the
labynnths ofhttle dIngy-coloured houses, the great chaotIC factorIes, the mIry
canals, and derehct bwlding lots lIttered WIth rusty boIlers and overgrown by
smoke-blackened weeds .... all were redeemed and -gIlded by the sun Dorothy
hardly spoke for the first half-hour of the Journey For the moment -she was too
happy to talk She dld not even thInk of anythmg In partlCUlar, but merely sat
thete luxurIating in the glass-filtered sun!xght, In the comfort of the padded
Se~ and the feelIng of havIng escaped from Mrs CreevY's clutches But she was
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aware that thIs mood could not last very much longer Her contentment, lIke
the warmth of the wIne that she had drunk at lunch, was ebbIng away, and
thoughts eIther paInful or dIfficult to express were takmg shape In her mInd
Mr Warburton had been watchIng her face, more observantly than was usual
for hIm, as though trYIng to gauge the changes that the past eight months had
worked In her
'You look older,' he Said finally
'I am older,' saId Dorothy
'Yes, but you look-well, more completely grown up Tougher Somethmg
has changed In your face You look-If you'll forgive the expreSSIOn-as though
the GIrl GUide had been exorcIzed from you for good and all 1 hope seven
devtls haven't entered Into you Instead?' Dorothy dId not answer, and he
added 'I suppose, as a matter of fact, you must have had the very devIl of a
tlme?'
'Oh, beastly' SometImes too beastly for words Do you know that
sometlmes-'
She paused She had been about to tell him how she had had to beg for her
food, how she had slept In the streets, how she had been arrested for beggmg
and spent a rught In the pollce cells, how Mrs Creevy had nagged at her and
starved her But she stopped, because she had suddenly realIzed that these
were not the thIngs that she wanted to talk about Such thmgs as these, she
perceIved, are of no real lIDportance, they are mere Irrelevant accIdents, not
essentlally dIfferent from catchmg a cold In the head or havmg to walt two
hours at a railway Junction They are disagreeable, but they do not matter The
truIsm that all real happenings are 10 the mmd struck her more forcibly than
ever before, and she Said
'Those things don't really matter I mean, things bke haVing no money and
not haVIng enough to eat Even when you're practIcally starvmg-It doesn't
change anythIng InsIde you '
'Doesn't It':> I'll take your word for It I should be very sorry to try ,
'Oh, well, It'S beastly whtle It'S happening, of course, but It doesn't make any
real dIfference, It's the things that happen InSIde you that matter'
'MeanIng~' Said Mr Warburton
'Oh-thIngs change m your mInd And then the whole world changes,
because you look at It dIfferently'
She was still lookIng out of the window The tram had drawn clear of the
eastern slums and was runmng at gathermg speed past Willow-bordered
streams and low-lying meadows upon whose hedges the first buds made a faint
soft greenness, like a cloud In a field near the Ime a month-old calf, flat as a
Noah's Arkarumal, was bounding stIff-legged after Its mother, and In a cottage
garden an old labourer, WIth slow, rheumatIc movements, was turnIng over the
SOli beneath a pear tree covered WIth ghostly bloom HIS spade flashed In the
sun as the train passed. The depressmg hymn-line 'Change and decay In ail
aroUhd I see' moved thro'ugh D'orothy's Tmmd It was true what she had saId
Just now Something ~d happened m her heart, and the world was a httle
emptte~, a lit:tile pooterlrom that nunute. On such a day as thiS, last spring or
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any earher sprIng, how Joyfully, and how unthinkingly, she would have
thanked God for the first blue skies and the first flowers of the revIving year'
And now, seemIngly, there was no God to thank, and nothIng-not a flower or a
stone or a blade of grass-nothIng In the universe would ever be the same agaIn
'ThIngs change In your mInd,' she repeated 'I've lost my faIth,' she added,
somewhat abruptly, because she found herself half ashamed to utter the words
'You've lost your what~' saId Mr Warburton, less accustomed than she to
thIS kInd of phraseology
'My faIth Oh, you know what I mean' A few months ago, all of a sudden, It
seemed as If my whole mInd had changed EverythIng that I'd belIeved In tIll
then-everything-seemed suddenly meanIngless and almost sIlly God-what
I'd meant by God-Immortal hfe, Heaven and Hell-everythIng It had all
gone And It wasn't that I'd reasoned It out, It Just happened to me It was lIke
when you're a chIld, and one day, for no partIcular reason, you stop beheving
In faIrIeS I Just couldn't go on belIeVIng In It any longer '
'You never dId belIeve In It,' saId Mr Warburton unconcernedly
'But I dId, really I dId' I know you always thought I dIdn't-you thought I
was Just pretendIng because I was ashamed to own up But It wasn't that at all
I belIeved It Just as I beheve that I'm SittIng In thIS carnage'
'Of course you dIdn't, my poor ChIld' How could you, at your age~ You were
far too IntellIgent for that But you'd been brought up In these absurd belIefs,
and you'd allowed yourself to go on thInkIng, In a sort of way, that you could
stIll swallow them You'd buIlt yourself a lIfe-pattern-Ifyou'll excuse a bIt of
psychologIcal Jargon-that was only pOSSIble for a belIever, and naturally It was
beglnmng to be a straIn on you In fact, It was ObVIOUS all the tlffie what was the
matter WIth you I should say that In all probabIlIty that was why you lost your
memory'
'What do you mean~' she saId, rather puzzled by thIS remark
He saw that she dId not understand, and explamed to her that loss of
memory IS only a deVIce, unconscIOusly used, to escape from an ltllposslble
SItuatIOn The mmd, he saId, WIll play cunous trIcks when It IS In a tIght
corner Dorothy had never heard of anythIng of thIS kInd before, and she could
not at first accept hIS explanatIon Nevertheless she conSIdered It for a
moment, and perceIved that, even If It were true, It dId not alter the
fundamental fact
'1 don't see that It makes any dIfference,' she satd finally
'Doesn't It~ I should have saId It made a conSIderable dIfference'
'But don't you see, If my faIth IS gone, what does It matter whether I've only
lost It now or whether I'd really lost It years ago? All that matters IS that It'S
gone, and I've got to begIn my hfe all over agaIn '
'Surely I don't take you to mean,' saId Mr Warburton, 'that you actually
regret losmg your froth, as you call1t";l One mIght as well regret losmg a gOItre
MInd YOU1 I'm speakIng, as It were, WIthout tHe book-as a man who never had
very much faIth to lose The httle I had passed away qUIte patnlessly at the age
ofnme But It's hardly the kInd of thIng I should have thought anyone would
regret lOSIng Used you not, If I remember rIghtly, to do horrible dungs like

A Clergyman's Daughter

413

gettIng up at five In the mornIng to go to Holy CommunIon on an empty belly?
Surely you're not homeSIck for that kInd of thIng?'
'I don'tbeheve In It any longer, If that's what you mean And I see now that a
lot of It was rather SIlly But that doesn't help The pomt IS that all the behefs I
had are gone, and I've nothIng to put In theIr place '
'But good God! why do you want to put anythIng In theIr place? You've got
rId of a load of superstItIOUS rubbIsh, and you ought to be glad of It Surely It
doesn't make you any hapPier to go about quakIng In fear of Hell fire?'
'But don't you see-you must see-how different everythIng IS when all of a
sudden the whole world IS empty?'
'Empty" exclaImed Mr Warburton 'What do you mean by sayIng It'S
empty? I caIl that perfectly scandalous In a girl of your age It's not empty at
all, It'S a deuced SIght too full, that's the trouble With It We're here today and
gone tomorrow, and we've no tIme to enJoy what we've got'
'But how can one enJoy anything when all the meanIng's been taken out of
It?'
'Good graCIOUS' What do you want With a meanmg? When I eat my wnner I
don't do It to the greater glory of God, I do It because I enJoy It The world's
full of amusing thIngs-books, pIctures, WIne, travel, fnends-everythlng I've
never seen any meanmg In It all, and I don't want to see one Why not take hfe
as you find It?'
'But-'
She broke off, for she saw already that she was wastIng words In trYIng to
make herself clear to hIm He was qUIte mcapable of understandIng her
dIfficultY-Incapable ofreahzlng how a mInd naturally PIOUS must recoIl from a
world dIscovered to be meanIngless Even the loathsome platItudes of the
pantheists would be beyond hIS understandmg Probably the Idea that hfe was
essentIally futtle, If he thought of It at all, struck him as rather amusIng than
otherWIse And yet WIth all thiS he was suffiCiently acute He could see the
difficulty of her own particular pOSItIOn, and he adverted to It a moment later
'Of course,' he said, '1 can see that thIngs are gomgto be a httle awkward for
you when you get home You're gOIng to be, so to speak, a wolf In sheep's
clothIng ParIsh work-Mothers' MeetIngs, prayers With the dYIng, and all
that-I suppose It might be a httle dIstasteful at tImes Are you afraId you won't
be able to keep It UP-IS that the trouble"
cOh, no I wasn't thmkIng of that I shall go on WIth It, Just the same as
before It's what I'm most used to BeSIdes, Father needs my help He can't
afford a curate, and the work's got to be done'
'Then what's the matter? Is It the hYPOCrISY that's worrymg you' AfraId that
the consecrated bread mIght stIck In your throat, and so forth? I shouldn't
trouble Half the parsons' daughters In England are probably In the same
dIfficulty And qUIte nlne..ten!hs of the parsons, I should say.'
'It's partly that I shall have t6"be always pretending-oh, you can't ImagIne
In what ways' But that's not the worst Perhaps that part of It doesn't matter,
really Perhaps It's better to be a hypocrIte-that kmd of hypOCrIte-than some
dungs.'
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'Why do you say that kInd of hYPocrlte';) I hope you don't mean that
pretendIng to beheve IS the next best thIng to belIeVIng';)'
'Yes
I suppose that's what I do mean Perhaps It's better-less selfish-to
pretend one belIeves even when one doesn't, than to say openly that one's an
unbelIever and perhaps help turn other people Into unbelIevers too '
'My dear Dorothy,' saId Mr Warburton, 'your mInd, If you'll excuse my
sayIng so, 18 In a morbId condItIOn No, dash It' It's worse than morbId, It's
downrlght septIC You've a sort of mental gangrene hangIng over from your
Chnstlan upbnngIng You tell me that you've got rId of these rIdIculous
behefs that were stuffed Into you from your cradle upwards, and yet you're
takIng an attItude to hfe whIch IS Simply meanIngless WIthout those behefs Do
you call that reasonable~'
'1 don't know No perhaps It'S not But I suppose It's what comes naturally
tome'
'What you're tryIng to do, apparently,' pursued Mr Warburton, 'IS to make
the worst of both worlds You stIck to the ChrIstIan scheme of thIngs, but you
leave ParadIse out of It And I suppose, If the truth were known, there are qUIte
a lot of your kInd wanderIng about among the ruIns of C of E You're
practIcally a sect m yourselves,' he added reflectIvely 'the AnglIcan AtheIsts.
Not a sect I should care to belong to, I must say'
They talked for a httle whIle longer, but not to much purpose In realIty the
whole subject of rehglous behef and relIgIOUS doubt was bOrIng and
lncomprehenslble to Mr Warburton I t8 only appeal to hIm was as a pretext for
blasphemy Presently he changed the subject, as though gIvmg up the attempt
to understand Dorothy's outlook
'ThIS IS nonsense that we're ta1kIng~' he saId 'You've got hold of some very
depressmg Ideas, but you'll grow out of them later on, you know ChrlStIanIty
Isn't really an Incurable dIsease However, there was something qUIte different
that I was gOlng to say to you I want you to lIsten to me for a moment You're
cOffilng home, after being away eight months, to what I expect you realIze IS a
rather uncomfortable SItuation. You had a hard enough hfe before-at least,
what I should call a hard hfe-and now that you aren't qUIte su~ a good G~r1
GUide as you used to be, It's going to be a great deal harder Now, do you thInk
It's absolutely necessary to go back to It";>'
'But I don't see what else I can do, unless I could get another Job I've really
no alternative'
Mr Warburton, WIth hIs head cocked a httle on one side, gave Dorothy a
rather CUrIOUS look
'As a matter of fact,' he saId, In a more serIOUs tone than usual, 'there's at
least one other alternative that I could suggest to you '
'You mean that I could go on being a schoolmIstress~ Perhaps that's what I
ought to do, really. I shall come back to It In the end, In any case'
'No. I don't thInk that's what I should adY!lse '
AlI tlu.s tlme Mr Warburton, unwtllmg as ever to expose hls baldness, had
been wearIng hiS ra1o.sh, rather broad-brImmed grey felt hat Now, however,
he took It off and laid It carefully on the empty seat beSide hun HIS naked
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cranIum, wIth only a WISp or two of golden haIr lIngerIng In the
neIghbourhood of the ears, looked hke some monstrous PInk pearl Dorothy
watched hIm wIth a slIght surprIse
'I am takIng my hat off,' he saId, 'In order to let you see me at my very worst
You wIll understand why In a moment Now, let me offer you another
alternatIve besIdes gOIng back to your GIrl GUIdes and your Mothers' Umon,
or ImprIsonIng yourself In some dungeon of a gIrls' school'
'What do you mean')' saId Dorothy
'1 mean, wlll you-thInk well before you answer, 1 admIt there are some very
ObVIOUS obJectIons, but-WIll you marry me')'
Dorothy's hps parted WIth surprIse Perhaps she turned a lIttle paler WIth a
hasty, almost unconscIous recoll she moved as far away from hIm as the back of
the seat would allow But he had made no movement towards her He srud WIth
complete equanImIty
'You know, of course, that Dolores [Dolores was Mr Warburton's exmIstress] left me a year ago')'
'But I can't, I can'tI' exclaImed Dorothy 'You know I can't' I'm not-hke
that I thought you always knew I shan't ever marry'
Mr Warburton Ignored thIS remark
'1 grant you,' he saId, stIll WIth exemplary calmness, 'that 1 don't exactly
come under the headIng of elIgIble young men I am somewhat older than you
We both seem to be puttIng our cards on the table today, so PlIlet you mto a
great secret and tell you that my age IS forty-nme And then I've three chlldren
and a bad reputatIOn It's a marrIage that your father would-well, regard WIth
dIsfavour And my Income IS only seven hundred a year But stIll, don't you
thInk It's worth conSIderIng"
'1 can't, you know why I can't" repeated Dorothy
She took It for granted that he 'knew why she couldn't', though she had
never explruned to rum, or to anyone else, why It was ImpossIble for her to
marry Very probably, even If she had explatned, he would not have
understood her He went on speakIng, not appearIng to notIce what she had
saId
'Let me put It to you' , he saId, 'In the form of a bargam Of course, I needn't
tell you that it's a great deal more than that I'm not a marrYIng kInd of man, as
the sayIng goes, and I shouldn't ask you to marry me If you hadn't a rather
speCIal attractIOn for me But let me put the bUSIness SIde of It first. You need a
home and a hvehhood, I need a WIfe to keep me In order I'm SIck of these
dIsgustIng women I've spent my hfe With, If you'll forgIve my mentIOnIng
them, and I'm rather 8llX10US to settle down A bIt late In the day, perhaps, but
better late than never BeSIdes, I need somebody to look after the chtldren, the
bastards, you know I don't expect you to find me overwhelmIngly attractIve,'
he added, running a hand reflectIvely over hIS bald crown, 'but on the other
hand I am very easy to get on wifh Immoral people usually are, as a matter of
fact And from your own pOlnt of vIew the scheme would h-ave certain
advantages Why should you spend your hfe dehverlng parish magazines and
rubbIng nastly old women's legs WIth Elb.ntan's embrocaoon? You would be
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happIer marrIed, even to a husband WIth a bald head and a clouded past
You've had a hard, dull hfe for a gIrl of your age, and your future Isn't exactly
rosy Have you really consIdered what your future w1l1 be hke If you don't
marry';)'
'1 don't know I have to some extent,' she saId
As he had not attempted to lay hands on her or to offer any endearments, she
answered hIS questIon WIthout repeating her prevIous refusal He looked out of
the WIndow, and went on In a mUSIng VOIce, much qUIeter than hIS normal
tone, so that at first she could barely hear hIm above the rattle of the train, but
presently hIS vOIce rose, and took on a note of senousness that she had never
heard In It before, or even ImagIned that It could hold
'ConsIder what your future would be lIke,' he repeated 'It's the same future
that lIes before any woman of your class WIth no husband and no money Let us
say your father wIll bve another ten years By the end of that tIme the last
penny of hIS money WIll have gone down the SInk The deSIre to squander It
WIll keep hIm abve Just as long as It lasts, and probably no longer All that tlffie
he WIll be grOWIng more senIle, more tIresome, more ImpOSSIble to hve WIth,
he WIll tyrannIze over you more and more, keep you shorter and shorter of
money, make more and more trouble for you With the neIghbours and the
tradesmen And you wIll go on WIth that slaVIsh, worryIng hfe that you have
lIved, strugglIng to make both ends meet, drIllIng the GIrl GUIdes, readIng
novels to the Mothers' UnIOn, polIshIng the altar brasses, cadgIng money for
the organ fund, makIng brown paper Jackboots for the schoolchIldren's plays,
keepIng your end up m the VIle httle feuds and scandals of the church hencoop Year after year, WInter and summer, you Will bIcycle from one reekIng
cottage to another, to dole out pennIes from the poor box and repeat prayers
that you don't even belIeve In any longer You will SIt through IntermInable
church serVIces winch In the end Will make you phYSIcally SIck WIth then
sameness and fUtIlIty Every year your hfe Will be a httle bleaker, a httle fuller
of those deadly lIttle Jobs that are shoved off 011 to lonely women And
remember that you won't always be twenty-eIght All the wlule you WIll be
fading, WItherIng, untIl one morrung you Will look In the glass and reahze that
you aren't a grrl any longer, only a skInny old maid. You'll fight agamst It, of
course You'll keep your phYSIcal energy and your girlIsh mannerIsms-you'll
keep them Just a httle bIt too long Do you know that type of brIght-too
bnght-splnster who says HtoPPlng" and "rlppmg" and "nght-ho", and
pndes herself on beIng such a good sport, and shes such a good sport that she
makes everyone feel a lIttle unwell';) And she's so splendIdly hearty at tenms
and so handy at amateur theatrIcals, and she throws herself WIth a kInd of
desperatIon lUto her Girl GUIde work and her pansh VISItIng, and she's the hfe
and soul of Church SOCIals, and always, year after year, she thInks of herself as a
young gul stiU and never realIzes that behInd her back everyone laughs at her
for a poor, dlsappomted old maId';) That's what you'll become, what you must
become,. h9"wever much you foresee It and try to aVOId It There's no other
future pOSSIble to you unless you marry Women who don't marry Wlther
upTthey: WIther up lIke aspIdIstras In back-parlour WIndows; and the devilIsh
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thIng IS that they don't even know that they're wlthenng ,
Dorothy sat sIlent and hstenlng wIth Intent and horrIfied faSCInatIOn She
dId not even notIce that he had stood up, WIth one hand on the door to steady
hIm agaInst the swayIng of the traIn She was as though hypnotIzed, not so
much by hIS vOIce as by the vIsIons that hIS words had evoked In her He had
descrIbed her lIfe, as It must InevItably be, WIth such dreadful fidelIty that he
seemed actually to have carned her ten years onward mto the menacmg future,
and she felt herself no longer a gIrl full of youth and energy, but a desperate,
worn VIrgm of thIrty-eIght As he went on he took her hand, wruch was lYIng
Idle on the arm of the seat, and even that she scarcely noticed
'After ten years,' he contInued, 'your father WIll dIe, and he wlllleave you
WIth not a penny, only debts You Will be nearly forty, Wlth no money, no
professlon, no chance of marrymg, Just a derehct parson's daughter bke the ten
thousand others In England And after that, what do you suppose wIll become
of you? You WIll have to find yourself a Job-the sort of Job that parsons'
daughters get A nursery governess, for mstance, or compamon to some
dIseased hag who wlll occupy herself In thInkIng of ways to humtbate you Or
you wlll go back to school-teachmg, EnglIsh mIstress m some grIsly gIrls'
school, seventy-five pounds a year and your keep, and a fortmght In a seasIde
boardIng-house every August And all the tIme wltherlng, drYing up, grOWIng
more sour and more angular and more frIendless And therefore-'
As he SaId 'therefore' he pulled Dorothy to her feet She made no reSIstance
HIS VOlce had put her under a spell As her mInd took In the prospect of that
forblddIng future, whose emptmess she was far more able to apprecIate than
he, such a deSPaIr had grown In her that If she had spoken at alilt would have
been to say, 'Yes, I WIll marry you ' He put hIS arm very gently about her and
drew her a httle towards hun, and even now she dId not attempt to resIst Her
eyes, half hypnotIzed, were fixed upon hIS When he put hIS arm about her It
was as though he were protectIng her, shelterIng her, drawmg her away from
the brInk of grey, deadly poverty and back to the world of fIlendly and
deSIrable thIngs-to secunty and ease, to comely houses and good clothes, to
books and fnends and flowers, to summer days and dIstant lands So for nearly
a mInute the fat, debauched bachelor and the thIn, SpInsterIsh gIrl stood face to
face, theIr eyes meeting, theIr bodIes all but toucrung, whIle the traIn swayed
them m ItS motIon, and clouds and telegraph poles and bud-mIsted hedges and
fields green WIth young wheat raced past unseen.
Mr Warburton tIghtened his gnp and pulled her agaInst hun It broke the
spell The VISIons that had held her helpleSS-VIsIOns of poverty and of escape
from poverty-suddenly vamshed and left only a shocked realIzatIon of what
was happenmg to her She was m the arms of a man-a fattIsh, oldlsh man' A
wave of dtsgust and deadly fear went through her, and her entralls seemed to
shrInk and freeze Hls thick male body was pressmg her backwards and
downwards, bJ.s large, pInk. facet-smooth, but to her eyes old, was bearing down
upon her own The harsh od,our of maleness forced itself mto her nostrlls She
recoIled. Furry thIghs of satyrs! She began to struggle funousllS thQugh
indeed he made hardly any e1fort to. ~tam ker, and in a moment she bad
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wrenched herself free and fallen back Into her seat, whIte and tremblIng She
looked up at hIm wIth eyes which, from fear and averSIon, were for a moment
those of a stranger
Mr Warburton remamed on hIS feet, regardIng her wIth an expressIOn of
resigned, almost amused dIsapPOIntment He dId not seem In the least
dIstressed As her calmness returned to her she perceIved that all he had saId
had been no more than a trIck to play upon her feelIngs and cajole her Into
sayIng that she would marry hIm, and what was stranger yet, that he had saId It
WIthout serIOusly carIng whether she marrIed hIm or not He had, In fact,
merely been amUSIng hImself Very probably the whole thIng was only another
of hIS perIod1cai attempts to seduce her
He sat down, but more dehberately than she, takIng care of the creases of hIS
trousers as he dId so
'If you want to pull the communIcation cord,' he saId mIldly, 'you had better
let me make sure that I have five pounds In my pocket-book'
After that he was qUIte hlIDself agaIn, or as nearly hImself as anyone could
pOSSIbly be after such a scene, and he went on talkIng Without the smallest
symptom of embarrassment HIS sense of shame, If he had ever possessed one,
had perIshed many years ago Perhaps It had been kIlled by overwork In a
lIfetIme of squahd affaIrs With women
For an hour, perhaps, Dorothy was III at ease, but after that the traIn reached
I pSWlch, where It stopped for a quarter of an hour, and there was the dIverSIOn
of gOIng to the refreshment room for a cup of tea For the last twenty mIles of
the Journey they talked qwte amIcably Mr Warburton dId not refer agaIn to
hIs proposal of marrIage, but as the tram neared Knype HIll he returned, less
serIously than before, to the questIon of Dorothy's future
'So you really propose', he saId 'to go back to your pansh work' "The trIVIal
round, the common task">" Mrs Pither's rheumatIsm and Mrs LeWln~s corn..
plaster and all the rest of It"> The prospect doesn't dIsmay you">'
'1 don't know-sometunes It does But 1 expect It'll be all rIg~t once I'm back
at work I've got the habIt, you see '
'And you really feel equal to years of calculated hypocrISY? For that's what It
amounts to, you know\ Not afwd of the cat gettIng out of the bag? QUIte sure
you won't find yourself teachIng the Sunday School kIds to say the Lord's
Prayer backwards, or readIng GIbbon's fifteenth chapter to the Mothers'
Umon mstead of Gene Stratton Porter';)'
'I don't thInk so Because, you see, I do feel that that kInd of work, even If It
means saYIng prayers that one doesn't belIeve In, and even If It means teachIng
children thIngs that one doesn't always thInk are true-I do feel that In a way
It's useful. '
'UsefuP' sald Mr Warburton dIstastefully 'You're a httle too fond of that
depressmg word "useful" Hypertrophy of the sense of duty-that's what's the
matter with you Now, to me, It seems the merest common sense to have a bIt
of fun. whlle the gOIng's good.'
'That's just hedonIsm,' Dorothy obJected
CMy dear cluId, can you show me a plulosophy of life that isn't hedonism?
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Your vermInous ChrIstIan saInts are the bIggest hedorusts of all They're out
for an eternIty ofbhss, whereas we poor SInners don't hope for more than a few
years of It Vltnnately we're all trYIng for a bIt of fun, but some people take It In
such perverted forms Your notIon of fun seems to be massagIng Mrs Plther's
legs'
'It's not that exactly, but-oh l somehow I can't explaIn"
What she would have saId was that though her faIth had left her, she had not
changed, could not change, dId not want to change, the spIrItual background of
her mInd, that her cosmos, though now It seemed to her empty and
meanIngless, was stI111n a sense the Chl'lstlan cosmos, that the ChrIstIan way of
hfe was stIll the way that must come naturally to her But she could not put thIS
Into words, and felt that If she trIed to do so he would probably begtn makIng
fun of her So she concluded lamely
'Somehow I feel that It's better for me to go on as I was before '
'Exactly the same as before? The whole bIll of fare';) The GIrl GUIdes, the
Mothers' Vmon, the Band of Hope, the Compamonshlp of MarrIage, parIsh
VISItIng and Sunday School teachIng, Holy Commuruon tWIce a week and here
we go round the doxology-bush, chantlng GregorIan plaIn-song';) You're qUIte
certaIn you can manage It';)'
Dorothy smtled In spIte of herself 'Not platn-song Father doesn't hke It '
'And you thInk that, except for your Inner thoughts, your hfe Wlll be
preCIsely what It was before you lost your faIth';) There wdl be no change In
your habIts';)'
Dorothy thought Yes, there would be changes m her habIts, but most of
them would be secret ones The memory of the dlsClphnary pIn crossed her
mInd It had always been a secret from everyone except herself and she deCIded
not to mentIon It
'
'Well,' she SaId finally, 'perhaps at Holy Commuruon I shall kneel down on
MISS Mayfill's rIght Instead of on her left'

2
A week had gone by
Dorothy rode up the mIl from the town and wheeled her bIcycle In at the
Rectory gate It was a fine evemng, clear and cold, and the sun, unclouded, was
SInkIng In remote, greenIsh skles Dorothy notIced that the ash tree by the gate
was In bloom, with clotted dark red blossoms that looked like festeringsfrom a
wound
She was rather tJred She had had a busy week of it, what Wlth ViSIting all the
women on her hst In tmn and ttyrog to get the pansh affaIrS Into some kind of
order ag-atn. Everything was m a fearful mess after her absence. The church
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was dIrty beyond all belIef-In fact, Dorothy had had to spend the best part of a
day cleamng up WIth scrubbing-brushes, broom and dustpan, and the beds of
'mouse dIrts' that she had found behInd the organ made her WInce when she
thought of them (The reason why the mice came there was because GeorgIe
Frew, the organ-blower, would brIng penny packets of bISCUItS Into church and
eat them dunng the sermon) All the Church aSSocIatIOns had been neglected,
WIth the result that the Band of Hope and the CompanIOnshIp of Marnage had
now gIven up the ghost, Sunday School attendance had dropped by half, and
there was mternecme warfare gOIng on In the Mothers' UnIOn because of some
tactless remark that MISS Foote had made The belfry was In a worse state than
ever The parIsh magazme had not been dehvered regularly and the money for
It had not been collected None of the accounts of the Church Funds had been
properly kept up, and there was runeteen sInlhngs unaccounted for In all, and
even the pansh regtsters were In a muddle-and so on and so on, ad In./inttum
The Rector had let everymg shde
Dorothy had been up to her eyes In work from the moment of reachIng
home Indeed, thIngs had sbpped back Into theIr old routIne WIth astonIshIng
swiftness. It was as though It had been only yesterday that she had gone away,
Now that the scandal had blown over, her return to Knype Hill had aroused
very httle curIosity Some of the women on her VISItIng lIst, partIcularly Mrs
Pither, were genwne1y glad to see her back, and VIctor Stone, perhaps, seemed
just a httle ashamed of havmg temporarIly belIeved Mrs Semprill's lIbel, but
he soon forgot It In recountIng to Dorothy hIS latest tnumph In the Church
T'lmes Vanous of the coffee-ladles, of course, had stopped Dorothy In the
street With 'My dear, how very wce to see you back agaIn' You have been away
a long orne! And you know, dear, we all thought It such a shame when that
homble woman was gOIng round tellIng those stones about you But I do hope
you'll understand, dear, that whatever anyone else may have thought, I never
beheved a word of them', etc., etc, etc But nobody had asked her th.e
uncomfortable quesnons that she had been fearIng 'I've been teachIng tn a
school near London' had satIsfied everyone, they had not even asked her the
name of the school. Never, she saw, would she have to confess that she had
slept In Trafalgar Square and been arrested for beggIng The fact IS that people
who hve In small country towns have only a very dun conceptIOn of anything
that happens more than ten mIles from theIr own front door The world
outside IS a terra IncognIta" InhabIted, no doubt, by dragons and
anthropophagJ.) but not partIcularly mteresting
Even Dorothy's father had greeted her as though she had only been away for
the week-end He was In his study when she arrIved, mUSIngly smoking hIS
pipe m front of the grandfather clock, whose glass, smashed by the
charwoman's broom-handle four months ago, was stIll unmended As
Dorothy came Into the room he took rus plpe out of hIS mouth and put it away
in bIs pocket Wlth an absent-mtnded, old-manmsh movement He looked a
great deal older, Dorothy thought
'So here you are at last,' he said 'DId you have a good Journey?'
- Dorothy put her arms round his neck and touched Ins sllver-pale cheek WIth
j
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her lIps As she dIsengaged herself he patted her shoulder wIth a Just
perceptIble trace more affectIon than usual
'What made you take It Into your head to run away lIke that';)' he saId
'1 told you, Father-1 lost my memory'
'Hm,' saId the Rector, and Dorothy saw that he dId not belIeve her, never
would belIeve her, and that on many and many a future occaSlOn, when he was
In a less agreeable mood than at present, that escapade would be brought up
agaInst her 'Well,' he added, 'when you've taken your bag upstaIrs, Just brlng
your typewrIter down here, would you';) I want you to type out my sermon'
Not much that was of Interest had happened ill the town Ye aIde Tea
Shoppe was enlargmg ItS premIses, to the further dIsfigurement of the HIgh
Street Mrs Plther's rheumatIsm was better (thanks to the angehca tea, no
doubt), but Mr Plther had 'been under the doctor' and they were afraId he had
stone In the bladder Mr Bhfil-Gordon was now ill ParlIament, a docile
deadhead on the back benches of the ConservatIve Party Old Mr Tombs had
dIed Just after ChrIstmas, and MISS Foote had taken over seven of hIs cats and
made herOIC efforts to find homes for the others Eva TWISS, the mece of Mr
TWISS the Ironmonger, had had an Illegltunate baby, whIch had dIed Proggett
had dug the kItchen garden and sowed a few seeds, and the broad beans and the
first peas were Just shOWIng The shop-debts had begun to mount up agam
after the credItors' meetIng" and there was SIX pounds OWIng to CargIll Victor
Stone had had a controversy WIth Professor Coulton In the Church Tzmes,
about the Holy InqUISItIon, and utterly routed hun Ellen's eczema had been
very bad all the WInter Walph Bhfil-Gordon had had two poems accepted by
the London Mercury
Dorothy went Into the conservatory She had got a bIg Job on
hand -costumes for a pageant that the schoolchIldren were gomg to have on St
George's Day, In aId of the organ fund Not a penny had been paId towards the
organ durIng the past eIght months, and It was perhaps as well that the Rector
always threw the organ-people's bIlls away unopened, for theIr tone was
growmg more and more sulphurous Dorothy had racked her brams for a way
of raISIng some money, and finally deCIded on a hIstorIcal pageant, begmmng
WIth Juhus Caesar and endIng WIth the Duke ofWelbngton They might raIse
two pounds by a pageant, she thought-WIth luck and a fine day, they nnght
even raIse three pounds I
She looked round the conservatory She had hardly been In here SInce
comIng home, and eVIdently nothIng had been touched during her absence
Her thIngs were lYIng Just as she had left them, but the dust was thtck on
everythIng. Her seWIng-machIne was on the table anud the old fanulIar lItter of
scraps of cloth, sheets of brown paper, cotton...reels and pots of paint, and
though the needle had rusted, the thread was stIll m It And, yes l there were the
Jackboots that she had been malo.ng the mght she went away. She picked one of
them up and looked at It. Sometlung surred In her heart Yes, say what you
lIke, they 'Were good Jackbootsl What a pity they had ne\7er been used!
However, they would come In useful for the pageant For Charles II,
perhaps-or, no, better ;qot have Charles II., have OlIver Cromwell lnstead;
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because If you had Ohver Cromwell you wouldn't have to make hIm a WIg
Dorothy hghted the Ollstove, found her SCIssors and two sheets of brown
paper, and sat down There was a mountaIn of clothes to be made Better start
off WIth Juhus Caesar's breastplate, she thought It was always that wretched
armour that made all the trouble' What dId a Roman soldIer's armour look
lIke'> Dorothy made an effort, and called to mInd the statue of some IdealIzed
curly-bearded emperor In the Roman Room at the BrItIsh Museum You
mIght make a sort of rough breastplate out o( glue and brown paper, and glue
narrow strIPS of paper across It to represent the plates of the armour, and then
stIver them over No helmet to make, thank goodness' JulIus Caesar always
wore a laurel wreath-ashamed of hIS baldness, no doubt, hke Mr Warburton
But what about greaves'> DId they wear greaves In Juhus Caesar's tIme'> And
boots'> Was a cahgum a boot or a sandaP
Mter a few moments she stopped WIth the shears restIng on her knee A
thought whIch had been hauntIng her hke some Inexorcizable ghost at every
unoccupIed moment durmg the past week had returned once more to dIstract
her It was the thought of what Mr Warburton had Sald to her In the traIn-of
what her hfe was gOIng to be hke hereafter, umnarrled and WIthout money
It was not that she was In any doubt about the external facts of her future
She could see It all qUIte clearly before her Ten years, perhaps, as unsalarIed
curate, and then back to school-teachIng Not necessarIly In qUlte such a
school as Mrs Creevy's-no doubt she could do somethIng rather better for
herself than that-but at least In some more or less shabby, more or less prIsonlIke school, or perhaps In some even bleaker, even less human kInd of
drudgery Whatever happened, at the very best, she had got to face the destIny
that IS common to all lonely and penmless women 'The Old MaIds of Old
England', as somebody called them She was twenty-eIght-Just old enough to
enter theIr ranks
But It dIdn't matter; It dIdn't matter' That was the thIng that you could
never drIve Into the heads of the Mr Warburtons of tlus world, not If you
talked to them for a thousand years, that mere outward dungs lIke poverty and
drudgery, and even lonelIness, don't matter In themselves It IS the thIngs that
happen In your heart that matter For Just a moment-an eVIl moment-whlle
Mr Warburton was talkIng to her In the traIn, she had known the fear of
poverty But she had mastered It, It was not a thIng worth worryIng about It
was not because of that that she had got to stiffen her courage and remake the
whole structure of her mmd
No, It was something far more fundamental, It was the deadly emptlneas that
$he had dIscovered at the heart of thIngs. She thought of how a year ago she
had sat 1D. thiS chatr, Wlth these SCIssors In her hand, domg preCIsely what she
was dOing now; and yet It was as though then and now she had been two
dlfIerent bemgs Where had she gone, that well-meaniQ.g, ndiculous glIl who
had praye,d. -ecstatIcally In summer-scented fields and -prtcked her arm as a
pUIl,1$bln6nt t:or sacrIlegious thoughts? And where is any of ourselves of even a
yeBf:' ago~.,And yet after all-and here lay the trouble-she was the same gU'1
Beliefs c:ha:nge, thoughts change, but there 18 some Inner part of the 'Soul th~
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does not change FaIth vanIshes, but the need for faIth remams the same as
before
And gIven only faIth, how can anythIng else matter~ How can anythmg
dIsmay you if only there IS some purpose m the world whIch you can serve, and
whIch, whIle servIng It, you can understand? Your whole hfe IS IllumIned by
the sense of purpose There IS no wearIness In your heart, no doubts, no feehng
of futIlIty, no Baudelalrean ennuI waItIng for unguarded hours Every act IS
sIgruficant, every moment sanctIfied, woven by faIth as mto a pattern, a fabrIC
of never-endIng JOy
She began to medItate upon the nature ofhfe ¥ou emerged from the womb,
you lIved SIxty or seventy years, and then you dIed and rotted And In every
detaIl of your hfe, If no ultImate purpose redeemed It, there was a qualIty of
greyness, of desolatIOn, that could never be descrIbed, but whIch you could
feel lIke a phYSIcal pang at your heart LIfe, If the grave really ends It, IS
monstrous and dreadful No use trYIng to argue It away ThInk of lIfe as It
really IS, thInk of the detazls of hfe, and then thInk that there IS no meamng In It,
no purpose, no goal except the grave Surely only fools or self-deceIvers, or
those whose hves are exceptIOnally fortunate, can face that thought WIthout
flInchIng?
She shIfted her pOSItIOn In her chaIr But after all there must be some
meanIng, some purpose In It all' The world cannot be an aCCident. Everythmg
that happens must have a cause-ultImately, therefore, a purpose SInce you
eXIst, God must have created you, and smce He created you a conscIous beIng,
He must be conSCIOUS The greater doesn't come out of the less He created
you, and He WIll kIll you, for HIS own purpose. But that purpose IS mscrutable
It IS In the nature of thmgs that you can never dtscover It, and perhaps even 1f
you dId dIscover It you would be averse to It ¥our llfe and death, It may be, are
a SIngle note In the eternal orchestra that plays for HIS dIverSIon And suppose
you don't hke the tune';) She thought of that dreadful unfrocked clergyman ill
Trafalgar Square Had she dreamed the thlngs he saId, or had he really SaId
them? 'Therefore WIth Demons and Archdemons and WIth all the company of
Hell' But that was sIlly, really For your not lOOng the tune was also part of the
tune
Her mind struggled With the problem, whlle perceIVIng that there was no
solutIon There was, she saw clearly, no pOSSIble SubstItute for faIth; no pagan
acceptance of lIfe as suffiCIent to Itself, no pantheIstIc cheer...up stuff, no
ps.eudo-relIglOn of 'progress' WIth VISIons of glItterIng UtopUlS and ant-heaps
of steel and concrete It IS all or notlung EIther hfe on earth IS a preparatIon for
somethmg greater and more laSting, or It IS meamngless, dark, and dreadful
Dorothy started. A inzzhng sound was coromg from the glue-pot She had
forgotten to put any water In the saucepan, and the glue wa$ begmnmg to burn
She took the saucepan, hastened to the scullery sink. to replenish it, then
brought It back and put It on the ollstove agam I simply must get that
breastplate done before supper' she thought Mter Juhus Caesar there was
WIlham the COJ;lque;ror to be thought of More armour! And presently she
must go along to the kitcben and remmd EUen to boil some potatoes to go Wlth
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the mInced beef for supper, also there was her 'memo hst' to be written out for
tomorrow She shaped the two halves of the breastplate, cut out the armholes
and neckholes, and then stopped again
Where had she got to? She had been saYing that If death ends all, then there
IS no hope and no meanmg In anything Well, what then")
The actIOn of gOIng to the scullery and refilhng the saucepan had changed
the tenor of her thoughts She perceived, for a moment at least, that she had
allowed herself to fall Into exaggeratIon and self-pity What a fuss about
nothing, after all' As though In reahty there were not people beyond number In
the same case as herself' All over the world, thousands, mllhons of them,
people who had lost their faith WIthout lOSing their need of faIth 'Half the
parsons' daughters In England,' Mr Warburton had said He was probably
rIght And not only parsons' daughters, people of every descrlptlOn-people In
lllness and lonelIness and fallure, people leading thwarted, dIscouraging
bves-people who needed faith to support them, and who hadn't got It Perhaps
even nuns In convents, scrubbmg floors and slngmg Ave Marzas, secretly
unbelIeVing
And how cowardly, after all, to regret a superstItIon that you had got rId
of-to want to belIeve somethIng that you knew In your bones to be untrue'
And yet-I
Dorothy had put down her sCissors Almost from force of habit, as though
her return home, which had not restored her faith, had restored the outward
habits of piety, she knelt down beSide her chaIr She burled her face In her
hands She began to pray
'Lord, I beheve, help Thou my unbebef Lord, I belIeve, I belIeve, help
Thou my unbehef '
I t was useless, absolutely useless Even as she spoke the words she was aware
of their uselessness, and was half ashamed of her actIOn She raised her head
And at that moment there stole Into her nostrlls a warm, eVil smell, forgotten
these eight months but unutterably famlhar-the smell of glue The water In
the saucepan was bubbhng nOIsIly Dorothy Jumped to her feet and felt the
handle of the glue-brush. The glue was softerung-would be hquld In another
fivemmutes
The grandfather clock 10 her father's study struck SIX. Dorothy started She
realized that she had wasted twenty minutes, and her conscience stabbed her
so hard that all the questIons that had been worry1Og her fled out of her mind
What on earth have I been dOing all thiS time") she thought, and at that moment
It really seemed to her that she dld not know what she had been dOing. She
admonished herself Come on, Dorothy' No slackIng, please' You've got to get
that breastplate done before supper She sat down, filled her mouth With pins
and began pinning the two halves of the breastplate together, to get It Into
&hape befQl'e the glue should be ready
The smell of glue was the answer to her prayer. She Cbd not know thIS. She
did'1'l.O.t reflect, consciously; that the solution to her drlficulty lay 10 accepting
tl.e fact that there was no solution; that if one gets on With the Job that bes to
hatrd,1he ultimate purpose of the Job fades Into lDSIgmfi-cance, that fatth and
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no faIth are very much the same provIded that one IS domg what IS customary,
useful, and acceptable She could not formulate these thoughts as yet, she
could only hve them Much later, perhaps, she would formulate them and
draw comfort from them
There was stIll a mInute or two before the glue would be ready to use
Dorothy finIshed pInnIng the breastplate together, and In the same lOstant
began mentally sketchIng the Innumerable costumes that were yet to be made
After Wllham the Conqueror-was It chaIn mad In Wllham the Conqueror's
day?-there were RobIn Hood-LIncoln Green and a bow and arrow-and
Thomas a Becket In hIS cope and mItre, and Queen El1zabeth's ruff, and a
cocked hat for the Duke of WellIngton And I must go and see about those
potatoes at half past SIX, she thought And there was her 'memo llst' to be
WrItten out for tomorrow Tomorrow was Wednesday-mustn't forget to set
the alarm clock for half past five She took a slIp of paper and began wntlOg out
the 'memo lIst'
70C HC
Mrs J baby next month go and see her
Breakfast Bacon

She paused to thmk of fresh Items Mrs J was Mrs Jowett, the blacksmIth's
WIfe, she came sometlIDes to be churched after her babIes were born, but only
If you coaxed her tactfully beforehand And I must take old Mrs Frew some
paregorIc lozenges, Dorothy thought, and then perhaps she'll speak to GeorgIe
and stop hun eatlng those bISCUItS dUrIng the sermon She added Mrs Frew to
her lIst And then what about tomorrow's dmner-Iuncheon' We slIDply must
pay CargIll somethIng' she thought And tomorrow was the day of the
Mothers' UnIOn tea, and they had finIshed the novel that MISS Foote had been
readIng to them The questIon was, what to get for them next' There dIdn't
seem to be any more books by Gene Stratton Porter) theIr favourIte What
about WarwIck DeepIng';) Too hIghbrow, perhaps';) And I must ask Proggett to
get us some young cauhflowers to plant out, she thought finally
The glue had lIquefied Dorothy took two fresh sheets of brown paper,
slIced them into narrow strIPS, and-rather awkwardly, because of the
dIfficulty of keepIng the breastplate convex-pasted the strIPS horizontally
across It, back and front By degrees It stIffened under her hands When she
had remforced It all over she set It on end to look at It. It really wasn't half bad'
One more coatmg of paper and it would be almost bke real armour We must
make that pageant a success' she thought What a pIty we can't borrow a horse
from somebody and have Boadlcea m her charlot' We mIght make five pounds
If we had a really good charlot, WIth scythes on the wheels And what about
Hengtst and Horsa? Cross-gartermg and WU1ged helmets Dorothy slIced two
more sheets of brown paper mto strIPS, and took up the breastplate to gtve it Its
final coatlng. The problem of faith and no fatth had VanIshed utterly from het
IIUnd It was begJ.D.tUng'to get dark, but, too busy to stop and I1ght the lamp,
she worked on, pastIng stnp after strIP of paper Into place, WIth absorbed, WIth
PIOUS concentration, In the penetratIng smell of the glue-pot
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COMING UP FOR AIR
'He's dead, but he won't he down'
PQJJular song

PART I

I
The Idea really came to me the day I got my new false teeth
I remember the mornIng well At about a quarter to eIght I'd rupped out of
bed and got Into the bathroom Just m tIme to shut the ktds out It was a beastly
January morrung, wIth a dtrty yellOWIsh-grey sky Down below, out of the
lIttle square of bathroom wmdow, I could see the ten yards by five of grass,
WIth a privet hedge round It and a bare patch In the mIddle, that we call the
back garden There's the same back garden, some privets, and same grass,
behInd every house In Ellesmere Road Only dIfference-where there are no
kIds there's no bare patch In the mIddle
I was trymg to shave WIth a bluntIsh razor-blade whIle the water ran Into the
bath My face looked back at me out of the muror, and underneath, m a
tumbler of water on the lIttle shelf over the washbasm, the teeth that belonged
In the face It was the temporary set that Warner, my dentIst, had gIven me to
wear whIle the new ones were beIng made I haven't such a bad face, really It's
one of those brIcky-red faces that go WIth butter-coloured haIr and pale-blue
eyes I've never gone grey or bald, thank God, and when I've got my teeth In I
probably don't look my age, whIch IS forty-five
Maktng a mental note to buy razor-blades, I got into the bath and started
soapIng I soaped my arms (I've got those kmd of pudgy arms that are freckled
up to the elbow) and then took the back-brush and soaped my shoulder-blades,
whIch m the ordInary way I can't reach It's a nUlsance, but there are several
parts of my body that I can't reach nowadays The truth IS that I'm InclIned to
be a lIttle bIt on the fat SIde I don't mean that I'm lIke sometlung In a SIdeshow at a faIr My weIght Isn't much over fourteen stone, and last tIme I
measured round my WaIst It was eIther forty-eIght or forty-nme, I forget
whIch. And I'm not what they call 'dIsguStIngly' fat, I haven't got one of those
bellIes that sag half-way down to the knees. It's merely that I'm a lIttle bit
broad In the beam, with a tendency to be barrel-shaped Do you know the
actIve, hearty kInd of fat man, the athletIc bouncmg type that's nicknaJned
Fatty or Tubby and is always the Itfe and soul of the party? I'm that type
'Fatty' they mostly call me Fatty Bowlmg George Bowling IS my real n~e.
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But at that moment I dIdn't feel lIke the lIfe and soul of the party And It
struck me that nowadays I nearly always do have a morose kInd of feelIng In the
early mormngs, although I sleep well and my dIgestIOn's good I knew what It
was, of course-It was those bloody false teeth The thIngs were magnIfied by
the water In the tumbler, and they were grmnIng at me lIke the teeth In a skull
It gives you a rotten feelIng to have your gums meet, a sort of pInched-up,
Withered feelIng lIke when you've bItten Into a sour apple BeSIdes, say what
you wIll, false teeth are a landmark When your last natural tooth goes, the tIme
when you can kId yourself that you're a Hollywood sheIk, IS definItely at an
end And 1 was fat as well as forty-five As I stood up to soap my crutch I had a
look at my figure It's all rot about fat men beIng unable to see theIr feet, but
It's a fact that when I stand uprIght I can only see the front halves of mIne No
woman, I thought as I worked the soap round my belly, WIll ever look tWIce at
me agaIn, unless she's paId to Not that at that moment I partIcularly wanted
any woman to look tWIce at me
But It struck me that thIS mormng there were reasons why I ought to have
been In a better mood To begin WIth I wasn't workIng today The old car, In
whIch I 'cover' my dIStrIct (I ought to tell you that I'm In the Insurance
bUSIness
The Flymg Salamander
LIfe, fire, burglary, tWIns,
shIpwreck-everythIng» was temporarIly m dock, and though 1'd got to look In
at the London office to drop some papers, I was really takIng the day off to go
and fetch my new false teeth And beSIdes, there was another bUSIness that had
been In and out of my mmd for some tIme past ThIS was that I had seventeen
qUid whIch nobody else had heard about..... nobody In the famIly, that IS It had
happened thIS way A chap III our firm, Mellors by name, had got hold of a
book called Astrology applzed to Horse-raczng wh.tch proved that It'S all a
questIon of Influence of the planets on the colours the Jockey IS wearIng Well,
In some race or other there was a mare called Corsmr's BrIde, a complete
outSIder, but her Jockey's colour was green, wh.tch It seemed was Just the
colour for the planets that happened to be In the ascendant Mellors, who was
deeply bItten WIth thIS astrology bUSIness, was pUttIng several qwd on the
horse and went down on hIS knees to me to do the same In the end, chiefly to
shut him up, I rIsked ten bob, though I don't bet as a general rule Sure enough
Corsmr's BrIde came home In a walk I forget the exact odds, but my share
worked out at seventeen qUId By a kInd of mstmct-rather queer, and
probably IndIcatmg another landmark In my hfe-I Just qUIetly put the money
In the bank and saId notlung to anybody I'd never done anythtng of thIS kInd
before A good husband and father would have spent It on a dress for HIlda
(thaf's my WIfe) and boots for the ktds. But I'd been a good husband and father
for fifteen years and I was beglnnmg to get fed up WIth It
After I'd soaped myself allover I felt better and lay down In the bath to thInk
about my seventeen qwd and what to spend It on. The alternatIves, It seemed
to me, were eJ.ther a week-end with a woman or drlbbbng It qwetIy away on
Qdds ..and ends such as cigars and double wlusldes I'd JUst turned on some
1t\Ote hot water and was tlnnlong about women and ClgarS when there was a
llOble ~ a herd of buffaloes commg down the two steps that lead to the
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bathroom It was the kIds, of course Two kIds In a house the sIZe of ours IS lIke
a quart of beer In a pInt mug There was a frantIc stampIng outsIde and then a
yell of agony
'Dadda' I wanna come In"
'Well, you can't Clear out"
'But dadda' I wanna go somewhere"
'Go somewhere else, then Hop It I'm havIng my bath'
'Dad-da' I wanna go some-where"
No use' I knew the danger SIgnal The W C IS In the bathroom-It would be,
of course, ill a house lIke ours I hooked the plug out of the bath and got
partIally dryas qwckly as I could As I opened the door, lIttle BIlly-my
youngest, aged seven-shot past me, dodgIng the smack whIch I aImed at hIS
head It was only when I was nearly dressed and lookIng for a tle that I
dIscovered that my neck was sull soapy
It's a rotten thmg to have a soapy neck It gIves you a dISgustIng sucky
feelIng, and the queer thIng IS that, however carefully you sponge It away,
when you've once dIscovered that your neck IS soapy you feel STIcky for the rest
of the day I went downstaIrs m a bad temper and ready to make myself
dIsagreeable
Our dlrung-room, lIke the other dInmg-rooms In Ellesmere Road, IS a poky
lIttle place, fourteen feet by twelve, or maybe It's twelve by ten, and the
Japanese oak SIdeboard, Wlth the two empty decanters and the sIlver egg-stand
that HIlda's mother gave us for a weddIng present, doesn't leave much room
Old HIlda was gloommg belund the teapot, In her usual state of alarm and
dIsmay because the News Chronzcle had announced that the prIce of butter was
gOIng up, or somethIng She hadn't lIghted the gas-fire, and though the
wmdows were shut It was beastly cold I bent down and put a match to the fire,
breathIng rather loudly through my nose (bendIng always makes me puff and
blow) as a ktnd of hInt to HIlda She gave me the lIttle SIdelong glance that she
always gIves me when she thInks I'm dOIng somethIng extravagant
Hilda IS tlurty-nlne, and when I first knew her she looked Just lIke a hare So
she does su11, but she's got very thin and rather Wizened, WIth a perpetual
broodIng, worrIed look In her eyes, and when she's more upset than usual she's
got a trIck of humpIng her shoulders and foldIng her arms across her breast,
lIke an old gypsy woman over her fire She's one of those people who getthetr
maln ktck m hfe out of foreseeIng dIsasters Only petty dIsasters, of course As
for wars, earthquakes, plagues, famInes, and revolutIons, she pays no attention
to them Butter IS gomg up, and the gas-bI1lls enormous, and the kids' boots
are wearIng out, and there's another Instalment due on the radio-that's
Hllda's lItany She gets what I've finally deCIded IS a definIte pleasure out of
rockIng herself to and fro WIth her arms across her breast, and gloommg at me,
'But, George, It's very serzous' I don't know what we'.re gomg to do' I don't
know where the money's conung frond You don't seem to teabze how seriOUs.
It IS" and so on and so forth It's fixed:firmly in her head that we :shall end up in
the workhouse. The funny thing is that If we ever do get to the workhouse
Htlda won't mmd It a quarter as. much as I shall, 10 fact she'll probably rather
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enJoy the feelIng of securIty
The kIds were downstaIrs already, havIng washed and dressed at hghtnlng
speed, as they always do when there's no chance to keep anyone else out of the
bathroom When I got to the breakfast table they were havIng an argument
whIch went to the tune of 'Yes, you dId" 'No, I dIdn't" 'Yes, you dId" eN 0, I
dIdn't" and looked lIke gOIng on for the rest of the mornlOg, untIl I told them
to cheese It There are only the two of them, BIlly, aged seven, and Lorna, aged
eleven It's a pecubar feellOg that I have towards the kIds A great deal of the
time I can hardly stIck the sIght of them As for theIr conversatIOn, It's Just
unbearable They're at that dreary bread-and-butter age when a kId's mInd
revolves round thIngs lIke rulers, pencIl-boxes, and who got top marks In
French At other tImes, espeCIally when they're asleep, I have qUIte a dIfferent
feehng Sometimes I've stood over theIr cots, on summer evenIngs when It's
hght, and watched them sleepIng, WIth theIr round faces and theIr towcoloured harr, several shades lIghter than mIne, and It's gIven me that feehng
you read about In the BIble when It says your bowels yearn At such tImes I feel
that I'm Just a klOd of drIed-up seed-pod that doesn't matter twopence and
that my sale nnportance has been to brIng these creatures lOto the world and
feed them whIle they're growlOg But that's only at moments Most of the tIme
my separate eXIstence looks pretty Important to me, I feel that there's lIfe In the
old dog yet and plenty of good tImes ahead, and the notIon of myself as a kInd
of tame daIry-cow for a lot of women and kIds to chase up and down doesn't
appeal tome
We dIdn't talk much at breakfast HIlda was In her 'I don't know what we're
gomg to dol' mood, partly OWIng to the prIce of butter and partly because the
ChrIstmas hohdays were nearly over and there was stIll five pounds OWIng on
the school fees for last term I ate my balled egg and spread a pIece of bread
WIth Golden Crown marmalade HIlda WIll perSIst In bUYIng the stuff It's
fivepence-halfpenny a pound, and the label tells you, In the smallest pnnt the
law allows, that It contaIns 'a certaIn proportIon of neutral fruIt-JuIce'. ThIs
started me off, In the rather IrrItatIng way I have sometImes, talktng about
neutral fruIt-trees, wonderIng what they looked hke and what countrIes they
grew In, untIl finally Hllda got angry It's not that she minds me chIPPIng her,
It's only that In some obscure way she thInks It's WIcked to make Jokes about
anythIng you save money on
I had a look at the paper, but there wasn't much news Down In SpaIn and
over In ChIna they were murderlOg one another as usual, a woman's legs had
been found In a ratlway WaItIng-!OOm, and KIng Zag's weddIng was waverIng
In the balance Fmally, at about ten o'clock, rather earlIer than I'd Intended, I
tltarted out for town. The kIds had gone off to play In the publIc gardens It was
a beaStly raw morrung. As I stepped out of the front door a nasty lIttle gust of
wind caught the soapy patch on my neck and made me suddenly feel that my
clothes dido't lfit and that I was stIcky all over

2
Do you know the road I lIve In-Ellesmere Road, West Bletchley? Even If you
don't, you know fifty others exactly lIke It
You know how these streets fester all over the mner-outer suburbs Always
the same Long, long rows of httle semI-detached houses-the numbers In
Ellesmere Road run to 212 and ours IS 19I-as much ahke as councd houses and
generally ugher The stucco front, the creosoted gate, the prIvet hedge, the
green front door The Laurels, the Myrtles, the Hawthorns, Mon Abn, Mon
Repos, Belle Vue At perhaps one house In fifty some ann-socIal type who'll
probably end In the workhouse has paInted hIS front door blue mstead of
green
That stIcky feehng round my neck had put me Into a demorahzed kmd of
mood It's CUrIOUS how It gets you down to have a sncky neck& It seems to take
all the bounce out of you, hke when you suddenly dIscover In a pubhc place
that the sole of one of your shoes IS comIng off I had no IllUSIOns about myself
that mormng It was almost as If I could stand at a dIstance and watch myself
commg down the road, WIth my fat, red face and my false teeth and my vulgar
clothes A chap bke me IS mcapable of looktng hke a gentleman Even If you
saw me at two hundred yards' distance you'd know unmedlately-not, perhaps,
that I was In the Insurance bUSIness, but that I was some kmd of tout or
salesman The clothes I was wearmg were practIcally the untform of the trIbe
Grey herrIng-bone SUIt, a bit the worse for wear, blue overcoat costmg fifty
shtlhngs, bowler hat, and no gloves And I've got the look that's pecuhar to
people who sell thIngs on commIssIon, a kmd of coarse, brazen look At my
best moments, when I've got a new SUlt or when I'm smokIng a CIgar, I nught
pass for a bookIe or a pubhcan, and when thmgs are very bad I mIght be
tounng vacuum cleaners, but at ordInary tlIDes you'd place me correctly 'FIve
to ten qwd a week', you'd say as soon as you saw me Econonucally and SOCIally
I'm about at the average level of Ellesmere Road
I had the street pretty much to myself The men had bunked to catch the
8.21 and the women were fiddhng WIth the gas-stoves When you've tune to
look about you, and when you happen to be In the nght mood, It's a thing that
makes you laugh InSide to walk do~ these streets In the umer-outer suburbs
and to tlunk of the hves that go on there Because, after all, what JS a road bke
Ellesmere Road? Just a prison \Vl.th the cells all m .a row A Ime of semi...
detached tortute-chambers where the ~or httle five-to ..ten-pound-a-weekers
quake and shiver~ every .Ql).e of them with the boss twlStmg bJ.s tail and hi1J WJ£e
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rIdIng hun lIke the nIghtmare and the kIds suckIng hIS blood hke leeches
There's a lot of rot talked about the sufferIngs of the workIng class I'm not so
sorry for the proles myself DId you ever know a navvy who lay awake thInkIng
about the sack? The prole suffers phYSIcally, but he's a free man when he Isn't
working But In everyone of those httle stucco boxes there's some poor bastard
who's never free except when he's fast asleep and dreamIng that he's got the
boss down the bottom of a well and IS bungIng lumps of coal at hIm.
Of course, the baSIC trouble WIth people lIke us, I saId to myself, IS that we all
lIDagIne we've got somethmg to lose To begtn WIth, nIne-tenths of the people
In Ellesmere Road are under the ImpreSSIOn that they own theIr houses
Ellesmere Road, and the whole quarter surroundIng It, untIl you get to the
HIgh Street, IS part of a huge racket called the HesperIdes Estate, the property
of the Cheerful CredIt BuIldIng SOCIety Bulldlng SOCIetIes are probably the
cleverest racket of modern tImes My own hne, Insurance, IS a SWIndle, I
admIt, but It'S an open SWindle WIth the cards on the table But the beauty of
the buIldIng society SWIndles IS that your Victims think you're dOIng them a
kmdness You wallop them, and they hck your hand I sometnnes th10k I'd hke
to have the HesperIdes Estate surmounted by an enormous statue to the god of
bIDldmg SOCietIes I t would be a queer sort of god Among other things It
would be bIsexual The top half would be a managing director and the bottom
half would be a WIfe In the famIly way In one hand It would carry an enormous
key-the key of the workhouse, of course-and In the other-what do they call
those thIngs lIke French horns With presents coming out of them?-a
cornucopIa, out of which would be pOUrIng portable radIOS, hfe-Insurance
polICIes, false teeth, aspIrIns, French letters, and concrete garden rollers
As a matter of fact, 10 Ellesmere Road we don't own our houses, even when
we've fimshed paYIng for them They're not freehold, only leasehold They're
prIced at five-fifty, payable over a perIod of sIxteen years, and they're a class of
house, winch, If you bought them for cash down, would cost round about
three-eighty. That represents a profit of a hundred and seventy for the
Cheerful Credit, but needless to say that Cheerful Credit makes a lot more out
of It than that Three-eighty Includes the buIlder's profit, but the Cheerful
CredIt, under the name ofWtlson & Bloom, bwlds the houses Itself and scoops
the budder's profit. All It has to pay for IS the materials But it also scoops the
profit on the materials, because under the name of Brookes & Scatterby it sells
Itself the brIcks, tiles, doors, WIndow-frames, sand, cement, and, I think) glass
And It wouldn't altogether surprIse me to learn that under yet another ahas It
sells Itself the tunber to make the doors and w1Odow-frames. Also-and thiS
was something which we really might have foreseen, though It gave us all a
knock when we discovered it-the Cheerful Credit doesn't always keep to Its
end of the bargain When Ellesmere Road was buIlt It gave on some open
fields-nothing very wonderful, but good for the kids to play In-known as
Platrs Meadows There was nothIng In black and whIte, but It had always been
utloostnod that PlattJs Meadows weren't to be butlt on. However, West
BJetcbley was a growing suburb, Rothwell's Jam factory had opened In '28 and
1:b.e Anglo-American All-Steel Bicycle factory started In '33, and the
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populatIOn was IncreasIng and rents were gOIng up I've never seen SIr
Herbert Crum or any other of the bIg nOIses of the Cheerful CredIt In the flesh,
but In my mInd's eye I could see theIr mouths waterIng Suddenly the buIlders
arrIved and houses began to go up on Platt's Meadows There was a howl of
agony from the Hesperldes, and a tenants' defence aSSOcIatIOn was set up No
use' Crum's lawyers had knocked the stuffing out of us In five mInutes, and
Platt's Meadows were buIlt over But the really subtle SWIndle, the one that
makes me feel old Crum deserved hIS baronetcy, IS the mental one. Merely
because of the IllUSIon that we own our houses and have what's called 'a stake
In the country', we poor saps In the HesperIdes, and In all such places, are
turned Into Crum's devoted slaves for ever We're all respectable
householders-that's to say TOrIes, yes-men, and bumsuckers Daren't kIll the
goose that lays the glIded eggs' And the fact that actually we aren't
householders, that we're all In the mIddle of paYIng for our houses and eaten
up WIth the ghastly fear that somethIng mIght happen before we've made the
last payment, merely Increases the effect We're all bought, and what's more
we're bought WIth our own money Every one of those poor downtrodden
bastards, sweatIng hIS guts out to pay tWice the proper prIce for a brIck doll's
house that's called Belle Vue because there's no VIew and the bell doesn't
rIng-everyone of those poor suckers would dIe on the field of battle to save hIS
country from BolsheVIsm
I turned down Walpole Road and got into the HIgh Street There's a traln to
London at 10 14 I was Just paSSIng the SIxpenny Bazaar when I remembered
the mental note I'd made that mornmg to buy a packet of razor...blades When I
got to the soap counter the floor-manager, or whatever hIS proper tItle IS, was
cursing the girl In charge there Generally there aren't many people m the
SIxpenny at that hour of the mornIng SometImes If you go In Just after
openIng-tIme you see all the girls hned up In a row and given theIr morrung
curse, Just to get them Into trim for the day They say these big cham-stores
have chaps With speCIal powers of sarcasm and abuse who are sent from branch
to branch to gInger the gIrls up The floor-manager was an ugly lIttle deVil
under-sized, WIth very square shoulders and a spIky grey moustache He'd Just
pounced on her about sometrung, some mIstake In the change eVIdently, and
was gOIng for her WIth a VOIce bke a CIrcular saw
'Ho, nol Course you couldn't count lt r Course you couldn't Too much
trouble, that'd be Ho, no"
Before I could stop myselfI'd caught the girl's eye It wasn't so nIce for her
to have a fat mIddle-aged bloke WIth a red face lookIng on whIle she took her
curSIng I turned away as qUIckly as I could and pretended to be Interested m
some stuff at the next counter, curtaIn rmgs or sometmng He was on to her
agaIn He was one of those people who turn away and then suddenly dart back
at you, lIke a dragon..fly
'Course you couldn't count It' Doesn't matter to you If we're two bob out.
Doesn't matter at all. What's two bob to you'> Couldn~t ask you to go to the
trouble of countIng It properly Ho, no! Nothlng matters 'ere "cept your
convemence. You don't wnk about others, do you"
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Trus went on for about five nunutes In a vOIce you could hear half across the
shop He kept turnIng away to make her thInk he'd fimshed with her and then
dartIng back to have another go As I edged a bit farther off I had a glance at
them The grrl was a kId about eighteen, rather fat, wIth a sort of moony face,
the kmd that would never get the change rIght anyway She'd turned pale PInk
and she was wrIgghng, actually wrIgghng WIth paIn It was Just the same as IT
he'd been cuttIng Into her with a whIp The gtrls at the other counters were
pretenrung not to hear He was an ugly, stIff-built lIttle devIl, the sort of cocksparrow type of man that sticks hIS chest out and puts hiS hands under rus coattaIls-the type that'd be a sergeant-major only they aren't tall enough Do you
notIce how often they have under-sized men for these bullYing Jobs? He was
stickIng rus face, moustaches and all, almost Into hers so as to scream at her
better And the gIrl all pink and WrIgglIng
FInally he deCided that he'd saId enough and strutted off lIke an admIral on
the quarter-deck, and I came up to the counter for my razor-blades He knew
I'd heard every word, and so did she, and both of them knew I knew they
knew But the worst of It was that for my benefit she'd got to pretend that
nothmg had happened and put on the standoffish keep-your-dIstance attitude
that a shopgirl's supposed to keep up With male customers Had to act the
grown-up young lady half a mnute after I'd seen her cursed lIke a skIvvy' Her
face was sull Pink and her hands were tremblIng I asked her for penny blades
and she started fumbhng In the threepenny tray Then the httle devIl of a floormanager turned our way and for a moment both of us thought he was coming
back to begm again The gIrl flinched lIke a dog that sees the WhIP But she was
loolong at me out of the corner of her eye I could see that because I'd seen her
cursed she hated me lIke the deVil Queer I
I cleared out WIth my razor-blades Why do they stand It? I was thinkIng
Pure funk, of course One back-answer and you get the sack It's the same
everywhere I thought of the lad that sometunes serves me at the chro.n-store
grocery we deal at A great hefty lump of twenty, WIth cheeks hke roses and
enonnous fore-arms, ought to be workIng In a blacksmith's shop. And there he
IS m his whIte Jacket, bent double across the counter, rubbing lus hands
together With his 'Yes, sir' Very true, sir' Pleasant weather for the tIme of the
year, sir' What can I have the pleasure of gettlng you today, SIr?' practIcally
asking you to kIck hiS bum Orders, of course Th~ customer IS always rIght
The thing you can see In lus face IS mortal dread th~t you might report him for
unpertJ.nence and get hun sacked BeSides, how's he to know you aren't one of
the narks the company sends round? Fear I We SWIm In It It's our element
Everyone that Isn't scared stiff of loslng hiS Job 18 scared stiff of war, or
Fascism., or CommUlllsm, or sometlung Jews sweating when they thInk of
Hitler. It crossed m.y mind that that httle bastard Wlth the SPIky moustache
was probably a damn Sight more scared for Ius Job than the girl was Probably
#ltafanlityto support And perhaps, who knows, at home he's meek and mlld,
gtOrW$~bers m the back garden, lets lus Wife Sit on mm and the lads pull
1* ~ch4.. And by the satne token you never read about a Sparush
lnqui$1tor (W one of these lugher-ups In the RUSSian Ogpu WIthout beIng told
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that In pnvate llfe he was such a good kInd man, best of husbands and fathers,
devoted to hIS tame canary, and so forth
The gIrl at the soap counter was lookmg after me as I went out of the door
She'd have murdered me If she could How she hated me because of what I'd
seen' Muchmore than she hated the floor-manager

3
There was a bombmg plane flYIng low overhead For a mInute or two It seemed
to be keepIng pace wIth the traIn Two vulgar kInd of blokes In shabby
overcoats, ObVIOusly commerCIals of the lowest type, newspaper canvassers
probably, were sIttIng OpposIte me One of them was readIng the Mad and the
other was readmg the Express I could see by theIr manner-that they'd spotted
me for one of theIr kInd Up at the other end of the carnage two lawyers' clerks
with black bags were keepIng up a conversatIOn full of legal baloney that was
meant to Impress the rest of us and show that they chdn't belong to the
common herd
I was watchIng the backs of the houses shdlng past The hne from West
Bletchley runs most of the way through slums, but It's kmd of peaceful, the
glImpses you get of lIttle backyards WIth bIts of flowers stuck In boxes and the
flat roofs where the women peg out the washmg and the bIrd-cage on the wall
The great blac~ bombIng plane swayed a lIttle m the aIr and zoomed ahead so
that I couldn't see It I was sIttmg WIth my back to the engIne One of the
commerCIals cocked hIS eye at It for Just a second. I knew what he was thmkmg
For that matter It's what everybody else IS thmkmg You don't have to be a
hIghbrow to trunk such thoughts nowadays In two years' tIme, one year's
tIme, what shall we be dOIng when we see one of those thIngs"> MakIng a dIve
for the cellar, wettIng our bags WIth frIght
The,commerCJal bloke put down hIS Dazly MatI
'Templegate's. WInner come In,' he satd
The lawyers' clerks were sproutIng some learned rot about fee-simple and
peppercorns The other commercIal felt In rus waIstcoat pocket and took out a
bent WoodbIne He felt In the other pocket and then leaned across to me
'Got a match, Tubby';)~
I feh for my matches 'Tubby', you notIce That's IntereStIng, really For
about a couple of rrunutes I stopped thtnkIng about bombs and began thtnking
about my figure as I'd 'StudIed It In my bath that mornmg
It's qUite true I'm tubby, 10 fact my upper half 18 almost exactly the shape of
a tub But what's mterestlng, I thInk, IS that merely because you bappen to be a
httle bIt fat, almost anyone~ even a total stranger, WIll take It for granted t'O give
you a ruckname that'~..an UlsultlIlg comment on your personal appea.r~.
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Suppose a chap was a hunchback or had a squInt or a hare-lIp-would you gIve
hun a nIckname to remInd hIm of It';) But every fat man's labelled as a matter of
course I'm the type that people automatIcally slap on the back and punch In
the rIbs, and nearly all of them thInk I lIke It I never go Into the saloon bar of
the Crown at Pudley (I pass that way once a week on bUSIness) WIthout that ass
Waters, who travels for the Seafoam Soap people but who's more or less a
permanency In the saloon bar of the Crown, proddIng me In the rIbs and
sIngmg out 'Here a sheer hulk lIes poor Tom BowlIngI' whIch IS a Joke the
bloody fools In the bar never get tIred of Waters has got a finger lIke a bar of
Iron They all thInk a fat man doesn't have any feehngs
The commerCIal took another of my matches, to pIck hiS teeth With, and
chucked the box back The traIn whIzzed on to an Iron brIdge Down below I
got a glImpse of a baker's van and a long strIng of lorrIes loaded WIth cement
The queer thIng, I was thInkIng, IS that In a way they're rIght about fat men
It's a fact that a fat man, partIcularly a man who's been fat from bIrth-from
chIldhood, that's to saY-Isn't qUIte lIke other men He goes through hIS lIfe on
a dIfferent plane, a sort of lIght-comedy plane, though In the case of blokes In
SIde-shows at faIrs, or In fact anyone over twenty stone, It Isn't so much lIght
comedy as low farce I've been both fat and dun In my lIfe, and I know the
dIfference fatness makes to your outlook It kInd of prevents you from takIng
thIngs too hard I doubt whether a man who's never been anythIng but fat, a
man who's been called Fatty ever SInce he could walk, even knows of the
eXIstence of any really deep emotIons How could he';) He's got no experIence of
such thIngs He can't ever be present at a tragIC scene, because a scene where
there's a fat man present Isn't tragIc, It's comIC Just unaglne a fat Hamlet, for
mstance1 Or Obver Hardy actIng Romeo FunnIly enough I'd been thInkIng
somethIng of the kInd only a few days earlIer when I was readIng a novel I'd
got out of Boots Wasted Passzon, It was called The chap In the story finds out
that hIS gIrl has gone off WIth another chap. He's one of these chaps you read
about In novels, that have pale senSItIve faces and dark haIr and a prIvate
Income. I remember more or less how the passage went
DaVId paced up and down the room, hIS hands pressed to hIs forehead The n.ews seemed to have
stunned hIm For a long time he could not bebeve It SheIla untrue to him' It could not be'
Su-ddenly reailzanon rushed over h1m~ and he saw the fact In all Its stark hOItot' It was too much
He flung lumself down itt a paroxysm of weepmg

Anyway, It went something like that And even at the tune It started me
thmkmg There you have it) you see That's how people-some people-are
expected to behave But how about a chap lIke me';) Suppose HIlda went off for
a week-end With somebody else-not that I'd care a damn, In fact It would
rather please me 1D find that she'd stIll got that much kick left In her-but
suppose I did care, would I :fiIng myself down In a paroxysm of weepIng?
Would anyo-ne expect me to? You couldn't, with a figure bke mme It would be

downdght obseenre.
TbCtttait.l. was runnIng along an embankment A lIttle below us you could see

the'.rO'd of the houses stretching on and on, the lIttle red roofs where the
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bombs are gOIng to drop, a bIt hghted up at this moment because a ray of
sunshine was catchmg them Funny how we keep on thinkIng about bombs Of
course there's no questIOn that It's comIng soon You can tell how close It IS by
the cheer-up stuff they're talking about It In the newspaper I was readIng a
piece In the News Chronzcle the other day where It saId that bombIng planes
can't do any damage nowadays The anti-aIrcraft guns have got so good that
the bomber has to stay at twenty thousand feet The chap thmks, you notIce,
that If an aeroplane's high enough the bombs don't reach the ground Or more
bkely what he really meant was that they'll mISS WOOlWICh Arsenal and only
hIt places hke Ellesmere Road
But taking It by and large, I thought, It's not so bad to be fat One thIng
about a fat man IS that he's always popular There's really no kmd of company,
from bookIes to bIShops, where a fat man doesn't fit In and feel at home As for
women, fat men have more luck WIth them than people seem to thInk It's all
bunk to nnaglne, as some people do, that a woman looks on a fat man as Just a
Joke The truth IS that a woman doesn't look on any man as a Joke If he can kid
her that he's In love With her
MInd you, I haven't always been fat I've been fat for eight or nIne years,
and I suppose I've developed most of the characterIstIcs But It's also a fact
that Internally, mentally, I'm not altogether fat No' Don't mIstake me I'm
not tryIng to put myself over as a kInd of tender flower, the achmg heart behInd
the smilIng face and so forth You couldn't get on In the msurance bUSiness If
you were anythIng hke that I'm vulgar, I'm InsenSItIve, and I fit In WIth my
enVIronment So long as anywhere In the world thtngs are beIng sold on
commISSIon and bVIngs are pIcked up by sheer brass and lack of finer feebngs,
chaps lIke me wIll be dOIng It In almost all CIrcumstances I'd manage to make a
lIVing-always a hVlng and never a fortune-and even In war, reVolutIOn,
plague, and famIne I'd back myself to stay alIve longer than most people I'm
that type. But also I've got somethmg else InSIde me, chIefly a hangover from
the past I'll tell you about that later I'm fat, but I'm thIn InSIde. Has It ever
struck you that there's a thin man mSlde every fat man, Just as they say there's a
statue InSIde every block of stone~
The chap who'd borrowed my matches was having a good pick at hIS teeth
over the Express
'Legs case don't seem to get much forrader,' he saId.
'They'll never get 'un,' saId the other "Ow could you IdentIfy a paIr of legs?
They're all the bleedmg same, aren't they~'
'MIght trace >Im through the pIece of paper 'e wrapped 'em up In/ SaId the
first.
Down below you could see the roofs of the houses stretclung on and on,
tWIStIng thiS way and that Wlth the streets, but stretching on and on, lIke an
enormous platn that you could have ridden over. Wlnchever way you C'l'OSS
London It's twenty miles of houses almost without a break. Chnst! how can the
bombers nu-ss us-when they come') We"re JUst one great btg buIl~s..eye And no
warmng, ,Ptobably 'Because who's going to be such a bloody fool as t<> declare
war nowadays:;! -If r was- Hitler 1'd send my bombers across m the middle of a
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dtsarmament conference Some qUIet mornIng, when the clerks are streanllng
across London BrIdge, and the canary's sIngIng, and the old woman's peggIng
the bloomers on the lIne-zoom, WhIZZ, plonk' Houses gOIng up Into the aIr,
bloomers soaked wIth blood, canary SIngIng on above the corpses
Seems a PIty somehow, I thought I looked at the great sea of roofs
stretchmg on and on MIles and mIles of streets, fned-fish shops, tIn chapels,
pIcture houses, lIttle pnntlng-shops up back alleys, factorIes, blocks of flats,
whelk stalls, daIrIeS, power statIons-on and on and on Enormous' And the
peacefulness of It' LIke a great WIlderness WIth no wIld beasts No guns finng,
nobody chuckIng pIneapples, nobody beatIng anybody else up WIth a rubber
truncheon If you come to thInk of It, In the whole of England at thIS moment
there probably Isn't a sIngle bedroom w1Odow from whIch anyone's finng a
machIne-gun
But how about five years from now') Or two years') Or one year')
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I'd dropped my papers at the office Warner IS one of these cheap Amencan
dentIsts, and he has rus consultIng-room, or 'parlour' as he lIkes to call It, halfway up a bIg block of offices, between a photographer and a rubber-goods
wholesaler I was early for my appOIntment, but It was tune for a bIt of grub I
don't know what put It Into my head to go Into a mIlk-bar They're places I
generally aVOId We five-to-ten-pound-a-weekers aren't well served In the way
of eat1Og-places In London If your Idea of the amount to spend on a meal IS
one and threepence, It's eIther Lyons, the Express DaIry, or the ABC, or else
It's the kInd of funeral snack they serve you 10 the saloon bar, a pInt pfbltter
and a slab of cold pIe, so cold that It's colder than the beer OutsIde the milkbar the boys were yelhng the first edItIonS of the everung papers
BehInd the bnght red counter a glr11n a tall whIte cap was fiddlIng WIth an
Ice-box, and somewhere at the back a radio was playmg, plonk-tlddle-tlddleplonk, a kInd of'tlnny sound. Why the hell am I comIng here? I thought to
myself as I went In There's a kInd of atmosphere about these places that gets
me down. EverythIng shck and shIny and streamlmed, mIrrors, enamel, and
chromIum plate whichever dlreCtlon you look In EverythIng spent on the
decoratlons and nothlng on the food No real food at all Just lIsts of stuff WIth
American names, sort of phantom stuff that you can't taste and can hardly
behave in the eXfstenc:e of EverythIng comes out of a carton or a tin, or It'S
hauled out o-f a refrigerator or squirted out of a tap or squeezed out of a tube.
NQ QUXl.fort, no pnvacy. Tall stools to sit on, a kInd of narrow ledge to eat off,
mtrron all round you A sort of propaganda floating round, mixed up With the
llQi~ Qf the ramo, to the effect that food doesn't matter, comfort doesn't
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matter, nothIng matters except slIckness and shimness and streamlImng
EverythIng's streamlIned nowadays, even the bullet HItler's keepIng for you I
ordered a large coffee and a couple of frankfurters The gIrl In the whIte cap
Jerked them at me wIth about as much Interest as you'd throw ants' eggs to a
goldfish
OutsIde the door a newsboy yelled 'Starnoosstannerdl' I saw the poster
flappIng agaInst hIS knees LEGS FRESH DISCOVERIES Just 'legs', you notIce It
had got down to that Two days earlIer they'd found a woman's legs In a
raIlway WaItIng-room, done up In a brown-paper parcel, and what wIth
succeSSIve edItIons of the papers, the whole natIon was supposed to be so
pasSIOnately Interested In these blasted legs that they dIdn't need any further
IntroductIon They were the only legs that were news at the moment It's
queer, I ..thought, as I ate a bIt of roll, how dull the murders are gettIng
nowadays All thIs cuttIng people up and leaVing bIts of them about the
countrYSIde Not a patch on the old domestIc pOIsonIng dramas, CrIppen,
Seddon, Mrs MaybrIck, the truth beIng, I suppose, that you can't do a good
murder unless you belIeve you're gOIng to roast In hell for It
At thIs moment I bIt Into one of my frankfurters, and-ChrIst'
I can't honestly say that I'd expected the thmg to have a pleasant taste I'd
expected It to taste of nothIng, lIke the roll But thIs-well, It was qUIte an
experIence Let me try and deSCrIbe It to you
The frankfurter had a rubber skIn, of course, and my temporary teeth
weren't much of a fit I had to do a kInd of saWIng movement before I could get
my teeth through the skIn And then suddenly-pop' The thIng burst In my
mouth lIke a rotten pear A sort of horrIble soft stuff was OOZIng all over my
tongue But the taste' For a moment I Just couldn't belIeve It Then I rolled my
tonge round It agaIn and had another try It wasfish' A sausage, a thIng callIng
Itself a frankfurter, filled Wlth fish' I got up and walked straIght out WIthout
touchIng my coffee. God knows what that mIght have tasted of
OutSIde the newsboy shoved the Standard mto my face and yelled, 'Legs'
'Orrible revelations' All the Winners' Legs' LegsI' I was stIll rollIng the stuff
round my tongue, wonderIng where I could SPIt It out. I remembered a bIt I'd
read 111. the paper somewhere about these food-factones In Germany where
everytlnng's made out of somethIng else. Ersatz, they call It I remembered
readIng that they were makIng sausages out of fish, and fish, no doubt, out of
somethtng dIfferent It gave me the feelmg that I'd bItten into the modern
world and dIscovered what it was really made of That's the way we're going
nowadays. EverythIng sllek and streamllned, everythIng made out of
somethIng else CellulOId, rubber, chromium-steel everywhere, arc-lamps
blazIng all mght, glass roof-s over your head, radIOS all playing the same tune,
no vegetatIon left, everythIng cemented over, mock-turtles grazmg under the
neutral fruIt-trees But when you come down to brass tacks and get your teeth
Into somethIng solid, a sausage for instance, that's what you get. Rotten fish m
a rubber skIn. Bombs ()f filth burstIng tnSl.Qe your mouth.
When I'd got the new teeth In I felt a lot better. They sat mee and StXloot..lt
over the gums, and thoq'h very llkely, it sounds absurd to say that false teeth
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can make you feel younger, It's a fact that they dId so I trIed a smIle at myself
In a shop wIndow They weren't half bad Warner, though cheap, IS a bIt of an
artIst and doesn't aIm at makIng you look lIke a toothpaste advert He's got
huge cabInets full of false teeth-he showed them to me once-all graded
accordIng to SIze and colour, and he pIcks them out lIke a Jeweller chooslng
stones for a necklace NIne people out of ten would have taken my teeth for
natural
I caught a full-length glImpse of myself In another wIndow I was passIng,
and It struck me that really I wasn't such a bad figure of11 man A bIt on the fat
SIde, admIttedly, but nothIng offensIve, only what the taIlors call a 'full figure',
and some women lIke a man to have a red face There's hfe In the old dog yet, I
thought I remembered my seventeen qUId, and defirutely made up my mInd
that I'd spend It on a woman There was tIme to have a pInt before the pubs
shut, Just to baptIze the teeth, and feelIng nch because of my seventeen qUId I
stopped at a tobacconIst's and bought myself a sIxpenny cIgar of a kInd I'm
rather partIal to They're eIght Inches long and guaranteed pure Havana leaf all
through I suppose cabbages grow In Havana the same as anywhere else
When I came out of the pub I felt qUite dIfferent
1'd had a couple of pInts, they'd warmed me up InsIde, and the CIgar smoke
OOZIng round my new teeth gave me a fresh, clean, peaceful sort of feehng All
of a sudden I felt kInd of thoughtful and phIlosophIc It was partly because I
dIdn't have any work to do My mInd went back to the thoughts of war 1'd been
haVIng earher that mornIng, when the bomber flew over the traIn I felt In a
kInd of prophetIC mood, the mood In whIch you foresee the end of the world
and get a certaIn kIck out of It
I was walkIng westward up the Strand, and though It was coldlsh I went
slowly to get the pleasure of my CIgar The usual crowd that you can hardly
fight your way through was streaming up the pavement, all of them WIth that
Insane fixed expressIOn on their faces that people have In London streets, and
there was the usual Jam of traffic wlth the great red buses nosUlg theIr way
between the cars, and the engInes roarmg and horns tootIng Enough UOlse to
waken the dead, but not to waken thIS lot, I thought. I felt as If I was the only
person awake In a city of sleep-walkers That's an IllUSIOn, of course When
you walk through a crowd of strangers 1t's next door to ImpOSSIble not to
lIDagme that they're all waxworks, but probably they're thinkIng Just the same
about you And this kind of prophetIc feelIng that keeps comIng over me
nowadays, the feehng that war's Just round the corner and that war's the end of
all thIngs, Isn't peculIar to me We've all got It, more or less I suppose even
among the people paSSIng at that moment there must have been chaps who
were seeIng mental Pictures of the shellbursts and the mud Whatever thought
you thmk there's always a nulhon people thlnktng It at the same moment But
that was how I felt. We're all on the burrung deck and nobody knows It except
~. I loekedat the dumb-bell faces streammg past Like turkeys In November,
Ith9-Uiht. NQt anotlon of what's conung to them. It was as If I'd got X-rays In
DlY Of. ~ could see the skeletons walkIng
~ f;QQted forward a few years I saw this street as it'll be In five years' tIme,
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say, or three years' time (1941 they say It's booked for), after the fightIng's
started
No, not all smashed to pieces Only a bttle altered, kmd of chipped and
dirty-looking, the shop-windows almost empty and so dusty that you can't see
Into them Down a side street there's an enormous bomb-crater and a block of
buIldings burnt out so that It looks bke a hollow tooth Thermlte It's all
curlOusly qUiet, and everyone's very thin A platoon of soldiers comes
marching Up the street They're all as thm as rakes and their boots are
dragging The sergeant's got corkscrew moustaches and holds himself bke a
ramrod, but he's trun too and he's got a cough that almost tears hlm open
Between rus coughs he's trymg to bawl at them In the old parade-ground style
'Nah then, Jones' Lift yer 'ed up' What yer keep stann' at the ground for? All
them fag-ends was picked up years ago ' Suddenly a fit of coughing catches
him He tries to stop It, can't, doubles up bke a ruler, and almost coughs hiS
guts out HIS face turns pmk and purple, rus moustache goes bmp, and the
water runs out of hiS eyes
I can hear the air-raid SlIens blOWing and the loud-speakers bellowmg that
our glOrIOUS troops have taken a hundred thousand pnsoners I see a top-floorback In Blrmlngham and a cruld of five howlmg and howlIng for a bit of bread
And suddenly the mother can't stand It any longer, and she yells at It, 'Shut
your trap, you lIttle bastard!' and then she ups the child's frock and smacks Its
bottom hard, because there Isn't any bread and Isn't gOing to be any bread I
see It all I see the posters and the food-queues, and the castor 011 and the
rubber truncheons and the machme-guns sqUlrtmg out of bedroom WIndows
Is It gOlng to happen? No knowmg Some days It's ImpossIble to belIeve It
Some days I say to myself that It'S Just a scare got up by the newspapers Some
days I know In my bones there's no escapmg It
When I got down near Charlng Cross the boys were yellIng a later edltlOn of
the evemng papers There was some more dnvel about the murder LEGS
FAMOUS SURGEON'S STATEMENT Then another poster caught my eye KING
ZOG'S WEDDING POSTPONED KIng Zogl What a name' It's next door to
Impossible to belIeve a chap WIth a name lIke that Isn't a Jet-black Negro
But Just at that moment a queer tiling happened KIng Zog's name-but I
suppose, as I'd already seen the name several times that day, It was mixed up
With some sound In the traffic or the smell of horse-dung or somethIng-had
started memories In me
The past IS a curIOUS thIng It's WIth you all the time I suppose an hour
never passes Without your thinking of thmgs that happened ten or twenty years
ago, and yet most of the tune It's got no reality, It's Just a set of facts that you've
learned, Wee a lot of stuff In a rustory book Then some chance SIght or sound or
smell, especially smell, sets you gOIng, and the past doesn't merely come back
to you, you're actually in the past It was lIke that at tms moment.
I was back in the parish church at Lower Binfield, and It was thtrtY""etght
years ago To outward appearances, I suppose, I was still walking down the
Strand, fat and forty-five, WIth f~se teeth and a bowler hat, but mSlde me I was
Georgie Bowilng., aged sev-en, yotibger son of Samuel Bowhng, corn and seed
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merchant, of 57 HIgh Street, Lower Blnfield And It was Sunday mornIng, and
I could smell the church How I could smell It' You know the smell churches
have, a pecuhar, dank, dusty, decaYIng, sweetIsh sort of smell There's a touch
of candle-grease In It, and perhaps a whIff of Incense and a SuspICIOn of mIce,
and on Sunday mormngs It's a bIt overlaId by yellow soap and serge dresses,
but predomInantly It'S that sweet, dusty, musty smell that's lIke the smell of
death and hfe mIxed up together It's powdered corpses, really
In those days I was about four feet hIgh I was standIng on the hassock so as
to see over the pew In front, and I could feel Mother's black serge dress under
my hand I could also feel my stockings pulled up over my knees-we used to
wear them bke that then-and the saw edge of the Eton collar they used to
buckle me mto on Sunday mornIngs And I could hear the organ wheeZIng and
two enormous VOIces bellOWIng out the psalm In our church there were two
men who led the SInging, In fact they dId so much of the SIngIng that nobody
else got much of a chance One was Shooter, the fishmonger, and the other was
old Wetherall, the JOIner and undertaker They used to SIt OppOSIte one
another on eIther SIde of the nave, In the pews nearest the pUlPIt Shooter was a
short fat man WIth a very PInk, smooth face, a bIg nose, droopIng moustache,
and a chm that kInd of fell away beneath rus mouth Wetherall was qUlte
dIfferent He was a great, gaunt, powerful old deV11 of about SIXty, WIth a face
hke a death's-head and stIff grey haIr half an Inch long all over hIS head I've
never seen a hVIng man who looked so exactly hke a skeleton. You could see
every hne of the skull In hIS face, his skIn was lIke parchment, and hIS great
lantern Jaw full of yellow teeth worked up and down Just hke the Jaw of a
skeleton In an anatomIcal museum And yet WIth all hIS leanness he looked as
strong as lIon, as though he'd lIve to be a hundred and make coffins for
everyone In that church before he'd firushed TheIr VOIces were qUIte dIfferent,
too Shooter had a kind of desperate, agomzed bellow, as though someone had
a knIfe at hIs throat and he was Just lettIng out hIS last yell for help But
Wetherall had a tremendous, churning, rumbhng noise that happened deep
down InSIde hun, lIke enormous barrels bemg rolled to and fro underground
However Illuch nOIse he let out, you always knew he~d got plehty more In
reserve The kIds mcknamed hIm Rumbletummy
They used to get up a kInd of anuphonal effect, espeCIally In the psalms It
was always Wetherall who had the las.t word I suppose really they were frIends
In prIvate hfe, but m my kId's way I used to unagine that they were deadly
enem.res and t.rymg to shout one another down Shooter would roar out 'The
Lord IS my shepherd', and then Wethera11 would come In WIth 'Therefore can
I lack nothing', drowning him completely. You always knew whIch of the two
was ma$ter I used especially to look forward to that psalm that has the bIt
about Sihon kmg of the Amorites and Og the kIng of Bashan (thIS was what
I<mg Zoj's. name bad renunded me ot) Shooter would start off WIth cSIhon
~ af&e~ntes', then perhaps for half a second you could hear the rest of
.~01l singing the 'and', and then Wetherall's enormous bass would
__ 'm ·lke a tidal wave and sw.allow everybody up WIth COg the kIng of
,. . . .~" I wish I could make you hear the tremendous, rumbhng,
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subterranean barrel-nOIse that he could get Into that word COg' He even used
to chp off the end of the 'and', so that when I was a very small kId I used to
thInk It was Dog the kIng of Bashan But later, when I got the names nght, I
formed a pIcture In my mInd's eye of Sihon and Og I saw them as a couple of
those great EgyptIan statues that I'd seen pIctures of In the penny
encyclopedIa, enormous stone statues thIrty feet hIgh, SIttIng on theIr thrones
OPPOSIte one another, WIth theIr hands on theIr knees and a faInt mysterIous
smIle on theIr faces
How It came back to me' That pecuhar feelIng-It was only a feelIng, you
couldn't deSCrIbe It as an actIVIty-that we used to call 'Church' The sweet
corpsy smell, the rustle of Sunday dresses, the wheeze of the organ and the
roarIng VOIces, the spot of lIght from the hole In the wmdow creepmg slowly up
the nave In some way the grown-ups could put It across that thIS
extraordInary performance was necessary You took It for granted, Just as you
took the BIble, whIch you got In bIg doses m those days There were texts on
every wall and you knew whole chapters of the 0 T by heart Even now my
head's stuffed full of bIts out of the BIble And the chIldren of Israel dId evIl
agaIn In the SIght of the Lord And Asher abode In hIS breeches Followed
them from Dan untIl thou come unto Beersheba Smote hIm under the fifth
rIb, so that he dIed You never understood It, you dIdn't try to or want to, It
was Just a kInd of medICIne, a queer-tastmg stuff that you had to swallow and
knew to be In some way necessary An extraordmary ngmarole about people
WIth names lIke ShImel and Nebuchadnezzar and Ahlthophel and Hashbadada, people WIth long stIff garments and ASSYrIan beards, rIdIng up and
down on camels among temples and cedar trees and dOIng extraordInary
thIngs SaCrIfiCIng burnt offerIngs, walklng about In fiery furnaces, gettmg
nailed on crosses, gettlng swallowed by whales And all mIxed up WIth the
sweet graveyard smell and the serge dresses and the wheeze of the organ
That was the world I went back to when I saw the poster about King Zog
For a moment I didn't merely remember It, I was tn It Of course such
ImpreSSions don't last more than a few seconds A moment later It was as
though I'd opened my eyes agaIn, and I was forty-five and there was a traffic
Jam In the Strand But It had left a kInd of after-effect behInd SometImes when
you come out of a traIn of thought you feel as If you were conung up from deep
water, but thIS tIme It was the other way about, it was as though It was back In
1900 that I'd been breathmg real aIr Even now, WIth my eyes open, so to
speak, all those bloody fools husthng to and fro, and the posters and the petrolStInk and the roar of the engInes, seemed to me less real than Sunday mornIng
In Lower Blnfield thirty-eight years ago
I chucked away my cigar and walked on slowly I could smell the corpsesmell In a manner of speaking I can smell It now I'm back 10 Lower Binfield,
and the year's 1900 BeSIde the horse-trough In the market-place the carrIer's
horse IS haVIng Its nose-bag At the sweet-shop on the corner Mother Wheeler
IS weIghing out a ha'porth of brandy balls Lady Rampbng's carriage is dnving
by) with the tIger sittIng behmd In lus plpec1ayed breeches With his arms
folded Uncle Ezekle118 cursIng Joe ChamberlaIn The recrUltmg-sergeant m
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hIS scarlet Jacket, tIght blue overalls, and pIllbox hat, IS struttIng up and down
tWIstIng hIS moustache The drunks are pukIng In the yard behInd the George
VIcky's at WIndsor, God's In heaven, ChrIst's on the cross, Jonah's In the
whale, Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego are In the fiery furnace, and SIhon
kmg of the Amontes and Og the kIng of Bashan are SIttIng on theIr thrones
lookIng at one another-not dOIng anythIng exactly, Just eXIstIng, keepIng theIr
apPOInted place, hke a couple of fire-dogs, or the LIOn and the UnIcorn
Is It gone for ever? I'm not certaIn But I tell you It was a good world to hve
In I belong to It So do you

PART II

I
The world I momentarIly remembered when I saw KIng Zog's name on the
poster was so dIfferent from the world I hve In now that you mIght have a bIt of
dIfficulty In belIevIng I ever belonged to It
I suppose by tlus tlme you've got a kInd of pIcture of me In your mlnd-a fat
mIddle-aged bloke WIth false teeth and a red face-and subconscIously you've
been ImagInIng that I was Just the same even when I was In my cradle But
forty-five years IS a long tIme, and though some people don't change and
develop, others do I've changed a great deal, and I've had my ups and downs,
mostly ups It may seem queer, but my father would probably be rather proud
of me If he could see me now He'd thInk It a wonderful thmg that a son of rus
should own a motor-car and lIve In a house WIth a bathroom Even now I'm a
little above my OrIgIn, and at other tImes I've touched levels that we should
never have dreamed of In those old days before the war
Before the war' How long shall we go on saying that, I wonder) How long
before the answer WIll be 'WhIch war';)' In my case the never-never land that
people are thInkIng of when they say 'before the war' mIght almost be before
the Boer War I was born In '93, and I can actually remember the outbreak of
the Boer War, because of the first-class row that Father and U nele EzekIel had
about It. I've several other memOrIes that would date from about a year earlIer
than that
The very first thIng I remember IS the smell of sawOln chaff You went up
the stone passage that led from the kItchen to the shop, and the smell of
samiOln got strdnger all the way Mother had fixed a wooden gate ill the
doorway to prevent Joe and myself (Joe was my elder brother) from gettlOg
mto the shop I can soIl remember standIng there clutchmg the bars, and the
smell of satnfoUl trnxed up with
damp plastery smell that belonged to the
passage. It wasn't till yearslater that I somehow managed to crash the gate.and
get Into the shop when.nQbop,ywaf there Amouse that had been haVIng a go at
one of the meal-bms sudd~y l"plQpped out IIUld ran between my feet It was
qUIte whIte Wlth meal. Thi$ nll,fBt have happened when I was about s.ix~
, When you':r:e very young YQ'tA See.tll to suddenly become conSCIous oftbmgs
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that have been under your nose for a long tIme past The thIngs round about
you SWIm Into your mInd one at a tIme, rather as they do when you're wakIng
from sleep For Instance, It was only when I was nearly four that I suddenly
realIzed that we owned a dog NaIler, hIS name was, an old whIte EnglIsh
terner of the ·breed that's gone out nowadays I met hIm under the kttchen
table and In some way seemed to grasp, haVIng only learnt It that moment, that
he belonged to us and that hIs name was NaIler In the same way, a bIt earlIer,
I'd dIscovered that beyond the gate at the end of the passage there was a place
where the smell of SalnfOln came from And the shop Itself, WIth the huge
scales and the wooden measures and the tIn shovel, and the whIte letterIng on
the wmdow, and the bullfinch In Its cage-whIch you couldn't see very well
even from the pavement, because the WIndow was always dusty-all these
thIngs dropped mto place In my mInd one by one, lIke bIts of a JIg-saw puzzle
TIme goes on, you get stronger on your legs, and by degrees you begIn to get
a grasp of geography I suppose Lower Blnfield was Just lIke any other market
town of about two thousand InhabItants It was In Oxfordshlre-I keep saYIng
was, you notIce, though after all the place stIll eXIsts-about five mIles from the
Thames It lay In a bIt of a valley, WIth a low rIpple ofhtlls between Itself and
the Thames, and hIgher hIlls behInd On top of the hIlls there were woods In
sort of dun blue masses among WhICh you could see a great whIte house WIth a
colonnade ThIS was Blnfield House ('The Hall', everybody called It), and the
top of the hIll was known as Upper Blnfield, though there was no VIllage there
and hadn't been for a hundred years or more I must have been nearly seven
before I notIced the eXIstence of Binfieid House When you're very small you
don't look mto the dIstance But by that tIme I knew every Inch of the town,
WhIch was shaped roughly lIke a cross Wlth the market-place In the mIddle
Our shop was In the HIgh Street a lIttle before you got to the market-place, and
on the corner there was Mrs Wheeler's sweet-shop where you spent a
halfpenny when you had one Mother Wheeler was a dIrty old WItch and
people suspected her of sucktng the bull's-eyes and puttIng them back In the
bottle, though thIS was never proved Farther down there was the barber's
shop Wlth the advert for Abdulla cIgarettes-the one WIth the EgyptIan soldIers
on It, and CUrIously enough they're USIng the same advert to thlS day-and the
rich boozy smell of bay rum and latakta Behtnd the hous6& you could see the
chimneys of the brewery In the mIddle of the market-place there was the stone
horse-trough, and on top of the water there was always a fine film of dust and
chaff
Before the war, and especIally before the Boer War, It was summer all the
year round I'm qwte aware that thaes a delusIon I'm merely trYIng to tell you
how things come back to me. If I shut my eyes and thmk of Lower Blnfield any
ttme before I was, say, eight, It's always m summer weather that I remember It
Bither It'S the market-place at dinner-tune, WIth a sort of sleepy dusty hush
over everything and the carner's horse with his nose dug well mto hIS nosebag) munching away, or it's a hot afternoon In the great green JUICY meadows
round the town, or it's about dusk in the lane behInd the allotments, and
~~') a mneIl of pipe-tobacco and rught-stocks floatIng through the hedge

Comzng up for Azr
451
But In a sense I do remember dIfferent seasons, because all my memOrIes are
bound up With thIngs to eat, WhICh varIed at dIfferent tImes of the year
EspecIally the thIngs you used to find In the hedges In July there were
dewberrIes-but they're very rare-and the blackberrIes were gettIng red
enough to eat In September there were sloes and hazel-nuts The best hazelnuts were always out of reach Later on there were beech-nuts and crabapples Then there were the kInd of mInor foods that you used to eat when
there was nothIng better gOIng Haws-but they're not much good-and hIPS,
WhICh have a nIce sharp taste If you clean the haIrs out of them Angehca IS
good In early summer, especIally when you're thIrsty, and so are the stems of
varIOUS grasses Then there's sorrel, WhICh IS good wIth bread and butter, and
pIg-nuts, and a kInd of wood shamrock whIch has a sour taste. Even plantaIn
seeds are better than nothIng when you're a long way from home and very
hungry
Joe was two years older than myself When we were very small Mother used
to pay KatIe Snnmons eIghteen pence a week to take us out for walks In the
afternoons KatIe's father worked In the brewery and had fourteen chIldren, so
that the famIly were always on the lookout for odd Jobs She was only twelve
when Joe was seven and I was five, and her mental level wasn't very dIfferent
from ours She used to drag me by the arm and call me 'Baby' , and she had Just
enough authorIty over us to prevent us from beIng run over by dogcarts or
chased by bulls, but so far as conversatIOn went we were almost on equal terms
We used to go for long, tralling kInd of walks-always, of course, pIckIng and
eatIng thIngs all the way-down the lane past the allotments, across Roper's
Meadows, and down to the M1l1 Farm, where there was a pool with newts and
tIny carp In It (Joe and I used to go fishmg there when we were a bIt older), and
back by the Upper Binfield Road so as to pass the sweet-shop that stood on the
edge of the town ThiS shop was In such a bad pOSitIOn that anyone who took It
went bankrupt, and to my own knowledge It was three tunes a sweet-shop,
once a grocer's, and once a bicycle-repaIr shop, but It had a peculIar faSCInatIon
for chlldren Even when we had no money, we'd go that way so as to glue our
noses agamst the WIndow KatIe wasn't In the least above sharIng a farthIng's
worth of sweets and quarrellIng over her share You could buy thmgs worth
haVing for a farthIng In those days. Most sweets were four ounces a penny, and
there was even some stuff called ParadIse MIxture, mostly broken sweets from
other bottles, WhICh was SIX. Then there were Farthmg Everlastmgs, which
were a yard long.and couldn't be finIshed InSIde half an hour. Sugar mIce and
sugar pIgs were eIght a penny, and so were Itquorlce pIstols, popcorn was a
halfpenny for a large bag, and a prize packet whIch contamed several different
kInds of sweets, a gold rIng, and SQItletlIDes a whIstle, was a penny You don't
see prIze packets nowadays A whole lot of the klOds of sweets we had In those
days have gone out There was a kInd offlat wlute sweet With mottoes prmted
on them, and also a kind of sticky PInk stuff 10 an oval matchwood box Wlth a
tiny tIn spoon to eat It with, whIch cost a halfpenny. Both of those have
disappeared So have Caraway Comfits; and so have chocolate pipes and sugar
matches', -aDd even Httncireds",and Thousands you hardly ever see. Hundreds
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and Thousands were a great standby when you'd only a farthIng And what
about Penny Monsters';) Does one ever see a Penny Monster nowadays';) It was
a huge bottle, holdIng more than a quart of fizzy lemonade, all for a penny
That's another thIng that the war kIlled stone dead
It always seems to be summer when I look back I can feel the grass round
me as tall as myself, and the heat comIng out of the earth And the dust In the
lane, and the warm greeny lIght coming through the hazel boughs I can see the
three of us traIlIng along, eanng stuff out of the hedge, WIth KatIe draggIng at
my arm and saYIng 'Come on, Baby!' and sometlIDes yellIng ahead to Joe, 'Joel
You come back 'ere thiS mInute' You'll catch It I' Joe was a hefty boy WIth a bIg,
lumpy sort of head and tremendous calves, the kmd of boy who's always dOIng
somethIng dangerous At seven he'd already got Into short trousers, With the
thIck black stockings drawn up over the knee and the great clumpIng boots that
boys had to wear In those days I was St111In frocks-a kmd of holland overall
that Mother used to make for me KatIe used to wear a dreadful ragged parody
of a grown-up dress that descended from SIster to sister m her famlly She had
a nd1culous great hat WIth her pIgtalls hangIng down behInd It, and a long,
draggled skirt WhICh traIled on the ground, and button boots WIth the heels
trodden down She was a tmy thIng, not much taller than Joe, but not bad at
'mmdlng' chIldren In a famIly lIke that a chlld IS 'mIndIng' other chlldren
about as soon as It's weaned At tImes she'd try to be grown-up and ladylIke,
and she had a way of cuttIng you short WIth a proverb, WhICh to her mind was
somethIng unanswerable If you saId 'Don't care', she'd answer ImmedIately
'Don't care was made to care,
Don't care was hung,
Don't care was put In a pot
And boded tll1 he was done'

Or If you called her names It would be 'Hard words break no bones', or, when
you'd been boastIng; 'PrIde comes before a fall' ThIs came very true one day
when I was struttIng along pretendIng to be a soldIer and fell Into a cowpat
Her famlly lIved In a filthy lIttle rat-hole of a place m the slummy street behind
the brewery The place swarmed WIth chtldren lIke a kind of vermIn The
whole fanuly had managed to dodge gomg to school, whIch was faIrly easy to
do m those days, and started runmng errands and domg other odd Jobs as soon
as they could walk. One of the elder brothers got a month for steabng turmps
She stopped takIng us out for Walks a year later when Joe was eIght and gettIng
too tough for a gll'l to handle. He'd discovered that In KatIe's home they slept
five In a bed, and used to tease the lIfe out of her about It
Poor KatIe! She had her first baby when she was fifteen No one knew who
was the father, and. probably KatIe wasn't too certaIn herself Most people
believe It was one of her brothers. The workhouse people took the baby, and
~ weQlt Into setvlQe in Walton Some tune afterwards she maITled a tInker,
wbidl ~ by the standards of her f~lly was a come-down The last tune I
sa_.was in 1913., I was bi.km,g through Walton, and I passed some dreadful
WDQ4ell• • beside the nulway line, Wlth fences round them made out of
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barrel-staves, where the gypSIes used to camp at certaIn tImes of the year,
when the pollce would let them A wrInkled-up hag of a woman, Wlth her haIr
comIng down and a smoky face, lookIng at least fifty years old, came out of one
of the huts and began shakIng out a rag mat It was KatIe, who must have been
twenty-seven

2
Thursday was market day Chaps WIth round red faces hke pumpkIns and
dIrty smocks and huge boots covered WIth dry cow-dung, carrYIng long hazel
SWItches, used to drlve theIr brutes Into the market-place early In the morrung.
For hours there'd be a terrdic hullabaloo dogs barkIng, pIgS squealIng, chaps
In tradesmen's vans who wanted to get through the crush crackIng theIr WhIPS
and curSIng, and everyone who had anythmg to do WIth the cattle shoutIng and
thrOWIng stIcks The bIg nOIse was always when they brought a bull to market
Even at that age It struck me that most of the bulls were harmless law-abIdIng
brutes that only wanted to get to theIr stalls In peace, but a bull wouldn't have
been regarded as a bull If half the town hadn't had to turn out and chase It
SometImes some ternfied brute, generally a half-grown helfer, used to break
loose and charge down a SIde street, and then anyone who happened to be In
the way would stand In the mIddle of the road and swmg lus arms backwards
llke the salls of a WIndmIll, shoutIng, 'Woo' Wool' ThIs was supposed to have a
kInd of hypnotIC effect on an anImal and certamly It dId frIghten them
Half-way through the morrung some of the farmers would come Into the
shop and run samples of seed through theIr fingers Actually Father dId very
lIttle bUSIness WIth the farmers, because he had no delIvery van and couldn't
afford to gIve long credIts Mostly he dId a rather petty class of busmess"
poultry food and fodder for the tradesmen's horses and so forth Old Brewer,
of the MIll Farm, who was a StIngy old bastard WIth a grey chm-beard, used to
stand there for half an hour, fingermg samples of chIcken com and letting them
drop Into hIS pocket In an absent-mInded manner, after whIch, of course, he
finally used to make off WIthout buymg anytlung In the everungs the pubs
were full of drunken men In those days beer cost twopence a pInt, and unlIke
the beer nowadays It had some guts In It All through the Boer War the
recrUItmg sergeant used to be In the four-ale bar of the George every Thursday
and Saturday nIght, dressed up to the nInes and very free Wlth hIS money.
Sometunes next mOrnIng you'd see hun leadIng off some great sheepish, redfaced lump of a farm lad who'd taken the slulbng when he was too drunk to see
and found in the morni.Qg that It would cost hlDl twenty pounds to get out of it.
People used to stand m then doorways and shake then: heads when they saw
them go past, almost as if it had Qeell a funeral. 'Well now! LIsted for a solcher!
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Just thmk of It' A fine young fellow lIke that" It Just shocked them LIstIng for
a soldIer, In theIr eyes, was the exact equIvalent of a gIrl'S gOIng on the streets
TheIr attItude to the war, and to the Army, was very cunous They had the
good old Enghsh notIons that the red-coats are the scum of the earth and
anyone who JOIns the Army wIll dIe of dnnk and go straIght to hell, but at the
same tune they were good patrIOts, stuck UnIon Jacks In theIr WIndows, and
held It as an artIcle of faIth that the EnglIsh had never been beaten In battle and
never could be At that tIme everyone, even the NonconformIsts, used to sIng
sentImental songs about the thIn red lIne and the soldIer boy who dIed on the
battlefield far away These soldIer boys always used to dIe 'when the shot and
shell were flYIng', I remember It puzzled me as a kid Shot I could
understand, but It produced a queer pIcture In my mInd to thInk of cockleshells flYIng through the aIr When MafekIng was relIeved the people nearly
yelled the roof off, and there were at any rate tunes when they beheved the tales
about the Boers chuckIng babIes Into the aIr and skewerIng them on theIr
bayonets Old Brewer got so fed up WIth the kIds yellIng 'Kroogerl' after hIm
that towards the end of the war he shaved hIs beard off The people's attItude
towards the Government was really the same They were all true-blue
EnglIshmen and swore that VIcky was the best queen that ever lIved and
foreIgners were dIrt, but at the same tIme nobody ever thought of payIng a tax,
not even a dog-hcence, If there was any way of dodgmg It
Before and after the war Lower Binfieid was a LIberal constItuency Dunng
the war there was a by-electIOn whIch the ConservatIves won I was too young
to grasp what It was all about, I only knew that I was a ConservatIve because I
hked the blue streamers better than the red ones, and I chIefly remember It
because of a drunken man who fell on hIS nose on the pavement outSIde the
George In the general eXCItement nobody took any notIce of hIm, and he lay
there for hours In the hot sun WIth ros blood drYIng round hIm, and when It
dned It was purple By the tIme the 1906 electIon came along I was old enough
to understand it, more or less, and thIS tune I was a LIberal because everybody
else was The people chased the ConservatIve candIdate half a mIle and threw
hun roto a pond full of duckweed People took polItIcs serIously In those days
They used to begm storIng up rotten eggs weeks before an electlon
Very early In hfe, when the Boer War broke out, I remember the bIg row
between Father and Uncle Ezekiel Uncle Ezekiel had a httle boot-shop 10 one
oithe streets off the HIgh Street, and also dId some cobblIng It was a small
business and tended to get smaller) WhICh dIdn't matter greatly because U nde
EzekIel wasn't marrIed. He was only a half-brother and much older than
Father, twenty years older at least, and for the fifteen years or 80 that I knew
him he always looked -exactly the same. He was a fine-lookIng old chap, rather
tall, WIth wlute hatr and the whItest whISkers I ever saw-wrote as thIstledown.
He laad a way of slappmg Ius leather apron and standmg up very stralght-a
reaotw. fr.o.m bending JO'\'er the last, I suppose-after winch he'd bark hIS
ophtJons 51ltaigb.t m your face, enmng up with a sort of ghostly cackle. He was a
:real -old nineteettth-century LIberal) the kInd that not -only used to ask you
~.me said in ',8 but could tell you the answer, and one of the very
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few people In Lower Blnfield who stuck to the same opmlOns all through the
war He was always denouncIng Joe ChamberlaIn and some gang of people that
he referred to as 'the Park Lane nff-raff' I can hear hIm now, havIng one of hIS
arguments wIth Father 'Them and theIr far-flung Emplre l Can't flmg It too
far for me He-he-hel' And then Father's VOIce, a qUIet, warned, conSClentious
kInd of VOIce, comIng back at hIm wIth the whIte man's burden and our dooty
to the pore blacks whom these here Boars treated sometlnng shameful For a
week or so after Uncle EzekIel gave It out that he was a pro-Boer and a LIttle
Englander they were hardly on speakIng terms They had another row when
the atrocIty stones started Father was very worned by the tales he'd heard,
and he tackled Uncle Ezek.lel about It LIttle Englander or no, surely he
couldn't thInk It rIght for these here Boars to throw babIes In the aIr and catch
them on theIr bayonets, even If they were only DIgger babIes';) But Uncle
Ezekiel Just laughed In hIS face Father had got It all wrong I It wasn't the Boars
who threw babIes In the aIr, It was the BrItIsh soldIers' He kept grabbIng hold
of me- I must have been about five-to Illustrate 'Throw them m the aIr and
skewer them lIke frogs, I tell you' Same as I mIght throw thIS youngster here"
And then he'd SWIng me up and almost let go of me, and I had a ViVId pIcture of
myself flYing through the aIr and landmg plonk on the end of a bayonet
Father was qUIte dIfferent from Uncle Ezekiel I don't know much about my
grandparents, they were dead before I was born, I only know that my
grandfather had been a cobbler and late In hfe he marrIed the WIdow of a
seedsman, whIch was how we came to have the shop It was a Job that dIdn't
really SUIt Father, though he knew the bUSIness InSIde out and was
everlastIngly workmg Except on Sunday and very occaSIOnally on week-day
evenIngs I never remember him WIthout meal on the backs of hIS hands and In
the hnes of hIS face and In what was left of rus haIr He'd marned when he was
In hIS thIrtIes and must have been nearly forty when I first remember hIm He
was a small man, a sort of grey, qUIet lIttle man, always m shIrtsleeves and
whIte apron and always dusty-looking because of the meal He had a round
head, a blunt nose, a rather bushy moustache, spectacles, and butter-coloured
haIr, the same colour as mIne, but he'd lost most of It and It was always mealy
My grandfather had bettered hImself a good deal by marrymg the seedsman's
WIdow, and Father had been educated at Walton Grammar School, where the
farmers and the better...off tradesmen sent theIr sons, whereas Uncle Ezela.el
hked to boast that he'd never been to school In hIs hfe and had taught hunself
to read by a tallow candle after working hours. But he was a much qUIckerwltted man than Father, he could argue WIth anybody, and he used to quote
Carlyle and Spencer by the yard Father had a slow sort of mmd, he'd never
taken to 'book-learnIng', as he called It, and hIS Enghsh wasntt good On
Sunday afternoons, the only tIme when he really took things easy, he'd settle
down by the parlour fireplace to have what he called a 'good read' at the
Sunday paper. HIS farourite paper was The Peoplt-Mother preferred the
News of the World3 whlch slae considered had more murders 1Il It I.can see
them now A Sunday afternoon-summer> of course, always summer-a smell
of roast pork and greens stIn ftoatmg m the air,. and Mother .on one Slde of the
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fireplace, startmg off to read the latest murder but gradually fallIng asleep wIth
her mouth open, and Father on the other, In slIppers and spectacles, workIng
rus way slowly through the yards of smudgy print And the soft feehng of
summer all round you, the geranIum In the WIndow, a starhng cOOlng
somewhere, and myself under the table WIth the BOP J maktng beheve that
the tablecloth IS a tent Mterwards, at tea, as he chewed hIS way through the
radIshes and spr10g onIOns, Father would talk 10 a rUffilnative kInd of way
about the stuffhe'd been readIng, the fires and shIpwrecks and scandals In hIgh
socIety, and these here new flYIng machmes and the chap (I notice that to thIS
day he turns up In the Sunday papers about once In three years) who was
swallowed by a whale 10 the Red Sea and taken out three days later, ahve but
bleached whIte by the whale's gastrIC JUIce Father was always a bIt sceptIcal of
thIs story, and of the new flYIng machines, otherWIse he belIeved everythIng he
read UntIl 1909 no one In Lower Binfieid belIeved that human beIngs would
ever learn to fly The offiCIal doctrIne was that If God had meant us to fly He'd
have gIven us WIngs Uncle Ezekiel couldn't help retortmg that If God had
meant us to ride He'd have gIven us wheels, but even he dIdn't beheve In the
new flY10g machmes
It was only on Sunday afternoons, and perhaps on the one evenIng a week
when he looked In at the George for a half-plOt, that Father turned rus mmd to
such thIngs At other tImes he was always more or less overwhelmed by
bUSIness There wasn't really such a lot to do, but he seemed to be always busy,
eIther In the 10ft beh10d the yard, strugglIng about WIth sacks and bales, or In
the kInd of dusty lIttle cubby-hole behInd the counter 10 the shop, addIng
figures up In a notebook With a stump of pencll He was a very honest man and
a very obligIng man, very anXIOUS to prOVIde good stuff and SWindle nobody,
whIch even In those days wasn't the best way to get on In bUSIness. He would
have been Just the man for some small offiCIal Job, a postmaster, for mstance, or
statIOn-master of a country statIon But he hadn't eIther the cheek and
enterpnse to borrow money and expand the bUSIness, or the ImagInatIOn to
thmk of new sellIng-hnes It was characterIstIc of hun that the only streak of
unaglnatlOn he ever showed, the InventIon of a new seed mIXture for cagebirds (BowlIng's MIxture It was called, and It was famous over a radIUS of
nearly five mIles) was really due to Uncle Ezekiel Uncle Ezek.1el was a bIt of a
bud-fancier and had quantItIes of goldfinches m rus dark httle shop It was his
theory that cage-birds lose then colour because of lack of varIatIon In theIr
dIet. In the yard behmd the shop Father had a troy plot of ground In wluch he
used to gtow about twenty kinds of weed under wlre-netOng, and he used to
dry them and nux their s~ds With orchnary canary seed Jackte; the bullfinch
who hung In. the shop-wmdow, was supposed to be an advertIsement for
Bowbng's Mature.. Certalnly, unlIke most bullfinches In cages, JackIe never
tu.ttted blaak.
-;
.Mbtb.erWflS fat ever stIfoe I remember her. No doubt it's from her that I
tnbelillill;ypitaitarydeficiency, or whatever it IS that makes you get fat.
tt '~'Was -a.-J.argish WORfaD, a bit taller than Father, with hafra good deal faIrer
.,Nfmda'tendeooy tQ \Veal' black tires,•• But except on. Sundays I never
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remember her without an apron It would be an exaggeration, but not a very
bIg one, to say that I never remember her when she wasn't cookIng When you
look back over a long penod you seem to see human beings always fixed In
some special place and some characterIstIc attItude It seems to you that they
were always dOIng exactly the same thIng Well, Just as when I thmk of Father
I remember hIm always behInd the counter, With hIS harr all mealy, addIng up
figures With a stump of pencil whIch he mOIstens between hiS lIps, and Just as I
remember Uncle Ezekiel, with hIS ghostly whIte whIskers, stralghtemng
hunself out and slapPing hIS leather apron, so when I thInk of Mother I
remember her at the kitchen table, With her forearms covered With flour,
rolhng out a lump of dough
You know the kInd of kItchen people had In those days A huge place, rather
dark and low, With a great beam across the ceIlmg and a stone floor and cellars
underneath Everythmg enormous, or so It seemed to me when I was a kId A
vast stone Sink wmch didn't have a tap but an Iron pump, a dresser coverIng
one wall and gomg nght up to the ceIlmg, a gigantic range whlch burned half a
ton a month and took God knows how long to blacklead Mother at the table
rolhng out a huge flap of dough And myself crawhng round, messing about
WIth bundles of firewood and lumps of coal and nn beetle-traps (we had them
In all the dark comers and they used to be baited With beer) and now and agam
commg up to the table to try and cadge a bIt offood Mother 'dIdn't hold With'
eatIng between meals You generally got the same answer 'Get along With you,
now' I'm not gOIng to have you spOIlmg your dmner Your eye's bigger than
your belly.' Very occasionally, however, she'd cut you off a thIn stnp of
candled peel
I used to hke to watch Mother rolhng pastry There's always a faSCInatIon In
watchmg anybody do a Job whIch he really understands Watch a woman-a
woman who really knows how to cook, I mean-rolhng dough She"s got a
pecuhar, solemn, mdrawn air, a satisfied kInd of alr, lIke a pnestess celebratmg
a sacred rite And In her own mmd, of course, that's exactly what she IS
Mother had thick, PInk, stro~ forearms wmch were generally mottled WIth
flour When she was cooking, dll her movements were wonderfully preCIse and
firm In her hands egg-whIsks and mmcers and rolhng-plns dId exactly what
they were meant to do When you saw her cookIng you knew that she was in a
world where she belonged, among tlungs she really understood. Except
through the Sunday papers and an OCcaSiOnal bIt of gosSiP the outsIde world
didn't really exist for her. Although she read more easily than Father, and
unhke hun. used to read novelettes as well as newspapers, she was unbelievably
Ignorant 1 realized this even by the tune I was tep. years old She certamly
couldn't have told you whether Ireland was east or west of England, and I
doubt whether any time up to the outbreak of the Great War she could have
told you who was Prime MIniStel" M();reover she Iiadn't the smallest wish to
know such tb:mgs Later ort wJa¢l$ £ read books abdul: Eastern countne.S wh:qe
they practlscp01iygamy, and~eoret harems where the women are locked'up
with black eunuolls moUntm&'"gDa.1d dver them, I u~ to think how sho.cbd
Mother WQtdd" JuwCi beea if; :xslm~d ,heard of Jt I can almost heat her
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vOlce-'Well, now' ShuttIng theIr WIves up lIke that' The zdeal' Not that she'd
have known what a eunuch was But In realIty she lIved her lIfe In a space that
must have been as small and almost as prIvate as the average zenana Even In
our own house there were parts where she never set foot She never went Into
the loft behInd the yard and very seldom Into the shop I don't thInk I ever
remember her serVIng a customer She wouldn't have known where any of the
thmgs were kept, and untIl they were mIlled Into flour she probably dIdn't
know the drfference between wheat and oats Why should she~ The shop was
Father's bUSIness, It was 'the man's work', and even about the money SIde of It
she hadn't very much CUrIOSIty Her ,ob, ~the woman's work', was to look after
the house and the meals and the laundry and the chIldren She'd have had a fit
If she'd seen Father or anyone else of the male sex trYIng to sew on a button for
hunself
So far as the meals and so forth went, ours was one of those houses where
everytlnng goes lIke clockwork Or no, not lIke clockwork, whIch suggests
somethtng mechanIcal It was more lIke some kInd of natural process You
knew that breakfast would be on the table tomorrow mornmg In much the
same way as you knew the sun would rIse All through her lIfe Mother went to
bed at rune and got up at five, and she'd have thought It vaguely WIcked-sort of
decadent and foreIgn and arIstocratIc-to keep later hours Although she dIdn't
mInd payIng KatIe Sunmons to take Joe and me out for walks, she would never
tolerate the Idea of havmg a woman In to help WIth the housework It was her
firm belIef that a hIred woman always sweeps the dIrt under the dresser Our
meals were always ready on the uck Enormous meals-bolled beef and
dumplIngs, roast beef and YorkshIre, boIled mutton and capers, pIg'S head,
apple pIe, spotted dog, and Jam roly-poly-wlth grace before and after, The old
Ideas about brIngmg up chIldren sull held good, though they were gOIng out
fast In theory children were sull thrashed and put to bed on bread and water,
and certaInly you were lIable to be sent away from table If you made too much
nOIse eatmg, or choked, or refused somethIng that was 'good for you', or
~answered back' In practIce there wasn't much dlsClplme m our famIly, and of
the two Mother was the firmer. Father, though he was always quotIng 'Spare
the rod and spOIl the chIld', was really much too weak WIth us, especIally WIth
Joe, who was a hard case from the start He was always 'gomg to' gIve Joe a
good htdmg, and he used to tell us stones, whIch I now belIeve were lIes, about
the frIghtful thrashmgs his own father used to give hIm WIth a leather strap,
but nothIng ever came of it By the tune Joe was twelve he was too strong for
Mother to get hun across her knee, and after that there was no dOIng anythIng
Wlthhnn
At that tune It was soli thOUght proper for parents to say 'don't' to theIr
~hrldren all day long You'd often hear a man boastIng that he'd 'thrash the hfe
Ol.lt'0f' his son If he caught1tim smokmg, or steahng apples, or robbIng a blrd's
l'leIt~ln¥ome. ~ thesttthrasb.mgs actually rook place. Old Lovegrove, the
~, cal'lght hl$ t'W,&#,CilOs;-..grett lumps. aged sixteen and fifteen, smokIng In
~_.den,.ed ~~them. so that f01!l9Qllld..hear it ail !over,ilie town
~. . ai~,.,heavy~l'.tloker. Thetbtashitlgsnev~ $eeIlled ttil have any
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effect, all boys stole apples, robbed bIrds' nests, and learned to smoke sooner
or later, but the Idea was stIll knockIng around that chIldren should be treated
rough PractIcally everythIng worth dOIng was forbIdden, m theory anyway
AccordIng to Mother, everythIng that a boy ever wants to do was 'dangerous'
SWImmIng was dangerous, clImbIng trees was dangerous, and so were slIdmg,
snowballmg, hangIng on behInd carts, USIng catapults and squatlers, and even
fishmg All antmals were dangerous, except NaIler, the two cats, and JackIe the
bullfinch Every arumal had Its speCIal recogruzed methods of attackmg you
Horses bIt, bats got Into your haIr, earwIgs got mto your ears, swans broke
your leg WIth a blow of theIr WIngs, bulls tossed you, and snakes 'stung' All
snakes stung, accordIng to Mother, and when I quoted the penny encyclopedIa
to the effect that they dIdn't stIng but bIt, she only told me not to answer back
LIzards, slow-worms, toads, frogs, and newts also stung All Insects stung,
except flIes and blackbeetles PractIcally all kInds of food, except the food you
had at meals, were eIther pOIsonous or 'bad for you' Raw potatoes were deadly
pOlson, and so were mushrooms unless you bought them at the greengrocer's
Raw gooseberrIes gave you colIc and raw raspberrIes gave you a skm-rash If
you had a bath after a meal you died of cramp, If you cut yourself between the
thumb and forefinger you got lockjaw, and If you washed your hands In the
water eggs were boIled In you got warts Nearly everythmg m the shop was
pOIsonous, whIch was why Mother had put the gate In the doorway Cowcake
was pOIsonous, and so was chIcken corn, and so were mustard seed and
Karswood poultry spIce Sweets were bad for you and eatIng between meals
was bad for you, though CUrIously enought there were certatn kmds of eatmg
between meals that Mother always allowed When she was makmg plum Jam
she used to let us eat the syrupy stuff that was skmuned off the top, and we used
to gorge ourselves WIth It tIll we were SIck Although nearly everYlng In the
world was either dangerous or poisonous) there were certaln thIngs that had
mysterIous vlItUes Raw omons were a cure for almost everythmg A stockmg
tIed round your neck was a cure for a sore throat Sulphur In a dog's drmkIng
water acted as a tome, and old Nailer's bowl behmd the back door always had a
lump of sulphur m It whIch stayed there year after year, never dIssolving
We used to have tea at SIX By four Mother had generally finIshed the
housework, and between four and SIX she used to have a quiet cup of tea and
'read her paper', as she called It As a matter of fact she dtdn't often read the
newspaper except on Sundays. The week-day papers only had the day's news,
and It was only occasionally that there was a murder. But the edItors of the
Sunday papers had grasped that people don't really mmd whether theIr
murders are up to date and when there was no new murder on hand they'd
hash up an old one, sometunes gOIng as far back as Dr Palmer and Mrs
Manning. I think Mother thought of the world outSIde Lower Bmfield cluefly
as a place where murders were comtmtted. Murders had a terrible faSClnatIon
for her, because, as she often: S81-d~ &he JUst didn't know how peopl.e could be SO
wicked Cutting their wives' throats, burymg thea fatherS under ct'l!IflUt
fioors, tbroWltlg babIes -down: wells! How anyone could do such thIngs! The
Jack the Ripper stare had happened about the time when Father and ~
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were marrIed, and the bIg wooden shutters we used to draw over the shop
wmdows every mght dated from then Shutters for shop wIndows were gOlng
out, most of the shops m the HIgh Street dIdn't have them, but Mother felt
safe behmd them All along, she saId, she'd had a dreadful feelIng that Jack the
RIpper was hIdIng In Lower Blnfield The CrIppen case-but that was years
later, when I was almost grown up-upset her badly I can hear her VOlce now
'Cuttmg hIs poor wIfe up and burymg her In the coal cellar' The zdea' What I'd
do to that man If I got hold of hIm I' And CUrIously enough, when she thought
of the dreadful WIckedness of that lIttle AmerIcan doctor who dIsmembered hIS
wIfe (and made a very neat Job of It by takIng all the bones out and chuckIng the
head mto the sea, If I remember rIghtly) the tears actually came Into her eyes
But what she mostly read on week-days was Hzlda's Home CompanIOn In
those days It was part of the regular furmshlng of any home lIke ours, and as a
matter of fact It snll eXIsts, though It's been a bIt crowded out by the more
streamlIned women's papers that have come up smce the war I had a look at a
copy only the other day It's changed, but less than most thIngs There are stIll
the same enormous serIal storIes that go on for SIX months (and It all comes
rIght In the end WIth orange blossoms to follow), and the same Household
HInts, and the same ads for sewIng-machInes and remedtes for bad legs It's
chIefly the prmt and the IllustratIOns that have changed In those days the
herOIne had to look lIke an egg-tImer and now she has to look lIke a cyhnder
Mother was a slow reader and belIeved In gettIng her threepennyworth out of
Hzlda's Home Companzon SItnng In the old yellow armchatr beSIde the hearth,
WIth her feet on the Iron fender and the httle pot of strong tea stewmg on the
hob, she'd work her way steadIly from cover to cover, rIght through the serIal,
the two short storIes, the Household Hmts, the ads for Zam-Buk, and the
answers to correspondents. Hzlda's Home Companzon generally lasted her the
week out, and some weeks she dtdn't even fimsh It SometImes the heat of the
fire, or the bUZZIng of the bluebottles on summer afternoons, would s~nd her
off 1Oto a doze, and at about a quarter to SIX she'd wake up WIth a tremendous
start, glance at the clock On the mantelpIece, and then get Into a stew because
tea was gOIng to be late. But tea was never late
In those days-ttll 1909, to be exact-Father could sull afford an errand boy,
and he used to leave the shop to hIm and come m to tea WIth the backs of hIS
hands all mealy Then Mother would stop CUttIng shces of bread for a moment
and say, 'If you'll gIve us grace, Father', and Father, whlle we all bent our
heads on our chests, would mumble reverently, 'Fwat we bout to
receIve-Lord make us truly thankful-Amen.' Later on, when Joe was a bIt
older, It would be 'You gIve us grace today, Joe', and Joe would pIpe It out
Mother never said grace4 It had to be someone of the male sex
There were always bluebottles bUZZIng on summer afternoons Ours wasn't
a $an.itary house, prectous few houses In Lower Blnfield were. I suppose the
town must ~e ,contamed five hundred houses and ther~ certaInly can't have
b-. :more,than t.ell WIth bathrooms or fifty WIth what we should now deSCrIbe
. , \V~G-In:8utnnter our backyard always smelt of dustbms And all houses had
~
them.. We had blackbeetles In the wamscotlng and crlckets
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somewhere belnnd the kItchen range, besIdes, of course, the meal-worms In
the shop. In those days even a house-proud woman bke Mother dIdn't see
anythIng to object to In blackbeetles They were as much a part of the kitchen
as the dresser or the rollIng-pIn But there were msects and Insects The houses
In the bad street behmd the brewery, where Kane Sunmons lIved, were
overrun by bugs Mother or any of the shopkeepers' WIves would have dIed of
shame If they'd had bugs In the house In fact It was consIdered proper to say
that you didn't even know a bug by sight
The great blue flIes used to come saIbng Into the larder and Sit longmgly on
the wire covers over the meat 'Drat the flies!' people used to say, but the files
were an act of God and apart from meat-covers and fly-papers you couldn't do
much about them I saId a bttle whIle back that the first thmg I remember IS
the smell of salnfOln, but the smell of dustbms IS also a pretty early memory
When I thInk of Mother's kitchen, wIth the stone floor and the beetle-traps
and the steel fender and the blackleaded range, I always seem to hear the
bluebottles bUZZIng and smell the dustbIn, and also old NaIler, who carned a
pretty powerful smell of dog And God knows there are worse smells and
sounds WhICh would you sooner lIsten to, a bluebottle or a bombIng plane';)

3
Joe started gOIng to Walton Grammar School two years before I dId NeIther
of us went there tIll we were rune It meant a four-mIle bIke rIde mormng and
evenmg, and Mother was scared of allOWIng us among the traffic, whIch by that
tIme Included a very few motor-cars
For several years we went to the dame-school kept by old Mrs Howlett
Most of the shopkeepers' chIldren went there, to save them from the shame
and come-down of going to the board school, though everyone knew that
Mother Howlett was an old Imposter and worse than useless as a teacher She
was over seventy" she was very deaf, she could hardly see through her
spectacles, and all she owned In the way of eqwpment was a cane, a
blackboard, a few dog-eared grammar books, and a couple of dozen smelly
slates She could Just manage the gIrls, but the boys SImply laughed at her and
played truant as often as they felt hke It. Once there was a fnghtful scandal
because a boy put lus hand up a glrl's dress, a thIng I dIdn't understand at the
tune Mother Howlett succeeded m hushIng It up When you dId somethIng
partIcularly bad her formula was 'I'll tell your father', and on very rare
occasions she did so But w.e were qwte sharp enough to see that she daren't do
It too often, and even when sAe ~ out at you with the cane she was so old and
clumsy that It was easy to dodge. .
JQe wa-s a¢y ~ht when h¢ got In wnh a tough, gang of boys who called
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themselves the Black Hand The leader was SId Lovegrove, the saddler's
younger son, who was about thIrteen, and there were two other shopkeepers'
sons, an errand boy from the brewery, and two farm lads who sometImes
managed to cut work and go off WIth the gang for a couple of hours The farm
lads were great lumps burstIng out of corduroy breeches, wIth very broad
accents and rather looked down on by the rest of the gang, but they were
tolerated because they knew tWIce as much about ammals as any of the others
One of them, nIcknamed GInger, would even catch a rabbIt In hIS hands
occasIOnally If he saw one lYIng In the grass he used to flIng hlIDself on It lIke a
spread-eagle There was a bIg SOCIal dIstInctIOn between the shopkeepers' sons
and the sons oflabourers and farm-hands, but the local boys dIdn't usually pay
much attentIon to It tIll they were about SIxteen The gang had a secret
password and an 'ordeal' WhICh Included cuttIng your finger and eatIng an
earthworm, and they gave themselves out to be frIghtful desperadoes
Certamly they managed to make a nUIsance of themselves, broke WIndows,
chased cows, tore the knockers off doors, and stole fruIt by the hundredweIght
SometlIDes In WInter they managed to borrow a couple of ferrets and go
rattmg, when the farmers would let them They all had catapults and squallers,
and they were always saVIng up to buy a saloon pIstol, WhICh In those days cost
five shIllIngs, but the saVIngs never amounted to more than about threepence
In summer they used to go fishIng and bud-nestmg When Joe was at Mrs
Howlett's he used to cut school at least once a week, and even at the Grammar
School he managed It about once a fortnIght There was a boy at the Grammar
School, an auctIoneer's son, who could copy any handwrItmg and for a penny
he'd forge a letter from your mother sayIng you'd been III yesterday Of course
I was wIld to JOIn the Black Hand, but Joe always choked me off and saId they
dIdn't want any blasted kIds hangIng round
It was the thought of going fishIng that really appealed to me At eIght years
old I hadn't yet been fishIng, except WIth a penny net, WIth whtch you can
somemnes catch a stIckleback Mother was always terrIfied of lettIng us go
anywhere near water She 'forbade' fishIng, In the way In whIch parents ill
those days 'forbade' almost everythtng, and I hadn't yet grasped that grownups can't see round corners. But the thought of fishIng sent me WIld WIth
eXCItement Many a time I'd been past the pool at the Mill Farm and watched
the small carp basking on the surface, and sometimes under the willow tree at
the comer a great chamond-shaped carp that to my eyes looked enormous-sIX
Inches long, I suppose-would suddenly rIse to the surface, gulp down a grub,
and sInk agaIn I'd spent hours glUIng my nose agaInst the window of Wallace's
in the HIgh Street, where fishing tackle and guns and bIcycles were sold I used
to he-awake on SUInnlef morrungs thInkutg of the tales Joe had told me about
fishing, how you mixed bread paste, how your fioat gIves a bob and plunges
under and yo\! feel the rod bendIng and the fish tuggmg at the hne Is It any use
~ about lt~ I wondet....the sort of fairy light that fish and fisbIng tackle
:ba* tit ~ ~ ,eyes? Som.e kids feel the same about guns and shooUng, some
feel it about lnOtor-bikes or aeroplanes or horses. It 2s not a thing that you can
~'0r' rationalize, It's merely magIc. One morning-it \Vas m June and I
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must have been elght-I knew that Joe was gOIng to cut school and go out
fishing, and I made up my mind to follow In some way Joe guessed what I was
thinking about, and he started on me whIle we were dreSSing
'Now then, young George' Don't you get thInkIng you're commg with the
gang today You stay back home'
'No, I didn't I didn't thInk nothIng about It'
'Yes, you did' You thought you were coming With the gang'
'No, I didn't"
'Yes, you dtd!'
'No, I didn't"
'Yes, you did' You stay back home We don't want any bloody kids along'
Joe had Just learned the word 'bloody' and was always USIng It Father
overheard hIm once and swore that he'd thrash the hfe out of Joe, but as usual
he didn't do so Mter breakfast Joe started off on hIs bike, With hiS satchel and
hiS Grammar School cap, five minutes early as he always did when be meant to
cut school, and when It was tune for me to leave for Mother Howlett's I
sneaked off and hid In the lane behind the allotments I knew the gang were
gOIng to the pond at the MIll Farm, and I was gOIng to follow them If they
murdered me for It Probably they'd give me a hiding, and probably I wouldn't
get home to dinner, and then Mother would know that I'd cut school and I'd
get another hiding, but I didn't care I was Just desperate to go fishIng With the
gang I was cunnmg, too I allowed Joe plenty of time to make a Circuit round
and get to the MIll Farm by road, and then I followed down the lane and
skirted round the meadows on the far Side of the hedge, so as to get almost to
the pond before the gang saw me It was a wonderful June mormng The
buttercups were up to my knees There was a breath of Wind Just stlrrmg the
tops of the elms, and the great green clouds of leaves were sort of soft and ncb
lIke Silk And It was nine In the mormng and I was eight years old, and all
round me It was early summer, With great tangled hedges where the Wild roses
were snllln bloom, and bIts of soft whIte cloud drlfnng overhead, and In the
distance the low hIlls and the dIm blue masses of the wood~ round Upper
Blnfield. And I didn't give a damn for any of It All I was thtnkIng of was the
green pool and the carp and the gang With theIr hooks and hnes and bread
paste It was as though they were In paradise and I'd got to Jom them
Presently I managed to sneak up on them-four of them, Joe and SId
Lovegrove and the errand boy and another shopkeeper's son, Harry Barnes I
thInk hIs name was
Joe turned and saw me 'ChristI' he satd 'It's the kid ' He walked up to me
hke a tom-cat that's gOIng to start a fight 'Now then, you! What'd I tell you';)
You get back 'ome double quick '
Both Joe and I were Inclmed to drop our attches If we were at all excited I
backed away from hun.
'I'm not gomg back 'ome '
'Yes you are )
'ClIp hIs eat, Joe,' s81d Sid 'We don't want no kIds along.'
'Are you gomg baek :'ome?1 said Joe.
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'No'
CRIghto, my boy' RIght-hoI'
Then he started on me The next Ill1nute he was chasing me round, catchIng
me one chp after another But I dIdn't run away from the pool, I ran In cIrcles
Presently he'd caught me and got me down, and then he knelt on my upper
arms and began screWing my ears, whIch was rus favourIte torture and one I
couldn't stand I was blubblng by thIs tune, but still I wouldn't gIve In and
promise to go home I wanted to stay and go fishmg Wlth the gang And
suddenly the others swung round In my favour and told Joe to get up off my
chest and let me stay If I wanted to So I stayed after all
The others had some hooks and lInes and floats and a lump of bread paste In
a rag, and we all cut ourselves Willow sWItches from the tree at the corner of the
pool The farmhouse was only about two hundred yards away, and you had to
keep out of sIght because old Brewer was very down on fishIng Not that It
made any dIfference to rum, he only used the pool for watenng hIs cattle, but
he hated boys The others were stIll Jealous of me and kept telhng me to get out
of the lIght and remIndIng me that I was only a kid and knew nothtng about
fishIng They SaId that I was makIng such a nOIse I'd scare all the fish away,
though actually I was makIng about half as much nOIse as anyone else there
Fmally they wouldn't let me SIt beSIde them and sent me to another part of the
pool where the water was shallower and there wasn't so much shade They SaId
a kId lIke me was sure to keep splaslung the water and frighten the fish away It
was a rotten part of the pool, a part where no fish would ordInarIly come I
knew that I seemed to know by a kind of mstInct the places where a fish would
he Still, I was fishIng at last I was SIttIng on the grass bank With the rod m my
hands, WIth the flies bUZZIng round, and the smell of Wlld peppermmt fit to
knock you down, watchmg the red float on the green water, and I was happy as
a tInker although the tear-marks mIXed up With dIrt were sull all over my face
Lord knows how long we sat there The mornmg stretched out and out, and
the sun got hIgher and lugher, and nobody had a bIte It was a hot stlll day, too
clear for fishIng The floats lay on the water With never a qUIver. You could see
deep down Into the water as though you were lookmg mto a kmd of dark green
glass Out In the mIddle of the pool you could see the fish lYIng just under the
surface, sunmng themselves, and sometlmes 10 the weeds near the SIde a newt
would come gbdIng upwards and rest there WIth hIS fingers on the weeds and
hIS nose Just out of the water But the fish weren't bitIng The others kept
shounng that they'd got a rubble, but It was always a he And the time
stretched out and out and It got hotter and hotter" and the fues ate you alIve,
and the wlld peppermInt under the bank smelt lIke Mother Wheeler's sweetshop I was gettIng hungrIer and hungrIer, all the more because I dJ.dn't know
for certam where my dinner was coming from But I sat as still as a mouse and
never took my eyes off the float The others had gIven me a lump ofb81t about
the size of a marble, telhng me that would have to do for me, but fur along ttme
I didn:'t even dare to re...bait my hook, because every time I pulled my hne up
they swore I was 1lltkmg enough noi&e to fnghten. every :fish within five miles
l JQWose we-must have been there about two hours when suddenly tIlyfloat
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gave a qUiver I knew It was a fish It must have been a fish that was Just passing
accidentally and saw my bait There's no mistaking the movement your float
gives when It's a real bIte It's qUite different from the way It moves when
you tWitch your hne accidentally The next moment It gave a sharp bob and
almost went under I couldn't hold myself 10 any longer I yelled to the
others
'I've got a bIte"
'Rats" yelled Sid Lovegrove Instantly
But the next moment there wasn't any doubt about It The float dIved
straight down, I could stIll see It under the water, k10d of dIm red, and I felt the
rod tIghten In my hand Chnst, that feelmg' The lIne Jerkmg and strammg and
a fish on the other end of It' The others saw my rod bend1Og, and the next
moment they'd all flung their rods down and rushed round to me I gave a
terrIfic haul and the fish-a great huge sIlvery fish-came flYIng up through the
air The same moment all of us gave a yell of agony The fish had slIpped off the
hook and fallen Into the wIld peppermmt under the bank But he'd fallen mto
shallow water where he couldn't turn over, and for perhaps a second he lay
there on hiS sIde helpless Joe flung rumself Into the water, splashmg us all
over, and grabbed him In both hands 'I got 'lffil' he yelled The next moment
he'd flung the fish on to the grass and we were all kneelIng round It. How we
gloated' The poor dYing brute flapped up and down and hIS scales glIstened all
the colours of the rainbow. It was a huge carp, seven Inches long at least, and
must have weighed a quarter of a pound How we shouted to see hIml But the
next moment It was as though a shadow had fallen across us We looked up,
and there was old Brewer standing over us, With hiS tall billycock hat-one of
those hats they used to wear that were a cross between a top hat and a
bowler-and hiS cowhide gaiters and a thICk hazel stick 10 hIS hand
We suddenly cowered hke partrIdges when there's a hawk overhead He
looked from one to other of us He had a wIcked old mouth wIth no teeth In It,
and SInce he'd shaved hIS beard off hIS crun looked lIke a nutcracker
'What are you boys dOing here:>' he said
There wasn't much doubt about what we were dOIng Nobody answered
'I'll learn 'ee come fishing In my pooll' he suddenly roared, and the next
moment he was on us, whacking out In all dlrectlOns
The Black Hand broke and fled We left all the rods behind and also the fish
Old Brewer chased us half across the meadow Hts legs were stIff and he
couldn't move fast, but he got In some good SWIpes before we were out of hIS
reach We left hun m the mIddle of the field, yellIng after us that he knew all
our names and was gOIng to tell our fathers I'd been at the back and most of
the wallops had landed on me I had some nasty red weals on the calves of my
legs when we got to the other SIde of the hedge
I spent the rest of the day with the gang They hadn't made up theIr IIlllld
whether I was really a member yet, but for the time bem.g they tolerated me
The errand boy, who'd haa. t\leroonrlng oft" on some lymg pretext oroth~rJfbad
to go back to. the btewery. The .test of us went for a long, meandering)
scroUJ,l&lng. klnd of walk., the,~()f walk that boys go f.or when theY'~laWW
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from home all day, and especially when they're away wIthout permIssion It
was the first real boy's walk I'd had, qUIte dIfferent from the walks we used to
go with KatIe SImmons We had our dInner In a dry dItch on the edge of the
town, full of rusty cans and wIld fennel The others gave me bIts of theIr
dmner, and SId Lovegrove had a penny, so someone fetched a Penny Monster
whIch we had between us It was very hot, and the fennel smelt very strong,
and the gas of the Penny Monster made us belch Afterwards we wandered up
the dusty whIte road to Upper Blnfield, the first tune I'd been that way, I
belIeve, and Into the beech woods wIth the carpets of dead leaves and the great
smooth trunks that soar up Into the sky so that the bIrds In the upper branches
look lIke dots You could go wherever you lIked In the woods In those days
BlOfield House, was shut up, they dldn't preserve the pheasants any longer,
and at the worst you'd only meet a carter wIth a load of wood There was a tree
that had been sawn down, and the rIngs of the trunk looked lIke a target, and
we had shots at It WIth stones Then the others had shots at bIrds wIth theIr
catapults, and Sid Lovegrove swore he'd hit a chaffinch and It had stuck In a
fork In the tree Joe said he was lYIng, and they argued and almost fought
Then we went down Into a chalk hollow full of beds of dead leaves and shouted
to hear the echo Someone shouted a dirty word, and then we SaId over all the
dIrty words we knew, and the others Jeered at me because I only knew three
Sid Lovegrove saId he knew how babIes were born and It was Just the same as
rabbIts except that the baby came out of the woman's navel Harry Barnes
started to carve the word-on a beech tree, but got fed up WIth It after the first
two letters Then we went round by the lodge of Blnfield House There was a
rumour that somewhere In the grounds there was a pond WIth enormous fish In
It, but no one ever dared go InSIde because old Hodges, the lodge-keeper who
acted as a kInd of caretaker, was 'down' on boys He was dIggIng In hiS
vegetable garden by the lodge when we passed We cheeked him over the fence
untIl he chased us off, and then we went down to the Walton Road and cheeked
the carters, keepIng on the other Side of the hedge so that they couldn't reach
us With their WhIPS BeSide the Walton Road there was a place that had been a
quarry and then a rubbish dump, and finally had got overgrown With
blackberry bushes There were great mounds of rusty old tIn cans and bIcycle
frames and saucepans WIth holes In them and broken bottles With weeds
growmg all over them, and we spent nearly an hour and got ourselves filthy
from head to foot routIng out Iron fence posts, because Harry Barnes swore
that the blacksrruth In Lower Blnfield would pay sixpence a hundredweIght for
old Iron. Then Joe found a late thrush's nest WIth half-fledged ChICks In It In a
blackberry bush Mter a lot of argument about what to do WIth them we took
the chicks out, had shots at them With stones, and finally stamped on them
There were four of them, and we each had one to stamp on. It was gettIng on
towards tea-tune now We knew that old Brewer would be as good as hIS word
and there was a ludmg ahead of us, but we were getting too hungry to stay out
m"tlclltonger. Pmally we tnuled home, with one more rowan the way, because
wh@:We'Vte.re pa~sing the allotments we saw a rat and chased It Wlth stIcks, and
old ~th$ station-master, who worked at lus allotment every mght and
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was very proud of It, came after us In a tearIng rage because we'd trampled on
his omon-bed
I'd walked ten mIles and I wasn't tired All day I'd traIled after the gang and
trIed to do everything they did, and they'd called me 'the kId' and snubbed me
as much as they could, but I'd more or less kept my end up I had a wonderful
feelIng Inside me, a feelIng you can't know about unless you've had It-but If
you're a man you'll have had 1t some time I knew that I wasn't a kId any
longer, I was a boy at last And It's a wonderful thIng to be a boy, to go roamIng
where grown-ups can't catch you, and to chase rats and kIll bIrds and shy
stones and cheek carters and shout dIrty words It's a kInd of strong, rank
feelIng, a feelIng of knowing everything and fearing nothing, and It'S all bound
up WIth breaking rules and kIllIng things The whIte dusty roads, the hot
sweaty feehng of one's clothes, the smell of fennel and Wild peppernunt, the
dirty words, the sour stink of the rubbish dump, the taste of fizzy lemonade
and the gas that made one belch, the stampIng on the young birds the feel of
the fish straining on the hne-It was all part of It Thank God I'm a man,
because no woman ever has that feehng
Sure enough, old Brewer had sent round and told everybody Father looked
very glum, fetched a strap out of the shop, and SaId he was gOIng to 'thrash the
hfe out of' Joe But Joe struggled and yelled and kicked, and In the end Father
didn't get In more than a couple of whacks at him However, he got a canIng
from the headmaster of the Grammar School next day I trIed to struggle too,
but I was small enough for Mother to get me across her knee, and she gave me
what-for With the strap So I'd had three hidIngs that day, one from Joe, one
from old Brewer, and one from Mother Next day the gang decided that I
wasn't really a member yet and that I'd got to go through the 'ordeal' (a word
they'd got out of the Red Indian storIes) after all They were very strIct In
InsistIng that you had to bIte the worm before you swallowed It Moreover,
because I was the youngest and they were Jealous of me for being the only one
to catch anythIng, they all made out afterwards that the fish I'd caught wasn't
really a big one In a general way the tendency of fish, when people talk about
them, IS to get bigger and bigger, but thIS one got smaller and smaller, untIl to
hear the others talk you'd have thought It was no bIgger than a mInnow
But It didn't matter I'd been fishlng 1'd seen the float dive under the water
and felt the fish tugging at the lme, and however many bes they told they
COUldn't take that away from me
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For the next seven years, from when I was eIght to when I was fifteen, what I
chIefly remember IS fishIng
Don't thInk that I dId nothIng else It's only that when you look back over a
long perIod of tIme, certaIn thIngs seem to swell up tIll they overshadow
everythIng else I left Mother Howlett's and went to the Grammar School,
WIth a leather satchel and a black cap WIth yellow strIpes, and got my first
bIcycle and a long tIme afterwards my first long trousers My first bIke was a
fixed-wheel-free-wheel bIkes were very expenSIve then When you went
downhIll you put your feet up on the front rests and let the pedals go whIZZIng
round That was one of the characterIstIc SIghts of the early nlneteenhundreds-a boy saIlmg downhIll With hIs head back and hIS feet up In the aIr I
went to the Grammar School In fear and tremblIng, because of the frIghtful
tales Joe had told me about old WhIskers (hIS name was Wlcksey) the
headmaster, who was certaInly a dreadful-lookIng httle man, WIth a face Just
like a wolf, and at the end of the big schoolroom he had a glass case WIth canes
In It, WhIch he'd sometImes take out and SWIsh through the aIr In a terrIfymg
manner But to my surprIse I dId rather well at school It had never occurred to
me that I mIght be cleverer than Joe, who was two years older than me and had
bulhed me ever SInce he could walk Actually Joe was an utter dunce, got the
cane about once a week, and stayed somewhere near the bottom of the school
tIll he was sIxteen My second term I took a prIze In arIthmetIc and another In
some queer stuff that was mostly concerned WIth pressed flowers and went by
the name of SCIence, and by the tIme I was fourteen WhIskers was talkIng
about scholarshIps and Readtng Uruverslty Father, who had ambInons for Joe
and me In those days, was very aIlXlOUS that I should go to 'college'. There was
an Idea floatJ.ng round that I was to be a schoolteacher and Joe was to be an
auctIoneer
But I haven't many memOrIes connected WIth school When I've mIxed WIth
chaps from the upper classes, as I dId durIng the war) I've been struck by the
fact that they never really get over that frIghtful drIllIng they go through at
pubhc schools EIther It flattens them out Into half-Wits or they spend the rest
of their lives kicking agalnst 1t. It wasn't so With boys of our class, the sons of
shopkeepers and farmers You went to the Grammar School and you stayed
~ till you were smeen, Just to show that you w.eren't a prole, but school was
chiefly a place that you wanted to get away from You'd no sentunent of
w,aJ.ty, no" goofy feeling about the old grey stones (and they fDBre old, rIght
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enough, the school had been founded by Cardmal Wolsey), and there was no
Old Boy's tIe and not even a school song You had your half-hohdays to
yourself, because games weren't compulsory and as often as not you cut them
We played football In braces, and though It was consIdered proper to play
crIcket In a belt, you wore your ordInary shIrt and trousers The only game I
really cared about was the stump crIcket we used to play In the gravel yard
durIng the break, wIth a bat made out of a bIt of packmg case and a compo ball
But I remember the smell of the bIg schoolroom, a smell of 10k and dust and
boots, and the stone In the yard that had been a mountIng block and was used
for sharpenIng knIves on, and the httle baker's shop OppOSIte where they sold a
kInd of Chelsea bun, tWIce the SIze of the Chelsea buns you get nowadays,
WhICh were called Lardy Busters and cost a halfpenny I dId all the thmgs you
do at school I carved my name on a desk and got the cane for It-yOU were
always caned for It If you were caught, but It was the etIquette that you had to
carve your name And I got Inky fingers and bIt my naIls and made darts out of
penholders and played conkers and passed round dIrty stOrIes and learned to
masturbate and cheeked old Blowers, the EnglIsh master, and bullIed the hfe
out of httle WIlly SImeon, the undertaker's son, who was half-WItted and
belIeved everythIng you told hIm Our favourIte trIck was to send hlffi to shops
to buy trungs that dIdn't eXIst All the old gags-the ha'porth of penny staII}.PS,
the rubber hammer, the left-handed screwdrIver, the pot of strIped
paInt-poor WIlly fell for all of them We had grand sport one afternoon,
puttIng hun In a tub and tellIng hIm to hft hImself up by the handles He ended
up In an asylum, poor WIlly But It was In the hohdays that one really hved
There were good thIngs to do m those days In wmter we used to borrow a
couple of ferrets-Mother would never let Joe and me keep them at home,
~nasty smelly trungs' she called them-and go round the farms and ask leave to
do a bIt of rattIng SometImes they let us, sometunes they told us to hook It and
SaId we were more trouble than the rats Later m w10ter we'd follow the
threshIng machIne and help kIll the rats when they threshed the stacks One
WInter, I908 It must have been, the Thames flooded and then froze and there
was skatmg for weeks on end, and Harry Barnes broke hIS collar-bone on the
Ice In early sprIng we went after squIrrels WIth squatlers, and later on we went
bIrdnestlng We had a theory that bIrds can't count and It'S all nght If you
leave one egg, but we were cruel httle beasts and sometImes we'd Just knock
the nest down and trample on the eggs or crucks There was another game we
had when the toads were spawnmg We used to catch toads, ram the nozzle of a
bIcycle pump up theIr backSIdes, and blow them up tIll they burst That's what
boys are hke, I don't know why In summer we used to btke over the Burford
WeIr and bathe Wally Lovegrove, SId's young COUSIn, was drowned ill I906.
He got tangled m the weeds at the bottom, and when the drag-hooks brought
hIS body to the surface rus face was Jet black
But fislung was the real tlung. We went many a tune to old Brewer's pool)
and took tIny carp and tench out oflt" and once a whoppmg eel): and t.hf»:e,we;t.e
other cow...ponds that had ish In them and w-ere witlun walking disUlnce on
Saturday after:noons~ But aft~ we gQt blcycles we stmed tishw.g m l:b.-

470
Comzng up for Azr
Thames below Burford WeIr It seemed more grown-up than fishIng In cowponds There were no farmers chasIng you away, and there are thumpIng fish
In the Thames-though, so far as I know, nobody's ever been known to catch
one
It's queer, the feelIng I had for fishIng-and stIll have, really I can't call
myself a fisherman I've never In my lIfe caught a fish two feet long, and It's
thIrty years now SInce I've had a rod In my hands And yet when I look back
the whole of my boyhood from eIght to fifteen seems to have revolved round
the days when we went fishIng Every detaIl has stuck clear In my memory I
can remember IndIVIdual days and IndIVIdual fish, there Isn't a cow-pond or a
backwater that I can't see a pIcture of If I shut my eyes and thInk I could wrIte
a book on the techmque of fishmg When we were kids we dIdn't have much In
the way of tackle, It cost too much and most of our threepence a week (whIch
was the usual pocket-money In those days) went on sweets and Lardy Busters
Very small kIds generally fish WIth a bent pIn, whIch IS too blunt to be much
use, but you can make a pretty good hook (though of course It's got no barb) by
bendIng a needle In a candle flame WIth a paIr of plIers The farm lads knew
how to plaIt horsehaIr so that It was almost as good as gut, and you can take a
small fish on a SIngle horsehrur Later we got to havmg two-shIllIng fishlngrods and even reels of sorts God, what hours I've spent gaZIng Into Wallace's
wmdow' Even the 410 guns and saloon pIstols dIdn't thrIll me so much as the
fishIng tackle And the copy of Gamage's catalogue that I pIcked up
somewhere, on a rubbIsh dump I thInk, and studIed as though It had been the
BIble' Even now I could gIve you all the detaIls about gut-substItute and glmp
and Ltmenck hooks and pnests and dlsgorgers and Nottmgham reels and God
knows how many other technIcalItIes
Then there were the kInds of baIt we used to use In our shop there were
always plenty of mealworms, whIch were good but not very good Gentles
were better. You had to beg them off old GraVItt, the butcher, and the gang
used to draw lots or do enamena-ffilna-mo to deCIde who should go and ask,
because GraVItt wasn't usually too pleasant about It He was a bIg, rough-faced
old devtl WIth a vOIce lIke a mastIff, and when he barked, as he generally dId
when speakIng to boys, all the knIves and steels on hIS blue apron would give a
JIngle You'd go In WIth an empty treacle-tIn In your hand, hang round tIll any
customers had dIsappeared and then say very humbly
'Please, Mr GraVItt, y'got any gentles today"
Generally he'd roar out: 'What' Gentles! Gentles m my shop' Am't seen
such a thmg In years Think I got blow-fues m my shop">'
He had, of course They were everywhere. He used to deal With them WIth a
strIP of leather on the end of a stIck, with whIch he could reach out to
enormous distances and smack a fly Into paste. Somettmes you had to go away
without any gentles~ but as. a rule he'd shout after you Just as you were gOIng
"Erel Go: round the baakyard an 'ave a look P'raps you nught find one or
two if J01110<$«1 ~~
Y<l\1.'used to. iadtkem in httle clusters everywhere Gravitt's backyard smelt
~ ba~ld.' Batdt~ &dn't have refl'lgerators In those days Gentles hve
7
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longer If you keep them In sawdust
Wasp grubs are good, though It's hard to make them stIck on the hook,
unless you bake them first When someone found a wasps' nest we'd go out at
nIght and pour turnpentlne down It and plug up the hole With mud Next day
the wasps would all be dead and you could dIg out the nest and take the grubs
Once somethIng went wrong, the turps mIssed the hole or somethIng, and
when we took the plug out the wasps, WhICh had been shut up all nIght, came
out all together WIth a zoom We weren't very badly stung, but It was a PIty
there was no one standIng by WIth a stopwatch Grasshoppers are about the
best balt there IS, especIally for chub You sock them on the hook WIthout any
shot and Just flIck them to and fro on the surface-'dappmg', they call It But
you can never get more than two or three grasshoppers at a tIme Greenbottle
files, WhIch are also damned dIfficult to catch, are the best batt for dace,
especIally on clear days You want to put them on the hook alIve, so that they
wrIggle A chub WIll even take a wasp, but It's a tIcklIsh Job to put a lIve wasp
on the hook
God knows how many other baItf, there were Bread paste you make by
squeeZIng water through whIte bread In a rag Then there are cheese paste and
honey paste and paste WIth anIseed In It BoIled wheat Isn't bad for roach
Redworms are good for gudgeon You find them In very old manure heaps
And you also find another kInd of worm called a brandhng, WhICh IS strIped
and smells hke an earWIg, and whIch IS very good baIt for perch Ordmary
earthworms are good for perch You have to put them In moss to keep them
fresh and hvely If you try to keep them 10 earth they dIe Those brown files
you find on cowdung are pretty good for roach You can take a chub on a
cherry, so they say, and I've seen a roach taken WIth a currant out of a bun
In those days, from the sIxteenth of June (when the coarse-fishIng season
starts) tIll mIdWInter I wasn't often WIthout a tIn of worms or gentles In my
pocket I had some fights WIth Mother about It, but In the end she gave In,
fishIng came off the hst of forbIdden thmgs and Father even gave me a twoshIlhng fishIng-rod for ChrIstmas In 1903 Joe was barely fifteen when he
started gOIng after gIrlS, and from then on he seldom came out fishIng, WhICh
he saId was a kId's game But there were about half a dozen others who were as
mad on fishIng as I was Chnst, those fishIng days' The hot stIcky afternoons
In the schoolroom when I've sprawled across my desk, WIth old Blowers's
VOIce gratIng away about predIcates and SUbjUnctIves and relatIve clauses, and
all that's In my mInd IS the backwater near Burford WeIr and the green pool
under the WIllows WIth the dace gbdlng to and fro. And then the terrIfic rush
on bICYcles after tea, to Chamford HIll and down to the fIver to get in an hour's
fishIng before dark The stll1 summer evenmg, the fatnt splash of the weir, the
rIngs on the water where the fish are rISIng, the mIdges eatIng you alIve, the
shoals of dace swarmmg rOl,lIld your hook and never bItIng. And the kInd of
paSSIOn With whIch you'd watch the black backs of the fish swarnnng round,
hopIng and praYing (yes, literally praymg) that one of them would change his.
mInd and grab your balt before 1t got too dark And then It was always 'Let's
have fiyeminutes more'; and then 'Jt'lst five mInutes moret ) until in the end ,ou

472
ComzngupJor Azr
had to walk your bIke Into the town because Towler, the copper, was prow11ng
round and you could be 'had up' for ndlng WIthout a 11ght And the tunes In
the summer holIdays when we went out to make a day of It WIth bOIled eggs and
bread and butter and a bottle of lemonade, and fished and bathed and then
fished agaIn and dId occasIOnally catch somethIng At nIght you'd come home
WIth filthy hands so hungry that you'd eaten what was left of your bread paste,
WIth three or four smelly dace wrapped up In your handerchief Mother always
refused to cook the fish I brought home She would never allow that nver fish
were edIble, except trout and salmon 'Nasty muddy thIngs', she called them
The fish I remember best of all are the ones I dIdn't catch EspecIally the
monstrous fish you always used to see when you went for a walk along the
towpath on Sunday afternoons and hadn't a rod WIth you There was no
fishIng on Sundays, even the Thames Conservancy Board dIdn't allow It On
Sundays you had to go for what was called a 'nIce walk' In your thIck black SUIt
and the Eton collar that sawed your head off It was on a Sunday that I saw a
pIke a yard long asleep In shallow water by the bank and nearly got hIm WIth a
stone And sometImes In the green pools on the edge of the reeds you'd see a
huge Thames trout go sallIng past The trout grow to vast SIzes In the Thames,
but they're practIcally never caught They say that one of the real Thames
fishermen, the old bottle-nosed blokes that you see muffled up In overcoats on
camp-stools WIth twenty-foot roach-poles at all seasons of the year, WIll
WillIngly gIve up a year of hIS hfe to catchIng a Thames trout I don't blame
them, I see theIr pOInt entIrely, and stIll better I saw It then
Of course other thIngs were happenIng I grew three Inches In a year, got my
long trousers, won some pnzes at school, went to ConfirmatIOn classes, told
dIrty stones, took to readIng, and had crazes for whIte rruce, fretwork, and
postage stamps But It's always fishIng that I remember Summer days, and the
flat water-meadows and the blue hIlls In the dIstance, and the WIllows up the
backwater and the pools underneath lIke a kInd of deep green glass Summer
evenIngs, the fish breaking the water, the nightJars hawkIng round your head,
the smell of nlghtstocks and latakIa Don't mIstake what I'm talkIng about It's
not that I'm trYing to put across any of that poetry of chlldhood stuff. I know
that's all baloney Old Porteous (a fnend of mIne, a retIred schoolmaster, I'll
tell you about hIm later) IS great on the poetry of childhood* $0meumes he
reads me stuff about It out of books Wordsworth. Lucy G~¥: Thelre was a
tIme when meadow) grove, and all that Needless to say Ae~ got no kids of hIS
own The truth IS that kids aren't in anyway poetlc, they're merely savage httle
ammals, except that no animal IS a quarter as selfish A boy isn't Interested In
meadows, groves, and so forth He never looks at a landscape, doesn't gIve a
damn for flowers) and unless they affect h1Dlln some way, such as beIng good
to eat) he doesn't know oneplaat from.another Ktllmg thmgs-thaes about as
near to ,oetty as a boy gets And yet all the whlle there's that peculIar
iat~ty~ _,"WRIIQ-il~g fe-I thIngs as you can't long when you're gr()wn
_p~~~~ ~e stretches out and out 10 front of you and that
~. . .~~~ could go on for ever
..I_iMlflil1U11J1.Ugly bttle boy, WIth butter-coloured haIr wlueh was always
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cropped short except for a quItf In front I don't IdealIze my chIldhood, and
unlIke many people I've no wIsh to be young agaIn Most of the thIngs I used
to care for would leave me somethIng more than cold I don't care If I never see
a CrIcket ball agaIn, and I wouldn't gIve you threepence for a hundredweIght of
sweets But I've stIll got, I've always had, that peculIar feelIng for fishmg
You'll thInk It damned SIlly, no doubt, but I've actually half a WIsh to go
fishIng even now, when I'm fat and forty-five and got two kIds and a house In
the suburbs Why';) Because m a manner of speakmg I am sentImental about my
chIldhood-not my own partIcular chIldhood, but the CIVIlIzatIOn WhIch I grew
up In and WhICh IS now, I suppose, Just about at Its last kIck And fishIng IS
somehow tYPICal of that CIVIlIzatIOn As soon as you thInk of fishIng you th10k
of thIngs that don't belong to the modern world The very Idea of SIttIng all day
under a wIllow tree beSIde a qwet pool-and be10g able to find a qwet pool to SIt
beSIde-belongs to the tIme before the war, before the radIO, before aeroplanes,
before HItler There's a k10d of peacefulness even 10 the names of EnglIsh
coarse fish Roach, rudd, dace, bleak, barbel, bream, gudgeon, pIke, chub,
carp, tench They're solId kInd of names The people who made them up
hadn't heard of machIne-guns, they dIdn't lIve In terror of the sack or spend
theIr tIme eatmg asplrms, gOIng to the pIctures, and wonderIng how to keep
out of the concentratIon camp
Does anyone go fishIng nowadays, I wonder';) Anywhere WIthIn a hundred
mIles of London there are no fish left to catch A few dIsmal fishIng-clubs plant
themselves In rows along the banks of canals, and mIllIonaIres go trout-fishlOg
In prIvate waters round Scotch hotels, a sort of snobbIsh game of catchtng
hand-reared fish WIth artIfiCIal flies. But who fishes 10 mIll-streams or moats or
cow-ponds any longer? Where are the Enghsh coarse fish now~ When I was a
kId every pond and stream had fish In It Now all the ponds are dramed, and
when the streams aren't pOIsoned WIth chemIcals from factOrIes they're full of
rusty tIns and motor-bIke tyres
My best fishIng-memory is about some fish that I never caught That's usual
enough, I suppose.
When I was about fourteen Father dId a good turn of some kmd to old
Hodges, the caretaker at Binfieid House I forget what It was-gave hIm some
medICIne that cured hIs fowls of the worms, or somethIng Hodges was a
crabby old devd, but he dIdn't forget a good turn. One day a httle whIle
afterwards when he'd been down to the shop to buy chIcken-com he met me
outSlde the door and stopped me In hIS surly way He had a face lIke somethmg
carved out of a bIt of root, and only two teeth, whIch were dark brown and very
long
'Hey, young 'un' FIsherman, am't you?'
eYes'
'Thought you was You hsten, then. If so be you wanted to, you could br1fl3
your line and have a try in-that theTPool up &hind the Halt There'$ plon.
bream and jackin lb~. But EloI1't.,ou t!ellno 0D.e as I told you And doa~~
gO for to briug «nyof1:hetn other YO~~$, Of 1~1l beat the sktn Qi( tbW
back$:
.
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HavIng satd thIs he hobbled off wIth hIS sack of corn over hIS shoulder, as
though feehng that he'd saId too much already The next Saturday afternoon I
bIked up to Blnfield House wIth my pockets full of worms and gentles, and
looked for old Hodges at the lodge At that tIme BInfield House had already
been empty for ten or twenty years Mr Farrel, the owner, couldn't afford to
hve In It and eIther couldn't or wouldn't let It He lIved In London on the rent
of hIS farms and let the house and grounds go to the devIl All the fences were
green and rottIng, the park was a mass of nettles, the plantatIOns were lIke a
Jungle, and even the gardens had gone back to meadow, wIth only a few old
gnarled rose-bushes to show you where the beds had been But It was a very
beautlful house, espeCIally from a dIstance It was a great whIte place wIth
colonnades and long-shaped wmdows, whIch had been buIlt, I suppose, about
Queen Anne's tIme by someone who'd travelled In Italy If I went there now
1'd probably get a certaIn kIck out of wanderIng round the general desolatIOn
and thInkIng about the hfe that used to go on there, and the people who bullt
such places because they ImagIned that the good days would last for ever As a
boy I dIdn't gIve eIther the house or the grounds a second look I dug out old
Hodges, who'd Just finIshed hIS dInner and was a bIt surly, and got hIm to show
me the way down to the pool It was several hundred yards behInd the house
and completely hIdden In the beech woods, but It was a good-sIzed pool,
almost a lake, about a hundred and fifty yards across It was astonIshIng, and
even at that age It astorushed me, that there, a dozen mIles from ReadIng and
not fifty from London, you could have such solItude You felt as much alone as
If you'd been on the banks of the Amazon. The pool was rInged completely
round by the enormous beech trees, WhICh In one place came down to the edge
and were reflected In the water On the other SIde there was a patch of grass
where there was a hollow wIth beds of wIld peppermInt, and up at one end of
the pool an old wooden boathouse was rottIng among the bulrushes
The pool was SWarmIng wIth bream, small ones, about four to SIX lnches
long Every now and agaIn you'd see one of them turn half over and gleam
reddy brown under the water There were pIke there too, and they must have
been bIg ones You never saw them, but sometImes one that was baskIng
among the weeds would turn over and Rlunge WIth a splash that was lIke a brIck
bemg bunged Into the water It was no use trying to catch them, though of
course I always tned every tIme I went there I trled them, Wlth dace and
mInnows r d caught In the Thames and kept alIve In a Jatn-jaf, \tltleven WIth a
spInner made out of a bIt of tIn But they were gorged WIth fish and wouldn't
bIte, and In any case they'd have broken any tackle I possessed I never came
back from the pool WIthout at least a dozen small bream SometImes In the
summer holIdays I went there for a whole day, WIth my fishmg-rod and a copy
of Chums or the Umon Jack ,or somethIng, and a hunk of bread and cheese
whtch Mother had wrapped up far me. And I've fished for hours and then latn
U1 the grass hoUo>\V SiI4:'ffee4 the Union Jack~ and then the smell of my bread
pasteaq.d't'b§p~~J'umping somewhere would send me wlld agatn, and
ffd'g'O baQl.t____rer 'Uld have another go, and so on all through a summer's
Aid~1?est of an was to be alone" utterly alone, though the road wasn't a
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quarter of a mIle away I was Just old enough to know that It's good to be alone
occasIOnally WIth the trees all round you It was as though the pool belonged to
you, and nothIng ever stIrred except the fish rIngIng the water and the pIgeons
passIng overhead And yet, In the two years or so that I went fishIng there, how
many tunes dId I really go, I wonder? Not more than a dozen It was a threemde bIke rIde from home and took up a whole afternoon at least And
sometImes other things turned up, and sometImes when I'd meant to go It
raIned You know the way thIngs happen
One afternoon the fish weren't bItIng and I began to explore at the end of the
pool farthest from Binfieid House There was a bIt of an overflow of water and
the ground was boggy, and you had to fight your way through a sort of Jungle
of blackberry bushes and rotten boughs that had fallen off the trees I struggled
through It for about fifty yards, and then suddenly there was a clearIng and I
came to another pool whIch I had never known eXIsted It was a small pool not
more than twenty yards WIde, and rather dark because of the boughs that
overhung It But It was very clear water and nnmensely deep I could see ten or
fifteen feet down Into It I hung about for a bIt, enJOYIng the dampness and the
rotten boggy smell, the way a boy does And then I saw somethIng that almost
made me Jump out of my skin
It was an enormous fish I don't exaggerate when I say It was enormous It
was almost the length of my arm It ghded across the pool, deep under water)
and then became a shadow and disappeared Into the darker water on the other
Side I felt as If a sword had gone through me It was far the bIggest fish I'd ever
seen, dead or ahve I stood there WIthout breathIng, and In a moment another
huge thIck shape ghded through the water, and then another and then two
more close together The pool was full of them They were carp, I suppose
Just possibly they were bream or tench, but more probably carp Bream or
tench wouldn't grow so huge I knew what had happened At some tune thiS
pool had been connected With the other, and then the stream had dried up and
the woods had closed round the small pool and It had Just been forgotten. It's a
thIng that happens occaSIonally A pool gets forgotten somehow, nobody fishes
In It for years and decades and the fish grow to monstrous sizes The brutes
that I was watching mIght be a hundred years old And not a soul In the world
knew about them except me Very hkely It was twenty years SInce anyone had
so much as looked at the pool, and probably even old Hodges and Mr Farrel's
batlIff had forgotten Its eXIstence
Well, you can Imagme what I felt. After a bIt I couldn't even bear the
tantahzatton of watchtng. I hurned back to the other pool and got my fislung
thmgs together It was no use trYIng for those colossal brutes WIth the tackle I
had They'd snap It as if It had been a haIr And I couldn't go- on fishIng any
longer for the tlny bream The sight of the bIg carp had given me a feelmg Ul
my stomach almost as If I was g01Ilg to be SIck. I got on to my bIke and wbtz2ed
down the lull and home It WQS a wonderful secret for a boy to have. There MtS
the dark pool hrddem away in the woods and the monstrous fish sailiag tound
It-fish that had ;never been. fished for and would gl'ab the first bait you offered
them It was Qniy a question of gettl,tl,g hold of a bne strotJ:g enough to' h¢ld
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them Already 1'd made all the arrangements 1'd buy the tackle that would
hold them If I had to steal the money out of the tIll Somehow, God knew how,
r d get hold of half a crown and buy a length of sIlk salmon hne and some thIck
gut or gImp and Number 5 hooks, and come back WIth cheese and gentles and
paste and mealworms and brandhngs and grasshoppers and every mortal baIt a
carp mIght look at The very next Saturday afternoon I'd come back and try
for them
But as It happened I never went back One never does go back I never stole
the money out of the tIll or bought the bIt of salmon hne or had a try for those
carp Almost ImmedIately afterwards somethIng turned up to prevent me, but
If It hadn't been that It would have been somethIng else It's the way thIngs
happen
I know, of course, that you thInk I'm exaggeratmg about the SIze of those
fish You thmk, probably, that they were Just medIum-sIzed fish (a foot long,
say) and that they've swollen gradually In my memory But It Isn't so People
tell lIes about the fish they've caught and stIll more about the fish that are
hooked and get away, but I never caught any of these or even trIed to catch
them, and I've no motIve for lYIng I tell you they were enormous

5
FIshmg'
Here I'll make a confessIon, or rather two The first IS that when I look back
through my hfe I can't honestly say that anythIng I've ever done has gIven me
qUIte such a kICk as fishIng EverythIng else has been a bIt of a flop In
comparIson, even women I don't set up to be one of those men that don't care
about women I've spent plenty of tIme chaSIng them, and I would even now If
I had the chance Still, If you gave me the cholce ofhavlng any woman you care
to name, but I mean any woman, or catchIng a ten-pound carp, the carp would
WIn every tlme And the other confessIOn IS that after I was SIxteen I never
~I:f~z
fished agaIn
Why";) Because that's how thIngs happen Because In thls life w~~-l don't
mean human hfe In general, I mean hfe In thIS partlcular age and thIS partlcular
country-we don't do the thIngs we want to do. It isn't because we're always
workmg Even a farm-hand or a Jew trulor l,Sn't always worklng It's because
there's some devll In us that drIves us to and fro on everlastIng IdIOCIes
There's tune for everythIng e~cept the thlngs worth domg ThInk of
something you really cne about Then add hour to hour and calculate the
fraction of your lIfe ~t yqu've actually spent 1n dOIng It And then calculate
th~ tirn~~ J~'fe Bp'Cij)t o:p things like shaVIng" rIdIng to and fro on buses,
~tiA& llIl railwaY;t junctions, swappIng dlrty stones, and readIng the
r
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After I was SIxteen I dIdn't go fishIng agam There never seemed to be tune
I was at work, I was chaSIng gIrlS, I was wearIng my first button boots and my
first hIgh collars (and for the collars of 1909 you needed a neck lIke a gIraffe), I
was dOIng correspondence courses In salesmanshIp and accountancy and
'unprovIng my mInd' The great fish were glIdIng round In the pool behInd
BInfield House Nobody knew about them except me They were stored away
In my mInd, some day, some bank holIday perhaps,.,I'd go back and catch
them But I never went back There was tune for everythIng except that
CUrIously enough, the only tune between then and now when I dId very nearly
go fishIng was durIng the war
It was In the autumn of 1916, Just before I was wounded We'd come out of
trenches to a vIllage behInd the lIne, and though It was only September we
were covered WIth mud from head to foot As usual we dIdn't know for certaIn
how long we were gOIng to stay there or where we were gOIng afterwards
LuckIly the CO was a bIt off-colour, a touch of bronchItIs or somethIng, and
so dIdn't bother about drIVIng us through the usual parades, kIt-InSpectIOns,
football matches, and so forth whIch were supposed to keep up the SpIrIts of
the troops when they were out of the lIne We spent the first day sprawlIng
about on plies of chaff In the barns where we were bIlleted and scrapIng the
mud off our puttIes, and In the evemng some of the chaps started queueing up
for a couple of wretched worn-out whores who were establIshed In a house at
the end of the VIllage In the mornIng, although It was agaInst orders to leave
the VIllage, I managed to sneak off and wander round the ghastly desolatIon
that had once been fields It was a damp, WIntry kInd ofmormng All round, of
course, were the awful muck and htter of war, the sort of filthy sordId mess
that's actually worse than a battlefield of corpses Trees WIth boughs torn off
them, old shell-holes that had partly filled up agaIn, tIn cans, turds, mud,
weeds, clumps of rusty barbed WIre WIth weeds grOWIng through them You
know the feehng you had when you came out of the lIne A stIffened feehng in
all your JOInts, and InSIde you a kInd of emptlness, a feelIng that you'd never
agaIn have any Interest In anythIng It was partly fear and exhaustIon but
maInly boredom At that tune no one saw any reason why the War shouldn't go
on for ever Today or tomorrow or the day after you were gOIng back to the
hne, and maybe next week a shell would blow you to potted meat, but that
wasn't so bad as the ghastly boredom of the war stretclung out for ever
I was wanderIng up the SIde of a hedge when I ran mto a chap m our
company whose surname I don't remember but who was mcknamed Nobby
He was a dark, slouching, gypsy-lookIng chap, a chap who even In unIform
always gave the lIl1.preSSlon that he was carryIng a couple of stolen rabblts By
trade he was a coster and he was a real Cockney, but one of those Cockneys that
make part of theIr lIVIng by hop-PIckIng, blrd-catclung, poaclnng, and frultstealmg In Kent and Essex He was a great expert on dogs, ferrets, cage-buds,
fightmg...cocks, and that kind of tlring A$ soon as he saw me be beckoned to me
with his head He had a sly; viCIOUS- way of talking"
C 'Ere, GeorgeP (The eb:aps stJ.ll.called tne -George-I hadn't got fat in thb5'e
days) 'Georgel Ja~ tlutt"ciump of poPtItrs actbst'the fieldri>J
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'Yes'
'Well, there's a pool on t'other sIde of It, and It's full of bleedIng great fish'
'FIsh';) Garn"
'I tell you It'S bleedIng full of 'em Perch, they are As good fish as ever I got
my thumbs on Com'n see fyerself, then'
We trudged over the mud together Sure enough, Nobby was rIght On the
other SIde of the poplars there was a duty-lookIng pool WIth sandy banks
ObVIOusly It had been a quarry and had got filled up WIth water And It was
swarnung WIth perch You could see theIr dark blue strIPY backs ghdlng
everywhere Just under water, and some of them must have weIghed a pound I
suppose In two years of war they hadn't been dIsturbed and had had tIme to
multIply Probably you can't nnagme what the SIght of those perch had done to
me It was as though they'd suddenly brought me to hfe Of course there was
only one thought In both our mInds-how to get hold of a rod and hne
'ChrIst" I saId 'We'll have some of those '
'You bet we f- well wIll C'mon back to the VIllage and let's get' old of some
tackle.'
'0 K You want to watch out, though If the sergeant gets to know we'll cop
It'
'Oh, f- the sergeant They can 'ang, drore, and quarter me If they want to
I'm gOlng to 'ave some of them bleedIng fish'
You can't know how wIld we were to catch those fish Or perhaps you can, If
you've ever been at war You know the frantIc boredom of war and the way
you'll clutch at almost any kInd of amusement I've seen two chaps In a dugout
fight hke devIls over half a threepenny magazIne But there was more to It than
that It was the thought of escapIng, for perhaps a whole day, rIght out of the
atmosphere of war To be sIttmg under the poplar trees, fishIng for perch,
away from the Company, away from the nOlse and the StInk and the umforms
and the officers and the salutIng and the sergeant's vOlce' FIshIng IS the
OppOSIte of war But It wasn't at all certaIn that we could bnng It off That was
the thought that sent us Into a kind of fever If the sergeant found out he'd stop
us as sure as fate, and so would any of the officers, and the worst of all was that
there was no knOWIng how long we were going to stay at the viUage* We III1ght
stay there a week, we might march off In two hours Meanwlule we'd no fishtng
tackle of any kInd, not even a pln·or a bit of strmg,.-We had to start from
scratch. And the pool was swarmmg With fish! The first thIng was a rod A
willow wand IS best, but of course there wasn't a W1l1ow tree anywhere thIS SIde
of the horizon Nobby slunned up one of the poplars and cut off a small bough
which wasn't actually good but was better than nothIng He trunmed It down
with lus Jack-knIfe t1ll1t looked somethmg lIke a fishIng-rod, and then we hId it
In the weeds near the bank and managed to sneak back Into the vlllage WIthOut

bemgseen.

~n~~w~Q,n~etomakeahook Nobodyhadaneedle Onechap
)lad ~L darning needl~ but they were too thick and had blunt ends. We
~~ • -1~ know what We wanted It for, for fear the sergeant should
k~fi\lQt!tt.it~ At !last we thought of the whores at the end 6f the vIllage They

Comzng up for Azr

479

were pretty sure to have a needle When we got there-you had to go round to
the back door through a mucky courtyard-the house was shut up and the
whores were havIng a sleep whIch they'd no doubt earned We stamped and
yelled and banged on the door untIl after about ten mInutes a fat ugly woman
In a wrapper came down and screamed at us In French Nobby shouted at her
'Needle' Needle' You got a needle"
Of course she dIdn't know what he was talkmg about Then Nobby trIed
pIdgIn EnglIsh, WhICh he expected her as a foreIgner to understand
'Wantee needle' Sewee clothee' Likee thlseel'
He made gestures whIch were supposed to represent sewmg The whore
mIsunderstood hIm and opened the door a bIt WIder to let us In Fmally we
made her understand and got a needle from her By thIS tIme It was dInner
tIme
After dInner the sergeant came round the barn where we were bIlleted
lookIng for men for a fatIgue We managed to dodge hIm Just 10 time by gettmg
under a pIle of chaff When he was gone we got a candle alIght, made the needle
red-hot, and managed to bend It Into a kmd of hook We dIdn't have any tools
except Jack-knIves, and we burned our fingers badly The next thmg was a hne
Nobody had any strIng except thICk stuff, but at last we came across a fellow
who had a reel of seWIng thread He dIdn't want to part WIth It and we had to
gIve hIm a whole packet of fags for It The thread was much too thm, but
Nobby cut It Into three lengths, tIed them to a naIl In the wall, and carefully
plaited them MeanwhIle after searchIng all over the VIllage 1'd managed to
find a cork, and I cut It In half and stuck a match through It to make a float By
thiS tIme It was evenIng and gettIng on towards dark
We'd got the essentials now, but we could do WIth some gut There dIdn't
seem much hope of gettIng any untIl we thought of the hospItal orderly
SurgIcal gut wasn't part of hIS equipment, but It was Just pOSSIble that he
might have some Sure enough, when we asked hIm, we found he'd a whole
hank of medtcal gut In hIS haversack It had taken hIs fancy In some hospItal or
other and he'd pInched It We swapped another packet offags for ten lengths of
gut It was rotten brIttle stuff, In pIeces about SIX Inches long After dark
Nobby soaked them tIll they were plIable and tIed them end to end So now
we'd got everytlung-hook, rod, lIne, fioat, and gut We could dIg up worms
anywhere And the pool was swarmmg WIth fish' Huge great striPY perch
crYIng out to be caught' We lay down to kIP In such a fever that we didn't even
take our boots off Tomorrow' If we could just have tomorrow' If the war
would forget about us for Just a day! We made up our m10ds that as soon as
roll-call was over we'd hook It and stay away all day, even If they gave us FIeld
PunIshment No I fur It when we came back
Well, I expect you can guess the rest At roll-call orders were to pack all kits
and be ready to march In twenty ffilnutes We marched mne mIles down the
road and then got on to lomes and were off to another part of the line. At for
the pool under the poplar trees-, I never1saw or heard of It agam. I expect It got
pOIsoned WIth mustard gas later on
Since then I ~ve never 'fished. I neYe.t"'$eemed to get the cl1!ance. There W\tS
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the rest of the war, and then lIke everyone else I was fightIng for a Job, and then
I'd got a Job and the Job had got me I was a promlsmg young fellow In an
msurance office-one of those keen young bUSInessmen WIth firm Jaws and
good prospects that you used to read about In the Clark's College adverts-and
then I was the usual down-trodden five-to-ten-pounds-a-weeker In a semIdetached VIlla In the Inner-outer suburbs Such people don't go fishIng, any
more than stockbrokers go out plckmg prImroses It wouldn't be sUItable
Other recreatlOns are provIded for them
Of course I have my fortnIght's holIday every summer You know the kInd
of holIday Margate, Yarmouth, Eastbourne, HastIngs, Bournemouth,
BrIghton There's a slIght varIatIon accordIng to whether or not we're flush
that year WIth a woman lIke HIlda along, the chIef feature of a holIday IS
endless mental arIthmetIC to deCIde how much the boardmg-house keeper IS
swmdlIng you That and tellIng the kIds, No, they can't have a new
sandbucket A few years back we were at Bournemouth One fine afternoon we
lOItered down the pIer, WhIch must be about half a mIle long, and all the way
along It chaps were fishIng WIth stumpy sea-rods WIth lIttle bells on the end
and theIr hnes stretchIng fifty yards out to sea It's a dull kInd of fishIng, and
they weren't catchIng anythmg StIll, they were fishIng The kIds soon got
bored and clamoured to go back to the beach, and HIlda saw a chap stIckIng a
lobworm on hIS hook and saId It made her feel SIck, but I kept lOItermg up and
down for a lIttle whIle longer And suddenly there was a tremendous rIngIng
from a bell and a chap was WIndIng In hIS hne Everyone stopped to watch And
sure enough,ln It came, the wet lIne and the lump of lead and on the end a great
flat-fish (a flounder, I thInk) danglIng and WrIgglIng The chap dumped It on
to the planks of the pIer, and It flapped up and down, all wet and gleamIng,
WIth Its grey warty back and ItS whIte belly and the fresh salty smell of the sea
And somethIng kInd of moved InSIde me
As we moved off I saId casually, Just to test HIlda's reactIon
'I've half a mInd to do a bIt of fishIng myself whIle we're here'
'What' You go fishIng, George'> But you don't even know how, do you'>'
'Oh, I used to be a great fisherman,' I told her.
She was vaguely agaInst It, as usual" but dIdn't have ~ Ideas one way or
the other, except that If I went fishIng she wasn't CO:m.J.llg With m.e to watch me
put those nasty squashy thIngs on the hook Then suddenly she got on to the
/ fact that If I was to go fishIng the set-out that I'd need, rod and reel and so
forth, would cost round about a qUId The rod alone would cost ten bob
Instantly she flew Into a temper. You haven't seen old HIlda when there's talk
of wastIng ten bob She burst out at me
'The uUa of wastIng all that money on a thIng lIke that! Absurd! And how
they dare charge ten slnlb.ngs for one of those SIlly lIttle fishIng-rods! It's
dtsjfaceful And fancy you gomg fishIng at your age! A great bIg grown-up
manltke-,you-,Don't be s:uch a baby, George.'
"~ ~ ki4s.got on. to It. Lorna Sidled up to me and asked In that Silly pert
r
has, 'Are you a baby, Daddy')' and lIttle Billy, who at that tune chdn't
"t• •qu\'Ue plaiJ.l, announced to the world In general, 'Farver's a baby' Then
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suddenly they were both danCIng round me, ratthng theIr sandbuckets and
chantIng
'Farver's a babyl Farver's a baby!'
Unnatural httle bastards I

6
And beSIdes fishIng there was readmg
I've exaggerated If I've gIven the ImpreSSIon that fishmg was the only thIng I
cared about FIshIng certaInly came first, but readmg was a good second I
must have been eIther ten or eleven when I started readmg-readmg
voluntarIly, I mean At that age It's hke dlscoverlOg a new world I'm a
conSIderable reader even now, In fact there aren't many weeks 10 WhICh I don't
get through a couple of novels I'm what you mIght call the tYPIcal Boots
LIbrary subSCrIber, I always fall for the best-seller of the moment (The Good
Companzons, Bengal Lancer, Hatter's Castle-I fell for everyone of them), and
I've been a member of the Left Book Club for a year or more And In I9I8,
when I was twenty-five, I had a sort of debauch of readlOg that made a certalO
dIfference to my outlook But nothIng IS ever lIke those first years when you
suddenly dIscover that you can open a penny weekly paper and plunge straIght
Into thIeves' kItchens and ChlOese opIUm dens and PolyneSIan Islands and the
forests of BrazIl
It was from when I was eleven to when I was about SIxteen that I got my
bIggest kIck out of readIng At first It was always the boys' penny
weekhes-lIttle thIn papers WIth vlle pnnt and an IllustratIOn 10 three colours
on the cover-and a bIt later It was books Sherlock Holmes, Dr Nzkola, The Iron
P~rate, Dracula, Raffles And Nat Gould and Ranger Gull and a chap whose
name I forget who wrote bOXIng stOrIes almost as rapldly as Nat Gould wrote
raCIng ones I suppose If my parents had been a httle better educated I'd have
had 'good' books shoved down my throat, Dlckens and Thackeray and so
forth, and In fact they dId drIve us through Quentzn Durward at school and
Uncle EzekIel sometImes trIed to InCIte me to read RuskIn and Carlyle But
there were practIcally no books In our house Father had never read a book 10
hIS hfe, except the BIble and SmIles's Self Help, and I dIdn't of my own accord
read a 'good' book t1l1 much later I'm not sorry It happened that way I read
the thIngs I wanted to read, and I got more out of them than I ever got out of
the stuff they taught me at school
The old penny dreadfuls were already gOIng out when I was a kld, and I can
barely remember them, but there was a regular lIne of boys; weeklles) some of
whIch -stIll eXlst The Buffalo BIll stories have gone out, I thmk, and Nat Gould
probably Isn't read any longer, but NIck Carter and Sexton Blake seem to be
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still the same as ever The Gem and the Magnet, If I'm rememberIng rightly,
started about 1905 The BOP was stIll rather pi In those days, but Chums,
which I think must have started about 1903, was splendid Then there was an
encyclopedIa-I don't remember Its exact name-which was Issued In penny
numbers It never seemed qUite worth bUYing, but a boy at school used to give
away back numbers sometimes If I now know the length of the MISSISSIPPI or
the dIfference between an octopus and a cuttle-fish or the exact compOSitIOn of
bell-metal, that's where I learned It from
Joe never read He was one of those boys who can go through years of
schoolIng and at the end of It are unable to read ten hnes consecutively The
sight of prInt made hIm feel sick I've seen hIm pick up one of my numbers of
Chums, read a paragraph or two and then turn away with Just the same
movement of disgust as a horse when It smells stale hay He trIed to kick me out
of reading, but Mother and Father, who had decided that I was 'the clever
one', backed me up They were rather proud that I showed a taste for 'booklearning', as they called It But It was tYPical of both of them that they were
vaguely upset by my reading things lIke Chums and the Umon Jack, thought
that I ought to read something 'Improving' but didn't know enough about
books to be sure which books were 'Improving' Finally Mother got hold of a
second-hand copy of Foxe's Book of Martyrs, which I didn't read, though the
IllustratIOns weren't half bad
All through the wmter of 1905 I spent a penny on Chums every week I was
follOWing up their serial story, 'Donovan the Dauntless' Donovan the
Dauntless was an explorer who was employed by an American mllhonalre to
fetch Incredible things from varIOUS corners of the earth Sometimes It was
diamonds the Size of golf balls from the craters of volcanoes In Africa,
sometimes It was petrIfied mammoths' tusks from the frozen forests of SiberIa,
sometImes It was bUried Inca treasures from the lost CIties of Peru Donovan
went on a new Journey every week, and he always made good. My faVOUrite
place for reading was the 10ft behmd the yard Except when Father was gettIng
out fresh sacks of grain It was the qUIetest place In the house There were huge
pIles of sacks to he on, and a sort of plastery smell mlXed Up WIth the smell of
samfoln, and bunches of cobwebs In all the corners, and Just over the place
where I used to he there was a hole In the ceihng and a lath sticking out of the
plaster I can feel the feehng of It now A winter dayl Just warm enough to he
stIll I'm lYing on my belly WIth Chums open In front of me A mouse runs up
the SIde of a sack hke a clockwork toy, then suddenly stops dead and watches
me WIth hiS httle eyes hke tIny Jet beads. I'm twelve years old, but I'm
Donovan the Dauntless Two thousand mIles up the Amazon I've Just pItched
my tent, and the roots of the mysteriOus orchid that blooms once In a hundred
years are safe In the tin box under my camp bed In the forests all round HoplHopi IndIans, who pamt their teeth scarlet and skIn whIte men alIve, are
beating their war...drums I'm watchmg the mouse and the mouse 18 watching
me, and I can smell the dust and saJ.nfOln and the cool plastery smell, and I'm
up the Amazon, and It's blIss, pure blIss

7
That's all, really
I've tned to tell you somethmg about the world before the war, the world I
got a sruff of when I saw KIng Zog's name on the poster, and the chances are
that I've told you nothIng Either you remember before the war and don't need
to be told about It, or you don't remember, and It's no use tellmg you So far
I've only spoken about the thmgs that happened to me before I was sIxteen
Up to that tIme thIngs had gone pretty well wIth the famIly It was a bIt before
my SIxteenth bIrthday that I began to get glImpses of what people call 'real
hfe' , meanIng unpleasantness
About three days after I'd seen the bIg carp at Bmfield House, Father came
In to tea lookIng very worned and even more grey and mealy than usual He ate
hIS way solemnly through hIS tea and dIdn't talk much In those days he had a
rather preoccupIed way of eatmg, and hIS moustache used to work up and
down WIth a SIdelong movement, because he hadn't many back teeth left I was
Just gettIng up from table when he called me back
'Walt a mInute, George, my boy I got suthmg to say to you SIt down Jest a
mInute Mother, you heard what I got to say last nIght '
Mother, behInd the huge brown teapot, folded her hands In her lap and
looked solemn Father went on, speakIng very serIously but rather spOIlIng the
effect by trYing to deal WIth a crumb that lodged somewhere In what was left of
hIS back teeth
'George, my boy, I got suthmg to say to you. I been thInkIng It over, and It's
about tune you left school 'Frald you'll have to get to work now and start
earmng a bIt to brIng home to your mother I wrote to Mr Wlcksey last mght
and told hun as I shOUld have to take you away ,
Of course thIS was qUIte accordIng to precedent-hIS wrItIng to Mr Wlcksey
before tellIng me, I mean Parents In those days, as a matter of course, always
arranged everythIng over theIr chlldren's heads
Father went on to make some rather mumblIng and worrIed explanations
He'd 'had bad tImes lately'" thIngs had Jbeen a bIt dIfficult' , and the upshot was
that Joe and I would have to start earnIng our hVIng At that tlIDe I dIdn't
eIther know or greatly care whether the bUSIness was really In a bad way or not
I hadn~t even enough commerclallIlStlnct to see the reason why thmgs were
'chfficult'. The fact was that Father had been lut by competltion Sarazins', the
bIg retail seedsmen who had branches allover the home cOuntles, had stuck a
tentacle Into Lower Blnfield. SIX months earher they'd taken the lease of a
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shop 10 the market-place and dolled It up untIl what wIth brIght green paInt,
gIlt letterIng, garderung tools pamted red and green, and huge advertIsements
for sweet peas, It hIt you In the eye at a hundred yards' dIstance Sarazlns',
beSIdes sellIng flower seeds, descrIbed themselves as 'uruversal poultry and
lIvestock provIders', and apart from wheat and oats and so forth they went In
for patent poultry mIxtures, bIrd-seed done up In fancy packets, dog-bISCUIts
of all shapes and colours, medICInes, embrocatIons, and condltIOnmg powders,
and branched off Into such thmgs as rat-traps, dog-chaIns, Incubators, sarutary
eggs, bIrd-nestIng, bulbs, weed-kIller, InSeCtICIde, and even, In some
branches, mto what they called a 'lIvestock department', meanIng rabbIts and
day-old chIcks Father, WIth hIS dusty old shop and hIS refusal to stock new
lInes, couldn't compete WIth that kInd of thIng and dIdn't want to The
tradesmen WIth theIr van-horses, and such of the farmers as dealt WIth the
retaIl seedsmen, fought shy of SarazIns', but In SIX months they'd gathered In
the petty gentry of the neIghbourhood, who In those days had carrIages or
dogcarts and therefore horses ThIS meant a bIg loss of trade for Father and the
other corn merchant, WInkle I dIdn't grasp any of thIS at the tIme I had a
boy's attItude towards It all I'd never taken any Interest In the bUSIness I'd
never or hardly ever served In the shop, and when, as occasIOnally happened,
Father wanted me to run an errand or gIve a hand WIth somethmg, such as
hOIstmg sacks of grain up to the loft or down agaIn, I'd always dodged It
whenever pOSSIble Boys In our class aren't such complete babIes as publIc
schoolboys, they know that work IS work and SIxpence IS SIxpence, but It seems
natural for a boy to regard rus father's bUSIness as a bore Up tIll that tIme
fishIng-rods, bIcycles, fizzy lemonade, and so forth had seemed to me a good
deal more real than anythIng that happened In the grown-up world
Father had already spoken to old GrImmett, the grocer, who wanted a smart
lad and was wIllIng to take me Into the shop lIDmedIately MeanwhIle Father
was gOIng to get rId of the errand boy, and Joe was to come home and help WIth
the shop tll1 he got a regular Job Joe had left school some tIme back and had
been more or less loafing ever since Father had sometImes talked of 'getting
hlID Into' the accounts department at the brewery, and earlIer had even had
thoughts of makmg him mto an auctIOneer Both were completely hopeless
because Joe, at seventeen, wrote a hand lIke a ploughboy and couldn't repeat
the multIplIcatIOn table At present he was supposed to be 'learnIng the trade'
at a big bicycle shop on the outskIrts of Walton Tinkenng WIth bIcycles SUIted
Joe, who, lIke most half-WIts, had a slIght mechantcal turn, but he was qUIte
Incapable of workmg steadIly and spent\all hiS tune loafing about In greasy
overalls, smokIng WoodbInes, gettIng Into fights, drInkIng (he's started that
already), getting 'talked of with one gIrl after another, and stlcklOg Father for
money Father was worrIed, puzzled, and vaguely resentful I can see hIm yet,
WIth the meal on hIS bald head, and the bIt of grey haIr over hIS ears, and hIS
spectacles and hIS grey moustache. He couldn't understand what was
happerung to hun For years hIS profits had gone up, slowly and steadIly, ten
pounds this year, twenty pounds that year, and now suddenly they)d gone
down with a bump. He couldn't understand It He'd Inhented the bUSIness
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from hIS father, he'd done an honest trade, worked hard, sold sound goods,
SWIndled nobody-and hIS profits were gOlng down He saId a number oftlDles,
between suckIng at hIS teeth to get the crumb out, that tImes were very bad,
trade seemed very slack, he couldn't thmk what had come over people, It
wasn't as lithe horses dIdn't have to eat. Perhaps It was these here motors" he
deCIded finally 'Nasty smelly thIngs I' Mother put In She was a lIttle worned,
and knew that she ought to be more so Once or tWice whIle Father was talkmg
there was a far-away look In her eyes and I could see her hps movIng She was
trying to deCIde whether It should be a round of beef and carrots tomorrow or
another leg of mutton Except when there was somethmg In her own hne that
needed foreSIght, such as bUYIng hnen or saucepans, she wasn't really capable
of thlnkmg beyond tomorrow's meals The shop was gIVIng trouble and Father
was worned-that was about as far as she saw Into It None of us had any grasp
of what was happemng Father had had a bad year and lost money, but was he
really frIghtened by the future? I don't thInk so ThIS was 1909, remember He
dIdn't know what was happemng to hIm, he wasn't capable of foreseemg that
these SaraZIn people would systematIcally under-sell hIm, rum rum, and eat
hIm up How could he? ThIngs hadn't happened hke that when he was a young
man All he knew was that tImes were bad, trade was very 'slack', very cslow'
(he kept repeatIng these phrases), but probably thmgs would ~look up
presently'
It would be mce If I could tell you that I was a great help to my father m hIS
tIme of trouble, suddenly proved myself a man, and developed quahtles whIch
no one had suspected In me-and so on and so forth, hke the stuff you used to
read In the uplIft novels of thIrty years ago Or alternatIvely I'd lIke to be able
to record that I bItterly resented havmg to leave school, my eager young mInd,
yearnIng for knowledge and refinement, reCOIled from the soulless mechamcal
Job Into WhIch they were thrustIng me-and so on and so forthl lIke the stuff
you read In the uplIft novels today Both would be complete bunkum The
truth IS that I was pleased and eXCIted at the Idea of gomg to work, especIally
when I grasped that Old GrImmett was gOIng to pay me real wages, twelve
shllhngs a week, of whIch I could keep four for myself. The bIg carp at Bmfield
House, which had filled my mInd for three days past, faded nght out of It I'd
no objectIOn to leaVIng school a few terms early It generally happened the
same way WIth boys at our school A boy was always 'gOlng to' go to Readmg
UnIversIty, or study to be an engIneer, or 'go Into bUSIness' In London, or run
away to sea-and then suddenly, at two days' notIce, he'd dIsappear from
school, and a fortrught later you'd meet hun on a bIcycle, dehvermg
vegetables WIthIn five mInutes of Father tellIng me that I should have to leave
school I was wonderIng about the new SUIt I should wear to go to work In I
Instantly started demandIng a 'grown-up SUIt', Wlth a kInd of coat that was
fashIonable at that tUlle, a 'cutaway';I I dunk It was called Of course both
Mother and Father were scandalIzed and SaId they'd 'never heard of such a
tlung' For some reason that I've never fully fathomed, parents In those days
always tned to prevent theIr chddren wearIng grown-up clothes as long as
pOSSIble In every family there was a stand...up fight before a boy had hIs first
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tall collars or a gIrl put her haIr up
So the conversatIon veered away from Father's bUSIness troubles and
degenerated Into a long, naggIng kInd of argument, wIth Father gradually
gettIng angry and repeatIng over and over-droppIng an altch now and agaIn,
as he was apt to do when he got angry-eWell, you can't 'ave It Make up your
mmd to that-you can't 'ave It ' So I dIdn't have my 'cutaway', but went to
work for the first tIme In a ready-made black SUIt and a broad collar In whIch I
looked an overgrown lout Any dIstress I felt over the whole bUSIness really
arose from that Joe was even more selfish about It He was funous at haVIng to
leave the bIcycle shop, and for the short tIme that he remaIned at home he
merely loafed about, made a nUIsance of hImself and was no help to Father
whatever
I worked In old GrImmett's shop for nearly SIX years GrImmett was a fine,
upstandIng, whIte-whIskered old chap, lIke a rather stouter verSIOn of Uncle
Ezekiel, and lIke Uncle EzekIel a good LIberal But he was less of a firebrand
and more respected In the town He'd tnmmed hIS salls dUrIng the Boer War,
he was a bItter enemy of trade unIOns and once sacked an aSSIstant for
possessIng a photograph of Kelr HardIe, and he was 'chapel' -In fact he was a
big nOIse, lIterally, In the BaptIst Chapel, known locally as the TIn
Tab-whereas my famIly were 'church' and Uncle EzekIel was an Infidel at
that Old GrImmett was a town councIllor and an offiCial at the local LIberal
Party WIth hIS whIte whIskers, hIS cantIng talk about lIberty of conSCIence and
the Grand Old Man, hIS thumpIng bank balance, and the extempore prayers
you could sometImes hear hIm letting loose when you passed the Tin Tab, he
was a httle lIke a legendary NonconformIst grocer In the story-you've heard It,
I expect
'James l '
'Yess1r~'

'Have you sanded the sugar~'
'YesSIr"
'Have you watered the treacle~'
'Yesslr"
'Then come up to prayers'
God knows how often I heard that story whIspered 10 the shop We dId
actually start the day With a prayer before we put up the shutters Not that old
Grunmett sanded the sugar He knew that that doesn't pay But he was a sharp
m.an In bUSIness, he did all the high-class grocery trade of Lower Blnfield and
the country round, and he had three aSSIstants In the shop beSides the errand
boy, the van-man, and his own daughter (he was a WIdower) who acted as
cashIer I was the errand boy for my first SIX months Then one of the aSSIstants
left to 'set up' In ReadIng and I moved Into the shop and wore my first whIte
apron I learned to tle a parcel, pack a bag of currants, grind coffee, work the
bacon-slioer, carve ham) put an edge on a knife, sweep the fioor, dust eggs
Wtthout breaktng them) pass off an Inferior artIcle as a good one, clean a
WUldiYW, judge a pound of cheese by eye, open a packing-case, whack a slab of
bt$tta" fnto shape, and-what was a good deal the hardest-remember where the
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stock was kept I haven't such detaIled memOrIes of grocerIng as I have of
fishIng, but I remember a good deal To this day I know the trick of snapp10g a
bIt of stnng In my fingers If you put me In front of a bacon-shcer I could work
It better than I can a typewrIter I could sp10 you some pretty faIr techmcahtles
about grades of Chma tea and what margarme IS made of and the average
weIght of eggs and the pnce of paper bags per thousand
Well, for more than five years that was me-an alert young chap WIth a
round, PInk, snubby kInd of face and butter-coloured haIr (no longer cut short
but carefully greased and slIcked back 10 what people used to call a 'smarm'),
husthng about behInd the counter In a whIte apron WIth a pencIl beh10d my
ear, tYIng up bags of coffee hke hghtmng and JockeYlOg the customer along
WIth 'Yes, ma'am' CertaInly, ma'am' And the next order, ma'am!' In a VOIce
WIth Just a trace of a Cockney accent Old GrImmett worked us pretty hard, It
was an eleven-hour day except on Thursdays and Sundays, and Chnstmas
week was a nIghtmare Yet It'S a good tIme to look back on Don't thmk that I
had no ambItIOns I knew I wasn't gOIng to remaIn a grocer's asslstant for ever,
I was merely 'learnIng the trade' Some tIme, somehow or other, there'd be
enough money for me to 'set up' on my own That was how people felt In those
days ThIS was before the war, remember, and before the slumps and before
the dole The world was big enough for everyone Anyone could 'set up In
trade', there was always room for another shop And tIme was shpPIng on
1909, 1910, 1911 King Edward died and the papers came out WIth a black
border round the edge Two cInemas opened In Walton The cars got
commoner on the roads and cross-country motor-buses began to run An
aeroplane-a flImsy, rIckety-lookmg dung WIth a chap sIttmg In the mIddle on a
kInd of chaIr-flew over Lower Bmfield and the whole town rushed out of their
houses to yell at It People began to say rather vaguely that thiS here German
Emperor was gettIng too bIg for hIS boots and 'It' (meamng war WIth
Germany) was 'comIng some tIme My wages went gradually up, untIl finally,
Just before the war) they were twenty-eIght shIllIngs a week I paId Mother ten
shIllIngs a week for my board, and later, when tImes got worse, fifteen
shIllIngs, and even that left me feelIng rIcher than I've felt SInce I grew
another Inch, my moustache began to sprout, I wore button boots and collars
three Inches hIgh In church on Sundays, In my natty dark grey SUIt, WIth my
bowler hat and blackdogskln gloves on the pew beSIde me, I looked the perfect
gent, so that Mother could hardly contaIn her pnde lD me In between work
and 'walkIng out' on Thursdays, and thInkmg about clothes and girlS, I had fits
of ambItIon and saw myself developIng mto a BIg BUSIness Man bke Lever or
WIllIam Whiteley Between SIxteen and eIghteen I made serIOUS efforts to
'Improve my mInd' and traIn myself for a busmess career I cured myself of
drOPPIng altche.s and got rId of most of my Cockney accent (In the Thames
Valley the country: accents were gOlIlg out Except for the farm lads, nearly
everyone who was born later than 1890 talked Cockney,) I dId a
correspondence course WIth Llttleburns' CommerCIal A.cademy, learnt bookkeepIng and busmess Enghsh, read solemnly through a book of frIghtful blah
called The Art of Salesmansh'tp, and unproved my arIthmeUc and even my
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handwnting When I was as old as seventeen I've sat up late at nIght wIth my
tongue hangIng out of my mouth, practlSIng copperplate by the httle oll-lamp
on the bedroom table At tImes I read enormously, generally cnme and
adventure stones, and sometImes paper-covered books whIch were furtlVely
passed round by the chaps at the shop and descnbed as 'hot' (They were
translatIOns of Maupassant and Paul de Kock ) But when I was eIghteen I
suddenly turned hIghbrow, got a tIcket for the County LIbrary, and began to
stodge through books by Mane Corelh and Hall Came and Anthony Hope It
was at about that tIme that I JOIned the Lower Bmfield ReadIng CIrcle, WhIch
was run by the VIcar and met one evemng a week all through the WInter for
what was called 'hterary dISCUSSIOn' Under pressure from the VIcar I read bIts
of Sesame and Lzlzes and even had a go at Brownmg
And tIme was slIppIng away 1910, 1911, 1912 And Father's bUSIness was
gomg down-not slumpIng suddenly Into the gutter, but It was gOIng down
NeIther Father nor Mother was ever qUIte the same after Joe ran away from
home ThIs happened not long after I went to work at Gnmmett's
Joe, at eIghteen, had grown Into an ugly ruffian He was a hefty chap, much
bIgger than the rest of the famIly, WIth tremendous shoulders, a bIg head, and a
sulky, lowenng kInd of face on WhICh he already had a respectable moustache
When he wasn't In the tap-room of the George he was loafing In the shop
doorway, WIth hIS hands dug deep Into hIS pockets, scowhng at the people who
passed, except when they happened to be gIrlS, as though he'd hke to knock
them down If anyone came Into the shop he'd move aSIde Just enough to let
them pass, and, WIthout takmg hIS hands out of hIS pockets, yell over hIS
shoulders 'Da-ad l ShopI' ThIS was as near as he ever got to helpIng Father and
Mother saId desPalnngly that they' dIdn't know what to do WIth hIm', and he
was costIng the devIl of a lot WIth hIS drInkIng and endless smoking Late one
mght he walked out of the house and was never heard of agaIn He'd pnsed
open the tIll and taken all the money that was In It, luckIly not much, about
eIght pounds. That was enough to get hIm a steerage passage to Amenca He'd
always wanted to go to AmerIca, and I thInk he probably dId so, though we
never knew for certaIn I t made a bIt of a scandal In the town The offiCIal
theory was that Joe had bolted because he'd put a girl In the fanuly way There
was a gIrl named Sally ChIvers who hved In the same street as the SImmonses
and was gOIng to have a baby, and Joe had certamly been WIth her, but so had
about a dozen others, and nobody knew whose baby It was Mother and Father
accepted the baby theory and even, In pnvate, used It to excuse theIr 'poor boy'
for steahng the eIght pounds and running away They weren't capable of
graspIng that Joe had cleared out because he couldn't stand a decent
respectable hfe In a little country town and wanted a hfe of loafing, fights, and
women. We never heard of hun agaIn Perhaps he went utterly to the bad,
perhaps he was kdled In the war, perhaps he merely dIdn't bother to Write.
Lueklly the baby was born dead, so there were no complIcatIOns As for the
fact that Joe had s1.iOien the eight pounds, Mother and Father managed to keep
it neGret nn they died. In theIr eyes It was a much worse dIsgrace than Sally
Ch1Tet.$~S ~by
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The trouble over Joe aged Father a great deal To lose Joe was merely to cut
a loss, but It hurt hIm and made hIm ashamed From that tIme forward hIs
moustache was much greyer and he seemed to have grown a lot smaller
Perhaps my memory of hIm as a httle grey man, WIth a round, hned, aIlXlOUS
face and dusty spectacles, really dates from that tlme By slow degrees he was
gettIng more and more Involved In money WOfnes and less and less Interested
In other tmngs He talked less about pohncs and the Sunday papers, and more
about the badness of trade Mother seemed to have shrunk a httle, too In my
chIldhood I'd known her as somethIng vast and overflowIng, WIth her yellow
haIr and her beamIng face and her enormous bosom, a sort of great opulent
creature hke the figure-head of a battleshIp Now she'd got smaller and more
anxIOUS and older than her years She was less lordly In the kitchen, went In
more for neck of mutton, worrIed over the prIce of coal, and began to use
margarIne, a thIng WhICh In the old days she'd never have allowed Into the
house Mter Joe had gone Father had to hIre an errand boy agaIn, but from
then on he employed very young boys whom he only kept for a year or two and
who couldn't hft heavy weIghts I sometImes lent hIm a hand when I was at
home I was too selfish to do It regularly I can stIll see hIm workmg hIS way
slowly across the yard, bent double and almost hIdden under an enormous
sack, hke a snaIl under Its shell The huge, monstrous sack, weIghIng a
hundred and fifty pounds, I suppose, pressmg hIS neck and shoulders almost
to the ground, and the anXIOUS, spectacled face lookmg up from underneath It
In 1911 he ruptured hImself and had to spend weeks 10 hospItal and hIre a
temporary manager for the shop, wmch ate another hole In hIS capItal A small
shopkeeper gOIng down the hIll IS a dreadful thmg to watch, but It Isn't sudden
and ObVIOUS lIke the fate of a worktng man who gets the sack and promptly
finds hImself on the dole It's Just a gradual chlppmg away of trade, With lIttle
ups and downs, a few shIlbngs to the bad here, a few SIxpences to the good
there Somebody Who's dealt WIth you for years suddenly deserts and goes to
Sarazins' Somebody else buys a dozen hens and gIves you a weekly order for
corn You can stIll keep gOIng You're stIll (your own master', always a httle
more worried and a lIttle shabbIer, WIth your capItal shrInkmg all the tIme
You can go on hke that for years, for a lIfetune If you're lucky Uncle Ezekiel
dIed In 1911, leaVIng £120 WhICh must have made a lot of dIfference to Father
It wasn't tl111913 that he had to mortgage hIS lIfe-Insurance polIcy That I
dIdn't hear about at the tIme, or I'd have understood what It meant As It was I
don't trunk I ever got further than reahzmg that Father 'wasn't domg well',
trade was 'slack', there'd be a bIt longer to WaIt before I had the money to 'set
up' LIke Father hunself, I looked on the shop as somethIng permanent, and I
was a bIt mchned to be angry Wlth him for not managIng thIngs better I wasn't
capable of seeIng, and neIther was he nor anyone else, that he was being slowly
rmned, that lus busmess would never plCk up agaIn and if he lived to be
seventy he'd cert311Uy erld lU the workhouse Many a tune rve passed
Sarazms' sh0'p Ul'the Oilat.ket...place and merely thought how much I preferred
their shck wtadow...front t-() Father's dusty old shop, with the ~S. Bowbng'
which you ~d' kcdly read~ the e1Upped wtute lettermg, and the faded
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packets of bIrd-seed It dIdn't occur to me that Sarazms' were tapeworms who
were eatIng hIm alIve SometImes I used to repeat to hIm some of the stuff I'd
been readIng In my correspondence-course textbooks, about salesmanshIp and
modern methods He never paId much attentIon He'd InherIted an oldestablIshed busIness, he'd always worked hard, done a faIr trade, and supplIed
sound goods, and thmgs would look up presently It's a fact that very few
shopkeepers In those days actually ended In the workhouse WIth any luck you
dIed wIth a few pounds stIll your own It was a race between death and
bankruptcy, and, thank God, death got Father first, and Mother too
191 1,1912, 1913 I tell you It was a good tIme to be alIve It was late In 1912,
through the VIcar's ReadIng CIrcle, that I first met ElSIe Waters TIll then,
although, lIke all the rest of the boys In the town, I'd gone out lookIng for gIrlS
and occasIOnally managed to connect up WIth thIS gIrl or that and 'walk out' a
few Sunday afternoons, I'd never really had a gIrl of my own It's a queer
busmess, that chasmg of gIrlS when you're about SIxteen At some recognIzed
part of the town the boys stroll up and down In paIrs, watchIng the gIrlS, and
the gIrls stroll up and down In paIrs, pretendIng not to notIce the boys, and
presently some kInd of contact IS establIshed and Instead of twos they're
traIlmg along In fours, all four utterly speechless The chIef feature of those
walks-and It was worse the second tIme, when you went out WIth the gul
alone-was the ghastly faIlure to make any kInd of conversatIon But ElSIe
Waters seemed drfferent The truth was that I was grOWing up
I don't want to tell the story of myself and ElSIe Waters, even If there was
any story to tell It's merely that she's part of the pIcture, part of 'before the
war' Before the war It was always summer-a delUSIOn, as I've remarked
before, but that's how I remember It The whIte dusty road stretchIng out
between the chestnut trees, the smell of nIght-stocks, the green pools under the
wlllows, the splash of Burford WeIr-that's what I see when I shut my eyes and
thmk of ~before the war', and towards the end ElSIe Waters IS part of It
I don't know whether ElSIe would be conSIdered pretty now She was then
She was tall for a gIrl, about as tall as I am, With pale gold, heavy kind of haIr
WhICh she wore somehow plaIted and coIled round her head, and a delIcate,
CUrIously gentle face She was one of those gIrlS that always look theIr best In
black, especIally the very plaIn black dresses they made them wear In the
drapery-she worked at Lilywhite's, the drapers, though she came OrIgInally
from London I suppose she would have been two years older than I was
I'm grateful to ElSIe, because she was the first person who taught me to care
about a woman I don't mean women ln general, I mean an IndIVIdual woman
I'd met her at the ReadIng CIrcle and hardly notIced her, and then one day I
went Into Lilywhlte's dUrIng workIng hours, a thing I wouldn't normally have
been able to do, but as It happened we'd run out of butter mushn and old
Grunmett sent me to buy some You know the atmosphere of a draper's shop
It's :sometlung peculIarly femIrune. There's a hushed feeling, a subdued hght,
a cool s>meU of cloth, and a famt WhIrrIng from the wooden balls of change
rolling to and fro ElSIe was leamng agaInst the counter, cuttIng off a length of
cloth wtth the blg sCIssors There was somethIng about her black dress and the
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curve of her breast against the counter-I can't describe It, something curiously
soft, curiously femlmne As soon as you saw her you knew that you could take
her In your arms and do what you wanted with her She was really deeply
femlmne, very gentle, very submissive, the kmd that would always do what a
man told her, though she wasn't either small or weak She wasn't even stupid,
only rather sIlent and, at times, dreadfully refined But In those days I was
rather refined myself
We were hVlng together for about a year Of course m a town lIke Lower
Blnfield you could only hve together In a figurative sense OffiCially we were
'walking out', which was a recognized custom and not qUite the same as bemg
engaged There was a road that branched off from the road to Upper Bmfield
and ran along under the edge of the hIlls There was a long stretch of It, nearly a
mIle, that was qUite straIght and frmged With enormous horse-chestnut trees,
and on the grass at the side there was a footpath under the boughs that was
known as Lovers'
Lane We used to go there on the May evenmgs, when the
l
chestnuts were In blossom Then the short mghts came on, and It was hght for
hours after we'd left the shop You know the feelIng of a June evenmg The
kind of blue tWIhght that goes on and on, and the aIr brushmg agamst your face
hke sIlk SometImes on Sunday afternoons we went over Chamford HIll and
down to the water-meadows along the Thames I913' My God' I9I3' The
stIllness, the green water, the rushmg of the weir' It'll never come agam I
don't mean that I9I3 Will never come agam I mean the feelmg mSlde you, the
feehng of not being In a hurry and not being frightened, the feehng you've
either had and don't need to be told about, or haven't had and won't ever have
the chance to learn
It wasn't till late summer that we began what's called hVlng together I'd
been too shy and clumsy to begin, and too Ignorant to realIze that there'd been
others before me. One Sunday afternoon we went Into the beech woods round
Upper Blnfield. Up there you could always be alone I wanted her very badly,
and I knew qUite well that she was only waltmg for me to begin Something, I
don't know what, put It Into my head to go Into the grounds ofBInfield House
Old Hodges, who was past seventy and gettmg very crusty, was capable of
turnIng us out, but he'd probably be asleep on a Sunday afternoon We slIpped
through a gap In the fence and down the footpath between the beeches to the
big pool It was four years or more SInce I'd been that way Nothmg had
changed Still the utter solItude, the hIdden feehng wlth the great trees all
round you, the old boat-house rottIng among the bulrushes We lay down in
the lIttle grass hollow beSide the wIld peppermlOt, and we were as much alone
as If we'd been In Central Africa I'd kIssed her God knows how many tImes,
and then I'd got up and was wanderIng about again I wanted her very badly,
and wanted to take the plunge, only I was half-frIghtened And cunously
enough there was another thought 10 my mlOd at the same time It suddenly
struck me that for years ra meant to-eome back here and had never come Now
I was so near, Itseenxed a PIty not to go down to the other pool and have a look
at the bIg carp I felt r d klck mY$elf afterwards If I missed the chance, in fact I
couldn't! thiak why I hadn't been back before The carp were stored away in
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my mInd, nobody knew about them except me, I was gOIng to catch them some
tIme PractIcally they were my carp I actually started wandenng along the
bank In that directlOn, and then when 1'd gone about ten yards I turned back
It meant crashIng your way through a kInd of Jungle of brambles and rotten
brushwood, and I was dressed up In my Sunday best Dark-grey SUIt, bowler
hat, button boots, and a collar that almost cut my ears off That was how people
dressed for Sunday afternoon walks In those days And I wanted ElSIe very
badly I went back and stood over her for a moment She was lying on the grass
WIth her arm over her face, and she dtdn't stIr when she heard me come In her
black dress she looked-I don't know how, kInd of soft, kind of YIeldIng, as
though her body was a kInd of malleable stuff that you could do what you lIked
WIth She was mIne and I could have her, thIS mlnute If I wanted to Suddenly
I stopped beIng frIghtened, I chucked my hat on to the grass (It bounced, I
remember), knelt down, and took hold of her I can smell the WIld peppermInt
yet It was my first tIme, but It wasn't hers, and we dIdn't make such a mess of
It as you mIght ~xpect So that was that The bIg carp faded out of my mInd
agaIn, and In fact for years afterwards I hardly thought about them
1913 1914 The spnng of 1914 FIrst the blackthorn, then the hawthorn,
then the chestnuts In blossom Sunday afternoons along the towpath, and the
WInd rIpplIng the beds of rushes so that they swayed all together In great thIck
masses and looked somehow hke a woman's haIr The endless June evenIngs,
the path under the chestnut trees, an owl hootIng somewhere and ElSIe's body
agaInst me It was a hot July that year How we sweated In the shop, and how
the cheese and the ground coffee smelt' And then the cool of the evenIng
outSIde, the smell of nlght-stocks and pIpe-tobacco In the lane behInd the
allotments, the soft dust underfoot, and the nlghtJars hawkIng after the
cockchafers
ChrIst' What's the use of saYIng that one oughtn't to be sentlmental about
'before the war'';) I am sentunental about It So are you If you remember It It's
qUIte true that If you look back on any specIal perIod of tIme you tend to
remember the pleasant bItS That's true even of the war But It's also true that
people then had somethIng that we haven't got now
What";> It was SImply that they dIdn't thmk of the future as somethIng to be
terrIfied of It Isn't that hfe was softer then than now Actually It was harsher
People on the whole worked harder, hved less comfortably, and dIed more
paInfully The farm hands worked frIghtful hours for fourteen shIllIngs a week
and ended up as worn-out crIpples WIth a five-shIllIng old-age penSIon and an
occaslOnal half-crown from the parIsh And what was called 'respectable'
poverty was even worse When lIttle Watson, a small draper at the other end of
the HIgh Street, 'faded' after years of strugglmg, hIS personal assets were
£'2 9S. 6d., and he dIed almost l!D.medtately of what was called 'gastnc trouble',
but the dOCtor let It out that It was starvatIon. Yet he'd clung to rus frock coat to
the last. Old Cnmp; the watclunaker's aSSIstant, a skIlled workman who'd been
at the ;'ob, man and boy, for fifty years, got cataract and had to go into the
workhouse. His grandcluldren were howlIng In the street when they took hun
aW8.Jr. Hu; WIfe went out channg) and by desperate efforts managed to send him
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a shIlhng a week for pocket-money You saw ghastly thmgs happemng
sometImes Small bUSInesses shdlng down the hIll, sohd tradesmen turnIng
gradually Into broken-down bankrupts, people dymg by mches of cancer and
bver dIsease, drunken husbands sIgnmg the pledge every Monday and
breakIng It every Saturday, glrls rUlned for hfe by an lllegltimate baby The
houses had no bathrooms, you broke the Ice m your baSIn on wmter morrungs,
the back streets stank hke the devll In hot weather, and the churchyard was
bang In the mIddle of the town, so that you never went a day WIthout
rememberIng how you'd got to end And yet what was It that people had m
those days? A feehng of securIty, even when they weren't secure More exactly,
It was a feelmg of cOntInUlty All of them knew they'd got to dIe, and I suppose
a few of them knew they were gOIng to go bankrupt, but what they dIdn't know
was that the order of thIngs could change Whatever mIght happen to
themselves, thIngs would go on as they'd known them I don't belIeve It made
very much dIfference that what's called relIgIOUS belIef was stlll prevalent m
those days It's true that nearly everyone went to church, at any rate In the
country-ElsIe and I stIll went to church as a matter of course, even when we
were bVIng In what the VIcar would have called sm-and If you asked people
whether they belIeved m a hfe after death they generally answered that they
dId But I've never met anyone who gave me the ImpreSSIOn of really belIeVIng
In a future hfe I thInk that, at most, people bebeve m that kmd of thIng In the
same way as kIds beheve In Father ChrIstmas But It's preCIsely In a settled
penod, a perIod when CIVIlIzatIOn seems to stand on Its four legs lIke an
elephant, that such thIngs as a future hfe don't matter It's easy enough to dIe If
the thIngs you care about are gOIng to surVIve You've had your lIfe, you're
gettIng tIred, It's tIme to go underground-that's how people used to see It
IndIVIdually they were finished, but theIr way of lIfe would contInue TheIr
good and evll would remaIn good and evll They dIdn't feel the ground they
stood on shIftIng under theIr feet
Father was fallIng, and he dIdn't know It It was merely that urnes were very
bad, trade seemed to dWIndle and dWIndle, hIS bIlls were harder and harder to
meet Thank God, he never even knew that he was rmned, never actually went
bankrupt, because he dIed very suddenly (It was mfluenza that turned Into
pneumonIa) at the begmnlng of 1915 To the end he beheved that WIth thrIft,
hard work, and faIr deahng a man can't go wrong There must have been
plenty of small shopkeepers who carrIed that bebef not merely on to bankrupt
deathbeds but even Into the workhouse Even Lovegrove the saddler, WIth cars
and motor-vans starIng hIm III the face, dIdn't realIze that he was as out of date
as the rrunoceros And Mother too-Mother never hved to know that the hfe
she'd been brought up to, the hfe of a decent God-fearmg shopkeeper's
daughter and a decent God-feanng shopkeeper's WIfe In the reIgn of good
Queen VIe, was finIshed for ever. TImes were dIfficult and trade was bad,
Father was warned and thIS and that was 'aggravatIng) but you earned on
much the same as usual The old English order of hfe couldn'v-change. For
ever and ever decent God-fearlng women would cook YorkshIre pudchng and
apple dumphngs on enormous coal ranges, wear woollen underclothes and
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sleep on feathers, make plum Jam In July and pIckles In October, and read
Hzlda's Home Companzon In the afternoons, wIth the flIes buzzing round, In a
sort of cosy httle underworld of stewed tea, bad legs, and happy endings I
don't say that either Father or Mother was qUIte the same to the end They
were a bit shaken, and sometImes a httle dIspirited But at least they never
hved to know that everythIng they'd beheved In was Just so much Junk They
hved at the end of an epoch, when everythIng was dIssolVIng Into a sort of
ghastly flux, and they dIdn't know It They thought It was eternIty You
couldn't blame them That was what It felt lIke
Then came the end of July, and even Lower Blnfield grasped that thIngs
were happenIng For days there was tremendous vague eXCItement and endless
leading articles In the papers, whIch Father actually brought In from the shop
to read aloud to Mother And then suddenly the posters everywhere
GERMAN ULTIMATUM FRANCE
MOBILIZING

For several days (four days, wasn't It'~ I forget the exact dates) there was a
strange stIfled feelIng, a kInd of waItIng hush, LIke the moment before a
thunderstorm breaks, as though the whole of England was SIlent and lIstenIng
I t was very hot, I remember In the shop It was as though we couldn't work,
though already everyone In the neIghbourhood who had five bob to spare was
rushIng In to buy quantItIes of tinned stuff and flour and oatmeal It was as If
we were too feverIsh to work, we only sweated and waIted In the evenIngs
people went down to the raIlway statlOn and fought hke devIls over the evenIng
papers whIch arrIved on the London tratn And then one afternoon a boy came
rushIng down the HIgh Street WIth an armful of papers, and people were
comIng Into thel! doorways to shout across the street Everyone was shoutIng
'We've come In' We've come In" The boy grabbed a poster from hIS bundle
and stuck It on the shop-front opposIte
ENGLAND DECLARES WAR ON
GERMANY
We rushed out on to the pavement, all three aSSIstants, and cheered
Everybody was cheerIng Yes, cheerIng But old Gnmmett, though he'd
already done pretty well out of the war-scare, stIll held on to a httle of hIS
LIberal prInCIples, 'didn't hold' WIth the war, and said It would be a bad
business
Two months later I was In the Army Seven months later I was In France.

8
I wasn't wounded tIll late In 1916
We'd Just come out of the trenches and were marchIng over a bIt of road a
mIle or so back whIch was supposed to be safe, but whIch the Germans must
have got the range of some tIme earlIer Suddenly they started puttIng a few
shells over-It was heavy HE stuff, and they were only firmg about one a
mInute There was the usual zwee-e-e-e l and then BOOM I III a field somewhere
over to the rIght I thInk It was the thIrd shell that got me I knew as soon as I
heard It comIng that It had my name WrItten on It They say you always know
It dIdn't say what an ordInary shell says It saId 'I'm after you, you b-, you~
you b-, youl'-all thIS In the space of about three seconds And the last YOU
was the explOSIOn
I felt as If an enormous hand made of aIr were sweepIng me along And
presently I came down WIth a sort of burst, shattered feehng among a lot of old
tIn cans, splInters of wood, rusty barbed WIre, turds, empty cartrIdge cases,
and other muck In the dItch at the SIde of the road When they'd hauled me out
and cleaned some of the dIrt off me they found that I wasn't very badly hurt It
was only a lot of small shell-splInters that had lodged In one Side of my bottom
and down the backs of my legs. But luckIly I'd broken a rIb In fallIng, whIch
made It Just bad enough to get me back to England I spent that wInter In a
hospItal camp on the downs near Eastboume
Do you remember those war-tIme hospItal camps:> The long rows of wooden
huts lIke chIcken-houses stuck right on top of those beastly ICY downs-the
'south coast', people used to call It, whIch made me wonder what the north
coast could be lIke-where the WInd seems to blow at you from all dIrectIons at
once And the droves of blokes In theIr pale-blue flannel SUItS and red tIes,
wanderIng up and down lookIng for a place out of the WInd and never findmg
one SometImes the kIds from the slap-up boys' schools In Eastbourne used to
be led round In crocodIles to hand out fags and peppermmt creams to the
'wounded Tommies', as they called us A pInk-faced kId of about eIght would
walk up to a knot of wounded men SIttIng on the grass, spItt open a packet of
WoodbInes and solemnly hand one fag to each man, Just hke feedmg the
monkeys at the zoo Anyone who was strong enough used to wander for mIles
over the downs In hopes of meetIng girls There were ne~er enough girls to go
round In the v.alley below the camp there was a bit of a spmney, and long
before dusk you 7d see a couple glued agamst every tree, and sometimes, if It
happened to be a tlnck tree, one on each SIde of It My chief memory of that
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time IS sitting against a gorse-bush In the freeZing Wind, With my fingers so
cold I couldn't bend them and the taste of a peppermint cream In my mouth
That's a typical soldIer's memory But I was gettIng away from a Tommy's
lIfe, all the same The C 0 had sent my name In for a commiSSIOn a lIttle
before I was wounded By thiS tIme they were desperate for officers and anyone
who wasn't actually Ilhterate could have a commiSSion If he wanted one I went
straight from the hospital to an officers' traIning camp near Colchester
It's very strange, the things the war did to people It was less than three
years since I'd been a spry young shop-aSSistant, bending over the counter In
my white apron With 'Yes, madam' CertaInly, madam' And the next order,
madam?' WIth a grocer's lIfe ahead of me and about as much notIOn of
becomIng an Army officer as of gett10g a knighthood And he.re I was already,
swaggerIng about 10 a gorblImey hat and a yellow collar and more or less
keepIng my end up among a crowd of other temporary gents and some who
weren't even temporary And-thIS IS really the pOInt-not feelIng It In any way
strange Nothing seemed strange In those days
It was lIke an enormous machme that had got hold of you You'd no sense of
actIng of your own free Will, and at the same tIme no notIOn of trYing to resist
Ifpeople didn't have some such feelIng as that, no war could last three months
The armIes would Just pack up and go home Why had I JOIned the Army? Or
the mlllIon other Idiots who JOIned up before conSCrIptIOn came In? Partly for a
lark and partly because of England my England and Britons never never and
all that stuff But how long dId that last? Most of the chaps I knew had
forgotten all about It long before they got as far as France The men In the
trenches weren't patrIOtIC, dIdn't hate the KaIser, didn't care a damn about
gallant lIttle BelgIum and the Germans raping nuns on tables (It was always 'on
tables') as though that made It worse) 10 the streets of Brussels On the other
hand It dIdn't occur to them to try and escape The machtne had got hold of
you and It could do what It lIked WIth you It lIfted you up and dumped you
down among places and thIngs you'd never dreamed of, and If It had dumped
you down on the surface of the moon It wouldn't have seemed partIcularly
strange The day I JOIned the Army the old hfe was finIshed It was as though It
dtdn't concern me any longer I wonder If you'd beheve that from that day
forward I only once went back to Lower BInfield, and that was to Mother's
funeral? It sounds IncredIble now, but It seemed natural enough at the tIme
Partly, I admtt, It was on account of ElSIe, whom, of course, I'd stopped
wntIng to after two or three months No doubt she'd pIcked up WIth someone
else, but I dIdn't want to meet her OtherWIse, perhaps, when I got a bIt of
leave I'd have gone down and seen Mother, who'd had fits when I JOIned the
Army but would have been proud of a son In umform
Father dIed In 1915. I was In France at the tlIDe I don't exaggerate when I
say that Father's death hurts me more now than It dId then At the ttme It was
Just a
of bad neWs whlch I accepted almost WIthout mterest, 1Il the sort of
empty~eackdapathetic way In wluch one accepted everythIng In the trenches
I remembe:r crawhng Into the doorway of the dugout to get enough lIght to
read the letter; and I remember Mother's tear-staIns on the letter, and the
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achIng feehng In my knees and the smell of mud Father's hfe-msurance pohcy
had been mortgaged for most of Its value, but there was a lIttle money m the
bank and Sarazins' were gOIng to buy up the stock and even pay some tmy
amount for the gOOd-WIll Anyway, Mother had a bIt over two hundred
pounds, besIdes the furnIture She went for the orne bemg to lodge wIth her
COUSIn, the WIfe of a small-holder who was domg pretty well out of the war,
near Doxley, a few mIles the other SIde of Walton It was only 'for the orne
beIng' There was a temporary feehng about everythmg In the old days,
WhICh as a matter of fact were barely a year old, the whole thmg would have
been an appalhng dIsaster WIth Father dead, the shop sold and Mother wIth
two hundred pounds In the world, you'd have seen stretchIng out In front of
you a kind of fifteen-act tragedy, the last act beIng a pauper's funeral But now
the war and the feelIng of not beIng one's own master overshadowed
everythIng People hardly thought In terms of thIngs lIke bankruptcy and the
workhouse any longer ThIS was the case even WIth Mother, who, God knows,
had only very dIm notIOns about the war BesIdes, she was already dYIng,
though neIther of us knew It.
She came across to see me m the hospItal at Eastbourne It was over two
years SInce I'd seen her, and her appearance gave me a bIt of a shock. She
seemed to have faded and somehow to have shrunken Partly It was because by
thIS tIme I was grown-up, I'd travelled, and everytmng looked smaller to me,
but there was no questIon that she'd got thInner, and also yellower She talked
In the old ramblIng way about Aunt Martha (that was the COUSIn she was
staYIng WIth), and the changes In Lower Blnfield SInce the war, and all the boys
who'd 'gone' (meanIng JOIned the Army), and her IndIgestIOn WhICh was
'aggravatIng', and poor Father's tombstone and what a lovely corpse he made
It was the old talk, the talk I'd lIstened to for years, and yet somehow It was lIke
a ghost talktng I t dIdn't concern me any longer I'd known her as a great
splendId protectIng kind of creature, a bIt hke a ShIP'S figure-head and a bIt lIke
a broody hen, and after all she was only a httle old woman m a black dress
EverythIng was changtng and fadIng That was the last tIme I saw her ahve I
got the WIre sayIng she was serIously III when I was at the tralning school at
Colchester, and put In for a week's urgent leave ImmedIately But It was too
late She was dead by the tIme I got to Doxley What she and everyone else had
ImagIned to be IndIgestIon was some kmd of Internal growth, and a sudden
chIll on the stomach put the final touch The doctor trIed to cheer me up by
tel1mg me that the growth was 'benevolent', whIch struck me as a queer thIng
to call It, seeIng that It had killed her.
Well, we buned her next to Father, and that was my last ghmpse of Lower
BInfield It had changed a lot, even In three years Some of the shops were shut,
some had dIfferent names over them Nearly all the men I'd known as boys
were gone, and some of them were dead. SId Lovegrove Was dead, ktlled on the
Somme GInger Watson, the farm lad who'd belonged to the Black Hand years
ago, the one who used to catch rabbIts alive, was dead in Egypt One of t):le
chaps who'd worked WIth me at Gr1.tl1Inett'g had lost both legs Old Lovegx:ove
had shut up hts shop and was bvmgm4cottagenear W~ltonona nnyannUlty~
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Old GrImmett, on the other hand, was dOIng well out of the war and had
turned patnonc and was a member of the local board whIch trIed conSCIentIOUS objectors The thmg WhICh more than anythIng else gave the town
an empty, forlorn kInd of look was that there were practIcally no horses left
Every horse worth takIng had been commandeered long ago The statIon fly
stIll eXIsted, but the brute that pulled It wouldn't have been able to stand up If
It hadn't been for the shafts For the hour or so that I was there before the
funeral I wandered round the town, saYIng how d'you do to people and
showmg off my umform LuckIly I dIdn't run Into ElSIe I sawall the changes,
and yet It was as though I dIdn't see them My mInd was on other thIngs,
chIefly the pleasure of bemg seen In my second-loot's umform, WIth my black
armlet (a thIng WhICh looks rather smart on khaki) and my new whIpcord
breeches I dIstInctly remember that I was stIll thInkIng about those whIpcord
breeches when we stood at the graveSIde And then they chucked some earth
on to the coffin and I suddenly realIzed what It means for your mother to be
lymg Wlth seven feet of earth on top of her, and somethIng kInd of tWItched
behmd my eyes and nose, but even then the whIpcord breeches weren't
altogether out of my mInd
Don't thInk I dIdn't feel for Mother's death I dId I wasn't In the trenches
any longer, I could feel sorry for a death But the thIng I dIdn't care a damn
about, dIdn't even grasp to be happenIng, was the paSSIng-away of the old hfe
I'd known After the funeral, Aunt Martha, who was rather proud of haVIng a
'real officer' for a nephew and would have made a splash of the funeral If I'd let
her, went back to Doxley on the bus and I took the fly down to the statIOn, to
get the traIn to London and then to Colchester We drove past the shop No
one had taken It SInce Father dIed. It was shut up and the WIndow-pane was
black WIth dust, and they'd burned the'S BowlIng' off the SIgnboard WIth a
plumber's blowflame Well, ther,e was the house where I'd been a cruld and a
boy and a young man, where I'd crawled about the kItchen floor and smelt the
saInfom and read 'Donovan the Dauntless', where I'd done my homework for
the Grammar School, mIxed bread paste, mended bIcycle punctures, and trIed
on my first rugh collar It had been as permanent to me as the PyramIds, and
now It would be Just an aCCIdent If I ever set foot In It agam Father, Mother,
Joe, the errand boys, old Nailer the terner, Spot, the one that came after
NaIler, Jadue the bullfinch, the cats, the mIce In the loft-all gone, nothIng left
but dust And I dIdn't care a damn I was sorry Mother was dead, I was even
sorry Father was dead, but all the time my mInd was on other thIngs I was a
bIt proud of beIng seen ridIng In a cab, a thing I hadn't yet got used to, and I
was thlnkmg of the SIt of my new whIpcord breeches, and my nIce smooth
officer's putt1es, so dIfferent from the grItty stuff the TOmmIes had to wear,
and of the other chaps at Colchester and the SIxty qUId Mother had left and the
beanos we'd have WIth It. Also I was thanking God that I hadn't happened to
run mto ElSIe
The war did extraordInary thIngs to people And what was more
exttaord1nary than the way It kIlled people was the way It sometImes dIdn~t kill
them It was like a great flood rushIng you along to death, and suddenly It
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would shoot you up some backwater where you'd find yourself domg
IncredIble and pOIntless thIngs and drawIng extra pay for them There were
labour battahons makIng roads across the desert that dIdn't lead anywhere,
there were chaps marooned on oceamc Islands to look out for German crUIsers
whIch had been sunk years earher, there were MimstrIeS of thIS and that WIth
armIes of clerks and tYPIsts WhIch went on eXIstmg years after theIr functIOn
had ended, by a kind of InertIa People were shoved mto meanmgless Jobs and
then forgotten by the authorItIes for years on end ThIs was what happened to
myself, or very hkely 1 wouldn't be here The whole sequence of events IS
rather InterestIng
A httle whIle after 1 was gazetted there was a call for officers of the A SeAs
soon as the 0 C of the traInIng camp heard that 1 knew somethmg about the
grocery trade (I dIdn't let on that I'd actually been behInd the counter) he told
me to send my name In That went through all rIght, and 1 was Just about to
leave for another tratmng-school for A S C officers somewhere m the
MIdlands when there was a demand for a young officer, WIth knowledge of the
grocery trade, to act as some kInd of secretary to SIr Joseph Cheam, who was a
bIg nOIse In the A S C God knows why they pIcked me out, but at any rate
they dId so I've sInce thought that they probably mIxed my name up WIth
somebody else's Three days later 1 was salutmg In SIr Joseph's office He was
a lean, uprIght, rather handsome old boy WIth grIzzled haIr and a gravelookIng nose whIch ImmedIately Impressed me He looked the perfect
profeSSIonal soldIer, the K C M G , D S 0 WIth bar type, and mIght have
been tWIn brother to the chap In the De Reszke advert, though m prIvate hfe he
was chaIrman of one of the bIg cham grocerIes and famous all over the world
for somethIng called the Cheam Wage-Cut System He stopped wrItmg as 1
came In and looked me over
'You a gentleman';)'
'No, sIr'
'Good Then perhaps we'll get some work done'
In about three mInutes he'd wormed out of me that I had no secretarIal
experIence, dIdn't know shorthand, couldn't use a typewrIter, and had worked
In a grocery at twenty-eIght shtlhngs a week However, he saId that I'd do,
there were too many gentlemen In thIS damned Army and he'd been lookmg
for somebody who could count beyond ten. I hked hIm and looked forward to
working for hIm, but Just at thIS moment the mysterIous powers that seemed to
be runmng the war drove us apart agaln Somethmg called the West Coast
Defence Force was beIng formed, or rather was hemg talked about, and there
was some vague Idea of establIshing dumps of ratIons and other stores at
varIOUS pOInts along the coast SU' Joseph was supposed to be respoIlSlble for
the dumps In the south-west corner of England. The day after I )omed rus
office he sent me down to check over th~ stores at a place called Twelve Mde
Dump, on the North Corrush Coast Or rather my Job was to find out wheth~
any stores eXIsted. Nobody seemed certain about tlus I"d Just got there and
dIscovered that the stores consl&ted cf eleven tlllS of bully beef when a wu.e
arrIved from the War Offi~e te1bng,me to take charge of the stores at Twelve
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MIle Dump and remain there tIll further notice I wired back 'No stores at
Twelve MIle Dump' Too late Next day came the official letter Informing me
that I was 0 C Twelve MIle Dump And that's really the end of the story I
remamed 0 C Twelve MIle Dump for the rest of the war
God knows what It was all about It's no use asking me what the West Coast
Defence Force was or what It was supposed to do Even at that time nobody
pretended to know In any case It didn't eXist It was Just a scheme that had
floated through somebody's mind-following on some vague rumour of a
German InvaSIOn VIa Ireland, I suppose-.and the food dumps which were
supposed to eXIst all along the coast were also ImagInary The whole thIng had
eXIsted for about three days, hke a sort of bubble, and then had been forgotten,
and I'd been forgotten WIth It My eleven tIns of bully beef had been left
behInd by some officers who had been there earher on some other mysterIous
mISSIon They'd also left behind a very deaf old man called PrIvate Lldgeblrd
What Lldgeblrd was supposed to be dOIng there I never dIscovered I wonder
whether you'll belIeve that I remaIned guardIng those eleven tIns of bully beef
from half-way through 19 I 7 to the beglnmng of 1919";> Probably you won't, but
It's the truth And at the tIme even that dIdn't seem partIcularly strange By
1918 one had SImply got out of the habIt of expectIng thIngs to happen In a
reasonable manner
Once a month they sent me an enormous offiCial form calhng upon me to
state the number and condItIOn of pick-axes, entrenchmg tools, COlIs of barbed
WIre, blankets, waterproof groundsheets, first-aId outfits, sheets of corrugated
tron, and tIns of plum and apple Jam under my care I Just entered 'nIl' against
everythIng and sent the form back NothIng ever happened Up In London
someone was qUietly fihng the forms, and sending out more forms, and fihng
those, and so on I t was the way things were happenIng The mysterious
higher-ups who were runmng the war had forgotten my eXistence I didn't Jog
theIr memory I was up a backwater that dIdn't lead anywhere, and after two
years m France I wasn't so burmng With patrIotIsm that I wanted to get out of
It
It was a lonely part of the coast where you never saw a soul except a few
yokels who'd barely heard there was a war on A quarter of am.Ile away, down a
lIttle hIll, the sea boomed and surged over enormous fiats of sand Nine months
of the year It rained, and the other three a raging Wind blew off the AtlantIc
There was nothing there except PrIvate Lldgeblrd, myself, two Army
huts-one of them a decentlsh two-roomed hut whIch I mhablted -and the
eleven tIns of bully beef. Lidgebird was a surly old devIl and I could never get
much out of hIm. except the fact that he'd been a market gardener before he
JOIned the Army It was Interestmg to see how rapIdly he was reverting to type
Even before I got to Twelve MIle Dump he'd dug a patch round one of the
huts and started plantIng spuds, In the autumn he dug another patch tIll he'd
got about half an acre under cultivatIon, at the begmmng of 1918 he started
k~nghens wmch had got to qUIte a number by the end of the summer, and
towards. the end of the year he suddenly produced a pIg from God knows
where. l~d&n't thmk It crossed hIS mInd to wonder what the devIl we were
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dOIng there, or what the West Coast Defence Force was and whether It actually
eXIsted It wouldn't surpnse me to hear that he's there st111, raIsmg pIgS and
potatoes on the spot where Twelve M11e Dump used to be I hope he IS Good
luck to hIm
Meanwhlle I was dOIng somethIng I'd never before had the chance to do as a
full-time Job-readIng
The officers who'd been there before had left a few books behInd, mostly
sevenpenny editlOns and nearly all of them the kmd of tnpe that people were
readIng In those days Ian Hay and Sapper and the CraIg Kennedy stones and
so forth But at some tIme or other somebody had been there who knew what
books are worth readIng and what are not I myself, at the tIme, dIdn't know
anytrung of the kInd The only books I'd ever voluntanly read were detectIve
stones and once In a way a smutty sex book God knows I don't set up to be a
hIghbrow even now, but If you'd asked me then for t1re-name of a 'good' book
I'd have answered The Woman Thou Gavest Me, or (In memory of the VIcar)
Sesame and Lzlzes In any case a 'good' book was a book one dIdn't have any
IntentlOn of readIng But there I was, In a Job where there was less than nothmg
to do, WIth the sea boomIng on the beach and the ram streamIng down the
wlndow-panes-and a whole row of books stanng me In the face on the
temporary shelf someone had ngged up agamst the wall of the hut Naturally I
started to read them from end to end, WIth, at the begInnmg, about as much
attempt to wscnmmate as a pIg workIng Its way through a pall of garbage
But In among them there were three or four books that were dIfferent from
the others No, you've got It wrong' Don't run away WIth the Idea that I
suddenly dIscovered Marcel Proust or Henry James or somebody I wouldn't
have read them even If I had These books I'm speakmg of weren't In the least
rughbrow But now and agaIn It so happens that you strIke a book WhICh IS
exactly at the mental level you've reached at the moment, so much so that It
seems to have been wntten especIally for you One of them was H G Wells's
The Hzstory of Mr Polly, In a cheap sh11hng editlOn whIch was fallmg to pIeces
I wonder If you can Imaglne the effect It had upon me, to be brought up as I'd
been brought up, the SOIl of a shopkeeper In a country town, and then to come
across a book hke that? Another was Compton MackenZIe's Sznzster Street It
had been the scandal of the season a few years back, and I'd even heard vague
rumours of It In Lower Blnfield Another was Conrad's Vzctory, parts of WhICh
bored me But books hke that started you thInkIng And there was a back
number of some magaZIne WIth a blue cover wruch had a short story of
D H Lawrence's In It I don't remember the name of It It was a story about a
German conscrlpt who shoves hIS sergeant-major over the edge of a
fortmcatlOn and then does a bunk and gets caught In hIS gIrl's bedroom" It
puzzled me a lot I couldn't make out what It was all about, and yet It left me
WIth a vague feelIng that I'd lIke to read some others lIke It.
Well, for several months I had an appet1te for books that was almost hke
phYSIcal tlurst~ It was the first real go-m at reading that I'd had sil'lce my Dlclt
Donovan days At the begmmng I had no Idea how to set about gettIng hold of
books I th()ught the only way was to buy them That's Interesting, I think It

502

Comzng up for Azr

shows you the dIfference UpbrIngIng makes I suppose the chIldren of the
mIddle classes, the £500 a year mIddle classes, know all about Mudle's and the
TImes Book Club when they're In theIr cradles A bIt later I learned of the
eXIstence of lendIng hbrarles and took out a SUbSCrIptIOn at Mudle's and
another at a hbrary In BrIstol And what I read dUrIng the next year or so'
Wells, Conrad, Klphng, Galsworthy, Barry PaIn, W W Jacobs" Pett RIdge,
Ohver Omons, Compton MackenZIe, H Seton MerrIman, Maunce BarIng,
Stephen McKenna, May SInclaIr, Arnold Bennett, Anthony Hope, Ehnor
Glyn, 0 Henry, Stephen Leacock, and even SIlas HockIng and Jean Stratton
Porter How many of the names In that lIst are known to you, I wonder":> Half
the books that people took senously In those days are forgotten now But at the
begInnIng I swallowed them all down lIke a whale that's got In among a shoal of
shrImps I Just revelled In them After a bIt, of course, I grew more hIghbrow
and began to dIstInguIsh between trIpe and not-trIpe I got hold of Lawrence's
Sons and Lovers and sort of half-enJoyed It, and I got a lot of kICk out of Oscar
WIlde's Dorzan Gray and Stevenson's New Arabzan Nzghts Wells was the
author who made the bIggest ImpreSSIOn on me I read George Moore's Esther
Waters and hked It, and I tried several of Hardy's novels and always got stuck
about half-way through I even had a go at Ibsen, who left me WIth a vague
ImpreSSIOn that In Norway It'S always raImng
It was queer, really Even at the tIme It struck me as queer I was a secondloot WIth hardly any Cockney accent left, I could already dIstInguIsh between
Arnold Bennett and ElInor Glyn, and yet It was only four years SInce I'd been
shc10g cheese behInd the counter In my whIte apron and lookIng forward to the
days when I'd be a master-grocer If I tot up the account, I suppose I must
admIt that the war dld me good as well as harm At any rate that year of readIng
novels was tile only real educatIOn, In the sense of book-learnIng, that I've ever
had It dId certaIn thIngs to my mInd It gave me an attItude, a kInd of
questIOn1Og attItude, whIch I probably wouldn't have had if I'd gone through
life 10 a normal sensIble way But-I wonder If you can understand thIs-the
thIng that really changed me, really made an ImpreSSIon on me, wasn't so much
the books I read as the rotten meamnglessness of the hfe I was leading
It really was unspeakably meaningless, that tIme 10 1918. Here I was, SIttIng
beSIde the stove In.an Army hut, readIng novels, and a few hundred miles away
In France the guns were roaIlng and droves of wretched children, wett10g theIr
bags WIth fright, were beIng drIven Into the machIne-gun barrage hke you'd
shoot small coke Into a furnace. I was one of the lucky ones The higher-ups
had taken their eye off me, and here I was in a snug lIttle bolt-hole, draWIng
pay for a Job that didn't eXIst At tImes I got Into a paruc and made sure they'd
remember about me and dig me out, but It never happened The offiCIal forms,
on grItty grey paper, came in once a month, and I filled them up and sent them
back, and more forms came In, and I filled them up and sent them back, and so
It went on~ The whole thing had about as much sense In It as a lunatic's dream
The ~tfect of; all this, plus the books I Was read1Og, was to leave me wlth a
:feeling of disbehef Itt everythIng
I ~'t the only one. The war was full of loose ends and forgotten corners.
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By thIS tIme lIterally mIllions of people were stuck up backwaters of one klOd
and another Whole armIes were rottIng away on fronts that people had
forgotten the names of There were huge MlOIstrleS wIth hordes of clerks and
tYPISts all drawIng two pounds a week and upwards for pIlIng up mounds of
paper Moreover they knew perfectly well that all they were dolOg was to pIle
up mounds of paper Nobody belIeved the atrocIty storIes and the gallant lIttle
BelgIum stuff any longer The soldIers thought the Germans were good
fellows and hated the French hke pOlson Every JUnIor officer looked on the
General Staff as mental defectIves A sort of wave of dIsbelIef was movlOg
across England, and It even got as far as Twelve MIle Dump It would be an
exaggeratIOn to say that the war turned people IOta hIghbrows, but It dId turn
them Into nIhIlIsts for the tlffie beIng People who 10 a normal way would have
gone through hfe wIth about as much tendency to thInk for themselves as a
suet puddIng were turned Into Bolshles Just by the war What should I be now
If It hadn't been for the war";> I don't know, but somethIng dIfferent from what I
am If the war dIdn't happen to kill you It was bound to start you thInklOg
After that unspeakable IdIotIc mess you couldn't go on regardlOg socIety as
somethIng eternal and unquestIOnable, lIke a pyramId You knew It was Just a
balls-up

9
The war had Jerked me out of the old hfe 1'd known, but In the queer penod
that came afterwards I forgot It almost completely
I know that In a sense one never forgets anythmg You remember that pIece
of orange-peel you saw In the gutter thIrteen years ago, and that coloured
poster of Torquay that you once got a glImpse of In a rallway waItIng-room
But I'm speaklOg of a dIfferent kind of memory In a sense I remembered the
old hfe In Lower BIn-field I remembered my fishIng-rod and the smell of
salnfoln and Mother behlOd the brown teapot and JackIe the bullfinch and the
horse-trough In the market-place But none of It was alIve 10 my mlad any
longer It was somethIng far away, somethmg that I'd finished With It would
never have occurred to me that some day I mIght want to go back to It
It was a queer tIme, those years Just after the war, almost queerer than the
war Itself, though people dontt remember It so VIVIdly In a rather dIfferent
form the sense of dtsbehevlng 10 everythIng was stronger than ever Mllhons of
men had suddenly been kIcked out of the Army to find that the country they'd
fought for dtchttt want them>- and Lloyd George and hiS pals were gIVIng the
works to any IllUSIOns that &ll11 existed Bands of ex-servIce men marched up
and downl1ltthng collection boxes~ masked women were slngmg In the streets,
and chaps in otficers f tumcs were gnnding 'barrel...organs Everybody in
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England seemed to be scramblIng for Jobs, myself Included But I came off
luckier than most I got a small wound-gratuity, and what with that and the bit
of money I'd put aSide dunng the last year of war (not haVing had much
opportunIty to spend It), I came out of the Army with no less than three
hundred and fifty qUid It's rather InterestIng, I think, to notice my reactIOn
Here I was, with qUite enough money to do the thing I'd been brought up to do
and the thmg I'd dreamed of for years-that IS, start a shop I had plenty of
capItal If you bIde your tIme and keep your eyes open you can run across qUite
mce lIttle bUSInesses for three hundred and fifty qUId And yet, If you'll belIeve
me, the Idea never occurred to me I not only didn't make any move towards
startmg a shop, but It wasn't tIll years later, about 1925 In fact, that It even
crossed my mind that I might have done so The fact was that I'd passed nght
out of the shopkeeplng orbit That was what the Army did to you I t turned
you mto an lInltatIOn gentleman and gave you a fixed Idea that there'd always
be a bit of money comIng from somewhere If you'd suggested to me then, In
1919, that I ought to start a shop-a tobacco and sweet shop, say, or a general
store In some god-forsaken Village-I'd Just have laughed I'd worn PIpS on my
shoulder, and my SOCial standards had rIsen At the same tIme I didn't share
the delUSIon, whIch was pretty common among ex-officers, that I could spend
the rest of my lIfe dnnking pink gIn I knew I'd got to have a Job And the Job,
of course, would be 'In business'-Just what kInd of Job I dIdn't know, but
something high-up and Important, somethIng WIth a car and a telephone and If
pOSSible a secretary With a permanent wave DUrIng the last year or so of war a
lot of us had had VISIons lIke that The chap who'd been a shop walker saw
hImself as a travellIng salesman, and the chap who'd been a travellIng salesman
saw himself as a managing dIrector It was the effect of Army lIfe, the effect of
wearmg pipS and havmg a cheque-book and callIng the evenIng meal dInner
All the whIle there'd been an Idea floatIng round-and thIS applIed to the men
In the ranks as well as the officers-that when we came out of the Army there'd
be Jobs waItIng for us that would brIng In at least as much as our Army pay Of
course, If Ideas lIke that didn't CIrculate, no war would ever be fought
Well, I dIdn't get that Job It seemed that nobody was anxiOUS to pay me
£2,000 a year for sitting among streamlIned office furnllt\iU:'. and dlctatmg
letters to a platInum blonde I was dIscovering what three-quarters of the
blokes who'd been officers were dIscovering-that from a finanCIal pOInt of
VIew we'd been better off in the Army than we were ever 4tkely to b~gain
We'd suddenly changed from gentlemen holdIng HIS Majesty's corif1!llsSlOn
Into miserable out-of.. works whom nobody wanted My Ideas soon sank from
two thousand a year to three or four pounds a week. But even Jobs of the three
or four pounds a week kInd dIdn't seem to eXIst Every mortal Job was filled
already, either by men who'd been a few years too old to fight) or by boys
who'd been a few-months too young The poor bastards who'd happened to be
~ between l890 and 1900 were left out In the cold And stIll It never
o~d to me 1lC) go batk to the grocenng bUSIness Probably I could have got
a)Ob S$lJ3TOCer's assIstant; old Grllnmett, Ifhe was still alive and In bUSIness (I
Wbn!t itt touch With Lower BlOfield and dIdn't 1a;low), would have given me
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good refs But I'd passed Into a dIfferent orbIt Even If my social Ideas hadn't
nsen, I could hardly have ImagIned, after what I'd seen and learned, gOIng
back to the old safe eXIstence behInd the counter I wanted to be travellIng
about and pulhng down the bIg dough ChIefly I wanted to be a travellIng
salesman, whIch I knew would SUIt me
But there were no Jobs for travellIng salesmen-that's to say, Jobs wIth a
salary attached What there were, however, were on-commiSSIOn Jobs That
racket was Just begInnIng on a bIg scale It's a beautIfully sImple method of
IncreaSIng your sales and advertISIng your stuff wIthout takIng any rIsks, and It
always flounshes when tImes are bad They keep you on a strmg by hIntIng
that perhaps there'll be a salaned Job gOIng In three months' tIme, and when
you get fed up there's always some other poor devll ready to take over
Naturally It wasn't long before I had an on-commISSIon Job, In fact I had qUite
a number In rapId successIOn Thank God, I never came down to peddlIng
vacuum-cleaners, or dictlOnaries But I travelled In cutlery, m soap-powder, m
a hne of patent corkscrews, tm-openers, and simllar gadgets, and finally m a
hne of office accessones-paper-chps, carbon paper, typewriter rIbbons, and so
forth I dIdn't do so badly either I'm the type that can sell thIngs on
commlSSlOn I've got the temperament and I've got the manner But I never
came anywhere near makIng a decent hvmg You can't, m Jobs lIke that-and,
of course, you aren't meant to
I had about a year of It altogether It was a queer tIme The cross-country
Journeys, the godless places you fetched up m, suburbs of MIdland towns that
you'd never hear of In a hundred normal lIfetImes The ghastly bed-andbreakfast houses where the sheets always smell famtly of slops and the frIed
egg at breakfast has a yolk paler than a lemon And the other poor devIls of
salesmen that you're always meetmg, mIddle-aged fathers of famIlIes In motheaten overcoats and bowler hats, who honestly beheve that sooner or later
trade Will turn the corner and they'll Jack theIr earmngs up to five qUId a week.
And the traipSIng from shop to shop, and the arguments WIth shopkeepers who
don't want to lIsten, and the standIng back and makIng yourself small when a
customer comes 10 Don't thInk that It worrIed me partIcularly To some chaps
that kind ofhfe IS torture There are chaps who can't even walk mta a shop and
open theIr bag of samples WIthout screWIng themselves up as though they were
gOIng over the top But I'm not hke that I'm tough, I can talk people lOto
bUYIng things they don't want, and even If they slam the door 10 my face It
doesn't bother me Selbng thIngs on commISSion 18 actually what I lIke dOing,
prOVIded I can see my way to making a bit of dough out of It I don't know
whether I learned much In that year, but I unlearned a good deal It knocked
the Army nonsense out of me, and it drove Into the back of my head the notlons
that I'd pIcked up durIng the idle year when I was readmg novels I don't dunk
I read a szngle book, barrIng detectIve stories, all the time I was on the road. I
wasnOt a htghbrowany 1000ger" I was down among the reahoes of modern life.
And what aro the reabtl~ of modern Bf.e~ Wtdl, the chtef,one is an eV~~J
frantlc struggle to 'Sell thht.gs~ WI$. ltlf);$t people It takes the form of sellimg
themselves-that's to say, getting a Itlb~nd~h Ij~uppo$e there.~1!
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been a s10gle month SInce the war, 10 any trade you care to name, In WhIch
there weren't more men than Jobs It's brought a peculIar, ghastly feelIng Into
hfe It's hke on a sInkIng ShIP when there are mneteen surVIvors and fourteen
hfebelts But IS there anythIng partIcularly modern In that, you say? Has It
anyth10g to do wIth the war? Well, It feels as If It had That feelIng that you've
got to be everlastIngly fightIng and hustlIng, that you'll never get anythIng
unless you grab It from somebody else, that there's always somebody after
your Job, the next month or the month after they'll be redUCIng staff and
It's you that'll get the bIrd-that, I swear, dIdn't eXIst In the old lIfe before the
war
But meanwhIle I wasn't badly off I was earnIng a bIt and I'd stIll got plenty
of money In the bank, nearly two hundred qUId, and I wasn't frIghtened for the
future I knew that sooner or later I'd get a regular Job And sure enough, after
about a year, by a stroke of luck It happened I say by a stroke of luck, but the
fact IS that I was bound to fall on my feet I'm not the type that starves I'm
about as lIkely to end up In the workhouse as to end tip In the House of Lords
I'm the mIddlIng type, the type that graVItates by a kind of naturallaw towards
the five-pound-a-week level So long as there are any Jobs at all I'll back myself
to get one
It happened when I was peddlIng paper-clIps and typewrIter rIbbons I'd
Just dodged Into a huge block of offices In Fleet Street, a buIldIng WhICh
canvassers weren't allowed Into, as a matter of fact, but I'd managed to gIve the
11ft attendant the ImpreSSIOn that my bag of samples was merely an attache
case I was walkIng along one of the corrIdors lookIng for the offices of a small
toothpaste firm that I'd been recommended to try, when I saw that some very
big bug was comIng down the corrIdor In the other dlrecnon I knew
ImmedIately that It was a bIg bug You know how It IS WIth these bIg bUSIness
men, they seem to take up more room and walk more loudly than any ordInary
person, and they give off a kInd of wave of money that you can feel fifty yards
away When he got nearly up to me I saw that It was SIr Joseph Cheam. He was
10 CIVVIes, of course, but I had no dIfficulty In recognIzIng hIm I suppose he'd
been there for some bUSIness conference or other A couple of clerks, or
secretarIes, or somethIng, were follOWIng after hlID, not actually hoI<hne up hIS
traIn, because he wasn't wearIng one, but you someho~tthatthat was what
they were dOIng. Of course I dodged aSIde Instantly But curiously enough he
recognIzed me, though he hadn't seen me for years To my surprIse he stopped
and spoke to me
'Hullo, you' I've seen you somewhere before What's your name';) It's on the
tIP of my tongue'
'BowlIng, SIr Used to be In the A S.C.'
'Of course The boy that said he wasn't a gentleman What are you dOIng
here?'
I ought have told hun I was sell10g typewrIter ribbons, and there perhaps
the whole thing would have ended But I had one of those sudden InSpIratIons
that'you get~lOnally-a feelmg that I mIght make somethmg out of thIS If I
~ed it properly. I swd Instead
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'Well, SIr, as a matter of fact I'm lookIng for a Job'
'A Job, eh' Hm Not so easy, nowadays'
He looked me up and down for a second The two traIn-bearers had kmd of
wafted themselves a httle dIstance away I saw hIS rather good-looking old
face, wIth the heavy grey eyebrows and the mtellIgent nose, lookIng me over
and reahzed that he'd decIded to help me It's queer, the power of these nch
men He'd been marchmg past me In Ius power and glory, wIth Ius underlmgs
after hIm, and then on some whIm or other he'd turned aSIde hke an emperor
suddenly chuckIng a COIn to a beggar
'So you want a Job' What can you do"
AgaIn the InSpIratIOn No use, wIth a bloke lIke thIS, crackmg up your own
ments StIck to the truth I saId 'NothIng, SIr But I want a Job as a travellIng
salesman'
'Salesman' Hm Not sure that I've got anythIng for you at present Let's
see'
He pursed rus hps up For a moment, half a mmute perhaps, he was thmkIng
qUIte deeply It was curIOUS Even at the tIme I reahzed that It was CurIOUS
ThIS tmportant old bloke, who was probably worth at least half a milhon, was
actually takIng thought on my behalf I'd deflected hIm from hIS path and
wasted at least three mInutes of rus tIme, all because of a chance remark I'd
happened to make years earlIer. I'd stuck In hIS memory and therefore he was
wIlhng to take the tIny bIt of trouble that was needed to find me a Job I dare say
the same day he gave twenty clerks the sack Fmally he saId.
'How'd you lIke to go Into an Insurance firm' Always faIrly safe, you know
People have got to have Insurance, same as they've got to eat '
Of course I Jumped at the Idea of gOing Into an msurance firm SIr Joseph
was 'Interested'" In the FlYIng Salamander God knows how many companIes
he was 'Interested'in One of the underhngs wafted hImself forward Wlth a
scrIbblIng-pad, and there and then, WIth the gold stylo out of hIS waIstcoat
pocket, SIr Joseph scnbbled me a note to some hIgher-up m the FlYIng
Salamander Then I thanked mm, and he marched on, and I sneaked off In the
other dlrecnon, and we never saw one another agam
Well, I got the Job, and, as I saId earher, the Job got me I've been WIth the
Flying Salamander close on eIghteen years I started off In the office, but now
I'm what's known as an Inspector, or, when there's reason to sound
pamcularly ImpreSSIve, a RepresentatIve. A couple of days a week I'm
workIng In the mstnct office, and the rest of the tIme I'm travelhng around,
IntervIewIng cl1ents whose names have been sent In by the local agents, maktng
assessments of shops and other property, and now and agatn snappIng up a few
orders on my own account. I earn round about seven qUId a week And
properly speaklng that's the end of my story.
When I look baok I reabze that roy aetlve hfe, If I ever had one, ended when I
was sIXteen Everything that really matters to me had happened before thft
date But in a znan:Bet of speaklng thitagS were still happening-the Watll loS'
mstance.....up to the tune when I lOt the job WIth the- Flymg Salamander. After

that-well, they Sa!Y .that happy people bave
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blokes who work In msurance offices From that day forward there was nothIng
my hfe that you could properly descnbe as an event, except that about two
and a half years later, at the begmnIng of '23, I got marned

10

10
I was hVIng In a boardIng-house In Eahng The years were rollIng on, or
crawhng on Lower BInfield had passed almost out of my memory I was the
usual young CIty worker who scoots for the 8 15 and Intngues for the other
fellow's Job I was faIrly well thought of In the firm and pretty satIsfied WIth
hfe The post-war success dope had caught me, more or less You remember
the lme of talk Pep, punch, gnt, sand Get on or get out There's plenty of
room at the top You can't keep a good man down And the ads In the
magazmes about the chap that the boss clapped on the shoulder, and the keenJawed executIve who's pullIng down the bIg dough and attnbutes hIS success to
so and so's correspondence course It's funny how we all swallowed It, even
blokes lIke me to whom It hadn't the smallest applIcatIOn Because I'm neIther
a go-getter nor a down-and-out, and I'm by nature Incapable of beIng eIther
But It was the SpirIt of the tIme Get on I Make good I If you see a man down,
Jump on hIS guts before he gets up agam Of course thiS was In the early
twentIes, when some of the effects of the war had worn off and the slump
hadn't yet arnved to knock the stuffing out of us
I had an CA' subscnptlon at Boots and went to half-crown dances and
belonged to a local tenms club You know those tenms clubs In the genteel
suburbs-httle wooden paVIlIons and hIgh WIre-nettIng enclosures where
young chaps 10 rather badly cut whIte flannels prance up and down, shoutIng
'FIfteen forty" and 'Vantage aUl' In VOIces whIch are a tolerable ImItation of
the Upper Crust I'd learned to play tennIS, dIdn't dance too badly, and got on
well WIth the gIrls At nearly thIrty I wasn't a bad-loolo.ng CnaPlt with my red
face and butter-coloured haIr, and In those days it was stIll a pOInt In your
favour to have fought In the war. I never, then or at any other tune, succeeded
In lookmg lIke a gentleman, but on the other hand you probably wouldn't have
taken me for the son of a small shopkeeper In a country town I could keep my
end up In the rather llUxed soclety of a place like BalIng, where the officeemployee class overlaps with the nuddhng-professlonal class It was at the
tenms club that I first met HIlda
At that tune Hilda was twenty-four She was a small, slIm, rather tImId gul,
WIth dark hair, beautiful movements, and-because of havIng very large eyes-a
<bs'f.;J.U<;t restmlblance to a hare She was one of those people who never say
D'l;~butremam on the edge of any conversatIon that's gomg on, and gIve the
impt_~a that they're hstemng. If she srud anythIng at all, It was usually 'Oh,
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yes, I thInk so too', agreeIng WIth whoever had spoken last At tennIS she
hopped about very gracefully, and dIdn't play badly, but somehow had a
helpless, chIldISh aIr Her surname was VIncent
If you're marrIed, there'll have been tImes when you've saId to yourself
'Why the hell dId I do It',)' and God knows I've saId It often enough about
HIlda And once agaIn, 100k1Og at It across fifteen years, why dzd I marry
HIlda";>
Partly, of course, because she was young and In a way very pretty Beyond
that I can only say that because she came of totally dIfferent orlg1Os ffom
myself It was very dIfficult for me to get any grasp of what she was really hke I
had to marry her first and find out about her afterwards, whereas If I'd marrIed
say, ElSIe Waters, I'd have known what I was marryIng HIlda belonged to a
class I only knew by hearsay, the poverty-strIcken officer class For
generatlOns past her famIly had been soldIers, Sailors, clergymen, AngloIndIan offiCIals, and that kInd of thIng They'd never had any money, but on
the other hand none of them had ever done anyth10g that I should recognIze as
work Say what you wIll, there's a kmd of snob-appeal 10 that, If you belong as
I do to the God-fearIng shopkeeper class, the low church, and hIgh-tea class It
wouldn't make any ImpreSSlOn on me now, but It dId then Don't mIstake what
I'm say10g I don't mean that I marrIed Hllda because she belonged to the class
I'd once served across the counter, WIth some notlOn ofJockeY1Og myselfup In
the SOCIal scale It was merely that I couldn't understand her and therefore was
capable of beIng goofy about her And one th10g I certamly dIdn't grasp was
that the gIrlS In these pennIless mIddle-class famIlIes WIll marry anythmg In
trousers, Just to get away from home
It wasn't long before Hllda took me home to see her famIly I hadn't known
tIll then that there was a conSIderable Anglo-IndIan colony 10 EalIng Talk
about dISCOVerIng a new world l It was qUIte a revelatIon to me
Do you know these Anglo-IndIan famIlIes',) It's almost ImpOSSIble, when you
get InSIde these people's houses, to remember that out m the street It'S England
and the twentIeth century As soon as you set foot 10SIde the front door you're
In IndIa In the eIghtIes You know the kInd of atmosphere The carved teak
furnIture, the brass trays, the dusty tIger-skulls on the wall, the Trlchmopoly
CIgars, the red-hot pIckles, the yellow photographs of chaps In sun-helmets,
the HIndustanI words that you're expected to know the meanIng of, the
everlastIng anecdotes about tIger-shoots and what SmIth saId to Jones m
Poona In '87 It's a sort of lIttle world of theIr own that they've created, lIke a
kInd of cyst To me, of course, It was all qUIte new and 10 some ways rather
InterestIng Old VIncent, HIlda's father, had been not only In IndIa but also In
some even more outlandIsh place, Borneo or Sarawak, I forget WhICh He was
the usual type, completely bald, almost InVISIble belund hiS moustache, and
full of stones about cobras and cummerbunds and what the dIstrIct collector
saId In '93 HIlda's mother-was so colourless th~t she was lust bke one of the
faded photos on the wall There was also a son, Harold, who had some official
Job In Ceylon and was home on leave at the tIme when I first met Hilda They
had a lIttle dark house In one of those burled back...streets that exIst In Baling.
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It smelt p~rpetually of Trlchlnopoly cIgars and It was so full of spears, blowpIpes, brass ornaments, and the heads of wIld anImals that you could hardly
move about In It
Old VIncent had retIred In I9IO, and SInce then he and hIS wIfe had shown
about as much actIvIty, mental or phYSIcal, as a couple of shellfish But at the
tIme I was vaguely Impressed by a famIly whIch had had majors, colonels, and
once even an admIral In It My attItude towards the Vlncents, and theIrs
towards me, IS an InterestIng Illustration of what fools people can be when they
get outSIde theIr own hne Put me among bUSIness people-whether they're
company dIrectors or commerCIal travellers-and I'm a faIrly good Judge of
character But I had no experIence whatever of the officer-rentler-clergyman
class, and I was Inchned to kow-tow to these decayed throw-outs I looked on
them as my SOCIal and Intellectual superIors, whIle they on the other hand
mIstook me for a rISIng young bUSInessman who before long would be pullIng
down the bIg dough To people of that kInd, 'bUSIness', whether It's marIne
Insurance or sellIng peanuts, IS Just a dark mystery All they know IS that It'S
somethIng rather vulgar out of WhICh you can make money Old VIncent used
to talk ImpreSSIvely about my beIng 'In bUSIness' -once, I remember, he had a
slIp of the tongue and saId 'In trade' -and ObVIOusly dIdn't grasp the drfference
between beIng In bUSIness as an employee and beIng there on your own
account He had some vague notIon that as I was 'In' the FlYIng Salamander I
should sooner or later rIse to the top of It, by a process of promotIOn I thInk It'S
pOSSIble that he also had pIctures of hImself touchIng me for fivers at some
future date Harold certaInly had I could see It In hIS eye In fact, even WIth my
mcome bemg what It IS, I'd probably be lendIng money to Harold at thIS
moment If he were ahve LuckIly he dIed a few years after we were marrIed, of
entenc or somethIng, and both the old Vincents are dead too
Well, HIlda and I were marrIed, and rIght from the start It was a flop Why
did you marry her';) you say But why dId you marry yours';) These thIngs
happen to us I wonder whether you'll beheve that durmg the first two or three
years I had serIOUS thoughts of kIllmg HIlda Of course 10 practIce one never
does these thIngs, they're only a kInd of fantasy that one enJoys thlnklng about
BeSIdes, chaps who murder theIr WIves always get copped However cleverly
you've faked the ahbl, they know perfectly well that It's you who dId It, and
they'll pIn It on to you somehow When a woman's bumped off, her husband IS
always the first suspect-whIch gIves you a lIttle SIde-glImpse of what people
really thInk about marnage
One gets used to everythIng In tIme Mter a year or two I stopped wantIng
to kill her and started wondenng about her Just wondenng For hours,
sometunes, on Sunday afternoons or In the evenIng when I've come home
from work~ I've lam on my bed WIth all my clothes on except my shoes,
wondenng about women. Why they're lIke that, how they get lIke that,
wbether they're doing It on purpose It seems to be a most frIghtful thlng, the
&ud~~ Wlth 'which some wqmen go to pIeces after they're married. It's as
iftb:ey",,~ strung up to do Just that one thIng, and the Instant they've done it
fQI"W ~~ off hke a flower that's set Its seed What really gets me down 18 the
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dreary attItude towards hfe that It ImplIes If marrIage was Just an open
sWIndle-lf the woman trapped you lnto It and then turned round and sald,
'Now, you bastard, I've caught you and you're gOIng to work for me wlule I
have a good tIme!' - I wouldn't mlnd so much But not a bIt of It They don't
want to have a good tIme, they merely want to slump 1Oto mIddle age as qUIckly
as possIble After the frIghtful battle of gettIng her man to the altar, the woman
kind of relaxes, and all her youth, looks, energy, and JOy of hfe Just varush
overnlght It was lIke that WIth HIlda Here was thIS pretty, dehcate gIrl, who'd
seemed to me-and 10 fact when I first knew her she was-a finer type of anImal
than myself, and WIthIn only about three years she'd settled down 1Oto a
depressed, lIfeless, mIddle-aged frump I'm not denYIng that I was part of the
reason But whoever she'd marned It would have been much the same
What HIlda lacks-I dIscovered thIS about a week after we were marned -IS
any kInd of JOy In hfe, any kind of Interest In thmgs- for thelr own sake The
Idea of dOIng thlngs because you enJoy them lS somethIng she can hardly
understand It was through HIlda that I first got a notIon of what these decayed
mlddle-class famllIes are really lIke The essentlal fact about them IS that all
theIr vItalIty has been draIned away by lack of money In famIlIes lIke that,
WhICh hve on tIny pensIons and annUItIes-that's to say on 1Ocomes whIch
never get bIgger and generally get smaller-there's more sense of poverty, more
crust-WIpIng, and lookIng tWIce at Slxpence, than you'd find In any farmlabourer's famIly, let alone a famIly hke mme HIlda's often told me that almost
the first thIng she can remember IS a ghastly feehng that there was never
enough money for anythIng Of course, In that kmd of famIly, the lack of
money IS always at Its worst when the kids are at the school-age Consequently
they grow up, especIally the guls, WIth a fixed Idea not only that one always zs
hard-up but that It's one's duty to be ll11serable about It
At the beglnning we lIved In a poky lIttle maIsonette and had a Job to get by
on my wages Later, when I was transferred to the West Bletchley branch,
thIngs were better, but HIlda's attItude dIdn't change Always that ghastly
glooming about money' The mIlk bIll' The coal bIll' The rent' The school fees!
We've hved all our lIfe together to the tune of 'Next week we'll be 10 the
workhouse' It's not that HIlda's mean, In the ordInary sense of the word, and
stIll less that she's selfish Even when there happens to be a bIt of spare cash
knockIng about I can hardly persuade her to buy herself any decent clothes
But she's got thIS feehng that you ought to be perpetually workmg yourself up
Into a stew about lack of money Just workIng up an atmosphere of mlsery from
a sense of duty I'm not hke that I've got more the prole's attItude towards
money LIfe's here to be lIved, and If we're gOIng to be m the soup next
week-well, next week IS a long way off What really shocks her lS the fact that I
refuse to worry She's always gOIng for me about It 'But, George' You don't
seem to reaZlze! We've SImply got no m.oney at all' It's very serious P She loves
getting lnto a pamc because somethIng or other IS 'serious' And of late she's
got that tnck, when she1 s globmin~-about sometlnng,. of kmd ofhuncbmg/her
shoulders and :foldIng her- arms a{:roSS' h~ breast If you made a lIst of Hilc;Ia's
remarks throughout the day, you'd find three braCketed together at the
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money's to come from' She does everythIng for negatIve reasons When she
makes a cake she's not thInkIng about the cake, only about how to save butter
and eggs When I'm In bed WIth her all she thInks about IS how not to have a
baby If she goes to the pIctures she's all the tIme WrIthIng WIth IndIgnatIon
about the prIce of the seats Her methods of housekeepIng, WIth all the
emphaSIS on 'USIng thIngs up' and 'makIng thIngs do', would have gIven
Mother convulSIOns On the other hand, HIlda Isn't In the least a snob She's
never looked down on me because I'm not a gentleman On the contrary, from
her pomt of VIew I'm much too lordly In my habIts We never have a meal In a
tea-shop WIthout a frIghtful row In whIspers because I'm tIppIng the waItress
too much And It's a CUrIOUS thmg that In the last few years she's become much
more definItely lower-mIddle-class, In outlook and even In appearance, than I
am Of course all thIS 'savIng' bUSIness has never led to anythIng It never does
We hve Just about as well or as badly as the other people In Ellesmere Road
But the everlastIng stew about the gas bIll and the mIlk bIll and the awful prIce
of butter and the kIds' boots and school-fees goes on and on It's a kInd of game
WIth HIlda
We moved to West Bletchley In '29 and started bUYing the house In
Ellesmere Road the next year, a httle before BIlly was born After I was made
an Inspector I was more away from home and had more opporturutles WIth
other women Of course I was unfaithful-I won't say all the tIme, but as often
as I got the chance CurIously enough, HIlda was Jealous In a way, conSIderIng
how httle that kInd of thIng means to her, I wouldn't have expected her to
mInd And hke all Jealous women she'll sometlmes show a cunmng you
wouldn't thmk her capable of SometImes the way she's caught me out would
have made me belIeve In telepathy, If It wasn't that she's often been equally
SUSpICIOUS when I dIdn't happen to be guIlty I'm more or less permanently
under SuspICIOn, though, God knows, In the last few years-the last five years,
anyway-I've been mnocent enough You have to be, when you're as fat as I
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TakIng It by and large, I suppose HIlda and I don't get on worse than about
half the couples In Ellesmere Road There've been ttmes when I've thought of
separatIon or dIvorce, but In our walk of hfe you don't do those thtngs You
can't afford to And then tIme goes on, and you kind of gIve up strugglIng
When you've bved \WIth a woman for fifteen years, it's dIfficult to ImagIne hfe
wlthout her She's part of the order of thIngs. I dare say you might find thIngs
to object to in the sun and the moon, but do you really want to change them';)
BeSIdes, there were the kIds KIds are a 'lInk'" as they say Or a 'tIe' Not to say
a ball and fetter ..
Of late years HIlda has made two great frIends called Mrs Wheeler and MISS
Mums Mts Wheeler IS a Wldow, and I gather she's got very bltter Ideas about
the male &eX. I <Can feel her kind of qUIvermg WIth dIsapproval if I so much as
ootl:le. lIlto' the- room. She's a faded httle woman and gIves you a CurIOUS
unpressilon that she's the same colour all over, a kind of greYIsh dust-colour,
but she"$ full of energy She's 11 bad mfiuence on HIlda, because she's got the
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same passIon for 'savIng' and 'makIng thIngs do', though m a slIghtly dIfferent
form WIth her It takes the form of thInkIng that you can have a good tIme
wIthout paYIng for It She's for ever nosIng out bargaInS and amusements that
don't cost money WIth people bke that It doesn't matter a damn whether they
want a thIng or not, It's merely a questIon of whether they can get It on the
cheap When the bIg shops have theIr remnant sales Mrs Wheeler's always at
the head of the queue, and It'S her greatest pnde, after a day's hard fightIng
round the counter, to come out wIthout haVIng bought anythIng MISS MInns
IS qUIte a dIfferent sort She's really a sad case, poor MISS MInns She's a tall
thIn woman of about thIrty-eIght, wIth black patent-leather haIr and a very
good) trusnng kInd of face She bves on some kInd of tInY fixed Income, an
annuIty or somethIng, and I fancy she's a left-over from the old socIety of West
Bletchley, when It was a lIttle country town, before the suburb grew up It's
wrItten all over her that her father was a clergyman and sat on her pretty
heavIly whIle he lIved They're a speCIal by-product of the mIddle classes,
these women who turn Into WIthered hags before they even manage to escape
from home Poor old MISS MInns, for all her wrInkles, stIll looks exactly hke a
chIld It's stlll a tremendous adventure to her not to go to church She's always
burblIng about 'modern progress' and 'the woman's movement', and she's got
a vague yearnmg to do somethIng she calls 'developIng her mInd', only she
doesn't qUIte know how to start I thmk In the begInmng she cottoned on to
HIlda and Mrs Wheeler out of pure lonehness, but now they take her WIth
them wherever they go
And the tImes they've had together, those three' SometImes I've almost
envIed them Mrs Wheeler IS the leadIng splnt You couldn't name a kInd of
IdIOCY that she hasn't dragged them Into at one tIme or another Anythmg from
theosophy to cat's-cradle, provIded you can do It on the cheap For months
they went In for the food-crank bUSIness Mrs Wheeler had pIcked \i! a
second-hand copy of some book called Radzant Energy WhICh proved that you
should lIve on lettuces and other trungs diat don't cost money Of course thIS
appealed to Hllda, who ImmedIately began starvIng herself She'd have trIed It
on me and the kIds as well, only I put my foot down. Then they had a go at
faIth-healIng Then they thought of tacklIng Pelmamsm, but after a lot of
correspondence they found that they couldn't get the booklets free, WhICh had
been Mrs Wheeler's Idea Then It was hay-box cookery Then It was some
filthy stuff called bee WIne, whIch was supposed to cost nothIng at aU because
you made It out of water They dropped that after they'd read an artIcle m the
paper saYIng that bee WIne gIves you cancer Then they nearly JOIned one of
those women's clubs wluch go for conducted tours round factorIes, but after a
lot of arIthmetIc Mrs Wheeler deCIded that the free teas the factOrIes gave you
dIdn't qUIte equal the subscriptIon. Then Mrs Wheeler scraped acquamtance
wlth somebody who gave away free tickets for plays produced by some stage
society or other. I've known the three of them Slt for hours lIstening to some
hIghbrow play of which t;hey didn~t even pretend to understand a
word-couldn't even tell you the name of the play afte.rwatds- but they felt that
they were gettmg something fO;J." n'O-thmg. Onoe ~y eve;n took up sptrltuaIism.
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Mrs Wheeler had run across some down-and-out medIum who was so
desperate that he'd gIve seances for eighteenpence" so that the three of them
could have a ghmpse beyond the vell for a tanner a tIme I saw hIm once when
he came to gIve a seance at our house He was a seedy-lookIng old devIl and
ObVIously In mortal terror of D T s He was so shaky that when he was takIng
hIs overcoat off In the hall he had a sort of spasm and a hank of butter-mushn
dropped out of hIS trouser-leg I managed to shove It back to hIm before the
women saw Butter-mushn IS what they make the ectoplasm WIth, so I'm told
I suppose he was gOIng on to another seance afterwards You don't get
manifestaoons for eIghteen pence Mrs Wheeler's, bIggest find of the last few
years IS the Left Book Club I tlnnk It was In '36 that the news of the Left Book
Club got to West Bletchley. I JOIned It soon afterwards" and It'S almost the only
tIID.e I can remember spendIng money WIthout HIlda protestIng She can see
some sense In bUYIng a book when you're getong It for a thIrd of Its proper
pnce These women's attItude IS cunous, really MISS Mmns certaInly had a
try at readIng one or two of the books, but tlns wouldn't even have occurred to
the other two They've never had any dIrect conneXIOn WIth the Left Book
Club or any notion what It'S all about-In fact I belIeve at the begInnIng Mrs
Wheeler thought It had sometlnng to do WIth books whIch had been left In
rallway carnages and were beIng sold off cheap But they do know that It means
seven and sixpenny books for half a crown, and so they're always sayIng that
It's 'such a good Idea' Now and agam the local Left Book Club branch holds
meetIngs and gets people down to speak" and Mrs Wheeler always takes the
others along She's a great one for publIc meetIngs of any kInd, always
provIded that It'S Indoors and admISSIOn free The three of them SIt there lIke
lumps of puddmg They don't know what the meetIng's about and they don't
care, but they've got a vague feehng, espeCIally MISS MInns, that they're
unprovlng theIr mInds, and It Isn't co song them anythIng.
Well, that's HIlda You see what she's hke Take It by and large" I suppose
she's no worse than I am Someomes when we were first marned I felt I'd lIke
to strangle her, but later I got so that I dIdn't care And then I got fat and
settled down It must have been In 1930 that I got fat It happened so suddenly
that It was as If a cannon ball had hIt me and got stuck mSIde You know how It
IS One rught you go to bed, snll feelIng more or less young, Wlth an eye for the
gIrls and so forth, and next mormng you wake up In the full conSCIOusness that
you're Just a poor old fatty with nothmg ahead of you thts SIde the grave except
sweatIng your guts out to buy boots for the kids
And now It's '38, and In every shIpyard 10 the world they're nveong up the
battleslups for another war, and a name I chanced to see on a poster had stIrred
up in me a whole lot of stuff whIch ought to have been buned God knows how
many years ago

PART III

I
When I came home that eventng I was stIll m doubt as to what I'd spend my
seventeen qUId on
Hllda said she was gOIng to the Left Book Club meeting I t seemed that
there was a chap comIng down from London to lecture, though needless to say
Htlda dIdn't know what the lecture was go1Og to be about I told her I'd go
wIth her In a general way I'm not much of a one for lectures, but the VISIons of
war I'd had that mornIng, startIng With the bomber flymg over the tram, had
put me 1Oto a klnd of thoughtful mood After the usual argument we got the
kIds to bed early and cleared off 10 tIme for the lecture, whIch was bIlled for
eIght o'clock
I t was a mIsty kmd of evenmg, and the hall was cold and not too well lIghted
It's a lIttle wooden hall With a tIn roof, the property of some Nonconformist
sect or other, and you can hue It for ten bob The usual crowd of fifteen or
SIxteen people had rolled up On the front of the platform there was a yellow
placard announcmg that the lecture was on 'The Menace of FaSCism' ThiS
didn't altogether surprise me Mr Wltchett, who acts as chrurman of these
meetlngs and who In prIvate hfe IS somethtng m an archItect's office, was
takIng the lecturer round, mtroduclng hIm to everyone as Mr So-and-so (I
forget hIS name) 'the well-known antI-Fascist', very much as you mIght call
somebody 'the well-known plantst' The lecturer was a lIttle chap of about
forty, In a dark SUIt, WIth a bald head whIch he'd tnedrather unsuccessfully to
cover Up With WISPS of hal!
Meetings of thts kind never start on tIme There's always a perIod of
hangmg about on the pretence that perhaps a few more people are gOIng to
turn up It was about twenty-five past eight when Witchett tapped on the table
and dId hIs stuff Wltchett's a mlld...lookmg chap, Wlth a PInk, baby's bottom
kmd of face that's always covered In snules. I belIeve he's secretary of the local
L1beral Party> and he's also on the Parish CounCIl and acts as M.C. at the
magJc lantern lectures for the Mothers' Umo.n He's what you mtght call a
born chamnan When he tells you how debghted we aU are to have Mr So-and..,
so 0.1;1. the platform tomght, you can see that he belIeves It I never look at lum.
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Without thInktng that he's probably a vrrgin The httle lecturer took out a wad
of notes, chIefly newspaper cuttIngs, and pInned them down wIth hIS glass of
water Then he gave a qwck lIck at hIS lIps and began to shoot
Do you ever go to lectures, publIc meetIngs, and what-not,)
When I go to one myself, there's always a moment dUrIng the evenIng when
I find myself tlunkIng the same thought Why the hell are we dOing thIS') Why
IS It that people Will turn out on a Winter nIght for thIS kInd of thIng') I looked
round the hall I was SIttIng In the back row I don't ever remember gOing to
any kmd of publIc meetIng when I dIdn't SIt In the back row If I could manage
It HIlda and the others had planked themselves In front, as usual It was rather
a gloomy lIttle hall You know the kind of place PItch-pIne walls, corrugated
Iron roof, and enough draughts to make you want to keep your overcoat on
The lIttle knot of us were SIttIng In the lIght round the platform, WIth about
thrrty rows of empty chmrs berund us And the seats of all the chaIrs were
dusty On the platform behInd the lecturer there was a huge square thIng
draped In dust-cloths wruch mIght have been an enormous coffin under a pall
Actually It was a plano
At the begInning I wasn't exactly hsterung The lecturer was rather a meanlooking httle chap, but a good speaker WhIte face, very mobIle mouth, and the
rather gratIng VOIce that they get from constant speaking Of course he was
pitcrung mto HItler and the NaZIS I wasn't partIcularly keen to hear what he
was saYing-get the same stuff In the News Chronzcle every mornIng-but hIS
VOIce came across to me as a kind of burr-burr-burr, WIth now and agaIn a
phrase that struck out and caught my attentIon
'BestIal atrOCItIes.
Hrdeous outbursts of sadIsm
Rubber
truncheons
ConcentratIon camps
Imqultous persecutIOn of the
Jews
Back to the Dark Ages
European CIVIlIzatIon
Act before It IS
too late
Inci1gnation of all decent peoples . AllIance of the democratIC
natIOns
FIrm stand. . Defence of democracy
Democracy
FaSCIsm
. Democracy . FaSCIsm.
Democracy
You know the lme of talk These chaps can churn It out by the hour Just hke
a gramophone. Turn the handle, press the button, and It starts Democracy,
FaSCIsm, Democracy. But somehow It Interested me to watch hIm A rather
mean little man, Wlth a wrote face and a bald head, standIng on a platform,
shootIng out slogans What's he domg') Quite delIberately, and qUIte openly,
he's stIrrmg up hatred. DOIng rus damnedest to make you hate certaIn
foreIgners called FaSCIsts It's a queer thmg, I thought, to be known as' Mr 80and-so, the well-known antI-FaSCIst'. A queer trade, antI-FascIsm ThIS
fellow" I suppose, makes his hVIng by wrItIng books agmnst HItler. But what
did he do before HItler came along? And what what'll he do If HItler ever
disa.ppears'> Same question apphes to doctors, detectIves, rat-catchers, and so
fOrth, of course But the grating VOIce went on and on, and another thought
struck me. He 1I'UlIl.1lS It Not faktng at all-feels every word he's saymg. He's
t:ryulg to work up hatred in the audIence, but that's nothIng to the hatred he
f~ bhnself. Every slogan's gospel truth to hun. If you cut hun open all you'd
tind ia1ddewould be Democracy-FasClSlD-Democracy. InterestIng to know a
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chap hke that In private hfe But does he have a private lIfe' Or does he only go
round from platform to platform, working up hatred' Perhaps even his dreams
are slogans
As well as I could from the back row I had a look at the audIence I suppose,
If you come to thInk of It, we people who'll turn out on wmter rughts to Sit in
draughty halls lIstenIng to Left Book Club lectures (and I consIder that I'm
entItled to the 'we', seeing that I'd done It myself on thIS occaslOn) have a
certaIn signIficance We're the West Bletchley revolutlOnanes Doesn't look
hopeful at first sIght I t struck me as I looked round the audIence that only
about half a dozen of them had really grasped what the lecturer was talkIng
about, though by thIS tIme he'd been pitchIng mto Hitler and the NazIS for
over half an hour It's always hke that WIth meetIngs oftrus kmd Invariably
half the people come away WIthout a notIon of what It's all about In rus charr
beSIde the table Wltchett was watchIng the lecturer WIth a dehghted smIle, and
hIS face looked a httle hke a pInk geranIum You could hear In advance the
speech he'd make as soon as the lecturer sat down-same speech as he makes at
the end of the magIC lantern lecture In aid of trousers for the MelaneSians
'Express our thanks-voIcIng the oplnlOn of all of us-most Interesnng-gt.ve us
all a lot to thmk about-most stlmulatIng evemng" In the front row Mtss
MInns was SIttIng very upright, With her head cocked a httle on one Side, lIke a
bIrd The lecturer had taken a sheet of paper from under the tumbler and was
readIng out statlstlcs about the German SUICide-rate You could see by the look
of MISS MInns's long thin neck that she wasn't feelIng happy Was thIS
ImprOVIng her mind, or wasn't It' If only she could make out what It was all
about' The other two were SIttIng there hke lumps of puddIng Next to them a
lIttle woman WIth red hatr was knittIng a Jumper One platn, two purl, drop
one, and knIt two together The lecturer was descrIbIng how the NaZIS chop
people's heads off for treason and sometImes the execunoner makes a bosh
shot There was one other woman In the audIence, a gIrl WIth dark hair, one of
the teachers at the CouncIl School UnlIke the other she was really lIstening,
SIttIng forward WIth her bIg round eyes fixed on the lecturer and her mouth a
httle bIt open, dnnkmg It all In
Just behInd her two old blokes from the local Labour Party were SItting.
One had grey haIr cropped very short, the other had a bald head and a droopy
moustache Both wearIng theIr overcoats You know the type. Been In the
Labour Party SInce the year dot LIves gt.ven up to the movement. Twenty
years of beIng blacklIsted by employers, and another ten of badgenng the
CounCIl to do somethIng about the slums Suddenly everythmg's changed, the
old Labour Party stuff doesn't matter any longer. FInd themselves pltchforked
Into foreIgn pohtlcs-Hltler, 8talln, bombs, machine-guns, rubber truncheons, Rome-Berlm axIS, Popular Front, anti-Comintern pact Can't make
head or tall of It Immediately in front of me the local CommUnlst Party branch
were SIttIng All three of them very young One of them's got money and 18
something In the Hesperldes Estate Company) in fact I beheve he's old Crum's
nephew. Another's a clerk at one of the banks. He cashes cheques for me
occasionally A m.ce boy, wrth a round, very young, eager face, blue eyes lIke a
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baby, and haIr so faIr that you'd thInk he peroxIded It He only looks about
seventeen, though I suppose he's twenty He was weanng a cheap blue SUIt and
a bright blue t1e that went wIth hIS haIr N ext to these three another
Commun1st was SIttIng But thIS one, It seems, 1S a dIfferent kInd of
CommunIst and not-qUIte, because he's what they call a TrotskYIst The
others have got a down on hIm He's even younger, a very thIn, very dark,
nervous-lookIng boy Clever face Jew, of course These four were takIng the
lecture qwte dIfferently from the others You knew they'd be on theIr feet the
moment questIOn-tIme started You could see them kInd of tWItchIng already
And the bttle TrotskYIst workIng hImself from SIde to SIde on hIS bum In hIS
anXIety to get In ahead of the others
I'd stopped lIstemng to the actual words of the lecture But there are more
ways than one of lIstemng I shut my eyes for a moment The effect of that was
curIOUS I seemed to see the fellow much better when I could only hear hIS
VOlce
It was a VOlce that sounded as If It could go on for a fortnIght WIthOUt
stoppIng It's a ghastly thIng, really, to have a sort of human barrel-organ
shootlng propaganda at you by the hour The same thIng over and over agaIn
Hate, hate, hate. Let's all get together and have a good hate Over and over It
glves you the feehng that somethIng has got InSIde your skull and IS
hammenng down on your braln But for a moment, WIth my eyes shut, I
managed to turn the tables on hIm. I got InSIde hzs skull It was a pecubar
sensation For about a second I was InSIde hIm, you mIght almost say I was
lum At any rate, I felt what he was feehng
I saw the VISIon that he was seeIng And It wasn't at all the kInd of V1SIon that
can be talked about What he's sayzng IS merely that HItler's after us and we
must all get together and have a good hate Doesn't go Into detaIls Leaves It all
respectable But what he's seezng IS somethIng qUIte dIfferent It's a picture of
hImself smashIng people's faces In With a spanner FaSCIst faces, of course I
know thaes what he was seeIng It was what I saw myself for the second or two
that I was InSide hIm. Smash! RIght In the middle' The bones cave In hke an
eggshell and what was a face a mInute ago IS Just a great bIg blob of strawberry
Jam Smashl There goes another' That's what's in hIS mind, wakmg and
sleepmg, and the more he thInkS of It the more he hkes It And It's all 0 K
because the smashed faces belong to FaSCIsts You could hear all that In the
tone of hIS vOice
But why' LIkelIest explananon, because he's scared Every thInkIng person
nowadays IS stlff with frIght Tlus IS merely a chap who's got suffiCient
foresight to be a httle more frIghtened than the others HItler's after us' QUIck'
Let's all grab a spanner and get together, and perhaps If we smash In enough
faces they won't smash ours Gang up, choose your Leader HItler's black and
Stalm1s white. But It might just as well be the o.ther way about, because In the
Uttle chap'snund both HItler and Stalm are the same Both mean spanners"'and

Sllltih4d. faces.
Wad l-started thlnkmg: about It again. It's commg soon, that's certaxn. But
~pa~S'afraW Qfwar'> That's to say, who's afraId of the bombs and themachin-e-
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guns';) 'You are', you say Yes, I am, and so's anybody who's ever seen them
But It Isn't the war that matters, It's the after-war The world we're gOIng
down Into, the kInd of hate-world, slogan-world The coloured shuts, the
barbed WIre, the rubber truncheons The secret cells where the electrIc lIght
burns mght and day, and the detectIves watchmg you whIle you sleep And the
processIons and the posters wIth enormous faces, and the crowds of a mIllIon
people all cheerIng for the Leader tIll they deafen themselves Into thInkIng that
they really worship hIm, and all the tIme, underneath, they hate hun so that
they want to puke It's all gomg to happen Or Isn't it';) Some days I know It's
ImpOSSIble, other days I know It'S mevltable That mght, at any rate, I knew It
was gOIng to happen It was all In the sound of the lIttle lecturer's VOIce
So perhaps after all there zs a sIgruficance In thIS mIngy lIttle crowd that'll
turn out on a WInter rught to lIsten to a lecture of thIS kInd Or at any rate In the
five or SIX who can grasp what It'S all abolJt They're SImply the outposts of an
enormous army They're the long-sIghted_ones, the first rats to spot that the
ShIP IS SInkIng QUIck, qUIck' The FascIsts are comIng' Spanners ready, boysl
Smash others or they'll smash you So terrIfied of the future that we're
JumpIng straight Into It lIke a rabbIt dlvmg down a boa-constrIctor's throat
And what'll happen to chaps hke me when we get FaSCism In England? The
truth IS It probably won't make the slIghtest dIfference As for the lecturer and
those four CommunIsts In the audIence, yes, It'll make plenty of dIfference to
them They'll be smashIng faces, or havIpg theIr own smashed, accordIng to
who's WInnIng But the ordInary mIddlIng chaps lIke me WIll be carrYIng on
Just as usual And yet It frIghtens me- I tell you It frIghtens me I'd Just started
to wonder why when the lecturer stopped and sat down
There was the usual hollow lIttle sound of clapPIng that you get when there
are only about fifteen people In the audIence, and then old Wltchett SaId lus
pIece, and before you could say Jack RobInson the four CommunIsts were on
theIr feet together They had a good dog-fight that went on for about ten
mInutes, full of a lot of stuff that nobody else understood, such as dIalectIcal
materIaltsm and the destIny of the proletarIat and what Lentn Said In 1918
Then the lecturer, who'd had a drInk of water, stood up and gave a swnmIngup that made the TrotskYIst WrIggle about on rus chaIr but pleased the other
three, and the dog-fight went on unoffiCIally for a bit longer Nobody else dId
any talkIng HIlda and the others had cleared off the moment the lecture ended.
Probably they were afraid there was gOIng to be a collectIon to pay for the lure
of the hall The httle woman WIth red haIr was staYIng to firush her row. You
could hear her countIng her stItches In a whIsper whIle the others argued And
Wltchett sat and beamed at whoever happened to be speakIng, and you could
see hun thInkmg how InterestIng It all was and malong mental notes, and the
gIrl WIth black haIr looked from one to the other with her mouth a httle open,
and the old Labour man, looklng rather hke a seal Wlth his droopy moustache
and his overcoat up to his ears, sat lookIng up at them, wondenng what the hell
It was all about And finally I got up and began to put on IllY overcoat.
The -dog-fight had turned mto a private row between the little Trotsky'lst
and the boy Wlth fa!ll' hair 'They were arguing about whether you ought to Jom
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the Army If war broke out As I edged my way along the row of chaIrs to get
out, the faIr-haIred one appealed to me
'Mr BowlIng' Look here If war broke out and we had the chance to smash
FascIsm once and for all, wouldn't you fight';) If you were young, I mean'
I suppose he thInks I'm about sIxty
'You bet I wouldn't,' 1 saId '1 had enough to go on wIth last tIme'
'But to smash FaSCIsm l'
'Oh, b- FaSCIsm' There's been enough smashing done already, If you ask
me'
The bttle TrotskYist chips In WIth SOCIal-patrIotIsm and betrayal of the
workers, but the others cut hIm short
'But you're thInkIng of 1914 That was Just an ordInary ImperIalIst war
ThIS tIme It'S dIfferent Look here When you hear about what's gomg on In
Germany, and the concentratIon camps and the NaZIS beatIng people up wIth
rubber truncheons and makIng the Jews SpIt In each other's faces-doesn't It
make your blood bOll?'
They're always gOIng on about your blood bOIlIng Just the same phrase
dUrIng the war, 1 remember
'1 went off the boll In 19I6,' I toldhlm 'And so'11 you when you know what a
trench smells lIke '
And then all of a sudden I seemed to see rum It was as If I hadn't properly
seen hIm nIl that moment.
A very young eager face, mIght have belong to a good-lookIng schoolboy,
WIth blue eyes and tow-coloured hair, gaZIng Into mIne, and for a moment
actually he'd got tears In hIS eyes' Felt as strongly as all that about the German
Jews' But as a matter of fact I knew Just what he felt He's a hefty lad, probably
plays rugger for the bank Got braIns, too And here he IS, a bank clerk In a
godless suburb, SittIng behInd the frosted wIndow, entering figures In a ledger,
counting ptles of notes, bumsuckmg to the manager. Feels hiS hfe rottIng
away And all the whlle, over In Europe, the bIg stuff's happenIng Shells
burstmg over the trenches and waves of Infantry charging through the drifts of
smoke Probably some of hiS pals are fighting In Spatn. Of course he's spOIhng
for a war How can you blame him? For a moment I ha:Q a pecuhar feebng that
he was my son, which 10 point of years he mIght have been. And I thought of
that swelterIng hot day 10 August when tJae newsboy stuck up the poster
ENGLAND DECLARES WAR ON GE~MANY, and we all rushed out on to the pavement
10 our wlute aprons and cheered
'LIsten son,' I Said, 'you've got It all wrong. In 1914 'We thought It was going
to be a glonous bU$mess~ Weil, It wasn't It was Just a bloody mess. If It comes
agam, you kie¢p out,()f l.t Why should you get your body plugged full of lead;>
Keep 11 fo1' $OJne gtrl. You thank war's all herolSm and V.C. charges, but I tell
yo,'Q. !tJ.sn't Uke that. ¥oudon't have bayonet-chaI'@eS nowadays, and when you
-® it isa.~ • ~d.tu;gine. You Glon't feel hke .a hero. All you kno-w IS that
Y~7re J.MQ.liQ :sleep f~ tbr~ days, and stink lIke a polecat, you're pissmg your
~~ aM y..o\U hands are so cordyou can't hold your rrlle But that
~~ a c:itlmD, eIther,. It's the tlung$ that happen afterwards~'
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Makes no unpresslon of course They Just thInk you're out of date MIght as
well stand at the door of a knockIng-shop handmg out tracts
The people were beginrung to clear off Witchett was takIng the lecturer
home The three CommunIsts and the lIttle Jew went up the road together, and
they were gOIng at It agaIn WIth proletarIan sohdanty and dIalectIc of the
dIalectIc and what Trotsky saId In 1917 They're all the same, really It was a
damp, stIll, very black nIght The lamps seemed to hang In the darkness lIke
stars and dIdn't bght the road In the dIstance you could hear the trams
boomIng along the High Street I wanted a drInk, but It was nearly ten and the
nearest pub was half a mde away Besides, I wanted somebody to talk to; the
way you can't talk In a pub It was funny how my bram had been on the go all
day Partly the result of not workIng, of course, and partly of the new false
teeth, whIch had kInd of freshened me up All day I'd been brood1Og on the
future and the past I wanted to talk about the bad tune that's eIther comIng or
Isn't comIng, the slogans and the coloured shIrts and the streaml10ed men from
eastern Europe who are gomg to knock old England cock-eyed Hopeless
trYIng to talk to HIlda Suddenly It occurred to me to go and look up old
Porteous, who's a pal of mIne and keeps late hours
Porteous IS a retIred publIc-school master He bves 10 rooms, WhICh luckily
are In the lower half of the house, In the old part of the town, near the church
He's a bachelor, of course You can't unaglne that kmd married Lives all alone
with hIS books and hIs pIpe and has a woman 10 to do for hIm He's a learned
kInd of chap, With hIs Greek and Latin and poetry and all that I suppose that If
the local Left Book Club branch represents Progress, old Porteous stands for
Culture NeIther of them cuts much Ice In West Bletchley
The lIght was burnIng In the httle room where old Porteous SIts readIng tIll
all hours of the mght As I tapped on the front door he came stroll1Og out as
usual, With hiS pipe between hiS teeth and lus fingers In a book to keep the
place He's rather a strtktng lookIng chap, very tall, WIth curly grey haIr and a
thtn, dreamy kInd of face that's a bIt dIscoloured but mIght almost belong to a
boy, though he must be nearly sJ.Xt.y It's funny how some of these publtcschool and UDlverslty chaps manage to look lIke boys ttll their dytng day. It's
sometmng In theIr movements Old Porteous has got a way of strolhng up and
down, WIth that handsome head of hIs, With the grey curls, held a bttle back
that makes you feel that all the whde he's dreaming about some poem or other
and Isn't conscIOus.of what's gomg on round hun. You can't look at him
WIthout seeing the way he's lived WIltten all over hun Pubhc School, Oxford,
and then back to hIs old school as a master. Whole hfe lIved In an attn'OSphere
of LatIn, Greek, and cricket He's got all the mannerlsms~ Always wears an old
Harns tweed Jacket and old grey flannel bags whlch he ltkes you to call
'dIsgraceful~, smokes a pipe and looks down on cigarettes. and though he SIts
up half the rught I bet he haa a cold bath every mommg. I suppose from. hIB
pomt ofVlew I'm a blt of a bounder. I haven't been to a puhlk school, I doll't
know any LatIn and don:'t ev¢.n want to. He tells me sometmles that It's a pity
I'm 'insenSIble to beauty', wluch I suppose J.$. a pohte wa., ~f 'Saying that I've
got no educa:tlOJ,il All the .same: lhke bitnHcfs very hospitable in the nghtkind
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of way, always ready to have you In and talk at all hours, and always got drmks
handy When you lIve In a house lIke ours, more or less Infested by women and
kIds, It does you good to get out of It sometImes Into a bachelor atmosphere, a
kmd of book-pIpe-fire atmosphere And the classy Oxford feelIng of nothIng
mattertng except books and poetry and Greek statues, and nothIng worth
mentIOnIng havIng happened SInce the Goths sacked Rome-sometunes that's
a comfort too
He shoved me Into the old leather armchaIr by the fire and dIshed out whISky
and soda I've never seen hIS SIttIng-room when It wasn't dIm wlth plpesmoke. The ceIlIng IS almost black It's a smallIsh room and, except for the
door and the wIndow and the space over the fireplace, the walls are covered
wIth books from the floor rIght up to the ceIlIng On the mantelpIece there are
all the trungs you'd expect A row of old brIar pIpes, all filthy, a few Greek
stIver COIns, a tobacco Jar WIth the arms of old Porteous's college on 1t, and a
httle earthenware lamp WhICh he told me he dug up on some mountaIn In
SIcIly Over the mantelpIece there are photos of Greek statues There's a bIg
one In the mtddle, of a woman WIth WIngs and no head who looks as If she was
steppIng out to catch a bus 1 remember how shocked old Porteous was when
the first tIme I saw It, not knOWIng any better, 1 asked hIm why they dIdn't
stIck a head on It
Porteous started refillIng hIS pIpe from the Jar on the mantelpIece
'That Intolerable woman upstalrs has purchased a wlreless set,' he saId 'I
had been hopIng to hve the rest of my lIfe out of the sound of those thIngs I
suppose there IS nothIng one can do'> Do you happen to know the legal
pOSItIOn')'
I told hIm there was nothmg one could do I rather lIke the Oxfordy way he
says 'intolerable', and It tickles me, In I938, to find someone ObjectIng to
haVIng a radIO In the house Porteous was strollIng up and down In hIS usual
dreamy way, WIth hIS hands In hIS coat pockets and hIS pIpe between hIS teeth,
and almost Instantly he'd begun talkIng about some law agaInst mUSIcal
Instruments that was passed In Athens In the tIme of PerIcles It's always that
way WIth old Porteous All hIS talk IS about thmgs that happened centurIes ago
Whatever you start off WIth It always comes back to statues and poetry and the
Greeks and Romans If you mentIon the Queen Mary he'd start tellmg you
about PhoenICIan tnremes. He never reads a modern book, refuses to know
thelt names, never looks at any newspaper except The T1.mes, and takes a prIde
In telhng you that he's never been to the pIctures Except for a few poets lIke
Keats and Wordsworth he thinks the modern world-and from hIS pOInt of
VIew the modem world IS the last two thousand years-Just oughtn't to have
happened
I'm part of the modern world myself, but I lIke to hear hun talk He'll stroll
round the shelves and haul out first one book and then another, and now and
agatn he'll read you a pIece between httle puffs of smoke, generally haVIng to
translate xt from the Latin or somethIng as he goes It's all kInd of peaceful,
kind 'of mellow All a httle hke a school-master, and yet It soothes you,
~hl!tw~ Whlle you hsten you aren't In the same world as trams and gas bIlls
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and Insurance compames It's all temples and ohve trees, and peacocks and
elephants, and chaps In the arena wIth theIr nets and trIdents, and wInged hans
and eunuchs and galleys and catapults, and generals In brass armour gallopIng
theIr horses over the soldIers' shIelds It's funny that he ever cottoned on to a
chap lIke me But It's one of the advantages of beIng fat that you can fit Into
almost any socIety BeSIdes we meet on common ground when It comes to dIrty
stOrIes They're the one modern thIng he cares about, though, as he's always
remIndIng me, they aren't modern. He's rather old-maIdIsh about It, always
tells a story In a veIled kInd of way SometImes he'll pIck out some LatIn poet
and translate a smutty rhyme, leaVIng a lot to your ImagInatIOn, or he'll drop
hInts about the prIvate hves of the Roman emperors and the thIngs that went
on In the temples of Ashtaroth They seem to have been a bad lot, those Greeks
and Romans Old Porteous has got photographs of wall-paIntIngs somewhere
In Italy that would make your haIr curl
When I'm fed up WIth bUSIness and home hfe It's often done me a lot of good
to go and have a talk WIth Porteous But tomght It dIdn't seem to My mInd was
stIll runnIng on the same hnes as It had been all day Just as I'd done with the
Left Book Club lecturer, I dIdn't exactly lIsten to what Porteous was saYIng,
only to the sound of hIS VOIce But whereas the lecturer's VOIce had got under
my skIn, old Porteous's dIdn't It was too peaceful, too Oxfordy FInally, when
he was In the mIddle of,saYIng somethIng, I chIpped In and saId
'Tell me, Porteous, what do you thInk of HItler?'
Old Porteous was leamng In rus lanky, graceful kInd of way WIth hIS elbows
on the mantelpIece and a foot on the fender He was so surprIsed that he almost
took hIS pIpe out of hIs mouth
'HItler",) ThIS German person",) My dear fellow l I don't thInk ofhlffi '
'But the trouble IS he's gOIng to bloody well make us thInk about hIm before
he's fimshed '
Old Porteous slues a bIt at the world 'bloody', whIch he doesn't bke, though
of course It's part of hIs pose never to be shocked He begms walkIng up and
down agaIn, puffing out smoke
'I see no reason for paYIng any attentIon to hIm A mere adventurer These
people come and go Ephemeral, purely ephemeral '
I'm not certam what the word 'ephemeral' means, but I stIck to my pomt:
'I thInk you've got It wrong Old Hitler's somethIng dIfferent. So's Joe
Staltn They aren't hke these chaps In the old days who crucIfied people and
chopped theIr heads off and so forth, Just for the fun of It They're after
somethIng quite new-somethIng that's never been heard of before.'
'My dear fellow' There IS nothing new under the sun '
Of course that's a favourIte saymg of old Porteous's. He won't hear of the
eXlstence of anythIn,g new As soon as you tell him about anytlung that's
happenmg nowadays he $ay~ that exactly the same tlung happened In the relgll
ofKmg So...and-oso. Eventf:vo\\ bring up tlungs hke aeroplanes he tells you that
they probably had them"iv. c,ete, or Mycenae, or wherever It was.. I tJ.'led to
explam to lum what I'd felt whde the httle bloke was lecturmg and the land of
VISlon I'd had of the bad time that's coming, but he wouldn't hsten. Merely
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repeated that there's nothIng new under the sun FInally he hauls a book out of
the shelves and reads me a passage about some Greek tyrant back In the B C S
who certaInly mIght have been HItler's tWIn brother
The argument went on for a bIt All day I'd been wantIng to talk to
somebody about thIS bUSIness It's funny I'm not a fool, but I'm not a
hIghbrow eIther, and God knows at normal tImes I don't have many Interests
that you wouldn't expect a mIddle-aged seven-pound-a-weeker WIth two kIds
to have And yet I've enough sense to see that the old lIfe we're used to IS beIng
sawn off at the roots I can feel It happenIng I can see the war that's comIng
and I can see the after-war, the food-queues and the secret polIce and the
loudspeakers tellIng you what to thmk And I'm not even exceptIOnal In thIS
There are mIllIons of others hke me OrdInary chaps that I meet everywhere,
chaps I run across In pubs, bus dnvers, and travellIng salesmen for hardware
firms, have got a feehng that the world's gone wrong They can feel thIngs
crackIng and collapSIng under theIr feet And yet here's thIS learned chap,
who's hved all hIS hfe WIth books and soaked hImself In hIstory tIll It'S runmng
out of hIS pores, and he can't even see that thIngs are changIng Doesn't thInk
HItler matters Refuses to belIeve there's another war comIng In any case, as
he didn't fight In the last war, It doesn't enter much Into hIS thoughts-he
thInks It was a poor show compared WIth the SIege of Troy Doesn't see why
one should bother about the slogans and the loudspeakers and the coloured
shIrts What IntellIgent person would pay any attentIOn to such thIngs? he
always says HItler and StalIn WIll pass away, but somethIng whIch old
Porteous calls 'the eternal ventles' won't pass away ThIS, of course, IS SImply
another way of sayIng that thIngs wIll always go on exactly as he's known them
For ever and ever, cultIvated Oxford blokes WIll stroll up and down studIes full
of books, quotIng LatIn tags and smokIng good tobacco out of Jars WIth coats of
arms on them Really It was no use talkIng to hIm I'd have got more change
out of the lad WIth tow-coloured haIr By degrees the conversatIOn tWIsted off,
as It always does, to thIngs that happened B C Then It worked round to poetry
FInally old Porteous drags another book out of the shelves and begIns readIng
Keat's 'Ode to a NIghtIngale' (or maybe It was a skylark-I forget)
So far as I'm concerned a lIttle poetry goes a long way But it's a curIOUS fact
that I rather hke hearing old Porteous readIng It aloud There's no questIon
that he reads well He's got the habIt, of course-used to readIng to classes of
boys He'll lean up agalnst sometrung In hIS loungtng way, WIth hIS pIpe
between hIS teeth and lIttle jets of smoke comIng out, and hIS VOIce goes kInd of
solemn and rIses and falls WIth the lIne You can see that It moves hIm In some
way I don't know what poetry IS or what It's supposed to do I imagtne It has a
lund of nervous effect on some people hke mUSIC has on others When he's
reading I don't actually lIsten, that's to say I don't take 10 the words, but
sometImes the sound of It brIngs a kInd of peaceful feehng mto my mInd On
the whole I lIke It. But somehow tonIght It didn't work It was as If a cold
draught had blown into the room I Just felt that thls was all bunk Poetry'
Wba-e is it? Just a voice, a bit of an eddy In the air And Gosh' what use would
that be Q88inst lllaahtne..guns?
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I watched hIm leamng up agaInst the bookshelf Funny, these pubhc-school
chaps Schoolboys all theIr days Whole hfe revolVIng round the old school and
theIr bIts of LatIn and Greek and poetry And suddenly I remembered that
almost the first tIme I was here WIth Porteous he's read me the very same
poem Read It In Just the same way, and hIS VOIce qUlvered when he got to the
same bIt-the bIt about magIC casements, or somethIng And a curIOUS thought
struck me He's dead He's a ghost All people hke that are dead
It struck me that perhaps a lot of the people you see walkmg about are dead
We say that a man's dead when hIS heart stops and not before It seems a bIt
arbItrary After all, parts of your body don't stop workIng-hatr goes on
grOWIng for years, for Instance Perhaps a man really dIes when rus bratn stops,
when he loses the power to take In a new Idea Old Porteous IS lIke that
Wonderfully learned, wonderfully good taste-but he's not capable of change
Just says the same thIngs and thmks the same thoughts over and over agaIn
There are a lot of people lIke that Dead mInds, stopped mSIde Just keep
mOVIng backwards and forwards on the same lIttle track, gettIng famter all the
tIme, lIke ghosts
Old Porteous's mmd, I thought, probably stopped workIng at about the
tIme of the Russo-Japanese War And It'S a ghastly trung that nearly all the
decent people, the people who don't want to go round smashmg faces In WIth
spanners, are lIke that They're decent, but theIr m10ds have stopped They
can't defend themselves agaInst what's com1Og to them, because they can't see
It, even when It's under theIr noses They th10k that England wIll never change
and that England's the whole world Can't grasp that It's Just a left-over, a tmy
corner that the bombs happen to have mIssed But what about the new kmd of
men from eastern Europe, the streamlIned men who thInk 10 slogans and talk
In bullets ~ They're on our track Not long before they catch up With us No
Marquess of Queensbury rules for those boys And all the decent people are
paralysed Dead men and lIve gorIllas Doesn't seem to be anythtng between
I cleared out about half an hour later, haVIng completely faIled to conVInce
old Porteous that HItler matters I was stIll thInk10g the same thoughts as I
walked home through the shIvery streets The trams had stopped runOIng
The house was all dark and HIlda was asleep I dropped my false teeth Into the
glass of water In the bathroom, got Into my PYJamas, and pnsed HIlda over to
the other SIde of the bed She rolled over Without waking, and the kInd of
hump between her shoulders was towards me It's funny, the tremendous
gloom that sometImes gets hold of you late at mght At that moment the
destiny of Europe seemed to me more Important than the rent and the kids'
school-bIlls and the work 1'd have to do tomorrow For anyone who has to earn
hIs lIVing such thoughts are Just pbun foolIshness But they dIdn't move out of
my mmd StIll the VISIon of the coloured shIrts and the machme-guns rattling
The last thtng I remember wonderIng before I fell asleep was why the hell a
chap lIke me should care

2
The prunroses had started I suppose It was some ttme m March
I'd drIven through Westerham and was malang for Pudley I'd got to do an
assessment of an Ironmonger's shop, and then, If I could get hold of hun, to
mterVIew a hfe-Insurance case who was wavermg In the balance HIS name had
been sent In by our local agent, but at the last moment he'd taken frIght and
begun to doubt whether he could afford It I'm pretty good at talkIng people
round It's beIng fat that does It It puts people In a cheery lond of mood,
makes 'em feel that SIgnIng a cheque IS almost a pleasure Of course there are
different ways of tackhng dIfferent people WIth some It's better to lay all the
stress on the bonuses, others you can scare In a subtle way Wlth mnts about
what'll happen to theIr WIves If they dIe unInsured
The old car sWItchbacked up and down the curly httle huls And by God,
what a day' You know the kInd of day that generally comes some tlme In March
when WInter suddenly seems to give up fightIng For days past we'd been
havIng the kmd of beastly weather that people call 'bIlght' weather, when the
sky's a cold hard blue and the WInd scrapes you hke a blunt razor-blade Then
suddenly the wInd had dropped and the sun got a chance You know the lond
of day. Pale yellow sunsmne, not a leaf stlIIlng, a touch of mIst In the far
dIstance where you could see the sheep scattered over the hIllSIdes hke lumps
of chalk. And down In the valleys fires were burmng, and the smoke tWlsted
slowly upwards and melted Into the mIst I'd got the road to myself It was so
warm you could almost have taken your clothes off
I got to a spot where the grass beSIde the road was smothered In prumoses A
patch of clayey sOll, perhaps Twenty yards farther on I slowed down and
stopped The weather was too good to IDlSS. I felt I'd got to get out and have a
smell at the spIlng aIr, and perhaps even pIck a few prlIl1roses If there was
nobody coming. I even had some vague notIon of plclang a bUnch of them to
take home to HIlda
I sWitched the engIne off and got out I never lIke leaVing the old car runmng
In neutral, I'm always half afraId she'll shake her mudguards off or somethIng
She's a 1927 model;; and she's done a bIggISh rmleage When you hft the bonnet
and look at the engme 1t remmds you of the old Austnan EmpU'e, all tIed
together with bIts of strIng but somehow keeps pluggmg along. You wouldn't
"beheve any machine could VIbrate in so many dU'ecttons at once. It's lIke the
mooon of the earth, which has twenty-two different lands of wobble, or so I
remember readIng. If you look at her from behInd when she's runmng m
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neutral It'S for all the world lIke watchIng one of those Hawanan gIrlS dancIng
the hula-hula
There was a five-barred gate besIde the road I strolled over and leaned
across It Not a soul In sIght I hItched my hat back a bIt to get the kmd of
balmy feelIng of the aIr agaInst my forehead The grass under the hedge was
full of prImroses Just InSIde the gate a tramp or somebody had left the remaIns
of a fire A httle pIle of wlute embers and a WISp of smoke still oozmg out of
them Farther along there was a lIttle bIt of a pool, covered over WIth duckweed The field was WInter wheat It sloped up sharply, and then there was a
fall of chalk and a lIttle beech spInney. A kind of mIst of young leaves on the
trees And utter stIllness everywhere Not even enough WInd to stlr the ashes of
the fire A lark SIngIng somewhere, otherWIse not a sound, not even an
aeroplane
I stayed there for a bIt, leanIng over the gate I was alone, qUIte alone I was
looking at the field, and the field was lookmg at me I felt-I wonder whether
you'll understand
What I felt was somethIng that's so unusual nowadays that to say It sounds
lIke foolIshness I felt happy I felt that though I shan't hve for ever, I'd be
qUIte ready to If you lIke you can say that that was merely because It was the
first day of sprIng Seasonal effect on the sex-glands, or somethmg But there
was more to It than that CUrIously enough, the thmg that had suddenly
convInced me that lIfe was worth hvmg, more than the prImroses or the young
buds on the hedge, was that bIt of fire near the gate You know the look of a
wood fire on a stll1 day The stIcks that have gone all to whIte ash and stIll keep
the shape of stIcks, and under the ash the kind of VIVId red that you can see
Into It's CurIOUS that a red ember looks more ahve, gives you more of a feebng
of hfe than any liVIng thIng There's somethIng about It, a kind of mtenslty, a
vibratlOn-I can't thInk of the exact words But It lets you know that you're
alIve yourself It's the spot on the plcture that makes you notIce everythIng
else
I bent down to pIck a prImrose Couldn't reach It-too much belly. I
squatted down on my haunches and pIcked a lIttle bunch of them Lucky there
was no one to see me The leaves were kind of crmkly and shaped lIke rabbits~
ears I stood up and put my bunch of prImroses on the gatepost Then on an
Impulse I slId my false teeth out of my mouth and had a look at them
If I'd had a mIrror I'd have looked at the whole of myself, though, as a
matter of fact, I knew what I looked lIke already A fat man of forty-five, m a
grey herrIng-bone SUIt a bIt the worse for wear and a bowler hat WIfe, two
kIds, and a house In the suburbs wrItten all over me Red face and boiled blue
eyes I know, you don't have to tell me But the thmg that struck me, as I gave
my dental plate the once-over before shppmg It back mto my mouth, Was that
zt doesn't matter Even false teeth donJt matter I'm fat-yes I look lIke a
bookIe's unsuccessful brotber . . .yes No woman WIll ever go to bed WIth me
agam unless she's pmd to I know all that. But I tell you I don't care I dGn't
want the women, I don't eveJ;l want.to be young agam. I only want to be ahve.
And.! was.:ahv.e that Inome.(lt whea i ~tood loolong at the pnmrO$eSand the red
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embers under the hedge It's a feelIng InsIde you, a kInd of peaceful feelIng,
and yet it's lIke a fiame
Farther down the hedge the pool was covered WIth duck-weed, so bke a
carpet that If you dIdn't know what duck-weed was you mIght thInk It was
solId and step on It I wondered why It IS that we're all such bloody fools Why
don't people, Instead of the IdIOCIes they do spend theIr tIme on, Just walk
round lookzng at thmgs? That pool, for Instance-all the stuff that's In It Newts,
water-snaIls, water-beetles, caddIs-files, leeches, and God knows how many
other things that you can only see wIth a mIcroscope The mystery of theIr
lIves, down there under water You could spend a lIfetIme watchIng them, ten
lIfetImes, and stIll you wouldn't have got to the end even of that one pool And
all the whIle the sort of feebng of wonder, the peculIar fiame InSIde you It's the
only thIng worth haVIng, and we don't want It
But I do want It At least I thought so at that moment And don't mIstake
what I'm sayIng. To begIn WIth, unlIke most Cockneys, I'm not soppy about
'the country' I was brought up a damn SIght too near to It for that I don't want
to stop people lIVing In towns, or In suburbs for that matter Let' em lIve where
they lIke And I'IIl not suggestmg that the whole of humaruty could spend the
whole of theIr lIves wandenng round plcktng prunroses and so forth I know
perfectly well that we've got to work It's only because chaps are coughIng
theIr lungs out In mInes and gIrls are hammerIng at typewrIters that anyone
ever has tIme to pIck a flower BeSIdes, If you hadn't a full belly and a warm
house you wouldn't want to pIck flowers But that's not the pOInt Here's thIS
feelIng that I get InSIde me-not often, I admIt, but now and agaIn I know It's a
good feelIng to have What's more, so does everybody else, or nearly
everybody It's Just round the corner all the tIllle, and we all know It~s there
Stop firIng that machIne-gun! Stop chaSIng whatever you're chaSIng' Calm
down, get your breath back, let a bIt of peace seep Into your bones No use We
don't do It. Just keep on WIth the same bloody foolenes
And the next war comIng over the horizon, 1941, they say Three more
CIrcles of the sun, and then we whIzz straIght Into It The bombs chvlng down
on you lIke black CIgars, and the streamlIned bullets streammg from the Bren
machme-guns Not that that wornes me partIcularly I'm too old to fight
There'll be aIr-raIds, of course, but they won't hIt everybody BeSIdes, even If
that kmd of danger eXIsts, It doesn't really enter Into one's thoughts
beforehand. As I've saId several tImes already, I'm not frIghtened of the war,
only the after-war And even that Isn't lIkely to affect me personally Because
who'd bother about a chap lIke me'> I'm too fat to be a polItIcal suspect No one
wop.ld bump me off or cosh me WIth a rubber truncheon I'm the ordInary
middhng kInd that moves on when the policeman tells hun As for Htlda and
the klds, they'd probably never notIce the dtfference. And yet It fnghtens me
The barbed WJ.re! The slogansl The enormous faces' The cork-hned cellars
where the executioner plugs you from betund l For that matter It frightens
otbet chaps who are intellectually a good deal dumber. than I am But why!
l3ecause It lUeaIl$ good..bye to tlus tlung I've been telhng you about, dus
s,p.eQiaI feel~1U'81de yo~ Call It~ce> ifyoubke. .But waen I say peace I don't
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mean absence of war, I mean peace, a feelIng m your guts And It's gone for
ever If the rubber truncheon boys get hold of us
I pIcked up my bunch of prImroses and had a smell at them I was thmkmg
of Lower Blnfield It was funny how for two months past It had been In and out
of my mInd all the tIme, after twenty years durIng WhICh 1'd practIcally
forgotten It And Just at thIS moment there was the zoom of a car comIng up the
road
It brought me up WIth a kInd of Jolt I suddenly reahzed what I was
dOIng-wanderIng round pIckIng prImroses when I ought to have been gomg
through the Inventory at that Ironmonger's shop In Pudley What was more, It
suddenly struck me what I'd look hke If those people In the car saw me A fat
man In a bowler hat holdIng a bunch of prImroses' It wouldn't look rIght at all
Fat men mustn't pick prImroses, at any rate In publIc I Just had time to chuck
them over the hedge before the car came In SIght It was a good Job I'd done so
The car was full of young fools of about twenty How they'd have snIggered If
they'd seen mel They were all lookIng at me-you know how people look at you
when they're In a car coming towards you-and the thought struck me that
even now they mIght somehow guess what 1'd been dOIng Better let' em thlOk
It was somethIng else Why should a chap get out of hIS car at the SIde of a
country road? ObVlOUS' As the car went past I pretended to be do109 up a flybutton
I cranked up the car (the self-starter doesn't work any longer) and got In
CUrIously enough, In the very moment when I was domg up the fly ...button,
when my mind was about three-quarters full of those young fools In the other
car, a wonderful Idea had occurred to me
I'd go back to Lower BInfield'
Why not? I thought as I Jammed her Into top gear Why shouldn't P What
was to stop me? And why the hell hadn't I thought of it before' A qUIet hohday
In Lower BInfield-Just the thIng I wanted
Don't ImagIne that I had any Ideas of gOIng back to lzve in Lower Bmfield I
wasn't planmng to desert HIlda and the klds and start hfe under a dIfferent
name. That kInd of thIng only happens In books But what was to stop me
slIpPIng down to Lower Blnfield and havmg a week there all by myself" on the
QT?
I seemed to have It all planned out In my mmd already It was all rIght as far
as the money went There was snll twelve qUId left In that secret ptle of mme,
and you can have a very comfortable week on twelve qUld I get a fortmght's
hohday a year, generally In August or September But If I made up some
SUItable story.....relattve dymg of Incurable rusease, or somedllng-I could
probably get the firm to gIve me my holiday in two separate halves Then I
could have a week all to myselfbefore Hllda knew what was happenmg A week
In Lower Bmfield~ WIth no HIlda, no kids; no Flying Salamander, no Ellesmere
Road, no I'Ulllpusabout the: hu'e.."urebase payments,; no nOise oftraffie dl1ving
you silly.... just a week.of loafing Nund.a:nd listening to the qUletness?
"
But why dld I want to go back to- Lower Blnfie1d? -you say Why Lo-wer
Bmfteld in pafticuJar?'Wl'at did I lll'lea.Jl te'do when I lOt there?
11,
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I dIdn't mean to do anythIng That was part of the p01nt I wanted peace and
qUIet Peace' We had It once, In Lower Binfieid I've told you somethIng about
our old hfe there, before the war I'm not pretendIng It was perfect I dare say
It was a dull, sluggish, vegetable kmd ofllfe You can say we were bke turnIps,
If you hke But turnIps don't hve In terror of the boss, they don't he awake at
mght thInklng about the next slump and the next war We had peace InsIde us
Of course I knew that even In Lower Blnfield hfe would have changed But the
place Itself wouldn't have There'd stIll be the beech woods round Blnfield
House, and the towpath down by Burford WeIr, and the horse-trough In the
market-place I wanted to get back there, Just for a week, and let the feelIng of
It soak Into me It was a bIt lIke one of these Eastern sages retIrIng Into a desert
And I should trunk, the way thIngs are g01ng, there'll be a good many people
retlrmg Into the desert dunng the next few years It'll be lIke the tIme In
anCIent Rome that old Porteous was tellIng me about, when there were so
many hermIts that there was a waItIng lIst for every cave
But It wasn~t that I wanted to watch my navel I only wanted to get my nerve
back before the bad tunes begIn Because does anyone who Isn't dead from the
neck up doubt that there's a bad Ume comIng';) We don't even know what It'll
be, and yet we know It's comIng Perhaps a war, perhaps a slump-no knOWIng,
except that It'll be somethIng bad Wherever we're g01ng, we're g01ng
downwards Into the grave, Into the cesspool-no knOWIng And you can't face
that kmd of thIng unless you've got the nght feehng InSIde you There's
someth1ng that's gone out of us m these twenty years SInce the war It's a kInd
of VItal JUIce that we've sqUIrted away untIl there's nothmg left All this
rushIng to and fro' EverlastIng scramble for a bIt of cash EverlastIng dIn of
buses, bombs, radlOs, telephone bells Nerves worn all to bIts, empty places In
our bones where the marrow ought to be
I shoved my foot down on the accelerator The very thought of gOIng back to
Lower Blnfield had done me good already You know the feelIng I had
Commg Up for air' LIke the big sea-turtles when they come paddlIng up to the
surface, stick theIr noses out and fill theIr lungs WIth a great gulp before they
smk down agaIn among the seaweed and the octopuses We're all strlhng at the
bottom of a dustbIn, but I'd found the way to the top Back to Lower Binfieid'
I kept my foot on the accelerator until the old car worked up to her maxImum
speed of nearly forty mtles an hour She was rattlIng lIke a tln tray full of
crockery, and under cover of the n01se I nearly started slngl(l1g
Of course the fly In the mtlk-)ug was HIlda That thought pulled me up a bIt
I slowed down to about twenty to thInk It over
There wasn't much doubt HIlda would find out sooner or later. As to gettIng
only a week's hobday In August, I mIght be able to pass that off all nght I
could tell her the firm were only gIVIng me a week thiS year Probably she
wouldn't ask too many questions about that) because she'd Jump at the chance
of cuttIng down the holIday expenses. The kIds, 10 any case; always stay at the
seaSIde for a month. Where the dIfficulty came m was finchng an ahbl far that
~ in May I couldn't just clear off WIthout nOtlce. Best thing, I thought,
would be to tell her Br gQod whlle ahead that I was beIng sent on some speClal
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Job to NottIngham, or Derby, or BrIstol, or some other place a good long way
away If I told her about It two months ahead It would look as If I hadn't
anythIng to hIde
But of course she'd find out sooner or later Trust HIlda' She'd start off by
pretendIng to belIeve It, and then, In that qUIet, obSTInate way she has, she'd
nose out the fact that I'd never been to NottIngham or Derby or BrIstol or
wherever It mIght be It's astonIshIng how she does It Such perseverance' She
lIes low tIll she's found out all the weak POInts In your ahbI, and then suddenly,
when you've put your foot In It by some careless remark, she starts on you
Suddenly comes out WIth the whole dossIer of the case 'Where dId you spend
Saturday rught';) That's a lIe' You've been off WIth a woman Look at these
haIrs I found when I was brushIng your Waistcoat Look at them' I s my hair
that colour';)' And then the fun begIns Lord knows how many tlffies It's
happened SometImes she's been rIght about the woman and sometImes she's
been wrong, but the after-effects are always the same Naggmg for weeks on
end' Never a meal WIthout a row-and the kIds can't make out what It's all
about The one completely hopeless thIng would be to tell her Just where I'd
spent that week, and why If I explaIned tIll the Day of Judgment she'd never
belIeve that
But, hell' I thought, why bother';) It was a long way off You know how
chfferent these thIngs seem before and after I shoved my foot down on the
accelerator agaIn I'd had another Idea, almost bIgger than the first I wouldn't
go In May I'd go In the second half of June, when the coarse-fishmg season
had started, and I'd go fishmg'
Why not, after alP I wanted peace, and fishmg IS peace And then the bIggest
Idea of all came Into my head and very nearly made me swmg the car off the
road
I'd go and catch those bIg carp In the pool at Binfieid House'
And once agaIn, why not';) Isn't It queer how we go through lIfe, always
thInkIng that the dungs we want to do are the thIngs that can't be done~ Why
shouldn't I catch those carp';) And yet, as soon as the Idea's mentIoned, doesn't
It sound to you lIke somethIng ImpOSSIble, somethIng that Just couldn't
happen';) It seemed so to me, even at that moment It seemed to me a kInd of
dope-dream, lIke the ones you have of sleepmg WIth film stars or winrung the
heavyweIght champIOnship And yet It wasn't In the least ImpOSSIble, It wasn't
even Improbable FishIng can be rented Whoever owned Binfield House now
would probably let the pool If they got enough for It And Gosh' I'd be glad to
pay five poUtlds for a day's fishIng In that pool For that matter It was quite
lIkely that the house was snlI empty and nobody even knew that the pool
eXIsted.
I thought of it In the dark place among the trees, waItIng for me all those
years And the huge black fish still gliding round It Jesusl Ifthey were that size
thIrty years ago,. what would they be hke now?

3
It was June the seventeenth, FrIday, the second day of the coarse-fishIng
season
I hadn't had any dIfficulty In fix10g thIngs wIth the firm As for HIlda, I'd
fitted her up wIth a story that was all shipshape and watertIght I'd fixed on
BIrm10gham for my alIbI, and at the last moment I'd even told her the name of
the hotel I was gOIng to stay at, Rowbottom's FamIly and CommercIal I
happened to know the address because I'd stayed there some years earlIer At
the same tIme I dIdn't want her WrItIng to me at BIrmIngham, whIch she mIght
do If I was away as long as a week After thInkIng It over I took young
Saunders, who travels for GlIsso Floor PolIsh, partly Into my confidence. He'd
happened to mentIOn that he'd be paSSIng through Bumlngham on the
eIghteenth of June, and I got hIm to promIse that he'd stop on hIS way and post
a letter from me to HIlda, addressed from Rowbottom's ThIS was to tell her
that I mIght be called away and she'd better not Wrlte Saunders understood,
or thought he lid He gave me a wInk and saId I was wonderful for my age So
that settled HIlda She hadn't asked any questIOns, and even If she turned
SUSpICIOUS later, an alIbI hke that would take some breakIng
I drove through Westerham It was a wonderful June mornIng A faInt
breeze blOWing, and the elm tops swaYIng In the sun, lIttle whIte clouds
streamIng across the sky lIke a flock of sheep, and the shadows chaSIng each
other across the fields OutSIde Westerham a Walls' Ice Cream lad, WIth cheeks
lIke apples, came tearIng towards me on hIS bIke, whlsthng so that It went
through your head I t suddenly remInded me of the tIme when I'd been an
errand boy myself (though In those days we dIdn't have free-wb~W~es) and I
very nearly stopped hIm and took one They'd cut the hay In places, but they
hadn't got It In yet It lay drymg In long shIny rows, and the smell of It drIfted
across the road and got mIxed up WIth the petrol
I drove along at a gentle fifteen. The mornIng had a kInd of peaceful, dreamy
feebng The ducks floated about on the ponds as If they felt too satIsfied to eat.
In Nettlefield, the v1l1age beyond Westerham, a httle man 10 a whIte apron,
'Wlth grey hatr and a huge grey moustache, darted across the green, planted
lumself in the xci,ddle of the road and began dOIng phYSIcal Jerks to attract my
attention My car~s known all along thIS road, of course I pulled up. It's only
Mr Weaver, who keeps the VIllage general shop No) he doesn't want to lnsure
hlS lUe" nor hIS shop eIther He's merely run out of change and wants to know
whether I've got a qUId's worth of~large sIlver' They never have any change In
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N ettlefield, not even at the pub
I drove on The wheat would have been as tall as your waIst It went
undulatIng up and down the hllis lIke a great green carpet, WIth the wmd
npplIng It a lIttle, kInd of thIck and sllky-lookmg It's lIke a woman, I thought
I t makes you want to he on It And a bIt ahead of me I saw the SIgn-post where
the road forks rIght for Pudley and left for Oxford
I was stIll on my usual beat, InSIde the boundary of my own 'dIStrIct', as the
firm calls It The natural thmg, as I was gomg westward, would have been to
leave London along the UxbrIdge Road But by a kmd of mstInct I'd followed
my usual route The fact was I was feehng guIlty about the whole busmess I
wanted to get well away before I headed for Oxfordshtre And In spIte of the
fact that I'd fixed thIngs so neatly WIth HIlda and the firm, In spIte of the twelve
qUId In my pocket-book and the SUItcase In the back of the car, as I got nearer
the crossroads I actually felt a temptatIOn-I knew I wasn't gomg to succumb
to It, and yet It was a temptatIon-to chuck the whole thmg up I had a sort of
feelIng that so long as I was dnvIng along my normal beat I was St111InSIde the
law It's not too late, I thought There's stIll time to do the respectable thIng I
could run Into Pudley, for mstance, see the manager of Barclay's Bank (he's
our agent at Pudley) and find out If any new busmess had come In For that
matter I could even turn round, go back to HIlda, and make a clean breast of
the plot
I slowed down as I got to the corner Should lor shouldn't P For about a
second I was really tempted But no' I tooted the klaxon and swung the car
westward, on to the Oxford road
Well, I'd done It I was on the forbIdden ground It was true that five mlles
farther on, If I wanted to, I could turn to the left agaIn and get back to
Westerham. But for the moment I was headed westward StrIctly speakmg I
was In flIght And what was CUrIOUS, I was no sooner on the Oxford road than I
felt perfectly certam that they knew all about It When I say they I mean all the
people who wouldn't approve of a trIP of thIS kmd and who'd have stopped me
If they could-whIch, I suppose, would mclude pretty well everybody
What was more, I actually had a feelmg that they were after me already. The
whole lot of them' All the people who couldn't understand why a mIddle-aged
man WIth false teeth should sneak away for a qwet week In the place where he
spent hIS boyhood And all the mean-mInded bastards who could understand
only too well, and who'd raIse heaven and earth to prevent It They were all on
my track It was as If a huge army were streammg up the road behInd me. I
seemed to see them In my mInd's eye. Hllda was m front, of course, w1th the
kIds tagging after her, and Mrs Wheeler drIVIng her forward WIth a gnm,
VindIctIve expreSSIOn, and MISS Minns rushtng along m the rear, WIth hex:
pInce-nez slIpPlng down and a look of distress on her face, hke the hen that
gets left behInd when the others have got hold of the bacon rind. And SIr
Herbert Crum and the rugher-ups of the Flymg Salamander 10 the1l' RollsRoyces and Hlspano-SUlzas And all the chaps at the office~ and all the poor
down-trodden pen-pushers from Ellesmere Road and from all such Qther
roads, some of them wheelIng prams and mowmg...machlOes and concrete
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garden-rollers, some of them chuggmg along In lIttle Austin Sevens And all
the soul-savers and Nosey Parkers, the people whom you've never seen but
who rule your destmy all the same, the Home Secretary, Scotland Yard, the
Temperance League, the Bank of England, Lord Beaverbrook, Hitler and
Stahn on a tandem bIcycle, the bench of BIshops, Mussohm, the Pope-they
were all of them after me I could almost hear them shoutIng
'There's a chap who thmks he's gOIng to escape' There's a chap who says he
won't be streamhned' He's gomg back to Lower Binfieid' After hIm' Stop
him"
It's queer The ImpreSSIOn was so strong that I actually took a peep through
the httle wmdow at the back of the car to make sure I wasn't bemg followed
Gudty conSCience, I suppose But there was nobody Only the dusty whIte
road and the long hne of the elms dw10dlIng out behInd me
I trod on the gas and the old car rattled 1Oto the thIrtIes A few mInutes later
I was past the Westerham turn10g So that was that I'd burnt my boats ThIS
was the Idea whIch, In a dIm sort of way, had begun to form Itself In my mInd
the day I got my new false teeth
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PART IV

I
1 came towards Lower Blnfield over Chamford HIll There are four roads Into
Lower Blnfield, and It would have been more dIrect to go through Walton But
I'd wanted to come over Chamford HIll, the way we used to go when we bIked
home from fishIng In the Thames When you get Just past the crown of the hIll
the trees open out and you can see Lower Binfieid lYIng In the valley below
you
It's a queer experIence to go over a bIt of country you haven't seen In twenty
years You remember It In great detaIl, and you remember It all wrong All the
dIstances are dIfferent, and the landmarks seem to have moved about You
keep feelIng, surely thIS hIll used to be a lot steeper-surely that turmng was on
the other SIde of the road';> And on the othf;!' hand you'll have memOrIes whIch
are perfectly accurate, but whIch only belong to one partIcular occaSIOn You'll
remember, for instance, a corner of a field, on a wet day In WInter, WIth the
grass so green that It'S almost blue, and a rotten gatepost covered WIth lIchen
and a cow stanwng In the grass and lookIng at you And you'll go back after
twenty years and be surprIsed because the cow Isn't standIng In the same place
and lookIng at you WIth the same expreSSIOn
As I drove up Chamford HIll I realIzed that the pIcture I'd had of It In my
mInd was almost entIrely ImagInary But It was a fact that certaIn thIngs had
changed The road was tarmac, whereas In the old days It used to be macadam
(1 remember the bumpy feelIng of It under the bIke), and It seemed to have got
a lot WIder And there were far less trees In the old days there used to be huge
beeches grOWIng In the hedgerows, and In places theIr boughs met across the
road and made a kInd of arch Now they were all gone 1'd nearly got to the top
of the mIl when I came on somethIng whIch wa-s certaInly new To the nght of
the road there was a whole lot of fake-pIcturesque houses, WIth overhanging
eaves and rose pergolas and what..not You knc>w the ktnd of houses that.are
Just a lIttle too hlgh-class to stand In a row, and so they're dotted about in a
kInd of colony, WIth prlvate roads leadtng up to them And at the entrance to
one of the prIvate roads there was a huge whlte board Which Sald
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Surely that usen't to be there~
I thought for a moment Yes, I remembered' Where those houses stood
there used to be a lIttle oak plantatIOn, and the trees grew too close together, so
that they were very tall and thm, and In SprIng the ground underneath them
used to be smothered In anemones CertaInly there were never any houses as
far out of the town as thIS
I got to the top of the hIll Another mInute and Lower Blnfield would be In
sIght Lower BInfield' Why should I pretend I wasn't excIted? At the very
thought of seeIng It agaIn an extraordInary feelIng that started In my guts crept
upwards and dId somethIng to my heart Five seconds more and r d be seeIng
It Yes, here we are' I declutched, trod on the foot-brake, and-Jesus'
Oh, yes, I know you knew what was cOffilng But I dIdn't You can say I was
a bloody fool not to expect It, and so I was But It hadn't even occurred to me
The first questIOn was, where was Lower Binfield~
I don't mean that It had been demolIshed It had merely been swallowed
The thmg I was lookIng down at was a good-sIZed manufacturIng town I
remember-Gosh, how I remember' and in thIS case I don't trunk my memory
IS far out-what Lower BInfield used to look lIke from the top of Chamford
Htll I suppose the HIgh Street was about a quarter of a mIle long, and except
for a few outlYIng hOllses the town was roughly the shape of a cross. The chIef
landmarks were the church tower and the chImney of the brewery At thIS
moment I couldn't distInguIsh eIther of them. All I could see was an enormous
river of brand-new houses which flowed along the valley In both dIrectIOnS and
half-~y up the htlls on eIther SIde Over to the rIght there were what looked
hke several acres of bnght red roofs all exactly alike A big CouncIl hOUSIng
estate, by the look of It.
But where was Lower Blnfield? Where was the town I used to know? It
mtght have been anywhere All I knew was that It was burled somewhere In the
nuddle of that sea of bncks Of the five or SIX factory chunneys that I could see,
I couldn't even make a guess at wblch belonged to the brewery Towards the
eastern end of the town there were two enonnous factorIes of glass and
concrete. That accounts for the growth of the town, I thought, as I began to
take It in. It occurred to me that the population of thiS place (It used to be about
two thousand in the old days) mU$t be a good twenty-five thousand. The only
thing that hadn't cllanged) seemmgly, was Binfield House. It wasn't much
JQO.tle:tba.ia a dot at that distance, but you could see It on the hillSide opposite,
..... dle beeth tMes round It, and the town hadn't clunbed that high. As I
10Qked a teet or black bombing planes came over the lull and zoomed across
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1,~. clu.tcb. in and started slowly down the rull. The houses had
~ balf...-r up it. You know those very cheap small houses wluch run up
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a hIllsIde In one contInUOUS row, wIth the roofs rISIng one above the other hke a
flIght of steps, all exactly the same But a httle before I got to the houses I
stopped agaIn On the left of the road there was somethIng else that was qUIte
new The cemetery I stopped OpposIte the lych-gate to have a look at It
It was enormous, twenty acres, I should thInk There's always a kInd of
Jumped-up unhomehke look about a new cemetery, WIth ItS raw gravel paths
and ItS rough green sods, and the machIne-made marble angels that look hke
somethIng off a weddIng-cake But what chiefl.y struck me at the moment was
that In the old days thIS place hadn't eXIsted There was no separate cemetery
then, only the churchyard I could vaguely remember the farmer these fields
used to belong to-Blackett, hIS name was, and he was a daIry-farmer And
somehow the raw look of the place brought It home to me how thIngs have
changed It wasn't only that the town had grown so vast that they needed
twenty acres to dump theIr corpses In I t was theIr puttIng the cemetery out
here, on the edge of the town Have you notIced that they always do that
nowadays? Every new town puts Its cemetery on the outskirts Shove It
away-keep It out of SIght! Can't bear to be remmded of death. Even the
tombstones tell you the same story They never say that the chap underneath
them 'dIed', It's always 'passed away' or 'fell asleep' It wasn't so In the old
days We had our churchyard plumb In the mIddle of the town, you passed It
every day, you saw the spot where your grandfather was lymg and where some
day you were gOIng to he yourself We dIdn't mInd lookIng at the dead In hot
weather, I admIt, we also had to smell them, because some of the famIly vaults
weren't too well sealed
I let the car run down the lull slowly Queer' You can't Imagme how queer'
All the say down the lull I was seeIng ghosts, chlefiy the ghosts of hedges and
trees and cows It was as If I was lookIng at two worlds at once, a kInd of thm
bubble of the thing that used to be, WIth the thIng that actually eXIsted shmIng
through It There's the field where the bull chased GInger Rodgers! And
there's the place where the horse-mushrooms used to grow' But there weren't
any fields or any bulls or any mushrooms It was houses, houses everywhere,
httle raw red houses WIth theIr grubby window-curtams and thetr scraps of
back-garden that hadn't anythIng In them except a patch of rank grass or a few
larkspurs strugglIng among the weeds And blokes walktng up and down, and
women shakIng out mats, and snotty-nosed kIds plaYing along the pavement
All strangers' They'd all come crowdIng In willIe my back was turned And yet
It was they who'd have looked on me as a stranger, they dIdn't know anything
about the old Lower Blnfield; they'd never heard of Shooter and Wetherall, or
Mr Grmunett and Uncle Ezektel, and cared less, you bet
It's funny how qUlckly one adJusts I suppose It was five mInutes smce I'd
halted at the top of the htll, actually a bit out of breath at the thought of seeing
Lower Blntield agaIn. And already I'd got used to the Idea that Lower Blnfield
had been swallowed up and buried lIke the lost CltIes of Peru. I braced up and
faced It. After all, what else do you expect~ Towns have got to grow, people
have got to hve somewhere. Besides, the old town hadn't been aruulula~
Somewhere or other It sull existed, though It had houses round It lostead ?f
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fields In a few minutes I'd be seelOg It again, the church and the brewery
chImney and Father's shop-wIndow and the horse-trough In the market-place
I got to the bottom of the hIll, and the road forked I took the left-hand
turrung, and a mmute later I was lost
I could remember nothIng I couldn't even remember whether It was
hereabouts that the town used to begm All I knew was that 10 the old days thIS
street hadn't eXIsted For hundreds of yards I was runnIng along It-a rather
mean, shabby klOd of street, wIth the houses givIng straIght on the pavement
and here and there a corner grocery or a dIngy lIttle pub-and wonderIng where
the hell It led to FInally I pulled up beSIde a woman 10 a dIrty apron and no hat
who was walkIng down the pavement I stuck my head out of the wlOdow
'Beg pardon-can you tell me the way to the market-place?'
She 'couldn't tell' Answered In an accent you could cut WIth a spade
LancashIre There's lots of them In the south of England now Overflow from
the distressed areas Then I saw a bloke In overalls WIth a bag of tools comIng
along and trIed agaIn ThIS tIme I got the answer In Cockney, but he had to
thInk for a moment
'Market-place,;> Market-place? Lessee, now Oh-you mean the Ole Market?'
I supposed I dId mean the Old Market
'Oh, well-you take the nght 'and turning-'
It was a long way Mtles, It seemed to me, though really It wasn't a mtle
Houses, shops, CInemas, chapels, football grounds-new, all new AgaIn I had
that feehng of a kInd of enemy InvaSIOn haVIng happened behInd my back All
these people floodIng In from LancashIre and the London suburbs, plantIng
themselves down In thiS beastly chaos, not even botherIng to know the chIef
landmarks of the town by name. But I grasped presently why what we used to
call the market-place was now known as the Old Market There was a bIg
square, though you couldn't properly call It a square, because It was no
partIcular shape, 10 the mIddle of the new town, with traffic-lIghts and a huge
bronze statue of a hon worrYIng an eagle-the war-memonal, I suppose And
the newness of everythIng' The raw, mean look! Do you know the look of these
new towns that have suddenly swelled up lIke balloons In the last few years,
Hayes, Slough, Dagenham, and so forth~ The kind of chdbness, the brIght red
bnc~ everywhere, the temporary-looking shop-WIndows full of cut-prIce
chocolates and radiO parts. It was Just lIke that But suddenly I swung'lOto a
street WIth older houses. Gosh' The HIgh Street!
Mter all my memory hadn't played tncks on me. I knew every lOch of It
now. Another couple of hundred yards and I'd be In the market-place. The old
shop was down the other end of the High Street I'd go there after lunch-I was
going to put up at the George. And every Inch a memoryl I knew all the shops,
though all the names, had changed, and the stuff they dealt In had mostly
oba:ased ~ well. There's Lovegrove)s' And there's Todd's' And a bIg dark
shop 'With beams :and dormer windows. Used to be Ltlywhite's the draper's,
~.e-8tsie used to work. And Gtunmett'sl StIll a grocer's apparently Now
tor the ~ttOUgh in the market-place There was another car ahead of me
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It turned aSide as we got mto the market-place The horse-trough was gone
There was an A A man on traffic-duty where It used to stand He gave a
glance at the car, saw that It hadn't the A A sign, and decided not to salute
I turned the corner and ran down to the George The horse-trough being
gone had thrown me out to such an extent that I hadn't even looked to see
whether the brewery chimney was still standIng The George had altered too,
all except the name The front had been dolled up 011 It looked lIke one of those
nverslde hotels, and the sign was different It was cunous that although tIll
that moment I hadn't thought of It once In twenty years, I suddenly found that
I could remember every detaIl of the old sign, whIch had swung there ever
since I could remember It was a crude kind of picture, with St George on a
very thin horse tramplIng on a very fat dragon, and In the corner, though It was
cracked and faded, you could read the lIttle signature, 'Wm Sandfor~ PaInter
& Carpenter' The new Sign was kind of artistic-lookIng You could see It had
been painted by a real artIst St George looked a regular pansy The cobbled
yard, where the farmers' traps used to stand and the drunks used to puke on
Saturday nights, had been enlarged to about three tImes Its size and concreted
over, with garages all round It I backed the car Into one of the garages and got
out
One thIng I've noticed about the human mInd IS that It goes In Jerks There's
no emotlOn that stays by you for any length of tlme Dunng the last quarter of
an hour I'd had what you could fairly descnbe as a shock I'd felt It almost hke
a sock In the guts when I stopped at the top of Chamford HIll and suddenly
realIzed that Lower Blnfield had vanished, and there'd been another lIttle stab
when I saw the horse-trough was gone I'd driven through the streets with a
gloomy, Ichabod kind offeehng But as I stepped out of the car and hitched my
tnlby hat on to my head I suddenly felt that It didn't matter a damn It was
such a lovely sunny day, and the hotel yard had a kind of summery look, with
ItS flowers In green tubs and what-not Besides, I was hungry and looking
forward to a spot of lunch
I strolled mto the hotel With a consequential kInd of air, WIth the boots,
who'd already nipped out to meet me, follOWIng with the sUItcase. I felt pretty
prosperous, and probably I looked It A solId bUSIness man, you'd have said, at
any rate If you hadn't seen the car I was glad I'd come In my new sUit-blue
flannel With a thin whIte strIpe, whIch SUitS my style It has what the taIlor calls
a creducmg effece I belIeve that day I could have passed for a stockbroker.
And say what you lIke It's a very pleasant thIng, on a June day when the suo's
shIning on the PInk geramums In the Wlndow.. boxes, to walk 10tO a wce
country hotel With roast lamb and mInt sauce ahead of you. Not that It's any
treat to me to stay In hotels, Lord knows I see all too much of them-but
ninety-rune tunes out of a hundred 1t'S those godless 'fannlyand commerCIal'
hotels, lIke Rowbottom's, where I was supposed to be staymg at present, the
kInd of places where you pay five bob for bed and breakfast, and the sheets ate
always damp and the bath taps never work. The George had got so smart I
wouldn't have known 11. In the old days it had hardly been a hotel, only a pub,
though It had a room or two to let and uaed to do a farmers' lunch (roast beef
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and Yorkslure, suet dumphng and Sulton cheese) on market days It all
seemed dIfferent except for the publIc bar, WhICh I got a ghmpse of as I went
past, and which looked the same as ever I went up a passage wIth a soft carpet,
and huntmg prInts and copper warmmg-pans and such-hke Junk hangIng on
the walls And dimly I could remember the passage as It used to be, the
hollowed-out flags underfoot, and the smell of plaster mIxed up WIth the smell
of beer A smart-lookIng young woman, WIth frIzzed haIr and a black dress,
who I suppose was the clerk or something, took my name at the office
'You WIsh for a room, slr~ CertaInly, SIr What name shall I put down, SIr">'
I paused Mter all, thiS was my bIg moment She'd be pretty sure to know
the name It Isn't common, and there are a lot of us In the churchyard We were
one of the old Lower Blnfield famIlIes, the Bowhngs of Lower Blnfield And
though 10 a way It'S painful to be recognized, I'd been rather lookIng forward
to It
'BowlIng,' I saId very dIstmctly 'Mr George Bowhng ,
'BowlIng, SIr B-O-A-oh' B-O-W"> Yes, SIr And you are coming from
London, SIr">'
No response Nothing registered She'd never heard of me Never heard of
George Bowhng, son of Samuel Bowhng-Samuel BowlIng who, damn It' had
had lus half-pInt In thIS same pub every Saturday for over thIrty years

2
The dInIng-room had changed, too
I could remember the old room, though 1'd never had a meal there, WIth ItS
brown mantelpIece and Its bronzy-yellow wallpaper-I never knew whether It
was meant to be that colour, or had Just got hke that from age and smoke-and
the od-parotlng, also by Wm Sandford, PaInter & Carpenter, of the battle of
Tel-el-Keblr. Now they'd got the place up in a bnd of medIeval style Bnck
fireplace WIth Inglenooks, a huge beam across the ceIlIng, oak panellIng on the
walls, and every bit of it a fake that you could have spotted fifty yards away
The beam was genume oak, came out of some old sallIng-shIp, probably, but It
didn't hold anythmg up, and I had my suspICIonS of the panels as soon as I set
eyes on them. As I sat down at my table, and the shck young walter came
towards me fiddlmg WIth lus napkm, I tapped the wall behInd me Yes I
Thought so! Not even wood. They fake It up WIth some kInd of compOSItIon
and. tbeta P«int it over
But the lunch wasn't bad. I had my lamb and mInt sauce) and I had a bottle
ot~ wlute wme or other With a French name whIch made me belch a bIt but
~ Jne feel happy- There was one other person lunchIng there, a woman of
~ thirty with fair haIr, looked lIke a WIdow I wondered whether she was
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staYIng at the George, and made vague plans to get off wIth her It's funny how
your feehngs get mIxed up Half the tlIDe I was seeIng ghosts The past was
stIckIng out Into the present Market day) and the great solId farmers throwmg
theIr legs under the long table, WIth theIr hobnaIls gratIng on the stone floor,
and workIng theIr way through a quantIty of beef and dumplIng you wouldn't
beheve the human frame could hold And then the httle tables With theIr shIny
whIte cloths and WIne-glasses and folded napkIns, and the faked-up
decoratIons and the general expenSIveness would blot It out agaIn And r d
thInk, 'I've got twelve qUId and a new 8Ult I'm lIttle GeorgIe BowlIng, and
who'd have beheved I'd ever come back to Lower Binfieid In my own motorcar';)' And then the WIne would send a kind of warm feelIng upwards from my
stomach, and I'd run an eye over the woman WIth faIr hmr and mentally take
her clothes off
It was the same In the afternoon as I lay about In the 10unge-fake-medIeval
agmn, but It had streamlIned leather armchaIrs and glass-topped tableS-With
some brandy and a CIgar I was seeIng ghosts, but on the whole I was enjoying
It As a matter of fact I was a tIny blt boozed and hop1Og that the woman With
faIr haIr would come 10 so that I could scrape acquruntance She never showed
up, however It wasn't t111 nearly tea-tlIDe that I went out
I strolled up to the market-place and turned to the left The shop' It was
funny Twenty-one years ago, the day of Mother's funeral, I'd passed It 10 the
statIOn fly, and seen It all shut up and dusty, WIth the SIgn burnt off With a
plumber's blowflame, and I hadn't cared a damn And now, when I was so
much further away from It, when there were actually detmls about the InSide of
the house that I couldn't remember, the thought of see10g It agmn dId things to
my heart and guts I passed the barber's shop StIll a barber's, though the
name was dIfferent A warm, soapy, almondy smell came out of the door Not
qUIte so good as the old smell of bay rum and latakia The shop-our shop-was
twenty yards farther down Ah'
An arty-lookIng SIgn-paInted by the same chap as did the one at the George,
I shouldn't wonder-hanging out over the pavement
WENDY'S TEASHOP
MORNING COFFEE
HOME-MADE CAKES

A tea-shop'
I suppose If It had been a butcher's or an Ironmonger's, or anytlnng else
except a seedsman's, It would have gIven me the same kInd of Jolt It's absurd
that because you happen to have been born In a certrun house you should feel
that you've got rights over It for the rest of your life, but so you do The place
hved up to Its name, all !lght.. Blue curtains in the window, and a cake or two
standIng about, the kmd of cake that's covered With chocolate and has just one
walnut stuck somewhere on the top I went lD. I c,hdn't really want any tea, but
I had to see the Inside
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They'd eVIdently turned both the shop and what used to be the parlour Into
tea-rooms As for the yard at the back where the dustbIn used to stand and
Father's lIttle patch of weeds used to grow, they'd paved It all over and dolled
It up WIth rustIC tables and hydrangeas and thIngs I went through Into the
parlour More ghosts' The plano and the texts on the wall, and the two lumpy
old red armchaIrs where Father and Mother used to SIt on OpposIte sIdes of the
fireplace, readmg the People and the News of the World on Sunday afternoons'
They'd got the place up 10 an even more antIque style than the George, WIth
gateleg tables and a hammered-Iron chandelIer and pewter plates hangIng on
the wall and what-not Do you notIce how dark they always manage to make It
In these arty tea-rooms? It's part of the antlqueness, I suppose And Instead of
an ordmary waItress there was a young woman In a kInd of prInt wrapper who
met me WIth a sour expreSSIOn I asked her for tea, and she was ten mInutes
gettIng It You know the kInd of tea-ChIna tea, so weak that you could thInk
It's water tll1 you put the mIlk In I was SIttIng almost exactly where Father's
armchwr used to stand I could almost hear hIS VOIce, readIng out a 'pIece', as
he used to call It, from the People, about the new flYIng machInes, or the chap
who was swallowed by a whale, or somethIng It gave me a most pecuhar
feehng that I was there on false pretences and they could kIck me out If they
dIscovered who I was, and yet sImultaneously I had a kInd of longIng to tell
somebody that r d been born here, that I belonged to thIS house, or rather
(what I really felt) that the house belonged to me There was nobody else
haVIng tea The glriin the prInt wrapper was hangIng about by the WIndow,
and I could see that If I hadn't been there she'd have been pIcking her teeth I
bit Into one of the shces of cake she'd brought me Home-made cakes' You bet
they were. Home-made WIth margarIne and egg-substItute But In the end I
had to speak I swd
'Have you been In Lower BInfield long?'
She started, looked surprIsed, and dIdn't answer I trIed agaIn
'1 used to hve In Lower Binfieid myself, a good whIle ago'
Agam no answer, or only somethlng that I couldn't hear She gave me a kInd
of frIgId look and then gazed out of the Window agaIn I saw how It was. Too
much of a lady to go In for back-chat With customers Besides, she probably
thought I was trYIng to get off WIth her. What was the good of telhng her I'd
been born In the house? Even If she beheved It" it wouldn't Interest her She'd
never heard of Samuel Bowling, Corn & Seed Merchant I paid the bIll and
cleared out
I wandered up to the church One dung that I'd been half afraId of, and half
l.ooking forward to, was bemg recogruzed by people I used to know But I
needn't have worried, there wasn't a face I knew anywhere In the streets It
seemed 98 if the whole town had got a new populatIOn
When I got te the church I saw why they'd had to have a new cemetery The
~ wu full to the brim, and half the graves had names on them that 1
'But the n.ames I did know were easy enough to find I wandered
~lWltf~ the graves The sexton had lust scythed the grass and there was a
. . . of tummer even there. They were all alone, all the older folks I'd known
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Gravitt the butcher, and Winkle the other seedsman, and Trew, who used to
keep the George, and Mrs Wheeler from the sweet-shop-they were alllytng
there Shooter and Wetherall were opposite one another on either side of the
path, Just as If they were stIll slngmg at each other across the aisle So
Wetherall hadn't got hIs hundred after all Born In '43 and 'departed Ius hfe' In
I928 But he'd beaten Shooter, as usual Shooter died In '26 What a time old
Wetherall must have had those last two years when there was nobody to smg
against him I And old Grimmett under a huge marble thIng shaped rather lIke a
veal-and-ham pie, With an Iron railIng round It, and In the corner a whole batch
of Simmonses under cheap httle crosses All gone to dust Old Hodges With hIs
tobacco-coloured teeth, and Lovegrove With hIs big brown beard, and Lady
RamplIng WIth the coachman and the tiger, and Harry Barnes's aunt who had a
glass eye, and Brewer of the MIll Farm WIth hIs Wicked old face lIke something
carved out of a nut-nothing left of any of them except a slab of stone and God
knows what underneath
I found Mother's grave, and Father's beside It Both of them In pretty good
repair The sexton had kept the grass clipped Uncle Ezeloel's was a..httle way
away They'd levelled a lot of the older graves, and the old wooden headpieces, the ones that used to look lIke the end of a bedstead, had all been cleared
away What do you feel when you see your parents' graves after twenty years? I
don't know what you ought to feel, but I'll tell you what I dId feel, and that was
nothing Father and Mother have never faded out of my mInd It's as If they
eXisted somewhere or other In a kind of eterruty, Mother behInd the brown
teapot, Father With hiS bald head a lIttle mealy, and hIs spectacles and hIs grey
moustache, fixed for ever lIke people In a picture, and yet In some way alIve
Those boxes of bones lYIng In the ground there didn't seem to have anything to
do With them Merely, as I stood there, I began to wonder what you feel lIke
when you're underground, whether you care much and how soon you cease to
care, when suddenly a heavy shadow swept across me and gave me a bit of a
start
I looked Over my shoulder It was only a bombing plane which had flown
between me and the sun The place seemed to be creeping With them
I strolled Into the church For almost the first ome smce I got back to Lower
Blnfield I didn't have the ghostly feelIng, or rather I had It In a dIfferent form
Because nothing had changed Nothing, except that all the people were gone
Even the hassocks looked the same The same dusty, sweetish corpse-smell
And by God l the same hole In the Window, though, as It was everung and the
sun was round the other Side, the spot of lIght wasn't creepmg up the aisle
They'd stIll got pews-hadn't changed over to chairs There was our pew, and
there was the one In front where Wetherall used to bellow agamst Shooter
Sihon king of the Amontes and Og the long of Bashan f And the worn stones In
the aisle where you could stIll half...read the epItaphs of the blokes who lay
beneath them. I squatted down to have a look at the one OpposIte our pew. I
solI knew the readable bits of It by heart Even the pattern they made seemed
to have stuck In my memory Lord knows how often I'd read them dunng the
sermon
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I remembered how the long S's used to puzzle me as a kld Used to wonder
whether 10 the old days they pronounced theIr S's as F's, and If so, why
There was a step behInd me I looked up A chap In a cassock was standIng
over me It was the VIcar
But I mean the VIcar' It was old Betterton, who'd been vIcar In the old
days-not, as a matter of fact, ever SInce I could remember, but SInce 1904 or
thereabouts I recognIzed hIm at once, though hIS haIr was qUIte whIte
He dIdn't recognize me I was only a fat trIpper In a blue SUIt dOlng a bit of
slghtsee10g He saId good evemng and promptly started on the usual hne of
talk-was I Interested In archItecture, remarkable old buIldIng thiS,
foundatIons go back to Saxon tImes and so on and so forth And soon he was
dodderIng round, shOWIng me the sights, such as they were-Norman arch
lead10g 1Oto the vestry, brass effigy of SIr RoderIck Bone who was kIlled at the
Battle of Newbury And I followed hIm WIth the kInd of whIpped-dog aIr that
mIddle-aged busInessmen always have when they're beIng shown round a
church or a pIcture-gallery But dId I tell hIm that I knew It all already"> DId I
tell hIm that I was GeorgIe BowlIng, son of Samuel Bowhng-he'd have
remembered my father even If he dIdn't remember me-and that I'd not only
lIstened to hIS sermons for ten years and gone to hIS ConfirmatlOn classes, but
even belonged to the Lower Blnfield ReadIng CIrcle and had a go at Sesame
and Lzlzes Just to please hIm"> No, I dIdn't I merely followed hIm round,
making the kInd of mumble that you make when somebody tells you that thIS
or that is five hundred years old and you can't thInk what the hell to say except
that It doesn't look it From the moment that I set eyes on hIm I'd decIded to
let hIm thInk I was a stranger As soon as I decently could I dropped SIxpence
in the Church Expenses box and bunked
But why';> Why not make contact, now that at last I'd found somebody I

knew?
BeQluse the change In Ius appearance after twenty years had actually
fnghtened me. I suppose you thInk I mean that he looked older But he dIdn't'
:He looked younger. And it suddenly taught me somethIng about the passage of
time
" I suppose old Betterton would be about sixty...five now, so that when I last
saw ~ he'd have been about forty-five-my own present age. His hatr was
~ DQW-, and the day he buried Mother It was a kInd of streaky grey, bke a
"'~1"bnt$h. And yet as soon as I saw hun the first dung that struck me was
tbM: 1M lQOked younger. I'd thought of1um. as an old, old man, and after all he
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wasn't so very old As a boy, It occurred to me, all people over forty had seemed
to me Just worn-out old wrecks, so old that there was hardly any dIfference
between them A man of forty-five had seemed to me older than thIS old
dodderer of sIxty-five seemed now And ChrIst' I was forty-five myself It
fnghtened me
So that's what I look lIke to chaps of twenty, I thought as I made off between
the graves Just a poor old hulk FInIshed It was cunous As a rule I don't care
a damn about my age Why should P I'm fat, but I'm strong and healthy I can
do everythIng I want to do A rose smells the same to me now as It dId when I
was twenty Ah, but do I smell the same to the rose ~ LIke an answer a gIrl,
might have been eighteen, came up the churchyard lane She had to pass
wlthm a yard or two of me I saw the look she gave me, Just a tmy momentary
look No, not frightened, not hostIle Only kInd of Wild, remote, lIke a wIld
anImal when you catch Its eye She'd been born and grown up m those twenty
years while I was away from Lower Bmfield All my memOrIes would have
been meanIngless to her LIVing In a dIfferent world from me, lIke an ammal
I went back to the George I wanted a drInk, but the bar dIdn't open for
another half-hour I hung about for a bit, readmg a Sportzng and Dramatzc of
the year before, and presently the faIr-haired dame, the one I thought mIght be
a widow, came In I had a sudden desperate yearmng to get off wIth her
Wanted to show myself that there's hfe In the old dog yet, even If the old dog
does have to wear false teeth After all, I thought, If she's thuty and I'm fortyfive, that's faIr enough I was standIng In front of the empty fireplace, makmg
belIeve to warm my bum, the way you do on a summer day In my blue SUIt I
dIdn't look so bad A bIt fat, no doubt, but dzstzngue A man of the world I
could pass for a stockbroker I put on my tonIest accent and saId casually
'Wonderful June weather we're havIng'
It was a pretty harmless remark, wasn't It? Not In the same class as 'Haven't
I met you somewhere before?'
But It wasn't a success, She dIdn't answer, merely lowered for about half a
second the paper she was readIng and gave me a look that would have cracked a
WIndow It was awful. She had one of those blue eyes that go Into you hke a
bullet In that spht second I saw how hopelessly I'd got her wrong She wasn't
the kind of WIdow WIth dyed haIr who lIkes beIng taken out to dance-halls She
was upper-mIddle-class, probably an admIral's daughter, and been to one of
those good schools where they play hockey And I'd got myself wrong too
New SUIt or no new SUIt, I couldn't pass for a stockbroker Merely looked lIke a
commercIal traveller who'd happened to get hold of a bIt of dough I sneaked
off to the prIvate bar to have a pInt or two before dmner
The beer wasn't the same. I remember the old beer, the good Thames Valley
beer that used to hav.e a bIt of taste In It because It was made out of chalky
water I asked the barmald
'Have Bessemers' st111 got the brewery"»
'Bessemers) 00, no, s.tr' They've gorn 00, years ago-long before we come
'ere '
,
~ r< ' ,
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fivlsh, with a mIld lond of face and the fat arms they develop from working the
beer-handle She told me the name of the combine that had taken over the
brewery I could have guessed It from the taste, as a matter of fact The
dIfferent bars ran round In a Circle With compartments In between Across In
the publIc bar two chaps were plaYIng a game of darts, and In the Jug and
Bottle there was a chap I couldn't see who occaSIOnally put In a remark In a
sepulchral kInd of VOIce The barmaId leaned her fat elbows on the bar and had
a talk WIth me I ran over the names of the people I used to know, and there
wasn't a smgle one of them that she'd heard of She said she'd only been In
Lower Blnfield five years She hadn't even heard of old Trew, who used to
have the George In the old days
'I used to hve In Lower BInfield myself,' I told her 'A good whIle back, It
was, before the war '
'Before the war";) Well, now' You don't look that old'
'See some changes, I dessay,' said the chap In the Jug and Bottle
'The town's grown,' I sald 'It's the factOrIes, I suppose'
'Well, of course they mostly work at the factOrIes There's the gramophone
works, and then there's Truefitt Stockings But of course they're makIng
bombs nowadays'
I dIdn't altogether see why It was of course, but she began tellIng me about a
young fellow who worked at Truefitt's factory and sometImes came to the
George, and he'd told her that they were making bombs as well as stockings,
the two, for some reason I didn't understand, beIng easy to combIne And then
she told me about the bIg milItary aerodrome near Walton-that accounted for
the bombing planes I kept seeing-and the next moment we'd started talkIng
about the war, as usual Funny It was exactly to escape the thought of war that
I'd come here But how can you, anyway'> It's In the aIr you breathe
I saId It was comIng In 1941 The chap In the Jug and Bottle Sald he reckoned
it was a bad Job The barmald saId It gave her the creeps She said
'It doesn't seem to do much good, does It, after all saId and done'> And
sometImes I he awake at mght and hear one of those great thIngs gOIng
overhead, and tlunk to myself, "Well, now, suppose that was to drop a bomb
rIght down on top of me'" And all thIS A.R P ,and MISS Todgers, she's the Air
Warden, telhng you It'll be all rIght If you keep your head and stuff the
Windows up With newspaper, and they say they're gOing to dIg a shelter under
the Town Hall But the way I look at It IS, how could you put a gas-mask on a
baby»)
The chap in the Jug and Bottle said he'd read In the paper that you ought to
get into a hot bath Ulllt was allover. The chaps In the public bar overheard thIS
and there was a bit of a by-play on the subJect of how many people could get
into the same bath, and both of them asked the barmatd If they could share her
bath with her She told them not to get saucy) and then she went up the other
end oftbe bar and hauled tht?Il out a couple more pInts of old and mIld I took a
suck at my ~r It was poor stuff Bitter, they call1t. And It was bitter, tIght
eJlOUIh, too bItter, a kind of sulphurous taste ChemIcals. They say no Enghsh
~ ever go into beer nowadays, they're all made Into che1lUcals. ChemIcals,
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on the other hand, are made Into beer I found myself thInkIng about Uncle
EzekIel, what he'd have SaId to beer lIke thIs, and what he'd have saId about
A R P and the buckets of sand you're supposed to put the thermlte bombs out
wIth As the barmaId came back to my SIde of the bar I SaId
'By the way, who's got the Hall nowadays')'
We always used to call It the Hall, though ItS name was Binfieid House For a
moment she dIdn't seem to understand
'The Hall, SIr'>'
"E means Binfieid 'Ouse" saId the chap In the Jug and Bottle
'Oh, Blnfield House' 00, I thought you meant the MemOrIal Hall It's Dr
Merrall's got Bln:field House now '
'Dr Merral},)'
'Yes, sIr He's got more than sIxty patIents up there, they say'
'PatIents') Have they turned It Into a hospItal, or somethIng'>'
'Well-It's not what you'd call an ordInary hospItal More of a sanatorIUm
It's mental patIents, reely What they call a Mental Home'
A loony-bIn'
But after all, what else could you expect:>

3
I crawled out of bed WIth a bad taste In my mouth and my bones creakIng
The fact was that, what WIth a bottle
, ofWlne at lunch and another at dInner,
and several pInts In between, beSIdes a brandy or two, I'd had a bIt too much to
drmk the day before For several mInutes I stood In the mIddle of the carpet,
gaZIng at nothIng In partIcular and too done-In to make a move You know that
god-awful feehng you get sometImes In the early morning. It's a feebng chIefly
In your legs, but It says to you clearer than any words could do, 'Why the hell
do you go on WIth It' Chuck It up, old chap' StIck your head In the gas oven P
Then I shoved my teeth In and went to the WIndow A lovely June day)
agam, and the sun was just begmnmg to slant over the roofs and hIt the housefronts on the other SIde of the street The pInk geramums In the wIndow-boxes
dIdn't look half bad. Although It was only about half past eIght and tlus was
only a SIde-street off the market-place there was quite a crowd of people
comIng and gOIng A stream of clerkly-lookIng chaps In dark SUIts WIth
dIspatch-cases were hurrymg along, all In the same directIon, Just as If thIs had
been a London suburb and they were scootIng for the Tube, and the school...
ktds were straggling up towards the market-place In twos and threes. I had the
same feelIng that I'd had the day before when I saw the jungle of red houses
that had swallowed Chamford Hill Bloody Interlopers' Twenty thousand
gate-crashers who didn't even know my name And here was all thts new life
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swarmIng to and fro, and here was I, a poor old fatty with false teeth, watching
them from a wmdow and mumbhng stuff that nobody wanted to hsten to about
thmgs that happened thirty and forty years ago Christ' I thought, I was wrong
to thlOk that I was seeing ghosts I'm the ghost myself I'm dead and they're
alIve
But after breakfast-haddock, gnlled ktdneys, toast and marmalade, and a
pot of coffee-I felt better The frozen dame wasn't breakfasting In the dlnlngroom, there was a nIce summery feelIng In the aIr, and I couldn't get rId of the
feelIng that In that blue flannel SUit of mIne I looked Just a lIttle bit dzsttngue By
God' I thought, If I'm a ghost, I'll be a ghost' I'll walk I'll haunt the old places
And maybe I can work a bIt of black magIC on some of these bastards who've
stolen my home town from me
I started out, but I'd got no farther than the market~place when I was pulled
up by somethmg I hadn't expected to see A processIOn of about fifty schoolktds was marchIng down the street In column of fours-quite milItary, they
looked-With a gnm-Iooking woman marchmg alongSide of them lIke a
sergeant-maJor The leadIng four were carrying a banner WIth a red, white,
and blue border and BRITONS PREPARE on It In huge letters The barber
on the corner had come out on to hIS doorstep to have a look at them I spoke
to hun He was a chap WIth shiny black haIr and a dull kInd of face
'What are those kIds dOIng"
'It's thIS here aIr-raid practlce,' he SaId vaguely 'ThIS here A R P KInd of
practIsmg, lIke That's MISS Todgers, that IS '
I mIght have guessed It was MISS Todgers You could see It In her eye You
know the kInd of tough old devIl WIth grey haIr and a kippered face that's
always put ui charge of GIrl GUIde detachments, Y W C A hostels, and whatnot She had on a coat and skirt that somehow looked hke a unIform and gave
you a strong ImpreSSIOn that she was wearIng a Sam Browne belt, though
actually she wasn't I knew her type Been In the W A A C s In the war, and
never had a day's fun SInce ThIS A.R P was jam to her As the kids swung past
I heard her lettlng out at them WIth the real sergeant-major yell, 'Monica' Lift
your feet upP and I saw that the rear four had another banner WIth a red, WhIte,
and blue border, and In the middle
WE ARE READY ARE YOU)

'What do they want to march them up and down for')' I SaId to the barber
'1 dunno. I s'pose It's kmd of propaganda, hke.'
I knew, of course. Get the kl(is war-mlnded. GIve US all the feebng that
there~s no way out of it .. the bombers are comlng as sure as ChrIstmas, so down
to the cellaJ: you 10 anddontt argue. Two of the great black planes from Walton
we:re ~ .oYer the: ea&tenl end of the town ehnst' I thought, when It
.... it woa~ '$U'l'prise us any more than a shower of rain. Already we're
~for the ... bomb. The barber went on to tell me that thanks to Mlss
~.& .om the school-kIds had been served WIth theIr gas-masks
~+

~
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Well, I started to explore the town Two days I spent Just wandenng round
the old landmarks, such of them as I could IdentIfy And all that tune I never
ran across a soul that knew me I was a ghost, and If I wasn't actually InvIsIble,
I felt hke It
I t was queer, queerer than I can tell you Did you ever read a story of H. G
Wells's about a chap who was In two places at once-that's to say, he was really
ill hIS own home, but he had a kInd of hallucmatton that he was at the bottom of
the sea";> He'd been walkIng round hIS room, but Instead of the tables and chaIrs
he'd see the wavy waterweed and the great crabs and cuttlefish reachIng out to
get hIm Well, It was Just hke that For hours on end I'd be walkIng through a
world that wasn't there I'd count my paces as I went down the pavement and
thInk, 'Yes, here's where so-and-so's field begIns The hedge runs across the
street and slap through that house That petrol pump IS really an elm tree And
here's the edge of the allotments And thIS street (It was a dIsmal lIttle row of
semI-detached houses called Cumberledge Road, I remember) IS the lane
where we used to go WIth KatIe SImmons, and the nut-bushes grew on both
SIdes ' No doubt I got the dIstances wrong, but the general directIOns were
nght I don't belIeve anyone who hadn't happened to be born here would have
belIeved that these streets were fields as lIttle as twenty years ago It was as
though the countrysIde had been burled by a kInd of volcamc eruptton from
the outer suburbs Nearly the whole of what used to be old Brewer's land had
been swallowed up In the CouncIl hOUSIng estate The MIll Farm had
vamshed, the cow-pond where I caught my first fish had been draIned and
filled up and built over, so that I couldn't even say exactly where It used to
stand It was all houses, houses, lIttle red cubes of houses all alIke, WIth pnvet
hedges and asphalt paths leadIng up to the front door Beyond the CounClI
Estate the town thInned out a bIt, but the Jerry-buIlders were dOIng theIr best
And there were lIttle knots of houses dumped here and there, wherever
anybody had been able to buy a plot of land, and the makeshIft roads leadmg
up to the houses, and empty lots WIth buIlders' boards, and bItS of ruIned fields
covered With thIstles and tIn cans
In the centre of the old town, on the other hand, thIngs hadn't changed
much, so far as buIldIngs went A lot of the shops were stIll domg the same lIne
of trade, although the names were dIfferent LIllywrute's was stIll a draper's,
but It dIdn't look too prosperous What used to be GraVItt'S, the butcher's, was
now a shop that sold radIO parts Mother Wheeler's lIttle window had been
brIcked over Grunmett's was stIll a grocer's, but It had been taken over by the
InternatlOnal It gives you an Idea of the power of these bIg combInes that they
could even swallow up a cute old slo.nfhnt hke Gnmmett But from what I
know of hun-not to mentlOn that slap-up tombstone In the churchyard-I bet
he got out whlle the gOIng was good and had ten to fifteen thousand qUId to
take to heaven With hun The only shop that was still In the same hands was
Sarazlns', the people who'd ruIned Father. They'd swollen to enormous
dunenslons, and they had another huge branch In the new part of the town. But
they'd turned mto a kind of general store and sold furmture, drugs, hardware,
and lronmongery as well as the old garden stuff
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For the best part of two days I was wandenng round, not actually groanIng
and rattling a chaIn, but sometImes feehng that 1'd lIke to Also I was dnnkIng
more than was good for me Almost as soon as I got to Lower BInfield I'd
started on the booze, and after that the pubs never seemed to open qUIte early
enough My tongue was always hangIng out of my mouth for the last half-hour
before operung tIme
Mind you, I wasn't In the same mood all the tIme SometImes It seemed to
me that It dIdn't matter a damn If Lower BInfield had been oblIterated After
all, what had I come here for, except to get away from the famIly') There was no
reason why I shouldn't do all the thIngs I wanted to do, even go fishIng If I felt
lIke It On the Saturday afternoon I even went to the fishIng-tackle shop In the
HIgh Street and bought a splIt-cane rod (I'd always pIned for a splIt-cane rod
as a bOY-It's a lIttle bIt dearer than a green-heart) and hooks and gut and so
forth The atmosphere of the shop cheered me up Whatever else changes,
fishing-tackle doesn't-because, of course, fish don't change either And the
shopman didn't see anything funny In a fat mIddle-aged man bUYIng a fishIngrod On the contrary, we had a lIttle talk about the fishing In the Thames and
the bIg chub somebody had landed the year before last on a paste made of
brown bread, honey, and mInced bolled rabbit I even-though I didn't tell
hIm what I wanted them for, and hardly even admitted It to myself-bought the
strongest salmon trace he'd got, and some No 5 roach-hooks, WIth an eye to
those big carp at Bmfield House, In case they still eXIsted
Most of Sunday mormng I was kInd of debating It m my mInd-should I go
fishmg, or shouldn't P One moment I'd think, why the hell not, and the next
moment It would seem to me that It was Just one of those thIngs that you dream
about and don't ever do. But In the afternoon I got the car out and drove down
to Burford WeIr I thought I'd Just have a look at the rIver, and tomorrow, If
the weather was nght, maybe I'd take my new fishIng-rod and put on the old
coat and grey flannel bags I had In my SUitcase, and have a good day's fishmg
Three or four days, If I felt like It
I drove over Chamford Hill Down at the bottom the road turns off and runs
parallel to the towpath I got out of the car and walked Ah' A knot of lIttle red
and whIte bungalows had sprung up beSide the road. MIght have expected It,
of course. And there seemed to be a lot of cars stanchng about As I got nearer
the nver I came Into the sound-yes, plonk-tiddle-tlddle...plonk'-yes, the
sound of gramphanes
I rounded the bend and came In sight of the towpath ehnst' Another Jolt
The place was black Wlth people And where the water-meadows used to
be-tea-houses, penny-in...the-slot macrunes, sweet kIosks, and chaps selhng
Walls' Ice-Cream. Might as well have been at Margate I remember the old
towpath1o Youeouki walk along It for mIles, and except for the chaps at the lock
~p ~ and again a bargeman mooching along beh1nd his horse, you'd
ltl_~a 'SOUl~ When we went fishIng we always had the place to ourselves
~~_ there a whole afternoon, and a heron mIght be stanchng in the
. .W~ fifty yards up the bank, and for three or four hours on end there
~"t be anyone passing to scare him away But where had I got the idea
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that grown-up men don't go fishIng';) Up and down the bank, as far as I could
see In both dIrectIons, there was a contInuous cham of men fishIng, one every
five yards I wondered how the hell they could all have got there untIllt struck
me that they must be some fishIng-club or other And the rIver was crammed
WIth boats-roWIng-boats, canoes, punts, motor-launches, full of young fools
WIth next to nothing on, all of them screamIng and shouting and most of them
WIth a gramphone aboard as well The floats of the poor devIls who were trYing
to fish rocked up and down on the wash of the motor-boats
I walked a httle way DIrty, choppy water, In spIte of the fine day Nobody
was catchIng anythIng, not even minnows I wondered whether they expected
to A crowd hke that would be enough to scare every fish In creatIon But
actually, as I watched the floats rockIng up and down among the Ice-cream
tubs and the paper bags, I doubted whether there were any fish to catch Are
there stIll fish In the Thames';) I suppose there must be And yet I'll swear the
Thames water Isn't the same as It used to be Its colour IS qUIte dIfferent Of
course you trunk that's merely my ImagInatIOn, but I can tell you It Isn't so I
know the water has changed I remember the Thames water as It used to be, a
kInd of luminous green that you could see deep mto, and the shoals of dace
crUISIng round the reeds You couldn't see three Inches Into the water now It's
all brown and dIrty, WIth a film of oIl In It from the motor-boats, not to mentIon
the fag-ends and the paper bags
Mter a bIt I turned back Couldn't stand the nOIse of the gramophones any
longer Of course It's Sunday, I thought MIghtn't be so bad on a week-day
But after all, I knew I'd never come back God rot them, let 'em keep their
bloody flver Wherever I go fishIng It won't be In the Thames
The crowds swarmed past me Crowds of bloody alIens, and nearly all of
them young Boys and gIrlS larkIng along In couples A troop of gIrls came past,
wearIng bell-bottomed trousers and whIte caps lIke the ones they wear In the
AmerIcan Navy, WIth slogans prtnted on them One of them, seventeen she
mIght have been, had PLEASE KISS ME I wouldn't have mInded On an unpulse I
suddenly turned aSIde and weIghed myself on one of the pennY-In-the-slot
machInes There was a chckmg nOIse somewhere mSIde It-yOU know those
machInes that tell your fortune as well as your weIght-and a typewrItten card
came sluhng out
cYou are the possessor of exceptIonal gifts,' I read, 'but owzng to exceSS1,ve
modesty you have never rece1ved your reward Those about you underrate your
abzl?tzes You are too fond of standzng aszde and allowzng others to take the credtt
for what you have done yourself. You are sensztzve, afJectzonate, and always loyal
to your Jrtends You are deeply attractwe to the opposzte sex Your worst fault zs
generosity Persevere, for you WIll rzse hlghl
(Wezght 14 stone 11 pounds '
r d put on four pounds In the last three days, I notIced. Must have b<;en the
booze
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I drove back to the George, dumped the car In the garage, and had a late cup of
tea As It was Sunday the bar wouldn't open for another hour or two In the
cool of the evemng I went out and strolled up In the dlrecton of the church
I was Just crossing the market-place when I noticed a woman walking a httle
way ahead of me As soon as I set eyes on her I had a most pecuhar feehng that
I'd seen her somewhere before You know that feelmg I couldn't see her face,
of course, and so far as her back view went there was nothing I could Identify,
and yet I could have sworn I knew her
She went up the High Street and turned down one of the sIde-streets to the
nght, the one where Uncle Ezekiel used to have hiS shop I followed I don't
qUite know why-partly CUrIOSIty, perhaps, and partly as a kind of precautIOn
My first thought had been that here at last was one of the people I'd known In
the old days In Lower Blnfield, but almost at the same moment It struck me
that It was Just as hkely that she was someone from West Bletchley In that case
I'd have to watch my step, because If she found out I was here she'd probably
splIt to HIlda So I followed cautIOusly, keeping at a safe distance and
examInIng her back VIew as well as I could There was nothmg strIkIng about
It. She was a tallIsh, fattIsh woman, mIght have been forty or fifty, In a rather
shabby black dress She'd no hat on, as though she'd Just shpped out of her
house for a moment, and the way she walked gave you the unpression that her
shoes were down at heel Allin all, she looked a bIt of a slut And yet there was
nothing to IdentIfy.) only that vague somethxng wmch I knew I'd seen before It
was somethIng In her movements, perhaps Presently she got to a little sweet
and paper shop, the kmd of httle shop that always keeps open on a Sunday
The woman who kept It was stanrung 10 the doorway, dOIng somethmg to a
stand of postcards. My woman stopped to pass the time of day
I stopped too, as soon as I could find a shop WIndow which I could pretend
to be lookIng mto It was a plumber's and decorator's, full of samples of
wallpaper and bathroom fittings and thIngs By thiS time I wasn't fifteen yards
away from the other two. I could hear their voices cOOIng away In one of those
meam.ngiess conversations that women have when they're Just passlng the tIme
of ~e&) that's jest about It That's jest where It IS I SaId to rum myself, I
..w.,"W~, wh;;lt else do you expect?" I said It don't seem nght, do It? But
wba4;~1- the use) you mtght as well talk to a stone It's a shame!' and so on and so
fofttt.~ wu getting wanner ObVIously my woman was a small shopkeeper's
wWe, l'Ike the other. I was Just wondering whether she mIghtn't be one of the
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people I'd known In Lower Blnfield after all, when she turned almost towards
me and I saw three-quarters of her face And Jesus Chnst' It was ElsIe'
Yes, It was ElsIe No chance of mIstake ElsIe' That fat hag'
It gave me such a shock-not, mInd you) seeIng ElSIe, but seemg what she'd
grown to be lIke-that for a moment thIngs swam In front of my eyes The brass
taps and ballstops and porcelaIn SInks and thmgs seemed to fade away Into the
dIstance, so that I both saw them and dIdn't see them Also for a moment I was
In a deadly funk that she mIght recogmze me But she'd looked bang In my face
and hadn't made any SIgn A moment more, and she turned and went on AgaIn
I followed It was dangerous, she mIght spot I was followIng her, and that
mIght start her wondenng who I was, but I Just had to have another look at
her The fact was that she exercIsed a kmd of hornble fascInatIOn on me In a
manner of speakIng I'd been watchIng her before, but I watched her WIth qUIte
dIfferent eyes now
I t was horrIble, and yet I got a kInd of sCIentIfic kIck out of studYIng her back
VIew It's fnghtenlng, the thIngs that twenty-four years can do to a woman
Only twenty-four years, and the gIrl I'd known, WIth her mIlky-whIte skm and
red mouth and kInd of dull-gold hair, had turned Into thIS great roundshouldered hag, shamblIng along on tWIsted heels It made me feel downrIght
glad I'm a man No man ever goes to pIeces qUIte so completely as that I'm fat,
I grant you I'm the wrong shape, If you lIke But at least I'm a shape ElSIe
wasn't even partIcularly fat, she was merely shapeless Ghastly thIngs had
happened to her hIPS As for her waIst, It had vamshed She was Just a kmd of
soft lumpy cylInder, lIke a bag of meal
I followed her a long way, out of the old town and through a lot of mean httle
streets I dIdn't know Finally she turned In at the doorway of another shop By
the way she went In, It was ObVIOusly her own I stopped for a moment outSIde
the WIndow 'G Cookson, Confectioner and TobacconIst' So ElSIe was Mrs
Cookson It was a mangy lIttle shop, much lIke the other one where she'd
stopped before, but smaller and a lot more flyblown. DIdn't seem to sell
anythIng except tobacco and the cheapest kmds of sweets I wondered what I
could buy that would take a mInute or two Then I saw a rack of cheap pIpes In
the wIndow" and I went In I had to brace my nerve up a lIttle before I dId It,
because there'd need to be some hard lYIng Ifby any chance she recognized me
She'd dIsappeared Into the room behmd the shop, but she came back as I
tapped on the counter So we were face to face Ah' no SIgn DIdn't recognIze
me Just looked at me the way they do You know the way small shopkeepers
look at theIr customers-utter lack of Interest
It was the first tIme I'd seen her full face, and though I half expected what I
saw, It gave me almost as bIg a shock as that first moment when I'd recognIzed
her I suppose when you look at the face of someone young, even of a chIld, YQU
ought to be able to foresee what It'l1 look hke when It'S old. It's all a qpestIon of
the shape of the bones. But If It had ever occurred to me, when I was twenty
and she was twenty-two, to wonder what ElSIe would look like at forty-seven,t
it wouldn't have crossed mynnnd that she could ever look lIke that The whole
face had kind of sagged) as lflt had somehow been drawn downwards Do you
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know that type of mIddle-aged woman that has a face Just lIke a bulldog",) Great
utlderhung Jaw, mouth turned down at the corners, eyes sunken, wIth pouches
underneath Exactly lIke a bulldog And yet It was the same face, I'd have
known It In a mIllIon Her haIr wasn't completely grey, It was a kInd of dIrty
colour, an.d there was much less of It than there used to be She dIdn't know me
from Adam 1 was Just a customer, a stranger, an umnterestmg fat man It's
queer what an Inch or two of fat can do I wondered whether I'd changed even
more than she had, or whether It was merely that she wasn't expectmg to see me,
or whether-what was the lIkelIest of all-she's SImply forgotten m) eXIstence
'Devemng,' she saId, In that lIstless way they have
'1 want a pIpe,' I saId flatly 'A bnar pIpe'
'A pIpe Now Jest lemme see 1 know we gossome pIpes somewhere Now
where dId I-ahl 'Ere we are'
She took a cardboard box full of pIpes from somewhere under the counter
How bad her accent had gotl Or maybe I was Just Imaglmng that, because my
own standards had changed"') But no, she used to be so 'supenor', all the gIrlS at
LIlywhIte's were so 'supenor', and she'd been a member of the VIcar's ReadIng
CIrcle 1 swear she never used to drop her altches It's queer how these women
go to pIeces once they're marrIed I fiddled among the pIpes for a moment and
pretended to look them over FInally I saId I'd hke one wIth an amber
mouthpIece
'Amber",) I don't know as we got any-' she turned towards the back of the
shop and called 'Ge-orge I'
SO the other bloke's name was George too A nOIse that sounded somethIng
hke ~Urf' came from the back of the shop
'Ge-orge l Where ju put that other box of pIpes",)'
George came 10 He was a small stoutIsh chap, In shIrtsleeves, WIth a bald
head and a bIg gmgery-coloured soupstramer moustache HIS Jaw was workIng
In a rummatIVe kmd of way ObVIOusly he'd been Interrupted In the mIddle of
hIS tea The two of them started pokIng round m search of the other box of
pIpeS. It was about five mInutes before they ran It to earth behmd some bottles
of sweets It's wonderful, the amount of litter they manage to accumulate In
these frowsy lIttle shops where the whole stock IS worth about fifty qUId.
I watched old ElSIe pokIng about among the lItter and mumbhng to herself
Do you know the kInd of shufflmg) round-shouldered movements of an old
woman who's lost somethIng' No use tryIng to descnbe to you what I felt A
kInd of cold, deadly desolate feelIng You can't conceIve It unless you've had It
All I can say IS, If there was a gIrl you used to care about twenty-five years ago,
go and have a look at her now Then perhaps you'll know what 1 felt
B'Ut; as a matt~r of fact, the thought that was chlefly 10 my mInd was how
~rently thm,p turn out from what you expe~t The tImes 1'd had WIth Elsle l
Tbej~wPts 1.Uldtr the chestnut trees' Wouldn't you thInk It would leave
~ kiQd :Of:after--effect behmd? Who'd have thought the tIme would ever
QO.tUt wh@ there would be just no feehng whatever between us",) Here was I
~'-wa $he, our bodles nught be a yard apart, and we were Just as much
~ u tboug:h we'd never met As for her, she didn't even recognIze me
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If I told her who I was, very hkely she wouldn't remember And If she dId
remember, what would she feel? Just nothIng Probably wouldn't even be
angry because I'd done the dIrty on her It was as If the whole thmg had never
happened
And on the other hand, who'd ever have foreseen that ElsIe would end up
lIke thIS? She'd seemed the kInd of gIrl who's bound to go to the devIl 1 know
there'd been at least one other man before I had met her, and It's safe to bet
there were others between me and the second George It wouldn't surprIse me
to learn that she'd had a dozen altogether I treated her badly, there's no
questIOn about that, and many a tune It had gIven me a bad half-hour She'll
end up on the streets, I used to thInk, or stIck her head 10 the gas oven And
sometImes I felt I'd been a bIt of a bastard, but other tImes I reflected (what
was true enough) that If It hadn't been me It would have been somebody else
But you see the way thIngs happen, the kInd of dull pomtless way How many
women really end up on the streets' A damn sIght more end up at the mangle
She hadn't gone to the bad, or to the good eIther Just ended up lIke everybody
else, a fat old woman muddlIng about a frowsy lIttle shop, WIth a gmgerymoustached George to call her own Probably got a strmg of kIds as well Mrs
George Cookson LIved respected and dIed lamented-and mIght dIe thIS sIde
of the bankruptcy-court, If she was lucky
They'd found the box of pIpes Of course there weren't any With amber
mouthpIeces among them
'1 don't know as we got any amber ones Just at present, sIr Not amber We
gossome nIce vulcamte ones '
'1 wanted an amber one,' 1 saId
'We gossome nIce pIpes 'ere' She held one out 'That's a nIce pIpe, now
'Alf a crown, that one IS '
I took It Our fingers touched No kIck, no reactlon The body doesn't
remember. And 1 suppose you thInk I bought the pIpe, Just for old sake's sake,
to put half a crown m ElSIe's pocket But not a bIt of It I dIdn't want the thIng .
I don't smoke a pIpe I'd merely been making a pretext to come mto the shop I
turned It over In my fingers and then put It down on the counter
'Doesn't matter, I'll leave It,' I saId 'Give me a small Players' ,
Had to buy somethIng, after all that fuss George the second, or maybe the
thIrd or fourth, routed out a packet of Players', sull munchIng away beneath
hIS moustache I could see he was sulky because I'd dragged hIm away from rus
tea for nothIng But It seemed too damn silly to waste half a crown I cleared
out and that was the last I ever saw of ElSIe
I went back to the George and had dInner Afterwards I went out With some
vague Idea of gOIng to the pictures, if they were open, but Instead I landed up
In one of the big noisy pubs in the new part of the town There I ran into a
couple of chaps from Staffordshire who were travelhng In hardware, and we
got talkmg about the state of trade, and pl-aymg darts and drlnking Guinness
By closmg tune they were both so boozed that I had to take them home In a
taxi, and I was a bIt under the weather myself, and the next mornmg r woke lip
WIth a worse head tbas ever~
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But I had to see the pool at Bmfield House
I felt really bad that mornIng The fact was that ever smce I struck Lower
Binfieid I'd been drmklng almost contlnuously from every openlng time to
every closmg tIme The reason, though It hadn't occurred to me tIll thIS
mmute, was that really there'd been nothIng else to do That was all my trIP
had amounted to so far-three days on the booze
The same as the other mormng, I crawled over to the wmdow and watched
the bowler hats and school caps husthng to and fro My enemIes, I thought
The conquerIng army that's sacked the town and covered the rUIns WIth fagends and paper bags I wondered why I cared You thmk, I dare say, that If It
had gIven me a Jolt to find Lower Bmfield swollen Into a kmd of Dagenham, It
was merely because I don't hke to see the earth gettIng fuller and country
turnmg Into town But It Isn't that at all I don't mInd towns grOWIng, so long
as they do grow and don't merely spread hke gravy over a tablecloth I know
that people have got to have somewhere to bve, and that If a factory Isn't In one
place It'll be m another As for the pIcturesqueness, the sham countrIfied stuff,
the oak panels and pewter dIshes and copper warmIng-pans and what-not, It
merely gives me the SIck Whatever we were In the old days, we weren't
pIcturesque Mother would never have seen any sense In the antIques that
Wendy had filled our house WIth She dIdn't bke gateleg tables-she SaId they
'caught your legs'. As for pewter, she wouldn't have It In the house 'Nasty
greasy stuff', she called It. And yet, say what you lIke, there was somethlng that
we had 1D those days and haven't got now, somethmg that you probably can't
have In a streamhned milk-bar with the radIO plaYIng I'd come back to look for
It, and I hadn't found It And yet somehow I halfbeheve In It even now, when I
hadn't yet got my teeth In and my belly was cryIng out for an aSpIrIn and a cup
of tea.
And that started me thInkIng agaIn about the pool at Bmfield House After
seeIng what they'd done to the town, I'd had a feelmg you could only descrIbe
aa fear about go~ to see whether the pool sull exIsted And yet It mIght, there
was no knowing.. Tbe town was smothered under red brIck, our house was full
of Wendy 'llld her junk~ the Thames was pOIsoned WIth motor-oIl and paper
~" Bu..rmqhe the pool was snU there, WIth the great black fish stIll crwsing
~ it~ .Ma.,~, even, It was stIll hIdden 10 the woods and from that day to
this _~ had dtscovered it eXIsted It was qUIte possIble It was a very duck
bIllofWood~ full of brambles and rotten brushwood (the beech trees gave way
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to oaks round about there, WhICh made the undergrowth thIcker), the kInd of
place most people don't care to penetrate Queerer thIngs have happened
I dIdn't start out tIll late afternoon It must have been about half past four
when I took the car out and drove on to the Upper Bmfield road Half-way up
the hIll the houses thInned out and stopped and the beech trees began The
road forks about there and I took the rIght-hand fork, meanIng to make a
detour round and come back to Blnfield House on the road. But presently I
stopped to have a look at the copse I was drIvmg through The beech trees
seemed Just the same Lord, how they were the same' I backed the car on to a
bIt of grass beSIde the road, under a fall of chalk, and got out and walked Just
the same The same stIllness, the same great beds of rustlIng leaves that seem
to go on from year to year WIthout rottmg Not a creature stIrrIng except the
small bIrds In the tree-tops whIch you couldn't see It wasn't easy to belIeve
that that great nOISY mess of a town was barely three miles away I began to
make my way through the lIttle copse, m the dIrectIOn of Bmfield House I
could vaguely remember how the paths went And Lord' Yes' The same chalk
hollow where the Black Hand went and had catapult shots, and SId Lovegrove
told us how babIes were born, the day I caught my first fish, pretty near forty
years ago'
As the trees thmned out agaIn you could see the other road and the wall of
Blnfield House The old rotting wooden fence was gone, of course, and they'd
put up a hIgh brIck wall WIth spIkes on top, such as you'd expect to see round a
loony-bIn I'd puzzled for some tune about how to get Into Bmfie1d House
untIl finally It had struck me that I'd only to tell them my wIfe was mad and I
was lookIng for somewhere to put her After that they'd be qUIte ready to show
me round the grounds In my new SUIt I probably looked prosperous enough
to have a WIfe In a prIvate asylum It wasn't tIll I was actually at the gate that It
occurred to me to wonder whether the pool was stIll InSIde the grounds
The old grounds of BInfield House had covered fifty acres, I suppose, and
the grounds of the loony-bIn weren't hkely to be more than five or ten They
wouldn't want a great pool of water for the loonIes to drown themselves In
The lodge, where old Hodges used to bve, was the same as ever, but the yellow
bnck wall and the huge Iron gates were new From the glImpse I got through
the gates I wouldn't have known the place Gravel walks, flower-beds, lawns,
and a few aImless-lookIng types wanderIng about-Ioorues, I suppose I
strolled up the road to the rtght The pool-the bIg pool, the one where I used
to fish-was a couple of hundred yards behInd the house It mIght have been a
hundred yards before I got to the corner of the wail So the pool was outsIde
the grounds. The trees seemed to have got much thInner I could hear
chIldren's VOices And Gosh' there was the pool
I stood for a moment, wondermg what had happened to It Then I saw what
It was-all the trees were gone from round Its edge It looked all bare and
dIfferent, m fact It looked extraorc:bnarily like the Round Pond In Kensington
Gardens KIds wre plaYIng aU round the edge, sathng boats and paddhng, and
a few rather older ktds were l'Ushl.ag about In those httle canoes wbtch you
work by tunung a handle. Over to the left, where the old rottmg boat-house
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used to stand among the reeds, there was a sort of pavIlIOn and a sweet kIOSk,
and a huge whIte notIce saymg UPPER BINFIELD MODEL YACHT CLUB
I looked over to the nght It was all houses, houses, houses One mIght as
well have been 10 the outer suburbs All the woods that used to grow beyond
the pool, and grew so thIck that they were lIke a kInd of tropIcal Jungle, had
been shaved flat Only a few clumps of trees stIll standIng round the houses
There were arty-lookIng houses, another of those sham-Tudor colonIes lIke
the one I'd seen.the first day at the top of Chamford HIll, only more so What a
fool I'd been to ImagIne that these woods were stIll the same l I saw how It was
There was Just the one tlny bIt of copse, half a dozen acres perhaps, that hadn't
been cut down, and It was pure chance that 1'd walked through It on my way
here Upper Bmfield, WhICh had been merely a name 10 the old days, had
grown mto a decent-SIzed town In fact It was merely an outlYIng chunk of
Lower Binfieid
I wandered up to the edge of the pool The kIds were splashIng about and
makIng the devIl of a nOIse There seemed to be swarms of them The water
looked k10d of dead No fish 10 It now There was a chap standIng watchIng the
kIds He was an oldIsh chap wIth a bald head and a few tufts ofwhlte haIr, and
pmce-nez and very sunburnt face There was somethIng vaguely queer about
hIS appearance He was wear10g shorts and sandals and one of those celanese
shIrts open at the neck, I notIced, but what really struck me was the look In hIS
eye He had very blue eyes that kInd of tWInkled at you from behInd lus
spectacles I could see that he was one of those old men who've never grown
up They're always eIther health-food cranks or else they have somethIng to do
wIth the Boy Scouts-m eIther case they're great ones for Nature and the open
aIr He was lookmg at me as If he'd hke to speak
'Upper Bmfield's grown a great deal,' I saId
He twmkled at me
'Grown1 My dear SIr, we never allow Upper Blnfield to grow We pnde
ourselves on beIng rather exceptIonal people up here, you know Just a lIttle
colony of us all by ourselves No Interlopers-te-heel'
'1 mean compared wIth before the war,' I saId 'I used to bve here as a boy'
'Oh-ah No doubt That was before my tIme, of course. But the Upper
Binfield Estate IS somethIng rather speCIal in the way of buIldIng estates, you
know QUlte a little world of Its own All desIgned by young Edward WatkIn,
the architect You've beard of hIm, of course We lIve 10 the mIdst of Nature up
here No connexion Wlth the town down there' -he waved a hand 10 the
direcuon of Lower Blnfield-'the dark satanIC mllls-te-hee P
He had a benevolent old chuckle, and a way of wrmklIng hIS face up, hke a
ra:bblt. ImmedJately, as though r d asked hun, he began telhng me all about the
'1.Jpper; BJntield Estate and young Edward Watktn, the arclutect, who had such
a ~ &,t die Tudor, and was such a wonderful fellow at findIng genUIne
1Jii;pt~ b~ m old farmhouses and buymg them at rIdIculous pnces
~,$lldt tUl interesting young fellow, qUIte the hfe and soul of the nudtst
r~" He-~ted a number of tImes that they were very exceptIonal peop-Ie
.~ 9infte1d, quite different from Lower Blnneld, they were detel'Illlned
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to enrIch the countrysIde Instead of defilIng It (I'm usmg hIS own phrase), and
there weren't any publIc houses on the estate
'They talk of theIr Garden CItIes But we call Upper Blnfield the Woodland
Clty-te-hee' Nature" He waved a hand at what was left of the trees 'The
prImeval forest broodIng round us Our young people grow up amId
surroundIngs of natural beauty We are nearly all of us enlIghtened people, of
course Would you credIt that three-quarters of us up here are vegetarIans'
The local butchers don't lIke us at all-te-hee' And some qUIte emInent people
lIve here MISS Helena Thurloe, the novelist-you've heard of her, of course
And Professor Woad, the pSychIC research worker Such a poetIc character' He
goes wanderIng out mto the woods and the famIly can't find hlID at mealtlIDes
He says he's walkIng among the faIrIeS Do you belIeve In falnes' I admlt-tehee'-I am Just a wee bIt sceptIcal But rus photographs are most convlncmg'
I began to wonder whether he was someone who'd escaped from Bmfield
House But no, he was sane enough, after a fashIOn I knew the type
Vegetananlsm, SImple bfe, poetry, nature-worshIp, roll m the dew before
breakfast 1'd met a few of them years ago 10 Babng. He began to show me
round the estate There was nothIng left of the woods It was all houses,
houses-and what houses' Do you know these faked-up Tudor houses WIth the
curly roofs and the buttresses that don't buttress anythmg, and the rockgardens WIth concrete bIrd-baths and those red plaster elves you can buy at the
flOrIsts" You could see In your mmd's eye the awful gang of food-cranks and
spook-hunters and simple-bfers WIth £r,ooo a year that hved there Even the
pavements were crazy I didn't let hIm take me far Some of the houses made
me WIsh I'd got a hand-grenade In my pocket I trted to damp hIm down by
askIng whether people dIdn't object to hvmg so near the lunatIc asylum, but It
dIdn't have much effect FInally I stopped and SaId
'There used to be another pool, beSIdes the bIg one It can't be far from
here'
'Another pool' Oh, surely not I don't trunk there was ever another pool'
'They may have draIned It off,' I saId 'It was a pretty deep pool It would
leave a bIg PIt behInd '
For the first tIme he looked a bIt uneasy He rubbed hIS nose
'Oh-ah Of course, you must understand our hfe up here IS In some ways
prtmitIVe The SImple hfe, you know We prefer It so But beIng so far from the
town has Its Inconvemences, of course Some of our sarutary arrangements are
not altogether satIsfactory The dust-cart only calls once a month, I belIeve '
'You mean they've turned the pool Into a rubblsh-dump"
'Well, there l.S somethIng In the nature of a-' he shIed at the word rubblshdump 'We have to dlspose of tIns and so forth, of course Over there, behmd
that clump of trees '
We went across there They'd left a few trees to hid It But yes, there It was.
It was my pool, all rIght. Thetd draIned the water off. It made a great round
hole, hke an enormous well, twenty or thirty feet deep Already It was halffull
of tin cans.
1- stood looking at the tin cans
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'It's a PIty they dramed It,' I saId 'There used to be some bIg fish In that
pool'
'FIsh' Oh, I never heard anythmg about that Of course we could hardly
have a pool of water here among the houses The mosqUItoes, you know But It
was before my tIme'
'I suppose these houses have been buIlt a good long tIme" I saId
'Oh-ten or fifteen years, I thmk '
'I used to know thiS place before the war ' I saId 'It was all woods then
There weren't any houses except Binfield House But that httle bit of copse
over there hasn't changed I walked through It on my way here '
'Ah, that' That IS sacrosanct We have deCided never to buIld In It It IS
sacred to the young people Nature, you know' He tWinkled at me, a kind of
roguIsh look, as If he was lettmg me Into a lIttle secret 'We call It the PIXY
Glen'
The PIXY Glen I got rId of hIm, went back to the car and drove down to
Lower Bmfield The PIXY Glen And they'd filled my pool up With tIn cans
God rot them and bust them' Say what you hke-call It SIlly, chIldish,
anythmg-but doesn't It make you puke sometImes to see what they're dOIng to
England, With theIr bIrd-baths and theIr plaster gnomes, and theIr pIXIes and
tm cans, where the beech woods used to be?
SentImental, you say' AntI-socIal? Oughtn't to prefer trees to men? I say It
depends what trees and what men Not that there's anythIng one can do about
It, except to WIsh them the pOX In theIr guts
One thIng, I thought as I drove down the hIll, I'm finished WIth thIS notIOn
of gettIng back mto the past What's the good of trYIng to reVISIt the scenes of
yovr boyhood? They don't eXist Coming up for au l But there Isn't any aIr
The dustbm that we're In reaches up to the stratosphere All the same, I didn't
partIcularly care After all, I thought, I've st111 got three days left I'd have a bIt
of peace and qUIet, and stop botherIng about what they'd done to Lower
Blnfield As for my Idea of gOing fishIng-that was off, of course FIshIng,
Indeed' At my agel Really, HIlda was right
I dumped the car In the garage of the George and walked Into the lounge It
was six o'clock Somebody had SWItched on the WIreless and the newsbroadcast was begmnmg I came through the door Just In tune to hear the last
few words of an S O.S And It gave me a bit of a Jolt, I admIt For the words I
heard were
'-where hls WIfe, Hilda Bowhng, 18 seriously III '
The next Instant the plummy VOIce went on. 'Here IS another S 0 SWIll
Percjval Chute, who was last heard of-', but I dIdn't Walt to hear any more I
just walked stratght on. What made me feel rather proud, when I thought it
over afterwards, was that when I heard those words come out of the
loudspeaker 1 ~ver turned an eyelash Not even a pause In my step to let
~jk;onw that ~ W$ George BowlIng, whose WIfe HIlda Bowhng was
~~lyl1t. 1be landlo.rd's WIfe was in the lounge, and she knew my name was
~ at any rate she'd seen It in the regIster OtherwIse there was nobody
~~ a couple of chaps who were staYIng at the George and who dldn't
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know me from Adam But I kept my head Not a SIgn to anyone I merely
walked on Into the prIvate bar, WhICh had Just opened, and ordered my pInt as
usual
I had to thInk It over By the tIme I'd drunk about half the pInt I began to get
the bearIngs of the SItuatIon In the first place, HIlda wasn't Ill, serIously or
otherWIse I knew that She'd been perfectly well when I came away, and It
wasn't the tIme of the year for 'fiu or anythIng of that kInd She was shammmg
Why?
ObvIOusly It was JUst another of her dodges I saw how It was She'd got
wInd somehow-trust HIlda'-that I wasn't really at BurnIngham, and thIS was
Just her way of gettmg me home Couldn't bear to thInk of me any longer WIth
that other Woman Because of course she'd take It for granted that I was WIth a
woman Can't ImagIne any other motIve And naturally she assumed that I'd
come rushIng home as soon as I heard she was III
But that's Just where you've got It wrong, I thought to myself as I firushed
off the pInt I'm too cute to be caught that way I remembered the dodges she'd
pulled before, and the extraordInary trouble she'll take to catch me out I've
even known her, when I'd been on some Journey she was SUSpICIOUS about,
check It all up WIth a Bradshaw and a road-map, Just to see whether I was
tellIng the truth about my movements And then there was that tIme when she
followed me all the way to Colchester and suddenly burst In on me at the
Temperance Hotel And that tIme, unfortunately, she happened to be rIght-at
least, she wasn't, but there were CIrcumstances WhIch made It look as If she
was I hadn't the slIghtest belIef that she was III In fact, I knew she wasn't,
although I couldn't say exactly how.
I had another pInt and thIngs looked better Of course there was a row
comIng when I got home, but there'd have been a row anyway I've got three
good days ahead of me, I thought CurIously enough, now that the thIngs I'd
come to look for had turned out not to eXIst, the Idea of haVIng a bIt of hohday
appealed to me all the more BeIng away from home-that was the great thIng
Peace perfect peace WIth loved ones far away, as the hymn puts It And
suddenly I deCIded that I 'Would have a woman If I felt lIke It It would serve
HIlda rIght for beIng so dirty-mmded, and beSIdes, where's the sense of beIng
suspected If It Isn't true?
But as the second pmt worked InSIde me, the thmg began to amuse me. I
hadn't fallen for It, but It was damned IngenIOUS all the same I wondered how
she'd managed about the S 0 S I've no Idea what the procedure IS Do you
have to have a doctor's certIficate, or do you Just send your name m? I felt
pretty sure It was the Wheeler woman who'd put her up to It. It seemed to me
to have the Wheeler touch.
But all the same, the cheek of It r The lengths that women will got Sometmles
you can't help kInd of admiring them

6
Mter breakfast I strolled out Into the market-place It was a lovely morning,
kmd of cool and stIll, WIth a pale yellow lIght lIke white wine plaYing over
everythmg The fresh smell of the mormng was mIxed up wIth the smell of my
cIgar But there was a zoomIng nOIse from behInd the houses, and suddenly a
fleet of great black bombers came whIzzing over I looked up at them They
seemed to be bang overhead
The next moment I heard somethIng And at the same moment, If you'd
happened to be there, you'd have seen an Interesting Instance of what I belIeve
IS called condItIoned reflex Because what I'd heard-there wasn't any questIOn
of mIstake-was the whIstle of a bomb I hadn't heard such a thIng for twenty
years, but 1 dIdn't need to be told what It was And wIthout taking any kInd of
thought I did the rIght thing I flung myself on my face
After all I'm glad you dIdn't see me I don't suppose I looked dIgnIfied. I
was flattened out on the pavement lIke a rat when It squeezes under a door
Nobody else had been half as prompt I'd acted so qUickly that In the splIt
second whIle the bomb was whIsthng down I even had tIme to be afraid that It
was all a mIstake and I'd made a fool of myself for nothing
But the next moment-ah l
BOOM-BRRRRRI

A nOIse lIke the Day of Judgment, and then a nOIse lIke a ton of coal fallIng
on to a sheet of tm. That was fallIng bricks I seemed to kind of melt Into the
pavement 'It's started,' I thought 'I knew It' Old HItler didn't walt Just sent
lus bombers across WIthout warnIng'
And yet here's a peculiar thIng. Even In the echo of that awful, deafenIng
crash, whIch seemed to freeze me up from top to toe, I had time to think that
there's somethIng grand about the burstIng of a bIg projectIle What does It
sound lIke' les hard to say, because what you hear IS mixed up with what
you're frlghtened of Mainly It gtves you a VISIon of burstmg metal You seem
to see great sheets of Iron bursting open. But the peculIar thIng IS the feelIng It
g,.ves you ofbemg suddenly shoved up agatnst realIty It's hke being woken up
by somebody sh'Ying a bucket of water over you You're suddenly dragged out
of your dreams by a clang of burstIng metal, and It's ternble, and It'S real
- There w» a sound of screams and yells, and also of car brakes beIng
sudd.enly jamned on The second bomb wluch I was waltmg for dldn~t fall I
tabed my head a little. On every sIde people seemed to be rushmg round and
~. A car was sklddlOg dlagonally across the road, I' could hear a
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woman's VOIce shrlektng, 'The Germans' The Germans" To the rIght I had a
vague lffipreSSlOn of a man's round white face, rather lIke a wrInkled paper bag,
lookIng down at me He was kInd of dlthenng
'What IS It? What's happened? What are they dOIng?'
'It's started,' I saId 'That was a bomb LIe down'
But still the second bomb dIdn't fall Another quarter of a mInute or so, and
I raIsed my head agaIn Some of the people were still rushmg about, others
were standmg as If they'd been glued to the ground From somewhere behmd
the houses a huge haze of dust had rIsen up, and through It a black Jet of smoke
was streamlng upwards And then I saw an extraordmary Sight At the other
end of the market-place the High Street rIses a httle And down thIs lIttle hill a
herd of pigs was gallopIng, a sort of huge flood of pig-faces The next moment,
of course, I saw what It was It wasn't pigs at all, It was only the schoolchlldren
In theIr gas-masks I suppose they were boltmg for some cellar where they'd
been told to take cover In case of air-raIds At the back of them I could even
make out a taller pig who was probably MISS Todgers But I tell you for a
moment they looked exactly lIke a herd of pigs
I pIcked myselfup and walked across the market-place People were cabmng
down already, and qUite a httle crowd had begun to flock towards the place
where the bomb had dropped
Oh, yes, you're rIght, of course It wasn't a German aeroplane after all The
war hadn't broken out It was only an aCCident The planes were flymg over to
do a bit of bombing practice-at any rate they were carryIng bombs-and
somebody had put hIs hands on the lever by ffilstake I expect he got a good
tIcking off for It By the tlffie that tbe postmaster had rung up London to ask
whether there was a war on, and been told that there wasn't, everyone had
grasped that It was an aCCident But there'd been a space of time, somethtng
between a mInute and five mlnutes, when several thousand people beheved we
were at war A good Job It didn't last any longer Another quarter of an hour
and we'd have been lynchIng our first spy
I followed the crowd The bomb had dropped In a httle SIde-street off the
High Street, the one where Uncle Ezekiel used to have hIs shop. It wasn't fifty
yards from where the shop used to be~ As I came round the corner I could hear
vOices murmunng 'Oo-ooP-a ktnd of awed nOIse, as If they were frlghtened
and getting a big kIck out of It Lucktly I got there a few mInutes before the
ambulance and the fire-engtne, and In spite of the fifty people or so that had
already collected I saw everythIng.
At first SIght it looked as If the sky had been rammg brIcks and vegetables
There were cabbage leaves everywhere The bomb had blown a greengrocer's
shop out of existence The house to the right of It had part of Its roof blown off,
and the roof beams were on fire, and all the houses round had been more or less
damaged and bad their Windows sm.ashed. But what everyone was looking at
was the house on the left Its wall, the one tbat JOined the greengrocer's shop,
was ripped off as neatly as if someone had done it With a kmfe And what was
extraord.Inau' was that in the upstairs roolUS nothing had been touched It was
just hke lookutg roto a doll's house Chests--of~drawers, bedroom ch81rs) faded
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wallpaper, a bed not yet made, and a Jerry under the bed-all exactly as It had
been lIved In, except that one wall was gone But the lower rooms had caught
the force of the explOSIOn There was a frIghtful smashed-up mess of brIcks,
plaster, chaIr-legs, bIts of a varmshed dresser, rags of tablecloth, pIles of
broken plates, and chunks of a scullery SInk A Jar of marmalade had rolled
across the floor, leavIng a long streak of marmalade behInd, and runnIng SIde
by SIde WIth It there was a rIbbon of blood But ill among the broken crockery
there was lymg a leg Just a leg, wIth the trouser stIll on It and a black boot wIth
a Wood-MIlne rubber heel ThIs was what people were oO-Ing and ah-Ing at
I had a good look at It and took It In The blood was beglnrung to get mIxed
up wIth the marmalade When the fire-engIne arrIved I cleared off to the
George to pack my bag
ThIS firushes me wIth Lower Blnfield, I thought I'm gOIng home But as a
matter of fact I dIdn't shake the dust off my shoes and leave ImmedIately One
never does When anythIng lIke that happens, people always stand about and
dISCUSS It for hours There wasn't much work done In the old part of Lower
Bmfield that day, everyone was too busy talkIng about the bomb, what It
sounded lIke and what they thought when they heard It The barmaId at the
George saId It faIr gave her the shudders She saId she'd never sleep sound In
her bed agam, and what dId you expect, It Just showed that WIth these here
bombs you never knew A woman had bItten off part of her tongue OWIng to the
Jump the explOSIOn gave her It turned out that whereas at our end of the town
everyone had Imagined It was a German aIr-raId, everyone at the other end had
taken It for granted that It was an explOSIon at the stockIng factory Afterwards
(1 got thIS out of the newspaper) the AIr MInIstry sent a chap to Inspect the
damage, and Issued a report sayIng that the effects of the bomb were
'dISappOIntIng' As a matter of fact It only killed three people, the greengrocer,
Perrott hiS name was, and an old couple who hved next door The woman
wasn't much smashed about, and they Identified the old man by hIS boots, but
they never found a trace of Perrott Not even a trouser-button to read the
bunal serVIce over
In the afternoon I paId my bIll and hooked It 1 dIdn't have much more than
three qUId left after r d paId the blll. They know how to cut It out of yOif.'i these
dolled-up country hotels, and what WIth drInks and other odds and ends I'd
been shYing money about pretty freely I left my new rod and the rest of the
fishmg tackle In my bedroom Let 'em keep It No use to me It was merely a
quid that I'd chucked down the drain to teach myself a lesson And I'd learnt
the lesson all right Fat men of forty-five can't go fishIng That kind of thing
doesn't happen any longer, it's Just a dream, there'll be no more fishIng this
si.<k of the grave.
Irs tiuul-y how dungs SInk Into you by degrees. What had I really felt when
tAtrbomb exploded? At the actW:ll moment, of course, It scared the WIts out of
~and when law the smashed-up house and the old man's leg rd had the
~ 'Of Aid kIdt that you get from seeing a street-accident DIsgustIng, of
~ Qube ~ to make me fed ..up With thiS so-called hohday But It
~tle'8I1, :made much nnpresslon
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But as I got clear of the outskIrts of Lower Bmfield and turned the car
eastward, It all came back to me You know how It IS when you're 10 a car alone
There's somethIng eIther 10 the hedges flymg past you, or In the throb of the
engIne, that gets your thoughts runmng 10 a certaIn rhythm You have the
same feelIng sometImes when you)re In the tram It's a feelIng of beIng able to
see thIngs 10 better perspectIve than usual All kmds of thmgs that 1'd been
doubtful about I felt certaIn about now To begm WIth, I'd come to Lower
Bmfield WIth a quesnon In my mInd What's ahead of us? Is the game really
up) Can we get back to the hfe we used to hve, or IS It gone for ever? Well, I'd
had my answer The old hfe's finIshed, and to go back to Lower Bmfield, you
can't put Jonah back Into the whale I knew, though I don't expect you to
follow my traIn of thought And It was a queer thmg I'd done commg here All
those years Lower B10field had been tucked away somewhere or other In my
mmd, a sort of qUIet corner that I could step back Into when I felt lIke It, and
finally I'd stepped back Into It and found that It dIdn't eXIst 1'd chucked a
pIneapple Into my dreams, and lest there should be any mIstake the Royal AIr
Force had followed up WIth five hundred pounds of TNT
War IS comIng I94I, they say And there'll be plenty of broken crockery,
and lIttle houses rIpped open lIke packIng-cases, and the guts of the chartered
accountant's clerk plastered over the plano that he's bUYIng on the nevernever But what does that kind ofth1Og matter, anyway) I'll tell you what my
stay In Lower Blnfield had taught me, and It was thIS It's all gotng to happen
All the thIngs you've got at the back of your mInd, the thIngs you're terrIfied
of, the thIngs that you tell yourself are Just a mghtmare or only happen 10
foreIgn countrIes The bombs, the food-queues, the rubber truncheons, the
barbed WIre, the coloured smrts, the slogans, the enormous faces, the machlneguns sqU1rnng out of bedroom WIndows. It's all gOIng to happen I know It-at
any rate, I knew It then There's no escape FIght agaInst It 1fyou lIke, or look
the other way and pretend not to notIce, or grab your spanner and rush out to
do a bIt offace-smash1ng along WIth the others But there's no way out It's Just
somethIng that's got to happen
I trod on the gas, and the old car whIzzed up and down the lIttle hIlls, and the
cows and elm trees and fields of wheat rushed past tIll the engIne was pretty
nearly red-hot I felt In much the same mood as I'd felt that day In January
when I was comIng down the Strand, the day I got my new false teeth It was as
though the power of prophecy had been gIven me It seemed to me that I could
see the whole of England, and all the people In It, and all the t1ungs that'll
happen to all of them SometImes, of course, even then, I had a doubt or two
The world 18 very large, that's a dung you notIce when you're drIVIng about 1n
a car, and In a way It's reaSsurIng ThInk of the enormous stretches ofland you
pass over when you cross a corner of a SIngle EnglIsh county It's hke SiberIa
And the fields and beech spinneys and farmhouses and churches, and the
VIllages Wlth theIr httle grocers' shops and the pansh hall and the ducks
walkIng across the green Surely 1t's too bIg to be changed? Bound to remam
more or less the same And presently I struck mto outer London and followed
the Uxbridge Road as fat as Southall Mtles and nules of ugly houses, with
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people lIvIng dull decent bves InSIde them And beyond It London stretchmg
on and on, streets, squares, back-alleys, tenements, blocks of flats, pubs, frIedfish shops, pIcture-houses, on and on for twenty mIles, and all the eIght mllhon
people WIth theIr lIttle private lIves whIch they don't want to have altered The
bombs aren't made that could smash It out of eXIstence And the chaos of It'
The prIvateness of all those lIves' John SmIth cuttIng out the football coupons,
BIll WIllIams swappmg stOries In the barber's Mrs Jones comIng home WIth
the supper beer EIght mIllIon of them' Surely they'll manage somehow,
bombs or no bombs, to keep on WIth the lIfe that they've been used to;>
IllUSIOn' Baloney' It doesn't matter how many of them there are, they're all
for It The bad tImes are comIng, and the streamlIned men are comIng too
What's comIng afterwards I don't know, It hardly even Interests me I only
know that If there's anythIng you care a curse about, better say good-bye to It
now, because everythmg you've ever known IS gOIng down, down, Into the
muck, WIth the machme-guns rattlmg all the tIme
But when I got back to the suburb my mood suddenly changed
It suddenly struck me-and It hadn't even crossed my mInd tIll that
moment-that HIlda mIght really be III after all
That's the effect of enVIronment, you see In Lower Blnfield I'd taken It
absolute1y for granted that she wasn't 111 and was merely shammIng In order to
get me home. It had seemed natural at the tIme, I don't know why But as I
drove Into West Bletchley and the HesperIdes Estate closed round me lIke a
kmd of red-brIck prison, whIch IS what It IS, the ordInary habIts of thought
came back I had thIS kInd of Monday mormng feehng when everythIng seems
bleak and senSible I saw what bloody rot It was, thIS bUSIness that I'd wasted
the last five days on SneakIng off to Lower Blnfield to try and recover the past,
and then, In the car coming home, thInkIng a lot of prophetIC baloney about the
future The future' What's the future got to do WIth chaps lIke you and me;>
HoldIng down our Jobs-that's our future As for HIlda, even when the bombs
are droppmg she'll be sull thmklng about the prIce of butter
And suddenly I saw what a fool I'd been to thInk she'd do a thIng lIke that
Of course the SO S wasn't a fake l As though she'd have the ImagInatIon' It
was Just the plaIn cold truth She wasn't shamnung at all, she was really III
And Gosh' at tms moment she mIght be lymg somewhere UI, g~t1'P~ or
even dead, for all I knew The thought sent a most hot~~pU.ng of frIght
through me, a sort of dreadful cold feehng in my guts I whIzzed down
Ellesmere Road at nearly forty Oltles an hour, and instead of takIng the car to
the lock-up garage as usual I stopped outsIde the house and Jumped out
So
fond of HIlda after al1:~ you say! I don't know exactly what you mean
by fond. Are you fond of your own face';) Probably not, but you can't Imagme
yoursdfwithout it. It'a part of you. Well, that's how I felt about HIlda When
~ arc ~ welt I oantt suck the sight of her, but the thought that she
~~(If~ pam sent the shtvers through me.
1J ' ,~ the k~, gor the door open, and the famIlIar smell of old
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No answer For a moment I was yelhng 'Hllda! Hlldal' Into utter sIlence, and
some cold sweat started out on my backbone Maybe they carted her away to
hospItal already-maybe there was a corpse lymg upstaIrs In the empty house
I started to dash up the staIrS, but at the same moment the two kIds, In theIr
PYJamas, came out of theIr rooms on eIther SIde of the landIng It was eIght or
nIne o'clock, I suppose-at any rate the lIght was Just beglnmng to fall Lorna
hung over the bamsters
'00, Daddy! 00, It's Daddy! Why have you come back today? Mummy saId
you weren't comIng tIll FrIday'
'Where's your mother?' I saId
'Mummy's out She went out WIth Mrs Wheeler Why have you come home
today, Daddy?'
'Then your mother hasn't been IlP'
'No Who saId she'd been Ill? Daddy! Have you been In Blrmmgham?'
'Yes Get back to bed, now You'll be catchmg cold'
'But where's our presents, Daddy?'
'What presents?'
'The presents you've bought us from BIrmIngham '
'You'll see them In the mornIng,' I srud
'00, Daddy! Can't we see them tonIght?'
'No Dry up Get back to bed or I'll wallop the paIr of you '
So she wasn't 111 after all She had been shamrmng And really I hardly knew
whether to be glad or sorry I turned back to the front door, WhICh I'd left
open, and there, as large as hfe, was HIlda commg up the garden path
I looked at her as she came towards me In the last of the evenmg lIght It was
queer to thInk that less than three mmutes earher I'd been In the devIl of a
stew, WIth actual cold sweat on my backbone, at the thought that she mIght be
dead Well, she wasn't dead, she was Just as usual Old HIlda WIth her dun
shoulders and her anXIOUS face, and the gas bIll and the school-fees, and the
mackintoshy smell and the office on Monday-all the bedrock facts that you
InvarIably come back to, the eternal venties as old Porteous calls them I could
see that HIlda wasn't In too good a temper She darted me a lIttle qUIck look,
lIke she does sometImes when she's got somethlOg on her mInd, the kInd of
look some little thIn anImal, a weasel for Instance, mIght gIve you She dIdn't
seem surprIsed to see me back, however.
'Oh, so you're back already, are you?' she saId
It seemed pretty ObVIOUS that I was back, and I dIdn't answer She dIdn't
make any move to kISS me
'There's nothIng for your supper,' she went on promptly That's HIlda all
over Always manages to say somethtng depresslOg the Instant you set foot
InSIde the house. '1 wasn't expectIng you You'll Just have to have bread and
cheese-but I don't think we've got any cheese'
I followed her Indoors, Into the smell of mackmtoshes We went into the
SIttIng-room I shQt the door and sWItched on the hght. I meant to get my say
In first, and I knew It would m.ake thmgs better if I took a strong line from the
start
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'Now', I saId, 'what the bloody hell do you mean by plaYIng that trick on me';)'
She'd Just laId her bag down on top of the radlO, and for a moment she
looked genUInely surprised
'What trIck';) What do you mean';)'
'Sendmg out that S 0 S I'
'What S 0 S ';) What are you talkzng about, George';)'
'Are you trymg to tell me you dIdn't get them to send out an S 0 8 sayIng
you were serIously IlP'
'Of course I dIdn't' How could P I wasn't 111 What would I do a thIng lIke
that for';)'
I began to explaIn, but almost before I began I saw what had happened It
was all a mIstake 1'd only heard the last few words of the S 0 S and ObVIously
It was some other Hllda BowlIng I suppose there'd be scores of HIlda
Bowhngs If you looked the name up In the dIrectory It Just was the kInd of dull
stupId mIstake that's always happenIng HIlda hadn't even showed that lIttle
bIt of ImagInatIon 1'd credIted her WIth The sale mterest In the whole affaIr
had been the five mmutes or so when I thought she was dead, and found that I
cared after all But that was over and done WIth WhIle I explaIned she was
watchmg me, and I could see In her eye that there was trouble of some kInd
comIng And then she began questlOmng me In what I call her thIrd-degree
VOIce, WhIch Isn't, as you mIght expect, angry and nagging, but qUIet and kInd
of watchful
'80 you heard thIS 80S 10 the hotel at BIrmIngham';)'
'Yes Last nIght, on the NatIonal Broadcast'
'When dId you leave BIrmingham, then?'
'ThIS morning, of course ' (I'd planned out the Journey in my mind, Just In
case there should be any need to he my way out of It Left at ten, lunch at
Coventry, tea at Bedford- I'd got It all mapped out)
~So you thought list nIght I was seriously Ill, and you dIdn't even leave tIll
thIS mornIng?'
'But I tell you I didn't thInk you were Ill. Haven't I explaIned';) I thought It
was lust another of your trIcks It sounded a damn SIght more hkely ,
'Then I'm rather surprised you left at all P she Sald WIth so much VInegar In
her VOIce that I knew there was somethIng more cOIning. But she~ore
qwetly 'So you left thIS mornIng, dId you':>'
~
'Yes I left about ten I had lunch at Coventry-'
'Then how do you account for thzs?' she suddenly shot out at me, and In the
same Instant she npped her bag .open, took out a plece of paper) and held It out
as if it had 1;>een a forged cheque, or sometlung
I felt as if someone had hit me a sock In the WInd I mIght have known It'
She'd ~t me after aU. And there was the evidence) the dossier of the case. I
didn't even ktlow what it was, except that it was somethmg that proved I'd
tJ~ (lff~. ~. AU the stuffing went out of me A moment earlIer I'd
been ~.fl)Qllying her, makIng out to be angry because I'd been dragged
~~ for nothIng, and now she'd suddenly turned the tables
Y.oudon't have to tell me what I look lIke at that moment. I know. GUllt
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WrItten all over me In bIg letters-I know And I wasn't even gUIlty' But It's a
matter of habIt I'm used to beIng In the wrong For a hundred qUId I couldn't
have kept the guIlt out of my VOIce as I answered
'What do you mean) What's that thIng you've got there)'
'You read It and you'll see what It IS '
I took It It was a letter from what seemed to be a firm of solIcItors, and It was
addressed from the same street as Rowbottom's Hotel, I notIced
'Dear Madam,' I read, 'WIth reference to your letter of the 18th lOst, we
thInk there must be some mIstake Rowbottom's Hotel was closed down two
years ago and has been converted Into a block of offices No one answermg the
deSCrIptIOn of your husband has been here Posslbly-'
I dIdn't read any further Of course I saw It all In a flash I'd been a lIttle bIt
too clever and put my foot 10 It There was Just one faInt ray of hope-young
Saunders mIght have forgotten to post the letter I'd addressed from
Rowbottom's, In whIch case It was Just possIble I could brazen It out But
HIlda soon put the lId on that Idea
'Well, George, you see what the letter says? The day you left here I wrote to
Rowbottom's Hotel-oh, Just a lIttle note, askIng them whether you'd arrIved
there And you see the answer I got' There Isn't even any such place as
Rowbottom's Hotel And the same day, the very same post, I got your letter
sayIng you were at the hotel You got someone to post It for you, I suppose
That was your bUSIness In BIrmIngham"
'But look here, HIlda' You've got all thIS wrong It Isn't what you thInk at
all You don't understand '
'Oh, yes, I do, George I understand perfectly'
'But look here, Hilda-'
Wasn't any use, of course It was a faIr cop I couldn't even meet her eye I
turned and trIed to make for the door
'I'll have to take the car round to the garage,' I saId
'Oh, no George' You don't get out of It lIke that You'll stay here and lIsten
to what I've got to say" please'
'But, damn It' I've got to sWItch the lIghts on, haven't P It's past lIghtIng-up
tIme You don't want us to get fined)'
At that she let me go, and I went out and SWItched the car hghts on, but
when I came back she was stIll stanwng there lIke a figure of doom, WIth the
two letters, mIne and the soheltor's on the table 10 front of her I'd got a httle of
my nerve back, and I had another try
'LIsten, Hllda You've got hold of the wrong end of the stIck about thIS
bUSIness I can explaIn the whole thIng'
'I'm sure you could explaIn anythIng, George The questlon 18 whether I'd
belIeve you'
'But you're Just )um.pIng to conclusIons r What made you write to these hotel
people, anyway?'
'It was Mrs Wheeler's Idea And a very good Idea too, as It turned out.)
'Oh, Mrs Wheeler, was it? So you dOD}t nund letung that blasted woman
mto our prIvate affiu:r&?'
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'She dIdn't need any lettIng In It was she who warned me what you were up
to thIS week SomethIng seemed to tell her, she saId And she was rIght, you
see She knows all about you, George She used to have a husband Just lIke
you'
'But, HIlda-'
I looked at her Her face had gone a kInd of whIte under the surface, the way
It does when she thInkS of me Wlth another woman A woman If only It had
been true'
And Gosh! what I could see ahead of me' You know what It's lIke The
weeks on end of ghastly naggIng and sulkmg, and the catty remarks after you
thmk peace has been sIgned, and the meals always late, and the kIds wantIng to
know what It's all about But what really got me down was the kInd of mental
squalor, the kInd of mental atmosphere In whIch the real reason why I'd gone
to Lower Blnfield wouldn't even be conceIvable That was what chIefly struck
me at the moment If I spent a week eXplaInIng to Hilda why I'd been to Lower
BInfield, she'd never understand And who would understand, here In
Ellesmere Road ~ Gosh r dId I even understand myself? The whole thIng
seemed to be fadIng out of my nnnd Why had I gone to Lower BInfield"> Had I
gone there~ In thIS atmosphere It Just seemed mearungless NothIng's real In
Ellesmere Road except gas bIlls, school-fees, bolled cabbage, and the office on
Monday
One more try
'But look here, HIlda' I know what you thInk But you're absolutely wrong
I swear to you you're wrong'
'Oh, no, George If I was wrong why dId you have to tell all those lIes?'
No gettIng away from that, of course
I took a pace or two up and down The smell of old mackIntoshes was very
strong Why had I run away hke that~ Why had I bothered about the future
and the past, seeIng that the future and the past don't matter~ Whatever
motIves I mIght have had, I (!ould hardly remember them now The old hfe In
Lower Bmfield, the war and the after-war, Hitler, Stahn, bombs, machmeguns) food-queues, rubber truncheonS-It was fadlng out, all fadIng out
Nothmg remaIned except a vulgar low-down row In a smell of old
macklntoshes
One last try
'Hildal Just hsten to me a mmute. Look here, you don't know where I've
been all thIS week, do you~'
'1 don't want to know where you've been. I know what you've been domg
That's quite enough for me.'
'But dash It-t
Quite useless" of course. She'd found me gutlty and now she was gOIng to tell
me wh«t $be thought of me That mtght take a couple of hours. And after that
there was further trouble looming up, because presently It would occur to her
to wonder where I'd got the money for thIS tnp, and then she'd dIscover that
ltd ~,l\olc.bng out on her about the seventeen qUld Really there was no
~ why this row shouldn't goon till three In the mornmg. No use plaYIng
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1nJured 1nnocence any longer All I wanted was the hne ofleast resIstance And
1n my m1nd I ran over the three poss1bllIt1eS, whIch were
A To tell her what 1'd really been dOIng and somehow make her belIeve me
B To pull the old gag about losIng my memory
C To let her go on th1nk1ng 1t was a woman, and take my medIc1ne
But, damn It' I knew wh1ch 1t would have to be
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KEEP THE ASPIDISTRA FLYING
Though I speak WIth the tongues of men and of angels, and
have not money, I am become as a sound1Og brass, or a
t10khng cymbal And though I have the gIft of prophecy,
and understand all mysterIes, and all knowledge, and though
I have all faIth, so that I could remove mounta1Os, and have
not money, I am noth1Og And though I bestow all my
goods to feed the poor, and though I gIve my body to be
burned, and have not money, It profiteth me noth1Og
Money suffereth long, and IS kInd, money envieth not,
money vaunteth not Itself, IS not puffed up, doth not behave
unseemly, seeketh not her own, IS not easIly provoked,
th10keth no evll, re,Olceth not 10 1OlqUlty, but re,oIceth 10
the truth, beareth all th1Ogs, beheveth all th1Ogs, hopeth all
And now abldeth faIth,
thmgs, endureth all th10gs
hope, money, these three, but the greatest of these IS
money
I Cortnthtans xm (adapted)

I
The clock struck half past two In the lIttle office at the back of Mr
McKechnIe's bookshop, Gordon-Gordon Comstock, last member of the
Comstock fam.11y, aged twenty-mne and rather moth-eaten already-lounged
across the table, pushmg a four-penny packet of Player's WeIghts open and
shut WIth hIS thumb
The dIng-dong of another, remoter clock-from the Prince of Wales, the
other SIde of the street-rippled the stagnant air Gordon made an effort, sat
upnght, and stowed hIS packet of CIgarettes away In hIs mSIde pocket He was
penshIng for a smoke However, there were only four CIgarettes left Today
was Wednesday and he had no money commg to him tIll Friday It would be
too bloody to be Without tobacco tonIght as well as all tomorrow
Bored In advance by tomorrow's tobaccoless hours, he got up and moved
towards the door-a small fraIl figure, WIth delIcate bones and fretful
movements HIS coat was out at elbow In the rIght sleeve and ItS middle button
was mIssIng; hIS ready-made flannel trousers were staIned and shapeless Even
from above you could see that hIS shoes needed resohng
The money choked In hIS trouser pocket as he got up He knew the preCIse
sum that was there. Flvepence halfpenny-twopence halfpenny and a Joey He
paused, took out the mIserable lIttle threepenny-bIt, and looked at It Beastly,
useless thIng' And bloody fool to have taken It' It had happened yesterday,
when he was bUYIng CIgarettes 'Don't mInd a threepenny-bIt, do you, sir?' the
lIttle bItch of a shop-gIrl had chIrped And of course he had let her gIve it hIm
cOh no, not at all" he had SaId-fool, bloody fooll
HIS heart SIckened to thInk that he had only fivepence halfpenny In the
world, threepence of WhICh couldn't even be spent Because how can you buy
anythIng WIth a threepenny-blt~ It Isn't a COIn, It's the answer to a rIddle You
look such a fool when you take It out of your pocket, unless It'S In among a
whole handful of other COIns 'How much?' you say 'Threepence,' the shopgttl says And then you feel all round your pocket and fish out that absurd lIttle
thing, all by Itself, Stlckmg on the end of your finger lIke a tlddley-Wlok The
shop-gIrl sutffs. She spots umnediately that it's your last threepence 1n the
world. You see her glance quicldy at it....she's wondermg whether there's a
pIece of Chnstnlas puddtng stdi ~neking to !It. And you stalk out with your
nose m the all', and can't ever 'gQ to that shop agam. N-oI We won't spend our
Joey. Twopence halfpenny left-twQpenee balfp~ to l.a$t till Fnday
This Wa$ the lonelyafter-;ditmer no'Uti' wh~ OJ: .0 GUstOllaeiJ!:S were-to be
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expected He was alone with seven thousand books The small dark room,
smellIng of dust and decayed paper, that gave on the office, was filled to the
brIm WIth books, mostly aged and unsaleable On the top shelves near the
ceIlIng the quarto volumes of extinct encyclopedIas slumbered on their SIdes In
pIles lIke the tIered coffins In common graves Gordon pushed aSide the blue,
dust-sodden curtaIns that served as a doorway to the next room ThIS, better
lIghted than the other, contaIned the lending lIbrary It was one of those
'twopenny no-depOSit' lIbrar1es beloved of book-plnchers No books In It
except novels, of course And what novels' But that too was a matter of course
Eight hundred strong, the novels hned the room on three Sides celhng-hlgh,
row upon row of gaudy oblong backs, as though the walls had been buIlt of
many-coloured brIcks laId uprIght They were arranged alphabetIcally Arlen,
Burroughs, Deeplng, Dell, Frankau, Galsworthy, GIbbs, Pnestley, Sapper,
Walpole Gordon eyed them WIth Inert hatred At thiS moment he hated all
books, and novels most of all HorrIble to think of all that soggy, half-baked
trash massed together In one place PuddIng, suet puddIng EIght hundred
slabs of pudding, wallIng hIm In-a vault of puddingstone The thought was
oppressive He moved on through the open doorway Into the front part of the
shop In dOIng so, he smoothed hIS hair It was an habItual movement After
all, thete mIght be gIrls outside the glass door Gordon was not ImpressIVe to
look at. He was Just five feet seven Inches hIgh, and because hIS hair was
usually too long he gave the ImpreSSIOn that hiS head was a lIttle too big for hiS
body He was never qUIte unconscIOUS of hIS small stature When he knew that
anyone was looking at hun he carned hunself very upnght, throwIng a chest,
With a you-be-damned air whIch occasIOnally deceIved SImple people,
However, there was nobody outsIde The front room, unlIke the rest of the
shop, was smart and expensive-looking, and It contained about two thousand
books, exclUSive of those In the WIndow On the nght there was a glass showcase in which cluldren's books were kept Gordon averted hiS eyes from a
beastly Rackhamesque dust-Jacket, elvlsh cluldren trippmg Wendlly through
a bluebell glade He gazed out through the glass door A foul day, and the WInd
Ilsing The sky was leaden, the cobbles of the street were shIny It was 8t
Andrew's day, the tlurtleth of November McKechrue's stood on a corner) on a
sort of shapeless square where four streets converged To the left, Just WIthin
slght from the door, stood a great elm-tree, leafless now, ItS mulntudlnous
twtgs makIng sepIa-coloured lace agatnst the sky OpPOSite, next to the PrInce
of Wales, were tall hoardings cove:red With ads for patent foods and pateot
medtclnes. A gallery of monstrous doll-faces-plOk vacuous faces, full of goofy
optnnism. Q. T Sauce, Truweet Breakfast Cnsps (,Klddles clamour for their
Breakfast Crtsps'), Kangaroo Burgundy, Vltamalt Chocolate) Bovex Of them
all" the »OV'elt one oppressed Gordon the most. A spectacled rat-faced clerk,
with pe.telil:t..l~r halr, sittlng at a cafe table grmomg over a white mug of
Bo~ 'CO\t'llel'Table enjoys his meal WIth Bovex', the legend ran
Gotdon shortened the focus of his eyes. From the dust-dulled pane the
~ of his own face looked back at him Not a good face. Not thirty yet"
a.~-eate1:l already.. Very pale, With bitter, Ineradtcable hnes What people
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call a 'good' forehead-hIgh, that Is-but a small pOInted chIn, so that the face as
a whole was pear-shaped rather than oval HaIr mouse-coloured and unkempt,
mouth unamlable, eyes hazellnchmng to green He lengthened the focus of hIS
eyes agrun He hated mnrors nowadays OutsIde, all was bleak and WIntry A
tram, lIke a raucous swan of steel, ghded groanmg over the cobbles, and In ItS
wake the Wind swept a debrIs of trampled leaves The tWIgS of the elm-tree
were SWIrlIng, stralrung eastward The poster that advertIsed Q T Sauce was
torn at the edge, a rIbbon of paper fluttered fitfully hke a tIny pennant In the
SIde street too, to the rIght, the naked poplars that hned the pavement bowed
sharply as the WInd caught them A nasty raw wmd There was a threatemng
note In It as It swept over, the first growl of Wlnter's anger Two hnes ofa poem
struggled for bIrth In Gordon's mInd
Sharply the somethmg WInd-for Instance, threatenmg wmd? No, better,
menacIng WInd The menacIng WInd blows over-no, sweeps over, say
The somethIng poplars-Yleldlng poplars? No, better, bendmg poplars
Assonance between bendIng and menacmg? No matter The bendmg poplars,
newly bare Good
Sharply the menacmg WInd sweeps over
The bendIng poplars, newly bare

Good 'Bare' IS a sod to rhyme, however, there's always 'rur', WhICh every
poet SInce Chaucer has been strugghng to find rhymes for But the Impulse
dled away In Gordon's mInd He turned the money over In hIS pocket
Twopence halfpenny and a Joey-twopence halfpenny HIS mInd was stIcky
WIth boredom He couldn't cope WIth rhymes and adjectives You can't, WIth
only twopence halfpenny In your pocket
HIS eyes refocused themselves upon the posters Opposlte He had hiS prIvate
reasons for hating them MechanlCally he re-read thelr slogans 'Kangaroo
Burgundy-the WIne for BrItons' 'Asthma was choklllg her" 'Q T Sauce
Keeps Hubby SmIlIng' 'HIke all day on a Slab of VItamaltl' 'Curve Cut-the
Smoke for Outdoor Men' 'Ktddles clamour for then Breakfast CrIsps'
'Corner Table enJoys rus meal WIth Bovex '
Hal A customer-potentIal, at any rate Gordon stIffened hImself StandIng
by the door, you could get an oblIque vIew out of the front WIndow WIthout
beIng seen yourself He looked the potentIal customer over
A decentlsh mIddle-aged man, black SUlt, bowler hat, umbrelIa, and
dispatch-case-provincial sohcltor or Town Clerk-keektng at the WIndow WIth
large pale-coloured eyes He wore a guIlty look. Gordon followed the dlIectlon
of hIS eyes Ahl So that was It' He had nosed out those D H Lawrence first
echtlons In the far corner PIning for a bIt of smut, of course He had heard of
Lady Chatterley afar off. A bad face he had, Gordon thought Pale, heavy,
downy, WIth bad contours. Welsh, by the look of hun-Nonconfornust,
anyway He had the regular Dlssentmg pouches round the comers of hIS
mouth. At home, presIdent of the local Punty League or SeaSIde VIgIlance
Coxnnuttee (rubber-soled shppers and electr1c. torch, spotting klssmg couples
along the beach pM':ade).) :tmd now up in town on the razzle. Gordon WIsped he
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would come In Sell hIm a copy of Women zn Love How It would dlsappomt
hIm!
But nol The Welsh Sohcltor had funked It He tucked hIS umbrella under hIS
arm and moved off wIth righteously turned backsIde But doubtless tonIght,
when darkness hId hIS blushes, he'd slInk Into one of the rubber-shops and buy
Hzgh Jznks zn a Parzszan Convent, by SadIe Blackeyes
Gordon turned away from the door and back to the book-shelves In the
shelves to your left as you came out of the lIbrary the new and nearly-new
books were kept-a patch of brIght colour that was meant to catch the eye of
anyone glancmg through the glass door TheIr sleek unspotted backs seemed
to yearn at you from the shelves 'Buy me, buy mel' they seemed to be saymg
Novels fresh from the press-stIll unravIshed brIdes, pInIng for the paperkmfe
to deflower them-and reVIew copIes, hke youthful WIdows, bloommg stIll
though VIrgIn no longer, and here and there, In sets of half a dozen, those
pathetIC spInster-thIngs, 'remamders', stIll guardIng hopefully theIr long
preserv'd VIrgInIty Gordon turned hIS eyes away from the 'remaInders' They
called up evIl memOrIes The SIngle wretched httle book that he hImself had
publIshed, two years ago, had sold exactly a hundred and fifty-three copIes and
then been 'remaIndered', and even as a 'remaInder' It hadn't sold He passed
the new books by and paused In front of the shelves whIch ran at rIght angles to
them and WhICh contaIned more second-hand books
Over to the rIght were shelves of poetry Those In front of hIm were prose, a
mIscellaneous lot Upwards and downwards they were graded, from clean and
expensive at eye-level to cheap and dIngy at top and bottom In all book-shops
there goes on a savage Darwmlan struggle In WhIch the works of lIVIng men
gravitate to eye-level and the works of dead men go up or down-down to
Gehenna or up to the throne, but always away from any POSItIon where they
wIll be notIced Down In the bottom shelves the 'claSSICS', the extInct monsters
of the Victorian age, were quietly rottIng Scott, Carlyle, MeredIth, RuskIn,
Pater, Stevenson-you could hardly read the names upon theIr broad dowdy
backs In the top shelves, almost out of SIght, slept the pudgy bIographIes of
dukes Below those, saleable stIll and therefore placed WIthin reach, was
'relIgIOUS' literature-all sects and all creeds, lumped mdiscrImInately
together The World Beyond, by the author of Sjnnt Hands Have Touched me
Dean Farrar's Life of Christ Jesus the Fzrst Rotanan. Father HIlaIre
Chestnut's latest book ofR. C.propaganda. Rehgion always sells prOVIded It IS
soppy enough Below, exactly at eye-level, was the contemporary stuff
Prtestley's latest Dmky httle books of reprInted 'mIddles' Cheer-up
'hum()UI" from Herbert and Knox and Mtlne. Some hIghbrow stuff as well A
novel or two by Hetn1DgWtyand VlrgIWa Woolf Smart pseudo-Strachey
predigested biograpbles" Snooty, refined books on safe paInters and safe poets
by those moneyed young beasts who ghde so gracefully from Eton to
~~ aDd froJn Cambridge to the literary revIews.
DW1~yed". he sued at the wall of books He hated the whole lot of them, old
_~lt~row and lowbrow, snooty and clurpy The mere SIght of them
~ home to- him Ius own stenbty For here was he, supposedly a i:wnter',
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Jar
and he couldn't even 'wrIte" It wasn't merely a questIOn of not gettmg
pubhshed, It was that he produced nothing, or next to nothing And all that
trIpe clutterIng the shelves-well, at any rate It eXisted, It was an achievement
of sorts Even the Dells and Deeplngs do at least turn out their yearly acre of
prInt But It was the snooty 'cultured' kmd of books that he hated the worst
Books of CrIticism and belles-lettres The kind of trung that those moneyed
young beasts from CambrIdge WrIte almost In their sleep-and that Gordon
himself mIght have WrItten If he had had a lIttle more money Money and
culture' In a country hke England you can no more be cultured Without money
than you can JOIn the Cavalry Club WIth the same lOstmct that makes a chlld
waggle a loose tooth, he took out a snooty-looking volume-Some Aspects of the
Italzan Baroque-opened It, read a paragraph, and shoved It back WIth mIngled
loathIng and envy That devastatIng omnISCience' That nOXIOUS, hornspectacled refinement' And the money that such refinement means' For after
all, what IS there behInd It, except money? Money for the rIght land of
educatlOn, money for mfluentIal frIends, money for leisure and peace of mmd,
money for trIps to Italy Money WrItes books, money sells them GIve me not
rIghteousness, 0 Lord, gIve me money, only money
He JIngled the cams In hIS pocket He was nearly thirty and had
accompltshed nothIng, only hiS mIserable book of poems that had fallen flatter
than any pancake And ever SInce, for two whole years, he had been struggbng
In the labYrInth of a dreadful book that never got any further, and WhICh, as he
knew In hIS moments of clarity, never would get any further It was the lack of
money, slmplythe lack of money, that robbed him of the power to 'wrIte' He
clung to that as to an artIcle of faIth Money, money, alliS money' Could you
WrIte even a penny novelette WithOUt money to put heart In you? InventIon,
energy, Wit, style, charm-they've all got to be patd for m hard cash
Nevertheless, as he looked along the shelves he felt htmself a little
comforted So many of the books were faded and unreadable. Mter all, we're
aU In the same boat Memento morz For you and for me and for the snooty
young men from CambrIdge, the same obhvlOn watts-though doubtless It'll
walt rather longer for those snooty young men from CambrIdge He looked at
the tIme-dulled 'claSSICS' near hiS feet Dead, all dead. Carlyle and Ruskin and
MeredIth and Stevenson-all are dead, God rot them He glanced over theIr
faded tItles Collected Letters of Robert LoutS Stevenson Ha, hal That's good
Collected Letters of Robert LOUIS Stevenson! Its top edge was black WIth dust
Dust thou art, to dust returnest Gordon lacked Stevenson's buckram
backSIde Art there, old false-penny? You're cold meat, If ever Scotchman was
PIng! The shop bell Gordon turned round Two customers, for the lIbrary
A dejected, round-shouldered, lower-class woman, looklng like a draggled
duck nOSIng among garbage, seeped m, fumbhng With a rush basket In her
wake hopped a plump ltttle sparrow of a woman, red-cheeked, mIddle-middle
class) carrying under her ann a copy of The Forsyte Saga-tItle outwards, so
that passers..by could spot her for a hIgh-brow
Gordon had taken off 1us. sour expressIOn. He greeted them WIth the homey,
fanuly-d()c~or gemality reserved for hbrary-subscrtbers
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'Good afternoon, Mrs Weaver Good afternoon, Mrs Penn What terrIble
weather"
'ShockIngI' said Mrs Penn
He stood aSide to let them pass Mrs Weaver upset her rush basket and
spllied on to the floor a much-thumbed copy of Ethel M Dell's SzIver
Weddzng Mrs Penn's bright bird-eye lIghted upon It Behind Mrs Weaver's
back she smlled up to Gordon, archly, as highbrow to highbrow Delli The
lowness of It' The books these lower classes read' Understandingly, he smlled
back They passed Into the lIbrary, highbrow to highbrow sml1lng
Mrs Penn laid The Forsyte Saga on the table and turned her sparrow-bosom
upon Gordon She was always very affable to Gordon She addressed h11ll as
Mister Comstock, shopwalker though he was, and held lIterary conversatlOns
With him There was the free-masonry of highbrows between them
'I hope you enjoyed The Forsyte Saga, Mrs Penn';>'
'What a perfectly marvellous achievement that book IS, Mr Comstock' Do
you know that that makes the fourth tlIDe I've read It';> An epIC, a real epIc"
Mrs Weaver nosed among the books, too d11ll-wItted to grasp that they were
10 alphabetIcal order
'I don't know what to 'ave thiS week, that I don't,' she mumbled through
untIdy hps 'My daughter she keeps on at me to 'ave a try at Deeplng She's
great on Deeplng, my daughter IS But my son-In-law, now, 'e's more for
Burroughs 1 don't know, I'm sure'
A spasm passed over Mrs Penn's face at the mention of Burroughs She
turned her back markedly on Mrs Weaver
'What 1 feel, Mr Comstock, IS that there's somethIng so bzg about
Galsworthy He's so broad, so unIversal, and yet at the same tIme so
thoroughly EnglIsh 10 SpIrIt, so human H1S books are real human documents,'
CAnd PrIestley, too,' saId Gordon CI thInk PrIestley's such an awfully fine
writer, don't you')'
'Oh, he IS' SO bIg, so broad, so human' And so essentIally EnglIshI'
Mrs Weaver pursed her hps. Behmd them were three Isolated yellow teeth
'1 tlunk p'raps I can do better'n 'ave another Dell,' she SaId 'You 'ave got
some more Dells, 'aven't you') I do enJoy a good read of Dell, I must say 1 says
to my daughter, 1 says, Hyou can keep your Deeplngs and your Burroughses
Give me Dell," I says '
Ding Dong Dell' Dukes and dogwhlps! Mrs Penn's eye SIgnalled highbrow
Irony. Gordon returned her slgnal Keep In With Mrs Penn' A good, steady
customer.
40h, certalnly, Mrs Weaver We've got a whole shelf by Ethel M Dell
Would you like TIut Duws of 1m Life) Or perhaps you've read that Then what
about The Alter 9/ Ho~'I
-t wondetwbether you have Hugh Walpole's latest book?' saId Mrs Penn '1
fed' hi tb.e'Ulood this week for somethmg epIC, something bzg Now Walpole,
you bow, I COItsider a really great wrIter, I put hun second only to
~y. Tbere·s sometlung so lxg about hIm. And yet he's so human WIth

1t... ,

Keep the Aspulzstra Flyzng

'And so essentially EnglIsh,' said Gordon
'Oh, of course' So essentIally EnglIshI'
'I b'heve I'll Jest 'ave The Way of an Eagle over agam,' SaId Mrs Weaver
finally 'You don't never seem to get tired of The Way of an Eagle, do you,
now)'
'It's certaInly astonIshIngly popular,' saId Gordon, dIplomatIcally, hIS eye
on Mrs Penn
'Oh, astOnishIngly" echoed Mrs Penn, IrOnically, her eye on Gordon
He took theIr twopences and sent them happy away, Mrs Penn WIth
Walpole's Rogue Herr1.es and Mrs Weaver With The Way of an Eagle
Soon he had wandered back to the other room and towards the shelves of
poetry A melancholy faSCInatIOn, those shelves had for hIm HIS own
wretched book was there-skied, of course, high up among the unsaleable
Mzce, by Gordon Comstock, a sneaky lIttle foolscap octavo, price three and
SIxpence but now reduced to a bob Of the thIrteen B F s who had reViewed It
(and The Tzmes Lzt Supp had declared that It showed 'exceptional promise')
not one had seen the none too subtle Joke of that title And In the two years he
had been at McKechnie's bookshop, not a SIngle customer, not a SIngle one,
had ever taken Mzt:.e out of ItS shelf
There were fifteen or twenty shelves of poetry Gordon regarded them
sourly Dud stuff, for the most part A lIttle above eye-level, already on theIr
way to heaven and oblIVIOn, were the poets of yesteryear, the stars of hIS earlIer
youth Yeats, DaVies, Housman, Thomas, De la Mare, Hardy Dead stars
Below them, exactly at eye-level, were the sqUIbs of the paSSIng mInute ElIot,
Pound, Auden, Campbell, Day LeWIS, Spender Very damp sqUIbs, that lot
Dead stars above, damp sqUIbs below Shall we ever again get a wnter worth
readmg? But Lawrence was all nght, and Joyce even better before he went off
hIs coconut And If we did get a WrIter worth readmg, should we know hIm
when we saw him, so choked as we are With trash)
PIng' Shop bell Gordon turned Another customer
A youth of twenty, cherry-lIpped, WIth gIlded haIr, trIpped NancIfully In
Moneyed, ObvlOusly He had the golden aura of money He had been In the
shop before Gordon assumed the gentlemanly-servIle IDlen reserved for new
customers He repeated the usual formula
'Good afternoon Can I do anythIng for you? Are you lookmg for any
partIcular book?'
cOh, no, not weally' An R-less Nancy vOice 'May I Just bwowse.' I slIDply
couldn't weslst your fwont WIndow I have such a tewwlble weakness for
bookshops' So I Just floated In-tee-hee l '
Float out agaIn, then, Nancy Gordon snuled a cultured smile, as booklover
to booklover
cOh, please do~ We l1ke people to look round. Are you Interested In poetryl
by any chance?'
'Oh, of c(}urse! I adore poetwy"
Of course! Mangy httle snob~ There was a sub-artIstiC look about lus
clothes Gordon slid a ~shm) red volume from the poetry shelves
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translatIons-somethmg rather out of the common TranslatIons from the
BulgarIan'
Very subtle, that Now leave hIm to hImself That's the proper way wIth
customers Don't hustle them, let them browse for twenty mInutes or so, then
they get ashamed and buy somethmg Gordon moved to the door, dIscreetly,
keepmg out of Nancy's way, yet casually, one hand In hIS pocket, WIth the
msouclant aIr proper to a gentleman
OutSide, the slImy street looked grey and drear From somewhere round the
corner came the clatter of hooves, a cold hollow sound Caught by the wInd,
the dark columns of smoke from the chlffineys veered over and rolled flatly
down the slopmg roofs Ah'
Sharply the menacmg wmd sweeps over
The bendmg poplars, newly bare,
And the dark rJbbons of the crumneys
Veer downward tumty tumty (somethmg like 'murky') au

Good But the Impulse faded HIS eye fell agaIn upon the ad-posters across
the street
He almost wanted to laugh at them, they were so feeble, so dead-ahve, so
unappetIZIng As though anybody could be tempted by those' LIke SUCCUbI
wIth pImply backsIdes But they depressed hIm all the same The money-stInk,
everywhere the money-stmk He stole a glance at the Nancy, who had drIfted
away from the poetry shelves and taken out a large expenSIve book on the
RussIan ballet He was holdmg It dehcately between hIS pInk non-prehenslle
paws, as a squIrrel holds a nut, studYIng the photographs Gordon knew hIS
type The moneyed 'artIstIC' young man Not an artIst hImself, exactly, but a
hanger-on of the arts, frequenter of StudIOS, retaIler of scandal A nIce-lookIng
boy) though, for all hIS NancItude The skIn at the back of hIS neck was as
sIlky-smooth as the InSIde of a shell You can't have a skm lIke that under five
hundred a year A sort of charm he had, a glamour, lIke all moneyed people
Money and charm, who shall separate them?
Gordon thought of Ravelston, hIS chamllng, rIch frIend, edItor of
Ant1.chnst, of whom he was extravagantly fond, and whom he dId not see so
often as once In a fortnIght, and of Rosemary, hiS gul, who loved rum-adored
hnn, $0 she satd-and who, all the same, had never slept With him Money, once
agaIn; allIS money All human relatIonshIps must be purchased WIth money If
you have no money, men won't care for you, women won't love you, won't,
that 1$, care for you or love you the last lIttle bit that matters And how rIght
they are, after allf For, moneyless, you are unlovable Though I speak WIth the
tongueS of men and of angels But then) if I haven't money) I don't speak With
the ~ of men and of angels.
- He liOoked agan1 at the ad-posters He really hated them thIS tIme That
V~ one, for instance' 'Hike all day on a slab of VItamalt" A youthful
t.'OUpie, boy and gtrl, In clean-mmded hIkIng kit, theIr hair pIcturesquely
~ ,,~ by the WInd, cilmblng a stIle agrunst a Sussex landscape That girl's
, fIoel The awful bnght tomboy cheerIness of It' The kInd of girl who goes In for
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Plenty of Clean Fun Windswept Tight khakl shorts but that doesn't mean
you can pinch her backside And next to them-Corner Table 'Corner Table
enJoys rus meal With Bovex' Gordon exarruned the thIng With the Intimacy of
hatred The IdlOllC gnnmng face, hke the face of a self-satisfied rat, the shck
black hair, the sllly spectacles Corner Table, herr of the ages, victor of
Waterloo, Comer Table, Modern man as rus master want hlffi to be A doclle
httle porker, sitting In the money-sty, drinking Bovex
Faces passed, Wind-yellowed A tram boomed across the square, and the
clock over the Pnnce of Wales struck three A couple of old creatures, a tramp
or a beggar and rus WIfe, In long greasy overcoats that reached almost to the
ground, were shufflIng towards the shop Book-plnchers, by the look of them
Better keep an eye on the boxes outSIde The old man halted on the kerb a few
yards away whIle hiS WIfe came to the door She pushed It open and looked up
at Gordon, between grey strIngs of hatr, WIth a sort of hopeful malevolence
'Ju buy books~' she demanded hoarsely
'Sometlffies It depends what books they are'
'1 gossome lovely books 'ere'
She came In, shuttIng the door WIth a clang The Nancy glanced over hIS
shoulder dIstastefully and moved a step or two away, mto the corner The old
woman had produced a greasy lIttle sack from under her overcoat She moved
confidennally nearer to Gordon She smelt of very, very old breadcrusts
'WIll you 'ave 'em?' she said, claspIng the neck of the sack 'Only 'alf a crown
the lot'
'What are they? Let me see them, please'
'LOfJely books, they are,' she breathed, bending over to open the sack and
emIttmg a sudden very powerful WhIff of breadcrusts
"EreI' she saId, and thrust an armful of filthy-Iookmg books almost Into
Gordon's face
They were an 1884 edition of Charlotte M Yonge's novels, and had the
appearance of haVIng been slept on for many years Gordon stepped back,
suddenly revolted
'We can't pOSSIbly buy those,' he said shortly
'Can't buy 'em? Why can't yer buy 'em')'
'Because they're no use to us We can't sell that kmd of thing.)
'Wotcher make me take 'em out 0' me bag for, then?' demanded the old
woman ferOCIously
Gordon made a detour round her, to aVOid the smell, and held the door
open, silently. No use argwng You had people of thts type commg Into the
shop all day long The old woman made off, mumblIng, with malevolence In
the hump of her shoulders, and JOIned her husband He paused on the kerb to
cough, so frwtily that you could hear lum through the door. A clot of phlegm,
bke a little wlnte tongue, came slowly out between lus lips and was ejected into
the gutter Then the two old creatures shuffled away, beetle-bke In the long
greasy overcoats that Iud everythIng except their feet
Gordon watched them go They were Just by..products The throw-outs of
the mOIleY"-god. AU over London, by tens of thousamds, draggled old beasts of
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that deSCrIptIOn, creepIng lIke unclean beetles to the grave
He gazed out at the graceless street At this moment It seemed to him that In
a street hke this, 10 a town hke thIS, every hfe that IS lIved must be meanIngless
and mtolerable The sense of disIntegratIOn, of decay, that IS endemic In our
time, was strong upon him Somehow It was mIxed up with the ad-posters
OppOSIte He looked now wIth more seeIng eyes at those grInning yard-wIde
faces After all, there was more there than mere sIllIness, greed, and vulgarIty
Comer Table grIns at you, seemIngly optimIstic, With a flash of false teeth But
what IS behmd the grIn? DesolatIOn, emptiness, propheCies of doom For can
you not see, If you know how to look, that behind that slIck self-satIsfactIOn,
that tItterIng fat-belhed trIVialIty, there IS nothing but a frIghtful emptIness, a
secret despaIr') The great death-Wish of the modern world SUICide pacts
Heads stuck m gas-ovens In lonely maisonettes French letters and Amen PIlls
And the reverberatlOns of future wars Enemy aeroplanes flYing over London,
the deep threatemng hum of the propellers, the shattermg thunder of the
bombs It IS all WrItten In Corner Table's face
More customers comIng Gordon stood back, gentlemanly-servIle
The door-bell clanged Two upper-mIddle-class ladles saIled nOIsIly In One
pInk and frUlty, thuty-fivISh, WIth voluptuous bosom burgeomng from her
coat of sqUIrrel-skIn, emittIng a super-femInine scent of Parma VIolets the
other middle-aged, tough, and currIed-IndIa, presumably Close behlnd them
a dark, grubby) shy young man shpped through the doorway as apologetIcally
as a cat He was one of the shop's best customers-a flittIng, solItary creature
who was almost too shy to speak and who by some strange mampulatIOn kept
!umself always a day away from a shave
Gordon repeated hIS formula
cGood afternoon Can I do anythIng for you? Are you looking for any
particular book?'
FruIty-face overwhelmed hIm With a suule, but curry··face deCIded to treat
the question as an Impertinence IgnOring Gordon, she drew frulty-face across
to the shelves next to the new books where the dog-books and cat-books were
kept The two of them ImmedIately began takIng books out of the shelves and
talkmg loudly Curry-face had the VOlce of a drIll-sergeant She was no doubt a
colonel's Wife, or WIdow. The Nancy, stIll deep In the bIg book on the RUSSIan
ballet, edged dehcately away HIS face saId that he would leave the shop If hIS
pnvacy were disturbed again. The shy young man had already found hIS way
to the poetry shelves The two ladles were frurly frequent VISItors to the shop.
They always wanted to see books about cats and dogs, but never actually
bOUght anything There were two whole shelves of dog-books and cat-books
'Lethes' Comer,' old McKechrue called It
Another customer arrived, for the lIbrary An ugly gIrl of twenty, hatless, In
a wb.lte ovemll,. Wltb a sallow, bhther1llg, honest face and powerful spectacles
1Ibat d.i~.ner eyes. She was an aSSIstant at a chemist's shop Gordon put on
his homey hbrary manner. She smiled at hIm, and WIth a galt as clumsy as a
bew'a foUowed. him mto the ltbrary
~t lund of book would you bke thIS tIm.e, MISS Weeks?'

Keep the AspIdIstra FlYIng

'Well'-she clutched the front of her overall Her distorted, black-treacle
eyes beamed trustfully Into hIs 'Well, what I'd really lIke's a good hot-stuff
love story You know-something modern'
'SomethIng modern,;) SomethIng by Barbara Bedworthy for mstance';) Have
you read Almost a VIrgIn';)'
'Oh no, not her She's too Deep. I can't bear Deep books But I want
something-well, you know-modern Sex-problems and divorce and all that
You know '
'Modern, but not Deep,' Said Gordon, as lowbrow to lowbrow
He ranged among the hot-stuff modern love-stones There were not less
than three hundred of them m the lIbrary From the front room came the
vOIces of the two upper-mIddle-class ladIes, the one fruity, the other currIed,
dlsputlng about dogs They had taken out one of the dog-books and were
examlrung the photographs. FruIty-VOice enthused over the photograph of a
Peke, the Ickle angel pet, WlV hIs gweat bIg Soulful eyes and hIS Ickle black
nosle-oh, so ducky-duck' But curry-voIce-yes, undoubtedly a colonel's
WIdow-said Pekes were soppy Give her dogs WIth guts-dogs that would fight,
she Said, she hated these soppy lapdogs, she said. 'You have no Soul, Bedeha,
no Soul,' saId fruIty-VOIce plaintively The door-bell pmged again Gordon
handed the chemIst's grrl Seven Scarlet NIghts and booked It on her ticket She
took a shabby leather purse out of her overall pocket and paid hun twopence
He went back to the front room. The Nancy had put hIs book back In the
wrong shelf and varushed A lean, straIght-nosed, bnsk woman, With senSIble
clothes and gold-rImmed pmce-nez-schoolmarm pOSSIbly, femInIst
certainly-came In and demanded Mrs Wharton-Beverley's hIstory of the
suffrage movement WIth secret JOY Gordon told her that they hadn't got It.
She stabbed lus male Incompetence WIth gtmlet eyes and went out again The
thin young man stood apologenca1ly In the comer, hIs face burled In
D H Lawrence's Collected Poems, lIke some long-legged bIrd WIth Its head
burled under Its wmg.
Gordon WaIted by the door OutSIde, a shabby-genteel old man WIth a
strawberry nose and a khakt muffler round hIS throat was PIckIng over the
books m the SIXpenny box The two upper-nnddle-class lames suddenly
departed, leaVIng a lItter of open books on the table FruIty-face cast reluctant
backward glances at the dog-books, but curry-face drew her away, resolute not
to buy anythmg Gordon held the door open The two ladies Sailed nOlstly out,
19normg Imn.
He watched theIr fur-coated upper-nuddle-class backs go down the street
The old strawberry-nosed man was talktng to himself as he pawed over the
books A bit wrong m the head, presumably. He would pInch sometlung If he
wasn't watched The wmd blew colder, dryIng the shme of the street. TIme to
lIght up presently. Caught by a swirl of air, the tom stnp of paper on the
Q T. Sauce adverttsementftuttered sharply, hke a piece ofwashing on the hne.

Ah!
Sharply the Jl1CmaCUlg wind sweeps over
TfI' berxdlns poplars, newly bare,

588

Keep the Asptdtstra Flytng
And the dark rIbbons of the chImneys
Veer downward, flicked by WhIPS of aIr
Tom posters flutter

Not bad, not bad at all But he had no WIsh to go on-could not go on, Indeed
He fingered the money In hIS pocket, not chInkIng It, lest the shy young man
should hear Twopence-halfpenny No tobacco all tomorrow HIS bones
ached
A hght sprang up In the Prmce of Wales They would be swabbIng out the
bar The old strawberry-nosed man was readIng an Edgar Wallace out of the
twopenny box A tram boomed In the dIstance In the room upstaIrs Mr
McKechnIe, who seldom came down to the shop, drowsed by the gas-fire,
whIte-hatred and whIte-bearded, WIth snuff-box handy, over hIS calf-bound
foho of MIddleton's Travels tn the Levant
The thIn young man suddenly reahzed that he was alone and looked up
guIltIly He was a habztue of bookshops, yet never stayed longer than ten
mmutes In anyone shop A passIOnate hunger for books, and the fear of beIng a
nUIsance, were constantly at war In hIm After ten mInutes In any shop he
would grow uneasy, feel hImself de trop, and take to flIght, haVIng bought
somethmg out of sheer nervousness WIthout speakIng he held out the copy of
Lawrence's poems and awkwardly extracted three flonns from hIS pocket In
handmg them to Gordon he dropped one Both dIved for It sImultaneously,
theIr heads bumped agaInst one another The young man stood back, blushIng
sallowly
'I'll wrap It up for you,' saId Gordon
But the shy young man shook hIS head-he stammered so badly that he never
spoke when It was avoIdable He clutched rus book to hIm and sltpped out WIth
the au of haVIng commItted some dIsgraceful actIon
Gordon was alone He wandered back to the door The strawberry-nosed
man glanced over hIS shoulder, caught Gordon's eye, and moved off, foIled
He had been on the pOInt of slIpPIng Edgar Wallace Into lus pocket The clock
over the Pnnce of Wales struck a quarter past three
DIng Dong! A quarter past three LIght up at half past Four and threequarter hours nIl clOSIng time. FIve and a quarter hours tIll supper Twopence
halfpenny In pocket No tobacco tomorrow
Suddenly a raVIshIng, IrreSIstIble deSIre to smoke came over Gordon He
had made up his mind not to smoke thIS afternoon He had only four CIgarettes
left They must be saved for tonIght, when he Intended to 'wrIte', for he could
no more 'wnte' WIthout tobacco than WIthOut aIr Nevertheless, he had got to
have a smoke He took out hIS packet of Player's WeIghts and extracted one of
the dwarfish agarettes It was sheer stupId Indulgence, It meant half an hour
off tonightlfs 'wrItIng' time. But there was no resIstIng It WIth a sort of
~ JOY he sucked the soothmg smoke Into hIS lungs
"fhe reflection of hts own face looked back at hun from the greYIsh pane.
Gordon Comstock, author of M~ce; en l'an trentzesme de son eage, and motheaten already. Only twenty-six teeth left However" Vlllon at the same age was
poxed on hIS own shOWing. Let's be thankful for small merCIes
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He watched the rIbbon of torn paper whIrlIng, flutterIng on the Q T Sauce
advertIsement Our cIvIlIzatIOn IS dYIng It must be dYIng But It Isn't g010g to
dIe In ItS bed Presently the aeroplanes are comIng Zoom-whIzz-crash I The
whole western world gOIng up 10 a roar of hIgh explosIves
He looked at the darkemng street, at the greYIsh reflectIon of rus face In the
pane, at the shabby figures shuffhng past Almost InvoluntarIly he repeated'
'C'est l'Ennul-l'rell charge d'un pleur Involontalre,
II r~ve d'echafauds en fumant son houkal'

Money, money I Corner Table' The hunumng of the aeroplanes and the
crash of the bombs
Gordon squInted up at the leaden sky Those aeroplanes are comIng In
ImagInatIOn he saw them comIng now, squadron after squadron, mnumerable,
darkenIng the sky lIke clouds of gnats WIth hIS tongue not qUIte agaInst rus
teeth he made a buzzIng, bluebottle-on-the-wIndow-pane sound to represent
the hummmg of the aeroplanes It was a sound whIch, at that moment, he
ardently deSIred to hear

2
Gordon walked homeward agaInst the rattlIng WInd, whIch blew rus haIr
backward and gave hIm more of a 'good' forehead than ever HIS manner
conveyed to the passers-by-at least, he hoped It dId-that If he wore no
overcoat It was from pure caprIce HIS overcoat was up the spout for fifteen
shIllIngs, as a matter of fact
WIllowbed Road,NW, was not definItely slummy, only rungy and depressing
There were real slums hardly five mInutes' walk away Tenement houses
where famIlIes slept five In a bed, and, when one of them died" slept every night
WIth the corpse unnl It was burled, alley...ways where gIrlS of fifteen were
deflowered by boys of SIxteen agaInst leprous plaster walls But Wdlowbed
Road Itself contrIved to keep up a kInd of mIngy, lower-mIddle-class decency
There was even a dentIst's brass plate on one of the houses In qUIte two-thIrds
of them, amId the lace curtaIns of the parlour Window, there was a green card
WIth 'Apartments' on It In stiver lettenng, above the peeping fohage of an
aspldistra
Mrs WlSbeach, Gordon's landlady, specIabzed In ~smgle gentlemen' BedSItting-rooms, WIth gaslIght Imd on and find your own heating, baths extra
(there was a geyser), andmea1s In the tomb-dark dInIng-room with the phalanx
of ci.otted sauce-bottles In the Ull'ddle of the table. Gordon, who came home for
hIS mIdday dmner, paid twenty-seven and SlX a week
The gaslight shone ydlow through
frosted transom above the door ()f
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Number 31 Gordon took out his key and fished about In the keyhole-m that
kmd of house the key never qUIte fits the lock The darkish lIttle hallwaY-In
realIty It was only a passage-smelt of dIshwater, cabbage, rag mats, and
bedroom slops Gordon glanced at the Japanned tray on the hall-stand No
letters, of course He had told hImself not to hope for a letter, and nevertheless
had contmued to hope A stale feelIng, not qUIte a paIn, settled upon hIS breast
Rosemary mIght have written' It was four days now SInce she had wntten
Moreover, there were a couple of poems that he had sent out to magazInes and
had not yet had returned to hIm The one thIng that made the evenIng bearable
was to find a letter WaItIng for hIm when he got home But he receIved very few
letters-four or five In a week at the very most
On the left of the hall was the never-used parlour, then came the staIrcase,
and beyond that the passage ran down to the kitchen and to the
unapproachable laIr Inhabited by Mrs Wlsbeach herself As Gordon came In,
the door at the end of the passage opened a foot or so Mrs Wlsbeach's face
emerged, Inspected hIm briefly but SUSPICIously.) and dIsappeared again It was
qUIte .unposslble to get In or out of the house, at any tIme before eleven at
rught, Without being scrutmlzed In thIs manner Just what Mrs Wlsbeach
suspected you of It was hard to say, smugghng women Into the house, possIbly
She was one of those mahgnant respectable women who keep lodgIng-houses
Age about forty-five, stout but actIve, WIth a Pink, fine-featured, hornbly
observant face, beautIfully grey hair, and a permanent grievance
Gordon halted at the foot of the narrow staIrs Above, a coarse nch VOIce was
slngmg, 'Who's afraid of the Blg Bad Wolf?' A very fat man ofthrrty-elght or
nme came round the angle of the staIrs, With the lIght danCing step pecuhar to
fat men, dressed In a smart grey SUIt, yellow shoes, a rakIsh tnlby hat, and a
belted blue overcoat of startlmg vulgarity ThIS was Flaxman, the first-floor
lodger and travelhng representatIve of the Queen of Sheba Todet RequIsites
Co He saluted Gordon With a lemon...coloured glove as he came down.
'Hullo, chapPle" he SaId blIthely (Flaxman called everyone 'chapple')
'How's hfe With you')'
'Bloody,' 8ald Gordon shortly_
Flaxman had reached the bottom of the statrs He threw a roly-poly arm
affectIonately round Gordon's shoulders
'Cheer up, old man, cheer up' Yon look lIke a bloody funeral I'm off down
to the Cnchton. Come on down and have a qUIck one.'
'I can't. I've got to work'
cOh, hellI Be matey, can't you? What's the good ofmoomng about up here}
Come on. down to the en and we'll pmch the bannatd's burn '
Gordon wnggled free of Flaxman's arm. Like all small fratl people, he hated
betq ~ Flaxman merely grinned, WIth the typical fat man's good
~. .He-. . really hornbly fat. He filled hIs trousers as though he had
~ ~ and th«n poored into them.. But of course, like other fat people, he
never a:dmitted to betng fat No fat person ever uses the word 'fat' If there IS
any way of aVOlchng it. Stout' IS the word they use-or, better still, 'robust' ~ A
;fa( man 1& :never so happy as when he IS describmg hunself as 'robust'
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Flaxman, at hIS first meetIng WIth Gordon, had been on the pOInt of calhng
hImself 'robust', but somethIng In Gordon's greerush eye had deterred hIm
He compromIsed on 'stout' Instead
'I do admIt, chapple,' he saId, 'to being-well, Just a wee bIt on the stout SIde
NothIng unwholesome, you know' He patted the vague frontIer between hIS
belly and hIS chest 'Good firm flesh I'm pretty mppy on my feet, as a matter
offact But-well, I suppose you mIght call me stout'
'LIke Cortez,' Gordon suggested
'Cortez';) Cortez;> Was that the chapPle who was always wandenng about In
the mountaIns In MexIco';)'
'That's the fellow He was stout, but he had eagle eyes'
'Ah;> Now that's funny Because the WIfe saId somethmg rather lIke that to
me once "George," she saId, "you've got the most wonderful eyes In the
world You've got eyes Just lIke an eagle," she saId That would be before she
marrIed me, you'll understand'
Flaxman was hVIng apart from hIS WIfe at the moment A httle whIle back
the Queen of Sheba TOIlet ReqUIsItes Co had unexpectedly paId out a bonus
of thIrty pounds to all Its travellers, and at the same tune Flaxman and two
others had been sent across to Pans to press the new Sexapeal Naturetint
lIpstIck on vanous French firms Flaxman had not thought It necessary to
mentIOn the thIrty pounds to hIS WIfe He had had the tIme of hIS hfe on that
Pans trIp, of course Even now, three months afterwards, hIS mouth watered
when he spoke of It He used to entertain Gordon WIth lUSCIOUS descrIptIOns
Ten days In ParIs WIth thIrty qUId that WIfie hadn't heard about' Oh boy' But
unfortunately there had been a leakage somewhere, Flaxman had got home to
find retrIbutIOn awaItIng hun HIS WIfe had broken hIS head WIth a cut-glass
WhISky decanter, a wedding present whIch they had had for fourteen years, and
then fled to her mother's house, takIng the chIldren WIth her Hence Flaxman's
exIle In WIllowbed Road But he wasn't lettIng It worry hIm It would blow
over, no doubt, It had happened several tunes before
Gordon made another attempt to get past Flaxman and escape up the staus
The dreadful thIng was that In hIS heart he was pinIng to go WIth hIm He
needed a drmk so badly-the mere mention of the CrIchton Arms had made
hIm feel thIrsty But it was ImpOSSible, of course, he had no money Flaxman
put an arm across the staIrs, barrIng hIs way He was genUInely fond of
Gordon He conSIdered hIm 'c1ever'-'c1everness', to hun, being a kind of
amIable lunacy Moreover, he detested beIng alone, even for so short a time as
It would take hun to walk to the pub
'Come on) chapPle" he urged 'You want a Gumness to buck you up, that's
what you want You haven't seen the new girl they've got In the saloon bar yet
Oh, boy' There's a peach for youI'
'So that's why you're all dolled up, IS It?' said Gordon, looking coldly at
Flaxman's yellow gloves.
'You bet It 18, chappie! Coo, what a peaclt t Ash blonde she is And she knows
a thIng or two,. that glrlle does I gave hefJa stick of our Sexapeal Naturetlllt last
lUght. Yau ought to have seen htr wag her httle bottom at me as she went ~t
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my table Does she give me the palpitatIOns';) Does she';) Oh, boy"
Flaxman wriggled lasclvously HIs tongue appeared between hIs hps Then,
suddenly pretendmg that Gordon was the ash-blonde barmaId, he seized hIm
by the waist and gave him a tender squeeze Gordon shoved hIm away For a
moment the desire to go down to the CrIchton Arms was so ravIshIng that It
almost overcame hIm Oh, for a pInt of beer' He seemed almost to feel It gOIng
down rus throat If only he had had any money' Even sevenpence for a pInt
But what was the use';) Twopence halfpenny In pocket You can't let other
people buy your drInks for you
'Oh, leave me alone, for God's sake" he SaId IrrItably, steppIng out of
Flaxman's reach, and went up the staIrs WIthout lookIng back
Flaxman settled hIS hat on hIs head and made for the front door, mlldly
offended Gordon reflected dully that It was always hke thIs nowadays He was
for ever snubbing frIendly advances_ Of course It was money that was at the
bottom of It, always money You can't be frIendly, you can't even be CIVIl,
when you have no money In your pocket A spasm of self-pIty went through
hIm HIS heart yearned for the saloon bar at the CrIchton, the lovely smell of
beer, the warmth and brIght lIghts, the cheery VOIces, the clatter of glasses on
the beer-wet bar Money, money' He went on, up the dark evll-smellIng stall'S
The thought of hIs cold lonely bedroom at the top of the house was hke a doom
before hIm
On the second floor lIved LorenheIm, a dark, meagre, hzard-hke creature of
uncertaIn age and race, who made about thIrty-five shllhngs a week by toutIng
vacuum-cleaners Gordon always went very hurrIedly past LorenheIm's door
LorenheInl was one of those people who have not a smgle frIend m the world
and who are devoured by a lust for company HIS lonelIness was so deadly that
If you so much as slowed your pace outSIde hIS door he was hable to pounce out
upon you and half drag, half wheedle you In to hsten to Interminable paranOIac
tales of gIrls he had seduced and employers he had scored off And hIs room
was more cold and squalId than even a lodgmg-house bedroom has any rIght to
be There were always half-eaten bItS of bread and marganne lymg about
everywhere The only other lodger In the house was an engmeer of somekmd,
employed on mghtwork Gordon only saw hun occaslonally-a maSSIve man
WIth a gnIn, chscoloured face, who wore a bowler hat indoors and out
In the famihar darkness of his room, Gordon felt for the gas-Jet and hghted
It. The room was medIum-SIZed, not bIg enough to be curtaIned Into two, but
too big to be suffiaently warmed by one defecnve oIl lamp It had the sort of
furniture you expect in a top floor back W1ute~wlted smgle-bed, brown lmo
floor-covering; wash...hand-stand Wlth Jug and basin of that cheap whIte ware
whkhyou can never see Wltbout tlunkmg.of chamberpots On the wmdow-sIlI
the1'e was a siekly aspidistra In a green-glazed pot.
Up ~ this) under the window, there was a latchen table WIth an
:illkttaiined green cloth This was Gordon's 'writmg' table. It was only after a
biucr ~ that he bad induced Mrs Wlsbeach to give hun a kItchen table
~ ef the bamboo "occasional' table-a mere stand for the
.~wlucll she considered proper for a top floor back. And even now
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there was endless naggIng because Gordon would never allow hIS table to be
'tIdIed up' The' table was 1n a permanent mess It was almost covered WIth a
muddle of papers, perhaps two hundred sheets of sermon paper, grImy and
dog-eared, and all WrItten on and crossed out and WrItten on agaIn-a sort of
sordId labyrInth of papers to whIch only Gordon possessed the key There was
a film of dust over everythIng, and there were several foul lIttle trays
containIng tobacco ash and the tWIsted stubs of CIgarettes Except for a few
books on the mantelpIece, thIS table, WIth Its mess of papers, was the sole mark
Gordon's personalIty had left on the room
It was beastly cold Gordon thought he would lIght the 011 lamp He hfted
It-It felt very lIght, the spare oIl can also was empty-no 011 tIll FrIday He
applIed a match, a dull yellow flame crept unWIllIngly round the WIck It mIght
burn for a couple of hours, WIth any luck As Gordon threw away the match hIS
eye fell upon the aspIdIstra In Its grass-green pot It was a pecuharly mangy
specunen It had only seven leaves and never seemed to put forth any new
ones Gordon had a sort of secret feud WIth the aspIdIstra Many a tIme he had
furtIvely attempted to kll1It-starving It of water, gnndmg hot cIgarette-ends
agaInst Its stem, even mIXIng salt WIth ItS earth But the beastly thIngs are
practically unmortal In almost any CIrcumstances they can preserve a wIltIng,
dIseased eXIstence Gordon stood up and delIberately WIped lus keroslny
fingers on the aspIdIstra leaves
At thIs moment Mrs Wisbeach's VOIce rang shrewIshly up the staIrs
'MIster Com-stockl'
Gordon went to the door 'Yes")' he called down
'Your supper's been waitIng for you thIs ten mInutes Why can't you come
down and have It, 'stead of keepIng me WaitIng for the washIng up?'
Gordon went down The dInIng-room was on the first floor, at the back,
OpposIte Flaxman's room It was a cold, close-smellIng room, tWIht even at
mIdday There were more aspIdIstras In It than Gordon had ever accurately
counted They were all over the place-on the SIdeboard, on the fioor, on
'occasIonal' tables; In the WIndow there was a sort of flOrIst's stand of them,
blockIng out the hght In the half-darkness, WIth aspIdIstras all about you, you
had the feelIng of beIng In some sunless aquarIum arrud the dreary folIage of
water-flowers Gordon's supper was set out, waItmg for hun, In the CIrcle of
whIte 11ght that the cracked gas-Jet cast upon the table cloth He sat down WIth
hIs back to the fireplace (there was an aspIdIstra In the grate instead of a fire)
and ate lus plate of cold beef and hIS two shces of crumbly whIte bread, WIth
Canadian butter, mousetrap cheese and Pan Van pIckle, and drank a glass of
cold but musty water
When he went back to hIS room the otllamp had got gOIng, more or less It
was hot enough to boIl a kettle by, he thought. And now for the great event of
the evemng-hls Ilhcit cup of tea. He made hunself a cup of tea almost every
Olght, m the deadhest secrecy. Mrs Wlsbeach refused to gIve her lodgers tea
With thell' supper, because she 'couldn't be bothered with hottmg up extra
W'aiter';I but at the same time tnaking tea In your bedroom was stnctly
:OOr@ldden. GoxdolllQQked with dJ.sgu$t at the muddled papers on the table He
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told h1D1self defiantly that he wasn't g01ng to do any work tonIght He would
have a cup of tea and smoke up hIS remaInIng cIgarettes, and read Kzng Lear or
Sherlock Holmes HIS books were on the mantelpIece beSIde the alarm
clock-Shakespeare In the Everyman edItIOn, Sherlock Holmes, Vl11on's poems,
Roderzck Random, Les Fleurs du Mal, a pIle of French novels But he read
nothmg nowadays, except Shakespeare and Sherlock Holmes MeanwhIle, that
cup of tea
Gordon went to the door, pushed It ajar, and lIstened No sound of Mrs
Wisbeach You had to be very careful, she was qUIte capable of sneakIng
upstaIrs and catchIng you In the act ThIS tea-makIng was the major household
offence, next to brIngmg a woman In QUIetly he bolted the door, dragged hIS
cheap SUItcase from under the bed, and unlocked It From It he extracted a
sIxpenny Woolworth's kettle, a packet of Lyons' tea, a tIn of condensed mIlk, a
tea-pot, and a CUp They were all packed In newspaper to prevent them from
chmkmg
He had hIS regular procedure for makIng tea FIrst he half filled the kettle
WIth water from the Jug and set It on the 011 stove Then he knelt down and
spread out a pIece of newspaper Yesterday'S tea-leaves were still In the pot, of
course He shook them out on to the newspaper, cleaned out the pot WIth hIS
thumb and folded the leaves Into a bundle Presently he would smuggle them
downstaIrs That was always the most rIsky part-gettIng rId of the used tealeaves It was hke the dIfficulty murderers have In dIspOSIng of the body As for
the cup, he always washed It In hIS hand baSIn In the mornmg A squalId
busmess It SIckened hIm, sometImes I t was queer how furtIvely you had to
lIve m Mrs Wlsbeach's house You had the feeltng that she was always
watching you, and Indeed, she was gIven to tIptoeIng up and downstaIrs at all
hours, In hope of catchIng the lodgers up to mIschIef It was one of those
houses where you cannot even go to the W C In peace because of the feelIng that
somebody IS lIstemng to you
Gordon unbolted the door agaIn and lIstened Intently Noone stIrrIng Ah'
A clatter of crockery far below Mrs Wlsbeach was washIng up the supper
thIngs. Probably safe to go down, then
He tIptoed down, clutclung the damp bundle of tea-leaves agamst hIS breast
The w c was on the second floor At the angle of the strurs he halted, lIstened a
moment longer Aht Another clatter of crockery
All clear! Gordon Comstock, poet ('of exceptIonal promIse', The Tzmes Lzt
Supp had satd) hurrIedly shpped Into the we) flung hIS tea-leaves down the
waste..ptpe, and pulled the plug. Then he hurned back to hIS room, rebolted
the door; and, with precautIons agaInst nOlse, brewed hImself a fresh pot of tea
The room was passably warm by now The tea and a cigarette worked theIr
short-lived ImlglC He began to feel a httle less bored and angry Should he do a
spot of"WOt!k after alI? He ought to work, of course. He always hated hunself
afterwards wben he had wasted a whole evening Half unWlllmgly, he shoved
hia cllah-up to the table It needed an effort even to dIsturb that fnghtful jungle
of papers. He pulled a few gruny sheets towards h1D1, ~read them out, and
looked at'tl)em. God, what a mess' Written on, scored out, wntten over, scored
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out agaIn, ull they were hke poor old hacked cancer-patIents after twenty
operatlOns But the handwrltmg, where It was not crossed out, was dehcate and
'scholarly' WIth paIn and trouble Gordon had acqUlred that 'scholarly' hand,
so dIfferent from the beastly copper-plate they had taught hlffi at school
Perhaps he would work, for a httle whlle, anyway He rummaged In the htter
of papers Where was that passage he had been workIng on yesterday~ The
poem was an Immensely long one-that IS, It was gOIng to be Immensely long
when It was fimshed-two thousand hnes or so, m rhyme royal, descrIbIng a
day In London London Pleasures, ItS name was It was a huge, ambItIOUS
proJect-the kmd of thIng that should only be undertaken by people WIth
endless leIsure Gordon had not grasped that fact when he began the poem, he
grasped It now, however How hght-heartedly he had begun It, two years ago'
When he had chucked up everythIng and descended Into the slIme of poverty,
the conceptlOn of thIS poem had been at least a part of hIS motIve He had felt so
certaIn, then, that he was equal to It But somehow, almost from the start,
London Pleasures had gone wrong It was too bIg for hIm, that was the truth It
had never really progressed, It had SImply fallen apart Into a serIes of
fragments And out of two years' work that was all that he had to shOW-Just
fragments, Incomplete In themselves and ImpOSSIble to Jom together On every
one of those sheets of paper there was some hacked scrap of verse WhICh had
been WrItten and reWrItten and reWrItten over Intervals of months There were
not five hundred hnes that you could say were definItely fimshed And he had
lost the power to add to It any longer, he could only tInker with thIs passage or
that, gropIng now here, now there, In ItS confUSIOn It was no longer a thmg
that he created, It was merely a mghtmare WIth whIch he struggled
For the rest, In two whole years he had produced nothing except a handful of
short poems-perhaps a score In all It was so rarely that he could attaIn the
peace offfilnd In WhIch poetry, or prose for that matter, has got to be wrItten
The tImes when he 'could not' work grew commoner and commoner Of all
types of human being, only the artIst takes It upon hIm to say that he 'cannot'
work But It IS qUIte true, there are times when one cannot work. Money agaIn,
always money' Lack of money means dIscomfort, means squahd worrIes,
means shortage of tobacco, means ever-present conCIousness of faIlure-above
all, It means lonehness How can you be anythmg but lonely on two quid a
week';) And In lonelIness no decent book was ever WrItten It was qUite certaIn
that London Pleasures would never be the poem he had conceIved-It was qUite
certain, Indeed, that It would never even be finIshed. And In the moments
when he faced facts Gordon hImself was aware of thIs
Yet all the same, and all the more for that very reason, he went on With It It
was somethIng to clIng to It was a way of hItting back at hIs poverty and hIS
lonehness And after all, there were tunes when the mood of creatlon returned,
or seemed to return. It returned tOnIght, for Just a httle wlule-Just as long as It
takes to smoke two Clgarettes. WIth smoke tlckhng lus lungs, he abstracted
htmself from the mean and actual world He drove Ius nund mto the abyss
where poetry 18 wrItten The gas ...Jet sang sootlung overhead Words became
ViVId and mOlUentou~ ltlupgs A .couplet, wntten a year ago and left as
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unfimshed, caught hIS eye wIth a note of doubt He repeated It to hImself, over
and over It was wrong, somehow It had seemed all rIght, a year ago, now, on
the other hand, It seemed subtly vulgar He rummaged among the sheets of
foolscap tIll he found one that had nothmg wntten on the back, turned It over,
wrote the couplet out anew, wrote a dozen dIfferent verSIons of It, repeated
each of them over and over to hImself FInally there was none that satIsfied
hun The couplet would have to go It was cheap and vulgar He found the
ongInal sheet of paper and scored the couplet out WIth thIck hnes And In
dOIng thIS there was a sense of achIevement, of tIme not wasted, as though the
destructIon of much labour were In some wayan act of creatIon
Suddenly a double knock deep below made the whole house rattle Gordon
started HIS mmd fled upwards from the abyss The post' London Pleasures was
forgotten
HIS heart fluttered Perhaps Rosemary had wntten BesIdes, there were
those two poems he had sent to the magaZInes One of them, Indeed, he had
almost gIven up as lost, he had sent It to an Amencan paper, the Cab/orman
RevzBw, months ago Probably they wouldn't even bother to send It back But
the other was WIth an EnglIsh paper" the Przmrose Quarterly He had WIld
hopes of that one The Przmrose Quarterly was one of those pOIsonous lIterary
papers m whIch the fashIOnable Nancy Boy and the profeSSIOnal Roman
CatholIc walk bras dessus, bras dessous It was also by a long way the most
InfluentIal lIterary paper In England You were a made man once you had had a
poem In It In lus heart Gordon knew that the Przmrose Quarterly would never
prInt lus poems. He wasn't up to theIr standard StIll, mIracles sometlmes
happen, or, Ifnot mIracles, accIdents After all, they'd had hIS poem SIX weeks
Would they keep it SIX weeks If they dIdn't roean to accept It';> He trIed to quell
the Insane hope But at the worst there was a chance that Rosemary had
wntten. It was four whole days SInce she had wrItten She wouldn't do It,
perhaps, If she knew how It dIsappOInted hun Her letters-long, Ill-spelt
letters, full of absurd Jokes and protestatIons oflove for hun-meant far more to
hun than she could ever understand They were a remInder that there was stIll
somebody In the world who cared for hun They even made up for the times
when some beast had sent back one of rus poems, and, as a matter of fact, the
m.agazInes always did send back hIS poems, except Ant1.chrzst, whose edItor,
Ravelston, was lus personal friend
There was a shufHlng below. It was always some mInutes before Mrs
Wlsbeach brought the letters upstaIrs She liked to paw them about, feel them
to see how thIck they were, read their postmarks, hold them up to the lIght and
speculate on their contents., before YieldIng them to their rIghtful owners She
exercised a sort of drtnt du ser,gneur over letters. ComIng to her house, they
were,: she felt; at least partially hers. If you had gone to the front door and
~ your own letters she would have resented It bitterly On the other
~>
au ~ented the labour of carrying them upStalrs You would hear
_ .f~ w.ry slowly ascendIng, and then, If there was a letter fq.r you,
~,.ould be loud aggrieved breathing on the landlng-thls to let you know
"',au laad put Mrs Wlsbeach out of breath by draggmg her up aU those
..

Keep the Aspzdzstra Flyzng
597
staIrs FInally, WIth a !lttle unpatlent grunt, the letters would be shoved under
your door
Mrs Wlsbeach was comIng up the stalrs Gordon hstened The footsteps
paused on the first floor A letter for Flaxman They ascended, paused again on
the second floor A letter for the engIneer Gordon's heart beat pmnfully A
letter, please God, a letter l More footsteps AscendIng or descendIng';) They
were comIng nearer, surely I Ah, no, nol The sound grew fainter She was
gOlng down agaIn The footsteps dIed away No letters
He took up hIS pen again It was a qUIte futIle gesture She hadn't WrItten
after all' The lIttle beast' He had not the smallest IntentIOn of dOing any more
work Indeed, he could not The dIsappOIntment had taken all the heart out of
hIm Only five mInutes ago hIS poem had stIll seemed to hun a lIVIng th1Og,
now he knew It unmIstakably for the worthless tnpe that It was WIth a kInd of
nervous dISguSt he bundled the scattered sheets together, stacked them 10 an
untIdy heap, and dumped them on the other SIde of the table, under the
aspIdIstra He could not even bear to look at them any longer
He got up It was too early to go to bed, at least, he was not In the mood for It
He pIned for a bIt of amusement-somethIng cheap and easy A seat In the
pIctures, CIgarettes, beer Useless' No money to pay for any of them He would
read Kzng Lear and forget thIS filthy century Fmally, however, It was The
Adventures of Sherlock Holmes that he took from the mantelpIece Sherlock
Holmes was hIS favourIte of all books, because he knew It by heart The 011 In
the lamp was glVIng out and It was gettIng beastly cold Gordon dragged the
qUIlt from hIS bed, wrapped It round hIS legs, and sat down to read HIS rIght
elbow on the table, hIS hands under hIS coat to keep them warm, he read
through 'The Adventure of the Speckled Band ' The lIttle gas-mantle SIghed
above, the CIrcular flame of the all lamp burned low, a thm bracket of fire,
gIVIng out no more heat than a candle
Down In Mrs WIsbeach's laIr the clock struck half past ten You could
always hear It strIkIng at nIght Prog-plng, pmg-pmg-a note of doom l The
tIckIng of the alarm clock on the mantelpIece became audIble to Gordon agaIn,
brIngIng WIth It the conSCIousness of the Simster passage of tune He looked
about hIm Another evemng wasted Hours, days, years slIppmg by NIght
after rught, always the same The lonely room, the womanless bed, dust,
CIgarette ash, the aspIdIstra leaves And he was thIrty, nearly In sheer selfpurushment he dragged forth a wad of London Pleasures, spread out the grImy
sheets, and looked at them as one looks at a skull for a memento mon London
Pleasures, by Gordon Comstock, author of Mzce HIS magnum opus The fruIt
(fruIt, Indeed') of two years' work-that labYrInthlne mess of words' And
tonIght's achIevement-two hnes crossed out, two hnes backward Instead of
forward
The lamp made a sound like a tiny hlccup and went out WIth an effort
Gordon stood up and flung the qwlt back on to hls bed. Better get to bed)
perhaps, before it got any colder. He wandered over towards the bed But Walt.
Work tomorrow. WInd the clock, set the alarm NothIng accomphshed,
nothIng done, has 4atned a mght;ts repose,
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It was some time before he could find the energy to undress For a quarter of
an hour, perhaps, he lay on the bed fully dressed, hIS hands under hIS head
There was a crack on the celling that resembled the map of Austraha Gordon
contrIved to work off hIS shoes and socks WIthout SItting up He held up one
foot and looked at It A smalltsh, delIcate foot Ineffectual, lIke hIS hands Also,
It was very dIrty It was nearly ten days SInce he had a bath BecomIng ashamed
of the dIrtineSS of hIS feet, he sagged Into a SIttIng pOSItIOn and undressed
hImself, throwIng hIS clothes on to the floor Then he turned out the gas and
slId between the sheets, shuddering, for he was naked He always slept naked
HIS last SUIt -of PYJamas had gone west more than a year ago
The clock downstaIrs struck eleven As the first coldness of the sheets wore
off, Gordon's mInd went back to the poem he had begun that afternoon He
repeated In a whIsper the SIngle stanza that was fimshed
Sharply the menaCIng WInd sweeps over
The bendIng poplars, newly bare,
And dark rIbbons of the chImneys
Veer downward, 1hcked by whips of air,
Torn posters flutter

The octosyllables flIcked to and fro Chck-clIck, chck-chck' The awful,
mechanIcal emptIness of It appalled hIm It was lIke some futIle httle machIne
tlckmg over. Rhyme to rhyme, chck-clIck, clIck-clIck LIke the noddIng of a
clock-work doll Poetry' The last futIlIty He lay awake, aware of hIS own
futIlIty, of hIS thIrty years, of the bhnd alley Into WhIch he had led hIs lIfe
The clock struck twelve Gordon had stretched hIS legs out straIght The
bed had grown warm and comfortable The upturned beam of a car,
somewhere In the street parallel to Willowbed Road, penetrated the bhnd and
threw lOto stlhouette a leaf of the asp1dlstra, shaped hke Agamemnon's sword

3
'Gordon Comstock' was a pretty bloody name, but then Gordon came from a
pretty bloody family. The 'Gordon' part of 1t was Scotch, of course The
prevalence of such names nowadays IS merely a part of the ScotchificatlOn of
Bnglaud that has been going on these last fifty years 'Gordon', 'Colm',
'Malcolm':I 1)ona!d'-these are the gIfts of Scotland to the world, along W1th
golf,. whisky, pottldge, and the works of Barne and Stevenson
. 'l1bt ~ belonged to the most dtsmal of all classes, the nuddle~ c::la,a$;. the landless gentry. In their mIserable poverty they had not even
tiJ:.f.~ COJl6olation of regardIng themselves as an 'old' fauuly fallen on
-O"ril ~ for they were not an 'old' fanuly at all, merely one of those famihes
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WhICh rose on the wave of VIctOrIan prosperIty and then sank agaIn faster than
the wave Itself They had had at most fifty years of comparatIve wealth,
correspondIng wIth the lIfetIme of Gordon's grandfather, Samuel
Comstock-Gran'pa Comstock, as Gordon was taught to call hIm, though the
old man dIed four years before he was born
Gran'pa Comstock was one of those people who even from the grave exert a
powerful Influence In lIfe he was a tough old scoundrel He plundered the
proletarIat and the foreIgner of fifty thousand pounds, he buIlt hImself a red
brIck manSIOn as durable as a pyramId, and he begot twelve chIldren, of whom
eleven survIved FInally he dIed qUIte suddenly, of a cerebral haemorrhage. In
Kensal Green hIS chIldren placed over hIm a monolIth WIth the follOWIng
InSCrIptIon
IN EVER LOVING MEMORY OF
SAMUEL EZEKIEL COMSTOCK,
A FAITHFUL HUSBAND, A TENDER FATHER AND
AN UPRIGHT AND GODLY MAN,
WHO WAS BORN ON 9 JULY 1828, AND
DEPARTED THIS LIFE 5 SEPTEMBER 1901,
THIS STONE IS ERECTED BY
HIS SORROWING CHILDREN
HE SLEEPS IN THE ARMS OF JESUS

No need to repeat the blasphemous comments whIch everyone who had
known Gran'pa Comstock made on that last sentence But It IS worth pOIntIng
out that the chunk of gramte on WhICh It was Inscnbed weIghed close on five
tons and was qUIte certaInly put there WIth the IntentIOn, though not the
conSCIOUS IntentIOn, of makIng sure that Gran'pa Comstock shouldn't get up
from underneath It If you want to know what a dead man's relatIves really
thInk of hIm, a good rough test IS the weIght of hIS tombstone
The Comstocks, as Gordon knew them, were a peculIarly dull, shabby,
dead-ahve, Ineffectual famlly They lacked VItalIty to an extent that was
SUrprISIng That was Gran'pa Comstock's dOIng, of course By the time when
he dIed all hIS chIldren were grown up and some of them were mIddle-aged,
and he had long ago succeeded In crushIng out of them any SPIrtt they mIght
ever have possessed. He had laIn upon them as a garden roller lIes upon daISIes,
and there was no chance of theIr flattened personalItles ever expandIng agatn
One and all they turned out hstless, gutless, unsuccessful sort of people None
of the boys had proper professIOns, because Gran'pa Comstock had been at the
greatest pains to drIve all of them Into profeSSIOns for WhICh they were totally
unsuited Only one of them-John, Gordon's father-had even braved Gran'pa
Comstock to the extent of gettIng marrIed dunng the latter's hfenme. It was
ImpossIble to imagIne any of them maktng any sort of mark m the world) or
creatIng anytlung, or destrOYIng anythmg, or being happy, or viVIdly
unhappy, or fully abve, or even earmng a decent Income. They Just dnfted
along In an atmosphere of semI-genteel failure They were one of ,those
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depressmg familIes, so common among the middle-middle classes, In which

nothzng ever happens
From hiS earhest chddhood Gordon's relatives had depressed him hornbly
When he was a httle boy he stIll had great numbers of uncles and aunts hVlng
They were all more or less alIke-grey, shabby, Joyless people, all rather Sickly
In health and all perpetually harassed by money-wornes which fizzled along
Without ever reaching the sensational exploslOn of bankruptcy I twas
noticeable even then that they had lost all Impulse to reproduce themselves
Really Vital people, whether they have money or whether they haven't, multIply
almost as automatically as animals Gran'pa Comstock, for Instance, himself
one of a lItter of twelve, had produced eleven progeny Yet all those eleven
produced only two progeny between them, and those two-Gordon and hiS
sister Juha-had produced, by 1934, not even one Gordon, last of the
Comstocks, was born In 1905, an umntended child, and thereafter, In thIrty
long, long years, there was not a SIngle bIrth In the famIly, only deaths And not
only In the matter of marrYIng and begettIng, but In every pOSSIble way,
nothzng ever happened In the Comstock famIly Everyone of them seemed
doomed, as though by a curse, to a dIsmal, shabby, hole-and-corner eXIstence
None of them ever dzd anythIng They were the kInd of people who In every
conceivable actIvIty, even If It IS only gettIng on to a bus, are automatically
elbowed away from the heart of thIngs All of them, of course, were hopeless
fools about money Gran'pa Comstock had finally dlvlded hiS money among
them more or less equally, so that each received, after the sale of the red-bnck
manSIon, round about five thousand pounds And no sooner was Gran'pa
Comstock underground than they began to fntter thelr money away None of
them had the guts to lose It In sensatlOnal ways such as squandenng It on
women or at the races, they SImply dnbbled It away and dnbbled It away, the
women In SIlly Investments and the men In futIle lIttle bUSiness ventures that
petered out after a year or two, leavmg a net loss More than half of them went
unmarned to theIr graves Some of the women did make rather undeSirable
mIddle-aged marnages after theIr father was dead, but the men, because of
theIr IncapaCity to earn a proper hVlng, were the kmd who 'can't afford' to
marry None of them, except Gordon's Aunt Angela, ever had so much as a
home to call their own, they were the kind of people who lIve In godless 'rooms'
and tomb-like boardlng...houses And year after year they dIed off and dIed off,
of dlngy but expenSlve ltttle diseases that swallowed up the last penny of theIr
capital One of the women, Gordon's Aunt Charlotte, wandered off Into the
Mental Home at Clapham In 1916 The Mental Homes of England, how
chock-a...block: they standl And It IS above all derelIct SpInsters of the mIddlecl~ who keep them going By 1934 only three of that generatIOn surVIved)
A$tt Charlotte already mentIoned, and Aunt Angela, who by some happy
Q~ltad ~ lDduced to buy a house and a tIny annUIty In 1912, and Uncle
.~~ ~ ~ly eXlsted on the few hundred pounds that were left out of
W. tift 1iboulaind.and by runnIng short-hved 'agenCIes' for this and that
~ p1V up in the atmosphere of cut-down clothes and stewed neck of
"1 ~~ Hie father) bite the other Co-mstocks, wu a depressed and therefore
j
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depressIng person, but he had some brmns and a sbght hterary turn And
seeIng that hIS mInd was of the hterary type and he had a shrInkmg horror of
anytrung to do wIth figures, It had seemed only natural to Gran'pa Comstock
to make hlffi Into a chartered accountant So he practIsed, meffectually, as a
chartered accountant, and was always buymg hIS way Into partnershIps whIch
were dIssolved after a year or two, and rus Income fluctuated, sometimes rISIng
to five hundred a year and sometunes fallIng to two hundred, but always WIth a
tendency to decrease He ched In 1922, aged only fiftY-SIX, but worn out-he
had suffered from a kidney dIsease for a long time past
SInce the Comstocks were genteel as well as shabby, It was consIdered
necessary to waste huge sums on Gordon's 'educatIOn' What a fearful thmg It
IS, thIS Incubus of 'educatIOn' I It means that In order to send hIS son to the rIght
kInd of school (that IS, a pubhc school or an ImitatIon of one) a mIddle-class
man IS obhged to lIve for years on end In a style that would be scorned by a
JobbIng plumber Gordon was sent to wretched, pretentious schools whose
fees were round about £120 a year Even these fees, of course, meant fearful
sacrifices at home Meanwhlle Juha, who was five years older than he, receIved
as nearly as possIble no education at all She was, Indeed, sent to one or two
poor, dingy lIttle boardmg schools, but she was 'taken away' for good when she
was SIXteen Gordon was 'the boy' and JulIa was 'the gIrl', and It seemed
natural to everyone that 'the gIrl' should be sacrrficed to 'the boy' Moreover, It
had early been deCIded In the famIly that Gordon was ~clever' Gordon, WIth
hIS wonderful 'cleverness', was to Win scholarshIps, make a brIllIant success m
hfe, and retrieve the famIly fortunes-that was the theory, and no one belIeved
In It more firmly than JulIa JulIa was a tall, ungaInly gIrl, much taller than
Gordon, WIth a thIn face and a neck Just a lIttle too long-one of those gIrls who
even at theIr most youthful remInd one IrresIstIbly of a goose But her nature
was SImple and affectionate She was a self-effacmg, home-keepIng, Iromng,
darmng, and mendIng kind of gIrl, a natural spInster-soul Even at SIxteen she
had 'old maId' wntten all over her She IdolIzed Gordon All through hIS
cruldhood she watched over hIm, nursed hIm, spoIled hIm, went m rags so that
he mIght have the nght clothes to go to school In, saved up her wretched
pocket-money to buy hIm Chnstmas presents and bIrthday presents And of
course he repaId her) as soon as he was old enough, by desplsmg her because
she was not pretty and not 'clever'
Even at the thIrd-rate schools to whIch Gordon was sent nearly all the boys
were ncher than hunself They soon found out hIs poverty, of course, and gave
hun hell because of It Probably the greatest cruelty one can mfhet on a chlld IS
to send It to school among chddren rIcher than Itself A chIld conscIOUS of
poverty will suffer snobbIsh agomes such as a grown-up person can scarcely
unagme. In those days, especially at lus preparatory school, Gordon's hfe had
been one long conspiraey to keep hIs end up and pretend that Ius parents were
rlcher than they were Ah, the hunuliations of those days! That awful bus-inesa"
for Instance, at the begmning of each term, when you had to 'gIve In' to the
headmaster, publIcly, the money you had brought back Wlth y()\jl; afld the
7
contemptuoa~ cruel SnIggers fr-om the other hoys when you,dtk t ~gtV-t .m~tea
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bob or more And the tIme when the others found out that Gordon was
wearmg a ready-made sUIt whIch had cost thIrty-five shllbngs l The tImes that
Gordon dreaded most of all were when hIS parents came down to see hIm
Gordon, In those days stIll a bebever, used actually to pray that hiS parents
wouldn't come down to school HIS father, especIally, was the kInd of father
you couldn't help bemg ashamed of, a cadaverous, despondent man, wIth a bad
stoop, his clothes dIsmally shabby and hopelessly out of date He carned about
wIth hIm an atmosphere of fallure, worry, and boredom And he had such a
dreadful habIt, when he was saying good-bye, of tippIng Gordon half a crown
!lght In front of the other boys, so that everyone could see that It was only half a
crown and not, as It ought to have been, ten bob l Even twenty years afterwards
the memory of that school made Gordon shudder
The first effect of all thIS was to give him a crawlIng reverence for money In
those days he actually hated hIS poverty-stncken relatIves-hIs father and
mother, Juba, everybody He hated them for theIr dingy homes, theIr
dowdmess, theIr Joyless attItude to hfe, theIr endless worrYIng and groanIng
over threepences and SIxpences By far the commonest phrase In the Comstock
household was, 'We can't afford It ' In those days he longed for money as only
a chlld can long Why shouldn't one have decent clothes and plenty of sweets
and go to the pIctures as often as one wanted to? He blamed hIS parents for
theIr poverty as though they had been poor on purpose Why couldn't they be
lIke other boys' parents? They preferred beIng poor, It seemed to him. That IS
how a chIld's mInd works
But as he grew older he grew-not less unreasonable, exactly, but
unreasonable In a dIfferent way By thIS tIme he had found hIS feet at school
and was less VIolently oppressed He never was very successful at school-he
dId no work and won no scholarshIps-but he managed to develop hIS braIn
along the hnes that sUIted It He read the books which the headmaster
denounced from the pulpit, and developed unorthodox oplnlOns about the C
of E ,patnotIsm, and the Old Boys' tIe Also he began wrItIng poetry He even,
after a year or two, began to send poems to the Athenaeum, the N£w 4B~ and
the Weekly Westmznster, but thOJ were InvarIably rejected. Of cou.~there
were other boys of sunI1ar..txp~ with whom he assoCIated Every publieiS:chool
has ItS small self-conSCIous Intelhgentsla And at that moment, 10 the years Just
after the War, England w8f so full of revolutIOnary OpInIOn that even the
pubbc schools were Infecttra by It The young, even those who had been too
young to itht, were In a bad temp~r with theIr elders, as well they mIght be,
practically everyooe WIth aX}'brmns at all was for the momenta revolutIonary
M~!While the old-those over SIxty; say-were runnIng In Clrcles lIke hens,
sqa,Wlng abQut" ~subvor&.lve Ideas' Gordon and hIs friends had qUIte an
~ tiIne With. thelr 'subverslve Ideas'. For a whole year they ran m
~~y paper called the Bolshevik, duplIcated With a Jellygrapn It
~~i8ttl, free I()ve, the dIsmemberment of the Bnnsh Empire, the
~i(Jfth~ Anny and Navy, and so on and so forth. It was great fun E'Very
~7 or SIXteen 18 a Soclshst. At that -age one does not see the Mok
~ -ol the rather stodgy batt
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In a crude, bOYish way, he had begun to get the hang of thts money-business
At an earher age than most people he grasped that all modern commerce IS a
sWindle CUrIously enough, It was the advertisements In the Underground
statIOns that first brought It home to hun He lIttle knew, as the bIographers
say, that he hunselfwould one day have a Job In an advertisIng firm But there
was more to It than the mere fact that bUSIness IS a sWIndle What he realIzed,
and more clearly as tlme went on, was that money-worshIp has been elevated
Into a relIgton Perhaps It IS the only real relIgIOn-the only really felt
relIgIOn-that IS left to us Money IS what God used to be Good and evIl have
no meanmg any longer except faIlure and success Hence the profoundly
slgruficant phrase, to make good The decalogue has been reduced to two
commandments One for the employers-the elect, the money-prIesthood as It
were-'Thou shalt make money', the other for the employed-the slaves and
underlIngs-'Thou shalt not lose thy Job' It was about thiS tIme that he came
across The Ragged Trousered Phtlanthropzsts and read about the starvIng
carpenter who pawns everythmg but stIcks to hIS aspIdIstra The aspidIstra
became a sort of symbol for Gordon after that The aspIdIstra, flower of
England' It ought to be on our coat of arms Instead of the hon and the unicorn
There WIll be no revolutIon In England wlule there are aspIdIstras In the
WIndows
He dId not hate and despIse rus relatIves now-or not so much, at any rate
They stIll depressed hIm greatly-those poor old WitherIng aunts and uncles, of
whom two or three had already dIed, hIS father, worn out and SpIrItless, hIS
mother, faded, nervy, and 'dehcate' (her lungs were none too strong), Juha,
already, at one-and-twenty, a dutIful, reSIgned drudge who worked twelve
hours a day and never had a decent frock But he grasped now what was the
matter WIth them It was not merely the lack of money It was rather that,
haVIng no money, they stIll hved mentally In the money-world-the world In
which money 15 virtue and poverty IS crtme It was not poverty but the downdraggtng of respectable poverty that had done for them TheLhad accepted the
money-code, and by that code they were fallures They had }lever had the
sense to lash out and Just I1.ve, money or no mooey, as the lower classes do How
right the lower classes are' Hats off to the factory lad who WIth fourpence In the
world puts bIs grriin the fanuly way' At least he's
blood and not money In
hIs veins
Gordon thought It all out, In the naive selfish manner of a boy There are two
ways to hve, he deCIded You can be rIch, or you can deltberately refuse to be
rIch. You can possess money, or you can despIS~oney, the one fatal tIung 18
to worshIp money and faIl to get It.. He took It for granted that he hImself would
never lie able to make money_ It hardly even occurred to hun that he mIght
have talents which could be turned to account That was what Ius
schoolmasters bad done for hun; they had rubbed it into him that he was -a
seditious httle 'nUIsance and not likely t-o 's.ucceed' in lIfe. He accepted thts.
Very'-well" then, he would refuse the whole busmess of ,succeedmgt; he would
:make it~espccialputpose tIf}t te '~¢eed'. Better to relgn m hell tbm-serve
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at SIxteen, he knew whIch SIde he was on He was agaznst the money-god and all
hIS SWInIsh prIesthood He had declared war on money, but se(.retly, of course
I t was when he was seventeen that hIs father dIed, leaVIng about two
hundred pounds J uha had been at work for some years now DUrIng 1918 and
19 19 she had worked In a Ggx~rnment office, and after that she took a course of
cookery and got a Job In "it' nasty, ladylIke httle teashop near Earl's Court
Underground StatIOn She worked a seventy-two hour week and was gIven her
lunch and tea and twenty-five shIllIngs, out of thIS she contrIbuted twelve
shIllIngs a week, often more, to the household expenses ObVIOusly the best
thmg to do, now that Mr Comstock was dead, would have been to take Gordon
away from school, find hIm a Job, and let Juha have the two hundred pounds to
set up a teashop of her own But here the habItual Comstock folly about money
stepped 10 NeIther Juha nor her mother would hear of Gordon leaVIng school
WIth the strange Ideahstlc snobbIshness of the mIddle classes, they were
wtlbng to go to the workhouse soone:r: than let Gordon leave school before the
statutory age of eIghteen The two hundred pounds, or more than half of It,
must be used In completIng Gordon's 'educatIOn' Gordon let them do It He
had declared war on money but that dId not prevent hIm from beIng damnably
selfish Of course he dreaded thIS bUSIness of gOIng to work What boy
wouldn't dread It';) Pen-pushIng In some filthy office-God' HIS uncles and
aunts were already talkIng dIsmally about 'gettIng Gordon settled In hfe'
They saw everythIng In terms of 'good' Jobs Young Sm.1th had got such a
'good' Job In a bank, and young Jones had got such a 'good' Job In an Insurance
office It made hIm SIck to hear them They seemed to want to see every young
man In England naIled down In the coffin of a 'good' Job
Meanwhtle, money had got to be earned Before her marrIage Gordon's
mother had been a mUSIC teacher, and even SInce then she had taken puptls,
sporadIcally, when the famlly were In lower water than usual She now deCIded
that she would start gIVIng lessons agaIn It was faIrly easy to get puptls In the
suburbs-they were hVIng In Acton-and WIth the mUSIC fees and JulIa's
contrIbUTIon they could probably 'manage' for the next year or two But the
state of Mrs Comstock's lungs was now sometlung more than (dehcate' The
doctor who had attended her husband before his death had put hIS stethoscope
to her chest and looked serious He had told her to take care of herself, keep
warm, eat nouIlshlng food, and, above all, avoid fatIgue The fidgeTIng, tlrmg
Job of gIVIng plano lessons was, of course, the worst pOSSIble thmg for her
Gordon knew nothIng ofthts. JulIa knew, however It was a secret between the
two women, carefully kept from Gordon.
A year went by. Gordon spent It rather mIserably, more and more
emban'assed by his $habby clothes and lack of pocket-money, WhICh made
girls an object of terror to h1lIl However) the New Age accepted one of hIS
poGS that year ~ Meanwhile, hIS mother sat on comfortless plano stools In
~ .drawing...rooms) gIVlng lessons at two shIllIngs an hour And then
t:lQt(lea.ldit school, and fat mterfenng Uncle Walter, who had busmess
~s kl a 'Small way, came forward and saId that a fnend of a fnend of hIS
~"pt Goroon ever such a 'good' Job 10 the accounts department of a red
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lead firm It was really a splendId Job-a wonderful opemng for a young man If
Gordon buckled to work In the rIght SPUIt he mIght be a BIg Pot one of these
days Gordon's soul squumed Suddenly, as weak people do, he stIffened) and)
to the horror of the whole famIly, refused even to try for the Job
There were fearful rows, of course They could not understand hIm It
seemed to them a kInd of blasphemy to refuse such a 'good' Job when you got
the chance of It. He kept reIteratIng that he dIdn't want that kznd of Job Then
what dzd he want';) they all demanded He wanted to 'wrIte', he told them
sullenly But how could he pOSSIbly make a hvmg by 'writIng'-;> they demanded
again And of course he couldn't answer At the back of hIS mInd was the Idea
that he could somehow lIve by wrItIng poetry, but that was too absurd even to
be mentIOned. But at any rate, he wasn't gOIng Into busmess, Into the moneyworld He would have a Job, but not a 'good' Job None of them had the vaguest
Idea what he meant HIS mother wept, even JulIa 'went for' hrrn, and all round
hIm there were uncles and aunts (he stll1 had SIX or seven of them left) feebly
volleYIng and Incompetently thundermg And after three days a dreadful thIng
happened In the mIddle of supper hIS mother was seIzed by a VIolent fit of
coughIng, put her hand to her breast, fell forward, and began bleedmg at the
mouth
Gordon was terrIfied HIS mother dld not rue, as It happened, but she looked
deathly as they carrIed her upstaIrs Gordon rushed for the doctor For several
days hIS mother lay at death's door It was the draughty draWIng-rooms and
the trudgIng to and fro In all weathers that had done It Gordon hung
helplessly about the house, a dreadful feehng of gUllt mInglIng WIth hIS mIsery
He dId not exactly know but he half dIVIned, that hIS mother had kllled herself
In order to pay hIS school fees After tms he could not go on opposmg her any
longer He went to Uncle Walter and told hIm that he would take that Job In
the red lead firm" If they would gIve It hIm So U nele Walter spoke to hIS
frIend, and the frIend spoke to hIS frIend, and Gordon was sent for and
IntervIewed by an old gentleman WIth badly fittIng false teeth, and finally was
gIven a Job, on probation He started on twenty-five bob a week And WIth thIS
firm he remamed SIX years
They moved away from Acton and took a flat In a desolate red block of flats
somewhere In the Paddington distrIct Mrs Comstock had brought her plano,
and when she had got some of her strength back she gave occasIonal lessons
Gordon's wages were gradually raIsed, and the three of them 'managed', more
or less. It was JulIa and Mrs Comstock who dId most of the 'managing'
Gordon stIll had a boy's selfishness about money At the office he got on not
absolutely badly It was SaId of hIm that he was worth hls wages but wasn't the
type that Makes Good In a way the utter contempt that he had for hIs work
made thIngs easier for mm He could put up WIth tlus meanmgless office-hfe,
because he never for an lOstant thought of It as PeJ;llUUlent. Somehow,
sometune, God knew how or when, he was gOIng to break free of It. After all,.
there was always his 'writing' Some day, perhaps, he mIght be able to make a
lIVIng of sorts by 'wrIting') -and you'd feel you were free of the money-stiok (f
you we:rea 'wnter\ would you,not~ The types he saw all rOUl'ld hun,'e&p~
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the older men, made hIm squIrm That was what It meant to worshIp the
money-god' To settle down, to Make Good, to sell your soul for a VIlla and an
aspIdIstra' To turn Into the tYPIcal httle bowler-hatted sneak-Strube's 'httle
man'-the bttle docIle CIt who slIps home by the sIx-fifteen to a supper of
cottage pIe and stewed tInned pears, half an hour's lIstenIng-In to the
B B C Symphony Concert, and then perhaps a spot of lICIt sexual mtercourse
If hI~ WIfe 'feels In the mood" What a fate' No, It Isn't lIke that that one was
meant to bve One's got to get rIght out of It, out of the money-stInk It was a
kInd of plot 1hat he was nursIng He was as though dedIcated to thIS war agaInst
money But It was stIll a secret The people at the office never suspected hIm of
unorthodox Ideas They never even found out that he wrote poetry-not that
there was much to find out, for In SIX years he had less than twenty poems
prlOted In the magazInes To look at, he was Just the same as any other CIty
clerk-Just a soldIer In the strap-hangIng army that sways eastward at mornIng,
westward at mght In the carrIages of the Underground
He was twenty-four when hIS mother dIed The famIly was breakIng up
Only four of the older generatIon of Comstocks were left now-Aunt Angela,
Aunt Charlotte, Uncle Walter, and another uncle who dIed a year later
Gordon and JulIa gave up the flat Gordon took a furnIshed room In Doughty
Street (he felt vaguely lIterary, lIVIng In Bloomsbury), and JulIa moved to
Earl's Court, to be near the shop JulIa was nearly thIrty now, and looked much
older. She was thInner than ever, though healthy enough, and there was grey
In her haIr She stIlI worked twelve hours a day, and In SIX years her wages had
only rIsen by ten shtlbngs a week. The horrIbly ladylIke lady who kept the
teashop was a semI-frIend as well as an employer, and thus could sweat and
bully Juha to the tune of 'dearest' and 'darlIng' Four months after hIS
mother's death Gordon suddenly walked out of hIS Job He gave the firm no
reasons They ImagIned that he was gOIng to 'better hImself, and-luckIly, as It
turned out-gave hIm qUIte good references. He had not even thought of
lookIng for another Job He wanted to burn hIS boats From now on he: would
breathe free aIr, free of the money-stInk He had not conSCIously waited for lus
mother to dIe before dOIng thIS; stll1, It was hIS mother's death that had nerved
hun to It.
Of course there was another and more desolatIng row In what was left of the
fattuly. They thought Gordon must have gone mad. Over and over agaIn he
tried, qUIte Vatnly, to explain to them why he would not YIeld hImself to the
se1'Vltude of a 'good' Job 'But what are you gomg to lIve on? What are you
going to hve on?' was what they all wailed at hun He refused to thmk serIOusly
about It. Of course, be snll harboured the notion that he could make a hVlng of
sorts by 'wntnlg'. By this: time he had got to know Ravelston, edItor of
~ -.d; .Ravelston, besldes prIntIng rus poems, managed to get hIm
~ to.:evlew o~nally. HIS literary prospects were not so bleak as they
li4d~.~s- ago. But still, It was not the deSIre to 'write) that was rus real
~M. To t out of the money-world-that was what he wanted Vaguely he
~ ~ to some land of moneyless, anchonte exIstence He had a
~tbat ifyqu genumely despise money you can keep gomg somehow, lIke
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the bIrds of the aIr He forgot that the bIrds of the aIr don't pay room-rent The
poet starvIng In a garret-but starving, somehow, not uncomfortably-that was
his vIsion of himself
The next seven months were devastatmg They scared hIm and almost broke
Ius splnt He learned what It means to lIve for weeks on end on bread and
marganne, to try to 'wrIte' when you are half starved, to pawn your clothes, to
sneak tremblIng up the strurs when you owe three weeks' rent and your
landlady IS lIstemng for you Moreover, In those seven months he wrote
pratlcally nothing The first effect of poverty IS that It kIlls thought He
grasped, as though It were a new dIscovery, that you do not escape from. money
merely by beIng moneyless On the contrary, you are the hopeless slave of
money until you have enough of It to lIve on-a 'competence', as the beastly
middle-class phrase goes FInally he was turned out of hiS room, after a vulgar
row He was three days and four mghts In the street It was bloody Three
mornIngs, on the advIce of another man he met on the Embankment, he spent
In BIllIngsgate, helpmg to shove fish-barrows up the twisty lIttle hIlls from
BIllIngsgate Into Eastcheap 'Twopence an up' was what you got, and the work
knocked hell out of your thIgh muscles There were crowds of people on the
same Job, and you had to walt your turn, you were lucky If you made elghteenpence between four In the mornmg and nme After three days of It Gordon
gave up What was the use';) He was beaten There was nothmg for It but to go
back to hIS famIly, borrow some money, and find another Job
But now, of course, there was no Job to be had. For months he lIved by
cadging on the famIly J uha kept him gOing tIll the last penny of her tiny
savIngs was gone It was abomInable Here was the outcome of all hiS fine
attItudes' He had renounced ambItIOn, made war on money, and all It led to
was cadging from hIS sister' And JulIa, he knew, felt hiS faIlure far more than
she felt the loss of her savings She had had such hopes of Gordon He alone of
all the Comstocks had had It In hIm to 'succeed' Even now she belleved that
somehow, some day, he was gOlng to retrIeve the famIly fortunes He was so
'clever'-surely he could make money If he tned' For two whole months
Gordon stayed with Aunt Angela In her httle house at HIghgate-poor, faded,
mummIfied Aunt Angela, who even for herself had barely enough to eat All
thIS tIme he searched desperately for work Uncle Walter could not help hIm
HIS Influence In the bUSiness world, never large, was now practically nll. At
last, however, In a qUIte unexpected way, the luck turned A frIend of a friend
of Juha's employer's brother managed to get Gordon a Job In the accounts
department of the New Albion PubhcIty Company
The New AlbIon was one of those pubbcIty firms whIch have sprung up
everywhere S1nce the War-the fungi, as you mIght say, that sprout from a
decaYIng capltahsm It was a smalllsh nstng firm and took every class of
pubhcity it could get It deSIgned a certaIn number of large..scale posters for
oatmeal stout,. self"'ralSIog flourll and so forth) but Its main line was mtUlnery
and cosmetIc advertlsements In the women's Illustrated papers, beSIdes IIllOOr
ads In twopenny weeklIes, such as Wluterose PIlls for Female DIsorders:, Your
Horoscope Cast by Professor Raratongo, The Seven SecteItS of Venus, New

Keep the Aspzd'lstra Flyzng
608
Hope for the Ruptured, Earn FIve Pounds a Week In your Spare Tune, and
Cyprolax HaIr LotIon Bamshes all Unpleasant Intruders There was a large
staff of commercial artIsts, of course It was here that Gordon first made the
acquamtance of Rosemary She was m the 'studIO' and helped to deSIgn
fashion plates It was a long tune before he actually spoke to her At first he
knew her merely as a remote personage, small, dark, With SWift movements,
distinctly attractIve but rather IntimIdating When they passed one another In
the corrIdors she eyed hIm Irorucally, as though she knew all about hIm and
consIdered hIm a bIt of a Joke, nevertheless she seemed to look at hun a lIttle
oftener than was necessary He had nothing to do With her Side of the busmess
He was 10 the accounts department, a mere clerk on three qUid a week
The 10terestIng thing about the New AlbIOn was that It was so completely
modern In spIrit There was hardly a soul In the firm who was not perfectly
well aware that publICIty-advertIsing-Is the dIrtIest ramp that capitalism has
yet produced In the red lead firm there had stlll1mgered certaIn notIOns of
commercial honour and usefulness But such thIngs would have been laughed
at 10 the New AlbIOn Most of the employees were the hard-bOIled,
Americaruzed, go-gettIng type to whom nothing In the world IS sacred, except
money They had theIr cymcal code worked out The publIc are SWIne,
advertIs10g IS the rattlIng of a stIck mSIde a swlll-bucket And yet beneath theIr
cYDlcIsm there was the final naivete, the blInd worshIp of the money-god
Gordon studIed them unobtrUSIvely As before, he rod hIS work passably well
and hiS fellow-employees looked down on hIm Nothmg had changed In hiS
Inner InInd He stIll despised and repudiated the money-code Somehow,
sooner or later, he was going to escape from It, even now, after hIS first fiasco,
he stIll plotted to escape He was m the money world, but not of It As for the
types about hIm, the lIttle bowler-hatted worms who never turned, and the gogetters, the AmerIcan bUSIness-college gutter-crawlers, they rather amused
rum than not He lIked studYing theIr slaVIsh keep-your-Job mentalIty He was
the chlel amang them talon' notes
One day a cunous thmg happened Somebody chanced to see a poem of
Gordon'S In a magazIne, and put It about that they 'had a poet in the office' Of
course Gordon was laughed at, not ill-naturedly, by the other clerks They
nIcknamed hIm 'the bard' from that day forth But though amused, they were
also famtly contemptuous It confirmed all their Ideas about Gordon A fellow
who wrote poetry wasn't exactly the type to Make Good. But the thmg had an
unexpected sequel. About the tune when the clerks grew tIred of chaffing
Gordon, Mr ErskIne, the IIJ.BIlaglng dlrector, who had hItherto taken only the
l'nlllitn.um notiCe of Ium) sent for hun and intervIewed him
Mr Erskine was a large, slow-moving man WIth a broad, healthy,
eqtressionbs flwe. From lns appearance and the slowness of rus speech you
-would ha~ guessed with confidence that he had somethIng to do WIth eIther
~or eatde...breeding HIS wits were as slow as Ins movements, and he
. . . kind of man: who never hears of anydung unnl everybody else has
~ tIe1ldng about It. How such a man came to be in charge of an
~ ageacy, only the strange gods of capitahsm know But he was qUIte
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a lIkeable person He had not that sruffish, buttoned-up SPIrIt that usually goes
wIth an ablhty to make money And In a way hIS fat-wIttedness stood hIm In
good stead Bemg InsensIble to popular preJudIce, he could assess people on
theIr merIts, consequently, he was rather good at chOOSIng talented employees
The news that Gordon had wntten poems, so far from shockmg hIm, vaguely
Impressed hIm They wanted lIterary talents In the New AlbIon HaVIng sent
for Gordon, he studIed hIm In a somnolent, SIdelong way and asked hIm a
number of InconclUSIve questIons He never lIstened to Gordon's answers, but
punctuated hIS questIons WIth a nOIse that sounded lIke 'Hm, hm, hm ' Wrote
poetry, dId he;> Oh yes? Hm And had It pnnted 10 the papers? Hm, hm
Suppose they paId you for that kmd of thIng? Not much, eh? No, suppose not
Hm, hm Poetry? Hm A bIt dIfficult, that must be GettIng the lInes the same
length, and all that Hm, hm Wnte anythIng else? StorIes, and so forth,;! Hm
Oh yes",) Very InterestIng Hm'
Then, WIthout further questIons, he promoted Gordon to a speCIal post as
secretarY-In effect, apprentIce-to Mr Clew, the New AlbIOn's head
copywnter LIke every other advertISIng agency, the New AlbIon was
constantly In search of copywrIters WIth a touch of ImagmatlOn It IS a CUrIOUS
fact, but It IS much eaSIer to find competent draughtsmen than to find people
who can thInk of slogans hke 'Q T Sauce keeps Hubby SmIlmg' and 'KIddies
clamour for theIr Breakfast Cnsps' Gordon's wages were not raIsed for the
moment, but the firm had theIr eye on hIm WIth luck he mIght be a fullfledged copywrIter In a year's tIme It was an unmIstakable chance to Make
Good
For SIX months he was workIng WIth Mr Clew Mr Clew was a harassed man
of about forty, WIth WIrY haIr Into whIch he often plunged hIS fingers He
worked In a stuffy lIttle office whose walls were entIrely papered WIth his past
trIumphs In the form of posters He took Gordon under hIS WIng In a frIendly
way ~ showed hIm the ropes, and was even ready to lIsten to hIs suggestIons. At
that tIme they were workIng on a lIne of magaZIne ads for Apnl Dew, the great
new deodorant whIch the Queen of Sheba TOIlet Reqwsltes Co (thIS was
Flaxman's firm~ curIOusly enough) were puttIng on the market Gordon
started on the Job WIth secret loathIng. But now there was a qUIte unexpected
development It was that Gordon showed, almost from the start, a remarkable
talent for copywnting He could compose an ad as though he had been born to
It The VIVId phrase that stIcks and rankles, the neat httle para that packs a
world oflles Into a hundred words-they came to hIm almost unsought. He had
always had a gIft for words, but thIs was the first tIme he had used It
successfully Mr Clew thought 1nm very prOmIsmg Gordon watched hIS own
development, first WIth surpnse,) then With amusement, and finally WIth a klnd
of horror Thu, then, was what he was commg tal Wntmg lIes to tickle the
money out Qffools' pockets l The~e was a beastly lrony, too, 10 the fact that he,
who wanted to be a 'writer', should score his sole success m wnting ads for
deodoranu. However, that was less unusual than he unagmed Most
copywrltet.s, they say, are novelists manqu~; or 1$ It the other way about)
Tlte Queen of Sheba were very pleased with the11' ads. Mr Erskine also was

610

Keep the Aspzdzstra Flyzng

pleased Gordon's wages were raised by ten shIllIngs a week And It was now
that Gordon grew frightened Money was getting hlffi after all He was shdlng
down, down, Into the money-sty A lIttle more and he would be stuck In It for
hfe It IS queer how these things happen You set your face against success, you
swear never to Make Good-you honestly belIeve that you couldn't Make
Good even If you wanted to, and then something happens along, some mere
chance, and you find yourself Makmg Good almost automatically He saw that
now or never was the. time to escape He had got to get out of It-out of the
money-world, Irrevocably, before he was too far Involved
But thiS tIme he wasn't gOing to be starved Into submiSSIOn He went to
Ravelston and asked hiS help He told him that he wanted some kInd of Job, not
a 'good' Job, but a Job that would keep hiS body Without wholly bUYing hiS
soul Ravelston understood perfectly The dIstinctIOn between a Job and a
'good' Job did not have to be explained to him, nor did he pomt out to Gordon
the folly of what he was dOIng That was the great thing about Ravelston He
could always see another person's pOInt of view It was haVIng money that dId
It, no doubt, for the rIch can afford to be Intelhgent Moreover, beIng rIch
hlffiself, he could find Jobs for other people After only a fortnight he told
Gordon of something that might SUit hIm A Mr McKechnie, a rather
dIlapIdated second-hand bookseller With whom Ravelston dealt occasionally,
was lookmg for an aSSIstant He did not want a trained assistant who would
expect full wages, he wanted somebody who looked hke a gentleman and could
talk about books-somebody to impress the more booklsh customers It was the
very reverse of a 'good' Job The hours were long, the pay was wretched-two
pounds a week-and there was no chance of advancement It was a blInd-alley
Job And, of course, a blInd-alley Job was the very thIng Gordon was looking
for He went and saw Mr McKechnie, a sleepy, berugn old Scotchman With a
red nose and a white beard stained by snuff, and was taken on Without demur
At thiS time, too, hls volume of poems, Mzce, was gomg to press The seventh
publIsher to whom he had sent It had accepted It Gordon did not know that
thiS was Ravelston's dOIng Ravelston was a personal fnend of the publIsher
He was always arranging thIS kInd of trung, stealthIly, for obscure poets
Gordon thought the future was openIng before hIm He was a made man-or,
by Smlleslan, aspidlstral standards, unmade.
He gave a month's notIce at the office It was a pamful busmess altogether
Jub~ of course, was more distressed than ever at thiS second abandonment of a
'good' Job. By this tune Gordon had got to know Rosemary She dId not try to
prevent him from thrOWIng up hiS Job I twas 88alnst her code to
mterfere-'You've got to bve your own hfe,' was always her attitude But she
did not in the least understand why he was doing It. The thlng that most upset
biM, Ctlliously enough, was Ius mterVlew With Mr ErskIne Mr ErskIne was
~umely land. He dld not want Gordon to leave the firm, and saId so frankly.
1VitlUt$Oi't ofelephantine polIteness he refraIned from calbng Gordon a young
fOQl He dicit however, ask hIm why he was leavmg Somehow) Gordon could
Dot b~ bunself to avold answerIng or to say..... the only thIng Mr Ersktne
W'<ftlld bave understood-that he was gOIng after a better-paid Job He blurted
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out shamefacedly that he 'dIdn't thInk busIness sUIted hIm' and that he
'wanted to go 10 for wrItmg' Mr ErskIne was noncommIttal WrItIng, eh) Hm
Much money In that sort of thIng nowadays) Not much, eh) Hm No, suppose
not Hm Gordon, feelIng and lookIng rIdIculous, mumbled that he had 'got a
book Just comIng out' A book of poems, he added wIth dIfficulty In
pronounCIng the word Mr ErskIne regarded hIm SIdelong before remarkIng
'Poetry, eh) Hm Poetry) Make a hVIng out of that sort of thIng, do you
thInk)'
'Well-not a hVlng, exactly But It would help'
'Hm-well' You know best, I expect If you want a Job any tIme, come back
to us I dare say we could find room for you We can do wIth your sort here
Don't forget'
Gordon left WIth a hateful feehng of haVIng behaved perversely and
ungratefully But he had got to do It, he had got to get out of the money-world
I t was queer All over England young men were eatIng theIr hearts out for lack
of Jobs, and here was he, Gordon, to whom the very word 'Job' was faIntly
nauseous, haVIng Jobs thrust unwanted upon hIm It was an example of the fact
that you can get anythIng In thIS world If you genUInely don't want It
Moreover, Mr ErskIne's words stuck In hIS mInd Probably he had meant what
he saId Probably there would be a Job waItIng for Gordon If he chose to go
back So hIS boats were only half burned The New AlbIon was a doom before
hIm as well as behInd
But how happy had he been, Just at first, 10 Mr McKechme's bookshop I For
a httle whIle-a very lIttle whIle-he had the IllUSIOn of beIng really out of the
money-world Of course the book-trade was a SWIndle, lIke all other trades, but
how dIfferent a sw1Odle! Here was no hustlIng and MakIng Good, no guttercrawlmg No go-getter could put up for ten mInutes WIth the stagnant aIr of
the book-trade As for the work, It was very SImple It was maInly a questIOn of
beIng In the shop ten hours a day Mr McKechme wasn't a bad old stIck He
was a Scotchman, of course, but ScottIsh IS as ScottIsh does At any rate he was
reasonably free from avarIce-hIs most dIStInctIve traIt seemed to be laZIness.
He was also a teetotaller and belonged to some NonconformIst sect or other)
but thIS did not affect Gordon Gordon had been at the shop about a month
when Mzce was publIshed No less than thIrteen papers reVIewed It' And The
T1,mes Lzt Supp saId that It showed 'exceptIonal promIse'. It was not tIll
months later that he realIzed what a hopeless faIlure Mzce had really been.
And It was only now, when he was down to two qUId a week and had
practIcally cut hImself off from the prospect of earmng more, that he grasped
the real nature of the battle he was fightIng. The devll of It IS that the glow of
renunCIatlon never lasts LIfe on two qUId a week ceases to be a herOIC gesture
and becomes a dIngy habit Fatlure IS as great a SWIndle as success He had
thrown up hlS 'g-ood' Job and r~nounced 'good' Jobs for ever. Well, that was
necessary He did not want to go back on it. But It was no use pretendmg that
because hIS poverty was self-unposed he b.ad escaped the 111s that poverty drags
In Its trmn. It was not a question of berdship. You don't suffer real phYSlcal
hardslup on two qUId a week, :and if you dId it wouldn't matter. It IS In the bram
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and the soul that lack of money damages you Mental deadness, spIritual
squalor-they seem to descend upon you Inescapably when your Income drops
below a certain pOInt Faith, hope, money-only a saInt could have the first two
wIthout havIng the thIrd
He was growing more mature Twenty-seven, twenty-eIght, twenty-mne
He had reached the age when the future ceases to be a rosy blur and becomes
actual and menacIng The spectacle of hIs surVIvIng relatIVes depressed hxm
more and more As he grew older he felt hxmself more akm to them That was
the way he was gOIng' A few years more, and he would be hke that, ,ust hke
that' He felt thIS even WIth JulIa, whom he saw oftener than hIS uncle and aunt
In spIte of varIOUS resolves never to do It agaIn, he stIll borrowed money off
JulIa perIodIcally JulIa's hair was greYIng fast, there was a deep lIne scored
down each of her thm red cheeks She had settled her hfe Into a routme 10
WhIch she was not unhappy There was her work at the shop, her 'seWIng' at
mghts 10 her Earl's Court bed-SIttIng-room (second fioor, back, mne bob a
week unfurnIshed), her occasIOnal forgatherIngs WIth SpInster frIends as lonely
as herself It was the typical submerged hfe of the penmless unmarrIed woman,
she accepted It, hardly realIZIng that her destiny could ever have been
dIfferent Yet 10 her way she suffered, more for Gordon than for herself The
gradual decay of the famIly, the way they had died off and died off and left
nothmg behmd, was a sort of tragedy In her mind Money, money' 'None of us
ever seems to make any money!' was her perpetual lament And of them all,
Gordon alone had had the chance to make money, and Gordon had chosen not
to He was SinkIng effortless mto the same rut of poverty as the others After
the first row was over, she was too decent to 'go for' him agam because he had
thrown up hIs Job at the New AlbIOn But hIS motIves were qUite meamngless
to her In her wordless feminine way she knew that the SIn agaInst money IS the
ultImate sin
And as for Aunt Angela and Uncle Walter-oh dear, oh dear' What a couple'
I t made Gordon feel ten years older every time he looked at them
Uncle Walter, for example Uncle Walter was very depreSSing He was
sixty-seven) and what WIth hIS varIous (agencIes' and the dWIndlIng remnants
of hiS patrimony lus Income mIght have been nearly three pounds a week He
had a tmy little cabin of an office off Cursltor Street, and he hved In a very
cheap boarding-house 10 Holland Park That was qUIte accordIng to
precedent; all the Comstock men drIfted naturally Into boardmg-houses
When you looked at poor old uncle, With hIS large tremulous belly, hIS
bronchItIC VOIce, his broad, pale, tllnidly pompous face, rather lIke Sargent's
portratt of Henry James, ms entIrely haIrless head, hiS pale, pouchy eyes, and
his ever-drooping moustache, to whIch he tned Vatnly to gIve an upward
twirl-when you looked at hun) you found It totally unposslble to beheve that
he- had ever- been young Was It concelvable that such a belOg had ever felt hfe
~ kl h.uJ V'eltls? Had he ever climbed a tree, taken a header off a sprIngboard,. or been in love;> Had he ever had a braIn In working order' Even back ill
the..ny nineties, when he was arithmetIcally young, had he ever made any
~Iot.ab at hfe? A few furtIve half...hearted frohcs, perhaps_ A few whIskies
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In dull bars, a VISIt or two to the EmpIre promenade, a lIttle whormg on the
Q T ,the sort of dIngy, drabby fOrnICatiOnS that you can tmagme happenIng
between EgyptIan mummIes after the museum IS closed for the mght And
after that the long, long qUIet years of bUSIness faIlure, lonelmess, and
stagnatlOn In godless boardIng-houses
And yet uncle In hIS old age was probably not unhappy He had one hobby of
never-fallIng Interest, and that was hIS dIseases He suffered, by hIS own
account, from every dIsease In the medIcal dlctlOnary, and was never weary of
talkIng p.bout them Indeed, It seemed to Gordon that none of the people In hIS
uncle's boardlng-house-he had been there occasIOnally-ever dId talk about
anythIng except theIr dIseases Allover the darkIsh drawIng-room, ageIng,
dIscoloured people sat about In couples, dIscussIng symptoms TheIr
conversatIon was lIke the drIpping of stalactIte to stalagnute Drip, drIp 'How
IS your lumbago':>' says stalactIte to stalagmIte 'I find my Kruschen Salts are
dOIng me good,' says stalagmIte to stalactite DrIp, drIP, drIp
And then there was Aunt Angela, aged sixty-rune Gordon trIed not even to
thInk of Aunt Angela oftener than he could help
Poor, dear, good, kInd, depreSSIng Aunt Angela!
Poor, shrIvelled, parchment-yellow, skIn-and-bone Aunt Angela! There In
her mIserable lIttle semI-detached house In HIghgate-BrIarbrae, ItS name
was-there In her palace In the northern mountaIns, there dwelleth she, Angela
the Ever-vIrgIn, of whom no man eIther hVlng or among the shades can say
truly that upon her lIps he hath pressed the dear caresses of a lover All alone
she dwelleth, and all day long she fareth to and fro, and In her hand IS the
feather ...mop fashioned from the tall feathers of the contumacIOUS turkey, and
WIth It she polIsheth the dark-leaved aspIdIstras and fhcketh the hated dust
from the resplendent never-to-be-used Crown Derby chIna tea-servIce And
ever and anon she comforteth her dear heart WIth draughts of the dark brown
tea, both Flowery Orange and Pekoe POlDtS, whIch the small-bearded sons of
Coromandel have ferned to her across the Wine-dark sea Poor, dear, good,
kmd, but on the whole unloveable Aunt Angela l Her annwty was mnety-elght
pounds a year (thIrty-eIght bob a week, but she retamed a mIddle-class habIt of
thInking of her Income as a yearly and not weekly thIng), and out of that,
twelve and SIxpence a week went on house rates She would probably have
starved occasIonally If J uha had not smuggled her packets of cakes and bread
and butter from the shop-always, of course, presented as 'Just a few lIttle
thIngs that It seemed a PIty to throwaway', WIth the solemn pretence that Aunt
Angela dIdn't really need them
Yet she too had her pleasures, poor old aunty She had become a great novelreader In her old age, the pubhc bbrary beIng only ten mmutes' walk from
Bnarbrae Durmg his lIfetIme, on some whun or other, Gran'pa Comstock had
forbIdden lus daughters to read novels Consequently, having only begun to
read novels lD 1902, Aunt Angela was always a couple of decades belund the
current mode In fictlon. But she plodded along In the rear, faInt yet purSUing.
In the nineteen...hundteds she was atlll readtng Rhoda Broughton and Mrs
Henry W.()Qd. In the War yean she dlScovered Hall CaIne and Mrs Humphry
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Ward In the nIneteen-twentIes she was readIng SIlas HockIng and H Seton
Merrunan, and by the mneteen-thIrties she had almost, but not qUIte, caught
Up wIth W B Maxwell and WIllIam J Locke Further she would never get As
for the post-War novehsts, she had heard of them afar off, wIth theIr
Immorahty and theIr blasphemIes and theIr devastatmg 'cleverness' But she
would never lIve to read them Walpole we know) and Hichens we read, but
Hemmgway, who are you';)
Well, thIS was 1934, and that was what was left of the Comstock famIly
Uncle Walter, WIth hIS 'agencIes' and hIS dIseases Aunt Angela, dustIng the
Crown Derby chIna tea-serVIce In Bnarbrae Aunt Charlotte, stIll preserVIng a
vague vegetable eXIstence In the Mental Home JulIa, workIng a seventy-twohour week and dOIng her 'seWIng' at mghts by the nny gas-fire In her bedsIttmg-room Gordon, nearly thirty, earnIng two qUId a week In a fool's Job,
and strugghng, as the sole demonstrable object of hIs eXIstence, WIth a dreadful
book that never got any further
PossIbly there were some other, more dIstantly related Comstocks, for
Gran'pa Comstock had been one of a famIly of twelve But If any surVIved they
had grown nch and lost touch WIth their poor relatIOns, for money IS thIcker
than blood As for Gordon's branch of the famIly, the combIned Income of the
five of them, alloWlng for the lump sum that had been paId down when Aunt
Charlotte entered the Mental Home, mIght have been SIX hundred a year
TheIr combIned ages were two hundred and sIxty-three years None of them
had ever been out of England, fought m a war, been In pnson, rIdden a horse,
travelled In an aeroplane, got marrIed, or gIven bIrth to a chIld There seemed
no reason why they should not contInue In the same style unnl they dIed Year
In, year out, nothzng ever happened In the Comstock famIly.

4
Sharply the menaCIng WInd sweeps over
The bending poplars, newly bare

As a matter of fact, though, there was not a breath ofwmd that afternoon It
was almost as mild as sprIng Gordon repeated to hImself the poem he had
begun yesterday, lD a cadenced whisper, simply for the pleasure of the sound
of It.. He was pleased with the poem at thIS moment It was a good poem -or
would be when it was finished, anyway He had forgotten that last nIght It had
~t ~ him SIck.
1"ht ~e trees brooded motIonless, dunmed by faInt wreaths of mIst A
~boom~ in the valley far below. Gordon walked up Malkm HIll, rusthng
~ through the dry, drlfted leaves. All down the pavement they were
~ o1nkly and golden, hke the rustling flakes of some Amencan breakfast
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cereal, as though the queen of Brobdingnag had upset her packet of Truweet
Breakfast CrISPS down the hIllsIde
Jolly, the wmdless wmter days I Best tune of all the year-or so Gordon
thought at thIS moment He was as happy as you can be when you haven't
smoked all day and have only three-halfpence and a Joey In the world ThIs
was Thursday, early-cloSIng day and Gordon's afternoon off He was gOIng to
the house of Paul DorIng, the CrItIC, who lived In ColerIdge Grove and gave
lIterary tea-partIes
I t had taken hIm an hour or more to get hunself ready SocIal lIfe IS so
comphcated when your Income IS two qilld a week He had had a paInful shave
In cold water lIDIDedlatelyafter dInner He had put on hiS best sUIt-three years
old but Just passable when he remembered to press the trousers under hIS
mattress He had turned hIS collar InSide out and tIed hIS tIe so that the torn
place didn't show With the pomt of a match he had scraped enough blacklng
from the tIn to pohsh rus shoes He had even borrowed a needle from
LorenhelID and darned hIS socks-a tedIOUS Job, but better than Inking the
places where your ankle shows through Also he had procured an empty Gold
Flake packet and put Into It a single CIgarette extracted from the pennY-ln-theslot-machIne That was Just for the look of the thmg You can't, of course, go
to other people's houses WIth no CIgarettes But If you have even one It's all
rIght, because when people see one CIgarette m a packet they assume that the
packet has been full It IS faIrly easy to pass the thIng off as an accIdent
'Have a CIgarette?' you say casually to someone
'Oh-thanks '
You push the packet open and then regIster surptlse 'Hell r I'm down to my
last And I could have sworn I had a full packet'
'Oh, I won't take your last Have one of mzne,' says the other
'Oh-thanks '
And after that, of course, your host and hostess press cigarettes upon you
But you must have one CIgarette, Just for honour's sake
Sharply the menaC1.ng wznd sweeps over He would fimsh that poem presently.
He could finish It whenever he chose It was queer, how the mere prospect of
gOIng to a hterary tea-party bucked rum up When your Income 18 two qUId a
week you at least aren't Jaded by too much human contact Even to see the
inSIde of somebody else's house IS a kInd of treat A padded armcharr under
your bum, and tea and CIgarettes and the smell of women-you learn to
appreCIate such thIngs when you are starved of them In practIce> though,
Donng's partIes never In the least resembled what Gordon looked forward
to Those wonderful, witty, erudite conversatIons that he ImagIned
beforehand.... they never happened or began to happen Indeed there was never
anythIng that could properly be called conversation at all, only the stupid
clackIng that goes on at partles everywhere, in Hampstead or Hong Kong. No
one really worth meetIng ever came t.o Donng's partIes Donng was such a
very mangy lion himself that hts followers were hardly even worthy to be called
Jackals Qmte half of.them w-er~ those hen-Witted mIddle-aged women who
have lately es~ed f:tt>m gt*)d. ChristIan ihOmes 'Wld are tryIng to be hterary
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The star exhIbIts were troops of brIght young thIngs who dropped In for half
an hour, formed cIrcles of theIr own, and talked snIggenngly about the other
brIght young thmgs to whom they referred by mcknames For the most part
Gordon found hImself hangmg about on the edges of conversatIOns DOrIng
was kmd In a slapdash way and Introduced hIm to everybody as 'Gordon
Comstock-you know, the poet He wrote that dashed clever book of poems
called Mzce You know' But Gordon had never yet encountered anybody who
dzd know The bnght young thIngs summed hIm up at a glance and Ignored
hIm He was thlrtYIsh, moth-eaten, and obVIously pennIless And yet, In spIte
of the mvarIable dlsappomtment, how eagerly he looked forward to those
lIterary tea-partIes' They were a break In hIS lonelIness, anyway, That IS the
devIlIsh thIng about poverty, the ever-recurrent thmg-lonelIness Day after
day wIth never an IntellIgent person to talk to, mght after nIght back to your
godless room, always alone Perhaps It sounds rather fun If you are rIch and
sought-after, but how dIfferent It IS when you do It from necessIty'
Sharply the menactng wznd sweeps over A stream of cars hummed easIly up
the hIll Gordon eyed them wIthout envy Who wants a car, anyway'> The pInk
doll-faces of upper-class women gazed at hIm through the car WIndow Bloody
mt-wItted lapdogs Pampered bItches dOZIng on theIr chaIns Better the lone
wolf than the CrIngIng dogs, He thought of the Tube statIOns at early mornIng
The black hordes of clerks scurrYIng underground lIke ants Into a hole, swarms
of lIttle ant-lIke men, each with dlspatch-case In rIght hand, newspaper In left
hand, and the fear of the sack hke a maggot In hIS heatt How It eats at them,
that secret fear' EspecIally on winter days, when they hear the menace of the
wmd WInter, the sack, the workhouse, the Embankment benches' Ah'
Sharply the menaCIng Wind sweeps over
The bending poplars, newly bare,
And the dark ribbons of the chimneys
Veer downward, ft.lcked by whips of atr,
Torn posters ft.utter, Coldly sound
The boom of trams and the rattle of hooves~
And the clerks who hurry to the station
Look, shuddenng, over the eastern rooves,
ThInklOg-

What do they thInk) Wxnter's COmIng Is my JOb safe'> The sack means the
workhouse CUcumClse ye your foresklns, 8alth the Lord Suck the blackIng
off the boss's boots. Yest
Tlunklng each one, 'Here comes tbe wlOter'
PlOQe God. I keep my Job thlS year!'
A,n.d. bleakly, as the cold stnkes through
TheIr entralls like an ICY spear,
1'Mytblnk~T~7 agatn.

No matter~ What do they thInk' Money, money! Rent, rates,

~ a~ bills, season uckets, boots for the cluldren. And the bfe Insurance
~ aDd the sldvvia wages And, my God, suppose the Wlfe gets m the
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famtly way agaInl And dId I laugh loud enough when the boss made that Joke
yesterday;> And the next Instalment on the vacuum cleaner
Neatly, takIng a pleasure In hIS neatness, WIth the sensatlOn of droppmg
pIece after pIece of a JIgsaw puzzle mto place, he fashlOned another stanza
Keep the Aspzdzstra Flyzng

They tlunk of rent, rates, season tIckets,
Insurance, coal, the skivvy's wages,
Boots, school bIlls, and the next Instalment
Upon the two tWIn beds from Drage's

Not bad, not bad at all Fimsh It presently Four or five more stanzas
Ravelston would pnnt It
A starhng sat In the naked boughs of a plane tree, croomng self-pItIfully as
starhngs do on warm WInter days when they beheve sprmg IS In the alr At the
foot of the tree a huge sandy cat sat motlOnless, mouth open, gaZIng upwards
Wlth rapt deSIre, plamly expectIng that the starhng would drop Into Its mouth
Gordon repeated to hunself the four fimshed stanzas of rus poem It was good
Why had he thought last nIght that It was mechanIcal, weak, and empty';) He
was a poet He walked more upnght, arrogantly almost, WIth the pnde of a
poet Gordon Comstock, author of Mzce 'Of exceptlOnal promIse,' The Tzmes
Lzt Supp had saId Author also of London Pleasures For that too would be
fimshed qwte soon He knew now that he could fimsh It when he chose. Why
had he ever despaIred of It;> Three months It mIght take, soon enough to come
out In the summer In hIS mInd's eye he saw the 'slIm' whIte buckram shape of
London Pleasures) the excellent paper, the Wide margms, the good Caslon type,
the refined dust-Jacket and the reVIews In all the best papers. 'An outstandmg
acmevement' - The Tzmes Lzt Supp 'A welcome relIef from the Sitwell
school' -Scrutzny
ColerIdge Grove was a damp, shadowy, secluded road, a bhnd alley and
therefore VOId of traffic LIterary aSSOClaUons of the wrong kind (Colendge was
rumoured to have lIved there for SIX weeks In the summer of 1821) hung heavy
upon It You could not look at Its antIque decaymg houses, standIng back from
the road In dank gardens under heavy trees, Wlthout feelIng an atmosphere of
outmoded 'culture' envelop you In some of those houses, undoubtedly,
Browmng SOCIetleS sull flourished, and ladles 10 art serge sat at the feet of
extInct poets talkIng about SWinburne and Walter Pater In spnng the gardens
were spl'lnkled Wlth purple and yellow crocuses, and later WIth harebells,
spnngIng up m lIttle Wendy ongs among the anaemIC grass, and even the
trees, It seemed to Gordon, played up to theIr enVIronment and twIsted
themselves mto whunsy Rackhamesque attItudes It was queer that a
prosperous hack moe hke Paul Donng should hve In such a place For Do-rlIlg
was an astonishIngly bad critic He reviewed novels for the Su.nday Post and
dIScovered tbegreat EnglIsh novel WIth Walpo!ean regulanty once a fortnight
You would have expected. him to hve in a fiat on Hyde Park Corner. Perhaps it
was a kind ofpenan.ce\that he had itnpc:$eci upon hunself, as though by lIving in
the refined dtscomfort of Coite:r-ldge Grove he proPItiated the In}ured gods of
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Pleasures And then suddenly he stopped short There was somethIng wrong
about the look of the DOrIngs' gate What was It? Ah, of course' There were no
cars waitIng outside
He paused, walked on a step or two, and stopped agaIn, hke a dog that smells
danger It was all wrong There ought to be some cars There were always qUIte
a lot of people at the DOrIngs' partIes, and half of them came In cars Why had
nobody else arrIved' Could he be too early? But no' They had saId half past
three and It was at least twenty to four
He hastened towards the gate Already he felt practIcally sure that the party
had been put off A ChIll lIke the shadow of a cloud had fallen across hIm
Suppose the Dorings weren't at home' Suppose the party had been put off'
And thIs thought, though It dIsmayed hIm, did not strIke hIm as In the least
Improbable It was hIS specIal bugbear, the especial chIldIsh dread he carrIed
about wIth hIm, to be InvIted to people's houses and then find them not at
home Even when there was no doubt about the InvItatIon he always half
expected that there would be some hItch or other He was never qUIte certaIn
of hIS welcome He took It for granted that people would snub hIm and forget
about hIm Why not, Indeed? He had no money When you have no money
your ltfe IS one long serIes of snubs
He swung the tron gate open It creaked with a lonely sound The dank
mossy path was bordered wIth chunks of some Rackhamesque pInkIsh stone
Gordon Inspected the house-front narrowly He was so used to thIS kInd of
thIng He had developed a sort of Sherlock Holmes technIque for findIng out
whether a house was InhabIted or not Ah' Not much doubt about It thIS time
The house had a deserted look No smoke comIng from the chunneys, no
wmdows hghted It must be gettIng darkIsh Indoors-surely they would have
lIghted the lamps? And there was not a smgle footmark on the steps, that
settled It Nevertheless wIth a sort of desperate hope he tugged at the bell An
old-fasluoned wire bell, of course In ColerIdge Grove It would have been
consIdered low and unlIterary to have an electrIc bell
Clang, clang, clangl went the bell
Gordon's last hope vanished No mistaking the hollow clangour of a bell
echomg through an empty house He seized the handle agam and gave It a
wrench that almost broke the Wlre A frIghtful, clamorous peal answered hIm
But It was useless, qUIte useless Not a foot stIrred WIthIn Even the servants
were out_ At thIS moment he became aware of a lace cap, some dark haIr;, and a
pal! of youthful eyes regardIng him furtIvely from the basement of the house
next door. It was a servant..girI who had come out to see what all the nOIse was
about. She caught rus eye and gazed Into the mIddle dIstance He looked a fool
and knew It. One always does look a fool when one rIngs the bell of an empty
house. And suddenly 11 came to lum that that gIrl knew all about hIm-knew
that s-eparty had been put off and that everyone except Gordon had been told
of ;:t~ t:h:at it was because he had no money that he wasn't worth the
tJ:<:Nb~oftelling She knew. Servants always know
He turned and made for the gate Under the servant's eye he had to stroll
~, away) as though tlus were a small dlsappomtment that scarcely
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mattered But he was tremblIng so wIth anger that It was dIfficult to control hIS
movements The sods' The bloody sods' To have played a trIck lIke that on
hIm' To have InvIted hIm, and then changed the day and not even bothered to
tell hIm' There mIght be other explanatIOns-he Just refused to thmk of them
The sods, the bloody sods' HIs eye fell upon one of the Rackhamesque chunks
of stone How he'd love to pIck that thIng up and bash It through the WIndow'
He grasped the rusty gate-bar so hard that he hurt hIS hand and almost tore It
The phYSIcal paIn dId hIm good It counteracted the agony at hIS heart It was
not merely that he had been cheated of an evemng spent In human company,
though that was much It was the feelIng of helplessness, of InSIgnIficance, of
beIng set aSIde, Ignored-a creature not worth worrYIng about They'd
changed the day and hadn't even bothered to tell hIm Told everybody else,
but not hIm That's how people treat you when you've no money' Just
wantonly, cold-bloodedly Insult you It was lIkely enough, mdeed, that the
Dormgs' had honestly forgotten, meamng no harm, It was even possIble that
he hImself had mIstaken the date But no' He wouldn't thInk of It The
Dorlngs' had done It on purpose Of course they had done It on purpose' Just
hadn't troubled to tell hIm, because he had no money and consequently didn't
matter The sods l
He walked rapidly away There was a sharp pam In hiS breast Human
contact, human VOIces' But what was ~he good of WIshIng? He'd have to spend
the evenIng alone, as usual HIS frIends were so few and lIved so far away
Rosemary would stIll be at work, beSIdes, she lIved at the back of beyond, In
West KenSIngton, In a women's hostel guarded by female dragons Ravelston
lIved nearer, In the Regent's Park district But Ravelston was a rIch man and
had many engagements, the chances were always agaInst hiS beIng at home
Gordon could not even rIng rum up, because he hadn't the necessary two
penmes, only three halfpence and the Joey BeSIdes, how could he go and see
Ravelston when he had no money' Ravelston would be sure to say 'Lees go to
a pub,' or somethIng' He couldn't let Ravelston pay for hIS drInks HIS
fnendsmp WIth Ravelston was only pOSSible on the understanding that he paId
hIS share of everythmg
He took out his SIngle cigarette and hghted It It gave hIm no pleasure to
smoke, walktng fast, It was a mere reckless gesture He dId not take much
nooce of where he was gOIng All he wanted was to ore himself, to walk and
walk 011 the stupid phYSical fatigue had obhterated the DorIngs' snub He
moved roughly southward-through the wastes of Camden Town, down
Tottenham Court Road It had been dark for some tIme now He crossed
Oxford Street, threaded through Covent Garden, found htmself in the Strand,
and crossed the nver by Waterioc;> BrIdge. With Olght the cold had descended.
As he walked hIS anger grew less VIolent, but hIS mood could not
fundamentally 1lllprove There was a thought that kept hauntIng hUn-a
thought from wluch he fled, but wluch was not to be escaped. It was the
thought of his poems HIS empty) silly, futile poems I How could he ever have
belIeved m them? To thlnk that acruaUy he had imagIned, so short a tune ago,
thatev-enLondPn P~astW6$JJUgb.t one day com.e to somethmgl It made hun si.dt
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to thmk ofhts poems now It was hke rememberIng last mght's debauch He
knew 10 hIS bones that he was no good and hIS poems were no good London
Pleasures would never be fimshed If he lIved to be a thousand he would never
WrIte a hne worth readIng Over and over, In self-hatred, he repeated those
four stanzas of the poem he had been makIng up ChrIst, what trIpe' Rhyme to
rhyme-tinkle, tlnkle, tmkle l Hollow as an empty bISCUit tIn That was the kind
of muck he had wasted hIS hfe on
He had walked a long way, five or seven mIles perhaps HIS feet were hot and
swollen from the pavements He was somewhere In Lambeth, In a slummy
quarter where the narrow, puddled street plunged Into blackness at fifty yards'
distance The few lamps, mIst-rInged, hung lIke Isolated stars, Illumining
nothmg save themselves He was gettmg devIlishly hungry The coffee-shops
tempted hIm WIth theIr steamy Windows and thel! chalked sIgns 'Good Cup of
Tea,2d No Urns Used' But It was no use, he couldn't spend hIS Joey He
went under some echOIng railway arches and up the alley on to Hungerford
BrIdge On the mIry water, lIt by the glare of skysigns, the muck of East
London was racing Inland Corks, lemons, barrel-staves, a dead dog, hunks of
bread Gordon walked along the Embankment to WestmInster The Wind
made the plane trees rattle Sharply the menaczng wznd sweeps over He winced
That trIpe agaml Even now, though It was December, a few poor draggled old
wrecks were settlIng down on the benches, tuckmg themselves up In sort of
parcels of newspaper Gordon looked at them callously On the bum, they
called It He would come to It hImself some day Better so, perhaps";> He never
felt any PIty for the genuIne poor It IS the black-coated poor, the middlemiddle class, who need pItYIng
He walked up to Trafalgar Square Hours and hours to kIll The NatIOnal
Gallery";> Ah, shut long ago, of course It would be It was a quarter past seven
Three, four, five hours before he could sleep He walked seven tlmes round the
square, slowly Four tImes clockWise, three tImes Wlddershlns HIS feet were
sore and most of the benches were empty, but he would not SIt down If he
halted for an Instant the longing for tobacco would come upon hIm In the
CharIng Cross Road the teashops called bke sirens Once the glass door of a
Lyons swung open, lettIng out a wave of hot cake-scented atr It almost
overcame htm After all, why not go In? You could SIt there for nearly an hour
A cup of tea twopence, two buns a penny each He had fourpence halfpenny,
countIng the Joey But no 1 That bloody Joey! The gIrl at the cash desk would
Utter In a vIvId VISIon he saw the gIrl at the cash desk, as she handled hIS
threepenny-bit, gnn sidelong at the gIrl behInd the cake-counter They'd know
It was your last threepence No USe. Shove on Keep moving
In the deadly glare of the Neon hghts the pavements were densely crowded
Gordon threaded his way, a small shabby figure, With pale face and unkempt
hair.. The C:owd sltd past hnn; he aVOIded and was avoIded There IS
~ horrible about London at nIght, the coldness, the anonymIty, the
aIooflleSS. Seven nulbon people, slIdlng to and fro, aVOIdIng contact, barely
aware of one another's eXIsten<:e, hke fish In an aquanum tank The street
~ WIth pretty girls By scores they streamed past hun, theIr faces
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averted or unseeing, cold nymph-creatures, dreadIng the eyes of the male It
was queer how many of them seemed to be alone, or with another gIrl Far
more women alone than women wIth men, he noted That too was money
How many girls alIve wouldn't be manless sooner than take a man who's
moneyless?
The pubs were open, OOZIng sour whIffs of beer People were trlcklIng by
ones and twos Into the picture-houses Gordon halted outside a great gansh
picture-house, under the weary eye of the commISSIOnaIre, to examIne the
photographs Greta Garbo In The Paznted Vezl He yearned to go InSIde, not
for Greta's sake, but Just for the warmth and the softness of the velvet seat He
hated the pIctures, of course, seldom went there even when he could afford It
Why encourage the art that IS destIned to replace hterature? But stIll, there IS a
kInd of soggy attractIon about It To SIt on the padded seat In the warm smokescented darkness, lettIng the flIckenng drIvel on the screen gradually
overwhelm you - feehng the waves of Its sIllIness lap you round nIl you seem to
drown, IntOXIcated, In a VISCOUS sea-after all, It's the kmd of drug we need
The nght drug for frIendless people As he approached the Palace Theatre a
tart on sentry-go under the porch marked hIm down, stepped forward, and
stood In hIS path A short, stocky ItalIan gIrl, very young, WIth bIg black eyes
She looked agreeable, and, what tarts so seldom are, merry For a moment he
checked hIS step, even allOWIng hImself to catch her eye She looked up at hIm,
ready to break out Into a broad-hpped sInlle Why not stop and talk to her? She
looked as though she mIght understand hIm But no' No money' He looked
away and SIde-stepped her WIth the cold haste of a man whom poverty makes
VIrtuous How fUrlOUS she'd be If he stopped and then she found he had no
money' He pressed on Even to talk costs money
Up Tottenham Gourt Road and Camden Road It was a dreary drudge He
walked slower, draggIng hIS feet a httle He had done ten mIles over
pavements More gIrls streamed past, unseemg. Guls alone, gIrls WIth youths,
gIrlS WIth other guls, girls alone TheIr cruel youthful eyes went over hIm and
through mm as though he had not eXIsted He was too tIred to resent It His
shoulders surrendered to then wearIness, he slouched, not trymg any longer to
preserve hIS upnght carrIage and his you-be-damned aIr They flee from me
that someone dId me seek How could you blame them? He was thuty, moth...
eaten, and Without charm Why should any gIrl ever look at hIm agatn?
He reflected that he must go home at once If he wanted any food-for Ma
Wlsbeach refused to serve meals after rune o'clock But the thought of hIs cold
womanless bedroom SIckened hun To c1nnb the staIrs, 11ght the gas, flop down
at the table WIth hours to klll and nothIng to do, nothIng to read, nothIng to
smoke-no, not endurable In Camden Town the pubs were full and nOISY,
though thiS was only Thursday. Three women, red-armed, squat as the beer
mugs m theIr hands, stood outsIde a pub door, talkIng From witlun came
hoarse VOlces, fag-smoke, the fume of beer Gordon thought -of the Cnchton
Arms Flaxman mIght be there. Why not risk It'> A half (}f bItter, threepence
halfpenny. He had fourpence halfpenny QQUllong the J-oey Mter all, a JOey "
legal tender
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He felt dreadfully thIrsty already It had been a mIstake to let hImself thInk
of beer As he approached the CrIchton, he heard VOIces SIngIng The great
garIsh pub seemed to be more brIghtly lIghted than usual There was a concert
of somethIng gomg on InSIde Twenty rIpe male VOIces were chantIng In
umson
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'Fo-or ree's a jOrrlgoo' fellow,
For ree's a jOrrlgoo' fellow,
For ree's a }orngoo' fe-ELL-owAnd toorl oorl us I'

At least, that was what It sounded lIke Gordon drew nearer, pIerced by a
ravIshmg thIrst The VOIces were SO soggy, SO InfinItely beery When you heard
them you saw the scarlet faces of prosperous plumbers There was a prIvate
room behInd the bar where the Buffaloes held theIr secret conclaves
Doubtless It was they who were SIngIng They were gIVIng some kInd of
commemoratIve booze to theIr presIdent, secretary, Grand HerbIvore, or
whatever he IS called Gordon heSItated outsIde the Saloon bar Better to go to
the publIc bar, perhaps Draught beer In the publIc, bottled beer In the saloon
He went round to the other SIde of the pub The beer-choked VOIces followed
hun
'WIth a toon oon ay
An' a toon oon ayl
'Fo-or ree's a jOrrlgoo' fellow,
For ree's a jOrrlgoo' fellow-'

He felt qUIte faInt for a moment But It was fatIgue and hunger as well as
thIrst He could pIcture the cosy room where those Buffaloes were SIngtng, the
roarIng fire, the bIg shIny table, the bOVIne photographs on the wall Could
pIcture also, as the singIng ceased, twenty scarlet faces dIsappearIng Into pots
of beer He put hIS hand Into hIS pocket and made sure that the threepenny-bIt
was stIll there After all, why not';> In the publIc bar, who would COJllIl1ent' Slap
the Joey down on the bar and pass It off as a Joke. 'Been saVUlg that up from the
Christmas pudchng-ha, hal' Laughter all round Already he seemed to have
the metalbc taste of draught beer on his tongue
He fingered the tIny dIsc, lI'resolute The Buffaloes had tuned up agaIn
'Wlth a. toon oon ay,
An' a toon oo~ ayl

'Fo-or ree's a 10;rngoot fellow-'

GoPdo:n Jll();ved back to the saloon bar The WIndow was frosted, and also
~,~ the beat in side. St1l1, there
~&peeped:in. Yes, Flaxman was

were chmks where you could see
there
, TW~ 'bar was crowded LIke all rooms seen from the outsIde, it looked
~\l1t~.. The fire that blazed In the grate danced, mirrored, rn the brass
~ .QordQn thought he could almost smell the beer through the glass

Keep the Aspzdzstra Flyzng
623
Flaxman was proppIng up the bar wIth two fish-faced pals who looked lIke
Insurance-touts of the better type One elbow on the bar, hIS foot on the rall, a
beer-streaked glass In the other hand, he was swappmg backchat wIth the
blonde cutle barmaId She was standIng on a chaIr behInd the bar, rangIng the
bottled beer and talkIng saucIly over her shoulder You couldn't hear what
they were sayIng, but you could guess Flaxman let fall some memorable
WIttIcIsm The fish-faced men bellowed wIth obscene laughter And the
blonde cutle, tItterIng down at hIm, half shocked and half delIghted, wrIggled
her neat bttle bum
Gordon's heart sIckened To be In there, Just to be In there' In the warmth
and bght, WIth people to talk to, WIth beer and cIgarettes and a gIrl to fllrt WIth'
After all, why not go m) You could borrow a bob off Flaxman Flaxman would
lend It to you all rIght He pIctured Flaxman's careless assent-'What ho,
chapple' How's hfe) What) A bob? Sure' Take two Catch, chapPleI' -and the
florIn flIcked along the beer-wet bar. Flaxman was a decent sort, In hIS way
Gordon put hIs hand agaInst the SWIng door He even pushed It open a few
Inches The warm fog of smoke and beer slIpped through the crack A famIlIar,
revIvIng smell, nervertheless as he smelled It hIS nerve faIled hIm No'
ImpossIble to go In He turned away He couldn't go shovIng In that saloon bar
with only fourpence halfpenny In hIS pocket Never let other people buy your
drInks for youl The first commandment of the moneyless He made off, down
the dark pavement
'For ree's a Jorngoo' fe-ELL-oWAnd tOOII oon us l
~Wlth a

toon COIl ayl

An'a-'

The VOIces, dImInIshIng WIth dIstance" rolled after hIm, bearIng faInt tidIngs
of beer Gordon took the threepenny-bIt from hIS pocket and sent It skImmIng
away Into the darkness
He was gOIng home, If you could call It 'gOlng' At any rate he was
graVItatIng In that dIrectIon He dId not want to go home, but he had got to SIt
down. HIS legs ached and hIS feet were brUIsed, and that vIle bedroom was the
sole place m London where he had purchased the rIght to SIt down. He slIpped
In qUIetly, but, as usual, not qUIte so qUIetly that Mrs Wisbeach faIled to hear
hIm She gave hIm a bnef nosy glance round the corner of her door It would
be a lIttle after nine She mIght get hIm a meal If he asked her But she would
grIzzle and make a favour of It, and he would go to bed hungry sooner than face
that
He started up the stairs He was half way up the first fllght when a double
knock behmd made hun Jump. The post J Perhaps a letter from Rosemaryl
Forced from outsIde, the letter flap hfted, and with an eifortl hke a heron
regurgItating a :flatfish, vomited a bunch of letters on to the mat Gordon's
heart bounded There were SIX or seven of them Surely among all that lot
there must be one for hunself! Mrs Wisbeach, as usual, had darted from her
bur at the sound of the postman.'$ltnock As a matter of fact, 11l tW!O years
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Gordon had never once succeeded In getting hold of a letter before Mrs
Wlsbeach laid hands on It She gathered the letters Jealously to her breast, and
then, holdmg them up one at a time, scanned their addresses From her
manner you could gather that she suspected each one of them of contwnlng a
wnt, an Improper love letter, or an ad for Amen PIlls
'One for you, Mr Comstock,' she said sourly, handing hun a letter
HIS heart shrank and paused In ItS beat A long-shaped envelope Not from
Rosemary, therefore Ah' It was addressed In hIS own handWrItIng From the
editor of a paper, then He had two poems 'out' at present One WIth the
Galz/orman Revzew, the other WIth the Przmrose Quarterly But thIS wasn't an
Amencan stamp And the Przmrose had had hIS poem at least SIX weeks I Good
God, SuppOSIng they'd accepted It I
He had forgotten Rosemary's eXlstence He saId 'Thanks", stuck the letter
m hIS pocket, and started up the staIrs WIth outward calm, but no sooner was he
out of Mrs WIsbeach's SIght that he bounded up three steps at a tIme He had
got to be alone to open that letter Even before he reached the door he was
feelIng for hiS matchbox, but hIS fingers were tremblIng so that In lIghtIng the
gas he chIpped the mantle He sat down, took the letter from hIS pocket, and
then quaIled For a moment he could not nerve hImself to open It He held It up
to the lIght and felt It to see how thIck It was HIS poem had been two sheets
Then, callIng hImself a fool, he rIpped the envelope open Out tumbled hIs
own poem, and WIth It a neat-oh, so neatl-lIttle prInted slIp of unitatlOn
parchment
The EdItor regrets that he IS unable to make use of the enclosed contrIbutIon

I

The slIp was decorated WIth a deSIgn of funereal laurel leaves
Gordon gazed at the thIng WIth wordless hatred Perhaps no snub In the
world IS so deadly as thIS, because none IS so unanswerable Suddenly he
loathed rus own poem and was acutely ashamed of It He felt It the weakest,
sIllIest poem ever wntten WIthout lookIng at It again he tore It Into small bIts
and flung them Into the wastepaper basket He would put that poem out of hIS
mmd for ever The reJectIon slIp, however, he dId not tear up yet. He fingered
It, feelmg Its loathly sleekness Such an elegant lIttle thIng, pnnted In
admIrable type You could tell at a glance that It came from a 'good'
magmne-a snooty hIghbrow magazIne WIth the money of a publIshIng house
behtnd It Money, money' Money and culture! It was a stupid thIng that he
had done Fancy sendmg a poem to a paper lIke the Pnmrose! As though they'd
accept poems from people lIke mm The mere fact that the poem wasn't typed
would tell them what kInd of person he was He mIght as well have dropped a
on Buckmgluun Palace. He thOUght of the people who wrote for the
PntwrfJSB:,e, coterie of moneyed highbrows-those sleek, refined young anImals
wito lUCSk.Jrmoney and culture WIth their mother)s mIlk. The Idea of tryIng to
hbm it), G.0ltl:g that pansy crowd' But he cursed them all the same. The sods!
The bloody sod.st ~Tbe Editdt regrets!' Why be so bloody mealy-mouthed
abqut: it? Why not say outright, 'We don't want your bloody poems We only
tab poe!nS from chaps we were at Cambndge WIth Y()U proletarians keep
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your dIstance'';) The bloody, hYPOCrItIcal sods'
At last he crumpled up the reJectIOn slIp, threw It away, and stood up Better
get to bed whIle he had the energy to undress Bed was the only place that was
warm But walt WInd the clock, set the alarm He went through the famlhar
actIOn WIth a sense of deadly staleness HIS eye fell upon the aspIdIstra Two
years he had mhabIted thIS VIle room, two mortal years m WhICh nothIng had
been accompbshed Seven hundred wasted days, all endIng In the lonely bed
Snubs, faIlures, Insults, all of them unavenged Money, money, allIS money'
Because he had no money the Dormgs' snubbed hIm, because he had no
money the Przmrose had turned down hIS poem, because he had no money
Rosemary wouldn't sleep WIth hIm SOCIal faIlure, artIstIc faIlure, sexual
faIlure-they are all the same And lack of money IS at the bottom of them all
He must hIt back at somebody or somethIng He could not go to bed WIth
that rejectIOn slIp as the last thIng In hIS mInd He thought of Rosemary It was
five days now SInce she had WrItten If there had been a letter from her thIS
evemng even that rap over the knuckles from the Pnmrose Quarterly would
have mattered less She declared that she loved hIm, and she wouldn't sleep
WIth h1m, wouldn't even wr1te to hIm' She was the same as all the others She
despIsed hIm and forgot about hIm because he had no money and therefore
dIdn't matter He would wrIte her an enormous letter, tellIng her what It felt
lIke to be Ignored and Insulted, makIng her see how cruelly she had treated
hIm
He found a clean sheet of paper and wrote In the top rIght-hand corner
'31 WIl10wbed Road, NW, I December, 9 30 pm'
But haVIng wrttten that much, he found that he could WrIte no more He was
In the defeated mood when even the wrItmg of a letter IS too great an effort
BeSIdes, what was the use' She would never understand No woman ever
understands But he must WrIte somethIng Somethmg to wound her-that was
what he most wanted, at thIS moment He medItated for a long t1me, and at last
wrote, exactly In the mIddle of the sheet
You have broken my heart
No address, no SIgnature Rather neat It looked, all by ltself, there In the
mIddle of the sheet, In hI8 small 'scholarly' handwrItmg Almost lIke a httle
poem In 1tself ThIS thought cheered hIm up a httle
He stuck the letter In an envelope and went out and posted It at the post
office on the corner, spendIng hIS last three halfpence on a penny stamp and a
halfpenny stamp out of the slot machine.

5
'We're prmtIng that poem of yours In next month's Antzchrzst,' saId Ravelston
from hIS first-floor wlodow
Gordon, on the pavement below, affected to have forgotten the poem
Ravelston was speakIng about, he remembered It Intimately, of course, as he
remembered all hIS poems
'WhICh poem" he S8.1d
'The one about the dYIng prostitute We thought It was rather successful '
Gordon laughed a laugh of gratified conceit, and managed to pass It off as a
laugh of sardonIC amusement
'Aha' A dYIng prostItute' That's rather what you mIght call one of my
subjects I'll do you one about an aspidistra next tIme'
Ravelston's over-sensItIve, bOYIsh face, framed by nIce dark-brown haIr,
drew back a lIttle from the WIndow
'It's mtolerably cold,' he saId You~d better come up and have some food, or
somethmg'
'No, you come down I've had dInner Let's go to a pub and have some beer'
'All tlght then Half a mInute wInle I get my shoes on.'
They had been talklng for some mInutes, Gordon on the pavement,
Ravelston leaning out of the Window above Gordon had announced hiS arrIval
not by knockIng at the door but by thrOWIng a pebble agaInst the WIndow pane
He never, if he could help It, set foot InSIde Ravelston's flat There was
somethIng In the atmosphere of the fiat that upset hlffi and made hIm feel
mean, dIrty, and out of place It was so overwhelmIngly, though
unconscIously, upper-class Only In the street or In a pub could he feel hImself
approxunately Ravelston's equal It would have astomshed Ravelston to learn
that his four ...roomed fiat, which he thought of as a poky lIttle place, had thIS
effect upon Gordon To Ravelston, hVlng In the WIlds of Regent's Park was
practIcally the same thIng as hvmg In the slums, he had chosen to lIve there, en
bon socwiute, precisely as your SOCIal snob w1l1 hve 10 a mews 10 MayfaIr for the
sake of the 'wI' on hIS notepaper It was part of a lIfelong attempt to escape
from lus own class and become, as It were, an honorary member of the
proletatlat. Like all such attempts, It was foredoomed to fmlure No rIch man
ever suoceeds In disguISIng hunself as a poor man, for money, lIke murder, WIll

out.
On the street door there was a brass plate Inscrlbed'
P W H RAVELSTON

ANTICHRIST

Keep the Aspzdzstra Flyzng

62 7
Ravelston lIved on the first floor, and the edItorIal offices of Antzchrzst were
downstaIrs Antzchrzst was a mIddle- to hIgh-brow monthly, SocIalIst m a
vehement but Ill-defined way In general, It gave the ImpreSSIOn of bemg
edIted by an ardent NonconformIst who had transferred hIS allegiance from
God to Marx, and In dOIng so had got mIxed up wIth a gang of vers lzbre poets
ThIS was not really Ravelston's character, merely he was softer-hearted than
an edItor ought to be, and consequently was at the mercy of hiS contnbutors
PractIcally anythIng got pnnted In Antzchrzst If Ravelston suspected that Its
author was starVIng
Ravelston appeared a moment later, hatless and pullIng on a paIr of gauntlet
gloves You could tell hIm at a glance for a nch young man He wore the
umform of the moneyed IntellIgentsIa, an old tweed coat-but It was one of
those coats WhICh have been made by a good tallor and grow more arIstocratiC
as they grow older-very loose grey flannel bags, a grey pullover, much-worn
brown shoes He made a pomt of gOIng everywhere, even to fashIOnable houses
and expenSIve restaurants, In these clothes, Just to show hIS contempt for
upper-class conventIons, he dId not fully reahze that It IS only the upper classes
who can do these thmgs Though he was a year older than Gordon he looked
much younger He was very tall, wIth a lean, WIde-shouldered body and the
tYPIcal loungIng grace of the upper-class youth But there was somethmg
CUrIously apologetIC In hlS movements and In the expreSSIOn of hiS face He
seemed always In the act of steppmg out of somebody else's way When
expreSSIng an opInIOn he would rub hIs nose WIth the back of hIS left
forefinger The truth was that m every moment of rus hfe he was apologlzmg,
tacItly, for the largeness of hIS mcome You could make hIm uncomfortable as
easIly by remIndmg him that he was nch as you could make Gordon by
remIndIng hIm that he was poor
'You've had dInner, I gather?' saId Ravelston, In hIS rather Bloomsbury
VOIce
'Yes, ages ago Haven't you?'
'Oh, yes, certaInly Oh, qUite!'
It was twenty past eIght and Gordon had had no food SInce mIdday, NeIther
had Ravelston Gordon did not know that Ravelston was hungry, but
Ravelston knew that Gordon was hungry, and Gordon knew that Ravelston
knew It Nevertheless, each saw good reason for pretendIng not to be hungry
They seldom or never had meals together Gordon would not let Ravelston
buy hIS meals for hIm, and for rums elf he could not afford to go to restaurants,
not even to a Lyons or an ABC ThIS was Monday and he had five and
nInepence left He mIght afford a couple of pmts at a pub, but not a proper
meal. When he and Ravelston met It was always agreed, WIth sIlent
manoeuvrIngs, that they should do nothmg that Involved spendJng money,
beyond the shHhng or so one spends In a pub. In thIS way the fictlon was kept
up that there was no senous difference In theIr Incomes
Gordon SIdled closer to Ravelston as they started down the pavement He
would have taken lus arm., only of course one can't dQ that kInd of thIng. Beside
Ravelston' $ taller)o comelier figure he looked fraU, fretful" an9 nnserably
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shabby He adored Ravelston and was never qUIte at ease In hIS presence
Ravelston had not merely a charm of manner, but also a kInd of fundamental
decency, a graceful attltude to lIfe, WhICh Gordon scarcely encountered
elsewhere Undoubtedly It was bound up wIth the fact that Ravelston was rIch
For money buys all VIrtues Money suffereth long and IS kInd, IS not puffed up,
doth not behave unseemly, seeketh not her own But In some ways Ravelston
was not even lIke a moneyed person The fatty degeneratIOn of the SpIrIt whIch
goes wIth wealth had mIssed hIm, or he had escaped It by a conscIOUS effort
Indeed hIS whole lIfe was a struggle to escape It It was for thIS reason that he
gave up hIS tIme and a large part of hIS Income to edItIng an unpopular SocIalIst
monthly And apart from Antzchrzst, money flowed from hIm In all dIrectIOns
A trIbe of cadgers rangIng from poets to pavement-artIsts browsed upon hIm
unceasIngly For hImself he lIved upon eIght hundred a year or thereabouts
Even of thIS Income he was acutely ashamed It was not, he realIzed, exactly a
proletarIan Income, but he had never learned to get along on less EIght
hundred a year was a mInImum. lIVIng wage to hIm, as two pounds a week was
to Gordon
'How IS your work gettIng on';)' saId Ravelston presently
'Oh) as usual It's a drowsy kInd of Job SwapPIng back-chat WIth old hens
about Hugh Walpole I don't object to It'
'I meant your own work-your wrItIng Is London Pleasures gettIng on all
rIght?'
'Oh, ChrIst' Don't speak of It It's turmng my haIr grey.'
'Isn't It gOIng forward at alP'
'My books don't go forward They go backward'
Ravelston SIghed As edItor of Antzchrzst, he was used to encouraging
despondent poets that It had become a second nature to hIm He dId not need
tellIng why Gordon 'couldn't' wrIte, and why all poets nowadays 'can't' wrIte,
and why when they do WrIte It IS somethIng as arId as the rattlIng of a pea InSIde
a bIg drum He said WIth sympathetIc gloom
'Of course I admIt thIS Isn't a hopeful age to WrIte poetry In '
'You bet It Isn't '
Gordon kicked his heel agatnst the pavement. He WIshed that London
Pleasures had not been mentIOned It brought back to hIm the memory of hIS
mean, cold bedroom and the gnmy papers lIttered under the aspIdIstra He
SaId abruptly:
'This wrIting bUSIness' What b-s It allIS' SIttIng In a corner torturIng a
nerve which won't even respond any longer And who wants poetry nowadays?
Tl'8lD.lng performmg fleas would be more useful by comparIson '
'SnU" you oughtn't to let yourself be dIscouraged After all, you do produce
somethm,g, wluch IS more than one can say for a lot of poets nowadays. There
W8$ M~cs, for instance.'
'Oh, MtC8! It makes me spew to thUlk of It.'
He thought WIth loathtng of that sneaky little foolscap octavo. Those forty or
fifty drab, dead httle poems, each lIke a httle abortIon m its labelled Jat.
·~nat pronuse', The T~mes Lzt Supp had said. A hundred and fifty-
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three COpIes sold and the rest remamdered He had one of those movements of
contempt and even horror WhICh every artIst has at tlmes when he thInks of hIS
own work
'It's dead,' he saId 'Dead as a blasted foetus In a bottle'
'Oh, well, I suppose that happens to most books You can't expect an
enormous sale for poetry nowadays There's too much competltlOn '
'1 dIdn't mean that 1 meant the poems themselves are dead There's no hfe
In them EverythIng I WrIte IS lIke that LIfeless, gutless Not necessarIly ugly
or vulgar, but dead-Just dead' The word 'dead' re-echoed In hIS mInd, settIng
up Its own traIn of thought He added 'My poems are dead because I'm dead
You're dead We're all dead Dead people In a dead world'
Ravelston murmured agreement, WIth a CUrIOUS aIr of guIlt And now they
were off upon theIr favourIte subJect-Gordon's faVOUrIte subject, anyway, the
futIlIty, the bloodIness, the deathhness of modern hfe They never met WIthout
talkIng for at least half an hour In thIS veIn But It always made Ravelston feel
rather uncomfortable In a way, of course, he kneW-It was precIsely thIS that
Antzchrzst eXIsted to pOInt out-that lIfe under a decaymg capItalIsm IS deathly
and meamngless But thIS knowledge was only theoretIcal You can't really feel
that kInd of thIng when your Income IS eIght hundred a year Most of the tIme,
when he wasn't thmklng of coal-mIners, ChInese Junk-coolIes, and the
unemployed In Middiesbrough, he felt that lIfe was pretty good fun
Moreover, he had the naIve belIef that In a lIttle whtle SOCIalIsm IS gOIng to put
tlungs rIght Gordon always seemed to hnn to exaggerate So there was subtle
dIsagreement between them, WhICh Ravelston was too good-mannered to
press home
But WIth Gordon It was drfferent Gordon's mcome was two pounds a week
Therefore the hatred of modern hfe, the deSire to see our money... cIvIhzatton
blown to hell by bombs, was a thIng he genUInely felt They were walkIng
southward, down a darkIsh, meanly decent reSIdentIal street WIth a few
shuttered shops From a hoarmng on the blank end of a house the yard-WIde
face of Corner Table SImpered, pallId In the lamphght Gordon caught a
glImpse of a WItherIng aspIdIstra In a lower wmdow London' MIle after mIle
of mean lonely houses, let off In flats and SIngle rooms, not homes, not
commumtles, Just clusters of meanmgless bves drlftmg In a sort of drowsy
chaos to the gravel He saw men as corpses walkIng The thought that he was
merely objectIfYIng hIs own Inner mIsery hardly troubled hIm HIS mInd went
back to Wednesday afternoon, when he had deSIred to hear the enemy
aeroplanes zoonung over London. He caught Ravelston's arm and paused to
gestIculate at the Corner Table poster
'Look at that bloody thIng up there' Look at It, Just look at It' Doesn't It
make you spew?'
'It's aesthetIcally offenSIve, I grant But I don't see that It matters very
greatly'
'Of course It matters-haVlng the town plastered Wlth thmgs hke that/
(Oh) well, it~s merely a temporary pheJJ.0menon Capltaltsm in. its last phase.
I doubt whetlter it~s worth worrymg about.'
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'But there's more In It than that Just look at that fellow's face gapIng down
at us l You can see our whole cIVIlIzatIOn wrItten there The ImbecIlIty, the
emptmess, the desolatIOn' You can't look at It without thInkIng of French
letters and machme guns Do you know that the other day I was actually
wlshmg war would break out';) I was longing for It-praYing for It, almost'
'Of course, the trouble IS, you see, that about half the young men In Europe
are wIshmg the same thing ,
'Let's hope they are Then perhaps It'll happen'
'My dear old chap, no' Once IS enough, surely'
Gordon walked on, fretfully 'ThIS hfe we .lIve nowadays' It's not hfe, It's
stagnatIOn, death-m-hfe Look at all these bloody houses, and the meanIngless
people Inside them' SometImes I thInk we're all corpses Just rotting upnght '
'But where you make your mIstake, don't you see, IS In talkIng as If all thIS
was 10curable Tills IS only somethIng that's got to happen before the
proletarIat take over '
'Oh, SocIalIsm' Don't talk to me about SocIalIsm'
'You ought to read Marx, Gordon, you really ought Then you'd reabze that
thIS IS only a phase It can't go on for ever'
'Can't It? It/eels as If It was gOIng on for ever'
'It's merely that we're at a bad moment We've got to dIe before we can be
reborn, If you take my meaning'
'We're dYIng rIght enough I don't see much SIgns of our beIng reborn '
Ravelston rubbed hIS nose 'Oh, well, we must have faith, I suppose And
hope'
'We must have money you mean,' saId Gordon gloom.lly
6)0
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'I t' s the prIce of optImIsm Give me five qUId a week and I'd be a Socuilist, I
dare say'
Ravelston looked away, discomforted Tlus money-bUSIness' Everywhere It
came up agaInst you f Gordon WIshed he had not saId It Money IS the one thIng
you must never mentIon when you are With people ncher than yourself Or If
you do, then It must be money In the abstract, money WIth a big' M', not the
actual concrete money that's In your pocket and Isn't 10 mIne But the accursed
subject drew rum hke a magnet Sooner or later, espeCially when he had a few
drinks InSIde hIm, he invariably began talkIng WIth self-pItIful detaIl about the
bloodmess of hfe on two qWd a week SometImes, from sheer nervous unpulse
to say the wrong thing, he would come out WIth some squahd confeSSIOn-as,
for Instance, that he had been wlthout tobacco for two days, or that hIS
underclothes were in holes and hIS overcoat up the spout. But nothmg of that
50rt sl\ould ha.ppen torught, he resolved. They veered SWIftly away from the
wb,iect of money and began talkIng In a more general way about SocIalIsm
Ra~n had been tryIng for years to convert Gordon to Soclahsm, WIthout
even succeeding in Interesting hIm In It Presently they passed a low-lookIng
pub on a comer In a slde..street A sour cloud of beer seemed to hang about It
~ 8mell revolted Ravelston. He would have qUIckened his pace to get away
from it. But Gordon paused, hIS nostrils tickled
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'Christ' I could do WIth a drInk,' he saId
'So could I,' saId Ravelston gallantly
Gordon shoved open the door of the pubhc bar, Ravelston followIng
Ravelston persuaded hImself that he was fond of pubs, especially low-class
pubs Pubs are genumely proletanan In a pub you can meet the workIng class
on equal terms-or that's the theory, anyway But m practIce Ravelston never
went Into a pub unless he was WIth somebody lIke Gordon, and he always felt
lIke a fish out of water when he got there A foul yet coidish aIr enveloped
them It was a filthy, smoky room, low-ceIlInged, With a sawdusted floor and
plaIn deal tables nnged by generatIons of beer-pots In one corner four
monstrous women wIth breasts the SIze of melons were SIttIng drmklng porter
and talkIng wIth bItter IntenSIty about someone called Mrs Croop The
landlady, a tall gnm woman WIth a black frmge, lookmg lIke the madame of a
brothel, stood behInd the bar, her powerful forearms folded, watchmg a game
of darts whIch was gOlng on between four labourers and a postman You had to
duck under the darts as you crossed the room there was a moment's hush and
people glanced InqUISItIVely at Ravelston He was so ObVIOusly a gentleman
They dIdn't see hIS type very often In the publIc bar
Ravelston pretended not to notIce that they were starIng at hIm He lounged
towards the bar, pullmg off a glove to feel for the money In hIS pocket 'What's
yours?' he saId casually
But Gordon had already shoved hIS way ahead and was tappmg a shIllIng on
the bar Always pay for the first round of drInks' It was hIS pOInt of honour
Ravelston made for the only vacant table. A navvy leanIng on the bar turned on
hIS elbow and gave hIm a long, Insolent stare 'A - toffl' he was thmkmg
Gordon came back balanCIng two pint glasses of the dark common ale They
were thICk cheap glasses, thIck as Jam Jars almost, and dIm and greasy A thIn
yellow froth was SubSIdIng on the beer The aIr was thIck WIth gunpowdery
tobacco-smoke Ravelston caught SIght of a well-filled spIttoon near the bar
and averted hIS eyes It crossed hIS mInd that thIS beer had been sucked up
from some beetle-rIdden cellar through yards of slImy tube, and that the
glasses had never been washed In theIr hves, only nnsed m beery water
Gordon was very hungry He could have done WIth some bread and cheese, but
to order any would have been to betray the fact that he had had no dInner He
took a deep pull at hIS beer and hghted a CIgarette, whIch made hun forget hIS
hunger a lIttle. Ravelston also swallowed a mouthful or so and set hIS glass
gIngerly down It was tYPIcal London beer, slckly and yet leaVIng a chemIcal
after..taste Ravelston thought of the wmes of Burgundy. They went on
argUIng about SOCIalIsm
'You know, Gordon, It's really tIme you started readmg Marx,' sald
Ravelston, less apologettcally than usual, because the VIle taste of the beer had
annoyed hun
'rd sooner read Mrs Humphry Ward,' satd Gordon
'But don't you see, your attitude is so unreasonable. You're always urading
against Capltahsm, and yet you won't accept the only possible alternattve One
can't put'tlnngs right lt1 a hiJJe-and-comer way One's got to accept'either
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Capltahsm or Soclahsm There's no way out of It '
'I tell you I can't be bothered wIth SocIalIsm The very thought of It makes
me yawn '
'But what's your obJectIon to SocIalIsm, anyway';)'
'There's only one obJectlOn to SocIalIsm, and that IS that nobody wants It'
'Oh, surely It's rather absurd to say that"
'That's to say, nobody who could see what SocialIsm would really mean'
'But what would SocialIsm mean, according to your Idea of It';)'
'Oh' Some kInd of Aldous Huxley Brave New World only not so amUSIng
Four hours a day In a model factory, tIghtenIng up bolt number 6003 RatIons
served out In grease-proof paper at the communal kItchen CommunIty-hIkes
from Marx Hostel to LenIn Hostel and back Free abortIOn-clImcs on all the
corners All very well In ItS way, of course Only we dQIl't want It'
Ravelston SIghed Once a month, In Antzchrzst, he repuruated thIs verSlOn of
SOCIalIsm 'Well, what do we want, then';)'
'God knows All we know IS what we don't want That's what's wrong WIth
us nowadays We're stuck, lIke Bundan's donkey Only there are three
alternatIves Instead of two, and all three of them make us spew SocIalIsm's
only one of them'
'And what are the other two';)'
'Oh) I suppose SUICIde and the CatholIc Church '
Ravelston smlled, antlclencally shocked 'The CatholIc Church' Do you
conSIder that an alternatIve';)'
'Well, IeS a standIng temptatlOn to the Intelhgentsla, Isn't It';)'
'Not what I should call the IntellIgentsIa Though there was ElIot, of
course,' Ravelston adnutted
'And there'll be plenty more, you bet I dare say It~s faIrly cosy under
Mother Church's Wing A bIt Insamtary, of course-but you'd feel safe there,
anyway'
Ravelston rubbed hIS nose reflectIvely ''It seems to me that's only another
form of SUICIde '
'In a way But so's SOCialism At least It's acoun.sel of~pa:ir. But I couldn't
commit SUICIde, real swclde It's too meek and mild I'm not gOIng to gIve up
my share of earth to anyone el~ew I'd want to do m a few of my enemIes first'
Ravelston smIled agam 'And who are your enenues?'
'Oh, anyone With over five hundred a year '
A momentary uncomfortable sllen<:e fell Ravelston's Income) after payment
of mcome taX, was probably two thousand a year ThiS was the kInd of thing
Gordon w:a:s always saytng To cover the awkwardness of the moment>
Ravelstou to~ up his glass) steeled hunself agaInst the nauseous taste, and
~awed., about uvo-thu-ds of lus beer-enough at any rate, to &lve the
1dll9~ ~t he had finished It
~tltpll tie said WIth wouid ..be heartIness CIt's tIme we had the other half
J

ot~"

,

'I';'~ ~tied his glass and let Ravelston take It He dldpot mmd lettIng
~PlY f.of the dnnks now. He had paid the first round and honour was

Keep the Aspzdzstra Flytng
satisfied Ravelston walked self-conscIOusly to the bar People began starmg at
him again as soon as he stood up The navvy, stIllleamng agamst the bar over
hIS untouched pot of beer, gazed at hIm wIth qUIet Insolence Ravelston
resolved that he would drInk no more of thIs filthy common ale
'Two double whIskies, would you, please':>' he saId apologetIcally
The grIm landlady stared 'What':>' she saId
'Two double whiskIes, please'
'No whIsky 'ere We don't sell SPIrIts Beer 'ouse, we are'
The navvy smIled flIckerIng under hIS moustache '-Ignorant toff" he was
thInkIng 'AskIng for a WhISky In a - beer 'ousel' Ravelston's pale face flushed
shghtly He had not known tIll thIS moment that some of the poorer pubs
cannot afford a splnt lIcence
'Bass, then, would you':> Two pint bottles of Bass'
There were no pInt bottles they had to have four half pInts It was a very
poor house Gordon took a deep, satIsfYIng swallow of Bass More alcoholIc
than the draught beer, It fizzed and prickled In hIS throat, and because he was
hungry It went a lIttle to hIS head He felt at once more phIlosophIc and more
self-pitiful He had made up hIS mInd not to begIn belly-achmg about hIS
poverty, but now he was gOlng to begIn after all He SaId abruptly
'ThIs IS all b--s that we've been talkIng'
'What's all b-s':>'
'All thIS about SOCIalIsm and Capltal1sm and the state of the modern world
and God knows what I don't gIve a - for the state of the modern world If the
whole of England was starvIng except myself and the people I care about, I
wouldn't gIve a damn '
'Don't you exaggerate Just a ltttle':>'
'No All thIS talk we make-we're only obJecnfymg our own feebngs It's all
dIctated by what we've got In our pockets I go up and down London sayIng
It'S a city of the dead, and our cIvIhzatton's dymg, and I WIsh war would break
out, and God knows what, and all It means IS that my wages are two qUId a
week and I WIsh they were five'
Ravelston, once agaIn remmded oblIquely of hIs mcome, stroked hiS nose
slowly WIth the knuckle of hiS left forefinger
'Of course, I'm WIth you up to a pOInt. Mter all, It'S only what Marx SaId
Every Ideology IS a reflection of economIC CIrcumstances t
'Ah, but you only understand It out of Marx' You don't know what It means
to have to crawl along on two qUId a week. It Isn't a question of hardslup-lt's
nothing so decent as hardslup It's the bloody, sneaking, squalId meaness of It
LIVIng alone for weeks on end because when you've no money you've no
friends. Callmg yourself a wrIter and never even prodUCIng anytlnng because
you're alwa.ys too washed out to WIlte It's. a sort of filthy 8ub-wQrld one lives
In~ A sort of spiritual sewer.)
He had started now They wete never together long wJ,thout G<>rdon
beginnmg to talk in tlus stram. It was the vilest manners. It em.barxassed
Ravelston boqjbly. And. yet some~Gordon could not; help it. He had g-otto
retall hlS ttouole$ to somebody, and RavelstQ& wa$ the only ~ wao
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understood Poverty, hke every other d1rty wound, has got to be exposed
occasIOnally He began to talk 1n obscene detatl of h1s hfe 1n W1llowbed Road
He dtlated on the smell of slops and cabbage, the clotted sauce-bottles 1n the
d1nmg-room, the vtle food, the asp1d1stras He deSCrIbed h1s furt1ve cups of tea
and rus trIck of thrOWIng used tea-leaves down the w c Ravelston, guIlty and
m1serable, sat star1ng at h1s glass and revolvIng It slowly between h1s hands
AgaInst h1s rIght breast he could feel, a square accus1ng shape, the pocket-book
In WhICh, as he knew, e1ght pound notes and two ten-bob notes nestled aga1nst
hiS fat green cheque-book How awful these detalls of poverty are' Not that
what Gordon was deSCrIbIng was real poverty It was at worst the fr1nge of
poverty But what of the real poor;> What of the unemployed 1n
M1ddlesbrough, seven 1n a room on twenty-five bob a week) When there are
people hvmg hke that, how dare one walk the world w1th pound notes and
cheque-books In one's pocket;>
'It's bloody,' he murmured several tlID.es, lID.potently In h1s heart he
wondered-It was hIS InvarIable reacTIon-whether Gordon would accept a
tenner If you offered to lend 1t to h1m
They had another drInk, whIch Ravelston aga1n paId for, and went out 1nto
the street It was almost tIme to part Gordon never spent more than an hour or
two W1th Ravelston One's contacts WIth rIch people, hke one's VISIts to hIgh
altItudes, must always be brIef It was a moonless, starless nIght, WIth a damp
Wind blOWIng The nIght a1r, the beer, and the watery radIance of the lamps
Induced m Gordon a sort of d1smal clarIty He perceIved that It 1S qU1te
lDlposs1ble to explain to any rIch person, even to anyone so decent as
Ravelston, the essent1al bloodiness of poverty For thIS reason 1t became all the
more Important to explain 1t He said suddenly
'Have you read Chaucer's Man of Lawe's Tale)'
'The Man of Lawe's Tale;> Not that I remember What's It about;>'
'1 forget I was tlnnkIng of the first SIX stanzas Where he talks about
poverty The way It gives everyone the rIght to stamp on you I The way
everyone wants to stamp on.Y0u' It makes people hate you, to know that you've
no money They 1nsult you Just for the pleasure of Insultmg you and knOWing
that you can't hIt back. '
Ravelston was paIned 'Oh, no, surely not' People aren't so bad as all that'
cAb, but you don't know the thIngs that happen!'
Gordon did not want to be told that 'people aren't so bad'. He clung WIth a
sort of painful JOy to the notion that because he was poor everyone must want
to lDsult hun It fined in with lus phIlosophy of hfe And suddenly) WIth the
feeling that he could not stop himself) he was talking of the thmg that had been
~ Ul his mind for two days past-the snub he had had from the Donngs
on Tl:Jaw-sday. He poured the whole story out qUIte shamelessly RaveIston was
~ed~ He oould not understand what Gordon was makmg such a fuss about
~ _. &sappointed at mlssmg a beastly hterary tea-party seemed to hIm
abautd He would not have gone to a hterary tea-party If you had paId hIm
.I.Jle all rich people, he spent far more tIme In aVOIdIng human Soclety than In
Sdttdngit. He mterrupted Gordon
h
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'Really, you know, you ought not to take offence so easlly After all, a thIng
hke that doesn't really matter'
'It Isn't the thIng Itself that matters, It's the spint behInd It The way they
snub you as a matter of course, Just because you've got no money ,
'But qUIte posSIbly It was all a mIstake, or somethmg Why should anyone
want to snub you';)'
, "If thou be poure, thy brother hateth thee," , quoted Gordon perversely
Ravelston, deferentIal even to the opmlOns of the dead, rubbed hIS nose
'Does Chaucer say that";) Then I'm afraId I dIsagree wIth Chaucer People don't
hate you, exactly ,
'They do And they're qUIte nght to hate you You are hateful It's hke those
ads for Listenne "Why IS he always alone";) HalItosIs IS rUImng hIs career"
Poverty IS SpIrItual halItosIS '
Ravelston sIghed Undoubtedly Gordon was perverse They walked on,
arguIng, Gordon vehemently, Ravelston deprecatmgly Ravelston was
helpless agaInst Gordon In an argument of thIS kind He felt that Gordon
exaggerated, and yet he never lIked to contradIct hIm How could he') He was
rIch and Gordon was poor And how can you argue about poverty WIth
someone who IS genumely poor";)
'And then the way women treat you when you've no money" Gordon went
on 'That's another thIng about thIS accursed money busIness-women"
Ravelston nodded rather gloomIly ThIS sounded to hIm more reasonable
than what Gordon had been sayIng before He thought of HermlOne Slater, hIS
own gIrl. They had been lovers two years but had never bothered to get
marrIed It was 'too much fag', HermlOne always Said She was nch, of course,
or rather her people were He thought of her shoulders, WIde, smooth, and
young, that seemed to rIse out of her clothes lIke a mermaId rIsmg from the sea,
and her skIn and haIr, whIch were somehow warm and sleepy, lIke a wheatfield
In the sun HermlOne always yawned at the mentlOn of SOCIalIsm, and refused
even to read Antzchrzst 'Don't talk to me about the lower classes,' she used to
say 'I hate them They smell.' And Ravelston adored her.
'Of course women are a dIfficulty,' he admItted
'They're more than a dIfficulty, they're a bloody curse That IS, If you've got
no money A woman hates the sIght of you If you've got no money.'
'I thInk that's putttng It a httle too strongly ThIngs aren't so crude as all
that'
Gordon dId not bsten (What rot It IS to talk about SOCIalIsm or any other Ism
when women are what they atel The only tlung a woman ever wants IS money;
money for a house of her own and two babIes and Drage furniture and an
aspIdIstra The only SIn they can :unagme IS not wantIng to grab money No
woman ever Judges a man by anythtng except lus lOcome. Of course she
doesn~t put it to herself hke that She~ys hejs such a mce man-meaning that
he's got plenty of money And Ifyou haven't got money you aren1t nice Yau're
dtshonoured, somehow You've smned Smned against the a:s.pldlstra.'
4OYou talk a weat deal about aspidlStras,' said Ravelston
~They're III dashed important subJecta' said Go.l!don
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Ravelston rubbed hIS nose and looked away uncomfortably
'Look here, Gordon, you don't mInd my askIng-have you got a gIrl of your
own';)'
'Oh, Chnst' don't speak of her"
He began, nevertheless, to talk about Rosemary Ravelston had never met
Rosemary At thIS moment Gordon could not even remember what Rosemary
was hke He could not remember how fond he was of her and she of hIm, how
happy they always were together on the rare occasIOns when they could meet,
how panently she put up WIth hIS almost Intolerable ways He remembered
nothmg save that she would not sleep WIth hIm and that It was now a week
SInce she had even WrItten In the dank nIght aIr, WIth beer InSIde hIm, he felt
bunself a forlorn, neglected creature Rosemary was 'cruel' to hlm-that was
how he saw It Perversely, for the mere pleasure of tormentIng hImself and
makmg Ravelston uncomfortable, be began to Invent an ImagInary character
for Rosemary He bU1It up a pIcture of her as a callous creature who was
amused by hIm and yet half despIsed hIm, who played With hun and kept hIm
at arm's length, and who would nevertheless fall Into hIS arms If only he had a
lIttle more money And Ravelston, who had never met Rosemary, dId not
altogether dIsbeheve!um He broke In
'But I say, Gordon, look here Tlus gIrl, Miss-MIss Waterlow, did you say
her name was';)-Rosemary, doesn't she care for you at all, really';)'
Gordon's conSCIence prIcked hIm, though not very deeply He could not say
that Rosemary did not care for hIm
'Oh, yes, she does care for me In her own way, I dare say she cares for me
qUIte a lot But not enough, don't you see She can't, whIle I've got no money
It's all money'
'But surely money Isn't so important as all that? Mter all, there are other
dungs'
'What other things? Don't you see that a man's whole personahty IS bound
up WIth rus Income';> HIS personahty zs hIs Income Ho}V can you be attractIve to
a gIrl when you've got no money? You can't wear decent clothes, you can't take
her out to dInner or to the theatre or away for week-ends, you can't carry a
cheery, Interesting attnosphere about WIth you And It's rot to say that kind of
tlung doesn't matter It does. If you haven't got money there Isn't even
anywhere where you can meet. Rosemary and I never meet except In the
streets or in picture gallerIes She hves In some foul women's hostel, and my
bItch of a landlady won't allow women In the house Wandenng up and down
beastly wet streets-that's what Rosemary aSSOCIates me With Don't you see
how it takes the gilt off everydung')'
Ravdston was dlstressed. It must be pretty bloody when you haven't even
tbemQJleY to take your 81rl out He trIed to nerve hImself to say somethIng, and
fW,1ed:.. With gwltlt and also Wlth deSIre, he thought of Hemuone's body, naked
~artpcnftlrm fruit~ WIth any luck she would have dropped In at the flat thls
c:vening~ Probably she was waItIng for rum now He thought of the
~loyed 1Xl Middlesbrough Sexual starvatIOn IS awful among the
~ed. They were nearing the fiat He glanced up at the wmdows. Yes,
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they were lIghted up Hermione must be there She had her own latchkey
As they approached the flat Gordon edged closer to Ravelston Now the
evenIng was ending, and he must part from Ravelston, whom he adored, and
go back to Ins foul lonely bedroom And all evemngs ended In dus way, the
return through the dark streets to the lonely room, the womanless bed And
Ravelston would say 'Come up, won't you';>' and Gordon, In duty bound,
would say, 'No' Never stay too long wIth those you love-another
commandment of the moneyless
They halted at the foot of the steps Ravelston laId hIS gloved hand on one of
the Iron spearheads of the raIlIng
'Come up, won't you';>' he saId wIthout convIctIOn
'No, thanks It's tIme I was gettIng back '
Ravelston's fingers tIghtened round the spearhead He pulled as though to
go up, but dId not go Uncomfortably, looking over Gordon's head Into the
dIstance, he said
'I say, Gordon, look here You won't be offended If I say sOInethIng';>'
'What';>'
'I say, you know, I hate that busmess about you and your girl Not beIng
able to take her out, and all that It's bloody, that kInd of thIng ,
'Oh, It'S nothing really'
As soon as he heard Ravelston say that It was 'bloody', he knew that he had
been exaggeratIng He Wished that he had not talked m that SIlly self-pItIful
way One says these tmngs, WIth the feeling that one cannot help saymg them,
and afterwards one IS sorry
'I dare say I exaggerate,' he SaId
'I say, Gordon, look here Let me lend you ten qUId Take the girl out to
dInner a few tImes Or away for the week-end, or somethIng It mIght make all
the difference I hate to thlnk-'
Gordon frowned bItterly, almost fiercely He had stepped a pace back, as
though from a threat or an Insult The terrIble thIng was that the temptatIon to
say 'Yes' had almost ovetwhelmed him There was so much that ten quid
would do' He had a fleetIng VISIon of Rosemary and hunself at a restaurant
table-a bowl of grapes and peaches, a bOWIng hovermg walter, a WIne bottIe
dark and dusty in Its Wicker cradle.
'No fearl' he said
'I do WIsh you would I tell you I'd lzke to lend It you.'
'Thanks But I prefer to keep my frIends.'
'Isn't that rather-well, rather a bourgeOls kUld of thIng to say?'
'Do you thInk It would be borro'l.l.lmg If I took ten qwd o1fyou? I couldn't pay
It back In ten years '
'Ob, well' It wouldn't matter so very much' Ravelston looked away. Out it
had got to come-the dlsgraceful, hateful admission that he found himself
forced sb c.nJ.tiously -often to make' 'Y-Ou know; rYe got quite a lot oftnoney.'
'1 know you ~ve. That's exactly why I won't borrow off you. ,
lIyou knq.w> ~doa" ~metlmes y()u.~re JUst a little btt..... well, Pl~ ,
il ~,.,~ I tuft he1:~ It '.
.
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'Oh, well' Good night, then'
'Good flIght '
Ten mmutes later Ravelston rode southwards In a taxi, with HermIOne She
had been waItmg for him, asleep or half asleep In one of the monstrous
armchairs In front of the SIttIng-room fire Whenever there was nothIng
partIcular to do, HermIOne always fell asleep as promptly as an ammal, and the
more she slept the healthIer she became As he came across to her she woke and
stretched herself wIth voluptuous, sleepy wflthings, half smlhng, half yawnIng
up at hlm, one cheek and bare arm rosy In the firehght Presently she mastered
her yawns to greet hIm
'Hullo, PhIhp! Where have you been all thIS tIme? I've been waItIng ages'
'Oh, I've been out WIth a fellow Gordon Comstock I don't expect you
know hun The poet'
'Poet! How much dId he borrow off you?'
'Nothmg He's not that kInd of person He's rather a fool about money, as a
matter of fact But he's very gifted In hIS way'
'You and your poets' You look tIred, PhIlIp What tIme dId you have
dInner?'
'Well-as a matter of fact I didn't have any dInner'
'DIdn't have any dInner! Why?'
'Oh, well, you see-I don't know If you'll understand It was a kInd of
aCCIdent It was lIke thiS '
He explaIned HermIone burst out laughIng and dragged herself Into a more
uprIght POSItIon
'PhilIp' You are a Silly old ass! GOlng Without your dInner, Just so as not to
hurt that lIttle beast's feelIngs! You must have some food at once And of
course your char's gone home Why don't you keep some proper servants,
PhilIp? I hate thIS hole-and-corner way you hve We'll go out and have supper
at Modigham's '
'But It'S after ten They'll be shut'
'Nonsense' They're open tIll two I'll flng up for a taXi I'm not gOIng to
have you starving yourself.)
In the taxI she lay agaInst hIm, stIll half asleep, her head pIllowed on hIS
breast He thought of the unemployed In Mlddlesbrough, seven In a room on
twenty-five bob a week. But the gIrl's body was heavy agamst hIm, and
Mlddlesbrough was very far away Also he was damnably hungry He thought
of hIS favourIte comer table at Modlgltanl's, and of that VIle pub WIth Its hard
benches, stale beer-stink, and brass spIttoons HermlOne was sleepIly lecturIng
hun
~Phi1ip, why do you have to hve In such a dreadful way">'
'J3u,t I dm:J't live in a dreadful way.'
~~~yau (la. PretendIng you're poor when you're not, and hVlng In that
J;lO servants) and gOing about with all these beastly people,'
~~t beastly people">'
'Ol)~ ~le hke tlus poet frIend of yours· All those people who Write for
~i l"per. They only do It to cadge from you. Of course I know you're a
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Soclahst So am I I mean we're all Soclabsts nowadays But I don't see why
you have to gIve all your money away and make frIends wIth the lower classes
You can be a Soclabst and have a good tIme, that's what I say'
'HermIone, dear, please don't call them the lower classesI'
'Why not'> They are the lower classes, aren't they~'
'It's such a hateful expreSSIon Call them the workIng class, can't you?'
'The workIng class, If you bke, then But they smell Just the same '
'You oughtn't to say that kInd of thIng,' he protested weakly
'Do you know, Phibp, sometImes I thInk you lzke the lower classes'
'Of course I hke them'
'How dIsgustIng How absolutely dIsgustIng'
She lay qUIet, content to argue no longer, her arms round hlID, hke a sleepy
SIren The woman-scent breathed out of her, a powerful wordless propaganda
agaInst all altrUIsm and all JustIce OutSIde Modlgharu's they had paId off the
taXI and were mOVIng for the door when a bIg, lank wreck of a man seemed to
sprIng up from the paVIng-stones In front of them He stood across theIr path
hke some fawnmg beast, WIth dreadful eagerness and yet tImorously, as
though afraId that Ravelston would strIke hIm HIS face came close up to
Ravelston's-a dreadful face, fish-whIte and scrubby-bearded to the eyes The
words 'A cup of tea, guv'norl' were breathed through carIOus teeth Ravelston
shrank from hIm In dISgust He could not help It HIS hand moved
automatIcally to hIS pocket But In the same Instant HermIone caught hIm by
the arm and hauled rum InSIde the restaurant
'You'd give away every penny you've got If I let you,' she saId
They went to theIr faVOUrIte table In the COrner HermIOne played WIth some
grapes, But Ravelston was very hungry He ordered the grIlled rumpsteak he
had been thInkIng of, and half a bottle of BeaUJolaIS The fat, wrute-hatred
Itaban walter, an old frIend of Ravelston's, brought the smokmg steak
Ravelston cut It open Lovely, Its red-blue heart' In Mlddlesbrough the
unemployed huddle In frowzy beds, bread and marg and mdkless tea m theIr
belhes He settled down to hIS steak WIth all the shameful JOY of a dog WIth a
stolen leg of mutton
Gordon walked rapIdly homewards It was cold The fifth of
December-real Wlnter now CircumCIse ye your foreskIns, Salth the Lord.
The damp WInd blew spItefully through the naked trees Sharply the menaC7,ng
WInd sweeps over The poem he had begun on Wednesday, of whIch SIX stanzas
were now firushed, came back to hIS mmd He dId not dlsbke It at thts moment
It was queer how talkIng with Ravelston always bucked rum up The mere
contact WIth Ravelston seemed to reassure hun somehow Even when theIl' talk
had been unsatIsfactory, he came away WIth the feehng that, after all, he wasn~t
qUIte a faIlure Half aloud he repeated the SIX fiOlshed stanzas. They were not
bad" not bad at all
But internuttently he was going over In lus mmd the thIngs he had sald to
Ravelston He stuck to everytrung he had sald. The humiliation of poverty!
That's what they can't understand and won't understand Not hatdship..,.you,
don't suffer hardshIp on two qUId a week, and If you dId It W'ottldn't
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matter-but Just humIlIatIon, the awful, bloody humIlIatIOn The way It gIves
everyone the nght to stamp on you The way everyone wants to stamp on you
Ravelston wouldn't belIeve It He had too much decency, that was why He
thought you could be poor and stIll be treated lIke a human beIng But Gordon
knew better He went mto the house repeatIng to hImself that he knew better
There was a letter waItIng for hIm on the hall tray HIS heart Jumped All
letters excIted hun nowadays He went up the staIrs three at a tIme, shut
hImself In and lIt the gas The letter was from Donng
DEAR COMSTOCK,-What a PIty you dIdn't turn up on Saturday There were some people I wanted
you to meet We dId tell you It was Saturday and not Thursday thIS time, dIdn't we? My wlfe says
she's certain she told you Anyway, we're haVIng another party on the twenty-thlrd, a sort of
before-ChrIstmas party, about the same tIme Won't you come then? Don't forget the date thiS
tIme
Yours
PAUL DORING

A pamful convulsIOn happened below Gordon's fIbs So Donng was
pretendmg that It was all a mIstake-was pretendIng not to have Insulted hIm'
True, he could not actually have gone there on Saturday, because on Saturday
he had to be at the shop; stll1, It was the IntentIOn that counted
HIS heart SIckened as he re-read the words 'some people I wanted you to
meet' Just lIke hIS bloody luckl He thought of the people he mIght have
met-edItors of hIghbrow magazmes, for Instance They mIght have gIven hIm
books to reVIew or asked to see hIS poems or Lord knew what For a moment he
was dreadfully tempted to belIeve that Doring had spoken the truth Perhaps
after all they had told hIm It was Saturday and not Thursday Perhaps If he
searched hIS memory he mIght remember about It-might even find the letter
Itself lYIng among hIS muddle of papers But no' He wouldn't thInk of It He
fought down the temptatIon The Donngs had Insulted hlm on purpose He
was poor, therefore they had Insulted hIm If you are poor, people wIll Insult
you It was rus creed StIck to It'
He went across to the table, teaIlng Dormg's letter Into small bItS The
aspIdIstra stood In Its pot, dull green, rulIng, pathetic In Its SIckly uglIness As
he sat down, he pulled It towards hun and looked at it medItatIvely There was
the Intunacy of hatred between the aspIdIstra and hun ~I'll beat you yet, you
b-,' he wluspered to the...dwsty leaves
Then he rummageci.among hIS papers until he found a clean sheet, took hIS
pen and wrote In his small, neat hand, nght In the rmddle of the sheet.
DBAR DORING~- Wlth reference to your letter Go and -

yourself
Yours truly
GoRDON CoMSTOCK

- Me stuck It into an envelope, addressed It, and at once went out to get stamps
from the slot machine. Post it to01ght these thmgs look dlfferent In the
mor::ning. He: dropped It Into the pIllar-box So there was another fnend gone
~~

6
Tlus woman bUSIness' What a bore It IS' What a PIty we can't cut It rIght out, or
at least be lIke the ammals-mmutes of feroclOus lust and months of ICY
chastIty Take a cock pheasant, for example He Jumps up on the hens' backs
WIthout so much as a WIth your leave or by your leave And no sooner It IS over
than the whole subject IS out of hIS mInd He hardly even notIces hIS hens any
longer, he Ignores them, or SImply pecks them If they come too near hIS food
He IS not called upon to support hIS offsprmg, eIther. Lucky pheasant' How
dIfferent from the lord of creatIon, always on the hop between hIS memory and
hIS conSCIence'
TonIght Gordon wasn't even pretendIng to do any work He had gone out
agaIn ImmedIately after supper He walked southward, rather slowly, thInkIng
about women It was a mtld, mIsty mght, more lIke autumn than WInter ThIS
was Tuesday and he had four and fourpence left He could go down to the
CrIchton If he chose Doubtless Flaxman and hIS pals were already bOOZIng
there But the CrIchton, whIch had seemed lIke paradIse when he had no
money, bored and dIsgusted hIm when It was 10 hIS power to go there He
hated the stale, beery place, and the SIghts, sounds, smells, all so blatantly and
offenSIvely male. There were no women there, only the barmaId WIth her lewd
smIle WhICh seemed to promIse everythmg and promIsed notmng
Women, women' The mIst that hung motlOnless In the aIr turned the
passers-by Into ghosts at twenty yards' dIstance, but In the lIttle pools of I1ght
about the lamp-posts there were glImpses of gIrls' faces He thought of
Rosemary, of women In general, and of Rosemary agam All afternoon he had
been thInkIng of her It was WIth a kInd of resentment that he thought of her
small, strong body, WhICh he had never yet seen naked How damned unfaIr it
IS that we are filled to the brIm With these tormentmg deSIres and then
forbIdden to satisfy them! Why should one, merely because one has no money,
be deprived of that? It seems so natural, so necessary, so much a part of the
InalIenable rIghts of a human bemg. As he walked down the dark street,
• through the cold yet languorous aIr., there was a strangely hopeful feeling In lus
breast. He halfbeheved that somewhere ahead In the darkness a woman's body
was waiting for hun. But also he knew that no woman was WaItIng, not even
Rosemary. It was eight days now sroce she had even written to hun The httle
beast' Eight whole days WithOUt WIltmgl When she knew how much her letters
meant to lurnI How manifest ~t was that she dIdn't care for hlDl any longet"lhat
he was merely a nuisance to her With his poverty and hls shabbmess and bis
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everlastmg pestenng of her to say she loved hIm' Very lIkely she would never
wrIte agaIn She was sIck of hIm-SIck of hIm because he had no money What
else could you expect';) He had no hold over her No money, therefore no hold
In the last resort, what holds a woman to any man, except money';)
A gIrl came down the pavement alone He passed her In the lIght of the
lamp-post A workIng-class gIrl, eIghteen years old It mIght be, hatless, WIth
wIldrose face She turned her head qUIckly when she saw hIm lookIng at her
She dreaded to meet hIs eyes Beneath the thIn sIlky raIncoat she was wearIng,
belted at the waIst, her youthful flanks showed supple and trIm He could have
turned and followed her, almost But what was the use';) She'd run away or call
a polIceman My golden locks tIme hath to sIlver turned, he thought He was
thIrty and moth-eaten What woman worth haVIng would ever look at hIm
agaIn';)
ThIS woman bUSIness' Perhaps you'd feel dIfferently about It If you were
marrIed';) But he had taken an oath agaInst marrIage long ago MarrIage IS only
a trap set for you by the money-god You grab the baIt, snap goes the trap, and
there you are, chruned by the leg to some 'good' Job tIll they cart you to Kensal
Green And what a hfe' LICIt sexual Intercourse In the shade of the aspIdIstra
Pram-pushmg and sneaky adulterIes And the WIfe findIng you out and
breakIng the cut... glass WhISky decanter over your head
Nevertheless he perceIved that In a way It IS necessary to marry IfmarrIage
IS bad, the alternatIve 18 worse For a moment he WIshed that he were marrIed,
he pmed for the dIfficulty of It, the realIty, the paIn And marrIage must be
IndIssoluble, for better for worse, for rIcher for poorer, tIll death do you part
The old ChrIstIan Ideal-marriage tempered by adultery CommIt adultery If
you must, but at any rate have the decency to call It adultery None of that
AmerIcan soul-mate slop Have your fun and then sneak home, JUIce of the
forbIdden fruIt drIpPIng from your whIskers, and take the consequences Cutglass whIsky decanters broken over your head, naggIng, burnt meals, chIldren
crymg, clash and thunder of embattled mothers-In-law Better that, perhaps,
than horrIble freedom,;) You'd know, at least, that It was real lIfe that you were
hvmg
But anyway, how can you marry on two qUId a week';) Money, money, always
money' The deVll of It is, that outSIde marrIage, no decent relanonshlp WIth a
woman is pOSSIble Hls mInd moved backwards, over hls ten years of adult lIfe
The faces of women flowed through hIS memory Ten or a dozen of them there
had been Tarts, also Comme au long d'un cadavre un cadavre etendu And even
when they were not tarts It had been squalId, always squalId Always It had
started In a sort of cold..blooded wilfulness and ended In some mean, callous
desertion. That, too, was money WIthout money, you can't be straIghtforward In your dealings WIth women For WIthout money, you can't pIck and
choose" ymi"ve got to take what women you can get, and then, necessarIly,
you've got to bteak free of them Constancy, lIke all other VIrtues, has got to be
paid for in money. And the mere fact that he had rebelled agaInst the money
code and wouldn't settle down in the pnson of a 'good' Job-a thIng no woman
Wl\I evu understand-had brought a quality of Impermanence, of deceptIon,
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1Oto all hIS affaIrs WIth women AbjUrIng money, he ought to have abJured
women to Serve the money-god, or do wIthout women-those are the only
alternatIves And both were equally ImpOSSIble
From the sIde-street Just ahead, a shade of whIte hght cut through the mIst,
and there was a bellowIng of street hawkers I t was Luton Road, where they
have the open-au market two evemngs a week Gordon turned to hIS left, 1Oto
the market He often came thIs way The street was so crowded that you could
only WIth dIfficulty thread your way down the cabbage-httered alley between
the stalls In the glare of hangIng electrIC bulbs, the stuff on the stalls glowed
WIth fine lund colours-hacked, crImson chunks of meat, pIles of oranges and
green and whIte broccoh, stIff, glassy-eyed rabbIts, hve eels loopIng In enamel
troughs, plucked fowls hangIng in rows, stIckmg out theIr naked breasts hke
guardsmen naked on parade Gordon's spIrIts reVIved a httle He lIked the
nOIse, the bustle, the VItalIty Whenever you see a street-market you know
there's hope for England yet But even here he felt hIS solItude GIrlS were
'throngIng everywhere, m knots of four or five, prowlIng deSIrously about the
'stalls of cheap underwear and swappIng backchat and screams of laughter WIth
the youths who followed them None had eyes for Gordon He walked among
them as though InVISIble, save that theIr bodIes aVOIded hIm when he passed
them Ah, look there' Involuntarily he paused Over a pIle of art-sIlk undIes on
a stall, three gIrlS were bendmg, Intent, theIr faces close together-three
youthful faces, flower-lIke 10 the harsh hght, cluster10g SIde by SIde lIke a truss
of blossom on a Sweet WIlham or phlox HIS heart stIrred No eyes for hIm, of
course' One gIrl looked up Ah' Hurnedly, WIth an offended au, she looked
away agaIn A delIcate flush lIke a wash of aquarelle flooded her face The hard,
sexual stare In hIS eyes had frIghtened her They flee from me that sometIme
dId me seek' He walked on If only Rosemary were here' He forgave her now
for not wrItIng to hIm He could forglVe her anythIng, If only she were here He
knew how much she meant to hIm, because she alone of all women was wIllmg
to save hIm from the humIlIatIOn of hIS lonehness
At thIS moment he looked up, and saw somethIng that made hIS heart Jump
He changed the focus of hIS eyes abruptly For a moment he thought he was
ImagInIng It But no' It was Rosemary'
She was comlng down the alley between the stalls, twenty or thtrty yards
away It was as though hIS deSIre had called her Into beIng Sbe had not seen
mm yet She came towards hIm, a small debonaIr figure, pIckIng her way
nImbly through the crowd and the muck underfoot, her face scarcely VISIble
because of a flat black hat WhICh she wore cocked down over her eyes lIke a
Harrow boy's straw hat He started towards her and called her name
'Rosemary' Hl, Rosemary"
A blue-aproned man thumblng codfish on a stall turned to stare at hlIIl
Rosemary dId not hear hun because of the din He called agaIn.
'Rosemary I r say, Rosemary!'
They were only a few yards apart now She started and looked up
'Gordon' What are you dOIng here?'
'What are you doing here?'
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'I was comIng to see you '
'But how dId you know I was here';>'
'I dIdn't I always come thIS way I get out of the tube at Camden Town'
Rosemary sometimes came to see Gordon at Willowbed Road Mrs
Wlsbeach would mform hIm sourly that 'there was a young woman to see hIm',
and he would come downstaIrs and they would go out for a walk In the streets
Rosemary was never allowed mdoors, not even 1Oto the hall That was a rule of
the house You would have thought 'young women' were plague-rats by the
way Mrs Wlsbeach spoke of them Gordon took Rosemary by the upper arm
and made to pull her agamst hIm
'Rosemary' Dh, what a JOy to see you agaIn' I was so VIlely lonely Why
dIdn't you come before';>'
She shook off hIS hand and stepped back out of hIS reach Under her slantIng
hat-brim she gave hIm a glance that was Intended to be angry
'Let me go, now' I'm very angry WIth you I very nearly dIdn't come after
that beastly letter you sent me '
'What beastly letter';>'
'You know very well '
'No, I don't Oh, well, let's get out of thIS Somewhere where we can talk
ThIS way'
He took her arm, but she shook hIm off agaIn, contlnu1Og however, to walk
at hIS SIde Her steps were qUIcker and shorter than hIS And walkIng besIde
hIm she had the appearance of somethIng extremely small, mmble, and young,
as though he had had some lIvely lIttle ammal, a sqUIrrel for Instance, fnskIng
at hIS SIde In realIty she was not very much smaller than Gordon, and only a
few months younger But no one would ever have deSCribed Rosemary as a
spmster of nearly thIrty, WhICh In fact she was She was a strong, agIle gIrl,
WIth stIff black hair, a small trIangular face, and very pronounced eyebrows It
was one of those small, peaky faces, full of character) WhICh one sees m
sIxteenth-century portraIts The first tIme you saw her take her hat off you got
a surpnse, for on her crown three whIte haIrs glIttered among the black ones
lIke sIlver Wires It was tYPIcal of Rosemary that she never bothered to pull the
whIte halrs out She stIll thought of herself as a very young gIrl, and so dId
everybody else, Yet If you looked closely the marks oftirne were plaIn enough
on her face
Gordon walked more boldly WIth Rosemary at hIS SIde He was proud of her
People were lookIng at her, and therefore at him as well He was no longer
Invls1ble to women As always, Rosemary was rather nIcely dressed It was a
mystery how she did It on four pounds a week He hked partIcularly the hat she
was wearIng-one of those fiat felt hats whIch were then comIng Into fashIOn
and whIch caIlcatured a clergyman's shovel hat. There was somethIng
essentIally frivolous about It. In some way dIfficult to be deSCrIbed, the angle at
whlclt It was cocked forward harmoruzed appealIngly WIth the curve of
Rosemtry's behind .
..'1 like your hat,' he SaId
In $pIte of herself, a small smIle flIckered at the corner of her mouth
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'It zs rather nIce,' she saId, gIVIng the hat a lIttle pat WIth her hand
She was stIll pretendIng to be angry, however She took care that theIr
bodIes should not touch As soon as they had reached the end of the stalls and
were In the maIn street she stopped and faced hIm sombrely
'What do you mean by wrItIng me letters lIke that';)' she SaId
'Letters lIke what?'
'SaYIng 1'd broken your heart '
'So you have '
'It looks lIke It, doesn't It I'
'I don't know It certaInly feels lIke It'
The words were spoken half JokIngly, and yet they made her look more
closely at hIm-at hIS pale, wasted face, hIS uncut haIr, hIS general down-atheel, neglected appearance Her heart softened Instantly, and yet she frowned
Why won't he take care of hunself? was the thought In her mInd They had
moved closer together He took her by the shoulders She let hIm do It, and,
puttIng her small arms round hIm, squeezed hun very hard, partly In affectIOn,
partly In exasperatIOn
'Gordon, you are a mIserable creature" she saId
'Why am I a mIserable creature?'
'Why can't you look after yourself properly? You're a perfect scarecrow
Look at these awful old clothes you're wearmgl'
'They re SUIted to my statIOn One can't dress decently on two qUId a week,
you know '
'But surely there's no need to go about lookIng hke a rag-bag? Look at thIS
button on your coat, broken In half"
She fingered the broken button, then suddenly lIfted hIS dIscoloured
Woolworth's tIe aSIde In some femInIne way she had dlvmed that he had no
buttons on hIS shIrt
'Yes, agazn' Not a SIngle button You are awful, Gordon"
'I tell you I can't be bothered WIth things lIke that I've got a soul above
buttons'
'But why not gIve them to me and let me sew them on for you';) And, oh,
Gordon' You haven't even shaved today How absolutely beastly of you You
mIght at least take the trouble to shave every mornmg ,
'I can't afford to shave every mornIng,' he saId perversely
'What do you mean, Gordon? It doesn't cost money to shave, does It?'
'Yes, It does EverythIng costs money Cleanness, decency, energy, selfrespect-everythIng It's all money. Haven't I told you that a mllhon tImes"
She squeezed Ius nbs agrun-she was surprIsIngly strong-and frowned up at
hIm, studYIng hIS face as a mother looks at some peeVIsh cluld of which she IS
unreasonably fond.
'What a fool I amP she said
'In what way a fool';!'
'Because I'm so fond of you.'
'Are you fond of me';)'
'Of course I $11. You know I am. I adore you It's IdlottC of me '
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'Then come somewhere where It's dark I want to kISS you'
'Fancy beIng kIssed by a man who hasn't even shaved"
'Well, that'll be a new experIence for you '
'No, It won't, Gordon Not after knowIng you for two years'
'Oh, well, come on, anyway'
They found an almost dark alley between the backs of houses All theIr
lovemakmg was done In such places The only place where they could ever be
prIvate was the streets He pressed her shoulders agaInst the rough damp
brIcks of the wall She turned her face readIly up to hIS and clung to hIm WIth a
sort of eager VIolent affectIOn, lIke a chIld And yet all the whIle, though they
were body to body, It was as though there were a shIeld between them She
kIssed hnn as a chIld mIght have done, because she knew that he expected to be
kIssed It was always lIke thIS Only at very rare moments could he awake In her
the begmrungs of phYSIcal deSIre, and these she seemed afterwards to forget, so
that he always had to begIn at the begInnIng over agaIn There was somethIng
defenSIve In the feelIng of her small, shapely body She longed to know the
mearung of physIcal love, but also she dreaded It It would destroy her youth,
the youthful, sexless world In WhIch she chose to lIve
He parted hIS mouth from hers In order to speak to her
'Do you love me';)' he saId
'Of course, SIlly Why do you always ask me that';)'
'I lIke to hear you say It Somehow I never feel sure of you tIll I've heard you
say It '
'But why?'
'Oh, well, you mIght have changed your mInd After all, I'm not exactly the
answer to a maIden's prayer I'm thIrty, and moth-eaten at that'
'Don't be so absurd, Gordon I Anyone would thInk you were a hundred, to
hear you talk You know I'm the same age as you are '
'Yes, but not moth-eaten.'
She rubbed her cheek agaInst hIS, feehng the roughness of hIS day-old
beard. TheIr belhes were close together. He thought of the two years he had
wanted her and never had her WIth hls hps almost agamst her ear he
murmured.
'Are you ever going to sleep WIth me?'
'Yes, some day I wIll. Not now Some day'
CIt's always "some day" It's been "some day" for two years now'
'I know But I can't help It.'
He pressed her back agaInst the wall, pulled off the absurd flat hat,; and
buned hts face In her harr It was tormentlng to be so close to her and all for
notlung He put a hand under her clun and lIfted her small face up to hIS,
trymg to <hstingu.tsh her features In the almost complete darkness.
'Say you will, Rosemary,; There's a deart DoP
'You know
gOIng to some tune '
..~e$~ but not SQm6 tune-now I don't mean thIS moment, but soon When we
get an opportumty Say you Wlll"
~I can't. I can't pronuse '
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'Say "yes," Rosemary please dol'
'No'
Sul1 strokIng her Inv1s1ble face, he quoted
'Veulllez Ie dire donc selon
Que vous estes bentgne et doulche,
Car ce doulx mot n' est pas silang
Qu'll vous face mal en la bouche'

'What does that mean";)'
He translated It
'I can't, Gordon I Just can't'
'Say "yes," Rosemary, there's a dear Surely It's as easy to say "yes" as
"no"'>'
'No, It 1sn't It's easy enough for you You're a man It's dIfferent for a
woman'
'Say "yes," Rosemary I "Yes"- It's such an easy word Go on, now, say It
"Yes l " ,
'Anyone would thInk you were teachIng a parrot to talk, Gordon '
~Oh, damn l Don't make Jokes about It '
It was not much use arguIng Presently they came out mto the street and
walked on, southward Somehow, from Rosemary's sWIft, neat movements,
from her general rur of a gIrl who knows how to look after herself and who yet
treats hfe maInly as a Joke, you could make a good guess at her upbrIngIng and
her mental background She was the youngest chlld of one of those huge·
hungry famIlIes whIch stIl1 eXIst here and there In the mIddle classes There
had been fourteen chlldren all told-the father was a country soheltor Some of
Rosemary's SIsters were marrIed, some of them were schoolmIstresses or
runnIng typIng bureaux, the brothers were fanmng 10 Canada, on teaplantatIOns In Ceylon, In obscure regunents of the IndIan Army LIke all
women who have had an eventful gIrlhood, Rosemary wanted to remam a gIrl
That was why, ~exually, she was so Immature She had kept late Into hfe the
hIgh-splrIted sexless atmosphere of a bIg fanuly Also she had absorbed Into
her very bones the code of faIr play and hve-and-Iet-hve She was profoundly
magnanImous, qUlte 10capable of spIrItual bullymg From Gordon, whom she
adored, she put up WIth almost anythmg It was the measure of her
magnanImIty that never once,. In the two years that she had known hun, had
she blamed hIm for not attemptIng to earn a proper hVIng
Gordon was aware of all tlus. But at the moment he was thInking of other
thmgs In the palhd Circles of hght about the lamp-posts, beSIde Rosemary's
smaller, trmuner figure, he felt graceless, shabby, and duty He WIshed very
much that he had shaved that morrung Fur'tlvely he put a hand Into hIS pocket
and felt rus money, half afratd-it was a recurrent fear WIth hIm-that he mIght
have dropped a COlIl. However, he -could feel the mIlled edge of a fiann, hIS
prInCIpal com at the moment Four and fourpence left He couldn't pOSSIbly
take her out to supper, he reflected They'd have to traIl dismally up ~d down
the streets., as usual" or at best go to- a Lyons for a coffee. Bloody! How can you
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have any fun when you've got no money) He said broodingly
'Of course It all comes back to money ,
This remark came out of the blue She looked up at him In surprIse
'What do you mean, It all comes back to money)'
'1 mean the way nothmg ever goes rIght In my hfe It's always money,
money, money that's at the bottom of everything And especIally between me
and you That's why you don't really love me There's a sort offilm of money
between us 1 can feel It every time 1 kiSS you '
'Money' What has money got to do with It, Gordon)'
'Money's got to do wIth everythmg If I had more money you'd love me
more'
'Of course, I wouldn't' Why should P'
'You couldn't help It Don't you see that If I had more money I'd be more
worth lOVIng) Look at me now' Look at my face, look at these clothes I'm
wearIng, look at everything else about me Do you suppose I'd be hke that If I
had two thousand a year) If I had more money I should be a different person'
'If you were a different person I shouldn't love you'
'That's nonsense, too But look at It hke thIS If we were marrIed would you
sleep WIth me)'
'What questIOns you do ask' Of course I would OtherWise, where would be
the sense of being marrIed)'
'Well then, suppose I was decently well off, would you marry me)'
'What's the good of talking about It, Gordon) You know we can't afford to
marry'
'Yes, but tfwe could. Would you)'
'1 don't know Yes, I would, I dare say'
'There you are, then! That's what I SaId-money!'
'No, Gordon, no 1 That's not fau' You're tWlStlng my words round'
'No, I'm not You've got thiS money-bUSiness at the bottom of your heart
Every woman's got It You Wish I was In a good Job now, don't you"
'Not In the way you mean It I'd hke you to be earrung more money-yes'
'And you think I ought to have stayed on at the New Albion, don't you)
You'd lIke me to go back there now and wnte slogans for Q. T Sauce and
Truweet Breakfast Cnsps WOUldn't you'>'
'No, I wouldn't. I never saId that'
'You thought It, though It's what any woman would think'
He was being horribly unfaIr, and he knew It The one thing Rosemary had
never S8ld) the thing she was probably qUite Incapable of saymg, was that he
ought to go back to the New AlblOn But for the moment he dId not even want
to be fatr. HIS sexual rusappolntment stlll pncked hun WIth a sort of
melancholy trIumph he reflected that, after all, he was rIght It was money that
sto<ld between theJn. Money, money, alils money I He broke tnto a half-serIOus
tu;ade:

tyoment What nonsense they make of all our Ideas. Because one can't keep
f'teeoi 'WQJlIen, and every woman makes one pay the same price. "Chuck away
Y'O'tt deoen.cy and make more money" -that's what women say. uChuck away
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your decency, suck the blackIng off the boss's boots, and buy me a better fur
coat than the woman next door" Every man you can see has got some blasted
woman hangIng round hIS neck lIke a mermaId, draggIng hIm down and
down-down to some beastly httle semI-detached vIlla In Putney, WIth hlrepurchase furruture and a portable radIO and an aspIdIstra In the wIndow It's
women who make all progress ImpOSSIble Not that I beheve In progress,' he
added rather unsatlsfactonly
'What absolute nonsense you do talk, Gordon! As though women were to
blame for everythmgl'
'They are to blame, finally Because It's the women who really beheve In the
money-code The men obey It, they have to, but they don't belIeve In It It's
the women who keep It gOIng The women and then Putney VIllas and theIr fur
coats and theIr babIes and theIr aspIdIstras '
'It IS not the women, Gordon! Women dIdn't Invent money, dId they';)'
'It doesn't matter who Invented It, the pOInt IS that It'S women who worshIp
It. A woman's got a sort of mystIcal feehng towards money Good and evtl In a
women's mInd mean SImply money and no money Look at you and me You
won't sleep WIth me, SImply and solely because I've got no money Yes, that zs
the reason (He squeezed her arm to sIlence her) You admItted It only a minute
ago And If I had a decent Income you'd go to bed WIth me tomorrow It's not
because you're mercenary You don't want me to pay you for sleeping WIth
me It's not so crude as that But you've got that deep-down mystIcal feelIng
that somehow a man WIthout money Isn:t worthy of you He's a weakhng, a
sort of half-man-that's how you feel Hercules, god of strength and god of
money-you'll find that In Lempnere It's women who keep all mythologIes
gOIng Women!'
'Women!' echoed Rosemary on a dIfferent note 'I hate the way men are
always talkIng about women c.cWomen do thIS," and "Women do that" -as
though all women were exactly the sameI'
'Of course aU women are the same l What does any woman want except a safe
Income and two babIes and a semI-detached VIlla In Putney WIth an aspIdIstra
In the WIndow')'
'"Oh, you and your aspIdIstras!'
'On the contrary, your aspidIstras You're the sex that cultIvates them'
She squeezed hIS arm and burst out laughing. She was really extraorwnanly
good-natured BeSIdes, what he was saYIng was such palpable nonsense that It
dId not even exasperate her Gordon's dlatnbes agaInst women were In reahty
a kInd of perverse Joke, Indeed, the whole sex...war IS at bottom only a Joke For
the same reason It IS great fun to pose as a feminIst or an antl...femtnlst
accordIng to your sex As they walked on they began a VIOlent argument upon
the eternal and IdiOtiC questIon of Man versus Woman. The moves In thlS
argument-for they had It as often as they met-were always very much the
same Men are brutes and women are soulless, and women have always- been
kept In subjection and they Jolly well ought to be kept in subJection, and look at
Patient GrIselda and look at Lady Astor, and what about polygamy and HIndu
WIdows, and what about Mother Pankhurst's pipIng days when every decent
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woman wore mousetraps on her garters and couldn't look at a man WIthout
feelmg her rIght hand Itch for a castratIng kmfe";> Gordon and Rosemary never
grew tIred of thIS kInd of thIng Each laughed WIth dehght at the other's
absurdItIes There was a merry war between them Even as they dIsputed, arm
In arm, they pressed theIr bodIes dehghtedly together They were very happy
Indeed, they adored one another. Each was to the other a standIng Joke and an
object InfinItely precIous Presently a red and blue haze of Neon hghts
appeared In the dIstance They had reached the begmmng of the Tottenham
Court Road Gordon put hIS arm round her waIst and turned her to the rIght,
down a darkIsh sIde-street They were so happy together that they had got to
kISS They stood clasped together under the lamp-post, stIll laughIng, two
enemIes breast to breast She rubbed her cheek agaInst hIS
'Gordon, you are such a dear old ass' I can't help lOVIng you, scrubby Jaw
and all '
'Do you really";>'
'Really and truly ,
Her arms stIll round hIm, she leaned a lIttle backwards, pressIng her belly
agamst hIS WIth a sort of Innocent voluptuousness
'LIfe zs worth hVlng, Isn't It, Gordon";>'
'SometImes'
'If only we could meet a bIt oftener' SometImes I don't see you for weeks'
'I know It's bloody If you knew how I hate my evenIngs alone"
'One never seems to have tIme for anythIng I don't even leave that beastly
office tll1 nearly seven What do you do WIth yourself on Sundays, Gordon";>'
'Oh, God' Moon about and look mIserable, hke everyone else'
'Why not let's go out for a walk In the country sometImes Then we would
have all day together Next Sunday, for Instance";>'
The words chllled hIm They brought back the thought of money, whIch he
had succeeded In puttIng out of hIS mInd for half an hour past A trIp Into the
country would cost money) far more than he could pOSSIbly afford He saId In a
non ~commlttal tone that transferred the whole thIng to the realm of
abstractton
'Of course, It'S not too bad In RIchmond Park on Sundays Or even
Hampstead Heath EspeCIally If you go In the mornIngs before the crowds get
there'
COh., but do let's go rIght out rota the country I Somewhere In Surrey, for
Instance, or to Burnham Beeches It's so lovely at thIS time of year, WIth all the
dead leaves on the ground, and you can walk all day and hardly meet a soul
We'll walk for mIles and mIles and have dInner at a pub It would be such fun.
Do let's"
Blast! The money-buslness was commg back A trIP even as far as Burnham
Beeches would cost all often bob He dId some hurrIed anthmetlc FIve bob he
mlght, menage, and Julia would 'lend' hIm five, gzve hIm five) that was At the
same moment he remembered hiS oath, constantly renewed and always
broken, nQt to 'borrow' money off JulIa He saId In the same casual tone as
before>
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'It would be rather fun I should thInk we nught manage It I'lIlet you know
later In the week, anyway ,
They came out of the side-street, stIll arm In arm There was a pub on the
corner Rosemary stood on tiptoe, and, clmglng to Gordon's arm to support
herself, managed to look over the frosted lower half of the Window
'Look, Gordon, there's a clock In there It's nearly half past mne Aren't you
getting frIghtfully hungry';)'
'No,' he said Instantly and untruthfully
'I am I'm sunply starving Let's go and have somethmg to eat somewhere'
Money agaIn' One moment more, and he must confess that he had only four
and fourpence m the world-four and fourpence to last tIll FrIday
'1 couldn't eat anythIng,' he saId '1 mIght manage a drInk, 1 dare say Let's
go and have some coffee or somethIng I expect we'll find a Lyons open '
'Oh, don't let's go to a Lyons' I know such a Ulce lIttle ItalIan restaurant,
only Just down the road We'll have SpaghettI NapohtaIne and a bottle of red
WIne I adore spaghettI Do let'sl'
HIS heart sank I t was no good He would have to own up Supper at the
ItalIan Restaurant could not possIbly cost less than five bob for the two of
them He said almost sullenly
'It's about tune I was getting home, as a matter of fact '
'Oh, Gordon' Already,;) Why';)'
'Oh, well' If you must know, I've only got four and fourpence In the world
And It's got to last tIll FrIday'
Rosemary stopped short She was so angry that she pinched hIS arm With all
her strength, meanIng to hurt him and pumsh hIm
'Gordon, you are an ass! You're a perfect IdIOt' You're the most unspeakable
IdIOt I've ever seenI'
'Why am I an IdIot')'
'Because what does It matter whether you've got any money' I'm asklngyou
to have supper WIth me '
He freed hIS arm from hers and stood away from her He dId not want to look
her In the face
'What' Do you think I'd go to a restaurant and let you pay for my food">'
'But why not')'
'Because one can't do that sort of thIng It Isn't done '
'It "Isn't done'" You'll be saYing It's "not CrIcket" In another moment
What "Isn't done"')'
'LettIng you pay for my meals A man pays for a woman, a woman doesn't
pay for a man '
'Oh, Gordon' Are we lIVIng In the reIgn of Queen VictOrIa')'
'Yes, we are" as far as that kInd oftrung~s concerned Ideas don't change so
qUickly'
'But my Ideas have changed.'
'No) they haven't. You trunk they have, but they haventt You've been
brought up as a woman) and you can't help behaving bke a woman, however
much you don't want to '
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'But what do you mean by behavzng lzke a woman, anyway":>'
'I tell you every woman's the same when It comes to a thIng lIke thIS A
woman despIses a man who's dependent on her and sponges on her She may
say she doesn't, she may thznk she doesn't, but she does She can't help It If I
let you pay for my meals you'd despIse me '
He had turned away He knew how abomInably he was behavIng But
somehow he had got to say these thIngs The feehng that people-even
Rosemary-must despIse hIm for hIS poverty was too strong to be overcome
Only by rigId, Jealous Independence could he keep hIS self-respect Rosemary
was really dIstressed thIS tIme She caught hIS arm and pulled hIm round,
makmg hIm face her WIth an InSIstent gesture, angnly and yet demandIng to
be loved, she pressed her breast agamst hIm
'Gordon! I won't let you say such thIngs How can you say I'd ever despIse
you":>'
'I tell you you couldn't help It If I let myself sponge on you'
'Sponge on me! What expreSSlOns you do use! How IS It spongIng on me to
let me pay for your supper Just for once"
He could feel the small breasts, firm and round, Just beneath hIS own She
looked up at hIm, frownIng and yet not far from tears She thought hIm
perverse, unreasonable, cruel But her phYSIcal nearness dIstracted hIm At
thIS moment all he could remember was that In two years she had never YIelded
to hlffi She had starved hIm of the one thIng that mattered What was the good
of pretendIng that she loved hIm when In the last essentIal she recoIled) He
added WIth a kInd of deadly JOY
'In a way you do despIse me Oh, yes, 1 know you're fond of me But after all,
you can't take me qUIte serIously I'm a kInd of Joke to you You're fond of me,
and yet I'm not qUIte your equal-that's how you feel'
I t was what he had saId before, but WIth thIS dIfference, that now he meant
It, or said It as If he meant It She crIed out WIth tears In her VOIce
'1 don't, Gordon, 1 don't! You know 1 don't"
'You do That's why you won't sleep WIth me DIdn't I tell you that before":>'
She looked up at hIm an Instant longer.) and then bUrIed her face In hIS breast
as suddenly as though duckIng from a blow It was because she had burst Into
tears She wept agaInst hIS breast, angry WIth hIm, hatmg hIm, and yet chnglng
to hIm lIke a chIld It was the chIldIsh way In whIch she clung to hIm, as a mere
male breast to weep on, that hurt hIm most WIth a sort of self-hatred he
remembered the other women who In Just the same way had crIed agaInst hIS
breast. It seemed the only thIng he could do WIth women, to make them cry
WIth lus arm round her shoulders he caressed hel; clumsIly, trymg to console
her
'You've gone and made me cry" she whImpered In self-contempt
'I'm sorry! Rosemary, dear one! Don't cry, please don't cry'
'Gordon, dearest1 Why do you have to be so beastly to me?'
'I'm sorry, I'Ill sorry' SometImes I cantt help It '
'But why? Why)'
She had got over her crymg. Rather more composed, she drew away from
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hIm and felt for somethmg to WIpe her eyes NeIther of them had a
handkerchIef ImpatIently, she wrung the tears out of her eyes wIth her
knuckles
'How Silly we always are' Now, Gordon, be nice for once Come along to the
restaurant and have some supper and let me pay for It '
'No'
'Just thIS once Never mInd about the old money-business Do It Just to
please me'
'I tell you I can't do that kInd ofthmg I've got to keep my end up'
'But what do you mean, keep your end up~'
'I've made a war on money, and I've got to keep the rules The first rule IS
never to take chanty'
'Chanty' Dh, Gordon, I do thmk you're sIllyI'
She squeezed hIS nbs again It was a SIgn of peace She dId not understand
hIm, probably never would understand hIm, yet she accepted hIm as he was,
hardly even protestIng agaInst hIS unreasonableness As she put her face up to
be kIssed he notlced that her hps were salt A tear had tnckled here He
stramed her agaInst hlffi The hard defenSIve feelIng had gone out of her body
She shut her eyes and sank agamst hIm and mto hIm as though her bones had
grown weak, and her hps parted and her small tongue sought for hIS I twas
very seldom that she dId that And suddenly, as he felt her body YIeldIng, he
seemed to know wIth certaInty that theIr struggle was ended She was hIS now
when he chose to take her, and yet perhaps she dId not fully understand what It
was that she was offermg, It was sImply an mstmctIve movement of generosIty,
a desIre to reassure hIm-to smooth away that hateful feelmg of beIng
unloveable and unloved She saId nothmg of thIS In words It was the feehng of
her body that seemed to say It But even If thIS had been the tIme and the place
he could not have taken her At thIS moment he loved her but dId not deSIre
her HIS deSIre could only return at some future tIme when there was no
quarrel fresh In rus mInd and no conSClOusness of four and fourpence In hIS
pocket to daunt hIm
Presently they separated theIr mouths, though stIll clmgIng closely together
'How stupId It IS, the way we quarrel, Isn't It Gordon' When we meet so
seldom'
'I know It's all my fault I can't help It Trungs rub me up It's money at the
bottom of It, always money'
~Dh, money! You let It worry you too much, Gordon.'
'ImpossIble It's the only thmg worth worrymg about'
'But, anyway, we wzll go out Into the country next Sunday, won't we' To
Burnham Beeches or somewhere It would be so nIce If we could'
'Yes, I'd love to We'll go early and be out all day I'll raIse the traln fares
somehow.'
'But you'll let me pay my own fare, won't you?'
'No, I'd rather I paId them) but we'll go) anyway.'
,And you really won't let me pay for your supper-Just thIS once, Just to show
you trust me?'
•
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'No, I can't I'm sorry I've told you why'
'Oh, dear' I suppose we shall have to say good nIght It's gettIng late'
They stayed talkIng a long tIme, however, so long that Rosemary got no
supper after all She had to be back at her lodgIngs by eleven, or the shedragons were angry Gordon went to the top of the Tottenham Court Road
and took the tram It was a penny cheaper than takIng the bus On the wooden
seat upstaIrs he was wedged agaInst a small dIrty Scotchman who read the
football finals and oozed beer Gordon was very happy Rosemary was gOIng to
be hIS mIstress Sharply the menaczng wznd sweeps over To the mUSIC of the
tram's boommg he whIspered the seven completed stanzas of hiS poem NIne
stanzas there would be In all It was good He belIeved In It and In hImself He
was a poet Gordon Comstock, author of Mzce Even In London Pleasures he
once agaIn beheved
He thought of Sunday They were to meet at mne o'clock at Paddlngton
StatIOn Ten bob or so It would cost, he would raIse the money If he had to
pawn hiS shIrt And she was gOIng to become hiS mistress, thiS very Sunday,
perhaps, If the right chance offered Itself NothIng had been saId Only,
somehow, It was agreed between them
Please God It kept fine on Sundayl It was deep wInter now What luck If It
turned out one of those splendid windless days-one of those days that might
almost be summer, when you can lIe for hours on the dead bracken and never
feel cold' But you don't get many days lIke that, a dozen at most In every
Wlnter. As lIkely as not It would raIn He wondered whether they would get a
chance to do It after all They had nowhere to go, except the open air There are
so many paIrS of lovers In London With 'nowhere to go', only the streets and
the parks, where there IS no pnvacy and It IS always cold It IS not easy to make
love In a cold clImate when you have no money The 'never the time and the
place) motIf IS not made enough of In novels

7
The plumes of the chImneys floated perpendicular agamst skIes of smoky rose
Gordon caught the 27 bus at ten past eight. The streets were stllilocked In
their Sunday sleep On the doorsteps the nulk bottles WaIted ungathered lIke
little wrute senttnels. Gordon had fourteen shillIngs In hIS hand-thIrteen and
nine, rather, because the bus fare was threepence Nme bob he had set aSIde
from lus wages-God knew what that was gomg to mean, later In the
weekI-and five he bad borrowed from Juha.
He bad gone round to Juba's place on Thursday night ]uba's room In Earl's
ColAtt,. though only a second-fioor back) was not Just a vulgar bedroom lIke
GnnJoo)s. It was a bed-SItting Wlth the accent on the SlttIng JulIa would have
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dIed of starvatIon sooner than put up WIth such squalor as Gordon lIved In
Indeed everyone of her scraps of furmture, collected over Intervals of years,
represented a perIod of semI-starvatIon There was a dIvan bed that could very
nearly be mIstaken for a sofa, and a httle round fumed oak. table, and two
'antIque' hardwood chaIrs, and an ornamental footstool and a chmtz-covered
armchalr-Drage's thIrteen monthly paymentS-In front of the tIny gas-fire,
and there were varIOUS brackets WIth framed photos of father and mother and
Gordon and Aunt Angela, and a bIrchwood calendar-somebody's ChrIstmas
present-wIth 'It's a long lane that has no turnmg' done on It In pokerwork
JulIa depressed Gordon horrIbly He was always tellIng hImself that he ought
to go and see her oftener, but In practIce he never went near her except to
'borrow' money
When Gordon had gIven three knocks-three knocks for second floor-JulIa
took hIm up to her room and knelt down m front of the gas-fire
'I'll lIght the fire agaIn,' she saId 'You'd lIke a cup of tea, wouldn't you"
He noted the 'agaIn' The room was beastly cold-no fire had been lIghted In
It thIS evenIng JulIa always 'saved gas' when she was alone He looked at her
long narrow back as she knelt down How grey her haIr was gettIng' Whole
locks of It were qUIte grey A lIttle more, and It would be 'grey haIr' tout court
'You lIke your tea strong, don't you";)' breathed JulIa, hovermg over the teacaddy WIth tender, goose-lIke movements
Gordon drank hIS cup of tea standIng up, hIS eye on the bIrchwood calendar
Out WIth It' Get It over' Yet hIS heart almost faIled hIm The meanness of thIS
hateful cadgIng' What would It all tot up to, the money he had 'borrowed' from
her In all these years')
'I say, Juha, I'm damned sorry-I hate askIng you, but look here-'
'Yes, Gordon" she saId qUIetly. She knew what was comIng
'Look here, JulIa, I'm damned sorry, but could you lend me five bob)'
'Yes, Gordon, I expect so '
She sought out the small, worn black leather purse that was hIdden at the
bottom of her hnen drawer He knew what she was thmkmg It meant less for
ChrIstmas presents That was the great event of her lIfe nowadays-ChrIstmas
and the gIVIng of presents huntmg through the glItterIng streets, late at mght
after the teashop was shut, from one bargam counter to another, pIckIng out
the trash that women are so CUrIously fond of HandkerchIef sachets, letter
racks, teapots, mamcure sets, b1rchwood calendars WIth mottoes In pokerwork
All through the year she was scrapIng from her wretched wages for 'So-andso's ChrIstmas present', or 'So-and-so's bIrthday present' And had she not,
last ChrIstmas, because Gordon was 'fond of poetry', gIven hun the Selected
Poems of J obn Dnnkwater In green morocco, whIch he had sold for half a
crown'> Poor JulIa' Gordon made off with hIS five bob as soon as he decently
could Why IS It that one can't borrow from a rich fnend and can from a half..
starved relanve? But one's famIly, of course, 'don't coune
On the top of the bus he dId mental arIthmetiC Thirteen and nine In hand
Two day-returns to Slough, five bob Bus fares, say two bob more, seven bob.
Bread and cheese and beer at a pub, say a bob each, mne bob Tea, etghtpence
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each, twelve bob A bob for cIgarettes, thIrteen bob That left runepence for
emergencIes They would manage all rIght And how about the rest of the
week? Not a penny for tobacco' But he refused to let It worry hIm Today
would be worth It, anyway
Rosemary met hIm on tlme It was one of her vIrtues that she was never late,
and even at thIS hour of the mornIng she was brIght and debonaIr She was
rather rucely dressed, as usual She was weanng her mock-shovel hat agaIn,
because he had saId he hked It They had the statIOn practIcally to themselves
The huge grey place, httered and deserted, had a blowsy, unwashed aIr, as
though It were stIll sleepIng off a Saturday nIght debauch A yawrung porter In
need of a shave told them the best way to get to Burnham Beeches, and
presently they were In a thIrd-class smoker, rolhng westward, and the mean
wIlderness of London was openIng out and gIVIng way to narrow sooty fields
dotted With ads for Carter's LIttle LIver PIlls The day was very stIll and
warm Gordon's prayer had come true It was one of those WIndless days
whIch you can hardly tell from summer You could feel the sun behInd the
mIst, It would break through presently, WIth any luck Gordon and Rosemary
were profoundly and rather absurdly happy There was a sense of wIld
adventure In gettIng out of London, WIth the long day In 'the country'
stretchIng out ahead of them It was months SInce Rosemary and a year sInce
Gordon had set foot In 'the country' They sat close together WIth the Sunday
T1mes open across theIr knees, they dId not read It, however, but watched the
fields and cows and houses and the empty goods trucks and great sleepIng
factOrIes rollIng past. Both of them enjoyed the rallway Journey so much that
they WIshed It had been longer
At Slough they got out and travelled to Farnham Common In an absurd
chocolate-coloured bus WIth no top Slough was stIll half asleep Rosemary
remembered the way now that they had got to Farnham Common You walked
down a rutted road and came out on to stretches of fine, wet, tussocky grass
dotted WIth httle naked blrches The beech woods were beyond Not a bough
or a blade was stIrrIng The trees stood lIke ghosts In the stll1, mIsty aIr Both
Rosemary and Gordon exclauned at the loveliness of everythIng The dew, the
stJ.llness, the satIny sterns of the birches, the softness of the turf under your
feet' Nevertheless, at first they felt shrunken and out of place, as Londoners do
when they get outslde London Gordon felt as though he had been lIVIng
underground for a long tIme past He felt etIolated and unkempt He slIpped
behInd Rosemary as they walked, so that she should not see hls hned,
colourless face Also, they were out of breath before they had walked far,
because they Were only used to London walkmg, and for the first half hour they
scarcely talked, They plunged into the woods and started westward, WIth not
much tdea of where they: were making for-anywhere, so long as It was away
from London.. All round thexn the beech-trees soared,t cunously phalbc wlth
their $m00th skin-like bark and thel! fiuttngs at the base. Nothing grew at thexr
roots)! but 1;he dned leaves were strewn so tluckly that In the dlstance the slopes
looktbd like folds of copper-eoloured Sllk. Not a soul seemed to be awake.
~ Gordbn cam.e lev~l With Rosemary. They walked on hand In hand,
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sWIshIng through the dry coppery leaves that had dnfted mto the ruts
SometImes they came out on to stretches of road where they passed huge
desolate houses-opulent country houses, once, m the carrIage days, but now
deserted and unsaleable Down the road the mIst-dImmed hedges wore that
strange purphsh brown, the colour of brown madder, that naked brushwood
takes on In winter There were a few buds about-Jays, sometimes, passing
between the trees with dippIng fbght, and pheasants that lOItered across the
road wIth long taIls tralhng, almost as tame as hens, as though knowmg they
were safe on Sunday But In half an hour Gordon and Rosemary had not
passed a human beIng Sleep lay upon the countryside It was hard to belIeve
that they were only twenty mdes out of London
Presently they had walked themselves Into tnm They had got theIr second
wind and the blood glowed In then veIns I t was one of those days when you
feel you could walk a hundred mIles If necessary Suddenly, as they came out
on to the road again, the dew all down the hedge glIttered WIth a dtamond flash
The sun had pIerced the clouds The lIght came slantIng and yellow across the
fields, and dehcate unexpected colours sprang out In everythmg, as though
some gIant's chdd had been let loose wIth a new paintbox Rosemary caught
Gordon's arm and pulled hlm agaInst her
'Oh, Gordon, what a lovely day"
'Lovely'
'And, oh, look, look' Look at all the rabbits 10 that field!'
Sure enough, at the other end of the field, mnumerable rabbIts were
brOWSing, almost hke a flock of sheep Suddenly there was a flurry under the
hedge A rabbIt had been lYIng there It leapt from Its nest In the grass WIth a
flnt of dew and dashed away down the field, ItS whIte tall lIfted Rosemary
threw herself Into Gordon's arms It was astOnIShIngly warm, as warm as
summer They pressed theIr bodIes together 10 a sort of sexless rapture, hke
chIldren Here In the open air he could see the marks ofttme qUIte clearly upon
her face She was nearly thll'ty, and looked It, and he was nearly thirty, and
looked more, and It mattered nothIng He pulled off the absurd flat hat. The
three whIte hairs gleamed on her crown At the moment he dtd not Wish them
away They were part of her and therefore lovable
'What fun to be here alone WIth you' I'm so glad we camel'
'And, oh, Gordon, to thInk we've got all day together' And It mIght so easIly
have raIned How lucky we are l '
'Yes We'll burn a sacrIfice to the Immortal gods, presently'
They were extravagantly happy. As they walked on they fell lOtQ absurd
enthUSIasms over everythIng they saw over a Jay's feather that they pIcked up,
blue as lapIS lazulI, over a stagnant poollxke a Jet nurror) WIth boughs reflected
deep down In It; over the fungl that sprouted from the trees hke monstrous
horIzontal ears. They dIscussed for a long tune what would be the best epithet
to descrIbe a beech-tree .. Both agreed that beeches look more Itke sentlent
creatures than other trees It is because of the smoothness of thelr bark,
probably, and 1;he cunous lixnb-bke way in wluch the boughs sprout from the
trunk. Gordon Bald that lhe httle ltnobs on the bark were hke the nipples -of
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brea~ts and that the SInuous upper boughs, wIth theIr smooth sooty skIn, were

lIke the wrIthmg trunks of elephants They argued about SImIles and
metaphors From tIme to tIme they quarrelled vIgorously, accordIng to theIr
custom Gordon began to tease her by findmg ugly SImIles for everythIng they
passed He saId that the russet folIage of the hornbeams was lIke the haIr of
Burne-Jones maIdens, and that the smooth tentacles of the IVY that wound
about the trees were lIke the clIngIng arms of DIckens herOInes Once he
mSIsted upon destroymg some mauve toadstools because he saId they
remmded hIm of a Rackham IllustratIon and he suspected faIrIeS of danCIng
round them Rosemary called hIm a soulless pIg She waded through a bed of
drIfted beech leaves that rustled about her, knee-deep, lIke a weightless redgold sea
'Oh, Gordon, these leaves' Look at them With the sun on them' They're lIke
gold They really are lIke gold '
'FaIry gold You'll be gOIng all BarrIe In another moment As a matter of
fact, If you want an exact SimIle, they're Just the colour of tomato soup ,
'Don't be a pIg, Gordon' LIsten how they rustle HThlck as autumnal leaves
that strow the brooks In Vallombrosa " ,
'Or hke one of those AmerIcan breakfast cereals Truweet Breakfast CrISPS
"Klddles clamour for their Breakfast CrISPS'"
'You are a beast!'
She laughed They walked on hand In hand, sWlshmg ankle-deep through
the leaves and declaImIng
'ThIck as the Breakfast CrISps that strow tAle plates
In Welwyn Garden CIty"

I t was great fun Presently they came out of the wooded area There were
plenty of people abroad now, but not many cars If you kept away from the malO
roads. Sometlffies they heard church bells rIngIng and made detours to aVOId
the churchgoers They began to pass through stragglIng VIllages on whose
outskIrts pseudo-Tudor vIllas stood smffishly apart, amId theIr garages, theIr
laurel shrubberIes and theIr raw-lookIng lawns And Gordon had some fun
raIlmg agaInst the VIllas and the godless CIVIlIzatIon of WhICh they were part-a
clvlbzatIOn of stockbrokers and theIr hp-sticked WIves, of golf, whIsky, oUIJaboards, and Aberdeen terrIers called Jock So they walked anoth~r four mdes
or so, talking and frequently quarrellIng A few gauzy clouds were drIftIng
across the sky, but there was hardly a breath of wmd
They were grOWIng rather footsore and more and more hungry Of Its own
accord the conversatIOn began to turn upon food Neither of them had a watch,
but when they passed through a VIllage they saw that the pubs were open, ~o
that It must be aftec twelve o'clock They heSItated outSIde a rather lowlookmg pub called the BIrd In Hand Gordon was for gOIng In) prIvately he
re1lected that in a pub bke that your bread and cheese and beer would cost you
a bob at the very most But Rosemary saId that it was a nasty-lookIng place,
wluch Indeed it was, and they went on, hopIng to find a pleasanter pub at the
other end of the village. They had VISions of a cosy bar-parlour, WIth an oak
$etde and perhaps a stuffed pIke In a glass case on the wall
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But there were no more pubs In the vIllage, and presently they were In open
country agaIn, WIth no houses In SIght and not even any SignpoStS Gordon and
Rosemary began to be alarmed At two the pubs would shut, and then there
would be no food to be had, except perhaps a packet of bISCUIts from some
vIllage sweetshop At thIS thought a ravenIng hunger took possessIOn of them
They tOlled exhaustedly up an enormous hlll, hopIng to find a Village on the
other SIde There w.as no VIllage, but far below a dark green rIver wound, WIth
what seemed qUIte lIke a large town scattered along ItS edge and a grey brIdge
crOSSIng It They dId not even know what rIver It was-It was the Thames, of
course
'Thank God l' saId Gordon 'There must be plenty of pubs down there
We'd better take the first one we can find '
'Yes, do let's I'm starVIng'
But when they neared the town It seemed strangely qUIet Gordon wondered
whether the people were all at church or eatIng theIr Sunday dInners, untIl he
realIzed that the place was qUIte deserted It was CrIckham-on-Thames, one of
those rIverSIde towns WhICh hve for the boat1Og season and go 1Oto hIbernatIOn
for the rest of the year It straggled along the bank for a mIle or more, and It
conSIsted entIrely of boat-houses and bungalows, all of them shut Up and
empty There were no SIgns ofllfe anywhere At last, however, they came upon
a fat, aloof, red-nosed man, WIth a ragged moustache, sitting on a camp-stool
beSIde a Jar of beer on the towpath He was fishIng WIth a twenty-foot roach
pole, whIle on the smooth green water two swans CIrcled about hIS float, trying
to steal hiS bait as often as he pulled It up
'Can you tell us where we can get somethIng to eat)' SaId Gordon
The fat man seemed to have been expect10g thIS questlOn and to derIve a sort
of prIvate pleasure from It He answered WIthout lookIng at Gordon
'You won't get nothIng to eat Not here you won't,' he SaId
'But dash It 1 Do you mean to say there Isn't a pub In the whole place? We've
walked all the way from Farnham Common'
The fat man snrffed and seemed to reflect, stIll keepIng lus eye on the float
'I dessay you mIght try the Ravenscroft Hotel,' he said. 'About half a mile
along, that IS. I dessay they'd give you somethmg, that IS, they would If they
was open'
'But aTe they open)'
'They might be and they mIght not,' saId the fat man comfortably
'And can you tell us what tIme It IS)' said Rosemary
'It's Jest gone ten parse one'
The two swans followed Gordon and Rosemary a lIttle way along the
towpath, eVldently expectIng to be fed There dtd not seem much hope that the
Ravenscroft Hotel would be open The whole place had that desolate flyblown
axr of pleasure resorts In the off...season The woodwork of the bungalows was
crackmg, the whlte pamt was peebng off, the dusty wmdows showed bare
Intet10rS Even the slot machines that were dotted along the bank were out of
order There seemed to be another bridge at the other end of the town Gordon
swore hearnly.
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'What bloody fools we were not to go In that pub when we had the chancel'
'Oh, dear' I'm sImply starvzng Had we better turn back, do you thInk';)'
'It's no use, there were no pubs the way we came We must keep on I
suppose the Ravenscroft Hotel's on the other sIde of that bndge If that's a
malO road there's Just a chance It'll be open OtherwIse we're sunk'
They dragged theIr way as far as the brIdge They were thoroughly footsore
now But behold' here at last was what they wanted, for Just beyond the brIdge,
down a sort of pnvate road, stood a bIggISh, smartlsh hotel, Its back lawns
runmng down to the nver It was ObVIOusly open Gordon and Rosemary
started eagerly towards It, and then paused, daunted
'It looks fnghtfully expenSIve,' said Rosemary
It dId look expenSIve It was a vulgar pretentIOus place, all gIlt and whIte
pamt-one of those hotels which have overchargIng and bad serVIce wntten on
every bnck BeSIde the dnve, commandIng the road, a snobbish board
announced 10 gIlt lettermg
THE RAVENSCROFT HOTEL
OPEN fO NON-RESIDENTS
LUNCHEONS-TEAS-DINNERS
DANCE HALL AND TENNIS COURTS
PARTIES CATERED FOR

Two gleamIng two-seater cars were parked In the dnve Gordon quaIled The
money 10 hIS pocket seemed to shnnk to nothmg, thIS was the very OppOSIte to
the cosy pub they had been lookIng for But he was very hungry Rosemary
tweaked at hIS arm
'It looks a beastly place I vote we go on '
'But we've got to get some food It's our last chance We shan't find another
pub'
'The food's always so dIsgustIng In these places Beastly cold beef that tastes
as If It had been saved up from last year And they charge you the earth for It '
'Oh, well, we'll Just order bread and cheese and beer It always costs about
the same'
'But they hate you dOIng that They'll try to bully us Into haVIng a proper
lunch, you'll see We must be firm and Just say bread and cheese'
'All nght, we'll be firm Come on'
They went In, resolved to be firm But there was an expenSIve smell In the
draughty h~llway-a smell of chIntz, dead flowers, Thames water, and the
rInsmgs of wme bottles It was the characterIstIc smell of a rIverSIde hotel
Gordon's heart sank lower. He knew the type of place tlus was It was one of
those desolate hotels whIch eXIst all along the motor roads and are frequented
by stockbrokers au:ing their whores on Sunday afternoons In such places you
are lnSulted and overcharged almost as a matter of course. Rosemary shrank
nearer to him She too was mtUllldated They saw a door marked' Saloon' and
pushed It open, tlunkmg it must be the bar. It was not a bar, however, but a
large" smart, chilly room WIth corduroy-upholstered ch21rs and settees You
could have mIstaken It for an ordInary draWIng-room except that all the
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ashtrays advertIsed WhIte Horse whIsky And round one of the tables the
people from the cars outsIde-two blond, flat-headed, fattIsh men, overyouthfully dressed, and two dIsagreeable elegant young women-were sIttmg,
haVIng eVIdently Just finIshed lunch A walter, bendmg over theIr table, was
servmg them WIth hqueurs
Gordon and Rosemary had halted In the doorway The people at the table
were already eyeIng them WIth offensIve upper-mIddle-class eyes Gordon and
Rosemary looked tired and dIrty, and they knew It The notion of ordermg
bread and cheese and beer had almost vamshed from theIr mmds In such a
place as thIS you couldn't possIbly say 'Bread and cheese and beer', 'Lunch'
was the only thing you could say There was nothing for It but 'Lunch' or
flIght The walter was almost openly contemptuous He had summed them up
at a glance as havmg no money, but also he had diVIned that It was m theIr
mInds to fly and was determIned to stop them before they could escape
'Sare?' he demanded, hftlng hIS tray off the table
Now for It' Say 'Bread and cheese and beer', and damn the consequences'
Alas' hIS courage was gone 'Lunch' It would have to be WIth a seemmgcareless gesture he thrust hIS hand Into hIS pocket He was feehng hiS money to
make sure that It was stIll there Seven and elevenpence left, he knew The
walter's eye followed the movement, Gordon had a hateful feelmg that the man
could actually see through the cloth and count the money In hIS pocket In a
tone as lordly as he could make It, he remarked
'Can we have some lunch, please)'
'Luncheon, sare? Yes, sare Zees way'
The walter was a black-hatred young man WIth a very smooth, wellfeatured, sallow face HIS dress clothes were excellently cut and yet uncleanlookIng, as though he seldom took them off He looked lIke a RUSSIan prmce,
probably he was an Enghshman and had assumed a foreIgn accent because thIS
was proper In a walter. Defeated, Rosemary and Gordon followed hIm to the
dIlling-room, WhICh was l!it the back, gIVing on to the lawn It was exactly hke
an aquarIum It was bUIlt entIrely of greenIsh glass, and It was so damp and
chIlly that you could almost have fanCIed yourself under water You could both
see and smell the rIver outsIde In the mIddle of each of the small round tables
there was a bowl of paper flowers, but at one SIde, to complete the aquanum
effect, there was a whole flOrIst's stand of evergreens, palms, and aspIdIstras
and so forth, lIke dreary water-plants In summer such a room mtght be
pleasant enough, at present, when the sun had gone behmd a cloud, It was
merely dank and mIserable Rosemary was almost as much afraId of the walter
as Gordon was As they sat down and he turned away for a moment she made a
face at hIS back
'I'm gOIng to pay for my own lunch,' she whIspered to Gordon, across the
table
'No, you're not"
'What a horrIble placet The food's sure to be filthy I do WIsh we hadn't
come.'

'Sh P

Keep the Aspzdzstra Flyzng
662
The walter had come back wIth a flyblown prInted menu He handed It to
Gordon and stood over him With the menacing air of a walter who knows that
you have not much money In your pocket Gordon's heart pounded If It was a
table d'hOte lunch at three and sixpence or even half a crown, they were sunk
He set hIS teeth and looked at the menu Thank God! It was a la carte The
cheapest trung on the 11st was cold beef and salad for one and sixpence He said,
or rather mumbled
'We'll have some cold beef, please '
The walter's delicate eyebrows lifted He feigned surprise
'Only ze cold beef, sare?'
'Yes that'll do to go on With, anyway'
'But you Will not have anyszng else, sare?'
'Oh, well BrIng us some bread, of course And butter'
'But no soup to start WIZ, sare?'
'No No soup ,
'Nor any fish, sare? Only ze cold beeP'
'Do we want any fish, Rosemary? I don't thmk we do No No fish'
'Nor any sweet to follow, sare? Only ze cold beeP'
Gordon had d.lfficulty In controlhng hiS features He thought he had never
hated anyone so much as he hated thls walter
'We'll tell you afterwards If we want anything else,' he said
'And you wlll drmk sare?'
Gordon had meant to ask for beer, but he hadn't the courage now He had
got to win back hiS prestige after thls affair of the cold beef
'Bring me the wme llst,' he said flatly
Another flyblown 11st was produced All the wines looked Impossibly
expensive However, at the very top of the llst there was some nameless table
claret at two and nIne a bottle Gordon made hurried calculatlOns He could
Just manage two and nine He Ind.lcated the wine With hiS thumbnaIl
'Bring us a bottle of thiS,' he said
The walter's eyebrows rose agaIn He essayed a stroke of ll'ony
'You wIll have ze whole bottle, sare? You would not prefare ze halfbottle~'
'A whole bottle~' satd Gordon coldly.
All In a smgle dehcate movement of contempt the WaIter Inchned rus head,
shrugged his left shoulder, and turned away Gordon could not stand It He
caught Rosemary's eye across the table. Somehow or other they had got to put
that WaIter in rus place! In a moment the walter came back; carrYing the bottle
of cheap wine by the neck, and half conceahng It behInd hiS coat talls, as
though It Were something a httle mdecent or unclean Gordon had thought of a
way to avenge lumself As the WaIter displayed the bottle he put out a hand, felt
it, and frowned.
~'s not the way to serve red Wlne,' he satd.
Just for a Oloment the waiter was taken aback. 'Sare';)' he SaId
'ItJ$ stone -cold. Take the bottle away and warm It '
<very sood, sare.'
But it was not really a VIctory. The WaIter dtd not look abashed. Was the
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WIne worth warmIng',) hIS raIsed eyebrow saId He bore the bottle away wIth
easy dIsdaIn, makIng It qUIte clear to Rosemary and Gordon that It was bad
enough to order the cheapest WIne on the lIst wIthout makIng thIS fuss about It
afterwards
The beef and salad were corpse-cold and dId not seem lIke real food at all
They tasted lIke water The rolls, also, though stale, were damp The reedy
Thames water seemed to have got Into everythIng It was no SurprIse that
when the WIne was opened It tasted hke mud But It was alcoholIc, that was the
great thIng It was qUIte a SurprIse to find how stnnulatmg It was, once you had
got It past your gullet and Into your stomach After drInkIng a glass and a half
Gordon felt very much better The walter stood by the door, IronIcally patIent,
hIS napkIn over hIS -arm, trYIng to make Gordon and Rosemary uncomfortable
by hIS presence At first he succeeded, but Gordon's back was towards hIm,
and he dIsregarded hIm and presently almost forgot hIm By degrees theIr
courage returned They began to talk more eaSIly and m louder VOIces
'Look,' Said Gordon 'Those swans have followed us all the way up here'
Sure enough, there were the two swans sallIng vaguely to and fro over the
dark green water And at thIs moment the sun burst out agaIn and the dreary
aquanum of a dlrung-room was flooded WIth pleasant greerush lIght Gordon
and Rosemary felt suddenly warm and happy They began chatterIng about
nothIng, almost as though the walter had not been there, and Gordon took up
the bottle and poured out two more glasses of WIne Over then glasses theIr
eyes met She was lookIng at hIm WIth a sort of YIeldIng Irony 'I'm your
mIstress,' her eyes saId, 'what a JokeI' TheIr knees were touchmg under the
small table, momentarIly she squeezed hIS knee between her own SomethIng
leapt InSIde hIm, a warm wave of sensuahty and tenderness crept up hIS body
He had remembered I She was rus girl, hIS mIstress Presently, when they were
alone, In some hIdden place In the warm, WIndless air, he would have her naked
body all for hIs own at last. True, all the mornmg he had known this, but
somehow the knowledge had been unreal It was only now that he grasped It
WIthout words saId, WIth a sort of bodIly certaInty, he knew that WIthIn an
hour she would be In hIS arms, naked As they sat there m the warm lIght, then
knees touchIng, theIr eyes meetIng, they felt as though already everythIng had
been accomplIshed There was deep Intr.r.PraCY between them They could have
sat there for hours, Just lookIng at one another and talking of trIVIal thmgs that
had meanIngs for them and for nobody else They dId SIt there for twenty
mInutes or more Gordon had forgotten the walter-had even forgotten,
momentarIly, the dlsaster of beIng let In for thIS wretched lunch that was gOIng
to stnp hlID of every penny he had But presently the sun went In, the room
grew grey agaIn, and they realIzed that It was ttme to go
'The bul,' saId Gordon, turrung half rQund
The walter made a final effort to be offenSIve
'Ze bIll, sare',) But you do not WIsh any coffee, sare?'
~No, no coffee. The bIll '
The walter retIred and came back WIth a folded sbp on a salver Gordon
opened It SIX and threepence-and he had exactly seven and elevenpence in
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the world I Of course he had known approXImately what the bIll must be, and
yet It was a shock now that It came He stood up, felt In hIS pocket, and took out
all rus money The sallow young walter, hIS salver on hIS arm, eyed the handful
of money, plamly he dIVIned that It was all Gordon had Rosemary also had got
up and come round the table She pmched Gordon's elbow, thIS was a sIgnal
that she would hke to pay her share Gordon pretended not to notIce He paId
the SIX and threepence, and, as he turned away, dropped another shllhng on to
the salver The walter balanced It for a moment on hIS hand, flIcked It over, and
then shpped It Into hIS waIstcoat pocket WIth the air of COverIng up somethIng
unmentIonable
As they went down the passage, Gordon felt dIsmayed, helpless-dazed,
almost All hIS money gone at a SIngle swoop I It was a ghastly thIng to happen
If only they had not come to thIS accursed place l The whole day was rumed
now-and all for the sake of a couple of plates of cold beef and a bottle of muddy
wme l Presently there would be tea to thInk about, and he had only SIX
CIgarettes left, and there were the bus fares back to Slough and God knew what
else, and he had Just eIghtpence to pay for the lotI They got outsIde the hotel
feelIng as If they had been kIcked out and the door slammed behInd them All
the warm IntImacy of a moment ago was gone EverythIng seemed dIfferent
now that they were outsIde TheIr blood seemed to grow suddenly cooler In the
open aIr Rosemary walked ahead of h!ID, rather nervous, not speakIng She
was half fnghtened now by the thIng she had resolved to do He watched her
strong dehcate hmbs mOVIng There was her body that he had wanted so long,
but now when the tIme had come It only daunted hIm He wanted her to be hIS,
he wanted to have had her, but he WIshed It were over and done WIth It was an
effort-a thIng he had got to screw lumselfup to It was strange that that beastly
bUSiness of the hotel bIll could have upset hIm so completely The easy
carefree mood of the mormng was shattered, In Its place there had come back
the hateful, haraSSing, famlhar thIng-worry about money In a mInute he
would have to own up that he had only elghtpence left, he would have to
borrow money off her to get them home, It would be squahd and shameful
Only the wme InSIde him kept up his courage The warmth of the WIne, and the
hateful feehng of having only elghtpence left, warred together 10 hIS body,
neIther gettIng the better of the other
They walked rather slowly, but soon they were away from the rIver and on
lugher ground agatn. Each searched desperately for something to say and
could think of nothIng He came level With her, took her hand, and wound her
fingers WIthin his own Like that they felt better But hIs heart beat paInfully,
rus entr8l1s were constrIcted He wondered whether she felt the same
'There doesn't seem to be a soul about,' she saId at last.
'It's Sunday afternoon They're all asleep under the aspIdIstra, after roast
beef and Yorksh1re~'
There was another s..dence They walked on fifty yards 01' SO With drfficulty
mastering hts voice, he managed to saY'
'It's extraordmanly W'artn.. We II1ight sit down for a bIt If we can find a
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'Yes, all right If you hke '
Presently they came to a small copse on the left of the road It looked dead
and empty, nothIng growIng under the naked trees But at the corner of the
copse, on the far sIde, there was a great tangled patch of sloe or blackthorn
bushes He put hIS arm round her wIthout saymg anythmg and turned her In
that dIreCtion There was a gap In the hedge wIth some barbed WIre strung
across It He held the WIre up for her and she shpped rumbly under It HIS heart
leapt agaIn How supple and strong she was' But as he chmbed over the WIre to
follow her, the eIghtpence-a SIxpence and two penrues-chnked In hIS pocket,
dauntIng hIm anew
When they got to the bushes they found a natural alcove On three sIdes
were beds of thorns, leafless but Impenetrable, and on the other sIde you
looked downhIll over a sweep of naked ploughed fields At the bottom of the
hIll stood a low-roofed cottage, tIny as a chIld's toy, Its chImneys smokeless
Not a creature was stIrrIng anywhere You could not have been more alone
than In such a place The grass was the fine mossy stuff that grows under trees
'We ought to have brought a mackIntosh,' he saId He had knelt down
'It doesn't matter The ground's faIrly dry'
He pulled her to the ground beSide hIm, kIssed her, pulled off the flat felt
hat, lay upon her breast to breast, kIssed her face all over She lay under hIm,
YIeldIng rather than respondIng She dId not reSIst when hIS hand sought her
breasts But In her heart she was sull frightened She would do It-oh, yes' she
would keep her lffiphed prOInlse, she would not draw back, but all the same she
was frIghtened And at heart he too was half reluctant It dIsmayed hIm to find
how httle, at this moment, he really wanted her The money-busIness still
unnerved hIm How can you make love when you have only e1ghtpence In your
pocket and are thinking about It all the nme' Yet In a way he wanted her
Indeed, he could not do WIthout her HIS hfe would be a dIfferent thIng when
once they were really lovers For a long tIme he lay on her breast, her head
turned SIdeways, hIs face agaInst her neck and haIr, attemptIng nothIng
further
Then the sun came out agam. It was gettIng low In the sky now The warm
lIght poured over them as though a membrane across the sky had broken. It
had been a httle cold on the grass, really, With the sun behInd the clouds, but
now once agaIn It was almost as warm as summer Both of them sat up to
exclaun at It
'Oh, Gordon, look! Look how the sun's hghtIng everythIng upI'
As the clouds melted away a wldemng yellow beam sild SWIftly across the
valley, gIldmg everythmg In Its path Grass that had been dull green shone
suddenly emerald. The empty cottage below sprang out Into warm colours,
purply-blue of tIles, cherry-red of brIck. Only the fact that no bIrds were
smgmg rennnded you that It was winter Gordon put hIS arm round Rosemary
and pulled her hard against him. They sat cheek to cheek, looking down the
hIll He tumed her round and kIssed her.
'You do hire me, don;t you?'
'Adore you) silly/
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'And you're gOIng to be nIce to me, aren't you?'
'NIce to you';>'
'Let me do what I want wIth you';>'
'Yes, I expect so '
'Anythmg?'
'Yes, all rIght AnythIng'
He pressed her back upon the grass It was qUIte dIfferent now The warmth
of the sun seemed to have got Into theIr bones 'Take your clothes off, there's a
dear,' he whIspered She dId It readIly enough She had no shame before hlffi
BeSIdes, It was so warm and the place was so sohtary that It dId not matter how
many clothes you took off They spread her clothes out and made a sort of bed
for her to he on Naked, she lay back, her hands behInd her head, her eyes shut,
smIlmg sllghtly, as though she had consIdered everytrung and were at peace In
her mInd For a long tIme he knelt and gazed at her body Its beauty startled
hIm She looked much younger naked than WIth her clothes on Her face,
thrown back, With eyes shut, looked almost chIldIsh He moved closer to her
Once agam the coms chnked In hIS pocket Only elghtpence left' Trouble
commg presently But he wouldn't thmk of It now Get on WIth It, that's the
great thmg, get on WIth It and damn the future' He put an arm beneath her and
laId hIS body to hers
'May P ....now';)'
'Yes All rIght '
'You're not frIghtened';)'
'No'
'I'll be as gentle as I can WIth you '
'It doesn't matter'
A moment later
'Oh, Gordon, no' No, no, nof'
'What? What is It';>'
'No, Gordon, no' You mustn't' No"
She put her hands agamst hun and pushed hun VIolently back Her face
looked remote, fr1ghtened, almost hostIle. It was terrIble to feel her push hIm
away at such a moment It was as though cold water had been dashed all over
hIm He fell back from her, dIsmayed, hurrIedly rearrangIng hIS clothes
'What IS 10 What's the matter?'
'Oh, Gordon' I thought you-oh, dear"
She threw her arm. over her face and rolled over on her SIde, away from hIm,
suddenly ashamed
'What IS It';)' he repeated
'How could you be so thoughtless?'
'What do you mean-thoughtless'»
fObl you mow what I meanP
His heartshrank He did know what she meant, but he had never thought of
It till thIS moment. And of course-oh, yesl-he ought to have thought of It He
stood up and turned away from her Suddenly he knew that he could go no
:furrher with this bUSIness, In a wet field on a Sunday afternoon-and In mId..
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wInter at that' ImpossIble' It seemed so nght, so natural only a mInute ago,
now It seemed merely squalId and ugly
'I dIdn't expect thzs,' he said bItterly
'But I couldn't help It, Gordon' You ought to have-you know'
'You don't thInk I go In for that kInd of thIng, do you?'
'But what else can we do';) I can't have a baby, can P'
'You must take your chance'
'Oh, Gordon, how ImpOSSIble you are"
She lay lookIng up at hun, her face full of dIstress, too overcome for the
moment even to remember that she was naked HIS dIsapPOIntment had turned
to anger There you are, you see' Money agaln' Even the most secret actIon of
your hfe you don't escape It, you've stll1 got to spall everythIng WIth filthy
cold-blooded precautIons for money's sake Money, money, always money'
Even In the bndal bed, the finger of the money-god Intrudmg' In the heIghts
or In the depths, he IS there He walked a pace or two up and down, hIS hands In
hIS pockets
'Money agaIn, you seel' he saId. 'Even at a moment lIke thIS It'S got the
power to stand over us and bully us Even when we're alone and mlles from
anywhere, WIth not a soul to see us '
'What's money got to do WIth It';)'
'1 tell you It'd never enter your head to worry about a baby If It wasn't for the
money You'd want the baby If It wasn't for that You say you "can't" have a
baby What do you mean, you "can't" have a baby? You mean you daren't,
because you'd lose your Job and I've got no money and all of us would starve
ThIs buth-control busIness' It's Just another way Nley've found out of
bullymg us And you want to acqUIesce In It, apparently'
'But what am I to do, Gordon? What am I to do)'
At thIs moment the sun dIsappeared behmd the clouds It became
perceptIbly colder After all, the scene was grotesque-the naked woman lYIng
In the grass, the dressed man standIng moodIly by WIth hIS hands In hIS
pockets She'd catch her death of cold in another moment, lYIng there bke that.
The whole thmg was absurd and Indecent
'But what else am I to do~' she repeated.
'1 should dunk you mIght start by puttIng your clothes on,' he saId coldly
He had only satd It to avenge hIS IrrItatIon, but Its result was to make her so
painfully and obVIously embarrassed that he had to tum hIS back on her, She
had dressed herself In a very few moments. As she knelt lacing up her shoes he
heard her sruff once or tWIce. She was on the pOInt of crymg and was strugglIng
to restrain herself He felt horrIbly ashamed He would have liked to throw
himself on Ins knees beSIde her, put his arms round her:1 and ask her pardon
But he could do notlung of the kind, the scene had left hun lumPISh and
awkward. It was WIth difficultY that he could command his VQICe even for the
most banal rematk.
'Are you ready?' he said fiatly
'Yes.'
They went back to the road, climbed through the Wlre, and started down the
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hIll wIthout another word Fresh clouds were rollIng across the sun It was
gettmg much colder Another hour and the early dusk would have fallen They
reached the bottom of the hIll and came In SIght of the Ravenscroft Hotel,
scene of theIr dIsaster
'Where are we gOIng?' saId Rosemary In a small sulky VOIce
'Back to Slough, I suppose We must cross the brIdge and have a look at the
SIgnposts'
They scarcely spoke agaIn tIll they had gone several mIles Rosemary was
embarrassed and mIserable A number of tImes she edged closer to hIm,
meamng to take hIS arm, but he edged away from her, and so they walked
abreast WIth almost the WIdth of the road between them She ImagIned that she
had offended hIm mortally She supposed that It was because of hIS
dIsappOIntment-because she had pushed hIm away at the CrItIcal
moment-that he was angry WIth her, she would have apologIzed If he had
given her a quarter of a chance But as a matter of fact he was scarcely thInkIng
of thIS any longer HIS mInd had turned away from that SIde of thIngs It was
the money-busIness that was troublIng hIm now-the fact that he had only
eightpence In hIS pocket In a very lIttle whIle he would have to confess It
There would be the bus fares from Farnham to Slough, and tea In Slough, and
cigarettes, ~d more bus fares and perhaps another meal when they got back to
London, and lust elghtpence to cover the lot' He would have to borrow from
Rosemary after all And that was so damned humilIatmg It IS hateful to have
to borrow money off someone you have Just been quarrelhng WIth What
nonsense It made of all hIs fine attItudes' There was he, lectUrIng her, puttIng
on superIor aIrs, pretendIng to be shocked because she took contraceptIOn for
granted, and the next moment turrung round and askIng her for money' But
there you are, you see, that's what money can do There IS no attItude that
money or the lack of It cannot puncture
By half past four It was almost completely dark They tramped along mIsty
roads where there was no IlluIIunation save the cracks of cottage windows and
the yellow beam of an occaSIOnal car It was gettIng beastly cold, too, but they
had walked four mlles and the exerCIse had warmed them It was ImpOSSIble to
go on beIng unSOCIable any longer They began to talk more easlly and by
degrees they edged closer together Rosemary took Gordon's arm. Presently
she stopped hIm and swung him round to face her
'Gordon, why are you so beastly to me?'
'How am I beastly to you?'
'Conung all thIS way WIthout speakIng a word"
'Ob; wellf)
cAre you stlll angry WIth me because of what happened Just now?'
'No. I was never angry WIth you You're not to blame'
Sh~ looked up at him, trYlng to dIVIne the expression oflus face In the almost
pit~ darkness He drew her agaInst hIm, and, as she seemed to expect It, tIlted
her face back and ktssed her She clung to hIm eagerly, her body melted agaInst
bia~ She had been Walting for thiS, It seemed.
~Go;r:d~ you do love me, don't you?'
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'Of course I do '
'ThIngs went wrong somehow I couldn't help It 1 got frightened
suddenly'
'It doesn't matter Another tIme It'll be all right'
She was lYIng hmp agaInst hIm, her head on hIS breast He could feel her
heart beatIng It seemed to flutter vlOlently, as though she were takIng some
deCISIon
'I don't care,' she saId Indlstmctly, her face bUried m hIS coat
'Don't care about what';)'
'The baby I'll risk It You can do what you hke WIth me '
At these surrendering words a weak deSIre raIsed Itself In hIm and dIed away
at once He knew why she had said It It was not because, at thiS moment, she
really wanted to be made love to It was from a mere generous Impulse to let
htm know that she loved hun and would take a dreaded risk rather than
dlsappomt him
'Now';)' he saId
'Yes, If you hke '
He conSidered He so wanted to be sure that she was hIS' But the cold mght
rur flowed over them BehInd the hedges the long grass would be wet and chIll
ThIS was not the tIme or the place BeSides, that busllless of the elghtpence had
usurped hIS mInd He was not m the mood any longer
'I can't,' he saId finally
'You can't' But, Gordon' I thought-'
'I know But It'S all drfferent now'
'You're stIll upset)'
'Yes In a way'
'Why)'
He pushed her a lIttle away from hIm As well have the explanatIOn now as
later Nevertheless he was so ashamed that he mumbled rather than Said
'I've got a beastly tmng to say to you It's been worryIng me all the way
along'
'What IS It)'
'It's tms Can you lend me some money) I'm absolutely cleaned out. I had
Just enough money for today, but that beastly hotel bIll upset everythIng I've
only elghtpence left '
Rosemary was amazed She broke rIght out of hIS arms In her amazement
'Only elghtpence left' What are you talkmg about? What does It matter If
you've only elghtpence left?'
'Don't I tell you I shall have to borrow money off you In another mInute?
You'll have to pay for your own bus fares, and my bus fares, and your tea and
Lord knows what. And I asked you to come out With mel You're supposed to
be my guest les bloody.'
'Your guest l Oh, Gordon Is that what's been WOrryIng you all thIS tlme?'
eYes'
'Gordon, you are a baby! How can you let yourself be worned by a thmg Ilb
that? As though I mmded lendIng you moneyl Aren't I always tellIng you I
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want to pay my share when we go out together';)'
'Yes, and you know how I hate your paymg We had that out the other
nIght'
'Oh, how absurd, how absurd you are' Do you thInk there's anythtng to be
ashamed of In havmg no money';)'
'Of course there IS' It's the only thmg In the world there zs to be ashamed of '
'But what's It got to do WIth you and me makIng love, anyway? I don't
understand you FIrst you want to and then you don't want to What's money
got to do WIth It?'
'Everythmg'
He wound her arm In hIS and started down the road She would never
understand Nevertheless he had got to explmn
'Don't you understand that one Isn't a full human beIng-that one doesn't
feel a human beIng-unless one's got money In one's pocket?'
'No I thmk that's Just sIlly'
'It Isn't that I don't want to make love to you I do But I tell you I can't
make love to you when I've only elghtpence In my pocket At least when you
know I've only elghtpence I Just can't do It It's phYSIcally ImpossIble'
'But why? Why?'
'You'll find It In Lempnere,' he saId obscurely
That settled It They talked no more about It For the second time he had
behaved grossly badly and yet he had made her feel as If It were she who was In
the wrong They walked on She dId not understand hIm, on the other hand,
she forgave hIm everythIng Presently they reached Farnham Common, and,
after a walt at the cross road, got a bus to Slough In the darkness, as the bus
loomed near, Rosemary found Gordon's hand and slIpped half a crown Into It,
so that he mIght pay the fares and not be shamed In publIc by lettlng a woman
pay for hIm
For hIS own part Gordon would sooner have walked to Slough and saved the
bus fares, but he knew Rosemary would refuse In Slough, also, he was for
takmg the traIn straIght back to London, but Rosemary SaId IndIgnantly that
she wasn't gOIng to go WIthout her tea, so they went to a large, dreary, draughty
hotel near the statIon Tea, Wlth lIttle WIlting sandWIches and rock cakes lIke
balls of putty) was two shtlbngs a head. It was torment to Gordon to let her pay
for hIS food He sulked, ate nothIng, and, after a whIspered argument, InSIsted
on contrIbutmg hIS eightpence towards the cost of the tea
It was seven o'clock when they took the trmn back to London The traIn was
full of tIred hIkers In khakI shorts. Rosemary and Gordon dId not talk much
They sat close tQgether, Rosemary WIth her arm tWIned through hIS, plaYIng
WIth h18 hand, Gordon lookIng out of the wmdow People ill the carnage eyed
them, wondenng what they had quarrelled about. Gordon watched the lampstarTed darkness streanung past So the day to WhICh he had looked forward
waaew::led.. And now back to WIllowbed Road, Wlth a penmless week ahead
For a whole week, unless some mIracle happened, he wouldn't even be able to
bUY "".ae)f a clgQrette What a bloody fool he had been! Rosemary was not
~-with him By the pressure of her hand she trIed to make It clear to hun
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that she loved hIm HIS pale dIscontented face, turned half away from her, hIS
shabby coat, and hIS unkempt mouse-coloured hair that wanted cuttIng more
than ever, filled her Wlth profound PIty She felt more tenderly towards hIm
than she would have done If everythIng had gone well, because 10 her femlmne
way she grasped that he was unhappy and that hfe was dIfficult for hIm
'See me home, w1l1 you?' she saId as they got out at Paddmgton
'If you don't mInd walkIng I haven't got the fare'
'But let me pay the fare Oh, dear' I suppose you won't But how are you
gOlng to get home yourself?'
'Oh, I'll walk I know the way It's not very far'
'I hate to thInk of you walkIng all that way You look so tIred Be a dear and
let me pay your fare home Do"
'No You've paId qUIte enough for me already'
'Oh, dear' You are so SIlly"
They halted at the entrance to the Underground He took her hand 'I
suppose we must say good-bye for the present,' he saId
'Good-bye, Gordon dear Thanks ever so much for takIng me out It was
such fun thIS mormng ,
'Ab, thIS mormng l It was dIfferent then' HIS mmd went back to the
mornIng hours, when they had been alone on the road together and there was
stIll money In hIS pocket CompunctlOn seIzed hIm On the whole he had
behaved badly He pressed her hand a httle tIghter 'You're not angry WIth me,
are you?'
'No, SIlly, of course not '
'I dIdn't mean to be beastly to you It was the money It's always the money'
'Never mInd" It'll be better next tIme We'll go to some better place We'll go
down to BrIghton for the week-end, or somethmg.'
'Perhaps, when I've got the money You w1l1 wrIte soon, won't you?'
'Yes)
'Your letters are the only tlungs that keep me gomg Tell me when you'll
wnte, so that I can have your letter to look forward to '
'I'll WrIte tomorrow mght and post It on Tuesday Then you'll get It last post
on Tuesday nIght'
'Then good-bye, Rosemary dear'
'Good-bye, Gordon darlIng'
He left her at the bookmg-office When he had gone twenty yards he felt a
hand laId on hIS arm He turned sharply It was Rosemary She thrust a packet
of twenty Gold Flake, whIch she had bought at the tobacco kIosk, lOto hIS coat
pocket and ran back to the Underground before he could protest
He traded homeward through the wastes of Marylebone and Regent's Park
It was the fag-end of the day The streets were dark and desolate, WIth that
strange bstless feeling of Sunday night when people are more ttted after a day
of Idleness than after a day of work. It was VIlely cold, too The WInd had rIsen
when the mght felL Sharply the menaczng fJJ1,nd sweeps ooer Gordon was
footsore, haVIng walked a dozen or fifteen miles, and also hungry. He ~ had
little food all day In the morning he had hurned off without a proper
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breakfast, and the lunch at the Ravenscroft Hotel wasn't the kInd of meal that
dId you much good, Slnce then he had had no solId food However, there was
no hope of gettIng anythIng when he got home He had told Mother Wisbeach
that he would be away all day
When he reached the Hampstead Road he had to walt on the kerb to let a
stream of cars go past Even here everythmg seemed dark and gloomy, In spIte
of the glarIng lamps and the cold glItter of the Jewellers' WIndows The raw
wmd pIerced hIS thin clothes, makIng him shIver Sharply the menaczng wznd
sweeps over The bendzng poplars, newly bare He had finIshed that poem, all
except the last two hnes He thought agaIn of those hours thIS mornIng-the
empty mIsty roads, the feelIng of freedom and adventure, of haVIng the whole
day and the whole country before you In whIch to wander at WIll It was haVIng
money that dId It, of course Seven and elevenpence he had had In hIS pocket
thIS mornmg It had been a brIef VIctory over the money-god, a mornIng's
apostasy, a hohday In the groves of Ashtaroth But such thIngs never last Your
money goes and your freedom With It CIrcumcIse ye your foreskIns, salth the
Lord And back we creep, duly snIvellIng
Another shoal of cars swam past One In partIcular caught hIS eye, a long
slender thmg, elegant as a swallow, all gleamIng blue and sIlver, a thousand
gumeas It would have cost, he thought A blue-clad chauffeur sat at the wheel,
uprIght, nnmoblle, lIke some scornful statue At the back, In the pInk-lIt
lntenor, four elegant young people, two youths, and two gIrls, were smokIng
cigarettes and laughIng He had a glImpse of sleek bunny-faces, faces of
raVishIng pInkness and smoothness, lIt by that peculIar Inner glow that can
never be counterfeIted, the soft warm radIance of money
He crossed the road No food tonIght However, there was stIll 011 In the
lamp, thank God; he would have a secret cup of tea when he got back At thiS
moment he saw hImself and hIS hfe Without savmg dIsguIses. Every mght the
same- back to the cold lonely bedroom and the grImy httered sheets of the
poem that never got any further. It was a blInd alley. He would never finIsh
London Pleasures, he would never marry Rosemary, he would never set hIs hfe
In order He would only drxft and Sink, dnft and Slnk, bke the others of his
famIly, but worse than them-down, down Into some dreadful sub-world that
as yet he cQuld only dImly ImagIne It was what he had chosen when he
declared war on money Serve the money-god or go under, there IS no other

rule
Something deep below made the stone street shIver The tube-tratn, shdlng
through middle earth. He had a VISIon of London, of the western world, he saw
a thousand mtlbon slaves toilIng and grovelhng about the throne of money
The eattlil IS ploughed, ShIPS saIl, mIners sweat In dnpplng tunnels
unde:rground~ clerks hurry for the eIght-fifteen WIth the fear of the boss eanng
at~ir vitals. And even In bed WIth thelt wIves they tremble and obey. Obey
1Pl0b.? The m()ney...prlesthood, the pink-faced masters of the world. The
Upper Cl-ust A welter of sleek young rabbIts In thousand guInea motor cars, of
gcH&g stockbrokers and cosmopohtan finanCIers, of Chancery lawyers and
fashionable Nancy boys, of baokers, newspaper peers, novelists of all four
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sexes, Amencan pugIhsts, lady aVIators, film stars, bIshops, tItled poets, and
ChIcago gorIllas
When he had gone another fifty yards the rhyme for the final stanza of hIS
poem occurred to hlID He walked homeward, repeatmg the poem to hImself
Sharply the menaCIng WInd sweeps over
The bendIng poplars, newly bare,
And the dark nbbons of the chImneys
Veer downward, flIcked by WhIPS of aIr,
Torn posters flutter, coldly sound
The boom of trams and the rattle of hooves,
And the clerks who hurry to the statIOn
Look, shudderIng, over the eastern rooves,
ThInkIng, each one, 'Here comes the wmter'
Please God I keep my Job thIS year!'
And bleakly, as the cold stnkes through
TheIr entrads lIke an ICY spear,
They thInk of rent, rates, season tIckets,
Insurance, coal, the SkIVVY'S wages,
Boots, school-bIlls, and the next Instalment
Upon the two tWIn beds from Drage's
For If In careless summer days
In groves of Ashtaroth we whored,
Repentant now, when WInds blow cold,
We kneel before our rIghtful lord,
The lord of all, the money-god,
Who rules us blood and hand and braIn,
Who gIves the roof that stops the wmd,
And, gJ.VlOg, takes away agaIn,
Who spIes WIth Jealous, watchful care,
Our thoughts~ our dreams, our secret ways,
Who pIcks our words and cuts our clothes,
And maps the pattern of our days,
Who chIlls our anger, curbs our hope,
And buys our lIves and pays wIth toys,
Who claIms as trIbute broken fatth,
Accepted Insults, muted JOYS,
Who bInds WIth chatns the poet's WIt,
The navvy's strength, the soldIer's pnde,
And lays the sleek, cstrangmg shIeld
Between the lover and hIS bnd~
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As the clock struck one Gordon slammed the shop door to and hurned, almost
ran, to the branch of the WestmInster Bank down the street
WIth a half-conscIous gesture of cautIOn he was clutchIng the lapel of hIS
coat, holding It tIght agaInst hIm In there, stowed away In hIS nght-hand Inner
pocket, was an object whose very eXIstence he partly doubted It was a stout
blue envelope wIth an Amencan stamp, In the envelope was a cheque for fifty
dollars, and the cheque was made out to 'Gordon Comstock"
He could feel the square shape of the envelope outlmed agaInst hIS body as
clearly as though It had been red hot All the mormng he had felt It there,
whether he touched It or whether he dId not, he seemed to have developed a
specIal patch of SenSItIVeneSS In the skIn below hIS nght breast As often as
once 10 ten mInutes he had taken the cheque out of ItS envelope and anxIOusly
exaffilned It After all; cheques are tncky thIngs It would be fnghtfullfthere
turned out to be some hItch about the date or the SIgnature BeSIdes, he mIght
lose It-It mIght even vanIsh of Its own accord lIke faIry gold
The cheque had come from the Galt/orman Revtew, that Amencan magazIne
to whIch, weeks or months ago, he had despaIrIngly sent a poem He had
almost forgotten about the poem, It had been so long away, untIl thIS mornIng
thel! letter had come saIhng out of the blue And what a letter' No Enghsh
edItor ever wntes letters hke that They were 'very favorably lffipressed~ by hIS
poem They would 'endeavor' to Include It In theIr next number Would he
'favor' them by shOWIng them some more ofms work';) (Would he? Oh, boy' -as
Flaxman would say) And the cheque had come WIth It It seemed the most
monstrous folly, In thIS year of blIght 1934, that anyone should pay fifty dollars
for a poem However, there It was, and there was the cheque, whIch looked
perfectly genUIne however often he Inspected It
He would have no peace of mind ull the cheque was cashed-for qUIte
pOSSIbly the bank would refuse It-but already a stream ofVISlOns was flOWIng
through hlS mInd VISIons of girls' faces, VISIons of cobwebby claret bottles
and quart pots of beer, VIsions of a new SUIt and hIS overcoat out of pawn,
viswns of a week-end at BrIghton WIth Rosemary, VISIons of the cnsp,
etackl.ing. five pound note which he was going to give to Juha. Above all, of
OOlP.'&e, that fiver for Juha. It was almost the first thing he had thought of when
the cheque came Whatever else he dId WIth the money, he must give J uha half
.of it. It was only the barest Justlce, considenng how much he had 'borrowed'
ftQm Qer In all these years All the mornmg the thought of Juha and the money
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he owed her had been croppIng up In hIS mInd at odd moments I t was a
vaguely dIstasteful thought, however He would forget about It for half an hour
at a tIme, would plan a dozen ways of spendIng hIS ten pounds to the uttermost
farthmg, and then suddenly he would remember about JulIa Good old JulIa'
Juha should have her share A fiver at the very least Even that was not a tenth
of what he owed her For the twentIeth tIme, WIth a famt malaIse, he regIstered
the thought five qUId for J uha
The bank made no trouble about the cheque Gordon had no bankmg
account, but they knew hIm well, for Mr McKechme banked there They had
cashed edItors' cheques for Gordon before There was only a mmute's
consultatIOn, and then the cashIer came back
'Notes, Mr Comstock?'
'One five pound, and the rest pounds, please '
The flImsy lUSCIOUS fiver and the five clean pound notes slId rustlIng under
the brass raIl And after them the cashier pushed a lIttle pIle of half-crowns and
pennIes In lordly style Gordon shot the cams mto hIS pocket WIthOUt even
countIng them That was a bIt ofbacksheesh He had only expected ten pounds
for fifty dollars The dollar must be above par The five pound note, however,
he carefully folded Up and stowed away In the AmerIcan envelope That was
JulIa'S fiver It was sacrosanct He would post It to her presently
He dId not go home for dInner Why chew leathery beef m the aspidistral
dinIng-room when he had ten qUld In pocket-five qUld, rather? (He kept
forgettIng that half the money was already mortgaged to JulIa) For the
moment he dId not bother to post JulIa's five pounds ThIS evenlOg would be
soon enough BeSIdes, he rather enjoyed the feelIng of It In hIS pocket It was
queer how dIfferent you felt WIth all that money m your pocket Not opulent,
merely, but reassured, reVIVIfied, reborn He felt a dIfferent person from what
he had been yesterday He was a dIfferent person He was no longer the
downtrodden wretch who made secret cups of tea over the 011 stove at 3 I
Wll10wbed Road He was Gordon Comstock, the poet, famous on both SIdes of
the AtlantIc PubbcatIOns Mzce (1932), London Pleasures (1935) He thought
WIth perfect confidence of London Pleasures now In three months It should see
the llght Demy octavo, whIte buckram covers There was nothIng that he dId
not feel equal to now that hlS luck had turned
He strolled Into the PrInce of Wales for a bIte of food A cut off the JOInt and
two veg , one and twopence, a pInt of pale ale nlnepence, twenty Gold Flakes a
shllhng. Even after that extravagance he stIll had well over ten pounds In
hand-or rather, well over five pounds Beer-warmed, he sat and meditated on
the thIngs you can do WIth five pounds A new SUIt, a week-end In the country,
a day-trIp to Pans, five rouSIng drunks, ten dinners In Soho restaurants At
thIS pomt It occurr.ed to hun that he and Rosemary and Ravelston must
certam1y have dUlller together tQtlight Just to celebrate his stroke ofluck; after
aU, it Isn't every day tMt ten pounds-five pounds-drops out of the sky into
your lap. The t'P:ought of the three of them together, with good food and wme
and n:'lOJ).ey no objer;t took hoki of hun as som-eUung not to be reststed. He had

just a t:UlY ~ of ~untm.. Mustn~ spend 4/llus money, of course Still, he
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could afford a qUId-two qUId In a couple of mInutes he had got Ravelston on
the pub phone
'Is that you, Ravelston,;) I say, Ravelston' Look here, you've got to have
dInner wIth me torught '
From the other end of the hne Ravelston faIntly demurred 'No, dash It' You
have dmner wIth me ' But Gordon overbore hIm Nonsense' Ravelston had got
to have dInner wIth hzm tonIght UnwIllIngly, Ravelston assented All rIght,
yes, thanks, he'd lIke It very much There was a sort of apologetIc mIsery In hIS
VOIce He guessed what had happened Gordon had got hold of money from
somewhere and was squanderIng It ImmedIately, as usual, Ravelston felt he
hadn't the right to Interfere Where should they go';) Gordon was demandIng
Ravelston began to speak In praIse of those Jolly lIttle Soho restaurants where
you get such a wonderful dInner for half a crown But the Soho restaurants
sounded beastly as soon as Ravelston mentIOned them Gordon wouldn't hear
of It Nonsense' They must go somewhere decent Let's do It all regardless,
was hIS prIvate thought, mIght as well spend two qUId-three qUId, even
Where dId Ravelston generally go';) Modlghanl's, admItted Ravelston But
Modlgba01's was very-but no' not even over the phone could Ravelston frame
that hateful word 'expensIve' How remInd Gordon of hIS poverty';) Gordon
ffilghtn't care for ModlgbanI's, he euphemIstIcally saId But Gordon was
satIsfied ModighanI's';) RIght you are-half past eight Good' After all, If he
spent even three qUId on the dInner he'd stIll have two qUid to buy himself a
new pair of shoes and a vest and a 'Pair of pants
He had fixed It up WIth Rosemary In another five minutes The New AlbIon
dId not lIke their employees beIng rung up on the phone, but It dId not matter
once In a way SInce that dIsastrous Sunday Journey, five days ago, he had
heard from her once but had not seen her She answered eagerly when she
heard whose vOice It was Would she have dInner WIth hIm to01ght';) Of course'
What fun' And so In ten mInutes the whole thIng was settled He had always
wanted Rosemary and Ravelston to meet, but somehow had never been able to
contrive It These thIngs are so much eaSIer when you've got a lIttle money to
spend
The taxi bore rum westward through the darklmg streets A three-mIle
Journey-stlIl, he could afford It Why spoIl the shIp for a ha'porth of tar';) He
had dropped that notion of spendIng only two pounds torught He would
spend three pounds, three pounds ten-four pounds If he felt lIke It Slap up
and regardless-that was the Idea. And, oh' by the way' JulIa's fiver He hadn't
sent it yet No matter Send It first dung In the morrung. Good old JulIa' She
should have her fiver.
HoW'voluptuous were the taxi cushions under hIS bum I He lolled thiS way
and thU.~ HebJd been drinking, of course-had had two qU1ck ones, or pOSSIbly
~tlefOlre omning away_ The taxl-drxver was a stout phtlosophiC man wlth a
wea~ face and a knowmg eye He and Gordon understood one
~.lf 11:IeY kad palled up 10 the bar where Gordon was havmg hls qUick
0Il~ Aa they neared the West End the taxunan drew up, unbidden, at a
~pah on a corner. He knew what was m Gordon's mInd. Gordon could
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do wIth a qUIck one So could the taXIman But the drInks were on
Gordon-that too was understood
'You antIcIpated my thoughts,' saId Gordon, cbmbmg out
'Yes, SIr'
'1 could lust about do WIth a qUIck one'
'Thought you mIght, SIr'
'And could you manage one yourself, do you thInk')'
'Where there's a WIll there's a way,' saId the taXIman
'Come InSIde,' saId Gordon
They leaned matily on the brass-edged bar, elbow to elbow, bghtmg two of
the taXIman's CIgarettes Gordon felt WItty and expanSIve He would have bked
to tell the taXIman the hIstory of hIS bfe The white-aproned barman hastened
towards them
'Yes SIr')' saId the barman
'GIn,' saId Gordon
'Make It two,' saId the taXIman
More matily than ever, they chnked glasses
'Many happy returns,' saId Gordon
'Your bIrthday today, SIr')'
'Only metaphorIcally My re-blrthday, so to speak '
'I never had much educatIOn,' saId the taxIman
'I was speakIng In parables,' saId Gordon
'Engbsh IS good enough for me,' saId the taXIman
'It was the tongue of Shakespeare,' saId Gordon
'LIterary gentleman, are you, SIr, by any chance,;!'
'Do I look as moth-eaten as all that';!'
'Not moth-eaten, SIr Only Intellectual-hke '
'You're qUIte rIght A poet'
'Poet' It takes all sorts to make a world, don't It now')' saId the taXIman
'And a bloody good world It IS,' saId Gordon
HIS thoughts moved lYrIcally tonIght They had another gm and presently
went back to the taXI all but arm 10 arm, after yet another gIn That made five
gIns Gordon had had thIs evening There was an ethereal feehng In hIS veIns;
the gIn seemed to be flOWIng there, mIngled WIth hIS blood He lay back In the
corner of the seat, watchIng the great blazIng skyslgns SWIm across the blUIsh
dark The evIl red and blue of the Neon lIghts pleased hIm at thIs moment.
How smoothly the taxI ghded f More lIke a gondola than a car It was haVIng
money that dId that Money greased the wheels .. He thought of the everung
ahead of hIm, good food, good Wlne, good talk-above all, no worrYIng about
money No damned nigglIng WIth Slxpences and ~We can't afford tlus' and 'We
can't afford that" Rosemary and Ravelston would try to stop hlm bemg
extravagant. But he would shut them up. He'd spend every penny be had lfhe
felt lIke It. Ten whole quid to bust! At least, five QUId. The thought of Julia
passed tbckenngly through hIS n:nnd and dlsappeared again
He was cquite ..sober' when they got to MOOJgIiam's The monstrous
COIIinJlll$.~) like a
~ 'WaXWGrk WJ!th the muumum of Joints,

.-eat
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stepped stIffly forward to open the taxI door HIS grIm eye looked askance at
Gordon's clothes Not that you were expected to 'dress' at ModIghanl's They
were tremendously BohemIan at Modlghanl's, of course, but there are ways
and ways ofbemg BohemIan, and Gordon's way was the wrong way Gordon
dId not care He bade the taxlffian an affectIOnate farewell, and tIpped hIm half
a crown over hIs fare, whereat the commIssIOnaIre's eye looked a httle less
grIm At thIS moment Ravelston emerged from the doorway The
commISSIOnaIre knew Ravelston, of course He lounged out on to the
pavement, a tall dIstInguIshed figure, arIstocratIcally shabby, hIS eye rather
moody He was worryIng already about the money thIS dInner was gOIng to
cost Gordon
'Ah, there you are, Gordon I'
'Hullo, Ravelston' Where's Rosemary';)'
'Perhaps she's waItIng InSIde I don't know her by sIght, you know But I
say, Gordon, look here' Before we go In, I wanted-'
Ah, look, there she IS"
She was comIng towards them, sWIft and debonaIr She threaded her way
through the crowd with the alr of some neat httle destroyer ghdlng between
large clumsy cargo-boats And she was nIcely dressed, as usual The subshovel hat was cocked at Its most provocatIve angle Gordon's heart stIrred
There was a gIrl for you' He was proud that Ravelston should see her She was
very gay tomght It was WrItten all over her that she was not gOIng to remInd
herself or Gordon of theIr last dIsastrous encounter. Perhaps she laughed and
talked Just a httle too vIvacIously as Gordon Introduced them and they went
InSIde But Ravelston had taken a hklng to her unmedlately Indeed, everyone
who met her dId take a hkIng to Rosemary The InSide of the restaurant
overawed Gordon for a moment It was so horrIbly) artIstically smart Dark
gate-leg tables) pewter candlestIcks, pIctures by modern French paInters on
the walls. One, a street scene, looked lIke a Utnllo Gordon stIffened hiS
shoulders Damn It, what was there to be afrald of? The five pound note was
tucked away In Its envelope In hIS pocket. It was Juha's five pounds, of course,
he wasn't gOIng to spend it StIll, Its presence gave rum moral support It was a
kInd of talisman They were maktng for the corner table-Ravelston's favounte
table-at the far end Ravelston took Gordon by the arm and drew him a ltttle
back" out of Rosemary's hearmg.
'Gordon" look here!'
'What'>'
'Look here" you're gOIng to have dInner Wlth me tonIght.'
(Bosh! This IS on me.'
-II do wish you would 1 hate to see you spendIng all that money'
'We won't talk about money torught,' saId Gordon
4
.i DWty-v-', then,' pleaded Ravelston
,4lr$0J1 ~~ :sad' G01rdon firmly.
RawlstOI1 aubsided .. The fat" whIte-haIred Itallan w~llter was bOWIng and
"'~"ide the corner table. But 1t was at Ravelston) not at Gordon, that he
~Getden sat down WIth the feelIng that he must a-ssert hunse1f qUickly_
C
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He waved away the menu WhICh the walter had produced
'We must settle what we're gOlng to drmk first/ he saId
'Beer for me,' saId Ravelston, wIth a sort of gloomy haste 'Beer's the only
drmk 1 care about '
'Me too,' echoed Rosemary
'Oh, rot' We've got to have some WIne What do you 11ke, red or whIte? GIve
me the WIne 11st,' he saId to the walter
'Then let's have a plam Bordeaux Medoc or St Juhen or somethmg,' saId
Ravelston
'1 adore St luben,' Sald Rosemary, who thought she remembered that St
1uben was always the cheapest WIne on the lIst
Inwardly, Gordon damned theu eyes There you are, you see l They were In
league agamst hIm already They were trYIng to prevent hlffi from spendIng
hIS money There was gOIng to be that deadly, hateful atmosphere of 'You
can't afford It' hanging over everythIng It made hIm all the more anxIOUS to be
extravagant A moment ago he would have compromIsed on Burgundy Now
he decIded that they must have somethmg really expenslve-somethmg fizzy,
somethIng WIth a kIck In It Champagne? No, they'd never let hIm have
champagne Ah'
'Have you got any AStI?' he smd to the walter
The walter suddenly beamed, thInkmg of hIS corkage He had grasped now
that Gordon and not Ravelston was the host He answered In the peculIar
mIxture of French and Engbsh WhICh he affected
'AstI, SIr? Yes, SIr Very IDce AStI' Ast1 Spumanu Tresfinl Tres vif"
Ravelston's worrIed eye sought Gordon's across the table You can't afford
It' hIS eye pleaded
'Is that one of those fizzy WInes?' saId Rosemary
'Very fizzy, madame Very hvely wme Tres vz!' Pop" HIS fat hands made a
gesture, p1cturmg cascades of foam
'AStI,' saId Gordon, before Rosemary could stop hlm
Ravelston looked mIserable He knew that ASh would cost Gordon ten or
fifteen shIlhngs a bottle Gordon pretended not to notIce He began talling
about Stendhal-asSoclatlOn WIth Duchesse de SanseveTlna and her ;torce mn
d'Astz' Along came the Astlin a pall of Ice-a mIstake, that, as Ravelston could
have told Gordon Out came the cork Popt The WIld wme foamed Into the
WIde flat glasses MysterIously the atmosphere of the table changed.
SomethIng had happened to all three of them Even before It was drunk the
WIne had worked Its magIC Rosemary had lost her nervousness, Ravelston hIS
worTled preoccupauon WIth the expense, Gordon hIS defiant resolve to be
extravagant. They were eating anchOVies and bread and butter, frIed sole, roast
pheasant WIth bread sauce and chlpped potatoes, but pnnclpally they were
drInkIng and talklng. And how bnlhantly they were talk1ng-or so It seemed to
them, anyway! They ta.Iked .about the bloochn.ess of modem life and the
bloodlness ()f mode:r;n~books What else 18 there to talk about nowadays? As
usual (b'U~, ohl how .ddferendy~'ltlOw that there was money In lus pocket and he

duhl't really befieve-.haIt he ~.,t.ng) Gordon descanted on the deadness)
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the dreadfulness of the age we hve In French letters and machIne-guns' The
mOVIes and the Dazly Mazl' It was a bone-deep truth when he walked the
streets WIth a couple of coppers In hIS pocket, but It was a Joke at thIS moment
It was great fun-It zs fun when you have good food and good WIne InSIde
you-to demonstrate that we hve In a dead and rottIng world He was beIng
WItty at the expense of the modern lIterature, they were all beIng WItty WIth
the fine scorn of the unpublIshed Gordon knocked down reputatIOn after
reputat10n Shaw, Yeats, Ehot, Joyce, Huxley, LeWIS, HemIngway-each w1th
a careless phrase or two was shovelled Into the dustbIn What fun 1t all was, If
only 1t could last' And of course, at thIS particular moment, Gordon beheved
that It could last Of the first bottle of Astl, Gordon drank three glasses,
Ravelston two, and Rosemary one Gordon became aware that a gIrl at the
table OppOSIte was watchIng hlffi A tall elegant gIrl WIth a shell-pInk skIn and
wonderful, almond-shaped eyes RIch, ObvIously, one of the moneyed
1ntelhgents1a She thought hIm 1nterestlng-was wonderIng who he was
Gordon found hlffiself manufactUrIng specIal WIttICIsms for her benefit And
he was beIng W1tty, there was no doubt about that That too was money
Money greaSIng the wheels-wheels of thought as well as wheels of taXIS
But somehow the second bottle of Astl was not such a success as the first To
begm WIth there was uncomfortableness over Its orderIng Gordon beckoned
to the walter
'Have you got another bottle of thIS ')'
The walter beamed fatly 'Yes, SIr' Mazs certaznement, monszeur"
Rosemary frowned and tapped Gordon's foot under the table 'No, Gordon,
no' You're not to.'
'Not to what?'
'Order another bottle We don't want It'
'Oh, bosh' Get another bottle, walter'
'Yes, SIr'
Ravelston rubbed hIS nose WIth eyes too guilty to meet Gordon's he looked
at hIS wme glass 'Look here, Gordon Let me stand thIs bottle I'd lIke to.'
'Bosh" repeated Gordon
'Get half a bottle, then,' SaId Rosemary.
'A whole bottle, walter,' said Gordon
After that nothing was the same They still talked, laughed, argued, but
thmgs were Dot the same The elegant gtrl at the table opposite had ceased
watching Gordon. Somehow, Gordon wasn't beIng Wltty any longer. It IS
almost always a rw.stake to order a second bottle It IS lIke bathIng for a second
t:une on a ~ day. However warm the day IS, however much you have
enjoyed youl: fh«bathe, you are always sorry for It If you go In a second tnne
Th. magie ib:ad departed frOIn the Wine It seemed to foam and sparkle less, It
_liIlCre}y a dogging sourish lIquid whIch you gulped down half in disgust
almtU~lf~lbope&of getttng drunk qUicker Gordon was now definrtely though
_etlJ"rdrunk-. One half of hIm was drunk and the other half sober. He was
~ to have that pecubar blurred feehng, as though your features had
~__,your fingers grown thicker, which you have in the second stage of
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drunkenness But the sober half of hffi1 was stIll In command to outward
appearance, anyway The conversatIOn grew more and more tedIOUS Gordon
and Ravelston talked In the detached uncomfortable manner of people who
have had a httle scene and are not gOIng to admIt It They talked about
Shakespeare The conversatlOn truled off Into a long dIScussIon about the
meamng of Hamlet I t was very dull Rosemary stIfled a yawn WhIle
Gordon's sober half talked, hIS drunken half stood aSIde and lIstened Drunken
half was very angry They'd spoIled rus evemng, damn them I WIth theIr
arguIng about that second bottle All he wanted now was to be properly drunk
and have done WIth It Of the SIX glasses In the second bottle he drank four-for
Rosemary refused more Wine But you couldn't do much on trus weak stuff
Drunken half clamoured for more drmk, and more, and more Beer by the
quart and the bucket' A real good rouSIng drInkl And by God l he was gOIng to
have It later on He thought of the five pound note stowed away In hIS Inner
pocket He stIll had that to blow, anyway
The mUSIcal clock that was concealed somewhere In Modlgham's lOtenor
struck ten
'Shall we shove ofi?' saId Gordon
Ravelston's eyes looked pleadIngly, guIltIly across the table Let me share
the bIll' lus eyes saId Gordon Ignored hIm
'1 vote we go to the Caf~ Impenal,' he saId
The b1ll fruled to sober hIm A lIttle over two qUId for the dmner) thlrty bob
for the WIne He dId not let the others see the bIll, of course) but they saw hIm
payIng He threw four pound notes on to the waIter's salver and saId casually,
'Keep the change' That left hIm WIth about ten bob beSIdes the fiver
Ravelston was helpmg Rosemary on WIth her coat, as she saw Gordon throw
notes to the WaIter her lIps parted In dIsmay. She had had no Idea that the
dInner was gOIng to cost anythIng lIke four pounds It hornfied her to see hun
throwIng money about lIke that Ravelston looked gloomy and dIsapproVIng
Gordon damned theIr eyes agaIn Why dId they have to keep on worryIng~ He
could afford It, couldn't he? He stIll had that fiver But by God, it wouldn't be
hIS fault If he got home With a penny left'
But outwardly he was qUIte sober, and much more subdued than he had
been halfan hour ago cWe'd better have a taxI to the Caf~ Impenal,.' he saId
'Oh, let's walk" SaId Rosemary 'It's only a step'
'No, we'll have a taxI '
They got rota the taxI and were dnven away, Gordon slttlOg next to
Rosemary He had half a mmd to put hiS arm round her, 10 spIte of Ravelston's
presence But at that moment a SWIrl of cold night aIr came ln at the Window
and blew against Gordon's forehead It gave hnn a shock It was like one of
those moments Jll the mg):J.t when suddenly from deep sleep you are broad
awake and full of some dreadful realization-as that you are doomed to dIe, for
Instance, or that your life 18' a fail'llre. FE)t PC)rhaps a nUnute he was cold sober.
He kUe:w·a11 about himself and the awful fony lae was COmnllttlng-knew that he
had aquaadClRd :ive~pm!lnds .()It >Utter' foolishness and.. W9iS now golng to
squanti~~ ~at1b~ to Jtt1ia. He had a fleetIng but terribly
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VIVId VISIon of JulIa, With her thIn face and her greyIng haIr, In the cold of her
dIsmal bed-SIttIng room Poor, good JulIa' JulIa who had been sacnficed to
hIm all her lIfe, from whom he had borrowed pound after pound after pound,
and now he hadn't even the decency to keep her five Intact' He reCOIled from
the thought, he fled back Into hIS drunkenness as Into a refuge QUIck, qUIck,
we're gettmg sober' Booze, more booze' Recapture that first fine careless
rapture' OutSIde, the multI-coloured WIndow of an ItalIan grocery, stIll open,
swam towards them He tapped sharply on the glass The taxI drew up
Gordon began to clImb out across Rosemary's knees
'Where are you gOIng, Gordon;>'
'To recapture that first fine careless rapture,' sald Gordon, on the pavement
'What';)'
'I t's tlme we laId In some more booze The pubs'U be shuttIng In half an
hour'
'No, Gordon, no' You're not to get anythIng more to dnnk You've had
qU1te enough already'
'WaltI'
He came out of the shop nurSIng a lItre bottle of ChIantI The grocer had
taken the cork out for hIm and put It In loosely agaIn The others had grasped
now that he was drunk-that he must have been dnnklng before he met them
It made them both embarrassed They went Into the Cafe Imperial, but the
chIef thought In both theIr mInds was to get Gordon away and to bed as
qUIckly as posslble Rosemary whIspered behInd Gordon's back,'Please don't
let him dnnk any morel' Ravelston nodded gloomIly Gordon was marchIng
ahead of them to a vacant table, not In the least troubled by the stares everyone
was castlOg at the WIne-bottle WhICh he carned on hIS arm They sat down and
ordered coffee, and WIth some chfficulty Ravelston restralOed Gordon from
orderlOg brandy as well All of them were III at ease It was horrIble In the great
garIsh cafe, stuffily hot and deaferungly nOISY with the Jabber of several
hundred VOIces, the clatter of plates and glasses, and the IntermIttent squallIng
of the band All three of them wanted to get away Ravelston was st111 worrymg
about the expense, Rosemary was worrIed because Gordon was drunk,
Gordon was restless and thIrsty He had wanted to come here, but he was no
sooner here than he wanted to escape Drunken half was clamourlOg for a bIt of
fun. And drunken half wasn't gOIng to be kept in check much longer Beer,
beer' cned drunken half Gordon hated this stuffy place He had VISIons of a
pub taproom With great oozy barrels and quart pots topped WIth foam He kept
an eye on the clock. It was nearly half past ten and the pubs even In
Westminster would shut at eleven. Mustn't mISS hIS beer' The bottle of WIne
waJ for afterwards, when the pubs were shut Rosemary was sIttmg OppOSIte
htnl, ta1kmg to--Ravelston, uncomfortably but WIth a suffiCIent pretence that
'She was . .Ylag hetsdf .and there was nothmg the matter They were stIll
~ b) a~ futile way about Shakespeare Gordon hated Shakespeare
A&~wat~aosern.ary talkIng there came over hIm a violent, perverse deSIre
ioF..M",q" was leanIng forward, her elbows on the table, he could see her
~~ dea.rlythrough her dress. It came to him Wlth a kInd of shock, a
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catch of breath, whIch once agrun almost sobered hIm, that he had seen her
naked She was his girl' He could have her whenever he wanted her' And by
God, he was gOlng to have her tonIght' Why not? It was a fittmg end to the
everung They could find a place eaSIly enough, there are plenty of hotels
round Shaftesbury Avenue where they don't ask questIOns If you can pay the
bill He stlll had hIS fiver He felt her foot under the table, meanmg to Imprmt a
delIcate caress upon It, and only succeeded In treadmg on her toe She drew her
foot away from hIm
'Let's get out of thIS,' he saId abruptly, and at once stood up
'Oh, let's" said Rosemary WIth relIef
They were In Regent Street agaIn Down on the left PiccadIlly CIrcus
blazed, a horrIble pool of lIght Rosemary's eyes turned towards the bus stop
oPPosite
'It's half past ten,' she saId doubtfully 'I've got to be back by eleven'
'Oh, rot' Let's look for a decent pub I mustn't miss my beer'
'Oh, no, Gordon' No more pubs torught I couldn't drmk any more Nor
ought you'
'It doesn't matter Come thIS way'
He took her by the arm and began to lead her down towards the bottom of
Regent Street, holding her rather tIght as though afraId she would escape For
the moment he had forgotten about Ravelston Ravelston followed, wondermg
whether he ought to leave them to themselves or whether he ought to stay and
keep an eye on Gordon Rosemary hung back, not lIkmg the way Gordon was
pullIng at her arm
'Where are you takmg me, Gordon?'
'Round the corner, where It's dark I want to kiss you)
'I don't thInk I want to be kIssed'
'Of course you do '
'No I'
'Yes"
She let hIm take her Ravelston waIted on the corner by the Regent Palace,
uncertaIn what to do Gordon and Rosemary disappeared round the corner
and were almost lInmedlately In darker, narrower streets. The appallIng faces
of tarts, lIke skulls coated With Pink powder, peered meamngly from several
doorways Rosemary shrank from them Gordon was rather amused
'They trunk you're one of them,' he explained to her
He stood hiS bottle on the pavement, carefully, agaInst the wall, then
suddenly seized her and tWIsted her backwards He wanted her badly, and he
dtd not want to waste tIme over prelunlnaries He began to kIss her face all
over, clumsIly but very hard She let hun do It for a moment; but It fnghtened
her; rus face, SQ close to hers, looked pale, strange, and chstracted He smelt
very strongly of WUle She struggled, turning her face away so that he was only
kiSSIng her hatt and ~e<;k.
cGordon, you :mU$tD.~tJ'
~Why mustn't p~
'What~~ Y01l4~~
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'What do you suppose I'm dOIng?'
He shoved her back agaInst the wall, and WIth the careful, preoccupIed
movements of a drunken man, trIed to undo the front of her dress I t was of a
kmd that dId not undo, as It happened ThIS tIme she was angry She struggled
VIolently, fendIng hIS hand aSIde
'Gordon, stop that at once"
'Why?'
'If you do It agaIn I'll smack your face'
'Smack my face' Don't you come the GIrl GUIde WIth me '
'Let me go, wIll you"
'ThInk of last Sunday,) he SaId lewdly
'Gordon, If you go on I'll hIt you, honestly I wIll'
'Not you'
He thrust hIS hand rIght Into the front of her dress The movement was
cUrlously brutal, as though she had been a stranger to hIm She grasped that
from the expreSSIOn of hIS face She was not Rosemary to hIm any longer, she
was Just a gIrl, a gIrl'S body That was the thIng that upset her She struggled
and managed to free herself from hIm He came after her agaIn and clutched
her arm She smacked hIS face as hard as she could and dodged neatly out of hIS
reach
'What did you do that for?' he SaId, feelIng hIS cheek but not hurt by the
blow
'I'm not gOIng to stand that sort of thmg I'm gOIng home You'll be
drfferent tomorrow'
'Rot' You come along WIth me You're gomg to bed WIth me '
'Good night" she said, and fled up the dark SIde street
For a moment he thought of follOWIng her, but found hIs legs too heavy It
dId not seem worth whIle, anyway He wandered back to where Ravelston was
stIll waItIng; lookIng moody and alone, partly because he was worrIed about
Gordon and partly because he was trymg not to notIce two hopeful tarts who
were on patrol just behInd hIm Gordon looked properly drunk, Ravelston
thought HIS haIr was tumblIng down over hiS forehead, one SIde of his face
was very pale and on the other there was a red smudge where Rosemary had
slapped hIm Ravelston thought thIS must be the flush of drunkenness
'What have you done WIth Rosemary">' he saId.
'She's gone,' saId Gordon, WIth a wave of hIS hand WhICh was meant to
explaIn everythmg 'But the night's stIll young'
'Look here, Gordon, It's tune you were In bed'
In bed, yes. But not alone '
He stood on the kerb gazing out lnto the hIdeous mldmght-noon For a
moment he-felt q'Ulte deathly. His face was burmng HIS whole body had a
~, .I~) fiery feeling. HIS head In partlcular seemed on the point of
btustmg.. Soanehow the baleful lIght was bound up WIth hIS sensatIons He
watched the skyslgllS fhckmg on and off, glarIng red and blue, arrowlng up and
down-the awful> Slnlster glItter of a doomed ciVIlIzatIon, hke the still blaZIng
~ of a ablkmg shlp He caught Ravelston's arm and made a gesture that
C
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comprehended the whole of Piccadllly CIrcus
'The hghts down In hell wllilook Just lIke that '
'1 shouldn't wonder'
Ravelston was lookIng out for a dIsengaged taxI He must get Gordon home
to bed wIthout further delay Gordon wondered whether he was 10 JOY or In
agony That burnIng, burstIng feehng was dreadful The sober half of hIm was
not dead yet Sober half sull knew WIth Ice-cold clarity what he had done and
what he was dOIng He had commItted follIes for WhICh tomorrow he would
feel hke klllIng hImself He had squandered five pounds 10 senseless
extravagance, he had robbed JulIa, he had Insulted Rosemary And
tomorrow-oh, tomorrow, we'll be sober' Go home, go home' CrIed sober
half-to you' saId drunken half contemptuously Drunken half was still
clamour1Og for a bIt of fun And drunken half was the stronger A fiery clock
somewhere OpPosIte caught hIS eye Twenty to eleven QUIck, before the pubs
are shut' Haro' la gorge m'ard' Once agaIn hIS thoughts moved lYrIcally He
felt a hard round shape under hIS arm, ruscovered that It was the ChIantI
bottle, and tweaked out the cork Ravelston was wavmg to a taXI-dnver
WIthout managIng to catch hIS eye He heard a shocked squeal from the tarts
berund Turmng, he saw WIth horror that Gordon had up-ended the bottle and
was drInkIng from It
'HI' GordonI'
He sprang towards hIm and forced hIS arm down A gout of wme went down
Gordon's collar
'For God's sake be careful' You don't want the polIce to get hold of you, do
you';)'
'1 want a drInk,' complaIned Gordon
'But dash It' You can't start dnnking here'
'Take me to a pub,' saId Gordon
Ravelston rubbed hIS nose helplessly cOh, God' I suppose that's better than
drtnkIng on the pavement Come on, we'll go to a pub You shall have your
drtnk there '
Gordon recorked hIS bottle carefully Ravelston shepherded hIm across the
CIrcus, Gordon cltngmg to hIS arm, but not for support, for rus legs were sull
qUIte steady They halted on the Island, then managed to find a gap In the
traffic and went down the Haymarket
In the pub the atr seemed wet WIth beer It was all a mtst of beer shot
through WIth the sickly tang of WhISky Along the bar a press of men seethed,
dQwmng WIth Fausthke eagerness theIr last drInks before eleven should sound
Its knell. GordQn slId easIly through the crowd He was not 1D a mood to worry
about a few Josthngs and eibowings In a moment he had fetched up at the bar
between a stout commercIal traveller dl1nkmg Gumness and a tall, lean,
decayed major type of man with droopy moustaches, whose entIre
conversatIon seemed to conslstof'Wharho'!'and ~What, what" Gordon threw
half a crown on to the beer-wet bar.
'A quart of bitter, p'lease!r '
~No quart pots herel' cried tbe:bafassed ba'rmmd, Inea3unng pegs of wlusky
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wIth one eye on the clock
'Quart pots on the the top shelf, EffieI' shouted the landlord over hIS
shoulder) from the other sIde of the bar
The barmaId hauled the beer-handle three tImes hurrIedly The monstrous
glass pot was set before hIm He lIfted It What a weIght' A pmt of pure water
weIghs a pound and a quarter Down WIth It' SWIsh-gurgle' A long, long sup
of beer flowed gratefully down hIS gullet He paused for breath, and felt a lIttle
SIckIsh Come on, now for another SWIsh-gurgle' It almost choked hIm thIS
tIme But stIck It out, stIck It out' Through the cascade of beer that poured
down hIS throat and seemed to drown hIS ears he heard the landlord's shout
'Last orders, gentlemen, pleaseI' For a moment he removed hIS face from the
pot, gasped, and got hIs breath back Now for the last SWIsh-gurgle' A-a-ah'
Gordon set down the pot EmptIed In three gulps-not bad He clattered It on
the bar
'HI' GIve me the other half of that-quIck I'
'What hoI' saId the major
'Commg It a bIt, aren't you';)' saId the commercIal traveller
Ravelston, farther down the bar and hemmed In by several men, saw what
Gordon was dOIng He called to hIm, 'HI, Gordon 1', frowned and shook hIS
head, too shy to say In front of everybody, 'Don't drInk any more' Gordon
settled himself on hIS legs He was sull steady, but consclOusly steady HIS
head seemed to have swollen to an Immense SIze, hIS whole body had the same
horrIble, swollen, fiery feelIng as before LanguIdly he lIfted the refilled beerpot He dId not want It now Its smell nauseated him It was Just a hateful, pale
yellow, SIckly-tastIng lIqUId LIke urine, almost' That bucketful of stuff to be
forced down Into hiS burstIng guts-horrIble' But come on, no fhnchmg 1 What
else are we here for? Down WIth It I Here she IS so near my nose So up her up
and down she goes SWIsh-gurgle I
In the same moment somethIng dreadful happened HIS gullet had shut up
of Its own accord, or the beer had mIssed hIS mouth It was pourIng all over
hun, a tIdal wave of beer He was drownIng In beer hke lay-brother Peter In the
lngoldsby Legends Help I He trIed to shout, choked, and let fall the beer-pot
There was a flurry all round him. People were leapIng asIde to aVOId the Jet of
beer Crash I went the pot Gordon stood rockIng. Men, bottles, murors were
gomg round and round He was falltng, losing consciousness But dImly VISIble
before hIm was a black uprIght shape, sole poInt of stabIlIty In a reelIng
world-the beer-handle He clutched It, swung, held tlght Ravelston started
towardslum
The. b8l'Jna1d leaned indlgnantly ave); the bar The roundabout world
slowtd down and stopped. G().rdon's braID was qUlte clear
'llereJ What are you b$lJgj,..QD to the beer-handle for?'
~All over m.y p.~y~t ..qried the commeretal traveller
~What tUn j[ ~~0i'~-hQDdle fo:r?'
c Y.I What ar~ ~ ~ on to the beer..handl.e for?'
-~ s~ _ _ 4dtways. The elongated face of the tnaJOr peered
,"'~~with_~,droopin~
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'She says, "What am I hangIng on to the beer-handle for';)'"
'What ho' What';)'
Ravelston had forced hIS way between several men and reached lnm He put
a strong arm round Gordon's waIst and hOlsted hIm to hIS feet
'Stand up, for God's sake' You're drunk'
'Drunk';)' saId Gordon
Everyone was laughIng at them Ravelston's pale face flushed
'Two and three those mugs cost,' sald the barmald bItterly
'And what about my bloody trousers';)' sald the commerCIal traveller
'I'll pay for the mug,' saId Ravelston He dId so 'Now come on out of It
You're drunk '
He began to shepherd Gordon towards the door, one arm round hIS
shoulder, the other holdIng the Cmanu bottle, whIch he had taken from hIm
earlIer Gordon freed hImself He could walk WIth perfect steadIness He saId
In a dIgnified manner
'Drunk dId you say I was';)'
Ravelston took hIS arm agaIn 'Yes, I'm afraId you are DecIdedly'
'Swan swam across the sea, well swam swan,' saId Gordon
'Gordon, you are drunk The sooner you're 10 bed the better '
'FIrst cast out the beam that IS In thme own eye before thou castest out the
mote that IS In thy brother's,' SaId Gordon
Ravelston had got hIm out on to the pavement by thIS tIme 'We'd better get
hold of a taXI,' he sald, lookIng up and down the street
There seemed to be no taxIS about, however The people were streamIng
nOIsIly out of the pub, WhICh was on the pomt of closmg Gordon felt better In
the open aIr. HIS bram had never been clearer The red satanIC gleam of a Neon
lIght, somewhere In the dIstance, put a new and brIllIant Idea Into hIS head He
plucked at Ravelston's arm
'Ravelston'I say, Ravelston f '
'What;>'
'Let's pIck up a couple of tarts '
In spIte of Gordon's drunken state, Ravelston was scandalIzed 'My dear old
chap' You can't do that lond of thIng'
'Don't be so damned upper-class Why no1';>'
'But how could you, dash It! Mer you've Just saId good nIght to
Rosemary-a really charmIng girl hke that
" With the feelIng that he VOIced .a
'At nIght all cats are grey/ satd Gordon,
profound and cynIcal Wlsdom
Ravelston decided to Ignore this remark 'We'd better walk up to Plccaddly
CIrcus,' he S8ld. 'There'll be plenty oftaxls there'
The theatres were em.ptyUlg Crowds ofpeople and streams of cars flowed to
and fro In the fnghtful corpse-hgb.t" Gordon's braIn was marvellously crear.
He knew what folly and ~l he had cotn:oUtted and was about to conunit And.
yet after all!t hardlyseetned to tnatter. He aaw as sOInetlung ftn"', far away~ like
something seen. through ~e Wtong end of the telescope, rus tbirty years, rus
wasted hie,. the blank future, Juha's five pounds, Rosemary. He s81d with a sort
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of phIlosophIc Interest
'Look at the Neon lIghts' Look at those awful blue ones over the rubber
shop When I see those hghts I know that I'm a damned soul '
'Quite,' saId Ravelston, who was not hstenIng 'Ah, there's a taxi" He
SIgnalled 'Damn' He didn't see me Walt here a second'
He left Gordon by the Tube statlOn and hurrIed across the street For a lIttle
whlle Gordon's mmd receded Into blankness Then he was aware of two hard
yet youthful faces, lIke the faces of young predatory anImals, that had come
close up to rus own They had blackened eye-brows and hats that were lIke
vulgarer verSlOns of Rosemary's He was exchanging badInage wIth them
Tlus seemed to hIm to have been gOIng on for several mInutes
'Hullo, Dora' HulIo, Barbara' (He knew their names, It seemed) And how
are you? And how's old England's Winding-sheet?'
cOo-haven't you got a cheek, Just"
'And what are you up to at thiS time of nlghf;l'
'Oo-Jes' strolhng around'
'Like a hon, seeking whom he may devour')'
COo-you haven't half got a cheek' Hasn't he got a cheek, Barbara') You have
got a cheek!'
Ravelston had caught the taXi and brought It round to where Gordon was
standmg He stepped out, saw Gordon between the two girls, and stood
aghast
'Gordon' Oh, my God l What the deVil have you been dOIng')'
'Let me Introduce you Dora and Barbara,' saId Gordon
For a moment Ravelston looked almost angry As a matter of fact, Ravelston
was mcapable of being properly angry Upset, paIned, embarrassed-yes, but
not angry He stepped forward WIth a miserable effort not to notice the two
gIrls' eXistence Once he notIced them the game was up He took Gordon by
the arm and would have bundled hIm Into the taxI
'Come on, Gordon, for God's sake' Here's the taxI We'll go straight home
and put you to bed'
Dora caught Gordon's other arm and hauled hlIll. out of reach as though he
had been a stolen handbag
'What bloody bUSIness IS It of yours')' she crIed ferocIously
'You don't want to Insult these two ladles, I hope')' SaId Gordon
Ravelston faltered, stepped back, rubbed hiS nose It was a moment to be
firm, but Ravelston had never In hiS lIfe been firm He looked from Dora to
Gordon, from Gordon to Barbara That was fatal Once he had looked them In
the face he was lost Oh, Godl What could he do? They were human beings-he
couldn't msult them. The same mstlnct that sent rus hand Into hIs pocket at the
very Slgbt of a beggar made mm helpless at thJs moment The poor, wretched
8ld41. He hadn't the ~ to send them packlng mto the night. Suddenly he •
~ tbat he would have to go through WIth thIS abOlll1D.able adventure Into
wbi.c\ Gordon had led hun. For the first tune In hIS bfe he was let In for gomg
home w.ith,a tart.
tBNlt'.sb it all" he said f«bly.
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'Allons-y,' saId Gordon

The taxunan had taken hIS dIreCtIon at a nod from Dora Gordon slumped
Into the corner seat and seemed Immeruately to smk Into some llTImense abyss
from WhICh he rose agaIn more gradually and With only partial conSClOusness
of what he had been dOing He was ghdlng smoothly through darkness starred
WIth hghts Or were the hghts mOVIng and he stationary) It was hke bemg on
the ocean bottom, among the Iununous, glIdmg fishes The fancy returned to
hun that he was a damned soul In hell The landscape In hell would be Just hke
thIs RaVInes of cold evll-coloured fire, With darkness all above But In hell
there would be torment Was thiS torment' He strove to classify hiS sensatlons
The momentary lapse mto unconSCIousness had left him weak, SIck, shaken,
hiS forehead seemed to be splItting He put out a hand It encountered a knee, a
garter, and a small soft hand whIch sought mechamcally for hiS He became
aware that Ravelston, SIttIng OppOSIte, was tappIng hIS toe urgently and
nervously
'Gordon' Gordon' Wake up.e.~_
'What)'
'Gordon' Oh, damn' Causons en/ranfazs Qu'est-ce que tu as/azt') Crozs-tu que
Je veux coucher avec une sale-oh, damnatlOn"
'Oo-parley-voo francey!' squealed the gIrls
Gordon was mlldly amused Do Ravelston good, he thought A parlour
Soclahst gOlng home WIth a tart' The first genUloely proletatlao actIon of hls
hfe As though aware of tms thought, Ravelston subSided Iota hIS corner 10
sIlent mIsery, SIttIng as far away from Barbara as pOSSIble The taxI drew up at
a hotel In a SIde-street, a dreadful, shoddy, low place It was The 'hotel' SIgn
over the door looked skew-eyed The WIndows were almost dark, but the
sound of sIngmg, boozy and dreary, trIckled from WIthIn. Gordon staggered
out of the taxI and felt for Dora'S arm GIve us a hand, Dora. MInd the step
Whatho1
A smallIsh, darkIsh, smelly hallway, hno-carpeted, mean, uncared-for, and
somehow tmpermanent From a room somewhere on the left the stngtng
swelled, mournful as a church organ A cross-eyed, eVI1..lookiog chambermaid
appeared from nowhere She and Dora seemed to know one another. What a
mug' No competItion there From the room on the left a SIngle VOIce took up
the song WIth would-be facetious emphaSIS
'The man that lo.sses a pretty gu'l
And goes and tells Ius mother,
Ought to have hIS hps cut off,
Oughtto-t

It taIled away, full of the Ineffable, undlsgulSable sadness of debauchery. A
very young vOice It sounded. The VOlce of some poor boy who in lus heart only
wanted to be at home Wlth lus mother and SlStet'S, playmg. hunt...:the-sUpper.
There was a party of young fools Ul there, on the razzle Wlth wlusky and girl.:
The tune remjnded Gordon" He turned to Ravdston as he eame 111, Barbara
followmg
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'Where's my ChIanti';)' he saId
Ravelston gave hIm the bottle HIS face looked pale, harassed, hunted,
almost WIth guIlty restless movements he kept hImself apart from Barbara
He could not touch her or even look at her, and yet to escape was beyond hIm
HIS eyes sought Gordon's 'For the love of God can't we get out of It
somehow';)' they sIgnalled Gordon frowned at hIm StIck It out' No fhnchIng'
He took Dora's arm agaIn Come on, Dora' Now for those staIrs Ahl Walt a
moment
Her arm round hIS waIst, supportIng hlID., Dora drew hIm aSIde Down the
darkIsh, smelly staIrs a young woman came mIncIngly, buttonIng on a glove,
after her a bald, mIddle-aged man In evemng clothes, black overcoat, and whIte
sIlk muffler, hIS opera hat In hIS hand He walked past them WIth small mean
mouth tightened, pretendIng not to see them A famIly man, by the guIlty look
In hiS eye Gordon watched the gashght gleam on the back of hIS bald head HIS
predecessor In the same bed, probably The mantle of ElIsha Now then,
Dora, up we gol Ah, these staIrs' DzjJiczlzs ascensus Avernz That's rIght, here
we are' 'MInd the step,' saId Dora They were on the landIng Black and whIte
hno bke a chessboard WhIte-paInted doors A smell of slops and a faInter
smell of stale hnen
We thIS way, you that At the other door Ravelston halted, hIS fingers on the
handle. He could not-no, he could not do It He could not enter that dreadful
room For the last tIme hIS eyes, hke those of a dog about to be whIpped,
turned upon Gordon 'Must I, must P' hiS eyes saId Gordon eyed hIm
sternly. StIck It out, Regulus' March to your doom' Atquz sczebat quae szbz
Barbara It IS a far, far more proletarIan thIng that you do And then With
startlIng suddenness Ravelston's face cleared An expreSSIOn of rehef, almost
of JOY, stole over It A wonderful thought had occurred to hIm Mter all, you
could always pay the gIrl WIthout actually dOIng anythIng' Thank God' He set
hIS shoulders, plucked up courage, went In The door shut
So here we are A mean, dreadful room Llno on the fioor, gas-fire, huge
double bed With sheets vaguely dIngy Over the bed a framed coloured pIcture
from La Vze Panszenne A mIstake, that SometImes the originals don't
compare so well And, by Jove' on the bamboo table by the WIndow, poSItIvely
an aspIdIstra' Hast thou found me, 0 mIne enemy';) But come here, Dora Let's
have a look at you.
He seemed to be lYIng on the bed He could not see very well Her youthful,
rapacIous face, Wlth blackened eyebrows, leaned over him as he sprawled
there
'How about my present')' she demanded, half wheedlIng, half menacing.
Never nllnd that now To work' Come here Not a bad mouth Come here

Comedoser. Aht
No. NQ use. ImpossIble. The wlll but not the way The SpirIt IS wtlbng but
No. The booze, It must be. See Macbeth One last
try. No, no -use Not thIs evening,
afraid
/ill right, Dora, don't you worry You'll get your two qUId all nght. We
aren't paying by results.

~ f1~ iSweak~ Try agam

rm
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He made a clumsy gesture 'Here, gIve us that bottle That bottle off the
dressIng-table'
Dora brought It Ah, that's better That at least doesn't fall WIth hands that
had swollen to monstrous SIze he up-ended the ChIantI bottle The WIne
flowed down hIS throat, bItter and choklng, and some of It went up hIS nose It
overwhelmed hIm He was slIppIng, slldIng, falhng off the bed HIS head met
the floor HIS legs were stIll on the bed For a whIle he lay 10 tills pOSItIon Is
thIS the way to hve? Down below the youthful VOIces were stIll mournfully
SIngIng
'For torught we'll merry be,
For torught we'll merry be,
For torught we'll merry be-e-eTomorrow we'll be so-oberl'

9
And, by Jove, tomorrow we were soberl
Gordon emerged from some long, SIckly dream to the conSClOusness that the
books In the lendmg hbrary were the wrong way up They were all lYIng on
theIr SIdes Moreover, for some reason theIr backs had turned white-whIte
and shIny, lIke porcelaIn
He opened hIS eyes a httle WIder and moved an arm Small rIvulets of paIn,
seemIngly touched off by the movement, shot through hIS body at unexpected
places-down the calves of hIS legs, for Instance, and up both SIdes of his head
He perceIved that he was lYIng on hIS SIde, WIth a hard smooth pIllow under hIS
cheek and a coarse blanket scratching hIS chIn and pusInng ItS hairs Into hls
mouth Apart from the minor pains that stabbed hun every tune he moved,
there was a large, dull sort of paIn WhICh was not locahzed but whIch seemed to
hover all over hun
Suddenly he flung off the blanket and sat up He was In a polIce cell At thIS
moment a frIghtful spasm of nausea overcame hun DImly percelvmg awe In
the corner, he crept towards It and was vlOlently Sick, three or four times
After that, for several mInutes, he was In agomZlng paIn He could scarcely
stand on hIS feet, hIs head throbbed as though It were gomg to burst, and the
hght seemed hke some scaldlng whIte lIqUId pounng into rus bram through the
sockets of hIS eyes. He sat on the bed holdmg rus head between Ius hands
Presently, when some of the throbbmg had dIed dow~ he bad another look
about bun. The cell measUl'ed about twelve feet long by SlX Wide and was very
lugh~ The walls were all ofwlute porceiam bricks, hombly wlute and clean He
wondered dully how they cleaned as lugh up as the ceiling Perhaps WIth a
hose, he reflected. At one .end there wu"a httle barred wintiow" very high up,
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and at the other end, over the door, an electrIC bulb let Into the wall and
protected by a stout grat10g The thing he was sitting on was not actually a bed,
but a shelf With one blanket and a canvas pillow The door was of steel, painted
green In the door there was a httle round hole With a flap on the outside
Hav10g seen thiS much he lay down and pulled the blanket over him again
He had no further curIosIty about hiS surroundings As to what had happened
last mght, he remembered everyth1Og-at least, he remembered everything up
to the tIme when he had gone WIth Dora Into the room With the aspidistra God
knew what had happened after that There had been some kInd of bust-up and
he had landed In the chnk He had no notIon of what he had done, It might be
murder for all he knew In any case he did not care He turned hIS face to the
wall and pulled the blanket over hiS head to shut out the lIght
After a long time the spyhole In the door was pushed aSIde Gordon
managed to turn hiS head round HIS neck-muscles seemed to creak Through
the spyhole he could see a blue eye and a semi-circle of PInk chubby cheek
"Ja do With a cup of tea~' a VOlce saId
Gordon sat up and Instantly felt very SIck again He took hiS head between
hIS hands and groaned The thought of a cup of hot tea appealed to hIm, but he
knew It would make him SIck If It had sugar 10 It
'Please,' he saId
The polIce constable opened a partitIon In the top half of the door and
passed In a thIck white mug of tea It had sugar In It The constable was a solId
rosy young man of about twenty-five, With a kind face, white eyelashes, and a
tremendous chest It reminded Gordon of the chest of a carthorse He spoke
WIth a good accent but With vulgar turns of speech For a minute or so he stood
regard10g Gordon
'You weren't half bad last night,' he said finally
'I'm bad now'
'You was worse last rught, though What you go and hIt the sergeant for?'
'Old I hit the sergeant')'
'Old you' Cool He wasn't halfwlld He turns to me and he says-holding hiS
ear he was, like this-he says, "Now, If that man wasn't too drunk to stand, I'd
knock hIS block off" It's all gone down on your charge sheet Drunk and
disorderly You'd only ha' bin drunk and Incapable If you hadn't of hIt the
sergeant'
'Do you know what I shall get for thIS'>'
'FIve qUId or fourteen days You'll go up before Mr Croom. Lucky for you It
wasn't Mr Walker He'd give you a month WIthout the option, Mr Walker
would. Very severe on the drunks he IS Teetotaller'
Gordon had drunk some of the tea. It was nauseatIngly sweet but Its warmth
made. him. feel stronger. He gulped It down At thiS moment a nasty, snarlIng
S&t of v-otce-the sergeant whom Gordon had hIt, no doubt-yelped from
~out&ide:

CTate that man out and get hun washed. Black Mana leaves at half past
~.
;r

"'lI\e ~"'le hastened to open the cell door. As soon as Gordon stepped
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outsIde he felt worse then ever ThIs was partly because It was much colder In
the passage than In the cell He walked a step or two, and then suddenly hIS
head was gomg round and round 'rm gomg to be SIck" he CrIed He was
fallIng- he flung out a hand and stopped hImself agaInst the wall The
constable's strong arm went round hIm Across the arm, as over a raIl, Gordon
sagged, doubled up and lImp A Jet of vomIt burst from hIm It was the tea, of
course There was a gutter runmng along the stone floor At the end of the
passage the moustachIO'd sergeant, In tunIc WIthout a belt, stood WIth hIS hand
on hIS hIp, lookIng on dIsgustedly
'DIrty lIttle tyke,' he muttered, and turned away
'Come on, old chap,' saId the constable 'You'll be better m half a mo' ,
He halfled, half dragged Gordon to a bIg stone smk at the end of the passage
and helped hIm to strIP to the WaIst HIS gentleness was astomshlng He
handled Gordon almost lIke a nurse handlIng a chIld Gordon had recovered
enough strength to slUIce hImself WIth the Ice-cold water and rInse hIS mouth
out The constable gave hIm a torn towel to dry hImself WIth and then led hIm
back to the cell
'Now you SIt qUIet tIll the Black Marla comes And take my tIp-when you go
up to the court, you plead guIlty and say you won't do It agaIn Mr Croom
won't be hard on you'
'Where are my collar and tIe'>' saId Gordon
'We took 'em away last nIght You'll get 'em back before you go up to court
We had a bloke hung hImself WIth hIS tIe, once '
Gordon sat down on the bed For a lIttle whIle he occupIed hImself by
calculatIng the number of porcelaIn brIcks m the walls, then sat WIth hIS
elbows on hIS knees, hIS head between hIS hands He was stIll achlOg allover,
he felt weak, cold, Jaded, and, above all, bored He WIshed that bormg busmess
of gOIng up to the court could be aVOIded somehow The thought of beIng put
Into some JoltIng vehIcle and taken across London to hang about In chIlly cells
"and passages, and of haVIng to answer questIOns and be lectured by
magIstrates, bored hIm IndeSCrIbably All he wanted was to he left alone But
presently there was the sound of several vOIces farther down the passage, and
then of feet approachmg The partItIon In the door was opened
'Couple of VISItors for you,' the constable saId
Gordon was bored by the very thought of vIsItors Unwlllmgly he looked
up, and saw Flaxman and Ravelston lookmg In upon hlffi How they had got
there together was a mystery, but Gordon felt not the fmntest curIOSIty about
It. They bored hIm He WIshed they would go away.
'Hullo~ chapple" saId Flaxman
'You here'>' said Gordon WIth a sort of weary offenSIveness
Ravelston looked mtserable. He had been up SInce the very early morrung,
lookIng for Gordon Tins was the first tune he had seen the wen or of a pohee
cell HIS face s-hrank Wlth dIsgust as- he looked at the chilly wlure.-tiled place
WIth Its shameless w c. In the corner. But Flaxman was more aCCUStomed to
tlus kInd of thIng He cocked a ,practIsed eye at Gordon
A:I've seen 'an worse..,' lIe $81d eheerlully 'Gtve him a p:r:atne oys.t-er andbe~d
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buck up somethIng wonderful D'you know what your eyes look hke, chapple';)'
he added to Gordon 'They look as If they'd been taken out and poached'
'I was drunk last nIght,' saId Gordon, hIS head between hIS hands
'1 gathered somethmg of the kInd, old chapple '
'Look here, Gordon,' saId Ravelston, 'we came to ball you out, but It seems
we're too late They're takIng you up to court In a few mInutes' tIme ThIS IS a
bloody show It's a PIty you dIdn't gIve them a false name when they brought
you here last mght '
'Old I tell them my name';)'
'You told them everythIng I wIsh to God I hadn't let you out of my sIght
You slIpped out of that house somehow and Into the street '
'WanderIng up and down Shaftesbury Avenue, drInkIng out of a bottle,'
saId Flaxman apprecIatIvely 'But you oughtn't to have hIt the sergeant, old
chapple! That was a bIt of bloody foohshness And I don't mInd telhng you
Mother Wlsbeach IS on your track When your pal here came round thIS
mormng and told her you'd been for a nIght on the tIles, she took on as If you'd
done a bloody murder'
'And look here, Gordon,' saId Ravelston
There was the famIllar note of dIscomfort In rus face It was sometrung about
money, as usual Gordon looked up Ravelston was gazIng Into the dIstance
'Look here '
'What';)'
'About your fine You'd better leave that to me I'll pay It'
'No, you won't '
'My dear old chap' They'll send you to JaIl If I don't
'Oh, hell' I don't care'
He dId not care At thIS moment he dId not care If they sent rum to prIson for
a year Of course he couldn't pay rus fine hunself He knew WIthout even
needIng to look that he had no money left. He would have gIven It all to Dora,
or more probably she would have pInched It He lay down on the bed agam and
turned hIS back on the others In the sulky, sluggIsh state that he was In, hIS
sole deSIre was to get rtd of them. They made a few more attempts to talk to
him, but he would not answer, and presently they went away.. FJaxm...:ts vOice
boomed cheerfully down the passage He was glVmg ;Ravelston mInute
instructions as to how to make a pralne oyster.
The rest of that day was very beastly. Beastly was the nde In the Black
Maria, wluch, inSIde" was hke notlnng so much as a mln1ature pubhc lavatory,
With tiny cubIcles down each Side, mto which you were locked and In whIch
you had barely room to sit down Beasther yet was the long Walt In one of the
cells adjoinlng the magI&trate's court Tlus cell was an exact rephca of the cell
at the pmee st.ation, even to' baVIng prectsely the same number of porcelaIn
~. . But:it"ttiffc:mld fl:r@m the police statIon cellln bemg repulSIvely dIrty It
was:~"
was $0 fettd as to be almost unbreathable Prisoners were
cotniug _~ all the tune They would be thrust Into the cell, taken out
~en hoUr-ortwo to 10 up to the court, and then perhaps brought back agam
to~• • the aagistra'te deCIded upon theIr sentence or fresh witnesses

••
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were sent for There were always five or SIX men 10 the cell, and there was
nothing to Sit on except the plank bed And the worst was that nearly all of
them used the we-there, pubhcly, In the tiny cell They could not help It
There was nowhere else to go And the plug of the beastly thmg did not even
pull properly
Until the afternoon Gordon felt sIck and weak He had had no chance to
shave, and his face was hatefully scrubby At first he merely sat on the corner of
the plank bed, at the end nearest the door, as far away from the w c as he could
get, and took no notice of the other pnsoners They bored and disgusted hIm,
later, as his headache wore off, he observed them wIth a famt mterest There
was a professIOnal burglar, a lean worned-Iooklng man wIth grey hal!, who
was In a ternble stew about what would happen to his wIfe and kIds If he were
sent to JaIl He had been arrested tor 'IOltermg wIth Intent to enter' -a vague
offence for which you generally get convIcted If there are prevIOUS convIctIOns
agaInst you He kept walkmg Up and down, flIckmg the fingers of his rIght
hand wlth a CUrIOUS nervous gesture, and exclaimIng agamst the unfaIrness of
It There was also a deafmute who stank hke a ferret, and a small mIddle-aged
Jew with a fur-collared overcoat, who had been buyer to a large firm of kosher
butchers He had bolted with twenty-seven pounds, gone to Aberdeen, of all
places, and spent the money on tarts He too had a grIevance, for he saId hIs
case ought to have been trIed In the rabbI's court Instead ofbemg turned over
to the pollce There was also a pUbhcan who had embezzled hIS ChrIstmas club
money He was a bIg, hearty, prosperous-Iookmg man of about thIrty-five,
wIth a loud red face and a loud blue overcoat-the sort of man who, If he were
not a publIcan, would be a bookIe HIS relatives had paid back the embezzled
money, all except twelve pounds, but the club members had deCIded to
prosecute There was somethIng 10 thiS man's eyes that troubled Gordon He
earned everythlng off with a swagger, but all the while there was that blank,
starIng look In rus eyes, he would fall mto a kmd of reverIe at every gap In the
conversatlOn It was somehow rather dreadful to see hIm There he was, stIll m
hls smart clothes, with the splendour of a publIcan's lIfe only a month or two
behmd hlID, and now he was rumed, probably for ever LIke all London
publIcans he was In the claw of the brewer, he would be sold up and hiS
furmture and fittmgs seIzed, and when he came out of JaIl he would never have
a pub or a Job agam
The mornmg wore on with dismal slowness You were allowed to
smoke-matches were forbidden, but the constable on duty outsIde would give
you a lIght through the trap In the door Nobody had any CIgarettes except the
publIcan, who had hIS pockets full of them and distributed them freely
PrIsoners came and went A ragged dirty man who clauned to be a coster 'up'
for obstructIon was put Into the cell for half an hour He talked a great deal, but
the others were deeply SUSP1CIOUS of hIm, when he was taken out agam they all
declared he was a 'spIlt'. The police, It was SaId, often put a 'splIt' Into the ~n$"
dISgUIsed as a prIsoner, to pick up InformatIon Once there was great
excitement ~when the constable whl$pered through the trap that a m\lr~er" or
would-be w,urdexer~ was betJlg put Into th~ celllle~t door He W4S, a Y9l.ttb of
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eIghteen who had stabbed hIS 'tart' In the belly, and she was not expected to
hve Once the trap opened and the tIred, pale face of a clergyman looked In He
saw the burglar, srud wearlly, 'You here agaIn, Jones'>' and went away agrun
Dmner, so-called, was served out at about twelve o'clock All you got was a cup
of tea and two shces of bread and marg You could have food sent In, though, If
you could pay for It The pubhcan had a good dInner sent In In covered dIshes,
but he had no appetIte for It, and gave most of It away Ravelston was stIll
hangmg about the court, waItIng for Gordon's case to come on, but he dId not
know the ropes well enough to have food sent In to Gordon Presently the
burglar and the publican were taken away, sentenced, and brought back to walt
tll1 the Black Marla should take them off to JaIl They each got mne months
The publIcan questIoned the burglar about what prIson was lIke There was a
conversatIOn of unspeakable obscemty about the lack of women there
Gordon's case came on at half past two, and It was over so qUIckly that It
seemed preposterous to have waIted all that tIme for It Afterwards he could
remember nothIng about the court except the coat of arms over the
magIstrate's chaIr The magIstrate was dealIng WIth the drunks at the rate of
two a mInute To the tune of'John-Smith-drunk-and-incapable-drunk'>-yessix-shlllIngs-move-on-nextl' they filed past the rrulIngs of the dock, precIsely
hke a crowd takIng tIckets at a booking-office Gordon's case" however, took
two mmutes Instead of thIrty seconds, because he had been dIsorderly and the
sergeant had to testIfy that Gordon had struck hIm on the ear and called hun
a-bastard There was also a mdd sensatIon In the court because Gordon,
when questIoned at the polIce statIOn, had descrIbed hImself as a poet He must
have been very drunk to say a thing hke that The magIstrate looked at hun
SUSPIcIOusly
'I see you call yourself a poet Are you a poet';>'
'I wnte poetry,' Said Gordon sulkIly
'Hm' Well" It doesn't seem to teach you to behave yourself, does It'> You WIll
pay five pounds or go to prIson for fourteen days Next"
And that was all Nevertheless, somewhere at the back of the court a bored
reporter had prIcked up hIS ears
On the other side of the court there was a room where a police sergeant sat
WIth a large ledger) enterIng up the drunks' fines and takIng payment Those
who could not pay were taken back to the cells. Gordon had expected thIS to
happen to himself. He was qUIte reSIgned. to going to prIson But when he
emerged from the court It was to find that Ravelston was waiting there and had
already pmd lus fine for him Gordon dtd not protest He allowed Ravelston to
pack hun into a taxi and take hun back to the flat in Regent's Park. As soon as
they got there Gordon had a hot bath; he needed one, after the beastly
co~ gnme of the last twelve hours. Ravelston lent hun a razor, lent
b,i:m. .. ¢ldal',&bitJ and priamas and socks and underclothes, even went out of
ddo~ . . ~ hun a toothbrush He was strangely SOhCItous about
Gold~ ~ ~d not rid himself of a gullty feehng that what had happened
lalt,~;ie tnalnIy hIs own fault, he ought to have put his foot down and
~~ bome as soon as he showed SIgnS of bemg drunk Gordon
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scarcely notIced what was beIng done for hIm. Even the fact the Ravelston had
paId hIS fine faded to trouble hIm For the rest of that afternoon he lay In one of
the armchaIrs In front of the fire, read10g a detectIve story About the future he
refused to thInk He grew sleepy very early At eIght o'clock he went to bed In
the spare bedroom and slept lIke a log for mne hours
It was not tIll next mornIng that he began to thmk serIously about hIS
SItuatIon He woke 10 the WIde careSSIng bed, softer and warmer than any bed
he had ever slept 10, and began to grope about for hIS matches Then he
remembered that In places lIke thIS you dIdn't need matches to get a lIght, and
felt for the electrIC SWItch that hung on a cord at the bedhead Soft lIght flooded
the room There was a syphon of soda water on the bed-table Gordon
dIscovered that even after thIrty-sIx hours there was stIll a vIle taste In hIS
mouth He had a dr10k and looked about hIm
It was a queer feel1Og, lYIng there In somebody else's PYJamas 10 somebody
else's bed He felt that he had no bUSIness there-that thIS wasn't the sort of
place where he belonged There was a sense of guIlt 10 lYIng here 10 luxury
when he was rUIned and hadn't a penny 10 the world For he was rUlned rtght
enough, there was no doubt about that He seemed to know WIth perfect
certaInty that hIS Job was lost God knew what was gomg to happen next The
memory of that stupId dull debauch rolled back upon hIm WIth beastly
VIVIdness He could recall everythIng) from hIS first pmk gm before he started
out to Dora's peach-coloured garters He sqUlrmed when he thought of Dora
Why does one do these thIngs? Money agaIn, always money' The rIch don't
behave lIke that The rIch are graceful even in theIr VIces But If you have no
money you don't even know how to spend It When you get It You Just splurge
It frantIcally away, lIke a saIlor In a bawdy-house hIS first mght ashore.
He had been In the clInk, twelve hours He thought of the cold faecal stench
of that cell at the polIce court A foretaste of future days And everyone would
know that he had been In the clInk WIth luck It nught be kept from Aunt
Angela and Uncle Walter, but JulIa and Rosemary probably knew already
WIth Rosemary It dIdn't matter so much, but JUlla would be ashamed and
nuserable He thought of JulIa Her long thm back as she bent over the teacaddy, her good, goose-hke) defeated face She had never hved. From
chddhood she had been saCrIficed to rum-to Gordon, to 'the boy' It nught be
a hundred qUid he had 'borrowed' from her In all these years, and then even
five qUId he couldo't spare her FIve qUId he had set aSIde for her) and then
spent It on a tart'
He turned out the lIght and lay on Ins. back, wide awake At thts moment he
saw hunselfwith frIghtful clarIty He took a sort of Inventory ofhtmself and his
posseSSIons Gordon Comstock, la'St of the Comstocks, thirty years old, with
twenty-six teeth left; with no mosey and 110 Job; in borrowed pyjamas in a
borrowed bed; with nothIng before him except cadging and destItutJ.-Otl, and
nothIng behind b.im: except squatWfOe~ H1s total :wealth a puny bodyaad
twa cardboard suitcases. full "Of wortl""Oiut dothes-.
At seven Ravelttpu was awakened by a tap on his door. He rolled Q1¥et: an(\
saIo$}eepU.,;"'Hullo?,' ~ Gme m., a Ctishevdled figure alntost I0$t ill the

Keep the Asp'td'tstra Flyzng
borrowed sllk PYjamas Ravelston roused hImself, yawmng TheoretIcally he
got up at the proletarIan hour of seven Actually he seldom stirred untIl Mrs
Beaver, the charwoman, arrIved at eIght Gordon pushed the hall: out of hIS
eyes and sat down on the foot of Ravelston's bed
'I say, Ravelston, thIS IS bloody I've been thInkIng thIngs over There's
go1Og to be hell to pay ,
'What?'
'I shall lose my Job McKechnIe can't keep me on after I've been 10 the chnk
BesIdes, I ought to have been at work yesterday Probably the shop wasn't
opened all day ,
Ravelston yawned 'It'll be all nght, I thInk That fat chap-what's hIS
name' Flaxman-rang McKechrue up and told hIm you were down WIth flu
He made It pretty convInCIng He saId your temperature was a hundred and
three Of course your landlady knows But I don't suppose she'd tell
McKechme'
'But suppose It'S got Into the papersI'
'Oh, lord' I suppose that mIght happen The char brIngs the papers up at
eIght But do they report drunk cases? Surely not"
Mrs Beaver brought the Telegraph and the Herald Ravelston sent her out
for the MatI and the Express They searched hurrIedly through the pohcecourt news Thank God' It hadn't 'got Into the papers' after all There was no
reason why It should, as a matter of fact It was not as If Gordon had been a
racIng motonst or a profeSSIOnal footballer Feehng better, Gordon managed
to eat some breakfast, and after breakfast Ravelston went out I t was agreed
that he should go up to the shop, see Mr McKechme, gIve hIm further detaIls
of Gordon's Illness, and find out how the land lay It seemed qUIte natural to
Ravelston to waste several days In gettIng Gordon out of hIS scrape All the
mornmg Gordon hung about the flat, restless and out of sorts, smokIng
clgar.ettes m an endless chaIn Now that he was alone, hope had deserted hIm
He knew by profound InstInct that Mr McKechnIe would have heard about hIS
arrest It wasn't the kInd of thIng you could keep dark He had lost hIS Job, and
that was all about It
He lounged across to the WIndow and looked out. A deft,Qlate day, the
whItey-grey sky looked as If It could never be blue agaJlla tlte naked trees wept
slowly into the gutters Down a neighbounng streetthe cry of the coal-man
"echoed mournfully. Only a fortnIght to ChrIStmas now. Jolly to be out of work
at thIS tIme of year I But the thought, Instead of frIghtenmg hIm, merely bored
hIm. The pecuhar lethargiC feehng, the stuffy heavmess behInd the eyes, that
one has. afteT a fit of drunkenness, seemed to have settled upon hIm
permanently The prospect of searchmg for another~ob bored hIm even more
than the prospect of poverty. Besides, he would never find another Job There
-aren'O-]obs ta be.had nowadays He was gomg down, down Into the sub-world
of tbt-~byed-d()wn) down Into God knew what workhouse depths of
dirt and hunger and futilIty And chIefly he was anxIOUS to get It over WIth as
titde~~eifort as poSSIble
t1~ came back at about one o'clock Hepulled hIS gloves otf~d threw
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them Into a chaIr He looked tIred and depressed Gordon saw at a glance that
the game was up
'He's heard, of course" he saId
'EverythIng, I'm afraId '
'How' I suppose that cow of a Wlsbeach woman went and sneaked to hIm"
'No It was In the paper after all The local paper He got It out of that '
'Oh, hell' I'd forgotten that'
Ravelston produced from hIS coat pocket a folded copy of a hI-weekly paper
I t was one that they took In at the shop because Mr McKechnIe advertIsed In
It-Gordon had forgotten that He opened It Gosh' What a splash' It was all
over the mIddle page
BOOKSELLER' S ASSISTANT FINED
MAGISTRATE'S SEVERE STRICTURE
'DISGRACEFUL FRACAS'

There were nearly two columns of It Gordon had never been so famous
before and never would be agaIn They must have been very hard up for a bIt of
news But these local papers have a curIOUS notIon of patrIOtIsm They are so
aVId for local news that a bIcycle-acCIdent 10 the Harrow Road WIll occupy
more space than a European crISIS, and such Items of news as 'Hampstead Man
on Murder Charge' or 'DIsmembered Baby In Cellar In Camberwell' are
dIsplayed WIth POSItIve prIde
Ravelston deSCrIbed hIS InterVIew WIth Mr McKechnIe Mr McKechnIe, It
seemed, was torn between hIS rage agamst Gordon and hIS deSIre not to offend
such a good customer as Ravelston But of course, after such a thIng hke that;
you could hardly expect hIm to take Gordon back These scandals were bad for
trade, and beSIdes, he was Justly angry at the hes Flaxman had told hIm over
the phone But he was angrIest of all at the thought of hzs aSSIstant beIng drunk:
and dIsorderly Ravelston SaId that the drunkenness seemed to anger htm In a
way that was pecubar He gave the unpresston that he would almost have
preferred Gordon to pmch money out of the tIll Of course, he was a teetotaller
hunself Gordon had sometImes wondered whether he wasn't also a secret
drInker, In the tradItIOnal ScottIsh style HIS nose was certamly very red. But
perhaps It was snuff that dId It Anyway, that was that Gordon was In the
soup, full fathom five
'1 suppose the Wlsbeach will stIck to my clothes and thtngs,' he saKi. 'I'm
not gOIng round there to fetch them BeSIdes, lowe her a week's rent,'
'Oh, don't worry about that I'll see to your rent and everythIng.'
'My dear chap, I can~t let you pay roy rent P
'Oh, dash It!' Ravelston's face grew famt!y pIOk He looked .tnJserably mto
the dlstance, and then satd what he had to say aU in a sudden burst 'Lookhate,
Gordon, we must get tlus settled. You~,l:i$t got to stay here till tlus btllS~
has blown over I'll see you tbrough\about money and all that. You needn't
tlunk you're beuag a nUISance" because you~re not. And anyway, It~s only tiil

you get another- }lOb,'

"
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Gordon moved moodIly away from hIm, hIS hands In hIS pockets He had
foreseen all thIS, of course He knew that he ought to refuse, he wanted to
refuse, and yet he had not qUIte the courage
'I'm not gomg to sponge on you lIke that,' he saId sulkIly
'Don't use such expressIons, for God's sake' BesIdes, where could you go If
you dIdn't stay here?'
'I don't know-Into the gutter, I suppose It's where I belong The sooner I
get there the better '
'Rot' You're gOIng to stay here tll1 you've found another Job '
'But there Isn't a Job In the world It mIght be a year before I found a Job I
don't want a Job'
'You mustn't talk lIke that You'll find a Job rIght enough SomethIng's
bound to turn up And for God's sake don't talk about spongzng on me It's only
an arrangement between frIends If you really want to, you can pay It all back
when you've got the money'
'Yes-when f'
But m the end he let hImself be persuaded He had known that he would let
hImself be persuaded He stayed on at the fiat, and allowed Ravelston to go
round to WIllowbed Road and pay hIS rent and recover hIS two cardboard
sUltcases, he even allowed Ravelston to 'lend' hIm a further two pounds for
current expenses HIS heart sIckened whIle he dId It He was lIVIng on
Ravelston-sponglng on Ravelston How could there ever be a real frIendshIp
between them agaIn? BeSIdes, In hIS heart he dIdn't want to be helped He only
wanted to be left alone He was headed for the gutter, better to reach the gutter
qUIckly and get It over Yet for the tIme beIng he stayed, sImply because he
lacked the courage to do otherwIse
But as for thIS busmess of gettIng a Job, It was hopeless from the start Even
Ravelston, though nch, could not manufacture Jobs out of nothIng Gordon
knew beforehand that there were no Jobs gOIng beggIng In the book trade
Durmg the next three days he wore hIs shoes out traIpSIng from bookseller to
bookseller At shop after shop he set hIS teeth, marched In, demanded to see
the manager, and three mInutes later marched out agatn WIth 'his nose In the
atr The answer was always the same-no Jobs vacant. A few booksellers were
takIng on an extra man for the ChrIstmas rush, but Gordon was not the type
they were lookIng for He was nenber smart nor servIle, he wore shabby
clothes and spoke WIth the accent of a gentleman BeSIdes, a few questIons
always brought It out that he had been sacked from hIS last Job for
drunkenness After only three days be gave It up He knew It was no use It was
only to please Ravelston that he had even been pretendmg to look for work
In the everung he trailed back to the fiat, footsore and WIth hIS nerves on
edge from a senes of snubs. He was maktng all hiS Journeys on foot, to
economxze Ravelston'''$ two pounds When he got back Ravelston had Just
~ np.uOlilltk.e"oflice and was slttlng in one of the armchaIrs In front of the
ire,.wkb some lang galley-proofs over hiS knee He looked up as Gordon came

mo!'"

~~ lnet?'

he said as usual
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Gordon did not answer lfhe had answered It would have been wIth a stream
of obscenities Without even lookIng at Ravelston he went straight lOto his
bedroom, kicked off hIS shoes, and fiung hImself on the bed He hated himself
at thIS moment Why had he come back'~ What rIght had he to come back and
sponge on Ravelston when he hadn't even the IntentIOn of 100klOg for a Job any
longer;> He ought to have stayed out In the streets, slept In Trafalgar Square,
begged-anything But he hadn't the guts to face the streets as yet The
prospect of warmth and shelter had tugged him back He lay With hIS hands
beneath hIS head, In a mIxture of apathy and self-hatred After about half an
hour he heard the door-bell rIng and Ravelston get up to answer It It was that
bitch HermIOne Slater, presumably Ravelston had Introduced Gordon to
HermIOne a couple of days ago, and she had treated him lIke dIrt But a
moment later there was a knock at the bedroom door
'What IS It;>' said Gordon
'Somebody's come to see you,' saId Ravelston
'To see me;>'
'Yes Come on Into the other room '
Gordon swore and rolled sluggishly off the bed When he got to the other
room he found that the VISitor was Rosemary He had been half expectIng her,
of course, but It wearIed him to see her He knew why she had come, to
sympathize With hIm, to Pity hIm, to reproach him-It was all the same In hIS
despondent, bored mood he did not want to make the effort of talking to her
All he wanted was to be left alone But Ravelston was glad to see her He had
taken a IIklng to her In their Single meetlOg and thought she mIght cheer
Gordon up He made a transparent pretext to go downstaIrs to the office,
leaVing the two of them together
They were alone, but Gordon made no move to embrace her He was
standing In front of the fire, round-shouldered, hiS hands In hiS coat pockets,
hiS feet thrust Into a paIr of Ravelston's slIppers which were much too big for
him She came rather heSitantly towards hIm, not yet takIng off her hat or her
coat With the lamb-skin collar It hurt her to see hIm In less than a week hiS
appearance had deterIorated strangely Already he had that unmIstakable,
seedy, lounging look of a man who IS out of work HIS face seemed to have
grown thInner, and there were nngs round hiS eyes Also It was ObVIOUS that he
had not shaved that day
She laid her hand on hiS arm, rather awkwardly, as a woman does when it IS
she who has to make the first embrace
'Gordon-'
'Welp t
He SaId It almost sulkIly The next moment she was In hIS arms But It was
she who had made the first movement, not he. Her head was on hlS breast, and
behold! she was struggbng with all her might agaInSt the tears that almost
overwhelmed her. It bored Gordon dreadfully He seemed $0 often to reduce
her to tears' And he dIdn't want to be crIed over; he only wanted to be left
alone-alone. to sulk and despalf. As he held her th¢I'e, one hand mecluu1iadly
caressmg het sbottlder, lu'S mam feeling was boredoJn She hMl ~e dungs
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more dIfficult for hun by comIng here Ahead of hIm. were dIrt, cold, hunger,
the streets, the workhouse, and the JaIl It was agaInst that that he had got to
steel hunself And he could steel hImself, If only she would leave hIm alone and
not come plagUIng hIm. WIth these Irrelevant emotIons
He pushed her a httle way from hun She had recovered herself qUIckly, as
she always dId
'Gordon, my dear one' Oh, I'm so sorry, so sorryI'
'Sorry about what?'
'You lOSIng your Job and everythIng You look so unhappy ,
'I'm not unhappy Don't PIty me, for God's sake'
He dIsengaged hImself from her arms She pulled her hat off and threw It
Into a chaIr She had come here WIth somethIng defirute to say It was
somethIng she had refraIned from sayIng all these years-somethIng that It had
seemed to her a pomt of chIvalry not to say But now It had got to be saId, and
she would come straIght out WIth It It was not In her nature to beat about the
bush
'Gordon, WIll you do somethmg to please me?'
'What?'
'WIll you go back to the New AlbIon?'
So that was It' Of course he had foreseen It She was gOIng to start naggIng at
hIm lIke all the others She was gOIng to add herself to the band of people who
worned hun and badgered htm to 'get on' But what else could you expect? It
was what any woman would say The marvel was that she had never saId It
before Go back to the New AlblOn' It had been the sole sIgruficant actIon of
hIS hfe, leaVIng the New AlbIon It was hIS rehglOn, you mIght say, to keep out
of that filthy money-world Yet at thIs moment he could not remember WIth
any clanty the motIves for whIch he had left the New AlbIon All he knew was
that he would never go back, not If the skIes fell, and that the argument he
foresaw bored h1IllIn advance
He shrugged lus shoulders and looked away 'The New AlbIon wouldn't
take me back,' he said shortly
'Yes, they would You remember what Mr Ersklne saId It's ,~t so long
ago-only two years And they're always on the look-ont 'OJ'-&,ood"copywnters
Everyone at the office says so. I'm sure they'd gtve you a Job If you went and
asked them And they'd pay you at least four pounds a week.'
'Four pounds a weeki SplendIdl I could afford to keep an aspIdIstra on that,
couldn't I?'
'No, Gordon, don't Joke about it now '
'I'm not jokmg I'm serIous'
'You mean you won't go back to them-not even If they offered you a Job?'
'N« m a thousand years. Not tf they pro.d me fifty pounds a week'

'But why? .y?'
) fl~~~"*Nby,,' he satd weanly
<' 8bt ~"han helplessly. After all; It was no use. There was thIS money~_~gll1 the way-these meanmgless scruples whIch she had never
~but which she had accepted merely because they were ma. She felt
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all the Impotence, the resentment of a woman who sees an abstract Idea
triumphIng over common sense How maddenIng It was, that he should let
hImself be pushed Into the gutter by a thIng hke that' She saId almost angrIly
'I don't understand you, Gordon, I really don't Here you are out of work,
you may be starVIng In a httle whIle for all you know, and yet when there's a
good Job whIch you can have almost for the askIng, you won't take It '
'No, you're qUIte rIght I won't'
'But you must have some kInd of Job, mustn't you';)'
'A Job, but not a good Job I've explamed that God knows how often I dare
say I'll get a Job of sorts sooner or later The same kmd of Job as I had before'
'But 1 don't belIeve you're even tryzng to get a Job, are you';)'
'Yes, 1 am I've been out all today seemg booksellers'
'And you dIdn't even shave thiS mornIng" she saId, changIng her ground
WIth femInIne SWIftness
He felt hIS chIn 'I don't belIeve 1 dId, as a matter of fact '
'And then you expect people to give you a Job l Oh, GordonI'
'Oh, well, what does It matter';) It's too much fag to shave every day'
'You're lettIng yourself go to pIeces,' she saId bItterly 'You don't seem to
want to make any effort You want to smk-Just sznkl'
'I don't know-perhaps I'd sooner SInk than rIse'
There were further arguments It was the first tIme she had ever spoken to
hIm lIke thIS Once agam the tears came Into her eyes, and once agaIn she
fought them back She had come here swearIng to herself that she would not
cry The dreadful thmg was that her tears, Instead of dIstreSSIng hIm, merely
bored hIm It was as though he could not care, and yet at hIS very centre there
was an Inner heart that cared because he could not care If only she would leave
hIm alone' Alone, alone' Free from the nagging conscIOusness of hIS faIlure,
free to SInk, as she had said, down, down Into qUIet worlds where money and
effort and moral obhgatlon dId not eXIst FInally he got away from her and
went back to the spare bedroom. It was definItely a quarrel-the first really
deadly quarrel they had ever had Whether It was to be final he dId not know.
Nor dId he care, at thIs moment He locked the door behInd hIm and lay on the
bed smokmg a CIgarette He must get out of thIS place, and qUIckly' Tomorrow
mornIng he would clear out No more spongIng on Ravelston' No more
blackmaIl to the gods of decency' Down, down, Into the mud-down to the
streets, the workhouse, and the Jall It was only there that he could be at peace
Ravelston came upstalrs to find Rosemary alone and on the pOInt of
departure. She SaId good-bye and then suddenly turned to hun and laId her
hand on hIS arm She felt that she knew hun well enough now to take hun into
her confidence
'Mr Ravelston, please-wiU you try and persuade Gordon to get a Job?'
'I'll do what I can Of course It'S always dlfficult But I expect we'll find hrtn
a lob of sort'S before long.'
'It's so dreadful to see him b:ke trust He goes absolutely to pieces~ And althe
ume, you s.ee, there's a JOb he could qmte ea.mlyget if be wanted It....a really good
Job.. It's not that he .can't') 1t'S sUn»ly that he won't I
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She explaIned about the New AlbIOn Ravelston rubbed hIS nose
'Yes As a matter of fact I've heard all about that We talked It over when he
left the New AlbIOn '
'But you don't thInk he was rIght to leave them';)' she saId, promptly dIvmlng
that Ravelston dzd thInk Gordon rIght
'Well-I grant you It wasn't very wIse But there's a certaIn amount of truth
m what he says CapItalIsm's corrupt and we ought to keep outsIde It-that's
hIS Idea It's not practIcable, but In a way It'S sound'
'Oh, I dare say It'S all rIght as a theory' But when he's out of work and when
he could get thIS Job Ifhe chose to ask for It-surely you don't thInk he's nght to
refuse';)'
'Not from a common-sense pOInt of VIew But In pnncIple-well, yes'
'Oh, In prIncIple' We can't afford prInCIples, people lIke us That's what
Gordon doesn't seem to understand'
Gordon dId not leave the flat next mornIng One resolves to do"these thIngs,
one wants to do them, but when the tIme comes, In the cold mornmg lIght, they
somehow don't get done He would stay Just one day more he told hImself, and
then agaIn It was 'Just one day more', untIl five whole days had passed SInce
Rosemary's VISIt, and he was sttlilurking there, lIVIng on Ravelston, WIth not
even a fhcker of a Job In SIght He stIll made some pretence of searchIng for
work, but he only dId It to save hIS face He would go out and loaf for hours In
pubhc lIbranes, and then come home to lIe on the bed In the spare bedroom,
dressed except for hIS shoes, smokIng endless CIgarettes And for all that InertIa
and the fear of the streets stIll held hIm there, those five days were awful,
damnable, unspeakable There IS nothIng more dreadful In the world than to
lIve In somebody else's house, eatlng hIS bread and dOIng nothIng In return for
It And perhaps It IS worst of all when your benefactor won't for a moment
admIt that he IS your benefactor NothIng could have exceeded Ravelston;s
delIcacy He would have perIshed rather than admIt that Gordon was spongIng
on hun He had paId Gordon's fine, he had paId hIS arrears of rent, he had kept
rum for a week, and he had 'lent' hIm two pounds on top of that, but It was
notrung, It was a mere arrangement between frIends, Gordon would do the
same for hun another tIme From time to time Gordon ~ ~~ts to
escape, WhICh always ended In the same way.
'Look here, Ravelston, I can't stay here any longer You've kept me long
enough I'm gOIng to clear out tomorrow mormng ,
'Butmy dear old chap' Do be sensIble Youhaven't-' But no' Not even now,
whtn Gordon was openly on the rocks, could Ravelston say, 'You haven't got
any money.' One can)t say things lIke that He compromIsed 'Where are you
gOlOg to lIve, anyway';!'
'Goel knows-I don't care. There are common lodgIng-houses and places
I've got a few o.b left!
4Don't be such an QS • .You'd much better stay here n11 you've found a Job'
,$_i~ ~ mo;atb.s, I tell you I <;an't bve on you bke tlus '
it ~a.~.,~, ebapt I like havmg you here'
~-4f~e) hllus lDmQst heart, he dIdn't really bke having GordQn there.
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How should he';) It was an ImpossIble situatlOn There was a tenslOn between
them all the tlme It IS always so when one person IS hv10g on another
However dehcately dIsguIsed, chanty IS stIll hornble, there IS a malaIse, almost
a secret hatred, between the gIver and the receIver Gordon knew that hIS
fnendship wIth Ravelston would never be the same agam Whatever happened
afterwards, the memory of thIS evIl tIme would be between them The feebng
of hIS dependent posltlOn, of beIng In the way, unwanted, a nUIsance, was WIth
hIm nIght and day At meals he would scarcely eat, he would not smoke
Ravelston's CIgarettes, but bought rumself CIgarettes out of hIS few remalmng
shllhngs He would not even lIght the gas-fire 10 hIS bedroom He would have
made hImself InVISIble If he could Every day, of course, people were comIng
and gOlng at the flat and at the office All of them saw Gordon and grasped hIS
status Another of Ravelston's pet scroungers, they all saId He even detected a
gleam of professlOnal Jealousy 10 one or two of the hangers-on of Antzchrzst
Three tImes during that week HermlOne Slater came After hIS first encounter
WIth her he fled from the flat as soon as she appeared, on one occaSlOn, when
she came at nIght, he had to stay out of doors till after mIdnight Mrs Beaver,
the charwoman, had also 'seen through' Gordon She knew hIS type He was
another of those good-for-nothIng young 'wntIng gentlemen' who sponged on
poor Mr Ravelston So 10 none too subtle ways she made thIngs uncomfortable
for Gordon Her favourite trIck was to rout hlffi out With broom and
pan-'Now, Mr Comstock, I've got to do thIS room out, zf you please'-from
whIchever room he had settled down 10
But In the end, unexpectedly and through no effort of hIS own, Gordon did
get a Job One mormng a letter came for Ravelston from Mr McKechme Mr
McKechnIe had relented-not to the extent of takmg Gordon back, of course,
but to the extent of helplng hIm find another Job He saId that a Mr
Cheeseman, a bookseller In Lambeth, was 100k1Og for an assistant From what
he SaId It was eVIdent that Gordon could get the Job If he applIed for It, It was
equally eVident that there was some snag about the Job Gordon had vaguely
heard of Mr Cheeseman-In the book trade everybody knows everybody else
In hiS heart the news bored hIm He didn't really want thIS Job He didn't want
ever to work agaIn, all he wanted was to SInk, s1Ok, effortless, down Into the
mud But he couldn't dlsappomt Ravelston after all Ravelston had done for
lum So the same mormng he went down to Lambeth to mqUIre about the Job
The shop was In the desolate stretch of road south of Waterloo Bndge It
was a poky, mean-Iooklng shop, and the name over It, In faded gilt, was not
Cheeseman but Eldndge In the wIndow, however, there were some valuable
calf fohos, and some sixteenth-century maps whlch Gordon thought must be
worth money_ EVIdently Mr Cheeseman specIalIzed In 'rare' books. Gordon
plucked up hls courage and went In.
As the door-bell pmg'd, a tIny, evil-lookIng creature, With a sharp nose and
heavy black eyebrows, emerged from the office behInd the shop. He looked up
at Gordon With a kind of nosy malIce.. When he spoke it was in an.
extn\ordmary clIpped manner, as though he were bIting each word In half
before It escaped {rom hIm COt c'n I do f'yer!' -that approxunately was what it
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sounded hke Gordon explaIned why he had come Mr Cheeseman shot a
meamng glance at hIm and answered In the same clIpped manner as before
'Oh, eh'> Comstock, eh'> Come 'IS way Got ml office back here Bin'specting
you'
Gordon followed hIm Mr Cheeseman was a rather SinIster lIttle man,
almost small enough to be called a dwarf, wIth very black hal!, and shghtly
deformed As a rule a dwarf, when malformed, has a full-SIzed torso and
practIcally no legs WIth Mr Cheeseman It was the other way about HIS legs
were normal length, but the top half of hIS body was so short that hIS buttocks
seemed to sprout almost ImmedIately below hIS shoulder blades ThIS gave
hIm, In walkIng, a resemblance to a paIr of SCIssors He had the powerful bony
shoulders of the dwarf, the large ugly hands, and the sharp nosIng movements
of the head HIS clothes had that pecuhar hardened, shIny texture of clothes
that are very old and very dl!ty They were Just gOIng Into the office when the
door-bell pIng'd agaIn, and a customer came In, holdIng out a book from the
SIxpenny box outSIde and half a crown Mr Cheeseman dId not take the change
out of the tIll-apparently there was no ttll-but produced a very greasy washleather purse from some secret place under hIS waIstcoat He handled the
purse, whIch was almost lost In hIS bIg hands, In a pecuharly secretIve way, as
though to hIde It from sIght
'I lIke keep rol money l' rol pocket,' he explaIned, wIth an upward glance, as
they went Into the office
It was apparent that Mr Cheeseman clIpped hIS words from a notIon that
words cost money and ought not to be wasted In the office they had a talk, and
Mr Cheeseman extorted from Gordon the confeSSIOn that he had been sacked
for drunkenness As a matter of fact he knew all about thIS already He had
heard about Gordon from Mr McKechnIe, whom he had met at an auctIOn a
few days earlIer He had pncked up rus ears when he heard the story, for he was
on the look-out for an aSsIstant, and clearly an aSSIstant who had been sacked
for drunkenness would come at reduced wages Gordon saw that hIS
drunkenness was gOIng to be used as a weapon agaInst hIm Yet Mr
Cheeseman dId not seem absolutely unfnendly He seemed to be the lond of
person who WIll cheat you If he can, and bully you If you glve hIm the chance,
but who WIll also regard you WIth a contemptuous good-humour He took
Gordon into hIS confidence, talked of COndItiOns In the trade, and boasted WIth
much chuckhng of hIS own astuteness He had a pecuhar chuckle, hIS mouth
curVIng upwards at the corners and lus large nose seemIng about to dIsappear
Into It,
Recently, he told Gordon, he had had an ldea for a profitable SIde-lIne He
was gOIng to start a twopenny hbrary) but It would have to be qUite separate
from the shop, because anytmng so low-class would frIghten away the booklovers who. came 1;0 the shop in search of "rare' books He had taken premIses a
httle dtstanee away, and In the lunch-hour he took Gordon to see them They
were farther down the dreary street, between a flyblown ham-and-beef shop
and a .smartlsh undertaker The ads In the undertaker's WIndow caught
Gol<k>n"'S eye. It seems you can get underground for as httle as two pounds ten
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nowadays You can even get burled on the hIre-purchase There was also an ad
for crematIOns-'Reverent, Samtary, and InexpensIve '
The premIses consIsted of a smgle narrow room-a mere pIpe of a room with
a wIndow as wIde as Itself, furmshed wIth a cheap desk, one chaIr, and a card
Index The new-paInted shelves were ready and empty ThIS was not, Gordon
saw at a glance, gomg to be the kInd of lIbrary that he had presIded over at
McKechnIe's McKechnIe's lIbrary had been comparatIvely hIghbrow It had
dredged no deeper than Dell, and It even had books by Lawrence and Huxley
But thIS was one of those cheap and evIl lIttle lIbranes ('mushroom lIbrarIes',
they are called) WhICh are sprIngmg up all over London and are dehberately
aImed at the uneducated In lIbrarIes lIke these there IS not a sIOgle book that IS
ever mentIOned In the revIews or that any cIVlhzed person has ever heard of
The books are publIshed by specIal low-class firms and turned out by
wretched hacks at the rate of four a year, as mechamcally as sausages and wIth
much less skIll In effect they are merely fourpenny novelettes dIsguIsed as
novels, and they only cost the hbrary-proprIetor one and elghtpence a volume
Mr Cheeseman explamed that he had not ordered the books yet. He spoke of
'orderIng the books' as one mIght speak of ordermg a ton of coals He was
gOIng to start wIth five hundred assorted tItles, he saId The shelves were
already marked offIOto sectlons-'Sex', 'Cnme', 'WIld West', and so forth
He offered Gordon the Job It was very SImple All you had to do was to
remaIn there ten hours a day, hand out the book, take the money, and choke off
the more ObVIOUS book-plnchers The pay, he added wIth a measurIng, SIdelong glance, was thIrty shilhngs a week
Gordon accepted promptly Mr Cheeseman was perhaps famtly dIsappOInted He had expected an argument, and would have enjoyed crushIng
Gordon by rerrundmg hIm that beggars can't be choosers But Gordon was
satIsfied The Job would do There was no trouble about a Job lIke thIS, no room
for ambItIOn, no effort, no hope Ten bob less-ten bob nearer the mud It was
what he wanted
He 'borrowed' another two pounds from Ravelston and took a furnIshed
bed-sIttIng room, eIght bob a week, In a filthy alley parallel to Lambeth Cut
Mr Cheeseman ordered the five hundred assorted titles, and Gordon started
work on the twentIeth of December ThIS, as It happened, was hIS thirtIeth
bIrthday

10
Under ground, under ground! Down In the safe soft womb of earth, where
there IS no gettIng of Jobs or lOSIng of Jobs, no relatIves or frIends to plague you,
no hope, fear, ambltIOn, honour, duty-no duns of any kInd That was where he
wlshed to be
Yet It was not death, actual physlcal death, that he wlshed for It was a queer
feelIng that he had It had been wlth hIm ever SInce that mormng when he had
woken up In the polIce cell The evIl, mutInous mood that comes after
drunkenness seemed to have set Into a habIt That drunken nIght had marked a
perIod In hIS hfe It had dragged hIm downward WIth strange suddenness
Before, he had fought agaInst the money-code, and yet he had clung to hIS
wretched remnant of decency But now It was precIsely from decency that he
wanted to escape He wanted to go down, deep down, Into some world where
decency no longer mattered, to cut the strIngs of hls self-respect, to submerge
hImself-to sznk, as Rosemary had sald It was all bound up In hIS mInd WIth the
thought of beIng under ground He lIked to thInk about the lost people, the
under-ground people tramps, beggars, crImInals, prostItutes It IS a good
world that they InhabIt, down there In theIr frowzy kIPS and spIkes He lIked to
thInk that beneath the world of money there IS that great sluttIsh underworld
where faIlure and success have no meanmg, a sort of kIngdom of ghosts where
all are equal That was where he WIshed to be, down In the ghost-kIngdom,
below ambItIOn It comforted hIm somehow to thtnk of the smoke-dun slums of
South London sprawhng on and on, a huge graceless wIlderness where you
could lose yourself for ever
And In a way thIS Job was what he wanted, at any rate, It was somethIng near
what he wanted Down there In Lambeth, In WInter, In the murky streets
where the sepIa-shadowed faces of tea-drunkards drIfted through the mIst,
you had a st.tbmerged feelIng Down here you had no contact WIth money or
WIth culture No hIghbrow customers to whom you had to act the hIghbrow,
no one who was capable of askIng you, In that prYIng way that prosperous
people have, 'What are you, WIth your braIns and educatIOn, dOIng In a lob lIke
th.t.s';l' You were Just part of the slum, and, hke all slum-dwellers, taken for
granted. The youths and gIrlS and draggled mIddle-aged women who came to
the library scarcely even spotted the fact that Gordon was an educated man
He was Just 'the bloke at the hbrary', and practIcally one of themselves
The Job Itself, of course, was of InconceIvable futlhty You Just sat there, ten
hours a day, aixhours on Thursdays, handIng out books, registermg them, and
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receIvIng twopences Between whlles there was nothlOg to do except read
There was nothlng worth watchIng m the desolate street outside The
prIncIpal event of the day was when the hearse drove up to the undertaker's
establIshment next door ThIS had a famt Interest for Gordon, because the dye
was wearmg off one of the horses and It was assumlOg by degrees a CUrIOUS
purplIsh-brown shade Much of the tIme, when no customers came, he spent
readIng the yellow-Jacketed trash that the hbrary contamed Books of that type
you could read at the rate of one an hour And they were the kmd of books that
sUIted hIm nowadays It IS real 'escape lIterature', that stuff In the twopenny
hbrarIes NothIng has ever been devIsed that puts less stram on the
mtelhgence, even a film, by comparIson, demands a certam effort And so
when a customer demanded a book of thIS category or that, whether It was
'Sex' or 'CrIme' or 'WIld West' or 'Romance' (always WIth the accent on the 0)
Gordon was ready wIth expert advice
Mr Cheeseman was not a bad person to work for, so long as you understood
that If you worked tIll the Day of Judgement you would never get a rIse of
wages Needless to say, he suspected Gordon of pmchmg the till-money After
a week or two he deVIsed a new system of booklOg, by whIch he could tell how
many books had been taken out and check thIS WIth the dais takmgs But It
was stIll (he reflected) m Gordon's power to Issue books and make no record of
them, and so the possIbIlIty that Gordon might be cheatmg hIm of SIxpence or
even a shIlbng a day contmued to trouble him, hke the pea under the prIncess's
mattress Yet he was not absolutely unbkeable, m hIS SInIster, dwarfish way In
the evenIngs, after he had shut the shop, when he came along to the lIbrary to
coHect the day's takmgs, he would stay talkIng to Gordon for a whlle and
recountIng WIth nosy chuckles any partIcularly astute sw10dles that he had
worked lately From these conversatlons Gordon pIeced together Mr
Cheeseman's hIstory He had been brought up 10 the old-clothes trade, whIch
was his SPITltUal vocatIOn, so to speak, and had mhented the bookshop from an
uncle three years ago At that tIme It was one of those dreadful bookshops In
WhIch there are not even any shelves, In WhICh the books be about In
monstrous dusty plIes WIth no attempt at claSsIficatlOn I t was frequented to
some extent by book-collectors, because there was occasIonally a valuable
book among the plIes of rubbIsh, but maInly It kept gOIng by sellmg secondhand paper-covered thrIllers at twopence each Over thIS dustheap Mr
Cheeseman had preSIded, at first, WIth Intense dISgust He loathed books and
had not yet grasped that there was money to be made out of them He was stIll
keepIng hIS old-clothes shop gomg by means of a deputy, and Intended to
return to It as soon as he could get a good offer for the bookshop But presently
It was borne In upon hIm that books, properly handled, are worth money As
soon as he had made tlus discovery he developed as astomshing fialr for bookdeahng. Wltlnn two years he had worked hIs shop up tIll It was one of the best
'rare' bookshops of Its size In London To hlID a book was as purely an article
of merchandise as a paIr of se~ond..hand trousers. He had never In hIS life read
a book hunseJ£ not 'COuld he conceIve why anyone should want to do so HIS
attItude: towards the eolleotors who pored so lOVIngly over hls rare edItiOns was
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that of a sexually cold prostItute towards her clIentele Yet he seemed to know
by the mere feel of a book whether It was valuable or not HIS head was a
perfect mIne of auctIOn-records and first-edItIOn dates, and he had a
marvellous nose for a bargaIn HIS faVOUrIte way of acqUIrIng stock was to buy
up the lIbranes of people who had Just dIed, especIally clergymen Whenever a
clergyman dIed Mr Cheeseman was on the spot WIth the promptness of a
vulture Clergymen, he explaIned to Gordon, so often have good lIbrarIes and
Ignorant WIdows He lIved over the shop, was unmarrIed, of course, and had no
amusements and seemmgly no frIends Gordon used sometImes to wonder
what Mr Cheeseman dId WIth hImself In the evenIngs, when he was not out
snoopmg after bargaIns He had a mental pIcture of Mr Cheeseman SIttIng In a
double-locked room WIth the shutters over the WIndows, countIng pIles of
half-crowns and bundles of pound notes WhICh he stowed carefully away In
cIgarette-tIns
Mr Cheeseman bulbed Gordon and was on the look-out for an excuse to
dock hIS wages, yet he dId not bear hIm any partIcular Ill-wIll SometImes m
the evenmg when he came to the lIbrary he would produce a greasy packet of
SmIth's Potato CrISPS from hIS pocket, and, holdIng It out, say In hIS clIpped
style
'Hassome ChIpS?'
The packet was always grasped so firmly In hIS large hand that It was
ImpOSSIble to extract more than two or three ChIPS But he meant It as a
frIendly gesture
As for the place where Gordon lIved, In Brewer's Yard, parallel to Lambeth
Cut on the south SIde, It was a filthy kIp HIS bed-SIttIng room was eIght
shIlhngs a week and was Just under the roof WIth Its slopIng ceIlIng-It was a
room shaped hke a wedge of cheese-and ItS skybght WIndow, It was the nearest
thIng to the proverbIal poet's garret that he had ever lIved In There was a
large, low, broken-backed bed WIth a ragged patchwork qUIlt and sheets that
were changed once fortmghtly, a deal table rInged by dynastIes of teapots, a
rIckety kItchen chaIr, a tIn baSIn for washIng In, a gas-rIng In the fender The
bare floorboards had never been stained but were dark WIth dIrt In the cracks
In the pmk wallpaper dwelt multItudes of bugs; however, thIs was WInter and
they Were torpId unless you over-warmed the room You were expected to
make your own bed. Mrs MeakIn, the landlady) theoretIcally 'dld out' the
rooms daIly, but four days out of five she found the stairs too much for her
Nearly all the lodgers cooked theIr own squalId meals In theIr bedrooms
There was no gas-stove, of course) Just the gas-rIng In the fender, and, down
two flIghts of strurs) a large eVIl-smellIng sInk whIch was common to the whole
house
In the garret adjolnmg Gordon's there lIved a tall handsome old woman who
was not qUlte right In the head and whose face was often as black as a Negro's
from <hr.t. Gordon could never make out where the dIrt came from It looked
hIte coal dust. 'The cluldren of the neIghbourhood used to shout cBlackie' >after
her a$ she SUIl:ktd along the pavement lIke a tragedy queen, talkIng to herself
0». _ "fioor below there was a woman WIth a baby which cned, cried
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everlastIngly, also a young couple who used to have fnghtful quarrels and
frIghtful reconCIlIatIOns WhIch you could hear all over the house On the
ground floor a house-paInter, hIS wIfe, and five chIldren eXIsted on the dole and
an occaSIOnal odd Job Mrs Meakm, the landlady, mhabIted some burrow or
other In the basement Gordon hked thIS house It was all so dIfferent from
Mrs Wlsbeach's There was no mIngy lower-mIddle-class decency here, no
feelIng of beIng spIed upon and dIsapproved of So long as you paId your rent
you could do almost exactly as you lIked, come home drunk and crawl up the
staIrs, brIng women 10 at all hours, lIe In bed all day If you wanted to Mother
MeakIn was not the type to Interfere She was a dIshevelled, Jelly-soft old
creature WIth a figure lIke a cottage loaf People SaId that 10 her youth she had
been no better than she ought, and probably It was true She had a lovmg
manner towards anythIng In trousers Yet It seemed that traces of
respectabIlIty lIngered In her breast On the day when Gordon Installed
hImself he heard her puffing and strugglIng up the staIrs, eVIdently bearmg
some burden She knocked softly on the door WIth her knee, or the place where
her knee ought to have been, and he let her m
"Ere y'are, then,' she wheezed kIndly as she came 10 WIth her arms full '1
knew as 'ow you'd lIke thIS. 1 lIkes all my lodgers to feel comfortable-lIke
Lemme put It on the table for you There' That makes the room lIke a bIt more
1 0me -lIke, don't It now?'
It was an aspIdIstra It gave hIm a bIt of a twmge to see It Even here, In thIS
final refuge' Hast thou found me, 0 mme enemy? But It was a poor weedy
specnnen-Indeed, It was obVIOusly dymg
In thIS place he could have been happy If only people would let hIm alone It
was a place where you could be happy, In a sluttlsh way To spend your days In
meanIngless mechamcal work, work that could be slovened through In a sort of
coma, to come home and lIght the fire when you had any coal (there were
SIxpenny bags at the grocer's) and get the stuffy httle attiC warm, to SIt over a
squalId meal of bacon, bread-and-marg and tea, cooked over the gas-rmg, to
he on the frowzy bed, readmg a thrIller or domg the Bram Brlghteners 1D Tzt
Bus untd the small hours, It was the kInd of hfe he wanted All hIS habIts had
deterIorated rapidly He never shaved more than three tlmes a week nowadays,
and only washed the parts that showed There were good pubhc baths near by,
but he hardly went to them as often as once 10 a month He never made hIS bed
properly, but Just turned back the sheets, and neV'er washed hlS few crocks tIll
all of them had been used tWIce over There was a film of dust on everythmg
In the fender there was always a greasy frymg-pan and a couple of plates
coated WIth the remnants of fried eggs One mght the bugs came out of one of
the cracks and marched across the celhng two by two He lay on hIS bed, hIS
hands under hIS head, watclung them With interest. WIthout regret" almost
IntentIonally, he was lettIng hunself go to pIeces At the bottom of all his
feelmgs there was sulkIness ale m'en /011,$ m the face of the world LIfe had
beaten him, but you can sull beat hie by turnxng your face away. Better to slnk
than rIse Dow.n, down mto the ghost-kIngdom, the shadowy world where
shame, .effort, decency do not eXl.Stl
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To smk' How easy It ought to be, SInce there are so few competItors I But the
strange thIng IS that often It IS harder to SInk than to rIse There IS always
somethmg that drags one upwards After all, one IS never qUIte alone, there are
always fnends, lovers, relatIves Everyone Gordon knew seemed to be WrItIng
hIm letters, pItYIng hIm or bullYIng hIm Aunt Angela had wrItten, Uncle
Walter had wntten, Rosemary had wntten over and over agaIn, Ravelston had
wrItten, Juha had Written Even Flaxman had sent a hne to WIsh hIm luck
Flaxman's WIfe had forgIven hIm, and he was back at Peckham, In aspldlstral
blIss Gordon hated gettIng letters nowadays They were a hnk WIth that other
world from whIch he was trYIng to escape
Even Ravelston had turned agaInst hIm That was after he had been to see
Gordon 10 hIS new lodgIngs UntIl thIS VISIt he had not reahzed what kInd of
neIghbourhood Gordon was hVIng In As hIS taXI drew up at the corner, In the
Waterloo Road, a horde of ragged shock-haIred boys came swoopIng from
nowhere, to fight round the taXI door lIke fish at a baIt Three of them clung to
the handle and hauled the door open SImultaneously TheIr servIle, dIrty lIttle
faces, wIld WIth hope, made hIm feel SIck He flung some penrues among them
and fled up the alley WIthout lookIng at them agaIn The narrow pavements
were smeared WIth a quantIty of dogs' excrement that was SUrprISIng, seeIng
that there were no dogs In SIght Down In the basement Mother MeakIn was
bOIl1Og a haddock, and you could smell It half-way up the staIrs In the attIC
Ravelston sat on the rickety chaIr, WIth the celhng slop1Og Just behInd hIS head
The fire was out and there was no lIght In the room except four candles
guttermg In a saucer beSIde the aspIdIstra Gordon lay on the ragged bed, fully
dressed but WIth no shoes on He had scarcely stIrred when Ravelston came In
He Just lay there, flat on hIS back, sometImes smIlIng a lIttle, as though there
were some prIvate Joke between hImself and the ceIlIng The room had already
the stuffy sweetIsh smell of rooms that have been lIved In a long tIme and never
cleaned There were dIrty crocks lYIng about In the fender
'Would you lIke a cup of tea";)' Gordon saId, WIthout stIrrIng
'No thanks awfully-no,' SaId Ravelston, a lIttle too hastIly
He had seen the brown-stained cups In the fender and the repulSIve common
SInk downstaIrs. Gordon knew qUIte well why Ravelston refused the tea The
whole atmosphere of thIS place had gIven Ravelston a kInd of shock That
awful mIxed smell of slops and haddock on the stairs' He looked at Gordon,
supme on the ragged bed And, dash It,. Gordon was a gentleman! At another
tlIDe he would have repudIated that thought, but In thIS atmosphere pIOUS
humbug was ImpoSSIble. All the class-Instmcts whIch he belIeved hImself not
to possess rose In revolt It was dreadful to think of anyone WIth braIns and
refinement hYIng In a place hke thIS. He wanted to tell Gordon to get out of it,
pull hunself together, earn a decent Income, and hve bke a gentleman But of
course h~ didn't SilY SO You can't say thmgs like that Gordon was aware of
what WIlS goIng on inSlde Ravelston's head It amused rum, rather He felt no
gratltude towal'ds Ravelstoll for COInIng here and seemg hun; on the other
baud, lit was 1\Ot ashamed of rus surroundlngs as he would once have been
There was a faInt, amused malIce In the way he spoke
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'You thInk I'm a B F ,of course,' he remarked to the ceIlmg
'No, I don't Why should P'
'Yes, you do You thInk I'm a B F to stay lO thIS filthy place lOstead of
gettIng a proper Job You thmk I ought to try for that Job at the New AlbIOn'
'No, dash It' I never thought that I see your POlOt absolutely I told you that
before I thInk you're perfectly rIght In princIple'
'And you thmk prIncIples are all rIght so long as one doesn't go puttIng them
mto practIce '
'No But the questIon always IS, when 7.S one puttmg them mto practIce?'
'It's qUIte sImple I've made war on money ThIS IS where It'S led me.'
Ravelston rubbed hIS nose, then shIfted uneasIly on hIS chaIr
'The mIstake you make, don't you see, IS In thmkmg one can hve m a corrupt
SOCIety WIthout bemg corrupt oneself After all, what do you achIeve by
refusmg to make money';) You're trYIng to behave as though one could stand
rIght outsIde our economIC system But one can't One's got to change the
system, or one changes nothIng One can't put thmgs rIght lO a hole-andcorner way, If you take my meanIng'
Gordon waved a foot at the buggy ceIlIng
'Of course thIS 1,S a hole-and-corner, I admIt'
'1 dIdn't mean that,' saId Ravelston, paIned
'But let's face facts You dunk I ought to be lookmg about for a good Job,
don't you';)'
'It depends on the Job I thInk you're qUIte rIght not to sell yourself to that
advertlsmg agency But It does seem rather a PIty that you should stay m that
wretched Job you're In at present After all, you have got talents You ought to
be USIng them somehow'
'There are my poems,' saId Gordon, smIlmg at hIS private Joke
Ravelston looked abashed ThIS remark sIlenced him Of course, there were
Gordon's poems There was London Pleasures, for mstance Ravelston knew,
and Gordon knew, and each knew that the other knew, that London Pleasures
would never be fimshed Never agaIn, probably, would Gordon wrtte a hne of
poetry, never, at least, whIle he remaIned In tms vIle place, thIS bhnd-alley lob
and thIS defeated mood He had finIshed WIth all that But thiS could not be
saId, as yet The pretence was 8t111 kept up that Gordon was a struggling
poet-the conventIOnal poet-In-garret
It was not long before Ravelston rose to go ThiS smelly place oppressed
hlID, and It was IncreasIngly ObVIOUS that Gordon dId not want hIm here. He
moved heSItantly towards the door; pullIng on hIS glQves, then came back
agaIn, pulltng off lus left glove and flIckmg It agamst lus leg
~Look here, Gordon, you won't ffilnd my saymg It-thIS IS a filthy place, you
know ThIS house, tlus street-everythIng ,
'1 know. It~s a pIgsty_ It SUIts me.'
'But do you have to hve in a place hke thls?'
'My dear chap,. you know what my wages are Thirty bob a week'
'Yes, but-t Surely thene are better places? What rent are you paYIng?'
'Bight hob.'
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'EIght bob? You could get a faIrly decent unfurmshed room for that
Somethmg a bIt better than thIS, anyway Look here} why don't you take an
unfurmshed place and let me lend you ten qUId for furnIture':>'
'''Lend'' me ten qUId' After all you've "lent" me already':> Gtve me ten qUld,
you mean '
Rave1ston gazed unhappIly at the wall Dash It, what a thIng to say' He saId
flatly
'All rIght, If you lIke to put It lIke that Gtve you ten qUId '
'But as It happens, you see, I don't want It '
'But dash It a11l You mIght as well have a decent place to lIve In'
'But I don't want a decent place I want an Indecent place ThIS one, for
mstance'
'But why'> Why?'
'It's ~ulted to my station,' saId Gordon, turnIng hIS face to the wall
A few days later Ravelston wrote hIm a long, dIffident sort of letter It
reIterated most of what he had sald In theIr conversatIon Its general effect was
that Ravelston saw Gordon's pOInt entIrely, that there was a lot of truth In
what Gordon saId, that Gordon was absolutely rIght In prIncIple, but-' It was
the ObVIOUS, the IneVItable 'but' Gordon dId not answer It was several
months before he saw Ravelston agaIn Ravelston made varIOUS attempts to get
In touch wIth hIm It was a curIOUS fact-rather a shameful fact from a
SOCIalIst's pomt of VIew-that the thought of Gordon, who had braIns and was
of gentle bIrth, lurkIng In that VIle place and that almost menIal Job, worrIed
hIm more than the thought of ten thousand unemployed m MIddlesbrough
Several tImes, In hope of cheerIng Gordon up, he wrote askIng hIm to send
contrIbutIOns to Anttchrtst Gordon never answered The frIendshIp was at an
end, It seemed to hIm The eVIl tIme when he had lIved on Ravelston had
spoIled everythIng Chanty kIlls frIendshIp
And then there were J uha and Rosemary They dIffered from Ravelston In
thIS, that they had no shyness about speakIng theIr mInds They dId not say
euphemIstIcally that Gordon was 'rIght In pnnclple' , they knew that to refuse a
'good' Job can never be rIght Over and over agaIn they besought hIm to go
back to the New AlbIon The worst was that he had both of them In pursuIt of
hun together Before thIS bUSIness they had never met) but now Rosemary had
got to know JulIa somehow They were In femlmne league agaInst hIm They
used to get together and talk about the 'maddenIng' way In whIch Gordon was
behaVIng It was the only thIng they had In common, theIr femImne rage
against hIS 'maddenIng' behaVIour Sunultaneously and one after the other, by
letter and by word of mouth, they harned hIm It was unbearable
Thank God, neJ:ther of them had seen hIS room at Mother MeakIn's yet
Rosemary mIght have endured It, but the SIght of that filthy attIc would have
been almost the death of Juha They had been round to see hlm at the hbrary,
Rosemary a number of tImes, Juha once, when she could make a pretext to get
away from the teashop Even that was bad enough. It dIsmayed them to see
what a mean, dreary little place the hbrary was The Job at McKechme's,
thougb wretchedly paId, had not been the kInd of Job that you need actually be
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ashamed of It brought Gordon Into touch with cultivated people, seeing that
he was a 'wrIter' hImself, It mIght conceIvably 'lead to somethIng' But here, 10
a street that was almost a slum, serving out yellOW-Jacketed trash at thIrty bob a
week-what hope was there In a Job lIke that:> It was Just a derelIct's Job, a
blInd-alley Job Evemng after even1Og, walk.mg up and down the dreary misty
street after the hbrary was shut, Gordon and Rosemary argued about It
She kept on and on at hIm Would he go back to the New AlbIOn? Why
wouldn't he go back to the New AlbIOn? He always told her that the New
AlbIOn wouldn't take hIm back After all, he hadn't apphed for the Job and
there was no knOWing whether he could get It, he preferred to keep It
uncertain There was somethIng about him now that dismayed and frIghtened
her He seemed to have changed and deterIorated so suddenly She dIVIned,
though he did not speak to her about It, that deSIre of hIS to escape from all
effort and all decency, to Sink down, down 1Oto the ultImate mud It was not
only from money but from lIfe Itself that he was turmng away They did not
argue now as they had argued In the old days before Gordon had lost hIS Job. In
those days she had not paId much attentIon to hIS preposterous theOrIes HIS
tIrades agaInst the money-moralIty had been a k10d of Joke between them And
It had hardly seemed to matter that tIme was pass10g and that Gordon's chance
of earmng a decent hVlng was Infimtely remote She had stIll thought of herself
as a young girl and of the future as lImItless She had watched hIm thng away
two years of hiS hfe-two years of her hfe, for that matter, and she would have
felt It ungenerous to protest
But now she was grOWIng frIghtened Tlffie's wmged chanot was hurrymg
near When Gordon lost hIS Job she had suddenly realIzed, WIth the sense of
makIng a starthng dtscovery, that after all she was no longer very young
Gordon's thirtIeth birthday was past, her own was not far dIstant And what
lay ahead of them? Gordon was s10klng effortless 1Oto grey, deadly faIlure He
seemed to want to Sink What hope was there that they could ever get marned
now? Gordon knew that she was rIght The SItuatIon was Imposslble And so
the thought, unspoken as yet, grew gradually In both theIr mmds that they
would have to part-for good
One nIght they were to meet under the raIlway arches It was a hornble
January nIght, no mIst, for once, only a vIle wmd that screeched round comers
and flung dust and torn paper Into your face He waIted for her, a small
slouchIng figure, shabby almost to raggedness, rus halr blown about by the
WInd She was punctual, as usual She ran towards hIm, pulled hts face down,
and kissed lus cold cheek
'Gordon, dear, how cold you are' Why did you come out WIthout an
overcoat?'
'My overcoat's up the spout I thought you knew.'
'Oh, dear' Yes '
She looked up at him, a small frown between her black brows He looked so
haggard, so despondent, there 1n the 111. . ht archway, lus face full of shadows
She wound her arm through his and pulled hun out into the lIght.
'Letts keep walkmg It's too cold to stUd about I've got something
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serIOUS I want to say to you '
'What)'
'I expect you'll be very angry wIth me'
'What IS It'~'
'ThIS afternoon I went and saw Mr ErskIne I asked leave to speak to hIm for
a few mInutes '
He knew what was commg He trIed to free hIS arm from hers, but she held
on to It
'Well)' he saId sulkIly
'I spoke to hIm about you I asked hIm If he'd take you back Of course he
saId trade was bad and they couldn't afford to take on new staff and all that But
I remmded hIm of what he'd saId to you, and he saId, Yes, he'd always thought
you were very promIsmg And In the end he saId he'd be qUIte ready to find a
Job for you If you'd come back So you see I was rIght They wzll gIve you the
Job'
He dId not answer She squeezed hIS arm 'So now what do you thInk about
It';)' she saId
'You know what I thInk,' he saId coldly
Secretly he was alarmed and angry ThIS was what he had been fearIng He
had known all along that she would do It sooner or later It made the Issue more
defimte and hIS own blame clearer He slouched on, hIS hands stIlI In hIS coat
pockets, lettmg her chng to hIS arm but not lookmg towards her
'You're angry WIth me?' she saId
'No, Pm not But I don't see why you had to do It-behInd my back'
That wounded her She had had to plead very hard before she had managed
to extort that promIse from Mr Erskme And It had needed all her courage to
beard the managmg dIrector In hIS den She had been In deadly fear that she
mIght be sacked for dOIng It But she wasn't gOIng to tell Gordon anythIng of
that
'I don't thInk you ought to say behznd your back After all, I was only trYIng
to help yoU'
'How does It help me to get the offer of a Job I wouldn't touch WIth a stIck?'
'You nlean you won't go back, even now?'
'Never'
'Why~'

'Must we go Into It agaIn?' he saId wearlly
She squeezed hIS arm WIth all her strength and pulled hun round, makIng
hIm face her There was a kInd of desperatIon In the way she clung to hIm She
had made her last effort and It had faded It was as though she could feel hIm
recedIng, fadIng away from her lIke a ghost
'You'll break my heart If you go on lIke thIS,' she saId
'1 WIsh you wouldn't trouble about me It would be so much SImpler If you

dldn't.'
lBut why do you have to throw your hfe away";)'

'1 tell you I ~'t help it. I've got to stIck to my guns '
~you know what thls wIll mean)'
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WIth a chIll at hIs heart, and yet wIth a feelIng of resIgnatlOn, even of rehef,
he saId 'You mean we shall have to part-not see each other agaIn)'
They had walked on, and now they emerged Into the WestmInster Bndge
Road The WInd met them WIth a scream, whIrhng at them a cloud of dust that
made both of them duck theIr heads They halted agaIn Her small face was full
of hnes, and the cold WInd and the cold lamphght dId not Improve It
'You want to get TId of me,' he saId
'No No It's not exactly that'
'But you feel we ought to part'
'How can we go on lIke thIs'>' she saId desolately
'It's dIfficult, I admIt'
'It's all so mIserable, so hopeless I What can It ever lead to'>'
'So you don't love me after alP' he saId
'1 do, I do' You know I do'
'In a way, perhaps But not enough to go on lOVIng me when It's certaIn I'll
never have the money to keep you You'll have me as a husband, but not as a
lover It's stIll a questlOn of money, you see'
'It IS not money, Gordon' It'f, not that'
'Yes, It's ,ust money There's been money between us from the start
Money, always money!'
The scene conTInued, but not for very much longer Both of them were
shlvenng WIth cold There IS no emotlOn that matters greatly when one IS
standmg at a street corner 10 a bltmg WInd When finally they parted It was
WIth no Irrevocable farewell She SImply saId, '1 must get back,' kIssed hIm,
and ran across the road to the tram-stop Mamly WIth rehefhe watched her go
He could not stop now to ask hImself whether he loved her SImply he wanted
to get away-away from the wmdy street, away from scenes and emotIOnal
demands, back In the frowzy solItude of hIS attIc If there were tears in hls eyes
It was only from the cold of the WInd
WIth Juha It was almost worse She asked hIm to go and see her one evenmg
ThIS was after she had heard, from Rosemary, of Mr Erksme's offer of a Job
The dreadul thIng WIth Juha was that she understood nothmg, absolutely
nothIng, of rus motIves All she understood was that a 'good' Job had been
offered hIm and that he had refused It She Implored hIm almost on her knees
not to throw thIS chance away And when he told her that hIS mInd was made
up, she wept, actually wept That was dreadful The poor goose-lIke gIrl, WIth
streaks of grey In her haIr, weepmg wlthout grace or dlgmty In her httle DragefurnIshed bed-SIttIng room1 Thls was the death of all her hopes She had
watched the famIly go down and down, moneyless and chIldless, Into grey
obSCUrIty. Gordon alone had had It In lum to succeed, and he, from mad
perverseness, would not He knew what she was thmklng, he had to Induce In
hunself a kind of brutahty to stand finn It was only because of Rosemary and
Juha that he cared. Ravelston dId not matter, because Ravelston understood.
Aunt Angela and Uncle Walter, of course, were bleattng weakly at hun to long,
fatuous letters But them he dIsregarded
In desperatIon Juha asked hIm, what dId he mean to do now that he had
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flung away hIS last chance of succeedIng In lIfe He answered sunply, 'My
poems ' He had saId the same to Rosemary and to Ravelston WIth Ravelston
the answer had sufficed Rosemary had no longer any belIef ill hIS poems, but
she would not say so As for JulIa, hIS poems had never at any tune meant
anythIng to her '1 don't see much sense In wntlng If you can't make money out
of It/ was what she had always saId And he hunself dId not belIeve In hIS
poems any longer But he st1ll struggled to 'wnte', at least at tunes Soon after
he changed hIS lodgIngs he had copIed out on to clean sheets the completed
portIOns of London Pleasures-not qUIte four hundred hnes, he dIscovered
Even the labour of copYIng It out was a deadly bore Yet he stIll worked on It
occasIOnally, cuttmg out a hne here, altenng another there, not makIng or even
expectmg to make any progress Before long the pages were as they had been
before, a scrawled, grImy labynnth of words He used to carry the wad of
gnmy manuscrIpt about wIth hIm In hIS pocket The feelIng of It there upheld
hun a lIttle, after all It was a kInd of achIevement, demonstrable to hImself
though to nobody else There It was, sole product of two years-of a thousand
hours' work, It mIght be He had no feelIng for It any longer as a poem The
whole concept of poetry was meamngless to hIm now It was only that If
London Pleasures were ever finIshed It would be somethIng snatched from fate,
a thIng created outszde the money-world But he knew, far more clearly than
before, that It never would be finIshed How was It pOSSIble that any creatIve
Impulse should remaIn to hun, In the hfe he was lIVIng now';) As tIme went on,
even the deSIre to finIsh London Pleasures vanIshed He stIll carrIed the
manuscrIpt about In hls pocket, but It was only a gesture, a symbol of hIS
prIvate war He had fimshed for ever WIth that futtle dream of beIng a 'wrIter'
After all, was not that too a speCIes of ambItIOn';) He wanted to get away from all
that, below all that Down, down' Into the ghost-kIngdom, out of the reach of
hope, out of the reach of fear' Under ground, under ground' That was where
he WIshed to be
Yet In a way It was not so easy One nIght about DIne he was lYIng on hIS bed,
WIth the ragged counterpane over hIS feet, hIs hands under hIS head to keep
them warm THe fire was out The dust was thIck on everythIng The
aspIdIstra had dIed a week ago and was WItherIng uprIght In Its pot He slId a
shoeless foot from under the counterpane, held It up, and looked at it HIS sock
was full of holes-there were more holes than sock. So here he lay, Gordon
Comstock, In a slum attIc on a ragged bed, WIth hts feet stIckIng out of hIS
socks, WIth one and fourpence In the world, WIth three decades behInd hIm and
nothIng, nothIng accomplIshed) Surely now he was past redemptIon' Surely,
try as they would, they COUldn't prIse hun out of a hole lIke thIS' He had
wanted to reach the mud-well, tlus was the mud, wasn't It?
Yet he knew that It was not so That other world, the world of money and
su~cess~ 1$ always so strangely near You don't escape It merely by takIng
refug:-e in dlrt and.~Ill1sety. He had been frIghtened as well as angry when
Rostnnary told hun about Mr Ersklne's offer It brought the danger so close to
hun A letter) a telephone message, and from tlus squalor he could step straIght
~ck'.:bl'tQ the money-world-back to four qUId a week, back to effort and
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decency and slavery GOlng to the devIl Isn't so easy as It sounds SometImes
your salvatIOn hunts you down hke the Hound of Heaven
For a whIle he lay In an almost mIndless state, gazIng at the ceIlIng The
utter futIlIty of Just lYIng there, dIrty and cold, comforted hIm a lIttle But
presently he was roused by a lIght tap at the door He dId not stIr It was
Mother Meakin, presumably, though It dId not sound hke her knock
'Come In,' he saId
The door opened It was Rosemary
She stepped In, and then stopped as the dusty sweetIsh smell of the room
caught her Even In the bad hght of the lamp she could see the state of filth the
room was In-the lItter of food and papers on the table, the grate full of cold
ashes, the foul crocks In the fender, the dead aspIdIstra As she came slowly
towards the bed she pulled her hat off and threw It on to the chaIr
'What a place for you to hve In" she saId
'So you've come back'~' he saId
'Yes'
He turned a lIttle away from her, hIS arm over hIS face 'Come back to lecture
me some more, I suppose';)'

'No'
'Then why';)'
'Because-'
She had knelt down beSIde the bed. She pulled hIS arm away, put her face
forward to kISS hIm, then drew back, surprIsed, and began to stroke the haIr
over hIS temple WIth the tIpS of her fingers
'Oh, Gordon l '
'What';)'
'You've got grey In your haIr"
'Have P Where';)'
'Here-over the temple There's qUIte a lIttle patch of It It must have
happened all of a sudden '
'''My golden locks tIme hath to sIlver turned,'" he srud lOdriferently
'So we're both gOlng grey,' she saId
She bent her head to show him the three whIte hairS on her crown Then she
WrIggled herself on to the bed beSIde hIm, put an arm under hIm, pulled hIm
towards her, covered hIS face WIth kIsses He let her do It He dId not want thIS
to happen-It was the very thIng that he least wanted But she had wnggled
herself beneath hun, they were breast to breast. Her body seemed to melt Into
hIS By the expreSSIon of her face he knew what had brought her here. After all,
she was VIrgin She dld not know what she was dOlOg. It was magnanImIty,
pure magnanImIty, that moved her HIS wretchedness had drawn her back to
hIm SImply because he was penruless and a faIlure she had got to YIeld to hIm,
even If It was only once
'1 had to come back,' she said
'Why')'
'I couldn't bear to think of you here alone. It seemed so awful, leavmg you
hke that'
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'You dId qUIte nght to leave me You'd much better not have come back
You know we can't ever get marned '
'1 don't care. That Isn't how one behaves to people one loves I don't care
whether you marry me or not 1 love you'
'ThIS Isn't wIse,' he said
'1 don't care I wish I'd done It years ago'
'We'd much better not'
'Yes'
'No'
'Yes"
After all, she was too much for him He had wanted her so long, and he could
not stop to weigh the consequences So It was done at last, WIthout much
pleasure, on Mother Meakin's dmgy bed Presently Rosemary got up and
rearranged her clothes The room, though stuffy, was dreadfully cold They
were both shlvermg a httle She pulled the coverlet further over Gordon He
lay WIthout stirrIng, hiS back turned to her, hiS face hIdden agaInst hiS arm
She knelt down beSIde the bed, took hIS other hand, and laId It for a moment
agamst her cheek He scarcely noticed her Then she shut the door qUietly
behmd her and tiptoed down the bare, eVII-smelhng stairs She felt dIsmayed,
dIsappOInted, and very cold

II
Sprmg, sprmg! Bytuene Mershe ant AverIl, when spray bigInneth to sprIng I
When shaws be sheene and swards full fayre, and leaves both large and longe l
When the hounds of sprmg are on WInter's traces, In the sprIng time, the only
pretty ring tIme, when the bIrds do SIng, hey-dIng..a-dlog ding, cuckoo, lugJug, pu-wee, ta-witta-woo I And so 00 and so on and so on See almost any poet
between the Bronze Age aod 1805
But how absurd that even now, 10 the era of central heatIng and tinned
peaches, a thousand so-called poets are 8t1l1 WrItIng In the same straIn! For
what dIfference does spring or WInter or any other tIme of year make to the
average CIVIlized person nowadays";) In a town hke London the most strIkIng
seasonal change, apart from the mere change of temperature, IS In the tlungs
you see lymg about on the pavement In late Wlnter 18 IS maInly cabbage leaves
In July YOtl tread on cherry stones, In November on burnt-out fireworks.
Towards Clutstmas the orange peel grows thIcker It was a dIfferent matter In
the Middle Ages There was some sense In WrItIng poems about sprIng wheo
spring meant fresh meat and green vegetables after months of frowsting In
some wmdowless hut on a dIet of salt fish and mouldy bread.
If ~t W8$ spring Gordon failed to notIce It March 10 Lambeth did not remmd
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you of Persephone The days grew longer, there were vIle dusty wmds and
sometlmes In the sky patches of harsh blue appeared Probably there were a
few sooty buds on the trees If you cared to look for them The aspIdIstra, It
turned out, had not dIed after all, the WIthered leaves had dropped off It, but It
was puttIng forth a couple of dull green shoots near Its base
Gordon had been three months at the lIbrary now The stupId slovenly
routIne dId not Irk hIm The hbrary had swelled to a thousand 'assorted tItles'
and was brInging Mr Cheeseman a pound a week clear profit, so Mr
Cheeseman was happy after hIS fashIOn He was, nevertheless, nurturmg a
secret grudge agaInst Gordon Gordon had been sold to him, so to speak, as a
drunkard He had expected Gordon to get drunk and mISS a day's work at least
once, thus gIVIng a suffiCIent pretext for dockmg hIS wages, but Gordon had
faIled to get drunk Queerly enough, he had no Impulse to drmk nowadays He
would have gone Without beer even If he could have afforded It Tea seemed a
better pOlson All hiS deSIres and dIscontents had dWIndled He was better off
on thIrty bob a week than he had been previously on two pounds The thIrty
bob covered, Without too much stretchIng, hIS rent, cigarettes, a wasmng bIll
of about a shIlhng a week, a httle fuel, and hiS meals, which consIsted almost
entIrely of bacon, bread-and-marg, and tea, and cost about two bob a day, gas
Included. SometImes he even had SIxpence over for a seat at a cheap but lousy
pIcture-house near the WestmInster BrIdge Road He stIll carned the grImy
manuscnpt of London Pleasures to and fro In hIS pocket, but It was from mere
force of habIt, he had dropped even the pretence of workmg All hIS evemngs
were spent In the same way There 10 the remote frowzy attIC, by the fire If
there was any coal left, 10 bed If there wasn't, WIth teapot and cigarettes handy,
readIng, always reading He read nothing nowadays except twopenny weekly
papers Tzt Blts, Answers, Peg's Paper, The Gem, The Magnet, Home Notes,
The Gtrl's Own Paper-they were all the same He used to get them a dozen at a
tIme from the shop Mr Cheeseman had great dusty stacks of them, left over
from hiS uncle's day and used for wrapplOg paper Some of them were as much
as twenty years old
He had not seen Rosemary for weeks past She had wrItten a number of
tImes and then, for some reason, abruptly stopped writmg. Ravelston had
wrttten once, askIng hIm to contribute an article on twopenny hbrarles to
Antzchr1,St Juha had sent a desolate httle letter, gIvmg fanuly news Aunt
Angela had had bad colds all the Wlnter, and Uncle Walter was complatning of
bladder trouble Gordon dId not answer any of theIr letters He would have
forgotten theIr eXIstence If he could They and their affectIon were only an
encumbrance He would not be free, free to SInk down Into the ultImate mud,
tIll he had cut hIS lInks With all of them, even WIth Rosemary
One afternoon be was chOOSing a book for a tow-headed factory glrl, when
someone he only saW out of the corner of hIS eye came Into the hbrary and
hesltated Just inslde the door.
'What kInd of book dld you want?~ he asked the factory gu'l.
'Oo-Je$t a klnd of a TcOllla);lCe, pl~e '
Gordon selected a romance. As he turned, Ins heart bounded VlQlendy. The
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person who had Just come In was Rosemary She dId not make any sIgn, but
stood waItIng, pale, and worrIed-lookIng, wIth somethIng omInous In her
appearance
He sat down to enter the book on the gIrl'S tIcket, but hIS hands had begun
trembhng so that he could hardly do It He pressed the rubber stamp In the
wrong place The gIrl traIled out, peepIng Into the book as she went Rosemary
was watchIng Gordon's face It was a long tIme SInce she had seen hIm by
dayhght, and she was struck by the change In hIm He was shabby to the pOInt
of raggedness, hIS face had grown much thInner and had the dIngy, greYIsh
pallor of people who lIve on bread and margarIne He looked much
older-thlrty-five at the least But Rosemary herself dId not look qUIte as usual
She had lost her gay trIm bearing, and her clothes had the appearance of
haVIng been thrown on In a hurry It was ObVIOUS that there was somethIng
wrong
He shut the door after the factory gIrl 'I wasn't expectIng you,' he began
'I had to come I got away from the StudIO at lunch tlme 1 told them 1 was
III '
'You don't look well Here,. you'd better SIt down '
There was only one chaIr In the hbrary He brought It out from behInd the
desk and was mOVIng towards her, rather vaguely, to offer some kind of caress
Rosemary did not SIt down, but laId her small hand, from whIch she had
removed the glove, on the top rung of the chaIr-back By the pressure of her
fingers he could see how agltated she was
'Gordon, I've a most awful thIng to tell you. It's happened after all '
'What's happened"
'I'm gOIng to have a baby'
'A baby? Dh, Chnst"
He stopped short For a moment he felt as though someone had struck hIm a
VIolent blow under the nbs He asked the usual fatuous questIon
CAre you sure~'
'Absolutely It's been weeks now If you knew the tIme I've had' I kept
hopIng and hopIng-I took some pllls-oh, It was too beastly"
'A baby' Dh, God, what fools we were' As though we couldn't have foreseen
It I'
'1 know I suppose It was my fault 1-'
'Damn' Here comes somebody'
The door-bell plng'd A fat, freckled woman WIth an ugly under-hp came In
at a rolling galt and demanded 'SomethIng WIth a murder In It ' Rosemary had
sat down and was twIstIng her glove round and round her fingers The fat
woman was exacting. Each book that Gordon offered her she refused on the
ground that she had 'had It already' or that It 'looked dry'. The deadly news
that Rosemary had brought had unnerved Gordon HIS heart poundIng, Ius
entralis constncted, he had to pullout book after book and assure the fat
woman that tlus was the very book she was lookIng for At last, after nearly ten
minutes, he managed to fob her off wlth sometrung whIch she SaId grudgIngly
she ~didn't thmk she'd had before'
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He turned back to Rosemary 'Well, what the devll are we go1Og to do about
It?' he saId as soon as the door had shut
'1 don't see what I can do If 1 have thIS baby I'll lose my Job, of course But
It Isn't only that I'm worrY1Og about It's my people find10g out My
mother-oh, dear' It sImply doesn't bear th1Ok1Og of'
'Ah, your people' 1 hadn't thought of them One's people! What a cursed
Incubus they are"
'My people are all rIght They've always been good to me But It'S dIfferent
WIth a thIng lIke thIS'
He took a pace or two up and down Though the news had scared hIm he had
not really grasped It as yet The thought of a baby, hIS baby, grow1Og 10 her
womb had awoken In hIm no emotIon except dlsmay He dId not th10k of the
baby as a hVIng creature, It was a dIsaster pure and SImple And already he saw
where It was go1Og to lead
'We shall have to get marrIed, I suppose,' he saId flatly
'Well, shall we? That's what 1 came here to ask you'
'But I suppose you want me to marry you, don't you?'
'Not unless you want to I'm not gOIng to tIe you down I know It's agaInst
your Ideas to marry You must deCIde for yourself'
'But we've no alternatIve-If you're really gOIng to have thIS baby'
'Not necessarIly That's what you've got to deCIde Because after all there zs
another way'
'What way?'
'Oh,you know A gtrl at the StudIO gave me an address A frIend of hers had
It done for only five pounds '
That pulled hIm up For the first tIme he grasped, WIth the only kmd of
knowledge that matters, what they were really talkmg about. The words 'a
baby' took on a new SIgnIficance They dId not mean any longer a mere
abstract dIsaster, they meant a bud offlesh, a bIt of hImself, down there In her
belly, ahve and grOWIng HIS eyes met hers They had a strange moment of
sympathy such as they had never had before For a moment he dtd feel that In
some mysterIOUs way they were one flesh Though they were feet apart he felt
as though they were JOlned together-as though some InVISIble hVIng cord
stretched from her entrmls to rus. He knew then that It was a dreadul trung they
were contemplatlng-a blasphemy, if that word had any meamng Yet If It had
been put otherwIse he mIght not have recoIled from It. It was the squalId detaIl
of the five pounds that brought it home
'No fearl' he said 'Whatever happens we're not go1Og to do that It's
dIsgustIng ,
'1 know It IS But I can't have the baby WIthout bemg marrIed.'
'No' If that's the alternauve I'll marry you rd sooner cut my rIght hand off
than do a thing hke that.'
PIng' went the door-bell Two ugly louts in cheap brIght blue suits, and a
gIrl with a fit of the gIggles, came m One of the youths asked Wlth a sort of
sheepish boldness for 'sometlung With a klck In It-sometbmg Qltutty'.
Sdently, Gordon indt:cated the shelves where the 'sex' book$ were kept. Thexe
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were hundreds of them In the lIbrary They had titles lIke Secrets oj Parzs and
The Man She Trusted, on theIr tattered yellow Jackets were pIctures of halfnaked gIrls lYIng on dIvans WIth men In dInner-Jackets standIng over them
The storIes inSIde, however, were paInfully harmless The two youths and the
gIrl ranged among them, snlggenng over the pIctures on theIr covers, the gIrl
lettIng out lIttle squeals and pretendIng to be shocked They dIsgusted Gordon
so much that he turned hIS back on them till they had chosen theIr books
When they had gone he came back to Rosemary's chaIr He stood behInd
her, took hold of her small firm shoulders, then slId a hand InSIde her coat and
felt the warmth of her breast He lIked the strong sprIngy feelIng of her body,
he lIked to thInk that down there, a guarded seed, hIS baby was grOWIng She
put a hand up and caressed the hand that was on her breast, but dId not speak
She was walling for hIm to deCIde
'If 1 marry you 1 shall have to turn respectable,' he saId musIngly
'Could you';>' she saId WIth a touch of her old manner
'I mean 1 shall have to get a proper Job-go back to the New AlbIOn 1
suppose they'd take me back '
He felt her grow very stIll and knew that she had been waiting for thIS Yet
she was determIned to play faIr She was not gOIng to bully hIm or cajole hIm
'I never saId I wanted you to do that 1 want you to marry me-yes, because
of the baby But It doesn't follow you've got to keep me '
'There's no sense In marrYIng If I can't keep you Suppose 1 marned you
when I was lIke I am at present-no money and no proper Job';> What would you
do then,;>'
'I don't know I'd go on workIng as long as 1 could And afterwards, when
the baby got too obVIOus-well, I suppose I'd have to go home to father and
mother'
'That would be Jolly for you, wouldn't It';> But you were so anxIOUS for me to
go back to the New AlbIon before You haven't changed your mInd';>'
'I've thought thIngs over I know you'd hate to be tIed to a regular Job I
don't blame you You've got your own hfe to hve '
He thought It over a lIttle whIle longer 'It comes down to thIs EIther I
marry you and go back to the New AlbIOn, or you go to one of those filthy
doctors and get yourself messed about for five pounds '
At thIS she tWIsted herself out of hIS grasp and stood up faCIng him HIS
blunt words had upset her They had made the Issue clearer and uglIer than
before
'Oh, why dId you say that';>'
'Well, those are the alternatIves.'
'rd never thought of It like that I came here meanIng to be faIr And now It
sounds as If I was trYIng to bully you Into It-trYIng to play on your feelIngs by
threatening to get nd of the baby A sort of beastly blackmaIl '
'I didn't mean that I was only stating facts '
Her face was full of hnes, the black brows drawn together But she had
sw~rn 'tQ herself that she would not make a scene He could guess what thIS
meant t<>"Q.er. He had never met her people, but he could Imagtne them He had
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some notlOn of what It mIght mean to go back to a country town with an
IllegItimate baby, or, what was almost as bad, wIth a husband who couldn't
keep you But she was gOIng to play faIr No blackmaIl' She drew a sharp
Inward breath, takmg a deCISIon
'All rIght, then, I'm not gOIng to hold that over your head It's too mean
Marry me or don't marry me, Just as you lIke But I'll have the baby, anyway'
'You'd do that:> Really:>'
'Yes, I thInk so '
He took her m hIS arms Her coat had come open, her body was warm agaInst
hIm He thought he would be a thousand kInds of fool If he let her go Yet the
alternative was ImpOSSIble, and he dId not see It any less clearly because he held
her In hIS arms
'Of course, you'd lIke me to go back to the New AlbIOn,' he saId
'No, I wouldn't Not If you don't want to '
'Yes, you would After all, It's natural You want to see me earnmg a decent
Income agaIn In a good Job, WIth four pounds a week and an aspIdIstra In the
WIndow Wouldn't you, now? Own up'
'All right, then-yes, I would But It'S only somethmg I'd lzke to see
happemng, I'm not gOIng to make you do It I'd Just hate you to do It If you
dIdn't really want to I want you to feel free'
'Really and truly free:>'
'Yes'
'You know what that means? Supposmg I deCIded to leave you and the baby
In the lurch:>'
'Well-If you really wanted to You're free-qUIte free'
After a lIttle whlle she went away Later m the evemng or tomorrow he
would let her know what he deCIded Of course It was not absolutely certaIn
that the New AlbIOn would give hIm a Job even If he asked them, but
presumably they would, conSIderIng what Mr Erskme had saId Gordon trIed
to thInk and could not There seemed to be more customers than usual thIS
afternoon It maddened hIm to have to bounce out of hIS chaIr every tIme he
had sat down and deal WIth some fresh mflux of fools demandmg CrIme-storIes
and sex-storIes and romances Suddenly, about SIX o'clock, he turned out the
hghts, locked up the hbrary, and went out He had got to be alone The lIbrary
was not due to shut for two hours yet God knew what Mr Cheeseman would
say when he found out He mIght even give Gordon the sack Gordon dId not
care
He turned westward, up Lambeth Cut It was a dull sort of evemng, not
cold There was muck underfoot, whIte lIghts, and hawkers screaoung. He had
got to thInk this thIng out, and he could think better wallong But It was so
hard, so hard' Back to the New AlbIon, or leave Rosemary In the lurch, there
was no other alternatIve It was no use thmklng, for Instance, that he mlght
find some 'good' Job whIch would offend lus sense of decency a blt less. There
aren't so many 'good' Jobs WaltIng for moth-eaten people ofthlIty. The New
AlbIon was the only chance he had or ever would have
At the corner, on the Westmmster BrIdge Road, he paused a moment. There
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were some posters OppOSIte, lIVId In the lamplIght A monstrous one, ten feet
hIgh at least, advertIsed Bovex The Bovex people had dropped Corner Table
and got on to a new tack They were runnIng a senes of four-lIne
poems-Bovex Ballads, they were called There was a pIcture of a hornbly
eupeptIC famIly, WIth gnnnIng ham-pInk faces, SIttIng at breakfast,
underneath, In blatant lettenng
Why should you be thm and whlte';l
And have that washed-out feehng';l
Just take hot Bovex every mghtInvlgoratmg-healIng'

Gordon gazed at the thIng He drank In Its pulIng SIllIness God, what trash'
'Invigoratmg-healIng" The weak Incompetence of It' It hadn't even the
VIgorous badness of the slogans that really stIck Just soppy, lIfeless dnvel It
would have been almost pathetIC In Its feebleness If one hadn't reflected that all
over London and all over every town In England that poster was plastered,
rottIng the mInds of men He looked up and down the graceless street Yes, war
IS comIng soon You can't doubt It when you see the Bovex ads The electnc
drIlls m our streets presage the rattle of the machIne-guns Only a httle whIle
before the aeroplanes come Zoom-bang' A few tons of TNT to send our
CIVIlIzatIOn back to hell where It belongs
He crossed the road and walked on, southward A cunous thought had
struck hIm He dId not any longer want that war to happen It was the first tIme
In months-years, perhaps-that he had thought of It and not wanted It
If he went back to the New AlbIOn, In a month's tIme he mIght be wntIng
Bovex Ballads hlIDself To go back to that' Any 'good' Job was bad enough, but
to be mIxed up In that' ChrIst' Of course he oughtn't to go back It was Just a
questIon of haVIng the guts to stand firm But what about Rosemary? He
thought of the kInd of lIfe she would lIve at home, In her parents' house, WIth a
baby and no money, and of the news runnIng through that monstrous famIly
that Rosemary had marned some awful ratter who couldn't even keep her. She
would have the whole lot of them naggIng at her together BeSIdes, there was
the baby to thInk about The money-god IS so cunmng If he only baIted hIS
traps WIth yachts and race-horses, tarts and champagne, how easy It would be
to dodge them It IS when he gets at you through your sense of decency that he
finds you helpless
The Bovex Ballad Jungled In Gordon's head He ought to stand firm He had
made war on money-he ought to stick It out After all, hitherto he had stuck It
out, after a fasmon. He looked back over hIS hfe. No use deceIVIng hImself It
had been a dreadful lIfe-lonely, squalId, futIle He had hved thirty years and
aclueved nothmg except misery. But that was what he had chosen. It was what
he -'t»anted,. even now He wanted to Sink down, down mto the muck where
money does not rule. But tlus baby-bUSiness had upset everythIng It was a
pre:rty banal preibcament, after all PrIvate VIces" publIc vIrtues-the dilemma
is as old as the world
,He IQQld!d \W and saw that he was paSSIng a publIc library A thought struck
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hIm That baby What dId It mean, anyway, havmg a baby? What was It that
was actually happemng to Rosemary at thIS moment) He had only vague and
general Ideas of what pregnancy meant No doubt they would have books In
there that would tell hIm about It He went In The lendmg hbrary was on the
left It was there that you had to ask for works of reference
The woman at the desk was a umverslty graduate, young, colourless,
spectacled, and Intensely dIsagreeable She had a fixed SuspICIOn that no
one-at least, no male person-ever consulted works of reference except m
search of pornography As soon as you approached she pIerced you through
and through WIth a flash of her pInce-nez and let you know that your dIrty
secret was no secret from her After all, all works of reference are
pornographlcal, except perhaps WhItaker's Almanack You can put even the
Oxford DICtIOnary to eVIl purposes by lookIng up words lIke - and Gordon knew her type at a glance, but he was too preoccupIed to care
'Have you any book on gynaecology?' he SaId
'Any what?' demanded the young Woman WIth a pInce-nez flash of
unmIstakable trIumph As usual l Another male In search of dIrt'
'Well, any books on mIdWIfery? About babIes bemg born, and so forth'
'We don't Issue books of that descrIptIOn to the general publIc,' saId the
young woman frostIly
'I'm sorry-there's a pOlnt I partlcularly want to look up)
'Are you a medIcal student?'
'No'
'Then I don't quzte see what you want WIth books on mIdWIfery ,
Curse the woman I Gordon thought At another tIme he would have been
afraId of her, at present, however, she merely bored hIm
'If you want to know, my WIfe's gOIng to have a baby We neIther of us know
much about It I want to see whether I can find out anytrung useful '
The young woman dId not belIeve hIm He looked too shabby and worn, she
deCIded, to be a newly marrIed man However, It was her Job to lend out books,
and she seldom actually refused them, except to chIldren You always got your
book In the end, after you had been made to feel yourself a dIrty SWIne WIth an
aseptIC rur she led Gordon to a small table m the mIddle of the hbrary and
presented h1m WIth two fat books In brown covers Thereafter she left hlDl
alone, but kept an eye on hIm from whatever part of the hbrary she happened
to be In He could feel her pInce-nez probmg the back of his neck at long range,
trYIng to deCIde from hIS demeanour whether he was really searchmg for
InformatIOn or merely pIckIng out the d1rty bIts
He opened one of the books and searched Inexpertly through It .There were
acres of close-pnnted text full of LatIn words That was no use He wanted
somethIng SImple-pIctures, for chOIce How long had thIs thmg been gomg
on? 81:" weeks-rune weeks, perhaps Ahl ThIS must be It.
He came on a prmt of a rune weeks' foetus. It gave rum a shock to see It, for
he had not expected It to look 10 the least hke that It was a deformed1
gnomebke thmg, a sort of clumsy caricature of a human beIng, Wlth a huge
domed head as bIg as the rest of Its body In the middle of the great "blank
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boneless arm was bent, and one hand, crude as a seal's flIpper, covered Its
face-fortunately, perhaps Below were httle skInny legs, tWIsted lIke a
monkeis wIth the toes turned In It was a monstrous thIng, and yet strangely
human It surprised hIm that they should begIn lookIng human so soon He
had pIctured somethIng much more rudImentary, a mere blob of nucleus, hke
a bubble of frog-spawn But It must be very tIny, of course He looked at the
dImenSIOns marked below Length 30 mIlhmetres About the Slze of a large
gooseberry
But perhaps It had not been gOIng on qUIte so long as that He turned back a
page or two and found a pnnt of a SIX weeks' foetus A really dreadful thIng thIS
t1me-a thIng he could hardly even bear to look at Strange that our begInnIngs
and endIngs are so ugly-the unborn as ugly as the dead ThIS thIng looked as If
It were dead already Its huge head, as though too heavy to hold upnght, was
bent over at r1ght angles at the place where Its neck ought to have been There
was nothIng you could call a face, only a WrInkle representIng the eye-or was 1t
the mouth? It had no human resemblance thIS tIme, 1t was more hke a dead
puppy-dog Its short thIck arms were very doghke, the hands beIng mere
stumpy paws 15 5 mIllImetres long-no bIgger than a hazel nut
He pored for a long tIme over the two p1ctures The1r ughness made them
more cred1ble and therefore more mOVIng HIS baby had seemed real to h1m
from the moment when Rosemary spoke of abortIon, but It had been a realIty
WIthOUt v1sual shape-somethIng that happened In the dark and was only
Important after It had happened But here was the actual process takIng place
Here was the poor ugly thIng, no bIgger than a gooseberry, that he had created
by hIS heedless act Its future, Its contInued eXIstence perhaps, depended on
hun. BeSIdes, It was a bIt of hImself-It was hImself Dare one dodge such a
responsIblbty as that?
But what about the alternatlve? He got up, handed over hIS books to the
dIsagreeable young woman, and went out, then, on an Impulse, turned back
and went Into the other part of the hbrary, where the perIodIcals were kept
The usual crowd of mangy-lookIng people were dOZIng over the papers. There
was one table set apart for women's papers He pIcked up one of them at
random and bore It off to another table
It was an Amencan paper of the more domestIC kInd, maInly adverts WIth a
few stones lurkIng apologetIcally among them And what adverts I QUIckly he
flIcked over the shiny pages LIngerIe, Jewellery, cosmetIcs, fur coats, sIlk
stockIngs fhcked up and down lIke the figures m a chIld's peepshow Page after
page, advert after advert L1psticks, undIes, tInned food, patent medICInes,
slmunlng cures, face-creams A sort of cross-sectIOn of the money-world A
panorama of Ignorance, greed, vulganty, snobbIshness, whoredom, and
dlSea$e.
And that was the world they wanted hIm to re-enter That was the busmess
In wluch he had a chance of MakIng Good He fhcked over the pages more
slowiy. Fhck, flick Adorable-untIl she smiles& The food that 18 shot out of a
gun Do you let foot-fag affect your personahty? Get back that peach..bloom on
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a Beautyrest Mattress Only a penetratzng face-cream wIll reach that undersurface dIrt PInk toothbrush IS her trouble How to alkailze your stomach
almost Instantly Roughage for husky kIds Are you one of the four out of five?
The world-famed CultureqUIck Scrapbook Only a drummer and yet he
quoted Dante
ChrIst, what muck'
But of course It was an Amencan paper The AmerIcans always go one better
on any kInds of beastbness, whether It IS Ice-cream soda, racketeerIng, or
theosophy He went over to the women's table and pIcked up another paper
An EnglIsh one thIS ttme Perhaps the ads In an Engbsh paper wouldn't be
qUIte so bad-a lIttle less brutally offenSIve?
He opened the paper Fhck, fhck BrItons never shall be slaves'
Fhck, flIck Get that waist-hne back to normal' She sazd 'Thanks awfully for
the bft,' but she thought, 'Poor boy, why doesn't somebody tell hIm?' How a
woman of thIrty-two stole her young man from a gIrl of twenty Prompt relIef
for feeble kIdneys Sllkyseam-the smooth-sildIng bathroom tIssue Asthma
was chokIng her' Are you ashamed of your undIes? KIddIes clamour for theIr
Breakfast CrISPS Now I'm a schoolgIrl complexIOn all over HIke all day on a
slab ofVltamalt'
To be rruxed up In that l To be In It and of It-part and parcel of It I God, God,
God'
Presently he went out The dreadful thIng was that he knew already what he
was gOIng to do HIS mInd was made up-had been made up for a long tIme
past When thIS problem appeared It had brought Its solutIOn WIth It, all hIS
heSItatIon had been a kInd of make-belIeve He felt as though some force
outSIde hImself were pushIng hIm There was a telephone booth near by
Rosemary's hostel was on the phone-she ought to be at home by now He went
Into the booth, feelmg In hIs pocket Yes, exactly two pennIes He dropped
them Into the slot, swung the dIal
A refaned, adenOIdal femInIne VOIce answered hIm 'Who's thyah, please?'
He pressed Button A So the dIe was cast
'Is MISS Waterlow In?'
'Who's thyah, please?'
'Say It's Mr Comstock She'll know Is she at home?'
'Aill see Hold the lane, please'
A pause
'Hullo' Is that you, Gordon?'
'Hullo' Hullo' Is that you, Rosemary? I Just wanted to tell you I've thought
It over-I've made up my mInd'
'Oh" There was another pause WIth dlfficllity masterIng her VOIce, she
added 'Well, what did you deCIde?'
'It's all nght I'll take the JOb-If they'll gIve It me, that IS.'
'Oh, Gordon, rm so glad' You're not angry WIth me? You don't feel I've
sort of bullIed you IOtO It?'
'No, It's all rIght It's the only thIng I can do. I've thought everything out.
I'll go up to the office and see them tomorrow'
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'1 am so glad!'
'Of course, I'm assumIng they'll gIve me the Job But 1 suppose they wIll,
after what old Erskme saId '
'I'm sure they wIll But, Gordon, there's Just one thmg You wIll go there
mcely dressed, won't you? It mIght make a lot of dIfference '
'1 know I'll have to get my best SUIt out of pawn Ravelston wIll lend me the
money'
'Never mmd about Ravelston I'll lend you the money I've got four pounds
put away I'll run out and WIre It you before the post-office shuts I expect
you'll want some new shoes and a new tIe as well And, oh, Gordon l'
'What?'
'Wear a hat when you go up to the office, won't you? It looks better, weanng
a hat '
'A hat l God I I haven't worn a hat for two years Must!?'
'Well-It does look more busIness..lIke, doesn't It'~'
'Oh, all rIght A bowler hat, even, If you thInk I ought '
'1 thInk a soft hat would do But get your haIr cut, won't you, there's a dear?'
'Yes, don't you worry I'll be a smart young bUSIness man Well groomed,
and all that '
'Thanks ever so, Gordon dear I must run out and WIre that money Good
mght and good luck'
'Good nIght'
He came out of the booth So that was that He had torn It now, nght
enough
He walked rapIdly away What had he done? Chucked up the spongel
Broken all hIS oaths I HIS long and lonely war had ended In IgnomInIous defeat
Cucumcise ye your foreskIns, salth the Lord He was commg back to the fold,
repentant He seemed to be walkIng faster than usual There was a peculIar
sensation, an actual phYSIcal sensatIOn, In hIS heart, In hIS lImbs, all over hIm
What was It? Shame, mIsery, despaIr? Rage at beIng back In the clutch of
money? Boredom when he thought of the deadly future? He dragged the
sensatIOn forth, faced It, examIned It It was relIef
Yes, that was the truth of It Now that the thmg was done he felt nothIng but
rehef" relIef that now at last he had finIshed WIth dIrt, cold, hunger, and
lonelIness and could get back to decent, fully human hfe HIS resolutions, now
that he had broken them, seemed nothIng but a frIghtful weIght that he had
cast off Moreover, he was aware that he was only fulfilhng hIS destIny In some
corner of hIS mInd he had always known that thiS would happen. He thought of
the day when he had gIven them notice at the New AlbIon, and Mr Erskme's
kmd, red, beefish face, gently counsellIng hIm not to chuck up a 'good' job for
nothlng How bItterly he had sworn, then, that he was done WIth 'good' Jobs
for ever' Yet It was foredoomed that he should come back, and he had known It
even then And It was not merely because of Rosemary and the baby that he
had done It That was the obvIOUS cause, the preclpitating cause, but even
without It th~ end would have been the same, If there had been no baby to thInk
about, somethmg else would have forced hIS hand For it was what, In hIS
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secret heart, he had deSIred
After all he dId not lack vltahty, and that moneyless eXIstence to WhIch he
had condemned hImself had thrust hIm ruthlessly out of the stream of hfe He
looked back over the last two frIghtful years He had blasphemed agamst
money, rebelled agaInst money, tned to hve hke an anchorlte outsIde the
money-world, and It had brought hIDl not only mIsery, but also a frIghtful
emptIness, an mescapable sense of funhty To abjure money IS to abjure hfe
Be not rIghteous over much, why shouldst thou dIe before thy tIme:> Now he
was back In the money-world, or soon would be Tomorrow he would go up to
the New AlbIOn, In hIS best SUIt and overcoat (he must remember to get hIS
overcoat out of pawn at the same tIme as hIS SUIt), In homburg hat of the correct
gutter-crawhng pattern, neatly shaved and WIth hIS halt cut short He would
be as though born anew The sluttIsh poet of today would be hardly
recognIzable In the natty young bUSIness man of tomorrow They would take
hIm back, rIght enough, he had the talent they needed He would buckle to
work, sell hIS soul, and hold down hIS Job
And what about the future:> Perhaps It would turn out that these last two
years had not left much mark upon hIm They were merely a gap, a small
setback In hIS career QUIte qUIckly, now that he had taken the first step, he
would develop the cynIcal, bhnkered bUSIness mentalIty He would forget hIS
fine dIsgusts, cease to rage agaInst the tyranny of money-cease to be aware of
It, even-cease to sqUIrm at the ads for Bovex and Breakfast Cnsps He would
sell hIs soul so utterly that he would forget It had ever been hIS He would get
marrIed, settle down, prosper moderately, push a pram, have a vIlla and a radIO
and an aspIdIstra He would be a law-abIdIng httle CIt hke any other lawabIdmg lIttle clt-a soldIer In the strap-hangIng army Probably It was better
so
He slowed hIS pace a lIttle He was thIrty and there was grey In hIS haIr, yet
he had a queer feelIng that he had only Just grown up It occurred to hIm that
he was merely repeatmg the destIny of every human beIng Everyone rebels
agatnst the money-code, and everyone sooner or later surrenders He had kept
up hIS rebelhon a lIttle longer than most, that was all And he had made such a
wretched faIlure of It' He wondered whether every anchonte In hIS msma! cell
pInes secretly to be back In the world of men Perhaps there were a few who dId
not Somebody or other had saId that the modem world IS only habItable by
saInts and scoundrels He, Gordon, wasn't a samt Better, then, to be an
unpretendIng scoundrel along WIth the others It was what he had secretly
pIned for, now that he had acknowledged hIS deSIre and surrendered to It, he
was at peace
He was makIng roughly In the dIrection of home He looked up at the houses
he was paSSIng. It was a street he dId not know OldIsh houses, mean-Iooktng
and rather dark, let off In flatlets and SIngle rooms for the most part RaIled
areas, smoke-grImed brIcks, whIted steps, dmgy lace curtains 'Apartments'
cards In half the wmdows, aspIdIstras In nearly all A typIcal 10wer-mIddleclass street But not, on the whole, the kInd of street that he wanted to see
blown to hell by bombs
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He wondered about the people In houses lIke those They would be, for
example, small clerks, shop-aSsIstants, commerCIal travellers, Insurance touts,
tram conductors DId they know that they were only puppets danCIng when
money pulled the strIngs';) You bet they dIdn't And If they dId, what would
they care~ They were too busy beIng born, beIng marned, begettIng, workmg,
dYIng It mIghtn't be a bad thIng, If you could manage It, to feel yourself one of
them, one of the ruck of men Our CI VIhzatlon IS founded on greed and fear, but
In the bves of common men the greed and fear are mysterIOusly transmuted
Into somethmg nobler The lower-mIddle-class people In there, behInd theIr
lace curtaIn&, WIth theIr chIldren and theIr scraps of furnIture and theIr
aspIdIstras-they hved by the money-code, sure enough, and yet they
contrIved to keep theIr decency The money-code as they Interpreted It was
not merely cymcal and hoggIsh They had theIr &tandards, theIr InVIolable
pOInts of honour They 'kept themselves respectable'-kept the aspIdIstra
flYIng BeSIdes, they were alzve They were bound up In the bundle of hfe
They begot chIldren, which IS what the saInts and the soul-savers never by any
chance do
The aspIdIstra IS the tree of bfe, he thought suddenly
He was aware of a lumpIsh weIght In hIS Inner pocket It was the manuscnpt
of London Pleasures He took It out and had a look at It under a street lamp A
great wad of paper, SOIled and tattered, WIth that peculIar, nasty, gnmed-atthe-edges look of papers whIch have been a long tIme In one's pocket About
four hundred hnes In all The sale fruIt of hIS eXIle, a two years' foetus whIch
would never be born Well, he had fiOlshed WIth all that Poetry' Poetry,
Indeed I In 1935
What should he do WIth the manuscrIpt';) Best thIng, shove It down the w c
But he was a long way from home and had not the necessary penny He halted
by the Iron grating of a draIn In the WIndow of the nearest house an aspIdIstra,
a strIped one) peeped between the yellow lace curtams
He unrolled a page of London Pleasures In the mIddle of the labYrInthIne
scrawhngs a hne caught hIS eye Momentary regret stabbed hIm After all,
parts of it weren't half bad! If only It could ever be firushed! It seemed such a
shame to shy It away after all the work he had done on It Save It, perhaps~
Keep It by rum and :finIsh It secretly In hIS spare tIme';) Even now It mIght come
to somethIng
No, no' Keep your parole EIther surrender or don't surrender
He doubled up the manuscrIpt and stuffed It between the bars of the draln
It fell With a plop Into the water below
VZClStl, 0 aspldlstra l
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Ravelston wanted to say good-bye outsIde the regIstry office, but they would
not hear of It, and InSIsted on draggIng hIm off to have lunch WIth them Not at
ModlglIanI's, however They went to one of those Jolly lIttle Soho restaurants
where you can get such a wonderful four-course lunch for half a crown They
had garlIc sausage WIth bread and butter, fned plaIce, entrecbte aux pommes
fntes, and a rather watery caramel puddmg, also a bottle of Medoc SuperIeur,
three and SIxpence the bottle
Only Ravelston was at the weddIng The other WItness was a poor meek
creature WIth no teeth, a professlOnal WItness whom they pIcked up outSIde the
regIstry office and tIpped half a crown JulIa hadn't been able to get away from
the teashop, and Gordon and Rosemary had only got the day off from the office
by pretexts carefully manreuvred a long tIme ahead Nobody knew they were
gettIng marned, except Ravelston and JulIa Rosemary was gOlng to go on
workIng at the StudIO for another month or two She had preferred to keep her
marnage a secret untll It was over, chIefly for the sake of her mnumerable
brothers and SIsters, none of whom could afford weddIng presents Gordon,
left to hImself, would have done It In a more regular manner He had even
wanted to be marned In church But Rosemary had put her foot down to that
Idea
Gordon had been back at the office two months now Four ten a week he was
gettIng It would be a tIght pInch when Rosemary stopped workIng, but there
was hope of a rIse next year They would have to get some money out of
Rosemary's parents, of course, when the baby was due to arnve Mr Clew had
left the New AlbIon a year ago, and hIs place had been taken by a Mr Warner, a
CanadIan who had been five years WIth a New York publICIty firm Mr Warner
was a hve WIre but qUIte a lIkeable person He and Gordon had a bIg Job on
hand at the moment The Queen of Sheba ToIlet ReqUISItes Co were
sweepIng the country WIth a monster campaIgn for theIr deodorant, AprIl
Dew They had deCIded that B 0 and hahtosIs were worked out, or nearly,
and had been rackmg theIr braIns for a long tune past to thInk of some new way
of scarIng the publIc Then some brIght spark suggested, What about smelhng
feet';) That field had never been explOIted and had munense P08SIblhtles The
Queen of Sheba had turned the Idea over to the New AlbIOn What they asked
for was a really telhng slogan, somethIng In the class of 'NlghtstarvatIon' -somethIng that would ranlle In the pubhc conSClOusness hke a
pOIsoned arrow. Mr Warner had thought It over for three days and then
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emerged wIth the unforgettable phrase 'P P' 'P P' stood for Pedlc
PersplratlOn It was a real flash of genIUS, that It was so SImple and so
arrestmg Once you knew what they stood for, you couldn't possIbly see those
letters 'P P , WIthout a guIlty tremor Gordon had searched for the word
'pedlc' In the Oxford DIctIOnary and found that It dId not eXIst But Mr
Warner has saId, Helll what dId It matter, anyway"> It would put the WInd up
them Just the same The Queen of Sheba had Jumped at the Idea, of course
They were puttIng every penny they could spare Into the campaIgn On
every hoardIng In the BrItIsh Isles huge aCCUSIng posters were hammerIng
cp P , Into the publIc mInd All the posters were IdentIcally the same They
wasted no words, but Just demanded WIth SInIster SImphClty

'P P'
WHAT ABOUT

YOU">

t

Just that-no pIctures, no explanatIOns There was no longer any need to say
what 'P P , stood for, everyone In England knew It by tms t1l11e Mr Warner,
WIth Gordon to help hIm, was deSIgnIng the smaller ads for the newspapers
and magazInes It was Mr Warner who supphed the bold sweepIng Ideas,
sketched the general lay-out of the ads, and deCIded what pIctures would be
needed, but It was Gordon who wrote most of the letterpress-wrote the
harrOWIng lIttle storIes, each a realIstIC novel In a hundred words, about
despaIrIng VIrgIns of thIrty) and lonely bachelors whose guls had
unaccountably thrown them over, and overworked WIves who could not afford
to change theIr stockIngs once a week and who saw theIr husbands SubSIdIng
mto the clutches of 'the other woman' He dId It very well, he dId It far better
than he had ever done anythIng else In hIS lIfe Mr Warner gave golden reports
of hun There was no doubt about Gordon's lIterary abIlIty He could use
words WIth the economy that IS only learned by years of effort. So perhaps hIS
long agoruzing struggles to be a 'wrIter' had not been wasted after all
They saId good-bye to Ravelston outSIde the restaurant The t8Xl bote them
away Ravelston had InSisted on paYIng for the taxi from the regtstry office, so.
they felt they could afford another taxI Warmed WIth WIne, they lolled
together, In the dusty May sunshIne that filtered through the taXI WIndow
Rosemary's head on Gordon's shoulder, theIr hands together In her lap He
played WIth the very slender weddIng Tlng on Rosemary's rIng finger Rolled
gold, five and SIxpence. It looked all rIght, however
'I must remember to take If off before I go to the StudIO tomorrow,' saId
Rosemary reflectIvely
'To thInk we're really marrledt TIll death do us part We've done It now,
rtght enough.'
'TerrifyuJ.g, isn't It?'
'I expect we'll settle down all rIght, though Wlth a house of our own and a
pl1\m and an aspldlstra '
lie Wted her face up to kIss her She had a touch of make-up on today, the
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first he had ever seen on her, and not too skIlfully applIed Neither of their
faces stood the spnng sunshine very well There were fine hnes on Rosemary's,
deep seams on Gordon's Rosemary looked twenty-eight, perhaps, Gordon
looked at least thirty-five But Rosemary had pulled the three whIte hairs out
of her crown yesterday
'Do you love me?' he said
'Adore you, silly'
'I beheve you do It's queer I'm thirty and moth-eaten'
'I don't care'
They began to kiss, then drew hurrIedly apart as they saw two scrawny
upper-middle-class women, In a car that was movmg parallel to theIr own,
observIng them With catty Interest
The fiat off the Edgware Road wasn't too bad It was a dull quarter and
rather a slummy street, but It was convenIent for the centre of London, also It
was qUiet, beIng a blInd alley From the back wmdow (It was a top floor) you
could see the roof of Paddlngton StatIOn Twenty-one and SIX a week,
unfurnIshed One bed, one receptIOn, kItchenette, bath (wIth geyser), and W c
They had got theIr furmture already, most of It on the never-never Ravelston
had gIven them a complete set of crockery for a weddIng present-a very kIndly
thought, that JulIa had gIven them a rather dreadful 'occaslOnal' table,
veneered walnut WIth a scalloped edge Gordon had begged and Implored her
not to gIve them anythIng Poor Juha I Chnstmas had left her utterly broke, a;;
usual, and Aunt Angela's bIrthday had been In March But It would have"
seemed to Juha a kInd of crlIDe against nature to let a weddIng go by WIthout
gIVIng a present God knew what sacrifices she had made to scrape together
thIrty bob for that 'occasIOnal' table. They were sull very short of lInen and
cutlery ThIngs would have to be bought pIecemeal, when they had a few bob
to spare
They ran up the last flIght of stairs In theIr eXCItement to get to the flat It
was all ready to InhabIt They had spent theIr evenmgs for weeks past gettIng
the stuff In It seeemed to them a tremendous adventure to have thts place of
theIr own NeIther of them had ever owned furmture before, they had been
hvmg In furnIshed rooms ever SInce theIr chIldhood As soon as they got InSIde
they made a careful tour of the fiat, checkmg, examInIng, and admIrIng
everythIng as though they dId not know by heart already every Item that was
there They fell Into absurd raptures over each separate stIck of furmture The
double bed WIth the clean sheet ready turned down over the plnk eIderdown I
The lInen and towels stowed away In the chest of drawers' The gateleg table,
the four hard chairs, the two armchaIrs, the dIvan, the bookcase, the red IndIan
rug, the copper coal-scuttle whIch they had pIcked up cheap In the CaledonIan
market' And It was all theIr own, every bIt of It was theIr own-at least, so long
as they dIdn't get behInd Wlth the Instalments' They went mto the kItchenette
EverythIng was ready, down to the mmutest detaIl Gas stove, meat safe,
enamel-topped table, plate rack, saucepans, kettle, SInk basket, mops, &8hcloths-even a tIn of Panshlne, a packet of soapfiakes, and a pound of washmg
soda In a )am-Jar. It was all ready for use, ready for hfe You could have cooked
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a meal In It here and now They stood hand In hand by the enamel-topped
table, admIrmg the VIew of Paddington Statton
'Oh, Gordon, what fun It allIS! To have a place that's really our own and no
landladies InterferIng!'
'What I hke best of alliS to thmk of havIng breakfast together You OpPosIte
me on the other sIde of the table, pOUrIng out coffee How queer It IS' We've
known each other all these years and we've never once had breakfast together '
'Let's cook somethmg now I'm dymg to use those saucepans'
She made some coffee and brought It Into the front room on the red
lacquered tray which they had bought In SelfrIdge's BargaIn Basement
Gordon wandered over to the 'occasIOnal' table by the Window Far below the
mean street was drowned In a haze of sunlIght, as though a glassy yellow sea
had flooded It fathoms deep He laId hIS coffee cup down on the 'occasIOnal'
table
'ThIs IS where we'll put the aspIdIstra,' he said
'Put the what?'
'The aspidIstra '
She laughed He saw that she thought he was Joking, and added 'We must
remember to go out and order It before all the flOrIsts are shut '
'Gordon! You don't mean that';! You aren't really thInkIng of haVIng an
aspIdIstra?'
'Yes, I am We won't let ours get dusty, eIther They sayan old toothbrush IS
the best thIng to clean them WIth '
She had come over to hIS SIde, and she pInched hIs arm
'You aren't serIOus, by any chance, are you?'
'Why shouldn't I be?'
'An aspIdistra! To thInk of haVIng one of those awful depreSSing thIngs In
here! BeSides, where could we put It? I'm not gOIng to have It In thiS room, and
In the bedroom It would be worse Fancy haVIng an aspidistra In one's
bedroom"
'We don't want one In the bedroom Thls IS the place for an aspIdIstra In
the front wmdow, where the people OpposIte can see It '
'Gordon, you are Joking-you must be JokIng"
'No, I'm not I tell you we've got to have an aspIdistra'
'But why?'
'It's the proper thIng to have It's the first thIng one buys after one's
marrIed In fact, It's practically part of the weddIng ceremony'
'Don't be so absurd' I SImply couldn't bear to have one of those thmgs In
here You shall have a geranium If you really must But not an aspIdistra. )
'A geram.um's no good It's an aspIdIstra we want'
'Well, we're not gOIng to have one, that's flat'
'Yes, We are Didn't you promIse to obey me ,ust now?'
JNo, I dId not. We weren't marrIed In church.'
'Oh". well> It's implied In the marrIage serVIce "Love, honour, and obey"
and all that '
(N'O, It isn't Anyway we aren't gomg to have that aspldIstra.'
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'Yes, we are '
'We are not, GordonI'
'Yes'
'No"
'YesI'
'No"
She dId not understand hIm She thought he was merely beIng perverse
They grew heated, and, accordIng to theIr habIt, quarrelled VIolently It was
theIr first quarrel as man and WIfe Half an hour later they went out to the
flOrIst's to order the aspldlstra
But when they were half-way down the first flIght of staIrs Rosemary
stopped short and clutched the banIster Her lIps parted, she looked very queer
for a moment She pressed a hand agaInst her mlddle
'Oh, GordonI'
'What";)'
'I felt It move"
'Felt what move?'
'The baby I felt It move InSIde me '
'You dId";)'
A strange, almost terrIble feelIng, a sort of warm convulSIOn, stIrred In hIS
entraIls For a moment he felt as though he were sexually JOIned to her, but
JOIned In some subtle way that he had never lIDagmed He had paused a step or
two below her He fell on hIS knees, pressed hIS ear to her belly, and lIstened
'1 can't hear anythIng,' he saId at last
'Of course not, sIlly' Not for months yet'
'But I shall be able to hear It later on, shan't P'
'I thInk so You can hear It at seven months, I can feel It at four I thInk that's
how It IS'
'But It really chd move";) You're sure? You really felt It move";)'
'Oh, yes It moved'
For a long tIme he remaIned kneelIng there, hIs head pressed agaInst the
softness of her belly She clasped her hands behmd hIS head and pulled It
closer He could hear nothIng, only the blood drummIng In hIS own ear But
she could not have been nustaken Somewhere In there, 10 the safe, warm,
cushIoned darkness, It was alive and stIrrIng
Well, once agaIn thIngs were happenIng In the Comstock famlly

nineteen
eighty-four

PART I

I
It was a brIght cold day In AprIl, and the clocks were strIklOg thirteen
WInston Smith, hIS chin nuzzled lOto hIS breast In an effort to escape the vIle
WInd, slIpped qUlckly through the glass doors ofVlctory ManSIOns, though not
qUlckly enough to prevent a swul of grItty dust from entenng along WIth hlm
The hallway smelt of boIled cabbage and old rag mats At one end of It a
coloured poster, too large for lOdoor dlsplay, had been tacked to the wall It
depIcted SImply an enormous face, more than a metre WIde the face of a man of
about forty-five, WIth a heavy black moustache and ruggedly handsome
features Wlnston made for the staIrs It was no use trYIng the 11ft Even at the
best of tlmes It was seldom workIng, and at present the electrIC current was cut
off dunng daylIght hours It was part of the economy dnve In preparatIon for
Hate Week The :fiat was seven flIghts up, and WlOston, who was thirty-mne
and had a vancose ulcer above hIS rIght ankle, went slowly, restIng several
tImes on the way On each landmg, OPPosIte the hft-shaft, the poster WIth the
enormous face gazed from the wall It was one of those plctures whlch are so
contrIved that the eyes follow you about when you move BIG BROTHER IS
WATCHING YOU, the captIOn beneath It ran
Inslde the flat a frulty VOIce was readIng out a 11st of figures whIch had
somethIng to do WIth the productIon 'of pig-trOn The VOlce came from an
oblong metal plaque lIke a dulled mIrror whIch formed part of the surface of
the nght-hand wall WInston turned a sWltch and the VOIce sank somewhat,
though the words were stIll dIstInguIshable. The mstrument (the telescreen, It
was called) could be dmuned, but there was no way of shuttIng It off
completely He moved over to the WIndow a smallIsh, fraIl figure, the
meagreness of hIS body merely emphaSIzed by the blue overalls whIch were the
unIform of the Party HIS haIr was very fau, hIS face naturally sangUIne, hIS
skm roughened by coarse soap and blunt razor blades and the cold of the
WInter that had Just ended
OutsIde, even through the shut Window-pane, the world looked cold Down
In the street lIttle eddIes of Wind were whuhng dust and torn paper Into spirals,
and though the sun was shining and the sky a harsh blue, there seemed to be no
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colour 10 anythmg, except the posters that were plastered everywhere The
black-rnoustachlO'd face gazed down from every commandIng corner There
was one on the house-front ImmedIately OPPOSIte BIG BROTHER IS WATCHING
YOU, the captlOn saId, whlle the dark eyes looked deep Into WInston's own
Down at street level another poster, torn at one corner, flapped fitfully In the
w1Od, alternately covenng and uncovenng the SIngle word INSOC In the far
dIstance a hehcopter skImmed down between the roofs, hovered for an Instant
hke a bluebottle, and darted away agaIn WIth a curVIng fl.lght It was the polIce
patrol, snoop1Og Into people's WIndows The patrols dId not matter, however
Only the Thought Pollce mattered
BehInd WInston's back the VOlce from the telescreen was stll1 babbhng away
about pIg-Iron and the overfulfilment of the NInth Three-Year Plan The
telescreen receIved and transmItted SImultaneously Any sound that WInston
made, above the level of a very low whIsper, would be pIcked up by It,
moreover, so long as he remaIned WIthIn the field of VISIon whIch the metal
plaque commanded, he could be seen as well as heard There was of course no
way of knOWIng whether you were beIng watched at any gtven moment How
often, or on what system, the Thought PolIce plugged In on any IndIVIdual
WIre was guesswork It was even conceIvable that they watched everybody all
the tIme But at any rate they could plug In your wIre whenever they wanted to
You had to lIve - dId hve, from habIt that became Instinct -In the assumptlOn
that every sound you made was overheard, and, except In darkness, every
movement scrutInIzed
Wmston kept hIS back turned to the telescreen It was safer, though, as he
well knew, even a back can be revealIng A kIlometre away the MInIstry of
Truth, hIS place of work, towered vast and whIte above the gnmy landscape
Tlus, he thought with a sort of vague dIstaste - thiS was London, chief city of
AuSttlP One, Itself the thIrd most populous of the provmces of OceanIa He
tned to squeeze out some chIldhood memory that should tell hIm whether
London had always been qwte lIke thIS Were there always these vistas of
rottlng mneteenth-century houses, theIr SIdes shored up WIth baulks of
tImber, theIr WIndows patched WIth cardboard and theIr roofs WIth corrugated
Iron, theIr crazy garden walls saggIng In all directlOns? And the bombed SItes
where the plaster dust sWIrled 10 the air and the wIllow--herb straggled over the
heaps of rubble, and the places where the bombs had cleared a larger patch and
there had sprung up sordId colonIes of wooden dwellIngs hke chIcken-houses';>
But It was no use, he could not remember nothIng remaIned of hIS chIldhood
except a series of bright-ht tableaux, occurnng agamst no background and
mostly uruntelhglble.
The MInIstry of Truth-Mmltl'ue, In Newspeak*-was starthngly dIfferent
from any other object in SIght It Was an enormous pyramIdal structure of
ghtt~rmg wrote concrete, soarmg up, terrace after terrace, 300 metres ltlto the
air. From where Winston stood It was Just pOSSIble to read) picked out on its
white face in elegant lettering, the three slogans of the Party
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WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

The Mimstry of Truth contaIned, It was sald, three thousand rooms above
ground level, and correspondIng ramIficatIOns below Scattered about London
there were Just three other buIldIngs of sundar appearance and SIze So
completely dId they dwarf the surroundxng archItecture that from the roof of
Victory ManSions you could see all four of them SImultaneously They were
the homes of the four MInistrIes between which the entIre apparatus of
government was dIVided The Mimstry of Truth, whIch concerned Itself WIth
news, entertaInment, educatIon, and the fine arts The MImstry of Peace,
whIch concerned Itself WIth war The Mlmstry of Love, whlch malntalned law
and order And the Mlmstry of Plenty, whIch was responSible for economIC
affaIrs TheIr names, In Newspeak MInItrue, MInipax, Mlnlluv, and
MImplenty
The MInistry of Love was the really frIghtenIng one There were no
WIndows In It at all WInston had never been InSide the MInistry of Love, nor
Within half a ktlometre of It It was a place tmposslble to enter except on offiCIal
bUSIness, and then only by penetratIng through a maze of barbed-WIre
entanglements, steel doors, and hIdden machme-gun nests Even the streets
leadIng up to Its outer barrIers were roamed by gonlla-faced guards In black
unIforms, armed WIth JOInted truncheons
WInston turned round abruptly He had set hIS features mto the expreSSIOn
of qUIet optImism whIch It was adVisable to wear when facmg the telescreen
He crossed the room mto the tiny kitchen By leavmg the MImstry at thiS tIme
of day he had saCrIficed hIs lunch In the canteen, and he was aware that there
was no food In the kitchen except a hunk of dark-coloured bread whIch had got
to be saved for tomorrow's breakfast. He took down from the shelf a bottle of
colourless bquld With a plaIn whIte label marked VICTORY GIN It gave off a
SIckly, OIly smell, as of Chinese nce-spint Winston poured out nearly a
teacupful, nerved hxmself for a shock, and gulped It down hke a dose of
,mediCine
Instantly rus face turned scarlet and the water ran out of hIS eyes The stuff
was lIke nItrIC aCid, and moreover, In swallOWing It one had the sensatIon of
being rut on the back of the head With a rubber club The next moment,
however, the burmng In hIS belly dIed down and tIle world began to look more
cheerful He took a cigarette from a crumpled packet marked VICTORY
CIGARETTES and IncautIOusly held It upright, whereupon the tobacco fell out on
to the floor With the next he was more successful He went back to the hVIOgroom and sat down at a small table that stood to the left of the telescreen From
the table drawer he took out a penholder, a bottle of mk, and a thIck, quartoSIZed blank book Wlth a red back and a marbled cover
For some reason the telescreen In the hVlng...room was In an unusual
posrtlon. Instead ofbetng placed, as was normal, In the end wall, where it could
command the whole room, It wfs In the longer wall, Opposite the window To
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one sIde of It there was a shallow alcove In whIch WInston was now sIttIng, and
whIch, when the flats were bUIlt, had probably been Intended to hold
bookshelves By sIttIng In the alcove, and keepIng well back, WInston was able
to remaIn outsIde the range of the telescreen, so far as sIght went He could be
heard, of course, but so long as he stayed In hIS present positlOn he could not be
seen It was partly the unusual geography of the room that had suggested to
hIm the thIng that he was now about to do
But It had also been suggested by the book that he had Just taken out of the
drawer I t was a pecuharly beautIful book Its smooth creamy paper, a lIttle
yellowed by age, was of a kInd that had not been manufactured for at least forty
years past He could guess, however, that the book was much older than that
He had seen It lYing In the WIndow of a frowsy lIttle Junk-shop In a slummy
quarter of the town (Just what quarter he dId not now remember) and had been
strIcken unmedlately by an overwhelmIng deSIre to possess It Party members
were supposed not to go Into ordInary shops ('deabng on the free market', It
was called), but the rule was not strIctly kept, because there were varlOus
thIngs, such as shoelaces and razor blades, whIch It was ImpossIble to get hold
of In any other way He had gIven a qUlck glance up and down the street and
then had slIpped InSIde and bought the book for two dollars fifty At the tIme
he was not conscIOUS of wantIng It for any partIcular purpose He had carrIed It
guIltIly home In hIS brIef-case Even WIth nothIng WrItten In It, It was a
compromIsIng possesslOn
The thtng that he was about to do was to open a dIary Thts was not Illegal
(nothIng was Illegal, SInce there were no longer any laws}'l but If detected It was
reasonably certaIn that It would be pumshed by death, or at least by twentyfive years In a forced-labour camp WInston fitted a rub Into the penholder and
sucked It to get the grease off The pen was an archaIC Instrument, seldom used
even for SIgnatures, and he had procured one, furtIvely and WIth some
dJ.fficulty, SImply because of a feehng that the beautIful creamy paper deserved
to be W!1tten on WIth a real nIb mstead of beIng scratched WIth an Ink-pencIl
Actually he was not used to wrItIng by hand Apart from very short notes, It
was usual to chctate everytmng Into the speakwrlte, WhIch was of course
unposslble for hIS present purpose He dIpped the pen Into the Ink and then
faltered for Just a second A tremor had gone through hIS bowels To mark the
paper was the deCISIve act. In small clumsy letters he wrote
Apn14th,1984

He sat back. A sense of com.plete helplessness had descended upon hIm To
begm with, he dId not know WIth any certaInty that thIS was 1984 It must be
round about that date, since he was fall'ly sure that hIS age was thIrty-nIne, and
he belIeved that he had been born 10 1944 or 1945, but It was never pOSSIble
nowadays to pIn down any date WIthIn a year or two
For whom, It suddenly occurred to him to wonder, was he wrItIng thIS
mary? For the future) for the unborn HIS mInd hovered for a moment round
the doubtful date on the page, and then fetched up WIth a bump agamst the
Newspeak word doublethznk. For the first tun; the magmtude of what he had
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undertaken came home to hun How could you commurucate wIth the future';)
It was of Its nature ImpOSSIble EIther the future would resemble the present,
In whIch case It would not hsten to hIm or It would be dIfferent from It, and hIS
predIcament would be meanIngless
For some tIme he sat gaZIng stupIdly at the paper The telescreen had
changed over to strIdent mIlItary mUSIC It was CUrIOUS that he seemed not
merely to have lost the power of expressIng hImself, but even to have forgotten
what It was that he had OrIgInally Intended to say For weeks past he had been
makIng ready for thIS moment, and It had never crossed hIS nund that anythIng
would be needed except courage The actual wrItIng would be easy All he had
to do was to transfer to paper the mterIIllnable restless monologue that had
been runmng InSIde hIS head, lIterally for years At thIs moment, however,
even the monologue had drIed Up Moreover hIS varIcose ulcer had begun
ItchIng unbearably He dared not scratch It, because If he dId so It always
became Inflamed The seconds were tIckmg by He was conSCIOUS of nothIng
except the blankness of the page In front of hun, the Itchmg of the skIn above
hIS ankle, the blanng of the mUSIC, and a slIght boozmess caused by the gIn
Suddenly he began WrItIng In sheer PanIC, only Imperfectly aware of what he
was settIng down HIS small but chIldIsh handwrItIng straggled up and down
the page, sheddIng first ItS capItal letters and finally even Its full stops.
AprIl 4th, 1984 Last mght to the flIcks All war films One very good one of a ShIP full of
refugees being bombed somewhere In the Mediterranean Audience much amused by shots of a
great huge fat man trymg to SWIm away With a helIcopter after hIm, first you saw hllll wallowmg
along In the water lIke a porpOlse, then you saw hlm through the heltcopters gunslghts, then he was
full of holes and the sea round hIm turned pmk and he sank as suddenly as though the holes had let
In the water audIence shoutIng WIth laughter when he sank then you saw a hfeboat full of chIldren
WIth a hehcopter hovermg over It there was a mIddle-aged woman mIght have been a Jewess
Sitong up In the bow With a lIttle boy about three years old In her arms httle boy screamIng With
fnght and hIdIng lus head between her breasts as If he was tryIng to burrow nght Into her and the
woman PUttIng her arms round rum and comfOrtIng hIm although she was blue WIth fnght herself,
all the tIme covermg hIm up as much as pOSSIble as If she thought her arms could keep the bullets
off hIm dlen the hehcopter planted a 20 kIlo bomb m among them terrdic flash and the boat went
all to matchwood then there was a wonderful shot of a cruld's arm gomg up up up rIght up mto the
aIr a helIcopter With a camera In Its nose must have followed It up and there was a lot of applause
from the party seats but a woman down In the prole part of the house suddenly started kickIng up a
fuss and shoutmg they dIdnt oughter of showed It not In front ofktds they dtdnt It amt nght not m
front of kids It amt untIl the pollce turned her tumed her out 1 dont suppose anythmg happened to
her nobody cares what the proles say typical prole reactIon they never-

WInston stopped wrItmg, pardy because he was suffenng from cramp He
dId not know what had made htm pour out this stream of rubbIsh. But the
curlous tlung was that wlule he was domg so a totally dIfferent memory had
clarIfied Itself In lus mind, to the point where he almost felt equal to wrIting It
down It was, he now realIzed, because of dus other InCIdent that he had
suddenly deCIded to come home and begm the dIary today.
It had happened that mornIng at the MIrustry, If anything so nebulous could
be sald to happen
It was nearly eleven hundred, and In the Records Department, where
WIDston worked, they were draggmg the chalrs out of the cubIcles and
it
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group1Og them In the centre of the hall OppOSIte the bIg telescreen, In
, preparatIon for the Two MInutes Hate WInston was Just takIng hIS place In
one of the mIddle rows when two people whom he knew by SIght, but had
never spoken to, came unexpectedly mto the room One of them was a gIrl
whom he often passed In the corrIdors He dId not know her name,
but he knew that she worked m the FIctIOn Department PresumablY SInce he had sometImes seen her WIth OIly hands and carrYIng a spanner - she
had some mechamcal Job on one of the novel-WrItIng machmes She was a
bold-Iookmg gIrl, of about twenty-seven, WIth thIck dark haIr, a freckled face,
and SWIft, athletIc movements A narrow scarlet sash, emblem of the Jumor
AntI-Sex League, was wound several tImes round the waIst of her overalls, Just
tIghtly enough to brIng out the shapelIness of her hIPS WInston had dIslIked
her from the very first moment of seemg her He knew the reason It was
because of the atmosphere of hockey-fields and cold baths and communIty
hIkes and general c1ean-mIndedness whIch she managed to carry about WIth
her He dIslIked nearly all women, and espeCIally the young and pretty ones It
was always the women, and above all the young ones, who were the most
bIgoted adherents of the Party, the swallowers of slogans, the amateur sp1es
and nosers-out of unorthodoxy But thIS partIcular gtrl gave hun the
ImpreSSIOn of beIng more dangerous than most Once when they passed 1n the
corrIdor she had gIven hIm a qU1ck SIdelong glance whIch seemed to pIerce
rIght 1Oto hIm and for a moment had filled hIm WIth black terror The Idea had
even crossed hIS mInd that she mIght be an agent of the Thought Pohce That,
It was true, was very unhkely StIll, he contInued to feel a pecubar uneaSIness,
whIch had fear mIxed up In It as well as hostthty, whenever she was anywhere
near hIm
The other person was a man named O'BrIen, a member of the Inner Party
and holder of some post so Important and remote that WInston had only a dIm
Idea of ItS nature A momentary hush passed over the group of people round
the chatrs as they saw the black overalls of an Inner Party member
approacrung O'BrIen was a large, burly man WIth a thIck neck and a coarse,
humorous, brutal face In spIte of hIS formldable appearance he had a certaIn
charm of manner He had a trIck of resettlJng hIS spectacles on hIS nose whIch
was curIously dIsarmIng -In some Indefinable way, curIously civIhzed It was a
gesture whIch, If anyone had stul thought In such terms, mIght have recalled
an eIghteenth-century nobleman offerIng hIS snuffbox WInston had seen
O'Bnen perhaps a dozen tlmes In almost as many years He felt deeply drawn
to hIm, and not solely because he was IntrIgued by the contrast between
O'Bnen's urbane manner and hIS prIze-fighter's phYSIque Much more It was
because of a secretly held behef - or perhaps not even a beltef, merely a hope that 01Bneo's pohtlcal orthodoxy Was oot perfect SomethIng In hIS face
suggested it lrreslsnbly And again, perhaps It was not even unorthodoxy that
was wrttten m hiS face, but snnply Iotelhgence But at any rate he had the
appearance of being a person that you could talk to If somehow you could cheat
the telescreen and get hun alone Wmston had never made the smallest effort to
verify this guess: Indeed, there was no way of dOIng so At thiS moment
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O'BrIen glanced at hIS WrIst-watch, saw that It was nearly eleven hundred, and
eVidently decIded to stay In the Records Department untIl the Two MInutes
Hate was over He took a chaIr In the same row as WInston, a couple of places
away A small, sandy-haIred woman who worked m the next cubIcle to
WInston was between them The gIrl WIth dark haIr was SIttIng ImmedIately
behInd
The next moment a hIdeous, grIndIng speech, as of some monstrous
machIne runmng Without 011, burst from the bIg telescreen at the end of the
room It was a nOIse that set one's teeth on edge and brIstled the haIr at the
back of one's neck The Hate had started
As usual, the face of Emmanuel GoldsteIn, the Enemy of the People, had
flashed on to the screen There were hIsses here and there among the audIence
The httIe sandy-haIred woman gave a squeak of mIngled fear and dISgust
GoldsteIn was the renegade and backslIder who once, long ago (how long ago,
nobody qUIte remembered), had been one of the leadIng figures of the Party,
almost on a level WIth BIg Brother himself, and then had engaged In counterrevolutIonary actIVItIes, had been condemned to death, and had mystenously
escaped and dIsappeared The programmes of the Two MInutes Hate varIed
from day to day, but there was none In whIch Goldstem was not the prInCIpal
figure He was the pnmal traItor, the earlIest defiler of the Party's purIty All
subsequent crImes agru.nst the Party, all treacherIes, acts of sabotage, hereSIes,
deVIatIOns, sprang dIrectly out of hIS teachmg Somewhere or other he was stIll
alIve and hatching hIS conspIracIes perhaps somewhere beyond the sea, under
the protectIon of hIS foreIgn paymasters, perhaps even-so It was occaslOnally
rumoured - In some hIdIng-place In OceanIa Itself
WInston's dIaphragm was constrIcted He could never see the face of
GoldsteIn Without a painful mIxture of emotions It was a lean Jewish face,
With a great fuzzy aureole of whIte hatr and a small goatee beard - a clever face,
and yet somehow Inherently despIcable, With a kmd of semle SIllIness In the
long thin nose, near the end of WhICh a patr of spectacles was perched It
resembled the face of a sheep, and the VOIce, too, had a sheep-lIke quahty
Goldstein was dehvermg rus usual venomous attack upon the doctrInes of the
Party - an attack so exaggerated and perverse that a chIld should have been
able to see through It, and yet Just plaUSIble enough to fill one WIth an alarmed
feehng that other people, less level-headed than oneself, mIght be taken In by
It He was abusmg BIg Brother, he was denounCIng the dIctatorship of the
Party, he was demandIng the Immediate conclUSIon of peace With EuraSIa, he
was advocatmg freedom of speech, freedom of the Press, freedom of assembly,
freedom of thought, he was cryIng hysteIlcally that the revolutIOn had been
betrayed - and all thIS In rapId polysyllabIC speech WhICh was a sort of parody
of the habItual style of the orators of the Party, and even contaIned Newspeak
words more Newspeak words, Indeed, than Rn¥ Party member would
normally use In real hfe And all the whIle, lest one should be In any doubt as to
the reality wluch GoldsteIn's specious claptrap covered, behInd hIs bead on
the telescreen there marched the endless columns of the EuraSIan army - row
after row of sohd-Iooktng men WIth expressionless ASiatiC faces, who swam up
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to the surface of the screen and vanIshed, to be replaced by others exactly
SImIlar The dull rhythmIC tramp of the soldIers' boots formed the background
to GoldsteIn's bleatIng VOIce
Before the Hate had proceeded for thIrty seconds, uncontrollable
exclamatIOns of rage were breakIng out from half the people In the room The
self-satIsfied sheep-lIke face on the screen, and the terrIfYIng power of the
EuraSIan army behInd It, were too much to be borne beSIdes, the SIght or even
the thought of GoldsteIn produced fear and anger automatIcally He was an
object of hatred more constant than eIther EuraSIa or EastasIa, SInce when
Ocearua was at war WIth one of these Powers It was generally at peace WIth the
other But what was strange was that although GoldsteIn was hated and
despIsed by everybody, although every day and a thousand tImes a day, on
platforms, on the telescreen, In newspapers, In books, hIS theOrIes were
refuted, smashed, rIdIculed, held up to the general gaze for the pItIful rubbIsh
that they were - m spIte of all thIS, hIS Influence never seemed to grow less
Always there were fresh dupes waItIng to be seduced by hIm A day never
passed when spIes and saboteurs actIng under his dIrectIOns were not
unmasked by the Thought PolIce He was the commander of a vast shadowy
army, an underground network of conspIrators dedIcated to the overthrow of
the State The Brotherhood, ItS name was supposed to be There were also
whispered stories of a terrIble book, a compendIum of all the hereSIes, of WhICh
Goldstem was the author and WhICh CIrculated clandestInely here and there It
was a book WIthout a tItle People referred to It, If at all, SImply as the book But
one knew of such thIngs only through vague rumours NeIther the
Brotherhood nor the book was a subject that any ordInary Party member would
mentIOn If there was a way of aVOIdIng It
In Its second mInute the Hate rose to a frenzy People were leapIng up and
down In their places and shoutIng at the tops of theIr VOIces In an effort to
drown the maddemng bleatIng vOice that came from the screen The httle
sandy-haIred woman had turned brIght pInk, and her mouth was openIng and
shuttIng lIke that of a landed fish Even O'BrIen's heavy face was flushed He
was SItting very straIght m hIS chaIr, hIS powerful chest swellIng and qUIverIng
as though he were standtng up to the assault of a wave The dark-haIred glIl
behInd WInston had begun crYIng out 'SWIne' SWIne' SWIne" and suddenly
she pIcked up a heavy Newspeak dIctIonary and flung It at the screen It struck
GoldsteIn's nose and bounced off; the VOIce contInued Inexorably In a lUCId
moment WInston found that he was shoutIng WIth the others and kIckIng hIS
heel VIOlently agatnst the rung of hIS charr The hornble thIng about the Two
Minutes Hate was not that one was obbged to act a part, but, on the contrary,
that It was unposslble to aVOId J01l11D.g in. Within thIrty seconds any pretence
was always unnecessary. A hIdeous ecstasy offe-ar and VIndictIVeneSs, a deSIre
to loll, to torture, to sIQ,Qs-h faces In With a sledge-hammer, seemed to flow
through the whole group of people hl%e an oleetriQ current, turnIng one even
again.st one's WJ.lI into a grimaC1ng, scr~g lunatIC. And yet the rage that
one felt 'WaS aD abstract'). uudbee1l'ed emou~ whIch could be SWItched from one
bbj.e« t~ aqQ'~* tAEStlame ofabloWiamp Thus~ at Onelll()ment Wmston's
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hatred was not turned agamst GoldsteIn at all, but, on the contrary, agaInst BIg
Brother, the Party, and the Thought PolIce, and at such moments hIS heart
went out to the lonely, derIded heretIC on the screen, sole guardIan of truth and
samty In a world of lIes And yet the very next mstant he was at one wIth the
people about h11I1., and all that was saId of Goldstem seemed to hIm to be true
At those moments hIS secret loathIng of BIg Brother changed Into adoratIon,
and BIg Brother seemed to tower up, an InvInCIble, fearless protector, standIng
lIke a rock agaInst the hordes of ASIa, and GoldsteIn, In spIte of hIS IsolatIOn,
hIS helplessness, and the doubt that hung about rus very eXIstence, seemed lIke
some SInIster enchanter, capable by the mere power of hIS VOIce of wrecking
the structure of CIVIlIzatIOn
It was even pOSSIble, at moments, to SWItch one's hatred thIS way 01 that by a
voluntary act Suddenly, by the sort of vlOlent effort WIth whIch one wrenches
one's head away from the pIllow In a mghtmare, WInston succeeded In
transferrIng hIS hatred from the face on the screen to the dark-haIred girl
behInd hnn VIVId, beautIful hallucmatIons flashed through hIS mInd He
would flog her to death WIth a rubber truncheon He would tle her naked to a
stake and shoot her full of arrows lIke SaInt SebastIan He would raVIsh her
and cut her throat at the moment of clImax Better than before, moreover, he
realIzed why It was that he hated her He hated her because she was young and
pretty and sexless, because he wanted to go to bed WIth her and would never do
so, because round her sweet supple waIst, whIch seemed to ask you to enCIrcle
It WIth your arm~ there was only the OdIOUS scarlet sash, aggressIve symbol of
chastIty
The Hate rose to ItS clImax The VOIce of Goldstem had become an actual
sheep's bleat, and for an Instant the face changed mto that of a sheep Then the
sheep-face melted Into the figure of a EuraSIan soldIer who seemed to be
advanCIng, huge and ternble, hIS sub-maclune gun roanng, and seemmg to
spnng out of the surface of the screen, so that some of the people In the front
row actually flInched backwards In theIr seats But In the same moment,
drawing a deep SIgh of rellef from everybody, the hostIle figure melted Into the
face of BIg Brother, black-haIred, black-moustachlo'd, full of power and
mysterIous calm, and so vast that It almost filled up the screen Nobody heard
what BIg Brother was sayIng It was merely a few words of encouragement, the
sort of words that are uttered In the dIn of battle, not dIStInguIshable
IndIVIdually but restorIng confidence by the fact of beIng spoken Then the
face of BIg Brother faded away agaIn, and Instead the three slogans of the Party
stood out In bold capItals
WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

But the face of BIg Brother seemed to persist for several seconds on the
screen, as though the unpact that It had mad.e on everyone's eyeballs was too
VIVld to wear off ImmedIately The little sandy..halred woman had flung herself
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forward over the back of the chaIr In front of her WIth a tremulous murmur
that sounded lIke 'My SaVIOur" she extended her arms towards the screen
Then she burled her face In her hands It was apparent that she was utterIng a
prayer
At thIS moment the entIre group of people broke Into a deep, slow,
B-BI
B-B" -over and over agaIn, very slowly,
rhythmIcal chantof'B-B'
WIth a long pause between the first 'B' and the second - a heavy, murmurous
sound, somehow cUrIously savage, In the background of whIch one seemed to
hear the stamp of naked feet and the throbbIng of tom-toms For perhaps as
much as thIrty seconds they kept It up It was a refraIn that was often heard In
moments of overwhelmIng emotIOn Partly It was a sort of hymn to the WIsdom
and maJesty of BIg Brother, but stIll more It was an act of self-hypnosIs, a
dehberate drownIng of conSCIousness by means of rhythmIC nOIse WInston's
entraIls seemed to grow cold In the Two MInutes Hate he could not help
sharmg In the general dehrlum, but thIS sub-human chantIng of 'B-B'
B-BI' always filled hIm WIth horror Of course he chanted WIth the rest It was
ImpOSSIble to do otherWIse To dIssemble your feehngs, to control your face, to
do what everyone else was dOIng, was an InstInctIVe reactIOn But there was a
space of a couple of seconds dUrIng whIch the expreSSIon In hIS eyes mIght
conceIvably have betrayed hIm And It was exactly at thIS moment that the
sIgmficant thIng happened - If, Indeed, It dId happen
MomentarIly he caught O'BrIen's eye O'BrIen had stood up He had taken
off hIS spectacles and was In the act of resettlIng them on hIS nose WIth hIS
characterIstIC gesture But there was a fractIOn of a second when theIr eyes met,
and for as long as It took to happen WInston knew-yes, he knew'-that O'BrIen
was thInkIng the same thIng as himself An unmIstakable message had passed
It was as though theIr two mInds had opened and the thoughts were flOWIng
from one Into the other through theIr eyes '1 am WIth you,' O'BrIen seemed to
be saYIng to him '1 know preCisely what you are feelIng I know all about your
contempt, your hatred, your dISgust But don't worry, I am on your sIde" And
then the flash of IntellIgence was gone, and O'BrIen's face was as Inscrutable as
everybody else's
That was all, and he was already uncertaIn whether It had happened Such
InCIdents never had any sequel All that they dId was to keep alIve In hIm the
bebef, or hope, that others beSIdes hImself were the enemIes of the Party
Perhaps the rumours of vast underground consplIacies were true after
all-perhaps the Brotherhood really eXIsted) It was ImpOSSIble, In spIte of the
endless arrests and confeSSIOns and executIons, to be sure that the Brotherhood
was not Simply a myth Some days he beheved In It, some days not There was
~no evidence, only fleettng glimpses that mIght mean anything or nothIng
snatches of overheard conversatlOn faInt SCrIbbles on lavatory walls-once,
even, when two strangers met, a small movement of the hand whIch had looked
as though It rmght be a SIgnal of recogmtIon It was all guesswork very bkely
he had :imaglned everything He had gone back to his cubicle WIthout lookmg
at O?Brien agam. The Idea of folloWIng up their momentary contact hardly
crossed Ius mind. It WQuld have been inconceIvably dangerous even If he had
j
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known how to set about dOIng It For a second, two seconds, they had
exchanged an equIvocal glance, and that was the end of the story But even that
was a memorable event, In the locked lonelIness In WhIch one had to lIve
WInston roused hImself and sat up straIghter He let out a belch The gIn
was rISIng from hIS stomach
HIS eyes re-focused on the page He discovered that wlule he sat helplessly
musIng he had also been WrItIng, as though by automatIC actIon And It was no
longer the same cramped, awkward handwrItIng as before HIS pen had slId
voluptuously over the smooth paper, prIntIng In large neat capItalsDOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER
DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER

over and over agaIn, fillmg half a page
He could not help feelIng a tWInge of paruc It was absurd, SInce the wrItmg
of those partIcular words was not more dangerous than the InItIal act of
operung the dIary, but for a moment he was tempted to tear out the spOIled
pages and abandon the enterprIse altogether
He dId not do so, however, because he knew that It was useless Whether he
wrote DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER, or whether he refraIned from wrItIng It, made
no dIfference Whether he went on WIth the dIary, or whether he dId not go on
WIth It, made no dIfference The Thought PolIce would get hun Just the same
He had commItted-would stIll have commItted, even If he had never set pen to
paper-the essentIal crIme that contaIned all others In Itself Thoughtcnme,
they called It Thoughtcrime was not a thmg that could be concealed for ever
You mIght dodge successfully for a will.1e, even for years, but sooner or later
they were bound to get you
It was always at rught-the arrests InvarIably happened at rught The sudden
Jerk out of sleep, the rough hand shaking your shoulder, the hghts glarmg In
your eyes, the nng of hard faces round the bed In the vast majorIty of cases
there was no trIal, no report of the arrest People sunply dIsappeared, always
durIng the mght Your name was removed from the reglsters, every record of
everythmg you had ever done was WIped out, your one-tune eXIstence was
demed and then forgotten You were abolIshed, annIhIlated vaponzed was the
usual word
For a moment he was seIzed by a kmd of hysterIa He began wrItIng In a
\
hurrIed untIdy scrawl
theyll shoot me 1 dont care theyll shoot me In the back of the neck 1 dont care down Wlth blg
brother they always shoot you In the back of the neck 1 dont care down WIth bIg brother-

-

He sat back m lus chatr, slIghtly ashamed ofhunself, and laId down the pen
The next moment he started violently. There was a knockIng at the door

754

Nzneteen Ezghty-Four

Already' He sat as stIll as a mouse, In the futtle hope that whoever It was
mIght go away after a sIngle attempt But no, the knockIng was repeated The
worst thIng of all would be to delay HIS heart was thumpIng lIke a drum, but
hIS face, from long habIt, was probably expressIOnless He got up and moved
heavIly towards the door

2
As he put hIS hand to the door-knob WInston saw that he had left the dIary
open on the table DOWN WITH BIG BROTHER was wrItten over It, In letters almost
bIg enough to be legIble across the room It was an InconceIvably stupId thIng
to have done But, he realIzed, even In hIs panIC he had not wanted to smudge
the creamy paper by shuttIng the book whtle the Ink was wet
He drew In hIs breath and opened the door Instantly a warm wave of relIef
flowed through hIm A colourless, crushed-Iookmg woman, WIth WISPY haIr
and a lIned face, was standIng outsIde
'Oh, comrade,' she began In a dreary, whInIng sort of VOlce, 'I thought I
heard you come In Do you thInk you could come across and have a look at our
kItchen smk? It's got blocked up and-'
It was Mrs Parsons, the WIfe ofa neIghbour on the same floor ('Mrs' was a
word somewhat dIscountenanced by the Party-you were supposed to call
everyone 'comrade'-but WIth some women one used It Insnnctively) She was
a woman of about thtrty, but lookIng much older One had the ImpreSSIon that
there was dust In the creases of her face WInston followed her down the
passage These amateur repaIr Jobs were an almost dally IrrItatIOn VIctory
ManSIons were old fiats, buIlt In 1930 or thereabouts, and were fallIng to
pIeces The plaster flaked constantly from ceIhngs and walls, the pIpes burst In
every hard frost, the roof leaked whenever there was snow, the heatIng system
was usually runnIng at half steam when It was not closed down altogether from
motIves of economy Repmrs, except what you could do for yourself, had to be
sanctIoned by remote committees whIch were lIable to hold up even the
mendIng of a Window-pane for two years
'Of course It's only because Tom Isn't home,' saId Mrs Parsons vaguely
The Parsons' flat was bIgger than Winston's, and dingy In a chfferent way.
Everyttung had a battered, trampled..on look, as though the place had Just been
VIsited by some large VIolent arumal Games Impedimenta-hockey-sticks,
bOlOng-gloves, a burst football, a paIr of sweaty shorts turned InSIde out-lay
all over the floor, and on the table there was a htter of dirty dishes and dogeared
exerCIse-books On the walls were scarlet banners of the Youth League and the
Sple$, and a full-Sized poster of BIg Brother There was the usual bolledcabbage smell, common to the whole buddIng, but It was shot through by a
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sharper reek of sweat, whIch-one knew thIS at the first smff, though It was hard
to say how-was the sweat of some person not present at the moment In
another room someone WIth a comb and a piece of toIlet paper was trymg to
keep tune WIth the mIlItary mUSIc WhIch was St111ISsUlng from the telescreen
'It's the chIldren,' saId Mrs Parsons, castIng a half-apprehensIve glance at
the door 'They haven't been out today And of course-'
She had a habIt ofbreaktng off her sentences In the mIddle The kitchen sInk
was full nearly to the brIm WIth filthy greemsh water WhICh smelt worse than
ever of cabbage WInston knelt down and examIned the angle-Jomt of the pIpe
He hated USIng hIS hands, and he hated bendmg down, wmch was always lIable
to start rum coughIng Mrs Parsons looked on helplessly
'Of course If Tom was home he'd put It rIght m a moment,' she saId 'He
loves anythIng hke that He's ever so good WIth rus hands, Tom IS '
Parsons was WInston's fellow employee at the MInIstry of Truth He was a
fattIsh but actIve man of paralysIng stupIdIty, a mass of ImbecIle
enthusIasms-one of those completely unquestlOmng, devoted drudges on
whom, more even than on the Thought PolIce, the stabIlIty of the Party
depended At trurty-five he had Just been unwIllIngly eVIcted from the Youth
League, and before graduatIng Into the Youth League he had managed to stay
on In the SpIes for a year beyond the statutory age At the MIDlstry he was
employed In some subordInate post for which IntellIgence was not requIred,
but on the other hand he was a leadIng figure on the Sports CommIttee and all
the other commIttees engaged In organIzIng commumty hIkes, spontaneous
demonstratIons, saVIngs campaIgns, and voluntary actiVItIes generally He
would Inform you WIth qUIet prIde, between whIffs of hIS pIpe, that he had put
In an appearance at the Commumty Centre every evenmg for the past four
years An overpowerIng smell of sweat, a sort of unconSCIOUS testImony to the
strenuousness of hIS hfe, followed hIm about wherever he went, and even
remaIned behInd hIm after he had gone
'Have you got a spanner" saId Wmston, fiddlIng WIth the nut on the angleJOInt
'A spanner,' saId Mrs Parsons, ImmedIately becomIng Invertebrate 'I don't
know, I'm sure Perhaps the children-'
There was a tramplIng of boots and another blast on the comb as the
chIldren charged mto the hVlng-room Mrs Parsons brought the spanner
WInston let out the water and dIsgustedly removed the clot of human haIr that
had blocked up the pIpe He cleaned hIS fingers as best he could In the cold
water from the tap and went back Into the other room
'Up WIth your hands" yelled a savage VOIce
A handsome, tough-lookIng boy of nIne had popped up from behInd the
table and was menaCIng hIm WIth a toy automatIc pIstol, whIle hIS small sIster,
about two years younger, made the same gesture with a fragment of wood
Both of them were dressed In the blue shorts, grey shIrts, and red neckerchIefs
whIch were the uniform of the SpIes Wmston raIsed lus hands above his head,
but WIth an uneasy feelmg, so ViCIOUS was the boy's demeanour, that It was not
altogether a game
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'You're a
yelled the boy 'You're a thought-Crlmlnal l You're a
EuraSIan spyl I'll shoot you, I'll vap0rlze you, I'll send you to the salt mInes"
Suddenly they were both leapIng round hIm, shoutIng 'TraItor I , and
'Thought-CrImInal" the httle gIrilIDitating her brother In every movement It
was somehow shghtly frIghtenIng, hke the gambolhng of tIger cubs whIch WIll
soon grow up Into man-eaters There was a sort of calculatIng ferOCIty In the
boy's eye, a qUIte eVIdent desne to hIt or kICk WInston and a conSCIOusness of
beIng very nearly bIg enough to do so It was a good Job It was not a real pIstol
he was holdlng, WInston thought
Mrs Parsons' eyes flItted nervously from WInston to the cruldren, and back
agaln In the better 11ght of the hVIng-room he notIced WIth Interest that there
actually was dust In the creases of her face
'They do get so nOISY,' she sald 'They're dIsappOInted because they
couldn't go to see the hanging, that's what It IS I'm too busy to take them, and
Tom won't be back from work In tIme'
'Why can't we go and see the hangmg';>' roared the boy In hIS huge VOIce
'Want to see the hanglngl Want to see the hangIng" chanted the lIttle gIrl,
stIll capermg round
Some EuraSIan pnsoners, gullty of war CrImes, were to be hanged In the
Park that evenIng, WInston remembered ThIS happened about once a month,
and was a popular spectacle ChIldren always clamoured to be taken to see It
He took rus leave of Mrs Parsons and made for the door But he had not gone
SIX steps down the passage when somethmg hIt the back of hIS neck an
agoruzmgly painful blow It was as though a red-hot WIre had been Jabbed Into
hIm He spun round Just In ome to see Mrs Parsons draggIng her son back Into
the doorway whIle the boy pocketed a catapult
'GoldsteInI' bellowed the boy as the door closed on hIm But what most
struck Wmston was the look of helpless frIght on the woman's greYIsh face
Back In the fiat he stepped qUIckly past the telescreen and sat down at the
table agaUl, stIll rubbIng hIS neck. The mUSIC from the telescreen had stopped
Instead, a clIpped mIlItary VOIce was readIng out, WIth a sort of brutal rehsh, a
descrIptIon of the armaments of the new Floatmg Fortress wlnch had Just been
anchored between Iceland and the Faroe Islands
WIth those chIldren, he thought, that wretched woman must lead a life of
terror Another year, two years, and they would be watchIng her nIght and day
for symptoms of unorthodoxy. Neady all chIldren nowadays were horrIble
What was worst of all was that by means of such organIzatIons as the SpIes they
were systemaocally turned Into ungovernable lIttle savages, and yet thIS
produced In them no tendency whatever to rebel agaInst the dISCIplIne of the
Party. On the contrary, they adored the Party and everythtng connected WIth
It. The songs" the proceSSIons, the banners, the hIking, the drIllIng WIth
dummy rUles, the yellmg of slogans, the worshIp of BIg Brother-It was all a
sort of_glo!ious game to them. All thelr ferOCIty was turned outwards, agaInst
the enemles of the State, agaInst forelgners, traItors, saboteurs, thoughtcdmlllals. It was almost normal for people over tlnrty to be frIghtened of theIr
own cluldten And wlth good reason, for hardly a week passed In wlnch The
traitor P
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sneak-'chlld hero' was the phrase generally used-had overheard some
compromISIng remark and denounced Its parents to the Thought Pollce
The stIng of the catapult bullet had worn off He pIcked up hIS pen halfheartedly, wonderIng whether he could find somethmg more to WrIte In the
dIary Suddenly he began thInkIng of O'BrIen agam
Years ago-how long was It? Seven years It must be-he had dreamed that he
was walkIng through a pItch-dark room And someone sIttmg to one SIde of
hIm had saId as he passed 'We shall meet m the place where there IS no
darkness' It was saId very qUIetly, almost casually-a statement, not a
command He had walked on WIthout pausIng What was CUrIOUS was that at
the tIme, In the dream, the words had not made much ImpreSSIOn on hIm It
was only later and by degrees that they had seemed to take on sIgmficance He
could not now remember whether It was before or after havmg the dl earn that
he had seen O'BrIen for the first tIme, nor could he remember when he had
first IdentIfied the VOIce as O'BrIen's But at any rate the IdentIficatIOn eXIsted
It was O'BrIen who had spoken to hIm out of the dark
WInston had never been able to feel sure-even after thIS mornmg's flash of
the eyes It was stIll ImpOSSIble to be sure-whether O'BrIen was a frIend or an
enemy Nor dId It even seem to matter greatly There was a lmk of
understandIng between them, more Important than affectIon or partIsanshIp
'We shall meet In the place where there IS no darkness,' he had saId WInston
dId not know what It meant, only that In some way or another It would come
true
The VOIce from the telescreen paused A trumpet call, clear and beautIful,
floated Into the stagnant aIr The VOIce contInued raspIngly
'AttentIOn' Your attentIOn, please! A newsflash has thIS moment arrIved
from the Malabar front Our forces In South IndIa have won a glOrIOUS VIctory
I am authOrIzed to say that the actIon we are now reportIng may well brIng the
war WithIn measurable dIstance of ItS end Here IS the newsflash-'
Bad news comIng, thought WInston And sure enough, follOWIng on a gory
desc!1pUon of the anOlhllation of a EuraSIan army, WIth stupendous figures of
kIlled and prIsoners, came the announcement that, as from next week, the
chocolate ratIOn would be reduced from thIrty grammes to twenty
WInston belched agaIn The gIn was wearmg off, leaVIng a deflated feehng
The telescreen-perhaps to celebrate the vIctory, perhaps to drown the
memory of the lost chocolate-crashed Into 'OceanIa, 'tIS for thee' You were
supposed to stand to attentIon However, m hIS present pOSItIOn he was
InVISIble
'Oceama, 'tIS for thee' gave way to lIghter mUSIC WInston walked over to the
Window, keepIng rus back to the telescreen The day was stIll cold and clear.
Somewhere far away a rocket bomb exploded With a dull, reverberatIng roar
About twenty or thirty of them a week were falbng on London at present
Down In the street the WInd flapped the torn poster to and fro, and the word
INGSOC fitfully appeared and vanlshed lngsoc The sacred prlnclples of
Ingsoc Newspeak, doublethlnk, the mutabIlIty of the past He felt as though
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he were wanderIng In the forests of the sea bottom, lost In a monstrous world
where he hlffiselfwas the monster He was alone The past was dead, the future
was unllnaglnable What certaInty had he that a sIngle human creature now
hVIng was on hIS sIde";) And what way of knowIng that the domInIon of the
Party would not endure for ever? LIke an answer, the three slogans on the
whIte face of the MImstry of Truth came back to hIm
WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

He took a twenty-five cent pIece out of hIS pocket There, too, In tIny clear
lettel'lng, the same slogans were InscrIbed, and on the other face of the COIn the
head of BIg Brother Even from the COIn the eyes pursued you On COIns, on
stamps, on the covers of books, on banners, on posters, and on the wrappIngs
of a CIgarette packet-everywhere Always the eyes watchIng you and the VOIce
envelopIng you Asleep or awake, workIng or eatIng, Indoors or out of doors, In
the bath or In bed-no escape NothIng was your own except the few CUbIC
centlmetres InSide your skull
The sun had shIfted round, and the mynad WIndows of the MmIstry of
Truth, WIth the 11ght no longer shImng on them, looked grIm as the loopholes
of a fortress HIS heart quaIled before the enormous pyramIdal shape It was
too strong, It could not be stormed A thousand rocket bombs would not batter
It down He wondered agaIn for whom he was wrItIng the dIary For the future,
for the past-for an age that mIght be Imagtnary And In front of hIm there lay
not death but anmhIlation The dIary would be reduced to ashes and htmselfto
vapour Only the Thought PolIce would read what he had wntten, before they
Wiped It out of eXIstence and out of memory How could you make appeal to
the future when not a trace of you, not even an anonymous word SCrIbbled on a
pIece of paper, could phYSIcally survIve?
The telescreen struck fourteen He must leave m ten minutes He had to be
back at work by fourteen-thirty
Cunously, the chuning of the hour seemed to have put new heart Into htm
He was a lonely ghost utterIng a truth that nobody would ever hear But so
long as he uttered it, in some obscure way the contmU1ty was not broken It
was not by making yourself heard but by staYIng sane that you carrIed on the
human herItage He went back to the table, dipped lus pen, and wrote
To the future or to the past, to a ttme when thought IS free, when men are different from one
another ~d do not hve alone-to a tune when truth exIstS and what IS done cannot be undone
From the age ofUlllfomuty, from the age of sohtude, from the age of BIg Brother, from the age
of doublerhlnk-greetmgsl

He was already dead, he reflected. It seemed to hun that It was only now,

when he had begun to be able to formulate hIS thoughts, that he had taken the
~ step.
~te:

The consequences of every act are Included m the act itself. He
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Thoughtcnme does not entad death thoughtcT1.me IS death

Now he had recogruzed hImself as a dead man It became Important to stay
alIve as long as possIble Two fingers of hIS rIght hand were mkstamed It was
exactly the kInd of detaIl that mIght betray you Some nosmg zealot In the
MInIstry (a woman, probably someone hke the httle sandy-haIred woman or
the dark-hatred gIrl from the FIctIOn Department) mIght start wonderIng why
he had been wntmg dunng the lunch mterval, why he had used an oldfashIOned pen, what he had been wrItmg-and then drop a hInt In the
approprIate quarter He went to the bathroom and carefully scrubbed the Ink
away WIth the grItty dark-brown soap WhICh rasped your skm hke sandpaper
and was therefore well adapted for thIS purpose
He put the dIary away In the drawer It was qUIte useless to thInk of hIdIng
It, but he could at least make sure whether or not ItS eXIstence had been
dIscovered A haIr laId across the page-ends was too ObVIOUS WIth the tIP of
hIS finger he pIcked up an IdentIfiable graIn ofwhltlsh dust and deposIted It on
the (.orner of the cover, where It was bound to be shaken off If the book was
moved

3
WInston was dreamIng of hIS mother
He must, he thought, have been ten or eleven years old when ros mother had
dIsappeared She was a tall, statuesque, rather sIlent woman WIth slow
movements and magmficent faIr haIr HIS father he remembered more vague!y
as dark and thIn, dressed always In neat dark clothes (WInston remembered
especIally the very tron soles of his father's shoes) and wearIng spectacles The
two of them must eVIdently have been swallowed up In one of the first great
purges of the 'fiftles
At thIS moment hIS mother was SItting ill some place deep down beneath
hIm, WIth hIS young SIster In her arms He dId not remember hIS SIster at all,
except as a tIny, feeble baby, always sllent, With large, watchful eyes Both of
them were looking up at hIm They were down In some subterranean
place-the bottom of a well, for Instance, or a very deep grave-but It was a
place whIch, already far below hIm, was ItSelf movlng downwards They were
In the saloon of a sInktng ShIP, lookIng up at hun through the darkenIng water
There was stll1 au In the saloon, they could stIll see hun and he them, but all
the whIle they were smklng down, down Into the green waters whlch In
another moment must hIde them from Sight for ever He was out In the 11gbt
and aIr whlle they were beIng sucked down to death, and they were down there
because he was up here He knew It and they knew It, and he could see the
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knowledge In their faces There was no repoach either In their faces or In their
hearts, only the knowledge that they must die In order that he mIght remaIn
alIve, and this was part of the unavOIdable order of things
He could not remember what had happened, but he knew In hIS dream that
m some way the lIves of hIS mother and hIS SIster had been sacrrficed to hIS
own It was one of those dreams which, whIle retainIng the characterIstIc
dream scenery, are a continuatIon of one's Intellectual hfe, and In whIch one
becomes aware of facts and Ideas which st111 seem new and valuable after one IS
awake The thIng that now suddenly struck WInston was that hIS mother's
death, nearly thIrty years ago, had been tragic and sorrowful In a way that was
no longer possIble Tragedy, he perceIved, belonged to the ancient time, to a
tIme when there was st111 prIvacy, love, and frIendship, and when the members
of a fam11y stood by one another wnhout needing to know the reason HIS
mother's memory tore at hiS heart because she had dIed lOVing hIm, when he
was too young and selfish to love her In return, and because somehow, he dId
not remember how, she had saCrIficed herself to a conceptIOn of loyalty that
was prIvate and unalterable Such thIngs, he saw, could not happen today
Today there were fear, hatred, and pam, but no dIgnIty of emotIOn!) no deep or
complex sorrows All thIS he seemed to see In the large eyes of hIS mother and
hIS SIster, lookIng up at him through the green water, hundreds of fathoms
down and stIll SInkIng
Suddenly he was standIng on short sprmgy turf, on a summer evenmg when
the slant10g rays of the sun g11ded the ground The landscape that he was
looking at recurred so often In hIS dreams that he was never fully certain
whether or not he had seen It In the real world In hiS wakIng thoughts he
called It the Golden Country It was an old, rabbIt-bItten pasture, WIth a foottrack wanderIng across It and a molehlll here and there In the ragged hedge on
the OppOSIte Side of the field the boughs of the elm trees were swayIng very
faIntly In the breeze, their leaves Just stIrrIng In dense masses lIke women's
haIr Somewhere near at hand, though out of SIght, there was a clear, slowmov1Og stream where dace were swnnmlng In the pools under the WIllow trees
The girl with dark halr was coming towards them across the field WIth what
seemed a Single movement she tore off her clothes and flung them disdaInfully
aSIde Her body was whIte and smooth, but It aroused no deSIre 10 hIm, Indeed
he barely looked at It What overwhelmed hIm In that Instant was admiratIOn
for the gesture WIth WhICh she had thrown her clothes aSIde WIth Its grace and
carelessness it seemed to annlhllate a whole culture, a whole system of thought,
as though Blg Brother and the Party and the Thought PolIce could all be swept
Into nothmgness by a SIngle splendId movement of the arm That too was a
gesture belonging to the anCIent time Winston woke up With the world
'Shakespeare' on lus hps
The telescreen was gIVIng forth an ear-splIttIng whistle whIch connnued on
the same note for thirty seconds It was nought seven fifteen, gettlng-up tune
for offi-ce workers Winston wrenched hiS body out of bed-naked., for a
m$ber of the Outer Party receIved only 3,000 clothing coupons annually, and
a surt of PYJamas was 60o-and seIzed a dIngy SInglet and a paIr of shorts that
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were lYIng across a chaIr The PhysIcal Jerks would begIn m three mInutes
The next moment he was doubled up by a vIOlent coughIng fit whIch nearly
always attacked hIm soon after wakmg up It emptIed hIS lungs so completely
that he could only begIn breathIng agaIn by lYIng on hIS back and takmg a
senes of deep gasps HIs veIns had swelled wIth the effort of the cough, and the
vancose ulcer had started Itchmg
'ThIrty to forty group!' yapped a pIercIng female VOIce 'Thtrty to forty
group' Take1your places, please ThIrtIes to fortIes"
WInston sprang to attentIOn In front of the telescreen, upon whIch the Image
of a youngIsh woman, scrawny but muscular, dressed In tumc and gym-shoes,
had already appeared
'Arms bendIng and stretchIngI' she rapped out 'Take your ttme by me One,
two, three, four' One, two, three, four' Come on, comrades, put a bIt of lIfe Into
'
It' One, two, three, four' One, two, three, four'
The paIn of the coughIng fit had not qUIte dnven out ofWmston's mInd the
nnpressIOn made by hIS dream, and the rhythmIC movements of the exerCIse
restored It somewhat As he mechamcally shot hIS arms back and forth,
wearing on hIS face the look of grIm enJoyment WhIch was consIdered proper
dunng the PhYSIcal Jerks, he was strugglmg to thInk hIS way backward Into the
dIm penod ofms early chIldhood It was extraordlnanly dIfficult Beyond the
late 'fiftIes everymg faded When there were no external records that you could
refer to, even the outlIne of your own lIfe lost ItS sharpness You remembered
huge events WhICh had qUite probably not happened, you remembered the
detatl of InCidents WIthout beIng able to recapture theIr atmosphere, and there
were long blank penods to whtch you could aSSIgn nothIng Everythmg had
been dIfferent then Even the names of countnes, and theIr shapes on the map,
had been dIfferent Alrstnp One, for mstance, had not been so called In those
days It had been called England or BntaIn, though London, he felt faIrly
certaIn, had always been called London
WInston could not defimtely remember a tIme when hIS country had not
been at war, but It was eVIdent that there had been a faIrly long mterval of
peace dUring ms chtldhood, because one of hIS early memones was of an aIr
raId whIch appeared to take everyone by surprIse Perhaps It was the time
when the atomIC bomb had fallen on Colchester He dId not remember the raId
Itself, but he dId remember hIS father's hand clutchIng lus own as they hurned
down, down, down Into some place deep In the earth, round and round a spIral
staIrcase whIch rang under hIS feet and WhICh finally so weaned hIS legs that he
began whunpering and they had to stop and rest HIS mother, In her slow,
dreamy way, was folloWlng a long way behInd them She was carrYing lus baby
sister-or perhaps It was only a bundle of blankets that she was carrYIng he was
not certaIn whether rus Sister had been born then. FInally they had emerged
mto a nOISY, crowded place which he had reahzed to be a Tube statton
There were people Slttmg all over the stone-flagged fioor, and other people;
packed tightly together, were sitting on metal bunks, Qne above the other.
Wmston and lus mother and father found themselves a place on the fioor, and
near them an old man and an old woman were Sltnng SIde by SIde on a bunk
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The old man had on a decent dark SUIt and a black cloth cap pushed back from
very whIte haIr hIS face was scarlet and hIS eyes were blue and full of tears He
reeked of gIn I t seemed to breathe out of hIS skIn In place of sweat, and one
could have fanCIed that the tears welhng from hIS eyes were pure gIn But
though slIghtly drunk he was also sufferIng under some grIef that was genuIne
and unbearable In hIS chlldlsh way WInston grasped that some terrIble thIng,
somethIng that was beyond forgIveness and could never be remedIed, had Just
happened It also seemed to hIm that he knew what It was Someone whom the
old man loved-a lIttle granddaughter, perhaps-had been kIlled Every few
mInutes the old man kept repeatIng
'We dIdn't ought to 'ave trusted 'em I saId so, Ma, dIdn't P That's what
comes of trustIng 'em I SaId so all along We dIdn't ought to 'ave trusted the
buggers'
But whIch buggers they dIdn't ought to have trusted WInston could not now
remember
SInce about that tIme, war had been lIterally contInuous, though strIctly
speakIng It had not always been the same war For several months dUrIng hIS
chIldhood there had been confused street fightIng In London Itself, some of
WhICh he remembered VIVIdly But to trace out the hIstory of the whole penod,
to say who was fightIng whom at any gIven moment, would have been utterly
ImpOSSIble, SInce no wntten record, and no spoken word, ever made mentIOn
of any other alIgnment than the eXIstIng one At thIS moment, for example, In
1984 (If It was 1984), OceanIa was at war WIth EuraSIa and In alhance WIth
Eastasia In no pubhc or prIvate utterance was It ever admItted that the three
powers had at any tIme been grouped along dIfferent hnes Actually, as
WInston well knew, It was only four years SInce OceanIa had been at war WIth
Eastasla and In allIance WIth EuraSIa But that was merely a pIece of furtIve
knowledge whIch he happened to possess because hIS memory was not
satIsfactonly under control OffiCIally the change of partners had never
happened OceanIa was at war WIth EuraSIa therefore OceanIa had always
been at war WIth EuraSIa The- enemy of the moment always represented
absolute evIl, and It followed that any past or future agreement WIth hIm was
impOSSIQle
The frIghterung thIng; he reflected for the ten thousandth time as he forced
hIS shoulders paInfully backward (WIth hands on hIPS, they were gyra~Ing theIr
bodIes from the waIst, an exerCIse that was supposed to be good for the back
musc1es)-the frIghtenIng tiung was that It mIght all be true If the Party could
thrust Its hand Into the past and say of thIS or that event, zt never
happened-that, surely, was tnore terrIfYIng than mere torture 'Uld death?
The Party sald that Oceama had never been In allIance WIth EuraSIa He,
Winston Snuth, knew-that OceanIa had been In allIance WIth Eurasia as short a
tune as four years ago But where dld that knowledge eXIst? Only In hIS own
COllSClou-sness, wtuch in any case must soon be annlhllated And If all others
accepted the he whIch the Party Imposed-if all records told the same tale-then
the he passed. Into hIstory and became truth 'Who controls the past,' ran the
Party slogan, 'controls the future' who controls the present controls the past ~
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And yet the past, though of Its nature alterable, never had been altered
Whatever was true now was true from everlastmg to everlastIng It was qUIte
sImple All that was needed was an unendIng serIes of VIctOrIeS over your own
memory 'RealIty control', they called It In Newspeak, 'doublethmk'
'Stand easy" barked the Instructress, a lIttle more gemally
WInston sank hIS arms to hIS SIdes and slowly refilled hIS lungs WIth aIr HIS
mInd slId away Into the labYrInthIne world of double-thInk To know and not
to know, to be conscIOUS of complete truthfulness whIle tellIng carefully
constructed lIes, to hold sImultaneously two opmIons whIch cancelled out,
knOWIng them to be contradIctory and belIevmg In both of them, to use lOgIC
agaInst 10glC, to repudIate moralIty whIle laYIng clatm to It, to belIeve that
democracy was ImpOSSIble and that the Party was the guardian of democracy,
to forget whatever It was necessary to forget, then to draw It back mto memory
agaIn at the moment when It was needed, and then promptly to forget It agaIn
and above all, to apply the same process to the process Itself That was the
ultImate subtlety conSCIOusly to Induce unconSCIousness, and then, once
agatn, to become unconscIOUS of the act of hypnOSIS you had Just performed
Even to understand the world 'doublethtnk' mvolved the use of doublethInk
The Instructress had called them to attentIon agaIn 'And now let's see
whIch of us can touch OUI toes" she satd enthUSIastIcally 'RIght over from the
hIps, please, comrades One-two' One-two'
'
WInston loathed thIS exerCIse, wruch sent shootmg paIns all the way from hIS
heels to rus buttocks and often ended by brmgIng on another coughIng fit The
half-pleasant qualIty went out of hIS medItatIons The past, he reflected, had
not merely been altered, It had been actually destroyed For how could you
establIsh even the most ObVIOUS fact when there eXlsted no record outSIde your
own memory? He trIed to remember In what year he had first heard mennon of
BIg Brother He thought It must have been at some tIme In the 'SIxtIes, but It
was ImpOSSIble to be certam In the Party hIstorIes, of course, BIg Brother
figured as the leader and guardIan of the Revolunon smce ItS very earlIest days
HIS explOItS had been gradually pushed backwards m tIme untll already they
extended Into the fabulous world of the 'fomes and the 'thimes, when the
capltahsts m theIr strange cybndncal hats stll1 rode through the streets of
London In great gleamIng motor-cars or horse carnages WIth glass SIdes.
There was no knowmg how much of thIS legend was true and how much
Invented WInston could not even remember at what date the Party Itself had
come Into exIstence He dId not belIeve he had ever heard the word Ingsoc
before 1960, but It was pOSSIble that In ItS Oldspeak form- 'EnglIsh SocIalIsm',
that IS to saY-It had been current earlIer, EverythIng melted Into mIst
SometImes, Indeed, you could put your finger on a defirute he It was not true,
for example, as was claImed In the Party hIstory books, that the Party had
Invented aeroplanes He remembered aeroplanes SInce lus earliest cruldhood
But you could prove nothlllg There was never any eVIdence Just once In his
whole hfe he had held In hIS hands ummstakable documentary proof of the
falsIfication of an histOrIcal fact And on that occasion'SInlthl' screamed the shreWIsh VOlce from the telescreen '6079 Smlth W ,
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Yes, you' Bend lower, please' You can do better than that You're not trYIng
Lower, please I That's better, comrade Now stand at ease, the whole squad,
and watch me '
A sudden hot sweat had broken out all over Winston's body HIS face
remamed completely lnscrutable Never show dismay' Never show
resentment' A Single flicker of the eyes could gIVe you away He stood
watchIng whIle the Instructress raIsed her arms above her head and -one could
not say gracefully, but wlth remarkable neatness and efficiency-bent over and
tucked the first ,OInt of her fingers under her toes
'There, comrades' That's how I want to see you dOIng It Watch me agaln
I'm thIrty-rune and I've had four chIldren Now look' She bent over agam
'You see my knees aren't bent You can all do It If you want to,' she added as she
straIghtened herself up 'Anyone under forty-five IS perfectly capable of
touching hIS toes We don't all have the prIv1lege of fightIng In the front hne,
but at least we can all keep fit Remember our boys on the Malabar front' And
the sailors ill the Floating Fortresses' Just think what they have to put up WIth
Now try again That's better, comrade, that's much better,' she added
encouragmgly as WInston, With a VIolent lunge, succeeded In touchIng hIS toes
WIth knees unbent, for the first tIme In several years

4
With the deep, unconsCIOUS SIgh whIch not even the nearness of the telescreen
could prevent hun from utterIng when hIS day's work started, WInston pulled
the speakwrlte towards hlID, blew the dust from ItS mouthpIece, and put on hIS
spectacles Then he unrolled and clIpped together four small cylInders of
paper which had already flopped out of the pnewnatlc tube on the rIght-hand
SIde of rus desk
In the walls of the cubIcle there were three orIfices To the rIght of the
speakwrlte, a small pneumatIc tube for wrItten messages, to the left, a larger
one of newspapers, and In the SIde wall, WIthtn easy reach of WInston's arm, a
large oblong sItt protected by a WIre gratlng ThIS last was for the disposal of
waste paper. SunIlar shts eXlsted In thousands or tens of thousands throughout
the bUll dIng, not only In every room but at short Intervals In every corndor
For some reason they were mcknamed memory holes When one knew that any
document was due for destructIon, or even when one saw a scrap of waste
paper lymg about, It was an automatIc actIon to hft the flap of the nearest
metn()ty hole and drop it ID, whereupon It would be whIrled away on a current
of warm au: to the enormous furnaces whIch were hIdden somewhere In the
reoesses of ,the buIldIng
W~tQn exarruned the four slIps of paper WhICh he had unrolled Each
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contaIned a message of only one or two lmes, m the abbrevIated Jargon-not
actually Newspeak, but conSIstIng largely of Newspeak words-whIch was
used In the MInIstry for mternal purposes They ran
t1ll1es 173 84 bb speech malreported afrIca rectlfy
times 19 12 83 forecasts 3 yp 4th quarter 83 mlsprmts venfy current Issue
times 14 2 84 mmlplenty malquoted chocolate rectify
tlmes 3 1283 reportmg bb dayorder doubleplusungood refs unpersons reWrIte fullwlse upsub
antefilmg

WIth a faInt feelIng of satIsfactIon WInston laId the fourth message aSIde It
was an IntrIcate and responsIble Job and had better be dealt WIth last The
other three were routme matters, though the second one one would probably
mean some tedIous wadIng through lIsts of figures
WInston dIalled 'back numbers' on the telescreen and called for the
approprIate Issues of The Tzmes, whIch slId out of the pneumatIC tube after
only a few mInutes' delay The message he had receIved referred to artIcles or
neWS-Items WhIch for one reason or another It was thought necessary to alter,
or, as the offiCIal phrase had It, to rectIfy For example, It appeared from The
Tzmes of the seventeenth of March that BIg Brother, In hIS speech of the
preVIOUS day, had predIcted that the South IndIan front would remaIn qUIet
but that a EuraSIan offenSIve would shortly be launched m North AfrIca As It
happened, the EuraSIan HIgher Command had launched ItS offenSIve In South
IndIa and left North AfrIca alone It was therefore necessary to rewrIte a
paragraph of BIg Brother's speech, In such a way as to make hIm predIct the
thIng that had actually happened Or agaIn, The Tzmes of the runeteenth of
December had publIshed the offiCIal forecasts of the output of varIOUS classes
of consumptIOn goods In the fourth quarter of 1983, whIch was also the SIxth
quarter of the NInth Three-Year Plan Today's Issue contaIned a statement of
the actual output, from which It appeared that the forecasts were In every
Instance grossly wrong WInston's Job was to reCtlfy the orIgInal figures by
makIng them agree WIth the later ones As for the thIrd message) It referred to a
very SImple error whIch could be set rIght In a couple of mInutes ASJlshort a
time ago as February, the MInIstry of Plenty had Issued a prOIDlse (a
'categorIcal pledge' were the offiCIal words) that there would be no reductIon of
the chocolate ratIOn during 1984 Actually, as Winston was aware, the
chocolate ratIon was to be reduced from thn1:Y grammes to twenty at the end of
the present week All that was needed was to substltUte for the ongmal promIse
a warnmg that It would probably be necessary to reduce the ratIon at some tIme
In AprIl
As soon as Wmston had dealt WIth each of the messages, he clIpped lus
speakwntten correctIOns to the approprIate copy of The Tzmes and pushed
them Into the pneumatic tube Then, Wlth a movement whtch was as nearly as
pOSSIble unconSCIOUS, he crumpled up the onginal message and any notes that
he hImself had made, and dropped them Into the memory hole to be devoured
by the flames
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What happened In the unseen labyrinth to which the pneumatIc tubes led,
he dId not know In detrul, but he dId know In general terms As soon as aU the
correctIons whIch happened to be necessary In any partIcular number of The
Tzmes had been assembled and collated, that number would be reprInted, the
orIgmal copy destroyed, and the corrected copy placed on the files In Its stead
ThIS process of contInuous alteratIOn was applted not only to newspapers, but
to books, perIodicals, pamphlets, posters, leaflets, films, sound-tracks,
cartoons, photographs-to every kInd of lIterature or documentatIOn whIch
mIght conceIvably hold any polItIcal or IdeologIcal sIgmficance Day by day
and almost mInute by mInute the past was brought up to date In thIS way
every predICtIOn made by the Party could be shown by documentary eVIdence
to have been correct, nor was any Item of news, or any expreSSIOn of OpID10n,
whIch confitcted WIth the needs of the moment, ever allowed to remaIn on
record All hIstory was a palImpsest, scraped clean and relnscrlbed exactly as
often as was necessary In no case would It have been pOSSIble, once the deed
was done, to prove that any falSIficatIon had taken place The largest sectIon of
the Records Department, tar larger than the one on whIch WInston worked,
consIsted SImply of persons whose duty It was to track down and collect all
copIes of books, newspapers, and other documents whIch had been superseded
and were due for destructIon A number of The T'tmes whIch mIght, because of
changes In polItIcal altgnment, or mIstaken propheCIes uttered by BIg Brother,
have been rewrItten a dozen tImes stIll stood on the files bearmg Its orIgInal
date, and no other copy eXIsted to contradIct It Books, also, were recalled and
rewltten agaIn and agaIn, and were InvarIably reIssued WIthout any admISSIon
that any alteratIon had been made Even the wrItten mstructions whIch
WInston receIved, and whIch he InvarIably got rId of as soon as he had dealt
WIth them, never stated or ImplIed that an act of forgery was to be commltted
always the reference was to sltps, errors, mISprInts, or mIsquotatIons whIch It
was necessary to put rIght In the Interests of accuracy
But actually, he thought as he readjusted the MInIstry of Plenty's figures, It
was not even forgery It was merely the SubstItutIon of•one piece of nonsense
for another Most of the materIal that you were deahng WIth had no conneXIOn
WIth anythIng In the real world, not even the lond of conneXIOn that 18
contatned In a dIrect he StatIstICS were Just as much a fantasy In theIr OrIgInal
verSIOn as In theIr rectIfied verSIon A great deal of the tIme you were expected
to make them up out of your head For example, the MinIstry of Plenty's
forecast had estImated the output of boots for the quarter at 145 mIllIon paIrs
The actual output was gIven as SIxty-twO mIllIons WInston, however, In
rewl'1tIng the forecast, marked the figure down to fifty-seven mIllIons, so as to
allow for the usual chum that the quota had been overfulfilled In any case,
~..two 1ll1lhons was no nearer the truth than fifty-seven mIllIons, or than
5 n;uJ.hOn&A Very likely no boots had been produced at all Llkeher stIll,
qy knew ROW many bad been produced, much less cared All one knew
,that e,very quarter astronomIcal numbers of boots were produced on
~ wb..Ue perhaps half the populatIon of OceanIa went barefoot And so It
was With every class of recorded fact, great or small EverythIng faded away
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Into a shadow-world In WhIch, finally, even the date of the year had become
uncertaIn
WInston glanced across the hall In the correspondIng cubIcle on the other
sIde a small, precIse-lookIng, dark-chInned man named TIllotson was WOrkIng
steadIly away, WIth a folded newspaper-oarus knee and hIs mouth very close to
the mouthpIece of the speakwrlte He had the aIr of trYIng to keep what he was
sayIng a secret between hImself and the telescreen He looked up, and hIS
spectacles darted a hostIle flash In WInston's dIreCtIon
WInston hardly knew TIllotson, and had no Idea what work he was
employed on People In the Records Department dId not readIly talk about
theIr Jobs In the long, WIndowless hall, WIth Its double row of cubIcles and Its
endless rustle of papers and hum of VOIces murmurIng Into speakwntes, there
were qUIte a dozen people whom WInston dId not even know by name, though
he dally saw them hurrYIng to and fro In the corndors or gestlculatlng In the
Two MInutes Hate He knew that In the cubIcle next to hIm the httle woman
WIth sandy haIr tOlled day In day out, SImply at trackIng down and deletIng
from the Press the names of people who had been vaponzed and were therefore
conSIdered never to have eXIsted There was a certaIn fitness In thIS, SInce her
own husband had been vaporIzed a couple of years earlIer And a few cubIcles
away a mIld, Ineffectual, dreamy creature named Ampleforth, WIth very haIry
ears and a SUrprISIng talent for JugglIng WIth rhymes and metres, was engaged
In prodUCIng garbled verSIOns-definItIve texts, they were called-of poems
WhICh had become IdeologIcally offenSIve, but whIch for one reason or another
were to be retaIned In the anthologIes And thlS hall, WIth Its fifty workers or
thereabouts, was only one sub-sectIOn, a SIngle cell, as It were, In the huge
complexIty of the Records Department Beyond, above, below, were other
swarms of workers engaged In an unImagmable multItude of Jobs There were
the huge pnnting-shops WIth theIr sub-edItors, theIr typography experts, and
theIr elaborately equIpped studIos for the fakIng of photographs There was
the tele-programmes sectIon WIth Its engmeers, Its producers, and ItS teams of
actors speCIally chosen for theIr skIllIn lIDltatmg VOIces There were the armIes
of reference clerks whose Job was SImply to draw up lIsts of books and
penodicals WhICh were due for recall There were the vast repOSItorIes where
the corrected documents were stored, and the hIdden furnaces where the
origmal caples were destroyed And somewhere or other, qUIte anonymous,
there were the dIrectIng braIns who co-ordinated the whole effort and laId
down the hnes of poltcy whlch made It necessary that thIS fragment of the past
should be preserved; that one falSIfied, and the other rubbed out of eXlstence.
And the Records Department, after all, was Itself only a SIngle branch of the
MInIstry of Truth, whose prImary Job was not to reconstruct the past but to
supply the CItIzens of OceanIa WIth newspapers, films, textbooks, telescreen
programmes, plays, novels-WIth every conceIvable land of InformatIon)
mstructlon, or entertamment, from a statue to a slogan, from. a lync poem t(J a
bIOlOgical treatIse, and from a chIld's spellIng-book to a Newspeak dlCtlonaty
And the MInIstry had not only to supply the multIfarIOUS needs of the Party,
but also to repeat the whole operatIon at a lower level for the benefit of the
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proletarIat There was a whole chaIn of separate departments dealIng wIth
proletarIan hterature, mUSIC, drama, and entertaInment generally Here were
produced rubbIshy newspapers contaInIng almost nothIng except sport,
crune, and astrology, sensatlOnal five-cent novelettes, films OOZIng WIth sex,
and sentImental songs WhICh were composed entirely by mechanIcal means on
a specIal kInd of kaleIdoscope known as a verslficator There was even a whole
sub-sectlon-Pornosec, It was called In Newspeak-engaged In producIng the
lowest kInd of pornography, WhICh was sent out In sealed packets and WhICh no
Party member, other than those who worked on It, was permItted to look at
Three messages had shd out of the pneumatic tube willIe WInston was
workIng, but they were SImple matters, and he had dIsposed of them before the
Two MInutes Hate Interrupted hIm When the Hate was over he returned to
hIs cubIcle, took the Newspeak dIctIonary from the shelf, pushed the
speakwrIte to one SIde, cleaned hIS spectacles, and settled down to hIS maIn Job
of the mornIng
WInston's greatest pleasure In hfe was In hIS work Most of It was a tedious
routIne, but Included In It there were also Jobs so dIfficult and mtrIcate that you
could lose yourself In them as In the depths of a mathematIcal
problem-delIcate pIeces of forgery In willch you had nothlng to guIde you
except your knowledge of the prInCIples of Ingsoc and your estImate of what
the Party wanted you to say WInston was good at tills kInd of thlng On
occaSlOn he had even been entrusted WIth the rectIficatIOn of The Tzmes leading
artIcles, WhIch were wrItten entIrely In Newspeak He unrolled the message
that he had set aSIde earlIer It ran
tunes 3 12 83 reportIng bb dayorder doubleplusungood refs unpersons reWrIte fullWlse upsub
antefi.hng

In Oldspeak (or standard EnglIsh) thIS IIllght be rendered
The reportIng of Big Brother's Order for the Day In The T'tmes of December 3rd 1983 IS
extremely unsatIsfactory and makes references to non-exIstent persons Rewrite It In full and
submIt your draft to hIgher authoIlty before fihng

WInSton read through the offendIng artIcle BIg Brother's Order for the
Day, It seemed, had been chlefl.y devoted to praISing the work of an
orgaruzatlon known as FFCC, WhICh suppbed CIgarettes and other comforts to
the SaIlors in the Floatlng Fortresses A certaIn Comrade WIthers, a prOIrunent
member of the Inner Party, had been smgled out for speCIal mentIon and
awarded a decoratIon, the Order of ConspIcuouS Ment, Second Class
Three months later FFCC had suddenly been dIssolved with no reasons gIven.
One could assume that WIthers and lus aSSOCIates were now In dIsgrace, but
there had beeR:.llo report of the matter In the Press or on the telescreen That
W9.'S to be expected, since It was unusual for pohtlcal offenders to be put on tnal
or even publicly denounced The great purges mvolvmg thousands of people,
with public tnals of trattors and thought-criminals who .tnade abJect
confession of theIr cnmes and were afterwards executed, were specIal show-
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pIeces not occurrmg oftener than once In a couple of years More commonly,
people who had Incurred the dIspleasure of the Party SImply dIsappeared and
were never heard of agaIn One never had the smallest clue as to what had
happened to them In some cases they mIght not even be dead Perhaps thIrty
people personally known to WInston, not countmg hIS parents, had
dIsappeared at one tIme or another
WInston stroked hIS nose gently WIth a paper-clIp In the cubIcle across the
way Comrade TIllotson was stIll crouchmg secreuvely over hIS speakwrIte He
raIsed hIS head for a moment agaIn the hostIle spectacle-flash Wmston
wondered whether Comrade TIllotson was engaged on the same Job as hImself
I t was perfectly pOSSIble So trIcky a pIece of work would never be entrusted to
a SIngle person on the other hand, to turn It over to a commIttee would be to
admIt openly that an act of fabrIcatIOn was takIng place Very hkely as many as
a dozen people were now workIng away on rIval verSIOns of what BIg Brother
had actually saId And presently some master braIn In the Inner Party would
select thIS verSIOn or that, would re-edlt It and set In motIOn the complex
processes of cross-referencmg that would be reqUIred, and then the chosen he
would pass Into the permanent records and become truth
WInston dId not know why WIthers had been dIsgraced Perhaps It was for
corruptIon or Incompetence Perhaps BIg Brother was merely gettmg nd of a
too-popular subordInate Perhaps WIthers or someone close to hIm had been
suspected of heretIcal tendenCIes Or perhaps-what was hkehest of all-the
thIng had SImply happened because purges and vapOrIZatIOns were a necessary
part of the mechanICS of government The only real clue lay m the words 'refs
unpersons', whIch IndIcated that WIthers was already dead You could not
InvarIably assume thIS to be the case when people were arrested SometlDles
they were released and allowed to remaIn at lIberty for as much as a year or two
years before beIng executed Very occasIonally some person whom you had
belIeved dead long SInce would make a ghostly reappearance at some publIc
tnal where he would ImplIcate hundreds of others by hIs testImony before
vanIshIng, thIS tIme for ever WIthers, however, was already an unperson He
dId not eXIst he had never eXIsted WInston deCIded that It would not be
enough SImply to reverse the tendency of BIg Brother's speech It was better to
make It deal WIth somethIng totally unconnected WIth Its OrIgInal subject
He mIght turn the speech Into the usual denunCIatIon of traItors and
thought-cnmmals, but that was a lIttle too ObVlOUS, whIle to Invent a VIctory at
the front, or some trIumph of over-productIon In the Nmth Three-Year Plan,
mIght COInphcate the records too much What was needed was a pIece of pure
fantasy Suddenly there sprang Into hIS mmd, ready made as It were, the Image
of a certaIn Comrade Ogllvy) who had recently dIed In battIe, In herOIC
CIrcumstances There were occaSIOns when BIg Brother devoted hIS Order for
the Day to commemoratIng some humble, rank-and-file Party @ember whose
hfe and death he held up as an example worthy to be folloWed. Today he
should commemorate Comrade Ogl1vy It was true that there was no such
person as Comrade Ogl1vy, but a few lines of pnnt and a couple of faked
photographs would soon brIng hun Into eXIstence
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WInston thought for a moment, then pulled the speakwnte towards hIm and
began dIctatIng In BIg Brother's famIlIar style a style at once mIlItary and
pedantIc, and, because of a tnck of askIng questIons and then promptly
answerIng them ('What lessons do we learn from thIS fact, comrades ~ The
lesson-whIch IS also one of the fundamental pnnclples of Ingsoc-that,' etc,
etc ), easy to ImItate
At the age of three Comrade OgIlvy had refused all toys except a drum, a
sub-machme gun, and a model hehcopter At SIx-a year early, by a specIal
relaxatIon of the rules-he had JOIned the SpIes, at nIne he had been a troop
leader At eleven he had denounced hIS uncle to the Thought PolIce after
overheanng a conversatIon WhIch appeared to hIm to have cnmlnal
tendenCIes At seventeen he had been a dlstnct organIzer of the JunIOr AntISex League At nIneteen he had desIgned a hand-grenade whIch had been
adopted by the MInIstry of Peace and WhICh, at Its first tnal, had kIlled thutyone EurasIan prIsoners In one burst At twenty-three he had penshed In
actIOn Pursued by enemy Jet planes whIle flYIng over the IndIan Ocean WIth
Important despatches, he had weIghted hIS body WIth hIS machme-gun and
leapt out of the helIcopter Into deep water, despatches and all-an end, saId BIg
Brother, which It was ImpOSSIble to contemplate wIthout feelIngs of envy BIg
Brother added a few remarks on the PUrIty and sInglemIndedness of Comrade
OgIlvy's hfe He was a total abstaIner and a non-smoker, had no recreatIOns
except a dally hour In the gymnasIUm, and had taken a vow of cehbacy,
belIevIng marnage and the care of a famIly to be IncompatIble wIth a twentyfour-hour-a-day devotIOn to duty He had no subjects of conversatIon except
the pnnClples of Ingsoc, and no aIm In lIfe except the defeat of the EurasIan
enemy and the huntIng-down of spIes, saboteurs, thought-cnmlnals, and
traItors generally
Wmston debated wIth hImself whether to award Comrade Ogllvy the Order
of ConspIcuoUS Ment In the end he decIded agaInst It because of the
unnecessary cross-referencmg that It would entaIl
Once agam he glanced at hIs rIval In the opposIte cubIcle SomethIng seemed
to tell hIm wIth certaInty that TIllotson was busy on the same Job as hImself
There was no way of knOWIng whose Job would finally be adopted, but he felt a
profound convIctIOn that It would be hIS own Comrade Ogtlvy, unImagmed
an hour ago, was now a fact It struck hIm. as cunouS that you could create dead
men but not hVIng ones. Comrade OgIlvy, who had never eXIsted In the
present, now eXisted In the past, and when once the act of forgery was
forgotten, he would eXIst Just as authentIcally, and upon the same eVIdence, as
Charlemagne or JulIus Caesar

5
In the low-ceIlInged canteen, deep underground, the lunch queue Jerked
slowly forward The room was already very full and deafenIngly nOlSY From
the grIlle at the counter the steam of stew came pourIng forth, WIth a sour
metallIc smell WhICh dId not qUIte overcome the fumes of VIctory GIn On the
far SIde of the room there was a small bar, a mere hole In the wall, where gIn
could be bought at ten cents the large nIp
'Just the man I was looktng for,' SaId a VOIce at Wmston's back
He turned round It was hIS f!lend Syme, who worked m the Research
Department Perhaps 'f!lend' was not exactly the !lght word You dId not have
f!lends nowadays, you had comrades but there were some comrades whose
SOCIety was pleasanter than that of others Syme was a phIlologIst, a specIalIst
In Newspeak Indeed, he was one of the enormous team of experts now
engaged In compIlIng the Eleventh EdItIOn of the Newspeak DIctIOnary He
was a tIny creature, smaller than WInston, WIth dark haIr and large,
protuberant eyes, at once mournful and de!lSIVe, whIch seemed to search your
face closely whIle he was speakIng to you
'I wanted to ask you whether you'd got any razor blades,' he saId
'Not one l ' SaId WInston WIth a sort of guIlty haste 'I've trIed all over the
place They don't eXIst any longer '
Everyone kept askmg you for razor blades Actually he had two unused ones
whIch he was hoardIng up There had been a famIne of them for months past
At any gIven moment there was some necessary artIcle WhICh the Party shops
were unable to supply SometImes It was buttons, sometImes It was darnIng
wool, sometImes It was shoelaces, at present It was razor blades You could
only get hold of them, If at all, by scrounging more or less furtIvely on the 'free'
market
'I've been USIng the same blade for SIX weeks,' he added untruthfully
The queue gave another Jerk forward As they halted he turned and faced
Syme again Each of 'them took a greasy metal tray from a pIle at the edge of the
counter
'DId you go and see the prIsoners hanged yesterday?' saId Syme
'I was workIng,' saId WInston IndIfferently 'I shall see It on the flIcks, I
suppose'
'A very madequate substItute,' SaId Syme
HIS mockmg eyes roved over WInston's face 'I mO"\1\- you,' the eyes seemed
to say, 'I see through you I know very well why you chdn't go to see those
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prIsoners hanged ' In an Intellectual way, Syme was venomously orthodox He
would talk with a dIsagreeable gloatIng satisfactlon of helIcopter raIds on
enemy VIllages, the trIals and confessIOns of thought-CrImInals, the executIOns
In the cellars of the MInIstry of Love Talking to hIm was largely a matter of
gett10g hIm away from such subJects and entanglIng hIm, If pOSSIble, In the
techmcalItles of Newspeak, on which he was authOrItatIve and IntereStIng
W1Oston turned hiS head a lIttle aSIde to avoId the scrutIny of the large dark
eyes
'It was a good hanging,' said Syme reminiscently 'I think It spOIls It when
they tie their feet together 1 lIke to see them kIckIng And above all, at the end,
the tongue stIckIng right out, and blue-a qUite brIght blue That's the detaIl
that appeals to me '
'Nex', pleaseI' yelled the whIte-aproned prole WIth the ladle
Winston and Syme pushed theIr trays beneath the grille On to each was
dumped SWIftly the regulatIOn lunch-a metal panmkIn of PInkIsh-grey stew, a
hunk of bread, a cube of cheese, a mug of mIlkless VIctory Coffee, and one
saccharIne tablet
'There's a table over there, under that telescreen,' SaId Syme 'Let's pIck up
a gIn on the way'
The gIn was served out to them In handleless chIna mugs They threaded
theIr way across the crowded room and unpacked theIr trays on to the metaltopped table, on one corner of whIch someone had left a pool of stew, a filthy
lIqUId mess that had the appearance of vomit WInston took up lus mug of gIn,
paused for an Instant to collect hIS nerve, and gulped the OIly-tasting stuff
down When he had WInked the tears out of hIS eyes he suddenly dIscovered
that he was hungry He began swallOWIng spoonfuls of the stew, wluch, In
among Its general sloppIness, had cubes of spongy PInkISh stuff WhICh was
probably a preparanon of meat Neither of them spoke agaIn till they had
emptied their pannikIns. From the table at WInston's left, a lIttle behInd hIS
back, someone was talkIng rapIdly and connnuously, a harsh gabble almost
lIke the quackIng of a duck, which pIerced the general uproar of the room
'How IS the DictIOnary getting on';)' said WInston, raISing his vOice to
overcome the nOIse
'Slowly,' said Syme 'I'm on the adJectIves It's fascInating'
He had brIghtened up Immediately at the mentIon of Newspeak He pushed
hiS pannlkIn aSIde, took up hiS hunk of bread In one delIcate hand and hIS
cheese In the other, and leaned across the table so as to be able to speak Without
ShoutlOg
'The Eleventh EditIOn IS the defirutlve edItIOn,' he saId 'We're gettIng the
language lOtO ItS final shape-the shape It's gomg to have when nobody speaks
anything else When we've finished WIth It, people hke you WIll have to learn It
all over again You thInk, I dare say, that our chief Job IS InventIng new words
But not a bit of It! We're destrOYIng words-scores of them, hundreds of them,
every day We're cutnngthe language down to the bone The Eleventh EditIOn
won't contain a single word that wIll become obsolete before the year 2050 '
He bit hungrlly mto hIS bread and swallowed a couple of mouthfuls, then
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contmued speakIng, wIth a sort of pedant's passlOn HIS thm dark face had
become anImated, hIS eyes had lost theIr mockmg expressIon and grown
almost dreamy
'It's a beautIful thmg, the destructIOn of words Of course the great wastage
IS In the verbs and adJectIves, but there are hundreds of nouns that can be got
rId of as well It Isn't only the synonyms, there are also the antonyms After all,
what JustrficatlOn IS there for a word which IS sImply the opposite of some other
word';! A word contaIns ItS OpposIte In Itself Take "good", for mstance If you
have a word hke "good", what need IS there for a word hke "bad"';! "Ungood"
w1l1 do Just as well-better, because It's an exact OpposIte, WhIch the other IS
not Or agaIn, If you want a stronger verSIon of "good", what sense IS there In
havIng a whole strIng of vague useless words lIke "excellent" and "splendId"
and all the rest of them';! "Plusgood" covers the meanIng, or "doubleplusgood" If you want somethIng stronger stIll Of course we use those forms
already, but In the final verSIOn of Newspeak there'll be nothIng else In the
end the whole notIOn of goodness and badness wIll be covered by only SIX
words-In realIty, only one word Don't you see the beauty of that, WInston';! It
was B B 's Idea orIgmally') of course,' he added as an afterthought
A sort of vapId eagerness flItted across Wmston's face at the mentIon of BIg
Brother Nevertheless Syme ImmedIately detected a certain lack of
enthusIasm.
'You haven't a real appreclatlOn of Newspeak, WInston,' he saId almost
sadly 'Even when you WrIte It you're stIll thmkmg m Oldspeak I've read some
of those pIeces that you WrIte In The T1,mes occaSIOnally They're good enough,
but they're translatIOns In your heart you'd prefer to stIck to Oldspeak, wIth
all ItS vagueness and ItS useless shades of meamng You don't grasp the beauty
of the destructIOn of words Do you know that Newspeak IS the only language
In the world whose vocabulary gets smaller every year?'
WInston dId know that, of course He smIled, sympathetIcally he hoped, not
trustIng hImself to speak Syme bIt off another fragment of the dark-coloured
bread, chewed It brIefly, and went on
'Don't you see that the whole aim of Newspeak IS to narrow the range of
thought';! In the end we shall make thoughtcnme lIterally ImpOSSIble, because
there WIll be no words In whIch to express It Every concept that can ever be
needed, WIll be expressed by exactly one word, WIth ItS meanmg rIgIdly defined
and all ItS subSidIary meanIngs rubbed out and forgotten Already, In the
Eleventh EdItIOn, we're not far from that pomt But the process wIll stIll be
contInUIng long after you and I are dead Every year fewer and fewer words,
and the range of conSCIousness always a httle smaller Even now, of course,
there's no reason or excuse for commIttIng thoughtcrime It's merely a
questIon of self-chsciplIne, realIty-control But In the end there won)t be any
need even for that The RevolutIon WIll be complete when the language IS
perfect Newspeak IS Ingsoc and Ingsoc IS Newspeak,' he added With a sort of
mystIcal satIsfactIon 'Has It ever occurred to you, Winston, that by the year
2050, at the very latest, not a smgle human bemg Will be alIve who could
understand such a conversatl.on as we are haVIng now?'
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'Except-' began WInston doubtfully, and then stopped
It had been on the tIP of hIS tongue to say 'Except the proles', but he checked
hImself, not feelmg fully certaIn that thls remark was not In some way
unorthodox Syme, however, had dIVIned what he was about to say
'The proles are not human belngs,' he saId carelessly 'By 2050-earher,
probably-all real knowledge of Oldspeak wlll have dIsappeared The whole
hterature of the past wlll have been destroyed Chaucer, Shakespeare, MIlton,
Byron-they'll eXIst only In Newspeak verSIOns, not merely changed Into
sometrung dIfferent, but actually changed Into somethIng contradIctory of
what they used to be Even the hterature of the Party wlll change Even the
slogans WIll change How could you have a slogan lIke "freedom IS slavery"
when the concept of freedom has been abohshed-:> The whole chmate of
thought wlll be dIfferent In fact there WIll be no thought, as we understand It
now Orthodoxy means not thInkIng-not needIng to thInk Orthodoxy IS
unconSCIOusness'
One of these days, thought WInston WIth sudden deep conVIctIOn, Syme wlll
be vapOrIzed He IS too Intelhgent He sees too clearly and speaks too plalnly
The Party does not lIke such people One day he WIll dIsappear It IS wrItten In
hIS face
WInston had finIshed hIS bread and cheese He turned a lIttle SIdeways m hIS
chaIr to drInk hIS mug of coffee At the table on hIS left the man With the
strIdent VOIce was stIll talkIng remorselessly away A young woman who was
perhaps hIS secretary, and who was sIttmg WIth her back to WInston, was
hstemng to him and seemed to be eagerly agreeIng WIth everythIng that he
SaId From. ome to tIme WInston caught some such remarks as 'I thlnk you're
so rIght: I do so agree WIth you' , uttered In a youthful and rather SIlly femlmne
VOIce But the other VOIce never stopped for an Instant, even when the gIrl was
speakIng Wmston knew the man by SIght, though he knew no more about hIm
than that he held some Important post In the Flcoon Department He was a
man of about thirty, With a muscular throat and a large, moblle mouth HIS
head was thrown back a httle, and because of the angle at which he was SittIng,
rus spectacles caught the hght and presented to WInston two blank dISCS
mstead of eyes What was shghtly horrIble, was that from the stream of sound
that poured out of hiS mouth It was almost Imposslble to distInguIsh a Single
word Just once Winston caught a phrase-'complete and final elImInatIon of
Goldstelmsm' -Jerked out very rapidly and, as It seemed, all In one piece, lIke a
hne of type cast solId For the rest It was Just a nOIse, a quack-quack-quacklng
And yet, though you could not actually hear what the man was sayIng, you
could not be In any doubt about ItS general nature He might be denouncing
GoldsteIn and demanding sterner measures agaInst thought-crImInals and
saboteurs, he mIght be fumllnatlng agaInst the atrocItIes of the EuraSian army,
he might be pralSing Big Brother or the heroes on the Malabar front-It made
n-o drfference Whatever It was, you could be certrun that every word of It was
pute orthodoxy, pure Ingsoc As he watched the eyeless face With the Jaw
mov:i:Q.g rapIdly up and down, Winston had a curIOUS feelIng that thIS was not a
real human beIng but some kInd of dummy It was not the man's brarn that was
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speakIng, It was hIS larynx The stuff that was commg out of hIm consIsted of
words, but It was not speech m the true sense It was a nOIse uttered In
unconSCIousness, lIke the quackmg of a duck
Syme had fallen SIlent for a moment, and wIth the handle of hIS spoon was
traCIng patterns In the puddle of stew The VOIce from the other table quacked
rapIdly on, easdy audIble In spIte of the surroundmg dIn
'There IS a word In Newspeak,' saId Syme, 'I don't know whether you know
It duckspeak, to quack hke a duck It IS one of those mterestIng words that have
two contradIctory meamngs ApplIed to an opponent, It IS abuse, applIed to
someone you agree WIth, It IS praIse '
UnquestIOnably Syme WIll be vaponzed, Wmston thought agaIn He
thought It WIth a kInd of sadness, although well knOWIng that Syme despIsed
hIm and shghtly dIslIked hnn, and was fully capable of denounCIng hIm as a
thought-cnminallf he saw any reason for domg so There was somethmg
subtly wrong WIth Syme There was somethmg that he lacked dIscretIOn,
aloofness, a sort of saVIng stupIdIty You could not say that he was unorthodox
He belteved In the prInCIples of Ingsoc, he venerated BIg Brother, he rejOIced
over vIctones, he hated heretICS, not merely WIth smcenty but With a sort of
restless zeal, an up-to-dateness of InformatIOn, wluch the ordmary Party
member dId not approach Yet a faInt aIr of dIsreputabIlIty always clung to
hIm He saId thIngs that would have been better unsaId, he had read too many
books, he frequented the Chestnut Tree Cafe, haunt of paInters and
mUSICIans There was no law, not even an unWrItten law, agaInst frequentmg
the Chestnut Tree Cafe, yet the place was somehow Ill-omened The old,
dIscredIted leaders of the Party had been used to gather there before they were
finally purged GoldsteIn hImself, It was saId, had sometImes been seen there,
years and decades ago Syme's fate was not dIfficult to foresee And yet It was a
fact that If Syme grasped, even for three seconds, the nature of hIS, WInston's,
secret opInIOns, he would betray hIm Instantly to the Thought PolIce So
would anybody else, for that matter but Syme more than most Zeal was not
enough Orthodoxy was unconscIOusness
Syme looked up 'Here comes Parsons,' he saId.
SomethIng In the tone of hIS VOIce seemed to add, 'that bloody fool'
Parsons, WInston's fellow tenant at VIctory ManSIOns, was In fact threadmg
hIS way across the room-a tubby, mIddle-SIzed man with faIr haIr and a
froglIke face At tlurty-five he was already puttmg on rolls of fat at neck and
waIstlIne, but hIS movements were brIsk and bOYIsh HIS whole appearance
was that of a lIttle boy grown large, so much so that although he was wearIng
the regulatIOn overalls, It was almost ImpOSSIble not to think of hIm as beIng
dressed In the blue shorts, grey shut, and red neckerchIef of the SpIes In
VIsualIZIng hun one saw always a pIcture of dlffipled knees and sleeves rolled
back from pudgy forearms Parsons dId, lndeed, InvarIably revert to shorts
when a community hlke or any other phYSIcal aCtIVIty gave hun an excuse for
dOIng SO He greeted them both WIth a cheery 'Hullo, hullo l ' and sat down at
the table, gIVing. Qff an Intense smell of sweat Beads of mOIsture stood out all
over lus PInk face. H~5 powers of sweatlng were extraordinary. At the
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Commumty Centre you could always tell when he had been plaYIng tabletennIS by the dampness of the bat handle Syme had produced a strIP of paper
on whIch there was a long column of words, and was studymg It WIth an InkpenCIl between hIS fingers
'Look at hIm workmg away In the lunch hour,' saId Parsons, nudgIng
WInston 'Keenness, eh';) What's that you've got there, old boy';) SomethIng a
bIt too braIny for me, I expect SmIth, old boy, I'll tell you why I'm chaSIng
you It's that sub you forgot to gIve me'
'WhIch sub IS that';)' saId WInston, automatIcally feelmg for money About a
quarter of one's salary had to be earmarked for voluntary subscrIptlons, whIch
were so numerous that It was dIfficult to keep track of them
'Por Hate Week You know-the house-by-house fund I'm treasurer for our
block We're makmg an all-out effort-gOIng to put on a tremendous show I
tell you, It won't be my fault If old VIctory ManslOns doesn't have the bIggest
outfit of flags In the whole street Two dollars you promIsed me '
WInston found and handed over two creased and filthy notes, whIch Parsons
entered In a small notebook, In the neat handwrItIng of the Ilhterate
'By the way, old boy,' he saId 'I hear that lIttle beggar of mIne let fly at you
WIth hIS catapult yesterday I gave hIm a good dreSSIng-down for It In fact I
told hIm I'd take the catapult away If he does It agaIn '
'I thInk he was a httle upset at not gOIng to the executlOn,' saId WInston
'Ah, well-What I mean to say, shows the rIght SpIrIt, doesn't It';) MIschIevous
httle beggars they are, both of them, but talk about keenness' All they thInk
about IS the SpIes, and the war, of course D'you know what that lIttle gIrl of
mme dtd last Saturday, when her troop was on a htke out Berkhamsted way';)
She got two other girls to go WIth her, shpped off from the hIke, and spent the
whole afternoon follOWIng a strange man They kept on rus taIl for two hours,
rtght through the woods, and then, when they got into Amersham, handed hIm
over to the patrols '
'What dId they do that for?' saId WInston, somewhat taken aback Parson
went on trIumphantly
'My kId made sure he was some kInd of enemy agent-mIght have been
dropped by parachute, for Instance But here's the pOInt, old boy What do you
thmk put her on to hIm In the first place';) She spotted he was wearIng a funny
kmd of shoes-saId she'd never seen anyone weartng shoes lIke that before So
the chances were he was a foreIgner Pretty smart for a mpper of seven, eh';)'
'What happened to the man';)' saId WInston
'Ah, that I couldn't say, of course But I wouldn't be altogether surprIsed
If-' Parsons made the motion of alIlllng a rIfle, and chcked hIS tongue for the
explosion
'Good,' sald Syme abstractedly, WIthout lookIng up from hIS strIp of paper
'Of -course We can't afford to take chances,' agreed WInston dutIfully
'What I mean to say, there IS a war on,' SaId Parsons
As though In confirmanon of thIS, a trumpet call floated from the telescreen
·'~st above their heads However.) It was not the proclamatlOn of a mlhtary
"'cto.ty thls tune, but merely an announcement from the MInIstry of Plenty.
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'Comrades" crIed an eager youthful VOIce 'AttentIOn, comrades' We have
glorIOUS news for you We have won the battle for productIon' Returns now
completed of the output of all classes of consumptlOn goods show that the
standard of hVIng has rIsen by no less than 20 per cent over the past year All
over OceanIa thIS mornIng there were IrrepreSSIble spontaneous demonstrations when workers marched out of factorIes and offices and paraded
through the streets WIth banners VOICIng theIr gratItude to BIg Brother for the
new, happy hfe whIch lu~ wIse leadershIp has bestowed upon us Here are
some of the completed figures Foodstuffs-'
The phrase 'our new, happy lIfe' recurred several tunes It had been a
faVOUrIte of late WIth the MInIstry of Plenty Parsons, hIS attentIon caught by
the trumpet call, sat hsterung WIth a sort of gapIng solemruty, a sort of edIfied
boredom He could not follow the figures, but he was aware that they were In
some way a cause for satlsfaCDon He had lugged out a huge and filthy pIpe
whIch was already half full of charred tobacco WIth the tobacco ratIOn at 100 •
grammes a week It was seldom pOSSIble to fill a pIpe up to the top Wmston was
smokIng a VIctory CIgarette whIch he held carefully hOrIzontal The new
ration dId not start tll1 tomorrow and he had only four CIgarettes left For the
moment he had shut hIS ears to the remoter nOIses and was hsterung to the stuff
that streamed out of the telescreen It appeared that there had even been
demonstratIons to thank: BIg Brother for raIsIng the chocolate ratIOn to twenty
grammes a week And only yesterday, he reflected, It had been announced that
the ratIon was to be reduced to twenty grammes a week Was It pOSSIble that
they could swallow that, after only twenty-four hours:> Yes, they swallowed It
Parsons swallowed It easlly, With the stupIdIty of an anunal The eyeless
creature at the other table swallowed It fanatIcally, pasSIOnately, WIth a fUrIOUS
deSIre to track down, denounce, and vapOrIze anyone who should suggest that
last week the ratIon had been thIrty grammes Syrne, tOO-In some more
complex way, InvolVIng doublethInk, Syrne swallowed It Was he, then, alone
In the possessIOn of a memory';)
The fabulous statIstIcs contInued to pour out of the telescreen As compared
WIth last year there was more food, more clothes, more houses, more furruture,
more cookmg-pots, more fuel, more ships, more helIcopters, more books,
more babIes-more of everythIng except disease, CrIme, and InsanIty Yearby
year and mInute by mmute; everybody and everythIng was whIZZIng rapIdly
upwards As Syrne had done earlIer WInston had taken up hIS spoon and was
dabblIng In the pale-coloured gravy that drIbbled across the table, draWIng a
long streak of It out Into a pattern He medItated resentfully on the phYSIcal
texture of hfe Had It always been hke thIS? Had food always tasted like thIS?
He looked round the canteen. A low-celbnged, crowded room, Its walls gruny
from the contact of innumerable homes, battered metal tables and chaIrs,
placed so close together that you sat Wlth elbows touchIng, bent spoons,
dented trays, coarse wblte mugs,. all surfaces greasy, grIme In every crack, and
a sourIsh, composite smell of bad gIn and bad coffee and metallIC stew and
dIrty clothes Always In your stomach and In your skin there was a sort of
protest, a feeb;ng. taat you had heetl cheated of somethlng that you had a TIght •
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to It was true that he had no memones of anythIng greatly dIfferent In any
time that he could accurately remember, there had never been qUIte enough to
eat, one had never had socks or underclothes that were not full of holes,
furmture had always been battered and rIckety, rooms underheated, tube
trams crowded, houses fallIng to pIeces, bread dark-coloured, tea a ranty,
coffee filthy-tastIng, CIgarettes InsufficIent-nothIng cheap and plentiful except
synthetIC gIn And though, of course, It grew worse as one's body aged, was It
not a SIgn that thiS was not the natural order of thIngs, If one's heart sickened at
the dIscomfort and dIrt and scarCIty, the IntermInable WInters, the stIckIness of
one's socks, the hfts that never worked, the cold water, the gntty soap, the
CIgarettes that came to pIeces, the food wIth ItS strange evIl taste';) Why should
one feel It to be Intolerable unless one had some kInd of ancestral memory that
things had once been dIfferent';)
He looked round the canteen agam Nearly everyone was ugly, and would
stIll have been ugly even If dressed otherWIse than In the uniform blue overalls
On the far SIde of the room, SIttIng at a table alone, a small, CUrIously beetlelIke man was dnnkIng a cup of coffee, hIS lIttle eyes dartIng SUSpICIOUS glances
from SIde to SIde How easy It was, thought WInston, If you dId not look about
you, to belIeve that the phYSIcal type set up by the Party as an Ideal-tall
muscular youths and deep-bosomed maIdens, blond-hatred, Vital, sunburnt,
carefree-exIsted and even predomInated Actually, so far as he could Judge,
the maJonty of people In AIrstrIp One were small, dark, and Ill-favoured It
was cunous how that beetle-lIke type prolIferated In the MInistrIes lIttle
dumpy men, grOWIng stout very early In hfe, WIth short legs, sWIft scuttlIng
movements, and fat mscrutable faces wIth very small eyes It was the type that
seemed to flOUrIsh best under the domInIon of the Party
The announcement from the MInIstry of Plenty ended on another trumpet
call and gave way to tlnny mUSIC Parsons, stIrred to vague enthUSIasm by the
bombardment of figures, took hIS pIpe out of hIS mouth
'The MInIstry of Plenty's certaInly done a good Job thIS year,' he saId WIth a
knOWing shake of hIS head 'By the way, SmIth old boy, I suppose you haven't
got any razor blades you can let me have';)'
'Not one,' sald Wlnston 'I've been USIng the same blade for SIX weeks
myself'
cAh, well-Just thought I'd ask you, old boy'
'Sorry,' sood WInston
The quackIng VOIce from the next table, temporanly sIlenced dunng the
MlruStry'S announcement, had started up agaIn, as loud as ever For some
reason Wmston suddenly found hunself thlnkmg of Mrs Parsons, WIth her
WISpy halr and the dust In the creases of her face. WIthIn two years those
chIldren would be denounCIng her to the Thought Pohce Mrs Parsons would
be vaporized. Syme would be vapOrIzed WInston would be vapOrIzed
O'BrIen would be vapOflzed Parsons, on the other hand, would never be
vapo1'lZed. The eyeless creature WIth the quackmg VOIce would never be
vaporized. The httle beetle-lIke men who scuttled so rumbly through the
labyrinthme corrIdors of MInistrIes-they, too, would never be vaporIzed And
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the gIrl WIth dark haIr, the gIrl from the FIctIOn Department-she would never
be vaporIzed eIther It seemed to hIm that he knew InstInctIvely who would
surVIve and who would perIsh though Just what It was that made for survIval,
It was not easy to say
At thIS moment he was dragged out of hIS reverIe WIth a VIolent Jerk The gIrl
at the next table had turned partly round and was lookIng at hIm It was the gIrl
WIth dark haIr She was lookIng at hIm In a SIdelong way, but WIth CUrIOUS
IntensIty The Instant that she caught hIS eye she looked away agam
The sweat started out on WInston's backbone A horrIble pang of terror
went through hIm I t was gone almost at once, but It left a sort of naggmg
uneaSIness behInd Why was she watchIng hIm'> Why dId she keep followmg
hIm about'> Unfortunately he could not remember whether she had already
been at that table when he arrIved, or had come there afterwards But
yesterday, at any rate, durIng the Two MInutes Hate, she had sat ImmedIately
behInd hIm when there was no apparent need to do so QUIte lIkely her real
object had been to lIsten to hIm and make sure whether he was shoutIng loudly
enough
HIS earlIer thought returned to hlID' probably she was not actually a member
of the Thought PolIce, but then It was precIsely the amateur spy who was the
greatest danger of all He dId not know how long she had been lookmg at hIm,
but perhaps for as much as five mInutes, and It was pOSSIble that hIS features
had not been perfectly under control It was ternbly dangerous to let your
thoughts wander when you were In any publIc place or WIthIn range of a
telescreen The smallest thIng could gIve you away A nervous tIC, an
unconSCIOUS look of amnety, a habIt of mutterIng to yourself-anythIng that
carned WIth It the suggestlOn of abnormalIty, of havmg somethIng to rude In
any case, to wear an Improper expreSSIon on your face (to look Incredulous
when a VIctory was announced, for example) was Itself a punIshable offence
There was even a word for It in Newspeak.!aceCTl,me, It was called
The gIrl had turned her back on hIm agaIn Perhaps after all she was not
really follOWIng hIm about, perhaps It was COInCIdence that she had sat so close
to hIm two days runnIng HlS CIgarette had gone out, and he laId It carefully on
the edge of the table He would finIsh smokIng It after work, If he could keep
the tobacco In It QUIte hkely the person at the next table was a spy of the
Thought PolIce, and qUlte lIkely he would be m the cellars of the MInlStry of
Love WIthIn three days, but a Clgarette end must not be wasted Syme had
folded up hIs strIP of paper and stowed It away In hIS pocket Parsons had
begun taJ.lo.ng agaIn
'DId I ever tell you, old boy,' he wd, chuckhng round the stem of hIS pIpe,
'about the tIme when those two mppers of mme set fire to the old marketwoman's skirt because they saw her wrappIng up sausages In a poster of B.B ?
Sneaked up behtnd her and set fire to It WIth a box of matches Burned her
qUIte badly, I believe LIttle beggars, eh'> But keen as mustardf That's a firstrate tralIDng they give them tn the SPIes nowadays-better than m my day,
even What d~you think's the latest thIng they've served them out Wlth"> Ear
trumpets for lIstening through keyholes I My lIttle girl brought one home the

Nzneteen Ezghty-Four
780
other mght-trIed It out on our SIttIng-room door, and reckoned she could hear
tWIce as much as wIth her ear to the hole Of course It's only a toy, mInd you
StIll, gIves 'em the rIght Idea, eh';)'
At thIS moment the telescreen let out a pIercIng whIstle It was the sIgnal to
return to work All three men sprang to theIr feet to JOIn In the struggle round
the hfts, and the remalmng tobacco fell out of WInston's CIgarette

6
WInston was WrItmg In hIS dIary
It was three years ago It was on a dark evemng, m a narrow SIde-street near one of the bIg
rallway statIons She was standmg near a doorway m the 'V\<all, under a street lamp that hardly gave
any lIght She had a young face, paInted very thIck It was really the pamt that appealed to me, the
whIteness of It, lIke a mask, and the brIght red hps Party women never pamt theIr faces There was
nobody else m the street, and no telescreens She saId two dollars 1-

For the moment It was too dIfficult to go on He shut hIS eyes and pressed hIS
fingers agamst them, trying to squeeze out the VISIon that kept recurrIng He
had an almost overwhelmIng temptatIOn to shout a strIng of filthy words at the
top of hIS VOIce Or to bang hIS head agaInst the wall, to kICk over the table, and
hurl the mkpot through the WIndow-to do any VIOlent or nOISY or paInful thmg
that mIght black out the memory that was tormentIng hIm
Your worst enemy, he reflected, was your own nervous system At any
moment the tenSIOn InSIde you was hable to translate Itself Into some VISIble
symptom He thought of a man whom he had passed In the street a few weeks
back a qUlte ordInary-lookIng man, a Party member, aged thIrty-five to forty,
talllsh and thIn, carryIng a brIef-case They were a few metres apart when the
left SIde of the man's face was suddenly contorted by a sort of spasm It
happened agaIn Just as they were passing one another It was only a tWItch, a
qUIver, rapId as the chcking of a camera shutter, but ObVIOusly habItual He
remembered thInkIng at the tIme. That poor deVIl IS done for And what was
frightemng was that the actIOn was qUIte pOSSIbly unconscIOUS The most
deadly danger of all was talkIng In your sleep. There was no way of guardIng
agaInst that, so far as he could see
He drew hIS breath and went on WrItIng.
I went with her through the doorway and across a backyard mto a basement kItchen There was
a bed agamst the wall~ and a lamp on the table, turned down very low She-

IUs teeth were set on edge He would have hked to SPIt SlffiuItaneousIy with
the woman In the basement kitchen he thought of KatharIne, hIS WIfe WInston
was married-had been marned, at any rate probably he stIll was married, so
far as he knew hIS WIfe was not dead He seemed to breathe agaxn the warm
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stuffy odour of the basement kItchen, an odour compounded of bugs and dIrty
clothes and vIllaInous cheap scent, but nevertheless allunng, because no
woman of the Party ever used scent, or could be Imagmed as dOIng so Only the
proles used scent In hIS mInd the smell of It was mextncably mIxed up wIth
fornIcatIOn
When he had gone wIth that woman It had been hIS first lapse m two years or
thereabouts ConsortIng wIth prostItutes was forbIdden, of course. but It was
one of those rules that you could occasIOnally nerve yourself to break It was
dangerous, but It was not a hfe-and-death matter To be caught WIth a
prostItute mIght mean five years m a forced-labour camp not more, If you had
commItted no other offence And It was easy enough, prOVIded that you could
aVOId beIng caught In the act The poorer quarters swarmed WIth women who
were ready to sell themselves Some could even be purchased for a bottle of
gIn, whIch the proles were not supposed to dnnk TaCItly the Party was even
InclIned to encourage prostItutIOn, as an outlet for InstIncts whIch could not be
altogether suppressed Mere debauchery dId not matter very much, so long as
It was furtIve and Joyless and only Involved the Women of a submerged and
despIsed class The unforgIvable CrIme was promIScUIty between Party
members But-though thIS was one of the cnmes that the accused 10 the great
purges Invanably confessed to-It was dIfficult to Imagme any such thmg
actually happenIng
The aIm of the Party was not merely to prevent men and women from
formIng loyaltIes WhICh It mIght not be able to control Its real, undeclared
purpose was to remove all pleasure from the sexual act Not love so much as
erotICIsm was the enemy, InSIde marnage as well as outSIde It All marrIages
between Party members had to be approved by a commIttee appomted for the
purpose, and-though the prInCIple was never clearly stated-permIssIon was
always refused If the couple concerned gave the ImpreSSIOn of beIng phYSIcally
attracted to one another The only recogmzed purpose of marrIage was to
beget chIldren for the serVI(..e of the Party Sexual Intercourse was to be looked
on as a slIghtly dIsgustIng mInor operatIOn, ltke havmg an enema ThIS agam
was never put Into plam words, but In an IndIrect way It was rubbed Into every
Party member from chIldhood onwards There were even orgamzatlons such
as the JunIOr AntI-Sex League, whIch advocated complete cebbacy for both
sexes. All chIldren were to be begotten by artIficIal InsemInatIon (artsem, It was
called In Newspeak) and brought up In publIc InstItutIons ThlS, WInston was
aware, was not meant altogether serIously, but somehow It fitted In WIth the
general Ideology of the Party The Party was trymg to kIll the sex InstInct, or) If
It could not be kIlled, then to dIstort It and duty It He dId not know why thIS
was so, but It seemed natural that It should be so And as far as the women were
concerned, the Party's efforts were largely successful
He thought agam of KatharIne It must be rune, ten-nearly eleven years
SInce they had parted It was CUrIOUS how seldom he thought of her. For days
at a tIme he was capable of forgettIng that he had ever been marrIed They had
only been together for about fifteen months The Party dId not permIt dIvorce,
but It rather encouraged separatIOn In cases where there were no chIldren

Nzneteen Ezghty-Four

KatharIne was a tall, faIr-haIred gIrl, very straIght, wIth splendId
movements She had a bold, aquIlIne face, a face that one mIght have called
noble untIl one dIscovered that there was as nearly as possIble nothIng behInd
It Very early In her marrIed hfe he had decIded-though perhaps It was only
that he knew her more IntImately than he knew most people-that she had
WIthout exceptIOn the most stupId, vulgar, empty mInd that he had ever
encountered She had not a thought In her head that was not a slogan, and
there was no Imbeclhty, absolutely none that she was not capable of
swallowmg If the Party handed It out to her 'The human sound-track' he
mcknamed her In hIS own mInd Yet he could have endured lIVIng WIth her If It
had not been for Just one thIng-sex
As soon as he touched her she seemed to WInce and stIffen To embrace her
was lIke embraCIng a JOInted wooden Image And what was strange was that
even when she was claspIng hIm agaInst her he had the feehng that she was
sImultaneously pushIng hIm away WIth all her strength The rIgIdIty of her
muscles managed to convey that ImpreSSIOn She would lIe there WIth shut
eyes, neIther reSIstIng nor co-operatIng but submzttzng It was extraordInarIly
embarraSSIng, and, after a whIle, horrIble But even then he could have borne
hvmg WIth her If It had been agreed that they should remaIn celIbate But
CUrIously enough It was KatharIne who refused thIS They must, she saId,
produce a chIld If they could So the performance contInued to happen, once a
week qUIte regularly, whenever It was not ImpOSSIble She even used to remInd
hIm of It In the mornIng, as somethIng WhICh had to be done that evenIng and
WhICh must not be forgotten She had two names for It One was 'makIng a
baby'" and the other was 'our duty to the Party' (yes, she had actually used that
phrase) QUIte soon he grew to have a feelmg of pOSltlve dread when the
appOInted day came round But luckIly no chIld appeared, and In the end she
agreed to gIve Up trYIng, and soon afterwards they parted
WInston SIghed InaudIbly He pIcked up hIS pen agaIn and wrote
She threw herself down on the bed, and at once, WIthout any kmd ofprebmmary, In the most
coarse, horrIble way you can ImagIne, pulled up her skIrt 1-

He saw hImself standIng there In the dIm lamplight, WIth the smell of bugs
and cheap scent In hIS nostrIls, and In hIS heart a feelIng of defeat and
resentment whIch even at that moment was mIxed up WIth the thought of
KatharIne's whIte body, frozen for ever by the hypnotIC power of the Party
Why dId It always have to be lIke thIs~ Why could he not have a woman of hIS
own instead of these filthy scuffles at mtervals of years? But a real love affaIr
was an almost unthinkable event The women of the Party were all alIke
ChastIty was as deep ingramed In them as Party loyalty By careful early
conditlorung, by games and cold water, by the rubbIsh that was dInned into
them at school and In the SpIes and the Youth League, by lectures, parades,
songs, slogans., and martIal mUSIC, the natural feelIng had been dllven out of
them., His reason told him that there must be exceptions, but hIS heart dId not
be!leve it. Th~ were all Impregnable, as the Party Intended that they should
be~ ~~\Vhat lIe wanted, more even than to be loved, was to bre$ down that
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wall of VIrtue, even If It were only once In hiS whole lIfe The sexual act,
successfully performed, was rebelhon DeSIre was thoughtcrIme Even to have
awakened KatharIne, If he could have achieved It, would have been bke a
seductlOn, although she was hiS Wife
But the rest of the story had got to be WrItten down He wrote
I turned up the lamp When I saw her 1n the hght-

After the darkness the feeble hght of the paraffin lamp had seemed very
brIght For the first tlIDe he could see the woman properly He had taken a step
towards her and then halted, full of lust and terror He was pamfully conscIous
of the rIsk he had taken In comIng here It was perfectly pOSSible that the
patrols would catch hIm on the way out for that matter they might be waitIng
outSide the door at thIS moment If he went away WithOUt even domg what he
had come here to do-'
I t had got to be WrItten down, It had got to be confessed What he had
suddenly seen In the lampbght was that the woman was old The pamt was
plastered so thIck on her face that It looked as though It mIght crack bke a
cardboard mask There were streaks of whIte m her haIr, but the truly dreadful
detaIl was that her mouth had fallen a httle open, revealIng nothIng except a
cavernous blackness She had no teeth at all
He wrote hurrIedly, In scrabbbng handwrltmg
When I saw her 1n the lIght she was qulte an old woman, fifty years old at least But I went ahead
and did It Just the same

He pressed hIS fingers agaInst hIS eyebds again He had WrItten It down at
last, but It made no dIfference The therapy had not worked The urge to shout
filthy words at the top of hIS VOIce was as strong as ever

7
If there IS hope, wrote Wtnston, It lIes 1n the proles

If there was hope, It must be In the proles, because only there, In those
swarmIng dIsregarded masses, 85 per cent of the populatlOn of OceanIa, could
the force to destroy the Party ever be generated The Party could not be
overthrown from WIthIn Its enemIes, If It had any enemIes, had no way of
coming together or even of IdentIfYIng one another Even If the legendary
Brotherhood eXIsted, as Just pOSSIbly It xmght, It was InconceIvable that Its
members could ever assemble In larger numbers than twos and threes
Rebelhon meant a look In the eyes, an InfleXIOn of the voice, at the most, an
occasIonal whIspered word But the proles, If only they could somehow
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become conSCIOUS of theIr own strength, would have no need to conspIre They
needed only to rIse Up and shake themselves lIke a horse shakIng off flIes If
they chose they could blow the Party to pIeces tomorrow morrung Surely
sooner or later It must occur to them to do It';) And yet-'
He remembered how once he had been walkIng down a crowded street when
a tremendous shout of hundreds ofvOlces-women's vOIces-had burst from a
SIde-street a lIttle way ahead It was a great formIdable cry of anger and
despair, a deep, loud 'Oh-o-o-o-ohl' that went hummIng on lIke the
reverberatIOn of a bell HIS heart had leapt It's started' he had thought A rIot'
The proles are breakIng loose at last' When he had reached the spot It was to
see a mob of two or three hundred women crowdIng round the stalls of a street
market, WIth faces as tragic as though they had been the doomed passengers on
a SInkIng shIP But at thIS moment the general despaIr broke down Into a
multItude of IndIVIdual quarrels It appeared that one of the stalls had been
sellIng tm saucepans They were wretched, flImsy thIngs, but cookIng-pots of
any kmd were always dIfficult to get Now the supply had unexpectedly given
out The successful women, bumped and Jostled by the rest, were trYIng to
make off WIth theIr saucepans wh11e dozens of others clamoured round the
stall, aCCUSIng the stall-keeper of faVOUrItIsm and of haVIng more saucepans
somewhere In reserve There was a fresh outburst of yells Two bloated
women, one of them WIth her hrur comIng down, had got hold of the same
saucepan and were trYIng to tear It out of one another's hands For a moment
they were both tuggIng, and then the handle came off WInston watched them
dIsgustedly And yet, Just for a moment, what almost frIghtenIng power had
sounded In that cry from only a few hundred throats' Why was It that they
could never shout like that about anythIng that mattered';)
He wrote
U ntll they become consclOUS they WIll never rebel, and untIl.after they have rebelled they cannot
become conSCIOUS

That, he reflected, mIght almost have been a transcrIptIon from one of the
Party textbooks The Party claImed, of course, to have lIberated the proles
from bondage Before the Revolutton they had been ludeously oppressed by
the capItalIsts, they had been starved and flogged, women had been forced to
work In the coal mInes (women st111 dId work in the coal mmes, as a matter of
fact), chIldren had been sold Into the factorIes at the age of SIX But
sImultaneously, true to the prmciples of doublethInk, the Party taught that the
proles were naturalmferlOrs who must be kept In subJectIon, lIke arumals, by
the apphcaoon of a few sunple rules. In realIty very httle was known about the
proles. It was not necessary to know much So long as they contInued to work
and breed, their other acttVltIes were WIthout Importance. Left to themselves,
hke cattle turned loose upon the plaIns of Argentlna7 they had reverted to a
style of hfe that appeared to be natural to them, a sort of ancestral pattern.
They; were born, they grew up m the gutters, they went to work at twelve, they
passed through a brIef blossomIng-perIod of beauty and se)tual deSIre, they
nULt'l'l,eQ at twenty, they were mIddle-aged at thirty, they dted~ for the most
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part, at SIxty Heavy phYSIcal work, the care of home and chIldren, petty
quarrels wIth neIghbours, films, football, beer, and, above all, gamblIng, filled
up the hOrIzon of mInds To keep them In control was not dIfficult A few
agents of the Thought PolIce moved always among them, spreadIng false
rumours and markIng down and elImInatIng the few IndIVIduals who were
Judged capable of becomIng dangerous, but no attempt was made to
IndoctrInate them Wlth the Ideology of the Party It was not deSIrable that the
proles should have strong polItIcal feelIngs All that was reqUIred of them was a
prImItIve patrIotIsm WhIch could be appealed to whenever It was necessary to
make them accept longer workIng-hours or shorter ratlOns And even when
they became dIscontented, as they sometImes dld, theIr dIscontent led
nowhere, because beIng WIthout general Ideas, they could only focus It on
petty speCIfic grIevances The larger evIls InvarIably escaped theIr nonce The
great majorIty of proles dId not even have telescreens In theIr homes Even the
CIVIl polIce Interfered WIth them very lIttle There was a vast amount of
CrImInalIty In London, a whole world-within-a-world of thieves, bandIts,
prostItutes, drug-peddlers, and racketeers of every deSCrIptIOn, but SInce It all
happened among the proles themselves, It was of no Importance In all
questlOns of morals they were allowed to follow theIr ancestral code The
sexual pUrItanIsm of the Party was not Imposed upon them PromISCUIty went
unpunIshed, dIvorce was permItted For that matter, even relIglOus worshIp
would have been permItted If the proles had shown any SIgn of needlOg or
wantIng It They were beneath SuspiClOn As the Party slogan put It 'Proles
and ammals are free'
WInston reached down and cautIOusly scratched hIS varIcose ulcer It had
begun ItchIng agaIn The thIng you InvarIably came back to was the
ImpOSSIbIlIty of knOWIng what lIfe before the RevolutIOn had really been lIke
He took out of the drawer a copy of a chIldren's hIstory textbook WhICh he had
borrowed from Mrs Parsons, and began copYIng a passage Into the dIary
In the old days (It ran), before the glorIOUS Revolution, London was not the beautIful CIty that
we know today It was a dark, dIrty, mIserable place where hardly anybody had enough to eat and
where hundreds and thousands of poor people had no boots on thelI feet and not even a roof to
sleep under ChIldren no older than you are had to work twelve hours a day for cruel masters, who
Bogged them WIth whIps If they worked too slowly and fed them on nothIng but stale breadcrusts
and water But m among all thIS ternble poverty there were Just a few great bIg beautIful houses
that were hved m by nch men who had as many as thIrty servants to look after them These nch
men were called capItalIsts They were fat, ugly men WIth WIcked faces, hke the one In the picture
on the opposite page You see that he IS dressed In a long black coat whIch was called a frock coat"
and a queer, shmy hat shaped lIke a stovepIpe, whIch was called a top hat Thls was the uruform of
the capltal!sts, and no one else was allowed to wear It The capItalIsts owned everythmg m the
world, and everyone else was their slave They owned all the land, all the houses, all the factOrIes,
and all the money If anyone dIsobeyed them they could throw them Into prIson, or they could take
hiS Job away and starve hun to death When any ordmary person spoke to a caPltaltSt he had to
cIlnge and bow to hun, and take off hIs cap and address hun as 'Slr' The cruef of all the capltahsts
was called the Kmg, and-

But he knew the rest of the catalogue There would be mentIon of the
blshops m theIr lawn sleeves, the Judges In theIr ernune robes, the pIllory, the
stocks, the tre.admtlI, the cat-o' -rune taJls, the Lord Mayor's Banquet, and the
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practIce of klsslng the Pope's toe There was also somethIng called the JUS

przmae noctzs, whIch would probably not be mentlOned In a textbook for
chIldren It was the law by whIch every capItalIst had the rIght to sleep WIth
any woman workIng In one of hIS factones
How could you tell how much of It was lIes' It mzght be true that the average
human beIng was better off now than he had been before the RevolutIOn The
only eVIdence to the contrary was the mute protest In your own bones, the
InstInctIve feelIng that the condItIons you lIved In were Intolerable and that at
some other tIme they must have been dIfferent It struck hIm that the truly
charactenstIc thIng about modern hfe was not Its cruelty and Insecunty, but
SImply Its bareness, Its dIngIness, Its lIstlessness LIfe, If you looked about you,
bore no resemblance not only to the bes that streamed out of the telescreens,
but even to the Ideals that the Party was trYIng to achIeve Great areas of It,
even for a Party member, were neutral and non-polItIcal, a matter of sloggIng
through dreary Jobs, fightIng for a place on the Tube, darnIng a worn-out sock,
cadgIng a sacchanne tablet, saVIng a CIgarette end The Ideal set up by the
Party was somethIng huge, terrIble, and glIttering-a world of steel and
concrete, of monstrous machInes and ternfying weapons-a natIon of warrIOrs
and fanatIcs, marchIng forward In perfect unIty, all thInkIng the same thoughts
and shoutIng the same slogans, perpetually workIng, fightIng, trIumphIng,
persecutIng-three hundred mIllIon people all WIth the same face The realIty
was decaYIng, dingy CItIes where under-fed people shuffled to and fro In leaky
shoes, In patched-up mneteenth-century houses that smelt always of cabbage
and bad lavatorIes He seemed to see a VISIon of London, vast and rUInous, CIty
of a mIllIon dustbms, and mIxed up WIth It was a pIcture of Mrs Parsons, a
woman WIth hned face and WISPY haIr, fiddlIng helplessly WIth a blocked
waste-pIpe
He reached down and scratched hIS ankle agaIn Day and nIght the
telescreens brUIsed your ears WIth statIstICS prOVIng that people today had
more food, more clothes, better houses, better recreatlOns-that they lIved
longer, worked shorter hours, were bIgger, healthIer, stronger, hapPIer, more
IntellIgent, better educated, than the people of fifty years ago Not a word of It
could ever be proved or dIsproved The Party claimed, for example, that today 40 per cent of adult proles were lIterate before the Revolution, It was saId,
the number had only been 15 per cent The Party claimed that the Infant
mortalIty rate was now only 160 per thousand, whereas before the RevolutIon
It had been 300-and so It went on It was lIke a SIngle equatIon WIth two
unknowns It mIght very well be that lIterally every word In the history books,
even the thIngs that one accepted without questIon, was pure fantasy For all
he knew there ttnght never have been any such law as the JUS przmae noctzs, or
any such creature as a capitahst, or any such garment as a top hat
Everytlung faded Into mIst The past was erased, the erasure was forgotten,
the he became truth Just once in hIS hfe he had possessed ....after the event that
was what counted:~concrete, unmistakable eVIdence of an act of falSIfication
He had held it between lus fingers for as long as thIrty seconds In 1973, It must
h~~ beent..-.at any rate, If was at about the tIme when he and KatharIne had
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parted But the really relevant date was seven or eight years earher
The story really began In the mIddle 'sixties, the perIod of the great purges
In wluch the onglnalleaders of the RevolutlOn were wiped out once and for all
By 1970 none of them was left, except BIg Brother hImself All the rest had by
that tIme been exposed as traItors and counter-revolutlOnanes Goidstem had
fled and was hIdIng no one knew where, and of the others, a few had sImply
dIsappeared, whIle the maJonty had been executed after spectacular pubhc
trIals at whIch they made confessIOn of their CrImes Among the last surVIvors
were three men named Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford It must have been In
1965 that these three had been arrested As often happened, they had vanIshed
for a year or more, so that one did not know whether they were ahve or dead,
and then had suddenly been brought forth to IncnmlOate themselves 10 the
usual way They had confessed to Intelhgence wIth the enemy (at that date,
too, the enemy was Eurasia), embezzlement of pubhc funds, the murder of
various trusted Party members, lOtngues agamst the leadershIp of BIg Brother
whIch had started long before the Revolution happened, and acts of s-abotage
causIng the death of hundreds of thousands of people After confeSSIng to these
thIngs they had been pardoned, reinstated In the Party, and gIven posts which
were In fact SInecures but whIch sounded Important All three had WrItten
long, abject artIcles m The Tzmes, analyslOg the reasons for theIr defectlOn and
promising to make amends
Some tune after their release WInston had actually seen all three of them m
the Chestnut Tree Cafe He remembered the sort of terrIfied fascInation With
whIch he had watched them out of the corner of hiS eye They were men far
older than himself, rehcs of the anCIent world, almost the last great figures left
over from the herOIC early days of the Party The glamour of the underground
struggle and the cIvil war stIll famtly clung to them He had the feehng, though
already at that tIme facts and dates were grOWIng blurry, that he had known
theIr names years earher than he had known that of Big Brother But also they
were outlaws, enemies, untouchables, doomed With absolute certamty to
extInction WIthIn a year or two No one who had once fallen Into the hands of
the Thought Pohce ever escaped In the end They were corpses waItIng to be
sent back to the grave
There was no one at any of the tables nearest to them. It was not Wise even to
be seen In the neighbourhood of such people They were slttlOg In SIlence
before glasses of the gIn flavoured WIth cloves whIch was the spectahty of the
cafe Of the three, It was Rutherford whose appearance had most unpressed
Winston Rutherford had once been a famous carIcatUrIst, whose brutal
cartoons had helped to Inflame popular oplmon before and dunng the
Revolution Even now, at long Intervals, hiS cartoons were appearIng In The
Tzmes They were simply an Imttation of hiS earber manner, and curIously
hfeless and unconVIncing. Always they were a rehashIng of the anCient
themes-slum tenements, starvIng chIldren, street battles, capItalIsts In top
hats-even on the barrIcades the capltahsts st111 seemed to chng to thelr top
hats-an endless, hopeless effort to get back lOto the past He was a monstrous
man, with a mane of greasy grey haIr, Ius face pouched and seamed, With thIck
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negrOld lIps At one tIme he must have been Immensely strong, now hIS great
body was saggIng, slopIng, bulgIng, fallIng away In every dIrectIOn He seemed
to be breakmg up before one's eyes, lIke a mountaIn crumblIng
It was the lonely hour of fifteen WInston could not now remember how he
had come to be In the cafe at such a tlme The place was almost empty A tInny
mUSIC was tnckhng from the telescreens The three men sat In theIr corner
almost motIOnless, never speakIng U ncommanded, the walter brought fresh
glasses of gm There was a chessboard on the table beSIde them, With the pIeces
set out but no game started And then, for perhaps half a mInute In all,
somethIng happened to the telescreens The tune that they were plaYIng
changed, and the tone of the mUSIC changed too There came Into It-but It was
somethIng hard to deSCrIbe It was a pecuhar, cracked, braYIng, Jeermg note In
hIS mInd Wmston called It a yellow note And then a VOIce from the telescreen
was smglng
Under the spreadmg chestnut tree
I sold you and you sold me
There he they, and here he we
Under the spreadmg chestnut tree

The three men never stIrred But when WInston glanced agaIn at
Rutherford's ruInous face, he saw that hIS eyes were full of tears And for the
first tIme he notIced, WIth a kInd of Inward shudder, and yet not knOWIng at
what he shuddered, that both Aaronson and Rutherford had broken noses
A httle later all three were re-arrested It appeared that they had engaged m
fresh conspIraCIes from the very moment of theIr release At theIr second trIal
they confessed to all theIr old CrImes over agaIn, WIth a whole stnng of new
ones They were executed, and theIr fate was recorded In the Party histones, a
warmng to postenty About five years after thIS, In 1973, WInston was
unrollmg a wad of documents WhICh had Just flopped out of the pneumatIC
tube on to hIS desk when he came on a fragment of paper whIch had eVIdently
been shpped In among the others and then forgotten The Instant he had
flattened It out he saw Its SIgnIficance It was a half-page torn out of The Tzmes
of about ten years earher-the top half of the page, so that It Included the
date-and It contaIned a photograph of the delegates at some Party functIon In
New York. Prominent In the mIddle of the group were Jones, Aaronson, and
Rutherford. There was no mIstakIng them, In any case theIr names were In the
captIOn at the bottom.
The pOInt was that at both tnals all three men had confessed that on that
date they had been on EuraSIan soIl They had flown from a secret aIrfield In
Canada to a rendezvous somewhere In Sibena, and had conferred WIth
members of the EuraSIan General Staff, to whom they had betrayed Important
military secrets. The date had stuck In WInston's memory because It chanced
to be nudsununer day;. but the whole story must be on record In countless
other places as well There was only one pOSSIble conclUSIon the confeSSions

wete lies.
Of oourse" tlus was not In Itself a dIscovery Even at that tune Winston had
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not ImagIned that the people who were WIped out m the purges had actually
commItted the crImes that they were accused of But thIS was concrete
eVIdence, It was a fragment of the abolIshed past, hke a fOSSIl bone WhICh turns
up m the wrong stratum and destroys a geologIcal theory It was enough to
blow the Party to atoms, If In some way It could have been pubhshed to the
world and ItS SIgnIficance made known
He had gone straIght on workIng As soon as he saw what the photograph
was, and what It meant, he had covered It up WIth another sheet of paper,
LuckIly, when he unrolled It, It had been upSIde-down from the pOInt of VIew
of the telescreen
He took hIS scnbblmg pad on hIS knee and pushed back hIS chaIr, so as to get
as far away from the telescreen as pOSSIble To keep your face expressIOnless
was not dIfficult, and even your breathIng could be controlled, WIth an effort
but you could not control the beatIng of your heart, and the telescreen was
qUIte dehcate enough to pIck It up He let what he Judged to be ten mmutes go
by, tormented all the whIle by the fear that some accident-a sudden draught
blOWIng across hIS desk, for Instance-would betray rum Then, WIthout
uncovenng It agaIn, he dropped the photograph mto the memory hole, along
WIth some other waste papers WIthIn another mlnute, perhaps, It would have
crumbled Into ashes
That was ten-eleven years ago Today, probably, he would have kept that
photograph It was cunous that the tact of havmg held It In hIS fingers seemed
to hIm to make a dIfference even now, when the photograph Itself, as well as the
event It recorded, was only memory Was the Party's hold upon the past less
strong, he wondered, because a pIece of eVIdence whIch eXIsted no longer had
once eXIsted ';l
But today, supposmg that It could be somehow resurrected from Its ashes,
the photograph mIght not even be eVIdence Already, at the tIme when he
made hIS dIscovery, Oceama was no longer at war WIth EuraSIa, and It must
have been to the agents of Eastasla that the three dead men had betrayed theIr
country SInce then there had been other charges-two, three, he could not
remember how many Very hkely the confeSSIOns had been rewntten and
rewntten untIl the onglnal facts and dates no longer had the smallest
SIgnIficance The past not only changed, but changed contInuously What
most afflIcted hIm WIth the sense of nIghtmare was that he had never clearly
understood why the huge Imposture was undertaken The ImmedIate
advantages of falSIfYIng the past were ObVIOUS, but the ultImate mouve was
mystenous He took Up hIS pen agaIn and wrote
I understand HOW I do not understand WHY

He wondered, as he had many tImes wondered before, whether he hImself
was a lunatIC Perhaps a lunatIc was SImply a mInorIty of one At one tIme It
had been a SIgn of madness to beheve that the earth goes round the sun. today>
to belIeve that the past IS unalterable. He mIght be alone In holding that behef,
and If alone, then a lunatIC But the thought of beIng a lunatIC dId not greatly
trouble hIm the horror was that he mlght also be wrong
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He pIcked up the chIldren's hIstory book and looked at the portraIt of BIg
Brother WhICh formed Its frontISpIeCe The hypnotIC eyes gazed Into hIS own
It was as though some huge force were pressIng down upon you-somethIng
that penetrated InsIde your skull, batterIng agaInst your braIn, frIghtenIng you
out of your belIefs, persuadIng you, almost, to deny the eVIdence of your
senses In the end the Party would announce that two and two made five, and
you would have to belIeve It It was IneVItable that they should make that claIm
sooner or later the lOgIC of theIr pOSItIOn demanded It Not merely the valIdIty
of experIence, but the very eXIstence of external realIty, was taCItly denIed by
theIr phIlosophy The heresy of hereSIes was common sense And what was
terrIfymg was not that they would kIll you for thInkIng otherWIse, but that they
mIght be rIght For, after all, how do we know that two and two make four';! Or
that the force of graVIty works? Or that the past IS unchangeable';! If both the
past and the external world eXIst only In the mInd, and If the mInd Itself IS
controllable-what then';!
But no' HIS courage seemed suddenly to stIffen of ItS own accord The face
of O'BrIen, not called up by any ObVIOUS aSSOCIatIOn, had floated Into hIS mInd
He knew3 WIth more certaInty than before, that O'BrIen was on hIS SIde He
was wrItmg the dIary for O'BrIen-to O'BrIen It was lIke an IntermInable letter
whIch no one would ever read, but WhICh was addressed to a particular person
and took ItS colour from that fact
The Party told you to reject the eVIdence of your eyes and ears It was theIr
final, most essentIal command HIS heart sank as he thought of the enormous
power arrayed agaInst hIm, the ease WIth whIch any Party Intellectual would
overthrow him m debate, the subtle arguments whIch he would not be able to
understand, much less answer And yet he was In the rIght' They were wrong
and he was rIght The ObVIOUS, the SIlly, and the true had got to be defended
TrUIsms are true, hold on to that' The solId world eXIsts" Its laws do not
change Stones are hard, water IS wet, objects unsupported fall towards the
earth's centre WIth the feelIng that he was speakIng to O'BrIen, and also that
he was settmg forth an Important aXIOm, he wrote
Freedom IS the freedom to say that two plus two make four If that IS granted, all else follows

8
From so..tnewhere at the bottom of a passage the smell of roastIng coffee-real
co:ifee, not Vlct.ory Coffee-came floatIng out Into the street Wmston paused
For perhaps two seconds he was back In the half..forgotten
wt>dd of hls chudhood. Then a door banged, seemmg to cut off the smell as
abwptly as though It had been a sound
~un1!arily
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He had walked several kIlometres over pavements, and hIS varIcose ulcer
was throbbIng ThIS was the second tIme m three weeks that he had mIssed an
evemng at the CommunIty Centre a rash act, SInce you could be certaIn that
the number of your attendances at the Centre was carefully checked In
prIncIple a Party member had no spare tIme, and was never alone except In
bed It was assumed that when he was not workmg, eatmg, or sleepIng he
would be takIng part In some kmd of communal recreatIon to do anythIng that
suggested a taste for solItude, even to go for a walk by yourself, was always
slIghtly dangerous There was a word for It In Newspeak o'lJJnlz/eJ It was called,
meamng IndIvIdualIsm and eccentrICIty But thIS even10g as he came out of the
MInIstry the balmIness of the AprIl aIr had tempted hIm The sky was a
warmer blue than he had seen It that year, and suddenly the long, nOISY
evenIng at the Centre, the bOTIng, exhaustmg games, the lectures, the creaking
camaraderIe oIled by gIn, had seemed Intolerable On Impulse he had turned
away from the bus-stop and wandered off Into the labyrInth of London, first
south, then east, then north agaIn, lOSIng hImself among unknown streets and
hardly botherIng In whIch dIrectIOn he was go1Og
'If there IS hope;' he had WrItten In the dIary, 'It lIes In the proles ' The
words kept comIng back to hIm, statement of a mystIcal truth and a palpable
absurdIty He was somewhere In the vague, brown-coloured slums to the north
and east of what had once been SaInt Pancras StatIon. He was walkIng up a
cobbled street of lIttle two-storey houses WIth battered doorways whIch gave
straIght on the pavement and whIch were somehow CUrIously suggestIve of
ratholes There were puddles offilthy water here and there among the cobbles
In and out of the dark doorways, and down narrow alley-ways that branched
off on eIther SIde, people swarmed In astoDlshmg numbers-gIrls 10 full bloom,
WIth crudely lIps tIcked mouths, and youths who chased the gIrls, and swollen
waddlIng women who showed you what the girls would be hke In ten years'
tIme, and old bent creatures shufflIng along on splayed feet, and ragged
barefooted chIldren who played In the puddles and then scattered at angry
yells from theIr mothers Perhaps a quarter of the WIndows In the street were
broken and boarded up Most of the people paId no attentIOn to WInston; a few
eyed hIm WIth a sort of guarded CUrIOSIty Two monstrous women WIth brIckred forearms folded across theIr aprons were talkIng outSIde a doorway
WInston caught scraps of conversatIon as he approached
, "Yes," I says to 'er, "that's all very well," I says "But If you'd of been In
my place you'd of done the same as what I done It's easy to CrIttclze," I says,
"but you run't got the same problems as what I got '" cAh,' saId the other,
'that's Jest It That's Jest where It IS '
The strIdent VOIces stopped abruptly The women studIed hun In hostIle
stlence as he went past But It was not hOStIlIty, exactly, merely a kInd of
warIness, a momentary stlffemng, as at the paSSIng of some unfamIhar ammal
The blue overalls of the Party could not be a common SIght In a street hke tlus
Indeed, It was unWlse to be seen In such places, unless you had defimte
busmess there The patrols mIght stop you If you happened to run Ulto them
~ May I se~ your papers, comrade? What are you dOIng here? What tlme did you
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leave work';) Is thIS your usual way home';)' -and so on and so forth Not that
there was any rule agaInst walkIng home by an unusual route but It was
enough to draw attentIOn to you If the Thought PolIce heard about It
Suddenly the whole street was In commotIon There were yells of warnIng
from all SIdes People were shootIng Into the doorways lIke rabbIts A young
woman leapt out of a doorway a lIttle ahead of WInston, grabbed up a tIny chIld
playmg m a puddle, whIpped her apron round It, and leapt back agaIn, all In
one movement At the same Instant a man In a concertIna-lIke black SUIt, who
had emerged from a SIde alley, ran towards WInston, pOIntIng eXCItedly to the
sky
'Steamer" he yelled 'Look out, guv'nor' Bang over'ead' Lay down qUIck"
'Steamer' was a nIckname whIch, for some reason, the proles applIed to
rocket bombs Wmston promptly flung hImself on hIS face The proles were
nearly always rIght when they gave you a warnIng of thIS kInd They seemed to
possess some kInd of InstInct whIch told them several seconds In advance when
a rocket was comIng, although the rockets supposedly travelled faster than
sound WInston clasped hIS forearms above rus head There was a roar that
seemed to make the pavement heave, a shower of lIght obJects pattered on to
hIS back When he stood Up he found that he was covered With fragments of
glass from the nearest Window
He walked on The bomb had demolIshed a group of houses 200 metres up
the street A black plume of smoke hung In the sky, and below It a cloud of
plaster dust In which a crowd was already formIng round the rUIns There was
a lIttle pIle of plaster lYIng on the pavement ahead of hIm, and In the mIddle of
It he could see a brIght red streak When he got Up to It he saw that It was a
human hand severed at the WrIst Apart from the bloody stump, the hand was
so completely whItened as to resemble a plaster cast
He kicked the thing Into the gutter, and then, to aVOId the crowd, turned
down a SIde-street to the right Within three or four minutes he was out of the
area whIch the bomb had affected, and the sordId swarmIng hfe of the streets
was gomg on as though nothing had happened It was nearly twenty hours, and
the drInkIng-shops WhICh the proles frequented ('pubs', they called them)
were choked With customers From theIr grImy SWing doors, endlessly
operung and shuttIng, there came forth a smell of urIne, sawdust, and sour
beer In an angle formed by a prOjectIng housefront three men were standIng
very close together!t the middle one of them holdIng a folded-up newspaper
winch the other two were studYing over hIS shoulder Even before he was near
enough to make out the expreSSIOn on their faces, Winston could see
absorptIon In every hne of theIr bodIes. It was obVIOusly some serIOUS pIece of
news that they were reading He was a few paces away from them when
suddenly the group broke up and two of the men were In VIOlent altereation
For a moment they seemed almost on the pOInt of blows
1"
~ ~9.l\Jt yeu 'bteOObIg well listen to what I say? I teU you n(1) number ending In
~1l-alJ1't won for'-Over fourteen months!'
I)

c~f!$J-itf.., ~enl'
~~.fittas BGtt Back

'orne I got the 'ole lot of'em for over two years wrote
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down on a pIece of paper I takes 'em down reg'lar as the clock An' I tell you,
no number endIng In seven-'
'Yes, a seven' as won' I could pretty near tell you the bleedIng number Four
oh seven, It ended In It were In February-second week 10 February'
'February your grandmother' I got It all down 10 black and whIte An' I tell
you, no number-'
'Oh, pack It Inl' saId the thIrd man
They were talking about the Lottery Wmston looked back when he had
gone thIrty metres They were stIll argumg, WIth VIVId, paSSIOnate faces The
Lottery, wIth ItS weekly pay-out of enormous prIzes, was the one pubhc event
to whIch the proles paId serIOUS attentIOn It was probable that there were
some mIllIons of proles for whom the Lottery was the prIncIpal If not the only
reason for remaInIng alIve It was theIr dehght, theIr folly, theIr anodyne, theIr
Intellectual stimulant Where the Lottery was concerned, even people who
could barely read and wrIte seemed capable of 10trIcate calculatIons and
staggering feats of memory There was a whole trIbe of men who made a hvmg
SImply by sellIng systems, forecasts, and lucky amulets Wmston had nothmg
to do WIth the runnIng of the Lottery, WhICh was managed by the MInIstry of
Plenty, but he was aware (Indeed everyone 10 the Party was aware) that the
prizes were largely ImagInary Only small sums were actually paId out, the
WInners of the bIg prIZes beIng non-exIstent persons In the absence of any real
Inter-communIcatIOn between one part of OceanIa and another, thIS was not
dIfficult to arrange
But If there was hope, It lay In the proles You had to clIng on to that When
you put It In words It sounded reasonable It was when you looked at the human
beIngs paSSIng you on the pavement that It became an act of faIth The street
Into whIch he had turned ran downhIll He had a feelIng that he had been In
thIS neIghbourhood before, and that there was a maIn thoroughfare not far
away From somewhere ahead there came a dIn of shoutmg VOIces The street
took a sharp turn and then ended In a flIght of steps WhICh led down Into a
sunken alley where a few stall-keepers were sellIng tIred-Iook1Og vegetables At
thIS moment W1Oston remembered where he was The alley led out mto the maIn
street, and down the next turnIng, not five mInutes away, was the Junk shop
where he had bought the blank book WhICh was now hIS dIary And In a small
statIOner's shop not far away he had bought hIS penholder and hIS bottle of 10k
He paused for a moment at the top of the steps On the OppOSIte SIde of the
alley there was a dIngy lIttle pub whose WIndows appeared to be frosted over
but In reahty were merely coated WIth dust A very old man, bent but actIve,
With whIte moustaches that bristled forward hke those of a prawn, pushed
open the SWIng door and went In As WInston stood watchIng, It occurred to
hlffi that the old man, who must be eIghty at the least, had already been
mlddle..,aged when the RevolutIon happened He and a few others hke hIm
were the last lInks that now eXIsted WIth the varushed world of capItalIsm. In
the Party itself there were not many people left whose Ideas had been fonned
before the RevolutIon The older generaTIon had mostly been WIped out In the
great purges Qf the 'fifues and 'Slxtles~ and the few who SUrvIved had long ago
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been ternfied Into complete Intellectual surrender If there was anyone stIll
alIve who could gIve you a truthful account of condItIOns In the early part of
the century, It could only be a prole Suddenly the passage from the hIstory
book that he had copIed Into hIS dIary came back Into WInston's mInd, and a
lunatIC Impulse took hold of hIm He would go Into the pub, he would scrape
acquaIntance WIth that old man and questIOn hllD He would say to hIm 'Tell
me about your lIfe when you were a boy What was It lIke In those days? Were
thmgs better than they are now, or were they worse?'
HurrIedly, lest he should have tllDe to become frIghtened, he descended the
steps and crossed the narrow street It was madness of course As usual, there
was no defirute rule agaInst talkIng to proles and frequentIng theIr pubs, but It
was far too unusual an actIOn to pass unnotIced If the patrols appeared he
mIght plead an attack offamtness, but It was not lIkely that they would belIeve
hIm He pushed open the door, and a hIdeous cheesy smell of sour beer hIt hIm
In the face As he entered the dIn of VOIces dropped to about half Its volume
BehInd hIS back he could feel everyone eyeIng hIs blue overalls A game of
darts whIch was gOIng on at the other end of the room Interrupted Itself for
perhaps as much as thIrty seconds The old man whom he had followed was
standIng at the bar, haVIng some kInd of altercatIOn WIth the barman, a large,
stout, hook-nosed young man WIth enormous forearms A knot of others,
standIng round WIth glasses In theIr hands, were watchmg the scene
'1 arst you CIvIl enough, dIdn't I?' saId the old man, straIghtenIng hIS
shoulders pugnaCIOusly 'You tellIng me you aIn't got a pInt mug In the 'ole
bleedIng boozer';)'
'And what In hell's name 7.S a pInt?' saId the barman, leamng forward WIth
the tIpS of lus fingers on the counter
"Ark at 'lID' Calls 'isself a barman and don't know what a pInt IS' Why, a
Plot's the 'aIf of a quart, and there's four quarts to the gallon 'Ave to teach you
the A, B, C next'
'Never heard of 'em,' said the barman shortly 'LItre and halfhtre-that's all
we serve There's the glasses on the shelf In front of you '
'I lIkes a pmt,' persIsted the old man 'You could' a drawed-me off a pInt easy
enough We dIdn't 'ave these bleedIng IItres when I was a young man'
'When you were a young man we were all hvmg In the treetops,' saId the
barman, WIth a glance at th~ other customers
There was a shout of laughter, and the uneaSIness caused by WInston's entry
seemed to dIsappear The old man's whlte-stubbled face had flushed pink He
turned away, muttering to hunself, and bumped Into Wmston WInston
caught hIm gently by the arm
'May 1 offer you a dxUlk?' he said
'You're agent,' SaId the other, straIghtenIng hIs shoulders agaIn He
appeared not to have notIced WInston's blue overalls. 'PInt" he added
aggr~s&lvely to $e barman. ~Plnt of wallop ,
The bar.r.nan '$WIShed two half-htres of dark-brown beer Into thIck glasses
whiehbe bad rinsed In a bucket under the counter. Beer was the only dIlnk you
couW gtt In prole pubs The proles were supposed not to drInk gin, though In
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practice they could get hold of It easIly enough The game of darts was m full
SWIng agaIn, and the knot of men at the bar had begun talkIng about lottery
tIckets WInston's presence was forgotten for a moment There was a deal table
under the WIndow where he and the old man could talk WIthout fear of beIng
overheard It was horrIbly dangerous, but at any rate there was no telescreen In
the room, a pOInt he had made sure of as soon as he came In
"E could 'a drawed me off a pInt,' grumbled the old man as he settled down
behInd hIS glass 'A 'alfhtre aIn't enough It don't satisfy And a 'ole lItre's too
much It starts my bladder runmng. Let alone the prIce '
'You must have seen great changes SInce you were a young man,' SaId
WInston tentatively
The old man's pale blue eyes moved from the dart board to the bar, and from
the bar to the door of the Gents, as though It were In the bar-room that he
expected the changes to have occurred,
'The beer was better,' he saId finally 'And cheaper' When I was a young
man, mIld beer-wallop we used to call It-was fourpence a pint That was
before the war, of course '
'WhIch war was that?' SaId Winston
'It's all wars,' SaId the old man vaguely He took up hiS glass, and hIS
shoulders straightened again "Ere's WIshing you the very best of 'ealthl'
In hIS lean throat the sharp-pOInted Adam's apple made a surprxsmgly rapid
up-and-down movement, and the beer vanIshed Wmston went to the bar and
came back With two more half-htres The old man appeared to have forgotten
hiS preJudice agaInst drInking a full lItre
'You are very much older than I am,' saId WInston 'You must have been a
grown man before I was born You can remember what It was lIke In the old
days, before the RevolutIOn People of my age don't really know anythmg
about those tImes We can only read about them In books, and what It says In
the books may not be true I should lIke your OpInIOn on that The history
books say that hfe before the RevolutlOn was completely dIfferent from what It
IS now There was the most terrIble oppression, InJustIce, poverty-worse than
anytlung we can lIDagIne Here In London, the great mass of the people never
had enough to eat from brrth to death, Half of them hadn't even boots on their
feet They worked twelve hours a day, they left school at rune, they slept ten In
a room And at the same tlIDe there were a very few people, only a few
thousands-the capItalIsts, they were called-who were rIch and powerful
They owned everythmg that there was to own They lIved m great gorgeous
houses WIth thIrty servants, they rode about In motor-cars and four-horse
carrIages, they drank champagne, they wore top hats-'
The old man brxghtened suddenly
'Top 'ats!' he SaId. 'Funny you should mentIon 'em. The same thing cottle
Into my 'ead only yesterday) I dono why. I was Jest thlnking, I ain't seen a top
'at In years Gorn nght out> they 'ave. The last tune I wore one was at my
sister-in..law's funeral And that was-well, I couldn't gIve you the date, but 1t
must'a been fifty years ago Of course It was only 'll'ed for the occaSIOn" you
understand '
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'It Isn't very Important about the top hats,' saId WInston patIently 'The
pomt IS, these capItalIsts-they and a few lawyers and prIests and so forth who
lIved on them-were the lords of the earth EverythIng eXIsted for theIr benefit
You-the ordInary people, the workers-were theIr slaves They could do what
they lIked WIth you They could ShIP you off to Canada lIke cattle They could
sleep WIth your daughters If they chose They could order you to be flogged
WIth somethIng called a cat-o'-nme taIls You had to take your cap off when
you passed them Every capItalIst went about WIth a gang of lackeys who-'
The old man brIghtened agaIn
'LackeysI' he saId 'Now there's a word I aIn't 'eard SInce ever so long
Lackeysl That reg'lar takes me back, that does I recollect-oh, donkey's years
ago-I used to sometImes go to 'Yde Park of a Sunday afternoon to 'ear the
blokes maklng speeches SalvatIon Army, Roman CatholIcs, Jews, IndIans-all
sorts there was And there was one bloke-well, I couldn't gIve you 'IS name,
but a real powerful speaker, 'e was 'E dIdn't 'alf gIve It 'em' "Lackeys'" 'e
says, "lackeys of the bourgeOISIe' FlunkIes of the rulIng class l" ParasItes-that
was another of them And 'yenas-'e definItely called 'em 'yenas Of course 'e
was refernng to the Labour Party, you understand '
WInston had the feelIng that they were talkIng at cross-purposes
'What I really wanted to know was thIS,' he saId 'Do you feel that you have
more freedom now than you had In those days';) Are you treated more lIke a
human beIng';) In the old days, the nch people, the people at the top-'
'The 'Quse of Lords,' put In the old man remInIscently
'The House of Lords, If you lIke What I am askIng IS, were these people able
to treat you as an mfenor, SImply because they were rIch and you were poor';) Is
It a fact, for Instance, that you had to call them "SIr" and take off your cap
when you passed them?'
The old man appeared to thInk deeply He drank off about a quarter of hIS
beer before answerlng
'Yes,' he saId 'They lIked you to touch your cap to 'ern It showed respect,
lIke I dIdn't agree WIth It, myself, but I done It often enough Had to, as you
mIght say'
'And was It usual-I'm only quotIng what I've read In hIstory books-was It
usual for these people and theIr servants to push you off the pavement Into the
gutter';)'
'One of 'em pushed me once,' sald the old man cI recollect It as If It was
yesterday It was Boat Race nlght-ternbly rowdy they used to get on Boat
Race mght-and I bumps Into a young bloke on Shaftesbury Avenue QUIte the
gent, 'e was-dress shlrt, top 'at, black overcoat 'E was kInd of ZIgzaggIng
across the pavement, and I bumps into '1m aCCIdental-lIke 'E says, "Why can't
you look where you're gOlng';)" 'e says I say, "Ju thInk you've bought the
bleedIng pavement";)" 'E says, "I'll tWIst your bloody' ead off If you get fresh
with me n I says, '~You're drunk I'll gIve you In charge m 'alf a mInute," I
says. An2 if you'll believe me, 'e puts 'IS 'and on my chest and gIves me a shove
as pretty near sent me under the wheels of a bus Well, I was young In them
days,~ and I was gOIng to 'ave fetched 'un one, only-'
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A sense of helplessness took hold of Wmston The old man's memory was
nothIng but a rubbIsh-heap of detaIls One could questIOn hlffi all day wIthout
getting any real mformatIOn The Party hIstOrIeS mIght snll be true, after a
fashIOn they mIght even be completely true He made a last attempt
'Perhaps I have not made myself clear,' he saId 'What I'm trYIng to say IS
thIS You have been ahve a very long tIme, you lIved half your hfe before the
Revolution In 1925, for Instance, you were already grown up Would you say,
from what you can remember, that lIfe In 1925 was better than It IS now, or
worse';) If you could choose, would you prefer to lIve then or now';)'
The old man looked medItatIvely at the dart board He finIshed up hIS beer,
more slowly than before When he spoke It was WIth a tolerant, phIlosophIC aIr,
as though the beer had mellowed hIm
'I know what you expect me to say,' he saId 'You expect me to say as I'd
sooner be young agam Most people'd say they'd sooner be young, If you arst
'em You got your 'ealth and strength when you're young When you get to my
tIme of hfe you aIn't never well I suffer somethIng WIcked from my feet, and
my bladder's Jest terrIble SIX and seven tImes a nIght It 'as me out of bed On
the other 'and, there's great advantages m bemg a old man You aIn't got the
same wornes No truck WIth women, and that's a great thIng I aIn't 'ad a
woman for near on thIrty year, If you'd credIt It Nor wanted to, what's more'
WInston sat back agaInst the WIndOW-SIll It was no use gOIng on He was
about to buy some more beer when the old man suddenly got up and shuffled
rapIdly Into the stInkIng unnal at the SIde of the room The extra half-lItre was
already working on hlffi Winston sat for a mmute or two gazIng at hIS empty
glass, and hardly notIced when hIS feet carned hlffi out Into the street agaIn
WIthIn twenty years at the most, he reflected, the huge and SImple questIOn,
'Was hfe better before the RevolutIon than It IS now';)' would have ceased once
and for all to be answerable But In effect It was unanswerable even now, SInce
the few scattered surVIvors from the anCIent world were Incapable of
companng one age WIth another They remembered a mllhon useless thIngs, a
quarrel WIth a workmate, a hunt for a lost bIcycle pump, the expreSSIOn on a
long-dead SIster's face, the SWIrlS of dust on a WIndy mormng seventy years
ago but all the relevant facts were outSIde the range of theIr VISIon They were
hke the ant, whIch can see small objects but not large ones And when memory
faIled and wntten records were falSIfied-when that happened, the claIm of the
Party to have Improved the condItIons of human hfe had got to be accepted,
because there dId not eXIst, and never agam could eXIst, any standard agaInst
wruch It could be tested
At thIS moment rus tram of thought stopped abruptly He halted and looked
up He was In a narrow street, WIth a few dark httle shops Interspersed among
dwellIng-houses Immediately above hIs head there hung three dIscoloured
metal balls WhICh looked as If they had once been gIlded He seemed to know
the place Of course' He was standIng outSIde the Junk-shop where he had
bought the dtary
A twlnge of fear went through hIm It had been a sufficiently rash act to buy
the book In the begmmng, and he had sworn never to come near the place
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brought hlID back here of theIr own accord It was precIsely agaInst sUIcIdal
Impulses of thIS kInd that he had hoped to guard hImself by openIng the dIary
At the same tune he notIced that although It was nearly twenty-one hours the
shop was stIll open WIth the feelIng that he would be less conspICUOUS InSIde
than hangIng about on the pavement, he stepped through the doorway If
questIoned, he could plausIbly say that he was tryIng to buy razor blades
The proprIetor had Just lIghted a hangIng 011 lamp whIch gave off an unclean
but fnendly smell He was a man of perhaps SIxty, fraIl and bowed, WIth a long,
benevolent nose, and mIld eyes dtstorted by thIck spectacles HIS haIr was
almost whIte, but hIS eyebrows were bushy and stIll black HIS spectacles, hIS
gentle, fussy movements, and the fact that he was wearIng an aged Jacket of
black velvet, gave hun a vague aIr of IntellectualIty, as though he had been
some kInd ofbterary man, or perhaps a mUSICIan HIS VOIce was soft, as though
faded, and hIS accent less debased than that of the majorIty of proles
'1 recognIzed you on the pavement,' he saId unmedlately 'You're the
gentleman that bought the young lady's keepsake album That was a beautIful
bIt of paper, that was Cream-laId, It used to be called There's been no paper
lIke that made for-oh, I dare say fifty years' He peered at WInston over the
top of hIS spectacles 'Is there anythIng specIal I can do for you'> Or dId you Just
want to look round'>'
'1 was paSSIng,' saId WInston vaguely '1 Just looked In I don't want
anytlung In partlcular '
'It's Just as well,' SaId the other, 'because I don't suppose I could have
satIsfied you' He made an apologetIc gesture WIth rus soft-palmed hand 'You
see how It IS, an empty shop, you mIght say Between you and me, the antIque
trade's Just about finIshed No demand any longer, and no stock eIther
Furmture, chIna, glass-It's all been broken up by degrees And of course the
metal stuff's mostly been melted down I haven't seen a brass candlestIck In
years'
The tIny Intenor of the shop was In fact uncomfortably full, but there was
almost nothmg In It of the slIghtest value The floorspac¥.dV'aa very: restrIcted,
because all round the walls were stacked Innumerable dusty pIcture-frames In
the Window there were trays of nuts and bolts, worn-out chIsels, penknIves
WIth broken blades, tarnIshed watches that dId not even pretend to be In gOIng
order, and other mIscellaneous rubbIsh Only on a small table In the corner was
there a htter of odds 3lld ends-lacquered snufiboxes, agate brooches, and the
lIke-which looked as though they might Include sometrung Interestmg As
WInston wandered towards the table lus eye was caught by a round, smooth
trung that gleamed softly In the lamphght, '3D.d he pIcked It up
It was a heavy lump of glass, curved on olte SIde, flat on the other, makIng
ahnost a hemisphere There was a peculIar softness, as of ramwater, m both the
colour, and the texture of the glass At the heart of It, magmfied by the curved
~urface;!) there was a strange> pink, convoluted obJect that recalled a rose or a sea
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'That's coral, that IS,' saId the old man 'It must have come from the IndIan
Ocean They used to kInd of embed It m the glass That wasn't made less than a
hundred years ago More, by the look of It '
'It's a beautIful thmg,' saId WInston
'It IS a beautIful thIng,' saId the other apprecIatIvely 'But there's not many
that'd say so nowadays ' He coughed 'Now, If It so happened that you wanted
to buy It, that'd cost you four dollars I can remember when a trung lIke that
would have fetched eIght pounds, and eIght pounds was-well, I can't work It
out, but It was a lot of money But who cares about genUIne antIques
nowadays-even the few that's left";}'
WInston unmedlately paId over the four dollars and sltd the coveted thIng
Into hIS pocket What appealed to hIm about It was not so much Its beauty as
the aIr It seemed to possess of belongmg to an age qUIte dIfferent from the
present one The soft, ralnwatery glass was not hke any glass that he had ever
seen The thIng was doubly attraCtIve because of Its apparent uselessness,
though he could guess that It must once have been Intended as a paperweIght
It was very heavy m hIS pocket, but fortunately It dId not make much of a
bulge It was a queer thIng, even a compromislOg thIng, for a Party member to
have In rus possessIOn AnythIng old, and for that matter anythlOg beautIful,
was always vaguely suspect The old man had grown notIceably more cheerful
after receIvIng the four dollars Wmston realIzed that he would have accepted
three or even two
'There's another room upstaIrs that you mIght care to take a look at,' he saId
'There's not much In It Just a few pIeces We'll do With a lIght If we're gOIng
upstaIrs'
He ht another lamp, and, WIth bowed back, led the way slowly up the steep
and worn staIrs and along a tIny passage, Into a room which did not give on the
street but looked out on a cobbled yard and a forest of chImney-pots WInston
noticed that the furnIture was stIll arranged as though the room were meant to
be hved m There was a strIP of carpet on the floor, a pIcture or two on the
walls, and a deep, slatternly armchair drawn up to the fireplace An oldfasruoned glass clock WIth a twelve-hour face was tlcklOg away on the
mantelpiece Under the WIndow, and occupyIng nearly a quarter of the room,
was an enormous bed With the mattress snIl on It
'We lIved here tIll my WIfe died,' sald the old man half apologetically 'I'm
selhng the furnIture off by little and httle. Now that's a beautIful mahogany
bed, or at least It would be If you could get the bugs out of It But I dare say
you'd find It a lIttle bIt cumbersome '
He was holdIng the lamp rugh up, so as to 11lullune the whole room, and in
the warm dun 11ght the place looked curIOusly InVItIng The thought flItted
through Wmston's mmd that It would probably be qwte easy to rent the room
for a few dollars a week, If he dared to take the nsk It was a Wlld, 1Illposslble
notIon, to be abandoned as soon as thought of, but the room had awakened In
hun a sort ofnostaigla, a sort of ancestral memory, It seemed to hun that he
knew exactly what it felt bke to SIt In a room hke thIs, In an armchaIr beSIde an
open fire With your feet In the fender and a kettle on the hob, utterly alone)
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utterly secure, wIth nobody watchIng you, no VOIce pursuIng you, no sound
except the sIngIng of the kettle and the fnendly tIckIng of the clock
'There's no telescreenl' he could not help murmUrIng
'Ah,' saId the old man, 'I never had one of those thIngs Too expenSIve And
I never seemed to feel the need of It, somehow Now that's a mce gateleg table
In the corner there Though of course you'd have to put new hInges on It If you
wanted to use the flaps )
There was a small bookcase 10 the other comer, and WInston had already
gravItated towards It It contaIned nothIng but rubbIsh The huntIng-down
and destructIon of books had been done WIth the same thoroughness In the
prole quarters as everywhere else It was very unhkely that there eXIsted
anywhere In OceanIa a copy of a book prInted earlIer than 1960 The old man,
stIll carrYIng the lamp, was standIng In front of a pIcture In a rosewood frame
whIch hung on the other sIde of the fireplace, OpposIte the bed
'Now, If you happen to be Interested In old prInts at all-' he began
delIcately
WInston came across to examIne the pIcture I t was a steel engravIng of an
oval bUIldIng WIth rectangular WIndows, and a small tower In front There was
a raIlIng runnIng round the buIldIng, and at the rear end there was what
appeared to be a statue WInston gazed at It for some moments It seemed
vaguely famIlIar, though he dId not remember the statue
'The frame's fixed to the wall,' saId the old man, 'but I could unscrew It for
you, I dare say'
'I know that buIldIng,' saId WInston finally 'It's a ruIn now It's In the
mIddle of the street outsIde the Palace of Justlce '
'That's rIght OutsIde the Law Courts It was bombed In-oh, many years
ago It was a church at one tIme St Clement Danes, ItS name was' He smIled
apologetICally, as though conSCIOUS of saYIng somethIng slIghtly rIdICulous,
and added 'Oranges and lemons, say the bells of 5t Clement's"
'What's that')' saId WInston
'Oh-"Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's" That was a
rhyme we had when I was a lIttle boy. How it goes on I don't remember, but I
do know It ended up, "Here comes a candle to light you to bed, Here comes a
chopper to chop off your head " It was a klnd of a dance They held out theIr
arms for you to pass under, and when they came to "Here comes a chopper to
chop off your head" they brought theIr arms down and caught you It was Just
names of churches All the London churches were In It-all the prIncIpal ones.,
that IS'
Winston wondered vaguely to what century the church belonged I twas
always dtfiicult to deterIll1ne the age of a London buIldIng Anythlng large and
ImpreSSIve, xf it was reasonably new 1n appearance, was automatIcally claImed
as haVlng been bullt SUlce the RevolutlOn, whIle anythIng that was obvIously of
earlier date was asenbed to some dun perIod called the MIddle Ages The
centurtes--0f capitalism were held to have produced notlung of any value One
could nQ't learn btstory from archItecture any more than one could learn It from
books Statues, InSCriptions, memOrIal stones, the names of streets-anythmg
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that mIght throw hght upon the past had been systematIcally altered
'I never knew It had been a church,' he saId
'There's a lot of them left, really,' saId the old man, 'though they've been put
to other uses Now, how dId that rhyme go';) Ah' I've got It'
"Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's,
You owe me three farthmgs, say the bells of St Martm's-"

there, now, that's as far as I can get A farthIng, that was a small copper COIn,
looked somethIng hke a cent '
'Where was St MartIn's')' saId WInston
CSt Martin's? That's stIll standIng It's m VIctory Square, alongside the
picture gallery A butldlng WIth a kind of a trtangular porch and pIllars In
front, and a big flIght of steps '
Wmston knew the place well It was a museum used for propaganda dIsplays
of varIous kinds-scale models of rocket bombs and Floatmg Fortresses, waxwork tableaux Illustranng enemy atrocIties, and the lIke
CSt Martln's-in-the-FIe1ds It used to be called,' supplemented the old man,
'though I don't recollect any fields anywhere In those parts'
Winston did not buy the picture It would have been an even more
mcongruous posseSSIOn than the glass paperweIght, and ImpOSSIble to carry
home, unless It were taken out of Its frame But he lIngered for some mmutes
more, talktng to the old man, whose name, he dIscovered, was not Weeks-as
one mIght have gathered from the InscriptIon over the shop-front-but
Charnngton Mr Charnngton, It seemed, was a WIdower aged sIxty-three and
had Inhabited thiS shop for thIrty years Throughout that time he had been
Intendmg to alter the name over the WIndow, but had never qUIte got to the
pOInt of dOIng It All the while that they were talkmg the half-remembered
rhyme kept runrung through WInston's head Oranges and lemons say the
bells of St Clement's, You owe me three farthIngs, say the bells of St Marnn's'
It was cunous, but when you saId It to yourself you had the tllusIon of actually
hearIng bells, the bells of a lost London that stIll eXIsted somewhere or other,
dIsguIsed and forgotten From one ghostly steeple after another he seemed to
hear them peahng forth Yet so far as he could remember he had never ill real
lIfe heard church bells rmgIng
He got away from Mr Charrlngton and went down the staIrs alone, so as not
to let the old man see him reconnoltnng the street before steppmg out of the
door He had already made up hIS mInd that after a sUItable Interval-a month,
say-he would take the nsk of VIsItIng the shop agaIn It was perhaps not more
dangerous than shlrkmg an evemng at the Centre The serlOUS pIece of folly
had been to come back here In the first place, after bUYing the diary and
Without knowmg whether the proprietor of the shop could be trusted.
However-!
YeS;t he thought again, he would come back He would buy further scrap.s of
beautiful rubbIsh He would buy the engraVIng of St Clement Danes, take It
out of its frame, and carry It home concealed under the Jacket of lus overalls
He would drag the rest of that poem out of Mr Charnngton's memory Even
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the lunatIc project of rentIng the room upstairs flashed momentarIly through
hIS mmd agaIn For perhaps five seconds exaltatIon made hIm careless, and he
stepped out on to the pavement WIthout so much as a prehmlnary glance
through the WIndow He had even started hummIng to an ImprovIsed tuneOranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's,
You owe me three farthmgs, say the-

Suddenly hIS heart seemed to turn to Ice and hIS bowels to water A figure In
blue overalls was comIng down the pavement, not ten metres away It was the
girl from the FIctIon Department, the gIrl WIth dark haIr The 11ght was faIlmg,
but there was no dIfficulty In recognIZIng her She looked hIm straIght In the
face, then walked qUIckly on as though she had not seen hIm
For a few seconds WInston was too paralysed to move Then he turned to
the rIght and walked heavIly away, not notICIng for the moment that he was
gOIng In the wrong dIrectIOn At any rate, one questIOn was settled There was
no doubtmg any longer that the gIrl was spYIng on hIm She must have
followed hIm here, because It was not credIble that by pure chance she should
have happened to be walkIng on the same evenIng up the same obscure backstreet, kilometres dIstant from any quarter where Party members hved It was
too great a COInCIdence Whether she was really an agent of the Thought
PolIce, or sunply an amateur spy actuated by offiCIOusness, hardly mattered It
was enough that she was watchIng hIm Probably she had seen hIm go Into the
pub as well
It was an effort to walk The lump of glass In hIS pocket banged agaInst hIS
thIgh at each step, and he was half mInded to take It out and throw It away The
worst thIng was the patn In hIS belly For a couple of mInutes he had the feelIng
that he would dIe If he dId not reach a lavatory soon But there would be no
pubhc lavatOrIes In a quarter lIke thIS Then the spasm passed, leaVIng a dull
ache behInd
The street was a blInd alley W mston halted, stood for several seconds
wondermg vaguely what to do, then turned round and began to retrace hIS
steps As he turned It occurred to rum that the gIrl had only passed hIm three
mInutes ago and that by running he could probably catch up WIth her He
could keep on her track tIll they were In some qwet place, and then smash her
skull m WIth a cobblestone The pIece of glass 10 hIS pocket would be heavy
enough for the Job But he abandoned the Idea lIDffiediately, because even the
thought of makIng any phYSIcal effort was unbearable He could not run, he
could not strIke a blow. BeSIdes, she was young and lusty and would defend
herself. He thought also of hurrYIng to the CommUnIty Centre and staYIng
there tIll the place closed, so as to establIsh a partial alIbI for the evenIng But
that too was imposslble A deadly lassItude had taken hold of hIm All he
wanted was to get home qUIckly and then SIt down and be qUIet
It was after twenty-two hours when he got back to the flat The lIghts would
be switched off at the main at twenty-three thIrty He went Into the kItchen and
swallowed nearly a teacupful of VIctory GIn Then he went to the table In the
alcove, sat down, and took the dIary out of the drawer But he dId not open It at
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once From the telescreen a brassy female VOIce was squalhng a patrIotic song
He sat stanng at the marbled cover of the book, trYing without success to shut
the VOIce out of hIS conSCIOusness
I t was at mght that they came for you, always at night The proper thmg was
to kill yourself before they got you Undoubtedly some people did so Many of
the disappearances were actually SUICides But It needed desperate courage to
kIll yourself In a world where firearms, or any qUIck and certam pOlson, were
completely unprocurable He thought wIth a kind of astomshment of the
biological uselessness of pain and fear, the treachery of the human body which
always freezes Into Inertia at exactly the moment when a special effort IS
Ineeded He might have sIlenced the dark-haired grrl If only he had acted
,qulckly enough but precisely because of the extremity of rus danger he had
lost the power to act Q.t struck hIm that In moments of crISIS one IS never
fighting agmnst an external enemy, but always agaInst one's own body Even
now, In spite of the gIn, the dull ache In hiS belly made consecutive thought
ImpOSSible And It IS the same, he perceived, m all seemmgly herOIc or tragIC
SituatIOns On the battlefield, In the torture chamber, on a SInkIng ship, the
Issues that you are fighting for are always forgotten, because the body swells up
untIl It fills the universe, and even when you are not paralysed by frIght or
screamIng With paIn, hfe IS a moment-to-moment struggle agaInst hunger or
cold or sleeplessness, against a sour stomach or an achIng tooth)
He opened the diary It was lIDportant to WrIte somethIng down The
woman on the telescreen had started a new song Her VOIce seemed to StIck Into
hiS brain hke Jagged splInters of glass He trIed to trunk of O'BrIen, for whom,
or to whom, the wary was wrItten, but Instead he began thmklng of the thIngs
that would happen to htm after the Thought PolIce took him away It would
not matter If they kIlled you at once To be killed was what you expected But
before death (nobody spoke of such thIngs, yet everybody knew of them) there
was the routIne of confessIOn that had to he gone through the grovellmg on the
floor and screaming for mercy, the crack of broken bones, the smashed teeth,
and bloody clots of harr Why dId you have to endure It, SInce the end was
always the same? Why was It not pOSSIble to cut a few days or weeks out of your
lIfe? Nobody ever escaped detection, and nobody ever faIled to confess When
once you had succumbed to thoughtcnme It was certaIn that by a given date
you would be dead Why then dId that horror, whIch altered nothIng, have to
he embedded In future tIme'>
He trIed Wlth a httle more success than before to summon up the image of
O'Bnen. 'We shall meet In the place where there IS no darkness,,' O'BrIen had
said to hun He knew what it meant, or thought he knew The place where
there IS no darkness was the unaglned future, whIch one would never see, but
whIch, by foreknowledge, one could mystically share In. But Wlth the vOice
from the telescreen naggmg at lus ears he could not follow the traIn of thought
further He put a CIgarette In Ius mouth Half the tobacco promptly fell out on
to his tongue, a bItter dust whIch was dlfficult to SpIt out agaIn The face of Big
Brother swam Into hiS xmnd, dIsplaCIng that of O'BrIen Just as he had done a
few days earher, he slId a com out of hIs pocket and looked at It The face gazed
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up at hIm, heavy, calm, protectIng but what kInd of smIle was hIdden beneath
the dark moustache? LIke a leaden knell the words came back at hIm
WAR IS PEACE
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH

PART II

I
I t was the mIddle of the mornIng, and W mston had left the cubIcle to go to the
lavatory
A solItary figure was comIng towards hIm from the other end of the long,
brIghtly lIt corrIdor It was the gIrl WIth dark haIr Four days had gone past
SInce the evenIng when he had run Into her outsIde the Junk-shop As she came
nearer he saw that her rIght arm was In a slIng, not notIceable at a dIstance
because It was of the same colour as her overalls Probably she had crushed her
hand whIle SWIngIng round one of the bIg kaleIdoscopes on whIch the plots of
novels were 'roughed In' I t was a common aCCIdent In the FIctIOn
Department
They were perhaps four metres apart when the gIrl stumbled and fell almost
flat on her face A sharp cry of paIn was wrung out of her She must have fallen
rIght on the Injured arm WInston stopped short The gIrl had rIsen to her
knees Her face had turned a mllky yellow colour agaInst whIch her mouth
stood out redder than ever Her eyes were fixed on hIS, WIth an appealIng
expreSSIOn that looked more lIke fear than pam
A CUrIOUS emotIOn stIrred In WInston's heart In front of hun was an enemy
who was trYIng to kIll hIm' In front of hun, also, was a human creature, In paIn
and perhaps WIth a broken bone Already he had mstmctively started forward
to help her In the moment when he had seen her fall on the bandaged arm, It
had been as though he felt the paIn In hIS own body
'You're hurt'?' he saId
'It's nothIng Myarm It'll be all rIght In a second'
She spoke as though her heart were fluttering She had certrunly turned very
pale
'You haven't broken anythIng'?'
'No, I'm all rIght It hurt for a moment" that's all '
She held out her free hand to hun, and he helped her up She had regamed
some of her colour> and appeared very much better.
'It's nothmg,' she repeated shortly 'I only gave roy WrIst a bIt of a bang
Thanks, comradeI'
And WIth that she wal~ed on In the dIrectIon In which she had been gOIng, as
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brIskly as though It had really been nothIng The whole InCIdent could not
have taken as much as half a mInute Not to let one's feelIngs appear In one's
face was a habIt that had acquIred the status of an InstInct, and In any case they
had been standmg straIght In front of a telescreen when the thIng happened
Nevertheless It had been very dIfficult not to betray a momentary surprIse, for
m the two or three seconds whIle he was helpIng her up the gIrl had slIpped
somethIng Into hIS hand There was no questIOn that she had done It
IntentIOnally It was somethIng small and fiat As he passed through the
lavatory door he transferred It to hIS pocket and felt It WIth the tIPS of hIS
fingers It was a scrap of paper folded Into a square
WhIle he stood at the UrInal he managed, WIth a htde more fingerIng, to get It
unfolded ObVIOusly there must be a message of some kInd WrItten on It For a
moment he was tempted to take It Into one of the water-closets and read It at
once But that would be shockIng folly, as he well knew There was no place
where you could be more certaIn that the telescreens were watched
contInuously
He went back to hIS cubIcle, sat down, threw the fragment of paper casually
among the other papers on the desk, put on hIS spectacles and hItched the
speakwrIte towards hIm 'FIve mInutes,' he told hunself, 'five mInutes at the
very least" HIS heart bumped In hIS breast WIth frIghtenIng loudness
Fortunately the pIece of work he was engaged on was mere routIne, the
rectIficatIOn of a long lIst of figures, not needIng close attentIOn
Whatever was wrItten on the paper, It must have some kInd of polItICal
meanmg So far as he could see there were two pOSSIbIlItIes One, much the
more lIkely, was that the gIrl was an agent of the Thought PolIce, Just as he had
feared He dId not know why the Thought PolIce should choose to dehver theIr
messages In such a fashIon, but perhaps they had theIr reasons The thIng that
was wrItten on the paper mIght be a threat, a summons, an order to COmmIt
SUlClde, a trap of some deSCrIptIon But there was another, wIlder pOSSIbIlIty
that kept raiSIng ItS head, though he trIed vaInly to suppress It ThIS was, that
the message did not come from the Thought PolIce at all, but from some kInd
of underground organIzatIOn Perhaps the Brotherhood exIsted after all'
Perhaps the gIrl was part of ItI No doubt the Idea was absurd, but It had sprung
Into hIS mInd In the very Instant of feelmg the scrap of paper In hIS hand It was
not tll1 a couple of mInutes later that the other, more probable explanatIon had
occurred to hIm And even now) though hIS 10tellect told hIm that the message
probably meant death-sttll, that was not what he belIeved, and the
unreasonable hope perSIsted, and hIs heart banged, and It was WIth drfficulty
that he kept hIS VOIce from tremblIng as he murmured hIs figures Into the
speakwrite
He rolled up the completed bundle of work and slId It Into the pneumatIc
tube. EIght mmutes had gone by He readJusted hIS spectacles on his nose,
SIghed, ap.d drew the next batch of work towards hlID, WIth the scrap of paper
Qn top of lt~ He fiattened It out On It was wntten, 10 a large unformed
handwnong
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For several seconds he was too stunned even to throw the IncrlmmatIng
thIng Into the memory hole When he dId so, although he knew very well the
danger of showIng too much Interest, he could not reSIst readIng It once agrun,
Just to make sure that the words were really there
For the rest of the mormng It was very dIfficult to work What was even
worse than haVIng to focus hIS mInd on a senes of mgghng Jobs was the need to
conceal hIS agItatIOn from the telescreen He felt as though a fire were burmng
In hIS belly Lunch In the hot, crowded, nOIse-filled canteen was torment He
had hoped to be alone for a httle wIn Ie dunng the lunch hour, but as bad luck
would have It the ImbecIle Parsons flopped down beSIde hIm, the tang of hIS
sweat almost defeatmg the tInny smell of stew, and kept up a stream of talk
about the preparatIons for Hate Week He was partIcularly enthUSIastIc about
a papier m~che model of BIg Brother's head, two metres WIde, wInch was beIng
made for the occaSIOn by hIS daughter's troop of SpIes The Irntatmg thIng
was that In the racket of VOIces WInston could hardly hear what Parsons was
sayIng, and was constantly haVIng to ask for some fatuous remark to be
repeated Just once he caught a ghmpse of the gul, at a table WIth two other
grrls at the far end of the room She appeared not to have seen hIm, and he dId
not look In that dIrectIOn agaIn
The afternoon was more bearable ImmedIately after lunch there arnved a
dehcate, dIfficult pIece of work whIch would take several hours and
necessItated puttIng everythIng else aSIde It consIsted In falSIfYIng a serIes of
productIon reports of two years ago, In such a way as to cast dIscredIt on a
promInent member of the Inner Party, who was now under a cloud TIns was
the kInd of thIng that WInston was good at, and for more than two hours. he
succeeded In shuttIng the gIrl out of hIS mInd altogether Then the memory of
her face came back, and WIth It a ragIng, Intolerable deSIre to be alone UntIl he
could be alone It was ImpOSSIble to thmk thIS new development out Tomght
was one of Ins nIghts at the Commumty Centre He wolfed another tasteless
meal In the canteen, hurned off to the Centre, took part In the solemn foolery
of a 'dIscussIOn group', played two games of table tennIS, swallowed several
glasses of gIn, and sat for half an hour through a lecture entItled 'Ingsoc In
relatIOn to chess' HIS soul wnthed WIth boredom, but for once he had had no
Impulse to shIrk hIS everung at the Centre At the SIght of the words I love you
the deSIre to stay alIve had welled up m hIm, and the takIng of mInor nsks
suddenly seemed stupId. It was not tIll twenty-three hours, when he was home
and In bed-In the darkness, where you were safe even from the telescreen so
long as you kept sIlent-that he was able to thmk contInuously
It was a phYSIcal problem that had to be solved: how to get m touch WIth the
gIrl and arrange a meetIng He dId not conSIder any longer the pOSSIbIlIty that
she mIght be laYIng some kInd of trap for rum He knew that It was not so,
because of her unmIstakable agitation when she handed Inm the note
ObvlOusly she had been frIghtened out of her WItS, as well she mIght be. Nor
dId the Idea of refUSIng her advances even cross rus mInd Only five Olghts ago
he had contemplated smasmng her skull In WIth a cobblestone, but that was of
no Importance He thought of her naked, youthful body, as he had seen It 10 hl.s
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dream He had Imaglned her a fool hke all the rest of them, her head stuffed
WIth hes and hatred, her belly full of Ice A kInd of fever seIzed hIm at the
thought that he mIght lose her, the whIte youthful body mIght slIp away from
hIm' What he feared more than anythIng else was that she would SImply
change her mInd If he dId not get In touch WIth her qUIckly But the phYSIcal
dIfficulty of meetIng was enormous It was lIke trYIng to make a move at chess
when you were already mated WhIchever way you turned, the telescreen faced
you Actually, all the possIble ways of communIcatIng WIth her had occurred to
hun WIthIn five mInutes of readIng the note, but now, With tIme to thInk, he
went over them one by one, as though laYIng out a row of Instruments on a
table
ObVIously the kInd of encounter that had happened thIS mornIng could not
be repeated If she had worked In the Records Department It mIght have been
comparatIvely SImple, but he had only a very dIm Idea whereabouts In the
bUIldIng the FIctIOn Department lay, and he had no pretext for gOIng there If
he had known where she lIved, ,and at what tIme she left work, he could have
contrIved to meet her somewhere on her way home, but to try to follow her
home was not safe, because It would mean lOItenng about outsIde the
MmIstry, whIch was bound to be notIced As for sendIng a letter through the
mmls, It was out of the questIOn By a routIne that was not even secret, all
letters were opened In tranSIt Actually, few people ever wrote letters For the
messages that It was occasIOnally necessary to send, there were pnnted
postcards WIth long lIsts of phrases, and you struck out the ones that were
InapplIcable. In any case he dId not know the gIrPS name, let alone her address
Fmally he deCIded that the safest place was the canteen If he could get her at a
table by herself, somewhere In the mIddle of the room, not too near the
telescreens, and WIth a suffiCIent buzz of conversatIon all round-If these
condItIOns endured for, say, thIrty seconds, It mIght be pOSSIble to exchange a
few words
For a week after thIS, hfe was lIke a restless dream On the next day she dId
not appear In the canteen untIl he was leaVIng It, the whIstle haVIng already
blown Presumably she had been changed on to a later shut They passed each
other WIthout a glance On the day after that she was In the canteen at the usual
tIme, but WIth three other gIrlS and ImmedIately under a telescreen Then for
three dreadful days she did not appear at all HIS whole mInd and body seemed
to be afflicted WIth an unbearable senSItIVIty, a sort of transparency, whIch
made every movement, every sound, every contact, every word that he had to
speak or hsten to) an agony Even In sleep he could not altogether escape from
her unage. He dId not touch the dIary durmg those days If there was any
rehef, It was In rus work, 10 WhICh he could sometImes forget hImself for ten
mInutes at a stretch He had absolutely no clue as to what had happened to her
There was no enqUIry he could make She mIght have been vaporIzed, she
tnight havc> comnlltted SUICIde, she mIght have been transferred to the other
end'ill Oceania. worst and likeltest of all) she might snnply have changed her
itUnd arld decided to aVOId hun
~I<. ~ next day she reappeared Her arm was out of the shng and she had a
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band of stIckIng-plaster round her WrIst The relIef of seeIng her was so great
that he could not resIst starIng dIrectly at her for several seconds On the
follOWIng day he very nearly succeeded In speakIng to her When he carne Into
the canteen she was SIttIng at a table well out from the wall, and was qUIte
alone It was early, and the place was not very full The queue edged forward
tIll WInston was almost at the counter, then was held up for two mInutes
because someone In front was cOmplaInIng that he had not receIved hIS tablet
of saccharIne But the gIrl was stIll alone when WInston secured hIS tray and
began to make for her table He walked casually towards her, hIS eyes searchIng
for a place at some table beyond her She was perhaps three metres away from
hIm Another two seconds would do It Then a VOIce behInd hIm called,
'SmIth P He pretended not to hear 'SmIth I' repeated the VOIce, more loudly It
was no use He turned round A blond-headed, sIlly-faced young man named
WIlsher, whom he barely knew, was InVItIng hIm WIth a smIle to a vacant place
at hIS table It was not safe to refuse After haVIng been recognIzed, he could
not go and SIt at a table WIth an unattended gIrl It was too notIceable He sat
down WIth a fnendly smIle The SIlly blond face beamed Into lus WInston had
a hallUCInatIOn of hImself smashIng a pIck-axe rIght Into the mIddle of It The
gIrl's table filled up a few mInutes later
But she must have seen hIm cornIng towards her, and perhaps she would
take the hInt Next day he took care to arrIve early Sure enough, she was at a
table In about the same place, and again alone. The person ImmedIately ahead
of hIm In the queue was a small, SWIftly mOVIng, beetle-lIke man WIth a flat face
and tIny, SUSpICIOUS eyes As Wmston turned away from the counter WIth hIS
tray, he saw that the lIttle man was maktng straIght for the gIrl'S table HIS
hopes sank agaIn There was a vacant place at a table farther away, but
somethmg In the lIttle man's appearance suggested that he would be
suffiCIently attentIve to hIS own comfort to choose the emptlest table WIth Ice
at hIs heart WInston followed It was no use unless he could get the gIrl alone
At thIS moment there was a tremendous crash The httle man was sprawlIng on
all fours, hIS tray had gone flYIng, two streams of soup and coffee were flOWIng
across the floor He started to rus feet WIth a malIgnant glance at WInston,
whom he eVIdently suspected of haVIng trIpped hIm up But It was all rIght
FIve seconds later, WIth a thunderIng heart, WInston was sIttmg at the gIrl'S
table
He dId not look at her He unpacked hIS tray and promptly began eatIng It
was all-tmportant to speak at once, before anyone else came, but now a terrIble
fear had taken possession of hIm. A week had gone by SInce she had first
approached hun She would have changed her mInd, she must have changed
her nund f It was ImpOSSIble that thIs affatr should end successfully, such
thIngs dId ,pot happen In real lIfe He mIght have flmched altogether from
speaking If at this moment he had not seen Ampleforth, the hatty-eared poet,
wandering limply round the room WIth a tray, lookIng for a place to sit down
In hIs vagUe way Ampieforth was attached to WInston, and would certaInly SIt
down at his Lable if he caught SIght of hun. There was perhaps a IlNnute in
wInch to act. B6nh ,Win'Ston.and the girl were eatIng steaduy. The stuff they
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were eatIng was a thIn stew, actually a soup, of harIcot beans In a low murmur
Wmston began speakIng NeIther of them looked up, steadIly they spooned the
watery stuff Into theIr mouths, and between spoonfuls exchanged the few
necessary words In low expressIonless VOIces
'What tune do you leave work';)'
'EIghteen thIrty ,
'Where can we meet';)'
'VIctory Square, near the monument'
'It's full of telescreens '
'It doesn't matter If there's a crowd'
'Any signaP'
'No Don't come up to me until you see me among a lot of people And don't
look at me Just keep somewhere near me '
'What tlIDe';)'
'NIneteen hours'
'All rIght'
Ampleforth faIled to see Wmston and sat down at another table They dId
not speak agaIn, and, so far as It was pOSSIble for two people SIttIng on OppOSIte
SIdes of the same table, they dId not look at one another The gIrl fimshed her
lunch qUIckly and made off, whIle WInston stayed to smoke a CIgarette
WInston was m VIctory Square before the aPPOInted tune He wandered
round the base of the enormous fluted column, at the top of whIch Blg
Brother's statue gazed southward towards the skIes where he had vanquIshed
the EuraSIan aeroplanes (the Eastaslan aeroplanes, It had been, a few years ago)
In the Battle of AIrstrip One In the street In front of It there was a statue of a
man on horseback WhICh was supposed to represent OlIver Cromwell At five
mmutes past the hour the gIrl had stIll not appeared AgaIn the terrible fear
seIzed upon WInston She was not comIng, she had changed her mmd' He
walked slowly up to the north SIde of the square and got a sort of pale-coloured
pleasure from IdentIfYIng 8t MartIn's Church, whose bells, when It had bells,
had chImed 'You owe me three farthIngs' Then he saw the gIrl standIng at the
base of the monument, readmg or pretending to read a poster whIch ran
spIrally up the column It was not safe to go near her untIl some more people
had accumulated There were telescreens all round the pewment But at thIS
moment there was a dIn of shoutIng and a zoom of heavy vehIcles from
somewhere to the left Suddenly everyone seemed to be runnmg across the
square The gIrl rupped nunbly round the hons at the base of the monument
and JOIned In the rush Winston followed As he ran., he gathered from some
shouted remarks that a convoy of EuraSIan prIsoners was paSSIng
Already a dense mass of people was blockIng the south SIde of the square
Wmston, at no;rmal times the kInd of person who graVItates to the outer edge of
any kmd of scrllIUllage, shoved, butted, sqUIrmed hiS way forward Into the
heartDfthe crowd Soon he was WithIn arm's length of the gIrl, but the way
was bl0cked by an enormous prole and an almost equally enormous woman,
p»l'esUtnably hiS Wlfe, who seemed to form an unpenetrable wall of flesh
W~JiWl1ggled hunself SIdeways, and With a VIolent lunge managed to drtve
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hIS shoulder between them For a moment It felt as though hIs entraIls were
beIng ground to pulp between the two muscular hIPS, then he had broken
through, sweanng a lIttle He was next to the gIrl They were shoulder to
shoulder, both starIng fixedly In front of them.
A long hne of trucks, WIth wooden-faced guards armed wIth sub-machIne
guns standmg uprIght In each corner, was passmg slowly down the street In
the trucks lIttle yellow men In shabby greerush umforms were squattIng,
Jammed close together TheIr sad, MongolIan faces gazed out over the SIdes of
the trucks utterly mcuriOUS OccasIOnally when a truck Jolted there was a
clank-clank of metal all the prisoners were wearmg leg-Irons Truck-load
after truck-load of the sad faces passed WInston knew they were there but he
saw them only IntermIttently The gIrl's shoulder, and her arm rIght down to
the elbow, were pressed agaInst hIS Her cheek was almost near enough for hIm
to feel ItS warmth She had unmewate1y taken charge of the SItuatIOn, Just as
she had done In the canteen She began speakmg m the same expressIOnless
VOIce as before, WIth lIps barely mOVing, a mere murmur eaSIly drowned by the
dIn of VOIces and the rumblIng of the trucks
'Can you hear me?'
'Yes'
'Can you get Sunday afternoon oW'
'Yes'
'Then lIsten carefully You'll have to remember thIS Go to Paddlngton
Stanon-'
WIth a sort of mIlItary preCISIon that astonIshed hIm, she outlIned the route
that he was to follow A half-hour raIlway Journey, turn left outSIde the statIon,
two kIlometres along the road a gate WIth the top bar mlssmg, a path across a
field, a grass-grown lane, a track between bushes, a dead tree WIth moss on It
It was as though she had a map InSIde her head 'Can you remember all that?'
she murmured finally
'Yes'
'You turn left, then right, then left agam And the gate's got no top bar '
~Yes What time~'
'About fifteen You may have to Walt I'll get there by another way Are you
sure you remember everythIng)'
'Yes'
'Then get away from me as qwck as you can.'
She need not have told hun that But for the moment they could not
extricate themselves from the crowd The trucks were stIll filIng past, the
people StIlllnsanably gapmg. At the start there had been a few boos and hIsses,
but It came only from the Party members among the crowd, and had soon
stopped The prevathng emotIon was SImply curIOSIty ForeIgners, whether
from EuraSIa or from E~tasIa, were a kmd of strange arumal One hterally
never saw them except 10 the gwse of prisoners, and even as prIsoners one
never got more than a momentary glImpse of them Nor chd one know what
became of thet::Q., Ji\Pal't from the few who were hanged as war-cruninals the
others sunply v~eci, ptesumably roto forced-labour camps The round
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Mongol faces had gIven way to faces of a more European type, dIrty, bearded,
and exhausted From over scrubby cheekbones eyes looked Into WInston's,
sometImes WIth strange IntenSIty, and flashed away agaIn The convoy was
drawIng to an end In the last truck he could see an aged man, hIS face a mass of
grIzzled haIr, standIng uprIght wIth WrIsts crossed In front of hIm, as though
he were used to havmg them bound together It was almost tIme for WInston
and the gIrl to part But at the last moment, whIle the crowd stIll hemmed them
In, her hand felt for hIS and gave It a fleetIng squeeze
It could not have been ten seconds, and yet It seemed a long tIme that theIr
hands were clasped together He had tIme to learn every detaIl of her hand He
explored the long fingers, the shapely nalls, the work-hardened palm WIth ItS
row of callouses, the smooth flesh under the wnst Merely from feelIng It he
would have known It by SIght In the same Instant It occurred to hIm that he
dId not know what colour the glrl'S eyes were They were probably brown, but
people WIth dark haIr sometImes had blue eyes To turn hIS head and look at
her would have been InconceIvable folly WIth hands locked together, Invlslble
among the press of bodIes, they stared steadIly In front of them, and Instead of
the eyes of the glrl, the eyes of the aged pnsoner gazed mournfully at Wlnston
out of nests of haIr
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WInston pIcked hIS way up the lane through dappled lIght and shade, steppIng
out into pools of gold wherever the boughs parted Under the trees to the left of
hun the ground was mIsty WIth bluebells The air seemed to kISS one's skIn It
was the second of May From somewhere deeper In the heart of the wood came
the dronmg of rIng-doves
He was a bit early. There had been no dIfficultIes about the Journey, and the
gIrl was so eVIdently experIenced that he was less fnghtened than he woukI i.
normally have been Presumably she could be trusted to find a safe place In
general you could not assume that you were much safer In the country than In
London There were no telescreens, of course, but there was always the danger
of concealed mIcrophones by whtch your VOIce mIght be pIcked up and
retogruzed; beSIdes:) It was not easy to make a Journey by yourself WIthout
attracting attention. For dIstances of less than 100 kIlometres It was not
necessary to get your passport endorsed, but sometunes there were patrols
hanging about the railway stations) who examIned the papers of any Party
metJlber they fO'Wld there and asked awkward questions However) no patrols
had appeared, and on the walk from the statIon he had made sure by cautIOUS
backward glances that he was not beIng followed The traIn was full of proles,
in" holiday mood because of the summery weather. The wooden-seated
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carnage In whIch he travelled was filled to overflOWIng by a sIngle enormous
famlly, rangIng from a toothless great-grandmother to a month-old baby,
gOIng out to spend an afternoon wIth 'In-laws' In the country, and, as they
freely explaIned to Wmston, to get hold of a lIttle black-market butter
The lane WIdened, and In a mInute he came to the footpath she had told hIm
of, a mere cattle-track WhICh plunged between the bushes He had no watch,
but It could not be fifteen yet The bluebells were so thIck underfoot that It was
ImpOSSIble not to tread on them He knelt down and began pIckIng some,
partly to pass the tIme away, but also from a vague Idea that he would hke to
have a bunch of flowers to offer to the gIrl when they .qJ.et He had got together
a bIg bunch and was smellIng theIr faInt SIckly scent when a sound at hIS back
froze hIm, the unmIstakable crackle of a foot on twIgS He went on pIckIng
bluebells It was the best tmng to do It mIght be the gIrl, or he mIght have
been followed after all A hand fell lIghtly on hIS shoulder
He looked up It was the gIrl She shook her head, eVIdently as a warnmg
that he must keep sllent, then parted the bushes and qUIckly led the way along
the narrow track Into the wood ObvlOusly she had been that way before, for
she dodged the boggy bits as though by habIt WInston followed, stIll claspmg
hIS bunch of flowers HIS first feelmg was relIef, but as he watched the strong
slender body mOVIng In front of hIm, With the scarlet sash that was Just tIght
enough to brIng out the curve of her hIPS, the sense of hiS own InferlOnty was
heavy upon hIm Even now Jt seemed qUIte lIkely that when she turned round
and looked at hIm she would draw back after all The sweetness of the aIr and
the greenness of the leaves daunted hun Already on the walk from the statlOn
the May sunshIne had made hIm feel duty and etiolated, a creature of Indoors,
WIth the sooty dust of London In the pores of hls skm It occurred to hIm that
till now she had probably never seen hun In broad daylIght In the open They
came to the fallen tree that she had spoken of The girl hopped over and forced
apart the bushes, In which there did not seem to be an opemng When Winston
followed her, he found that they were In a natural clearIng, a tmy grassy knoll
surrounded by tall saphngs that shut It In completely The gtrI stopped and
turned
'Here we are,' she saId
He was facmg her at several paces' dIstance As yet he did not dare move
nearer to her
'I didn't want to say anything In the lane,' she went on, 'In case there's a
mike hIdden there I don't suppose there IS, but there could be There's always
the chance of one of those swme recognIZing your VOIce We're all rIght here.'
He stIll had not the courage to approach her 'We're all rIght here?' he
repeated stupidly
'Yes. Look at the trees 'They were small ashes, which at some tIme had been
cut down QIld had sprouted up agaIn Into a forest of poles, none of them thIcker
than one's wrist. 'There's nothing bJ:g enough to hide a nuke In BeSIdes, I've
been here before)
They were only maktng1conversatIon He had managed to move closer to her
now She stood before hun very uprIght, With a smde on her face that looked
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faIntly Iromcal, as though she were wondermg why he was so slow to act The
bluebells had cascaded on to the ground They seemed to have fallen of theIr
own accord He took her hand
'Would you belIeve,' he saId, 'that tIll thIS moment I dIdn't know what
colour your eyes were?' They were brown, he noted, a rather lIght shade of
brown, WIth dark lashes 'Now that you've seen what I'm really lIke, can you
stIll bear to look at me?'
'Yes, easIly'
'I'm thIrty-nIne years old I've got a WIfe that 1 can't get rId of I've got
vancose vems I've got five false teeth '
'1 couldn't care less,' saId the gIrl
The next moment, It was hard to say by whose act, she was In rus arms At
the begmrung he had no feelIng except sheer IncredulIty The youthful body
was straIned agamst hIS own, the mass of dark haIr was agaInst hIS face, and
yes' actually she had turned her face up and he was kIssIng the WIde red mouth
She had clasped her arms about rus neck, she was calling hun darhng, precIOUS
one, loved one He had pulled her down on to the ground, she was utterly
unreslstmg, he could do what he hked WIth her But the truth was that he had
no phYSIcal sensatIon, except that of mere contact All he felt was IncredulIty
and prIde He was glad that thIS was happenIng, but he had no phYSICal deSIre
It was too soon, her youth and prettIness had frightened hun, he was too much
used to lIVIng WIthOut women-he dId not know the reason The grrl pIcked
herself up and pulled a bluebell out of her haIr She sat agaInst mm, putttng her
arm round hIS waIst
'Never mmd, dear There's no hurry We've got the whole afternoon. Isn't
thIs a splendtd hldeouf~ I found It when I got lost once on a commuruty bIke If
anyone was comIng you could hear them a hundred metres away'
'What IS your name?' saId WInston
'JulIa I know yours It's Wlnston-Wmston SIDlth '
'How dId you find that out?'
'I expect I'm better at findtng thIngs out than you are, dear Tell me, what
dId you thInk of me before that day I gave you the note?'
He dtd not feel any temptatIon to tell lIes to her It was even a sort of loveoffermg to start off by tellIng the worst.
'I hated the slgbt of you,' he SaId '1 wanted to rape you and then murder you
afterwards Two weeks ago 1 thought senously of smashmg your head 10 WIth a
cobblestone If you really want to know, I Imagined that you had somethmg to
do Wlth the Thought Pohce '
The gttl laughed delightedly, eVIdently takIng tlus as a tnbute to the
excellence of her dIsgwse
'Not the Thought Police' You dtdn't honestly tlunk that?'
'Well, perhaps not exactly that. But from your general appearance-merely
because Y:Qu)re young and fresh and healthy, you understand- I thought that
probably-'
~" ~y'OU thought I was a good Party member Pure In word and deed Banners,
pr~l()ns, slogans, games, commumty lukes-all that stuff And you thought
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that If I had a quarter of a chance I'd denounce you as a thought-crunlnal and
get you kllled off?'
'Yes, somethIng of that kInd A great many young girls are hke that, you
know'
'I t' s thIS bloody thIng that does It,' she saId, nppmg off the scarlet sash of the
JunIOr AntI-Sex League and fhngIng It on to a bough Then, as though
touchIng her waIst had remInded her of somethmg, she felt In the pocket of her
overalls and produced a small slab of chocolate She broke It In half and gave
one of the pIeces to WInston Even before he had taken It he knew by the smell
that It was very unusual chocolate It was dark and shmy, and was wrapped In
SlIver paper Chocolate normally was dull-brown crumbly stuff that tasted, as
nearly as one could descnbe It, hke the smoke of a rubbIsh fire But at some
tIme or another he had tasted chocolate lIke the pIece she had gIven hun The
first WhIff of ItS scent had stIrred up some memory whIch he could not pIn
down, but whIch was powerful and troublIng
'Where dId you get thIS stuff?' he saId
'Black market,' she Said IndIfferently Actually I am that sort of girl, to look
at I'm good at games I was a troop-leader In the SpIes I do voluntary work
three evenIngs a week for the JunIOr AntI-Sex League Hours and hours I've
spent pastIng theIr bloody rot all over London I always carry one end of a
banner In the proceSSIOns I always look cheerful and I never shIrk anytrung
Always yell WIth the crowd, that's what I say It's the only way to be safe'
The first fragment of chocolate had melted on Wmston's tongue The taste
was delIghtful But there was stIll that memory mOVIng round the edges of hIS
conSCIousness, somethIng strongly felt but not redUCIble to defirute shape, lIke
an object seen out of the corner of one's eye He pushed It away from hIm,
aware only that It was the memory of some actIon whIch he would have lIked to
undo but could not
cyou are very young,' he said 'You are ten or fifteen years younger than I
am What could you see to attract you In a man lIke me';)'
'It was somethIng In your face I thought I'd take a chance I'm good at
spottIng people who don't belong As soon as I saw you I knew you were
agaInst them '
Them, It appeared, meant the Party, and above all the Inner Party, about
whom she talked With an open Jeenng hatred WhICh made WInston feel uneasy,
although he knew that they were safe here If they could be safe anywhere A
thIng that astonIshed hIm about her was the coarseness of her language Party
members were supposed not to swear, and Wmston hunself very seldom did
swear, aloud, at any rate Julia, however, seemed unable to mentIon the Party,
and espeCIally the Inner Party, Without USIng the kInd of words that you saw
chalked up In drIppIng alley-ways He dId not dIslIke It It was merely one
symptom of her revolt agamst the Party and all ItS ways, and somehow It
seemed natural and healthy, lIke the sneeze of a horse that smells bad hay
They had left the clearIng and were wandermg agaIn through the chequered
shade, WIth theIr arms round each other's Waists whenever It was WIde enough
to walk two abreast. He noticed how much softer her Waist seemed to feel now
C
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that the sash was gone They dId not speak above a whIsper OutsIde the
cleanng, Juha srud, It was better to go qUietly Presently they had reached the
edge of the lIttle wood She stopped hun
'Don't go out Into the open There mIght be someone watchmg We're all
right If we keep behInd the boughs'
They were standmg In the shade of hazel bushes The sunhght, filtenng
through Innumerable leaves, was stIll hot on their faces WInston looked out
Into the field beyond, and underwent a curIOUS, slow shock of recognItIon He
knew It by sight An old, close-bItten pasture, With a footpath wandenng
across It and a molehIll here and there In the ragged hedge on the OppOSIte SIde
the boughs of the elm trees swayed Just percepnbly In the breeze, and thel!
leaves stIrred fruntly In dense masses lIke women's hrur Surely somewhere
near by, but out of sIght, there must be a stream With green pools where dace
were swumnlng)
'Isn't there a stream somewhere near here?' he whIspered
'That's nght, there IS a stream It's at the edge of the next field, actually
There are fish In It, great bIg ones You can watch them lYIng In the pools
under the Willow trees, waVIng theIr truls '
'It's the Golden Country-almost,' he murmured
'The Golden Country')'
'It's nothIng, really A landscape I've seen sometunes tn a dream '
'Lookl' whIspered Juha
A thrush had alIghted on a bough not five metres away, almost at the level of
theIr faces Perhaps It had not seen them It was In the sun, they m the shade It
spread out Its WIngs, fitted them carefully mto place agatO, ducked ItS head for
a moment, as though makIng a sort of obeIsance to the sun, and then began to
pour forth a torrent of song In the afternoon hush the volume of sound was
starthng WInston and JulIa clung together, faSCInated. The mUSIC went on
and on, minute after minute, WIth astonIshIng variatlons, never once repeanng
Itself, almost as though the bIrd were dehberately shOWIng off ItS VIrtuOSIty
SometImes It stopped for a few seconds, spread out and resettled Its wings,
then swelled Its speckled breast and agam burst mto song. Wmston watched It
With a sort of vague reverence For whom, for what, was that bIrd SInging? No
mate, no nval was watchIng It What made 11 SIt at the edge of the lonely wood
and pour Its mUSIC mto notlungness? He wondered whether after all there was
a nucrophone hIdden somewhere near He and Juha had only spoken In low
whIspers, and It would not pIck up what they had satd, but It would pIck up the
thrush. Perhaps at the other end of the Instrument some small, beetle-lIke man
was hsteru.ng intentIy-hstening to that. But by degrees the flood of mUSIC
drove all speculattons out ofhts mmd. It was as though It were a lond of hqwd
stuff that poured all over hun and got nuxed up With the.. sunhght that filtered
through the leaves. He stopped thmkmg and merely felt. The gIrl's waIst in the
bend of hIS arm was soft and warm~ He pulled her round so that they were
breast to breast, her body seemed to melt mto hIS Wherever his hands moved
It was all as yteldmg as w-ater Their mouths clung together) It was qwte
<hfferent from the hard losses they had exchanged earher When they moved
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theIr faces apart agaIn both of them SIghed deeply The bIrd took frIght and
fled Wlth a clatter of wIngs
WInston put hIS lIps agaInst her ear 'Now/ he whIspered
'Not here,' she whIspered back 'Come back to the hIdeout It's safer'
QUIckly, WIth an occaSIOnal crackle of tWIgS, they threaded theIr way back to
the clearIng When they were once InSIde the rmg of saplIngs she turned and
faced hIm They were both breathIng fast, but the SmIle had reappeared round
the corners of her mouth She stood lookIng at hIm for an Instant, then felt at
the ZIpper of her overalls And, yes! It was almost as In hIS dream Almost as
SWIftly as he had ImagIned It, she had torn her clothes off, and when she flung
them aSIde It was WIth that same magmficent gesture by whIch a whole
CIVIlIzatIon seemed to be anmhIlated Her body gleamed whIte In the sun But
for a moment he dId not look at her body, hIs eyes were anchored by the
freckled face WIth Its faInt, bold smIle He knelt down before her and took her
hands In hIS
'Have you done thIS before';)'
'Of course Hundreds of tImes-well, scores of tImes anyway'
'WIth Party members';)'
'Yes, always WIth Party members'
'WIth members of the Inner Party";)'
'Not WIth those SWIne, no But there's plenty that would If they got half a
chance They're not so holy as they make out'
HIS heart leapt Scores of tImes she had done It he WIshed It had been
hundreds-thousands AnythIng that hInted at corruptIon always filled hIm
WIth a wIld hope Who knew, perhaps the Party was rotten under the surface,
ItS cult of strenuousness and self-denIal SImply a sham concealIng InIqUIty If
he could have Infected the whole lot of them WIth leprosy or syplulIs, how
gladly he would have done so' AnythIng to rot, to weaken, to undermIne' He
pulled her down so that they were kneeling face to face
'LIsten The more men you've had, the more I love you Do you understand
that";)'
'Yes, perfectly'
'1 hate pUrIty~ I hate goodness' I don't want any VIrtue to eXIst anywhere I
want everyone to be corrupt to the bones'
'Well then, I ought to sult you, dear I'm corrupt to the bones '
'You lIke domg thIS';) I don't mean SImply me I mean the thmg In Itself.>'
'1 adore It'
That was above all what he wanted to hear Not merely the love of one
person but the arumal lOstInct, the SImple undIfferentIated deSIre that was the
force that would tear the Party to pleces He pressed her down upon the grass,
among the fallen bluebells. Tlns tune there was no chfficulty. Presently the
rISIng and fallIng of theIr breasts slowed to normal speed, and In a sort of
pleasant helplessness they fell apart The sun seemed to have grown hotter
They were both sleepy He reached out for the discarded overalls and pulled
them partly over her Almost unmemate!y they fell asleep and slept for about
half an hour.
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WInston woke first He sat up and watched the freckled face, st111 peacefully
asleep, plllowed on the palm of her hand Except for her mouth, you could not
call her beautIful There was a hne or two round the eyes, If you looked closely
The short dark halt was extraordinanly thIck and soft It occurred to hIm that
he s11ll dId not know her surname or where she lIved
The young, strong body, now helpless In sleep, awoke In hIm a pItYIng,
protectmg feelIng But the mIndless tenderness that he had felt under the hazel
tree, whIle the thrush was sIngmg, had not qUIte come back He pulled the
overalls aSIde and studIed her smooth white flank In the old days, he thought,
a man looked at a gIrl'S body and saw that It was deSIrable, and that was the end
of the story But you could not have pure love or pure lust nowadays No
emotIOn was pure, because everythIng was mIxed up WIth fear and hatred
Their embrace had been a battle, the clImax a victory I t was a blow struck
agaInst the Party It was a polItIcal act

3
'We can come here once agrun,' saId J uha ' It's generally safe to use any hldeout tWIce But not for another month or two, of course '
As soon as she woke up her demeanour had changed She became alert and
buslness-hke, put her clothes on, knotted the scarlet sash about her waIst, and
began arranging the detaIls of the Journey home It seemed natural to leave thIS
to her She ObVIOusly had a practIcal cunrung whIch WInston lacked, and she
seemed also to have an exhaustIve knowledge of the countrysIde round
London, stored away from mnumerable commumty hIkes. The route she gave
hIm was qUite dIfferent from the one by whIch he had come, and brought hIm
out at a different raIlway station 'Never go home the same way as you went
out,' she said, as though enunCIating an Important general prtnciple She
would leave first, and WInston was to walt half an hour before followIng her
She had named a place where they could meet after work, four evenIngs
hence It was a street In one of the poorer quarters, where there was an open
market whIch was generally crowded and nOISY. She would be hangIng about
among the stalls, pretendIng to be In search of shoelaces or sewIng-thread If
she Judged that the coast was clear she would blow her nose when he
approached- otherwise he was to walk past her WIthout recogmtlOn But With
luck, In the middle of the crowd, It would be safe to talk for a quarter of an hour
and arrange another meetmg
'And now I lllust go,' she SaId as soon as he had mastered rus mstructlons.
'rm due back at nineteen-thtrty. I've got to put In two hours for the Jumor
Anu~League, handIng out leaflets, or sometlung Isn't It bloody') GIve me
a brush-down, would you? Have I got any tWlgs in my haIr? Are you sure?
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Then good-bye, my love, good-bye"
She flung herself Into hIS arms, kissed hun almost vIolently, and a moment
later pushed her way through the sapbngs and dIsappeared Into the wood WIth
very lIttle nOIse Even now he had not found out her surname or her address
However, It made no dIfference, for It was InconceIvable that they could ever
meet Indoors or exchange any kInd of WrItten communIcatIon
As It happened, they never went back to the clearIng In the wood DUrIng the
month of May there was only one further occaSIOn on wInch they actually
succeeded In makIng love That was In another hldmg-place known to JulIa,
the belfry of a rrunous church In an almost-deserted stretch of country where
an atomIC bomb had fallen thIrty years earber It was a good Indmg-place when
once you got there, but the gettIng there was very dangerous For the rest they
could meet only In the streets, In a dIfferent place every evemng and never for
more than half an hour at a tune In the street It was usually pOSSIble to talk,
after a fashIon As they drIfted down the crowded pavements, not qUIte abreast
and never looking at one another, they carrIed on a CUrIOUS, IntermIttent
conversatIon WhIch flIcked on and off lIke the beams of a lIghthouse, suddenly
nIpped Into sIlence by the approach of a Party umform or the prOXImIty of a
telescreen, then taken up agaIn mInutes later 10 the mIddle of a sentence, then
abruptlY cut short as they parted at the agreed spot, then contInued almost
WIthOut IntrodUCTIon on the follOWIng day JulIa appeared to be qUIte used to
tlus kInd of conversatIOn, whIch she called 'talklng by Instalments' She was
also surprISIngly adept at speakIng WIthout mOVIng her lIps Just once In
almost a month of mghtly meetIngs they managed to exchange a kISS They
were paSSIng In sllence down a SIde-street (JulIa would never speak when they
were away from the maIn streets) when there was a deafemng roar, the earth
heaved, and the aIr darkened, and WInston found Inmself lYIng on hIs SIde,
brwsed and terrIfied A rocket bomb must have dropped qUIte near at hand
Suddenly he became aware of Juba's face a few centlrnetres from hIS own,
deathly wrote, as whIte as chalk Even her lIps were whIte She was dead' He
clasped her agaInst hIm and found that he was kiSSIng a bve warm face But
there was some powdery stuff that got 10 the way of hIS lIps Both of theIr faces
were thIckly coated WIth plaster
There were everungs when they reached theIr rendezvous and then had to
walk past one another WIthOut a SIgn, because a patrol had Just come round the
comer or a helIcopter was hovermg overhead Even If It had been less
dangerous, It would snll have been difficult to find tune to meet WInston's
working week was SIXty hours, Juha's was even longer, and their free days
varIed accordIng to the pressure of work and dId not often COInCIde JulIa, 10
any case, seldom had an everung completely free. She spent an astonIshmg
amount of tune In attendIng lectures and demonstrattons, dIstrIbutIng
lIterature for the J unlor Anu-Sex League, preparmg banners for Hate Week,
making collections for the savmgs campaIgn) and such-hke activitIes. It paxd)
she SaId, It was camouflage If you kept the small rules, you could break the bIg
ones She even lllduced Winston to, mortgage yet another of hIS evenmgs by
enrollmg hunS'elffor tbe,part-tune munition work whIch was done voluntartly
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by zealous Party members So, one evenmg every week, WInston spent four
hours of paralysIng boredom, screwIng together small bIts of metal WhICh were
probably parts of bomb fuses, In a draughty, Ill-lIt workshop where the
knockmg of hammers mIngled drearIly WIth the mUSIC of the te1escreens
When they met In the church tower the gaps In theIr fragmentary
conversatlOn were filled up It was a blazmg afternoon The aIr In the lIttle
square chamber above the bells was hot and stagnant, and smelt
overpowerIngly of pIgeon-dung They sat talkIng for hours on the dusty, tWlghttered floor, one or other of them gettIng up from tIme to tIme to cast a glance
through the arrowshts and make sure that no one was comIng
JulIa was twentY-SIX years old She lIved In a hostel WIth thIrty other gIrlS
('Always In the stInk of women' How I hate womenI' she saId parenthetIcally),
and she worked, as he had guessed, on the novel-WrItIng machInes In the
FIctIOn Department She enjoyed her work, WhICh conSIsted chIefly In runnIng
and servlcmg a powerful but trIcky electrIC motor She was Cnot clever', but
was fond of USIng her hands and felt at home WIth machInery She could
descrIbe the whole process of compOSIng a novel, from the general dIreCtIve
Issued by the PlannIng CommIttee down to the final touchIng-up by the
RewrIte Squad But she was not Interested In the firushed product She 'dIdn't
much care for readIng,' she saId Books were Just a commodIty that had to be
produced, hke Jam or bootlaces
She had no memorIes of anythIng before the early 'SIxtIes, and the only
person she had ever known who talked frequently of the days before the
RevolutIOn was a grandfather who had dIsappeared when she was eIght At
school she had been captaIn of the hockey team and had won the gymnastIcs
trophy two years runnIng She had been a troop-leader In the SpIes and a
branch secretary In the Youth League before JOlwng the JunIor AntI-Sex
League She had always borne an excellent character She had even (an
InfallIble mark of good reputatIon) been pIcked out to work In Pornosec, the
sub-sectIon of the FIctIon Department WhICh turned out cheap pornography
for dIstrIbutIon among the proles It was nIcknamed Muck House by the
people who worked In It, she remarked There she had remaIned for a year,
helpIng to produce booklets In sealed packets WIth tItles lIke Spankzng Stones
or One Nzght zn a Chrls' School, to be bought furttvely by proletarIan youths
who were under the lnlpreSSlOn that they were bUYIng somethIng Illegal
'What are these books lIke?' saId Wmston CUrIously
'Oh, ghastly rubbIsh They're borIng, really They only have SIX plots, but
they swap them round a bIt Of course I was only on the kaleIdoscopes I was
never 10 the RewrIte Squad rm not lIterary, dear-not even enough for that'
He learned with astonIshment that all the workers In Pornosec, except the
heads of the departments, were gIrlS The theory was that men, whose sex
Instincts were less controllable then those of women, were In greater danger of
bemg corrupted by the filth they handled
t.T~ don't even lIke haVIng marrIed women there,' she added 'GIrlS are
always supposed to be so pure Here's one who Isn't, anyway'
She had had her first love-affaIr when she was SIxteen, WIth a Party member
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of SIxty who later commItted SUICIde to aVOId arrest 'And a good Job too,' saId
JulIa, 'otherWIse they'd have had my name out of hIm when he confessed'
SInce then there had been varIOUS others LIfe as she saw It was qUIte SImple
You wanted a good tune, 'they', meamng the Party, wanted to stop you haVIng
It, you broke the rules as best you could She seemed to thmk It Just as natural
that 'they' should want to rob you of your pleasures as that you should want to
aVOId beIng caught She hated the Party, and saId so In the crudest words, but
she made no general CrItICIsm of It Except where It touched upon her own lIfe
she had no Interest In Party doctrIne He notlced that she never used Newspeak
words except the ones that had passed Into everyday use She had never heard
of the Brotherhood, and refused to belIeve In Its eXIstence Any kInd of
organIzed revolt agaInst the Party, whIch was bound to be a faIlure, struck her
as stupId The clever thIng was to break the rules and stay alIve all the same
He wondered vaguely how many others lIke her there mIght be In the younger
generatIOn-people who had grown up In the world of the RevolutIOn, knOWIng
nothIng else, acceptIng the Party as somethmg unalterable, hke the sky, not
rebellIng agaInst ItS authOrIty but SImply evadmg It, as a rabbIt dodges a dog
They dId not dISCUSS the pOSSIbIlIty of gettIng marrIed It was too remote to
be worth thInkIng about No ImagInable commIttee would ever sanctIon such a
marrIage even If KatharIne, WInston's WIfe, could somehow have been got rId
of It was hopeless even as a daydream
'What was she lIke, your WIfe" Said JulIa
'She was-do you know the Newspeak wordgoodthznkJuP Meamng naturally
orthodox, Incapable of thInkIng a bad thought"
'No, I dIdn't know the word, but I know the kmd of person, rIght enough'
He began tellIng her the story of hIS marrIed lIfe, but CUrIously enough she
appeared to know the essentIal parts of It already She deSCrIbed to hIm, almost
as though she had seen or felt It, the stiffemng of KatharIne's body as soon as
he touched her, the way In whIch she stIll seemed to be pushIng hIm from her
WIth all her strength, even when her arms were clasped tIghtly round hIm
WIth JulIa he felt no dIfficulty In talkIng about such thIngs KatharIne, 10 any
case, had long ceased to be a paInful memory and became merely a dIstasteful
one
'I could have stood It If It hadn't been for one thIng,' he saId He told her
about the frIgId httle ceremony that KatharIne had forced hun to go through
on the same nIght every week She hated It, but noth1Og would make her stop
dOIng It She used to call It-but you'll never guess'
'Our duty to the Party,' saId Juha promptly
'How dId you know that?'
'I've been at school too, dear Sex talks once a month for the over-SIxteens
And In the Youth Movement They rub It 1Oto you for years I dare say It
works 10 a lot of cases. But of course you can never tell, people are such
hypOCrItes '
She began to enlarge upon the subject With Juha, everythIng came back to
her own sexuahty As soon as thIS was touched upon In any way she was
capable of great acuteness Unbke Wlnston, she had grasped the mner
C
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meanIng of the Party's sexual pUfltamsm It was not merely that the sex
InstInct created a world of Its own whIch was outsIde the Party's control and
WhICh therefore had to be destroyed U possIble What was more Important was
that sexual priVatlOn Induced hysteria, whIch was deSIrable because It could be
transformed Into war-fever and leader-worshIp The way she put It was
'When you make love you're USIng up energy, and afterwards you feel happy
and don't gIve a damn for anythIng They can't bear you to feel hke that They
want you to be bursting wIth energy all the tlme All thIS marchIng up and
down and cheerIng and waVIng flags IS SImply sex gone sour If you're happy
mSIde yourself, why should you get eXCIted about BIg Brother and the ThreeYear Plans and the Two MInutes Hate and all the rest of theIr bloody rot~'
That was very true, he thought There was a dIrect IntImate conneXlOn
between chastlty and pohtical orthodoxy For how could the fear, the hatred,
and the lunatIC creduhty whIch the Party needed In ItS members be kept at the
right pItch, except by bottlIng down some powerful InstInct and USIng It as a
drIvmg force~ The sex Impulse was dangerous to the Party, and the Party had
turned It to account They had played a sImtlar trick WIth the InstInct of
parenthood The famIly could not actually be abohshed, and, Indeed, people
were encouraged to be fond of theIr chIldren In almost the old-fashlOned way
The chIldren, on the other hand, were systematIcally turned agaInst theIr
parents and taught to spy on them and report theIr deVIatIOns The famIly had
become In effect an extenslOn of the Thought Pohce It was a deVIce by means
of wlnch everyone could be surrounded nIght and day by Informers who knew
hIm Intlmately
Abruptly hIS mInd went back to KatharIne KatharIne would unquesnonably have denounced hIm to the Thought PolIce If she had not
happened to be too stupId to detect the unorthodoxy of hIS opInIOns But what
really recalled her to hIm at thIs moment was the stIflIng heat of the afternoon,
whIch had brought the sweat out on hIS forehead He began telbng JulIa of
somethIng that had happened, or rather had faIled to happen, on another
sweltermg summer afternoon, eleven years ago
It was three or four months after they were marrIed They had lost theIr way
on a communIty hike somewhere m Kent They had only lagged behInd the
others for a couple of mInutes, but they took a wrong turmng, and presently
found themselves pulled up short by the edge of an old chalk quarry, It was a
sheer drop of ten or twenty metres, With boulders at the bottom There was
nobody of whom they could ask the way As soon as she realIzed that they were
lost KatharIne became very uneasy To be away from the nOISY mob of hIkers
even for a moment gave her a feehng of wrong-dOIng She wanted to hurry
back by the way they had come and start searchIng In the other directIOn But
at tIns moment WInston notIced some tufts of loosestnfe growing In the cracks
of the chffbeneath them. One tuft was of two colours, magenta and brIck-red,
apparently groWlng on the same root He had never seen anythIng of the lund
before, and he called to Kathanne to come and look at It
cLook, Katharine' Look at those flowers That clump down near the bottom
Do you, see they're two dIfferent colours-;>'
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She had already turned to go, but she dId rather fretfully come back for a
moment She even leaned out over the clIff face to see where he was pOIntmg
He was standIng a lIttle behInd her, and he put hIS hand on her Watst to steady
her At thIS moment It suddenly occurred to hlffi how completely alone they
were There was not a human creature anywhere, not a leaf stIrrIng, not even a
bIrd awake In a place lIke thIS the danger that there would be a hIdden
mIcrophone was very small, and even If there was a mIcrophone It would only
pIck up sounds I t was the hottest sleepIest hour of the afternoon The sun
blazed down upon them, the sweat tIckled hIS face And the thought struck
hIm
'Why dIdn't you gIve her a good shove?' saId JulIa 'I would have'
'Yes, dear, you would have I would, If 1'd been the same person then as I am
now Or perhaps I would-I'm not certatn '
'Are you sorry you dIdn't?'
'Yes On the whole I'm sorry I dIdn't '
They were sItung SIde by SIde on the dusty floor He pulled her closer
agatnst hIm Her head rested on hIS shoulder, the pleasant smell of her haIr
conquerIng the pIgeon dung She was very young, he thought, she stIll
expected somethIng from lIfe, she dId not understand that to push an
InconvenIent person over a clIff solves nothIng
'Actually It would have made no dlfference/ he saId
'Then why are you sorry you dIdn't do It?'
'Only because I prefer a POSItIve to a negatIve In thIS game that we're
plaYIng, we can't WIn Some kInds of failure are better than other kInds, that's
all '
He felt her shoulders gIve a WrIggle of dIssent She always contradIcted hIm
when he saId anythIng of thIS kInd She would not accept It as a law of nature
that the IndIVIdual IS always defeated In a way she realIzed that she herself was
doomed, that sooner or later the Thought Pohce would catch her and kIll her,
but WIth another part of her mInd she belIeved that It was somehow pOSSIble to
construct a secret world In WhIch you could lIve as you chose All you needed
was luck and cunmng and boldness She dId not understand that there was no
such thIng as happIness, that the only VIctory lay In the far future, long after
you were dead, that from the moment of declarIng war on the Party It was
better to thInk of yourself as a corpse
'We are the dead,' he saId
'We're not dead yet,' saId JulIa prosaIcally
'Not phYSIcally SIX months, a year-five years, conceIvably I am afraId of
death You are young, so presumably you're more afraId of It than I am
ObVIously we shall put It off as long as we can But It makes very httle
dIfference So long as human beIngs stay human, death and lIfe are the same
thlng'
'Oh) rubbISh' WhIch would you sooner sleep WIth, me or a skeleton? Don't
you enJoy beIng alIve? Don't you hke feelIng ThIS IS me, thIS IS my hand, tlus
IS my leg, I'm real, I'm. solId, I'm alIve' Don't you hke th'tS"P
She tWIsted herself round and pressed her bosom agaInst hun~ He could feel
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her breasts, npe yet firm, through her overalls Her body seemed to be pourIng
some of Its youth and vIgour Into hIS
'Yes, I hke that,' he saId
'Then stop talkIng about dYIng And now hsten, dear, we've got to fix up
about the next tIme we meet We may as well go back to the place In the wood
We've gIven It a good long rest But you must get there by a dIfferent way thIS
tlme I've got It all planned out You take the traIn-but look, I'll draw It out for
you'
And In her pracTIcal way she scraped together a small square of dust, and
WIth a tWIg from a pIgeon's nest began drawIng a map on the floor

4
WInston looked round the shabby lIttle room above Mr Charrlngton's shop
BesIde the WIndow the enormous bed was made up, With ragged blankets and a
coverless bolster The old-fasruoned clock WIth the twelve-hour face was
tIckIng away on the mantelpIece In the corner, on the gateleg table, the glass
paperweIght WhICh he had bought on hIS last VISIt gleamed softly out of the
half-darkness
In the fender was a battered nn O1lstove, a saucepan, and two cups, provIded
by Mr Charrtngton WInston Itt the burner and set a pan of water to boIl He
had brought an envelope full of VICtOry Coffee and some saccharme tablets
The clock's hands saId seven-twenty It was nIneteen-twenty really She was
commg at ntneteen-thlrty
Folly, folly) hIS heart kept saYIng> consciOUS, gratUItous, SUICIdal folly Of all
the crunes that a Party member could commIt, thIS one was the least pOSSIble to
conceal Actually the idea had first floated Into rus head In the form of a VISIOn,
of the glass paperweIght mIrrored by the surface of the gateleg table As he had
foreseen, Mr Chamngton had made no dIfficulty about lettIng the room He
was obVIously glad of the few dollars that it would brIng lum Nor dId he seem
shocked or become offenSIvely knOWIng when It was made clear that WInston
wanted the room for the purpose of a love..affalr Instead he looked Into the
middle dIstance and spoke In generalIties, WIth so delIcate an aIr as to gIve
the 1lllpreSSIon that he had become partly mVIsible Pnvacy, he said, was a very
valuable thIng. Everyone wanted a place where they could be alone
occasionally And when they had such a place, It was only common courtesy In
anyone ~lse who knew of It to keep hIS knowledge to htmself. He even, seenllng
altnost to fade out of existence as he dtd so, added that there were two entries to
the bo~ one of them through the back yard, which gave on an alley
Und« the WIndow somebody was SlngIng WInston peeped out, secure In
the pr~ctlon of the tnushn curtaIn The June sun was sttll hIgh in the sky, and
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In the sun-filled court below, a monstrous woman, sohd as a Norman pdlar,
WIth brawny red forearms and a sackmg apron strapped about her rmddle, was
stumpIng to and fro between a washtub and a clothes hne, pegging out a senes
of square whIte things WhICh WInston recogmzed as babIes' dIapers
Whenever her mouth was not corked WIth clothes pegs she was slnglng In a
powerful contralto
It was only an 'opeless fancy,
It passed lIke an IprIl dye,
But a look an' a word an' the dreams they stirred!
They 'ave stolen my 'eart awye!

The tune had been hauntIng London for weeks past It was one of countless
SImIlar songs pubhshed for the benefit of the proles by a sub-sectIon of the
MUSIC Department The words of these songs were composed WIthout any
human mterventlon whatever on an InStrument known as a versificator But
the woman sang so tunefully as to turn the dreadful rubbIsh mto an almost
pleasant sound He could hear the woman sIngmg and the scrape of her shoes
on the flagstones, and the cnes of the chIldren m the street, and somewhere In
the far dIstance a farot roar of traffic, and yet the room seemed curIOusly sIlent,
thanks to the absence of a telescreen
Folly, folly, folly' he thought agam It was InconceIvable that they could
frequent thIS place for more than a few weeks WIthout bemg caught But the
temptatIOn of haVIng a hIdIng-place that was truly theIr own, Indoors and near
at hand, had been too much for both of them For some tIme after theIr VISIt to
the church belfry It had been ImpossIble to arrange meetIngs Workmg hours
had been drastIcally Increased m antICIpatIOn of Hate Week It was more than a
month distant, but the enormous, complex preparatIons that It entaIled were
thrOWIng extra work on to everybody FInally both of them managed to secure
a free afternoon on the same day They had agreed to go back to the c1earmg In
the wood On the evemng beforehand they met bnefly In the street As usual,
WInston hardly looked at Juha as they drIfted towards one another In the
crowd, but from the short glance he gave her It seemed to hIm that she was
paler than usual.
'It's all off,' she murmured as soon as she Judged It safe to speak 'To_
morrow, I mean'
'What?'
'Tomorrow afternoon I can't come'
'Whyna!'')'
cOh, the usual reason It's started early thIS tIme'
For a moment he was vIolently angry DurIng the month that he had known
her the nature of hIS deSIre for her had changed. At the begmrung there had
been httle true sensualIty In It. Thell' first love-makIng had been sunply an act
of the will But after the second tIme It was dtfferent The smell of her halr, the
taste of her mouth,) the feelIng of her shn seemed to have got inSIde hun, Of
mto the all' all round hun. She had become a phYSIcal necessIty, somet'Wng that
he not only wanted butfel~a:t he had a nght to When she said tha.t she could
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not come, he had the feehng that she was cheating hun But Just at thIS moment
the crowd pressed them together and their hands accidentally met She gave
the tipS of his fingers a qUIck squeeze that seemed to Invite not deSIre but
affectIOn It struck him that when one hved with a woman this partIcular
disapPOIntment must be a normal, recurnng event, and a deep tenderness,
such as he had not felt for her before, suddenly took hold of him He wIshed
that they were a married couple of ten years' standing He wished that he were
walkmg through the streets with her Just as they were dOIng now but openly
and without fear, talkmg of tnvlahtles and bUYing odds and ends for the
household He wIshed above all that they had some place where they could be
alone together wIthout feehng the obhgatlOn to make love every tIme they met
It was not actually at that moment, but at some time on the follOWing day, that
the Idea of rentIng Mr Charnngton's room had occurred to him When he
suggested It to Juha she had agreed wIth unexpected readIness Both of them
knew that It was lunacy It was as though they were IntentIOnally steppIng
nearer to theIr graves As he sat waitIng on the edge of the bed he thought agaIn
of the cellars of the Ministry of Love It was cunous how that predestIned
horror moved In and out of one's conscIOusness There It lay, fixed In future
times, precedIng death as surely as 99 precedes 100 One could not aVOId It, but
one could perhaps postpone It and yet Instead, every now and agaIn, by a
conSCIOUS, WIlful act, one chose to shorten the Interval before It happened
At thiS moment there was a qwck step on the strurs JulIa burst Into the
room She was carryIng a tool-bag of coarse brown canvas, such as he had
sometlmes seen her carryIng to and fro at the MInistry He started forward to
take her m rus arms, but she disengaged herself rather hurnedly, partly
because she was stIll holding the tool-bag
'Half a second,' she saId 'Just let me show you what I've brought DId you
brIng some of that filthy VIctory Coffee~ I thought you would You can chuck
It away agaIn, because we shan't be needIng It Look here,'
She fell on her knees, threw open the bag, and tumbled out some spanners
and a screwdriver that filled the top part of It Underneath were a number of
neat paper packets The first packet that she passed to WInston had a strange
and yet vaguely famlhar feelIng. It was filled WIth some kInd of heavy, sandlIke stuff WhICh Yielded wherever you touched It
'It Isn't sugar~' he SaId.
~Rea1 sugar Not sacchanne, sugar And here's a loaf of bread-proper white
bread, not our bloody stuff-and ahttle pot of Jam And here's a tinofnulk-but
look' This IS the one I'm really proud of. I had to wrap a bIt of sackIng round It,
because-'
But she dId not need to tell hlffi why she had wrapped It up The smell was
already fillIng the room, a rich hot smell WhICh seemed lIke an emanatIon from
hi$ early childhood, but whIch one dId occaslomuly meet WIth even now,
blowing down a passage-way before a door slammed, or dIffuSIng Itself
mysteriously In a crowded street, snIffed for an Instant and then lost agaIn
fIt's coffee/ he murmured, 'real coffee '
~It's Inner Party coffee There's a whole kIlo here/ she Sald
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'How dId you manage to get hold of all these thmgs)'
'It's all Inner Party stuff There's nothing those swme don't have, nothIng
But of course walters and servants and people pInch thmgs, and-look, I got a
httle packet of tea as well '
WInston had squatted down beSIde her He tore open a corner of the packet
'It's real tea Not blackberry leaves'
'There's been a lot of tea about lately They've captured IndIa, or
somethIng,' she saId vaguely 'But hsten, dear I want you to turn your back on
me for three mInutes Go and SIt on the other sIde of the bed Don't go too near
the wmdow And don't turn round tlll I tell you '
WInston gazed abstractedly through the mushn curtain Down In the yard
the red-armed woman was stIll marching to and fro between the washtub and
the hne She took two more pegs out of her mouth and sang wIth deep feehng
They sye that hme 'eals all thmgs,
They sye you can always forget,
But the smIles an' the tears acrorss the years
They tWist my 'eart-stnngs yet'

She knew the whole drlvellmg song by heart, It seemed Her VOIce floated
upward With the sweet summer aIr, very tuneful, charged wIth a sort of happy
melancholy One had the feeling that she would have been perfectly content, If
the June evemng had been endless and the supply of clothes mexhaustible, to
remain there for a thousand years, peggIng out dIapers and SIngIng rubbIsh It
struck him as a cunous fact that he had never heard a member of the Party
SIngIng alone and spontaneously It would even have seemed shghtly
unorthodox, a dangerous eccentrIcIty, hke talkmg to oneself Perhaps It was
only when people were somewhere near the starvatIon level that they had
anythIng to smg about
'You can turn round now,' Said JulIa
He turned round, and for a second almost failed to recOgnIze her What he
had actually expected was to see her naked But she was not naked The
transformatiOn that had happened was much more surpnsmg than that She
had paInted her face
She must have shpped Into some shop 10 the proletanan quarters and
bought herself a complete set of make-up materIals Her hps were deeply
reddened, her cheeks rouged, her nose powdered, there was even a touch of
something under the eyes to make them brIghter It was not very skllfully
done, but Winston's standards In such matters were not hIgh He had never
before seen or Imagmed a woman of the Party With cosmencs on her face The
Improvement ill her appearance was startllng WIth Just a few dabs of colour In
the rIght places she had become not only very much prettler, but~ above all, far
more feIDlmne Her short haJ.r and bOYIsh overalls merely added to the effect
As he took her In lus arms a wave of synthetic VIolets flooded hIS nostrlls He
remembered the half-darkness of a basement kItchen, and a woman's
cavernous mouth It was the very same scent that she had used; but at the
moment it dtd not seem t{) matter
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'Scent too" he saId
'Yes, dear, scent too And do you know what I'm gOIng to do next) I'm gOIng
to get hold of a real woman's frock from somewhere and wear It Instead of these
bloody trousers I'll wear sIlk stockmgs and hIgh-heeled shoes' In thIS room
I'm gOIng to be a woman, not a Party comrade'
They flung theIr clothes off and clImbed Into the huge mahogany bed It was
the first tlme that he had stripped hImself naked In her presence Until now he
had been too much ashamed of hIS pale and meagre body, wIth the varicose
veIns standIng out on hIS calves and the dIscoloured patch over hIS ankle
There were no sheets, but the blanket they lay on was threadbare and smooth,
and the SIze and sprmglness of the bed astonIshed both of them 'It's sure to be
full of bugs, but who cares)' saId JulIa One never saw a double bed nowadays,
except In the homes of the proles WInston had occaSIOnally slept In one In hIS
boyhood Juha had never been In one before, so far as she could remember
Presently they fell asleep for a httle whIle When WInston woke up the hands
of the clock had crept round to nearly mne He dId not stIr, because JulIa was
sleepmg WIth her head In the crook of hIS arm Most of her make-up had
transferred Itself to hIS own face or the bolster, but a lIght staIn of rouge stIll
brought out the beauty of her cheekbone A yellow ray from the SInkIng sun
fell across the foot of the bed and hghteq up the fireplace, where the water In
the pan was bOIlIng fast Down In the yard the woman had stopped SIngIng, but
the faInt shouts of children floated In from the street He wondered vaguely
whether In the abohshed past It had been a normal expenence to lIe In bed hke
thIS, m the cool of a summer evenIng, a man and a woman WIth no clothes on,
making love when they chose, talkIng of what they chose, not feehng any
compulsIOn to get up, SImply lYIng there and hstenlng to peaceful sounds
outside Surely there could never have been a tIme when that seemed orrunary)
JulIa woke up, rubbed her eyes, and raised herself on her elbow to look at the
OIlstove
'Half that water's balled away,' she said 'I'll get up and make some coffee In
another moment We've got an hour What time do they cut the lIghts off at
your fiats)'
'Twenty-three thIrty'
'Ies twenty-three at the hostel But you have to get In earlIer than that,
because-HI' Get out, you filthy brute!'
She suddenly tWisted herself over In the bed, seIZed a shoe from the floor,
and sent It hurtlIng mto the corner With a bOYish Jerk of her arm, exactly as he
had seen her flIng the dictionary at GoldsteIn, that morrung dunng the Two
MInutes Hate
'What was It?' he SaId In surprIse
'A rat I saw lum. stIck lus beastly nose out of the waInscotIng There's a hole
down: there, I gave hun a good frIght, anyway'
'RatS!' -rourmured Winston 'In thIS room
"
~They)re allover the place,' saId Juha IndIfferently
as she lay down agaIn
'W.e~ye even got them In the kItchen at the hostel Some parts of London are
swar.mmg WIth them DId you know they attack chIldren';. Yes, they do In
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some of these streets a woman daren't leave a baby alone for two mmutes It's
the great huge brown ones that do It And the nasty thIng IS that the brutes
always-'
'Don't go on" saId WInston, WIth hIS eyes tIghtly shut.
'Dearest' You've gone qUIte pale What's the matter';) Do they make you
feel sIck';)'
'Of all horrors In the world-a ratl'
She pressed herself agaInst hIm and wound her hmbs round hIm, as though
to reassure hIm wIth the warmth of her body He dId not reopen hIS eyes
ImmedIately For several moments he had had the feelIng of beIng back In a
mghtmare whIch had rec~rred from tIme to tIme throughout hIS lIfe It was
always very much the same He was standIng In front of a wall of darkness, and
on the other sIde of It there was somethIng unendurable, somethIng too
dreadful to be faced In the dream hIS deepest feehng was always one of selfdeceptIOn, because he dId In fact know what was behInd the wall of darkness
WIth a deadly effort, lIke wrenchIng a pIece out of hIS own braID, he could even
have dragged the thIng Into the open He always woke up WIthout dlscovenng
what It was but somehow It was connected WIth what JulIa had been saymg
when he cut her short
'I'm sorry,' he saId; 'It's nothIng, I don't lIke rats, that's all '
'Don't worry, dear, we're not gOIng to have the filthy brutes In here I'll stuff
the hole WIth a bIt of sackIng before we go And next tIme we come here I'll
bnng some plaster and bung It up properly'
Already the black Instant of panIc was half-forgotten FeelIng slIghtly
ashamed of hImself, he sat up agamst the bedhead JulIa got out of bed, pulled
on her overalls, and made the coffee The smell that rose from the saucepan
was so powerful and excltmg that they shut the WIndow lest anybody outSIde
should notIce It and become InquIsItIve What was even better than the taste of
the coffee was the SIlky texture gIven to It by the sugar, a thmg Wmston had
almost forgotten after years of saccharIne WIth one hand In her pocket and a
pIece of bread and Jam In the other, JulIa wandered about the room, glanCIng
IndIfferently at the bookcase, pOIntIng out the best way of repaIrmg the gateleg
table, plumpIng herself down In the ragged armchaIr to see If It was
comfortable, and examInIng the absurd twelve-hour J:lock WIth a sort of
tolerant amusement She brought the glass paperweIght over to the bed to have
a look at It In a better lIght He took It out of her hand, fasCInated, as always, by
the soft, rainwatery appearance of the glass
'What IS It, do you thmk?' saId JulIa
'I don't dunk It'S anydnng-I mean, I don't thmk It was ever put to any use
That's what I lIke about It It'~ a httle chunk of hIstory that they've forgotten
to alter It's a message from a hundred years ago, If one knew how to read It '
'And that pIcture over there' -she nodded at the engraVIng on the oppOSIte
waU- 'would that be a hundred years old?'
'More Two hundred, I dare say One can't tell It's ImpOSSIble to dIscover
the age of anythIng nowadays '
She went over look at It 'Here's where that brute stuck hIs nose out/ she

to
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saId, kIckIng the waInscotIng ImmedIately below the pIcture 'What IS thIS
place';> I've seen It before somewhere'
'It's a church, or at least It used to be St Clement Danes Its name was' The
fragment of rhyme that Mr Charrlngton had taught hlID came back Into hIS
head, and he added half-nostalgIcally '''Oranges and lemons, say the bells of
St Clement's'" ,
To hIS astonIshment she capped the hne
'You Owe me three farthmgs, say the bells of St Martm's,
When wIll you pay me';) say the bells of Old Badey-'

'1 can't remember how It goes on after that But anyway 1 remember It ends
up, "Here comes a candle to lIght you to bed, here comes a chopper to chop off
your head I" ,
It was hke the two halves of a counterSIgn But there must be another hne
after 'the bells of Old BaIley' Perhaps It could be dug out of Mr Charnngton's
memory, If he were sUItably prompted
'Who taught you that-;>' he saId
'My grandfather He used to say It to me when I was a httle grrl He was
vaponzed when I was eIght-at any rate, he dIsappeared I wonder what a
lemon was,' she added Inconsequently 'I've seen oranges They're a kInd of
round yellow frwt WIth a thIck skIn'
'I can remember lemons,' SaId WInston 'They were qUIte common m the
'fiftIes They were so sour that It set your teeth on edge even to smell them '
'1 bet that pIcture's got bugs behInd It,' saId Juha 'I'll take It down and gIve
It a good clean some day 1 suppose It's almost tune we were leavIng 1 must
start washIng thIS paInt off What a bore I'll get the hpstIck off your face
'
afterwards '
Wmston dtd not get up for a few mInutes more The room was darkemng
He turned over towards the llght and lay gaZIng mto the glass paperweIght
The InexhaustIbly Interestmg dung was not the fragment of coral but the
InterIor of the glass Itself There was such a depth of It, and yet It was almost as
transparent as aIr It was as though the surface of the glass had been the arch of
the sky, enclosIng a tIny world WIth ItS atmosphere complete He had the
feehng that he could get inSIde It, and that In fact he was InSIde It, along WIth
the mahogany bed and the gateleg table) and the clock and the steel engravIng
and the paperweIght Itself The paperweIght was the room he was In, and the
coral was Juha's hfe and his own, fixed In a sort of etermty at the heart of the
crystal
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Syme had vanIshed A mornIng came, and he was IDlssing from work a few
thoughtless people commented on hIS absence On the next day nobody
mentlOned hlffi On the thlrd day Wlnston went lnto the vestIbule of the
Records Department to look at the nonce-board One of the notlces carned a
pnnted hst of the members of the Chess Comnuttee, of whom Syme had been
one It looked almost exactly as It had looked before-nothmg had'been crossed
out-but It was one name shorter It was enough Syme had ceased to eXlst he
had never eXIsted
The weather was bakIng hot In the labyrInthIne MID1Stry the wlndowless,
air-conditlOned rooms kept theIr normal temperature, but outslde the
pavements scorched one's feet and the stench of the Tubes at the rush hours
was a horror The preparatIons for Hate Week were In full SWIng, and the staffs
of all the Mmlstnes were workIng overtIme ProceSSIons, meetmgs, mlhtary
parades, lectures, waxwork dIsplays, film shows, telescreen programmes all
had to be organIzed, stands had to be erected, effigIes buIlt, slogans COIned,
songs wntten, rumours CIrculated, photographs faked Juha's urut In the
FICtIOn Department had been taken off the productIOn of novels and was
rushIng out a senes of atroclty pamphlets WInston, In addlnon to hIS regular
work, spent long penods every day In gomg through back files of The Tzmes
and altenng and embelhshlng news Items whIch were to be quoted In speeches
Late at nIght, when crowds of rowdy proles roamed the streets, the town had a
cunously febnle aIr The rocket bombs crashed oftener than ever, and
sometImes In the far dlstance there were enormous explOSIons whIch no one
could explatn and about whIch there were wIld rumours
The new tune which was to be the theme-song of Hate Week (the Hate
Song, It was called) had already been composed and was beIng endlessly
plugged on the telescreens It had a savage, barkIng rhythm WhICh could not
exactly be called mUSIC, but resembled the beatIng of a drum Roared out by
hundreds of VOIces to the tramp of marchIng feet, It was terrIfYIng The proles
had taken a fancy to It, and In the IDldmght streets It competed WIth the st111popular 'It was only a hopeless fancy'. The Parsons chtldren played it at all
hours of the rught and day, unbearably, on a comb and a pIece oftollet paper
Winston's evenings were fuller than ever Squads of volunteers, organized by
Parsons, were preparIng the street for Hate Week, stItchIng banners, paInting
posters, erectIng flag-staffs on the roofs, and penlously shnglng WIres across the
street for the receptIon of streamers Parsons boasted that VIctory ManSIons
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alone would dIsplay four hundred metres of buntIng He was In hIS natIve
element and as happy as a lark The heat and the manual work had even gIven
hIm a pretext for revertIng to shorts and an open shIrt In the evenIngs He was
everywhere at once, pushIng, pullIng, saWIng, hammenng, ImprOVISIng,
Jollymg everyone along WIth comradely exhortatIons and gIVIng out from
every fold of hIS body what seemed an InexhaustIble supply of acnd-smellIng
sweat
A new poster had suddenly appeared all over London It had no captIOn, and
represented SImply the monstrous figure of a EuraSIan soldIer, three or four
metres hIgh, stndlng forward WIth expreSSIOnless MongolIan face and
enormous boots, a sub-machIne gun pOInted from hIS hlP From whatever
angle you looked at the poster, the muzzle of the gun, magnrfied by the
foreshortenIng, seemed to be pOInted straIght at you The thIng had been
plastered on every blank space on every wall, even outnumbermg the portraIts
of BIg Brother The proles, normally apathetIc about the war, were beIng
lashed Into one of theIr penodical frenzIes of patrIOtISm As though to
harmOnIze WIth the general mood, the rocket bombs had been kIlhng larger
numbers of people than usual One fell on a crowded film theatre In Stepney,
burYIng several hundred VIctIms among the rUIns The whole populatIon of
the neIghbourhood turned out for a long, traIlIng funeral whIch went on for
hours and was In effect an IndIgnatIOn meetIng Another bomb fell on a pIece of
waste ground whIch was used as a playground, and several dozen chtldren
were blown to pIeces There were further angry demonstratIons, Goldstem
was burned In effigy, hundreds of copIes of the poster of the EuraSIan soldIer
were torn down and added to the flames, and a number of shops were looted In
the turmOIl, then a rumour flew round that spIes were dIreCtIng the rocket
bombs by means of WIreless waves, and an old couple who were suspected of
beIng of foreign extractIOn had theIr house set on fire and perIshed of
suffocatIOn
In the room over Mr Charnngton's shop, when they could get there, Juha
and WInston lay SIde by SIde on a strIpped bed under the open WIndow, naked
for the sake of coolness The rat had never come back, but the bugs had
multIplIed ludeously In the heat It dtd not seem to matter DIrty or clean, the
room was paradIse As soon as they arnved they would spnnkle everythtng
WIth pepper bought on the black market, tear off theIr clothes, and make love
WIth sweatIng bodies, then fall asleep and wake to find that the bugs had rallied
and were maSSIng for the counter-attack
Four, five, SIx-seven tImes they met durIng the month of June WInston had
dropped hIS habIt of dnnkIng gIn at all hours He seemed to have lost the need
for It He had grown fatter, his vancose ulcer had subSIded, leavmg only a
brown statll on the sktn above rus ankle, hIS fits of coughIng In the early
ntormng had stopped The process of hfe had ceased to be Intolerable, he had
nQ longer-any impulse to make faces at the telescreen or shout curses at the top
ofhfs voice. Now that they had a secure htdIng-place, almost a home, It dId not
eved. seem a hardshIp that they could only meet mfrequently and for a couple
ofheu:rs-at a time. What mattered was that the room over the Junk...shop should
~
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eXIst To know that It was there, InVIOlate, was almost the same as beIng In It
The room was a world, a pocket of the past where extInct ammals could walk
Mr Charrlngton, thought WInston, was another extInct ammal He usually
stopped to talk WIth Mr Charnngton for a few mInutes on hIS way upstaIrs
The old man seemed seldom or never to go out of doors, and on the other hand
to have almost no customers He led a ghostlIke eXIstence between the tIny,
dark shop, and an even tImer back kItchen where he prepared hIS meals and
whIch contaIned, among other thIngs, an unbelIevably anCIent gramophone
WIth an enormous horn He seemed glad of the opportumty to talk Wandenng
about among hIS worthless stock, WIth hIS long nose and thICk spectacles and
hIS bowed shoulders In the velvet Jacket, he had always vaguely the aIr of beIng
a collector rather than a tradesman WIth a sort of faded enthUSIasm he would
finger thIS scrap of rubbIsh or that-a chIna bottle-stopper, the paInted lId of a
broken snuffbox, a pInchbeck locket contalmng a strand of some long-dead
baby's haIr-never askIng that WInston should buy It, merely that he should
admIre It To talk to rum was lIke lIstenmg to the tInklIng of a worn-out
mUSIcal-box He had dragged out from the corners of hIS memory some more
fragments of forgotten rhymes There was one about four and twenty
blackbIrds, and another about a cow WIth a crumpled horn, and another about
the death of poor Cock RobIn 'It Just occurred to me you mIght be Interested,'
he would say WIth a deprecatIng httle laugh whenever he produced a new
fragment But he could never recall more than a few lInes of anyone rhyme
Both of them kneW-In a way, It was never out ofthetr mInds-that what was
now happenIng could not last long There were tImes when the fact of
ImpendIng death seemed as palpable as the bed they lay on, and they would
clIng together WIth a sort of despaInng sensualIty, lIke a damned soul graspIng
at hIS last morsel of pleasure when the clock IS WIthIn five mInutes of stnklng
But there were also tImes when they had the IllUSIOn not only of safety but of
permanence So long as they were actually In thIS room, they both felt, no harm
could come to them GettIng there was dIfficult and dangerous, but the room
Itself was sanctuary It was as when WInston had gazed Into the heart of the
paperweIght, WIth the feelIng that It would be posslble to get InSIde that glassy
world, and that once InSIde It tIme could be arrested Often they gave
themselves up to daydreams of escape. TheIr luck would hold Indefirutely, and
they would carryon theIr IntrIgue, Just lIke thIS, for the remaInder of theIr
natural bves Or Katharine would me, and by subtle manreuvnngs WInston
and JulIa would succeed In gettIng marrIed Or they would commIt SiliCIde
together Or they would dIsappear, alter themselves out of recogrutIOn, learn
to speak WIth proletarIan accents, get Jobs In a factory and hve out theIr lIves
undetected In a back-street It was all nonsense, as they both knew In reahty
there was no escape Even the one plan that was practIcable, sUIclde, they had
no IntentIon of carrymg out To hang on from day to day and from week to
week, spinnmg out a present that had no future) seemed an unconquerable
Instinct, JUst as one~s lungs WIll always draw the next breath so long as there IS
arr avaIlable
Sometlmes, too, they talked of engaging 10 active rebelhon agalnst the Party,
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but wIth no notIOn of how to take the first step Even If the fabulous
Brotherhood was a realIty, there stIll remaIned the dIfficulty of findIng one's
way mto It He told her of the strange IntImacy that eXIsted, or seemed to eXIst,
between hImself and O'BrIen, and of the Impulse he sometImes felt, SImply to
walk Into O'Bnen's presence, announce that he was the enemy of the Party,
and demand hIS help CUriously enough, thIS dId not strIke her as an
ImpossIbly rash thIng to do She was used to JudgIng people by theIr faces, and
It seemed natural to her that WInston should belIeve O'BrIen to be trustworthy
on the strength of a SIngle flash of the eyes Moreover she took It for granted
that everyone, or nearly everyone, secretly hated the Party and would break
the rules If he thought It safe to do so But she refused to belIeve that
WIdespread, orgamzed OpposItIOn eXIsted or could eXIst The tales about
GoldsteIn and hIS underground army, she SaId, were SImply a lot of rubbIsh
WhICh the Party had Invented for ItS own purposes and whIch you had to
pretend to belIeve In TImes beyond number, at Party rallIes and spontaneous
demonstratIOns, she had shouted at the top of her VOIce for the executIon of
people whose names she had never heard and In whose supposed CrImes she
had not the faIntest belIef When publIc tnals were happenIng she had taken
her place In the detachments from the Youth League who surrounded the
courts from mornIng to nIght, chantIng at Intervals 'Death to the traItors I'
DU!1ng the Two MInutes Hate she always excelled all others In shoutIng
Insults at GoldsteIn Yet she had only the dlInmest Idea of who Goldstem was
and what doctrInes he was supposed to represent She had grown up SInce the
RevolutIon and was too young to remember the IdeologIcal battles of the
'fiftIes and 'SIXtIes Such a thIng as an Independent polItIcal movement was
outSIde her ImagInatIOn and In any case the Party was InVInCIble It would
always eXIst, and It would always be the same You could only rebel agatnst It
by secret dIsobedIence or, at most., by Isolated acts of VIOlence such as kII1mg
somebody or blOWIng somethIng up
In some ways she was far more acute than Winston, and far less susceptIble
to Party propaganda Once when he happened In some conneXlOn to mentlOn
the war agaInst Eurasla, she startled hIm by sayIng casually that In her opInIon
the war was not happerung The rocket bombs whtch fell dal1y on London
were probably fired by the Government of Oceama Itself, 'Just to keep people
frIghtened' ThIS was an Idea that had hterally never occurred to hIm She also
stIrred a sort of envy In hun by telhng hIm that dUrIng the Two MInutes Hate
her great dlfficulty was to aVOId burstIng out laughIng But she only questIoned
the teachIngs of the Party when they In some way touched upon her own hfe.
Often she was ready to accept the offiCIal mythology, sunply because the
d.tfference between truth and falsehood dId not seem Important to her She
believed, for Ulstance, haVIng learnt It at school, that the Party had Invented
aeroplanes. (In rus own schooldays, WInston remembered, In the late 'fiftIes, It
was only the hehcopter that the Party claimed to have Invented, a dozen years
later,. when Jub.a was at school, It was already clallllIng the aeroplane; one
generatIon more, and It would be claImIng the steam engine) And when he
told her that aeroplanes had been in eXIstence before he was born, and long
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before the RevolutIOn, the fact struck her as totally unIntereStIng After all,
what dId It matter who had Invented aeroplanes) It was rather more of a shock
to hIm when he dIscovered from some chance remarks that she dId not
remember that Oceama, four years ago, had been at war WIth Eastasla and at
peace WIth EuraSIa It was true that she regarded the whole war as a sham but
apparently she had not even notIced that the name of the enemy had changed
'I thought we'd always been at war WIth EuraSIa,' she saId vaguely It
frIghtened hIm a httle The InventIOn of aeroplanes dated from long before her
bIrth, but the sWltchover In the war had happened only four years ago, well
after she was grown up He argued WIth her about It for perhaps a quarter of an
hour In the end he succeeded In forCIng her memory back untIl she lid dImly
recall that at one tIme Eastasla and not EuraSIa had been the enemy But the
Issue stIll struck her as urumportant 'Who cares)' she saId Impatiently 'It's
always one bloody war after another, and one knows the news IS all hes
anyway'
SometImes he talked to her of the Records Department and the Impudent
forgerIes that he commItted there Such thmgs dId not appear to horrIfy her
She lid not feel the abyss operung beneath her feet at the thought of hes
becommg truths He told her the story of Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford
and the momentous shp of paper whIch he had once held between hiS fingers
It dId not make much ImpreSSIon on her At first, mdeed, she faIled to grasp
the pOInt of the story
'Were they frIends of yours?' she sald
'No, I never knew them They were Inner Party members BeSides, they
were far older men than I was They belonged to the old days, before the
RevolutIon I barely knew them by SIght '
'Then what was there to worry about) People are beIng kIlled off all the tIme,
aren't they?'
He trIed to make her understand 'Tlus was an exceptIOnal case It wasn't
Just a questIon of somebody beIng kIlled Do you realIze that the past, startIng
from yesterday, has been actually abohshed? Iflt surVIves anywhere, It's In a
few solId objects WIth no words attached to them, hke that lump of glass there
Already we know almost lIterally nothIng about the RevolutIOn and the years
before the RevolutIon Every record has been destroyed or falSIfied, every
book has been rewrItten, every picture has been repaInted, every statue and
street and bwldlng has been ;renamed, every date has been altered And that
process IS contInUIng day by day and mInute by mInute HIStory has stopped
NothIng eXIsts except an endless present In whIch the Party IS always rIght I
know, of course, that the past 18 falsIfied, but It would never be pOSSIble for me
to prove It, even when I dId the falsificatIon myself After the thIng IS done, no
eVIdence ever rem81ns The only eVIdence is Inside my own mInd, and I don't
know WIth any certainty that any other human belOg shares my memorIes Just
In that one Instance, In my whole hfe, I did possess actual concrete eVIdence
after the event-years after It.;
'And what good was that?'
<It was no good, because I threw It away a few minutes later. But If the same
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thIng happened today, I should keep It '
'Well, I wouldn't" saId Juha 'I'm qUIte ready to take nsks, but only for
somethIng worth whIle, not for bIts of old newspaper What could you have
done WIth It even If you had kept It';l'
'Not much, perhaps But It was eVIdence It mIght have planted a few doubts
here and there, SupposIng that I'd dared to show It to anybody I don't ImagIne
that we can alter anythIng In our own lIfetIme But one can ImagIne lIttle knots
of reSIstance SprIngIng up here and there-small groups of people bandIng
themselves together, and gradually grOWIng, and even leaVIng a few records
behInd, so that the next generatIon can carryon where we leave off '
'I'm not Interested In the next generatIOn, dear I'm Interested In us '
'You're only a rebel from the waIst downwards,' he told her
She thought thIS brIllIantly WItty and flung her arms round hIm In dehght
In the ramIficatIons of Party doctrIne she had not the faIntest Interest
Whenever he began to talk of the pnncipies of Ingsoc, doublethInk, the
mutabIlIty of the past, and the demal of ObjectIve reahty, and to use Newspeak
words, she became bored and confused and saId that she never paId any
attentIon to that kInd of trung One knew that It was all rubbIsh, so why let
oneself be warned by It"> She knew when to cheer and when to boo, and that
was all one needed If he perSIsted In talkIng of such subjects, she had a
dlsconcertlng habIt of falhng asleep She was one of those people who can go to
sleep at any hour and In any pOSItIOn Talking to her, he reahzed how easy It
was to present an appearance of orthodoxy whIle haVIng no grasp whatever of
what orthodoxy meant In a way, the world-VIew of the Party Imposed Itself
most successfully on people lncapable of understandlng It They could be
made to accept the most flagrant VIOlatIOns of realIty, because they never fully
grasped the enormlty of what was demanded of them, and were not suffiCIently
Interested In pubhc events to notlce what was happemng. By lack of
understandIng they remained sane They SImply swallowed everythIng, and
what they swallowed dId them no harm, because It left no reSIdue bemnd, Just
as a grrun of corn WIll pass undIgested through the body of a bird
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It had happened at last The expected message had come All hls lIfe, It seemed
to lum, he had been waitlng for thIS to happen
He was wabg down the long corrIdor at the MInIstry and he was almost at
the spot-where Juha had slipped the note Into rus hand when he became aware
that someone larger than hunself was walkmg Just behInd hIm The person,
whoever It was) gave a small cough, eVIdently as a prelude to speakIng
Wmston stopped abruptly and turned It was O'BrIen
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At last they were face to face, and It seemed that hIS only Impulse was to run
away HIS heart bounded VIOlently He would have been Incapable of speakIng
O'BrIen, however, had contInued forward In the same movement, laYIng a
frIendly hand for a moment on WInston's arm, so that the two of them were
walkIng SIde by SIde He began speakIng WIth the pecuhar grave courtesy that
dIfferentIated hIm from the majorIty of Inner Party members
'1 had been hopIng for an opportunIty of talkIng to you,' he saId '1 was
readIng one of your Newspeak artIcles In The Tzmes the other day You take a
scholarly Interest In Newspeak, I beheve";>'
WInston had recovered part of hIS self-possessIOn 'Hardly scholarly,' he
saId 'I'm only an amateur It's not my subject I have never had anythIng to do
WIth the actual constructIon of the language '
.
'But you wrIte It very elegantly,' saId O'BrIen 'That IS not only my own
OpInIOn I was talkIng recently to a frIend of yours who IS certaInly an expert
HIS name has shpped my memory for the moment'
AgaIn WInston's heart stIrred paInfully It was InconceIvable that thIS was
anythIng other than a reference to Syme But Syme was not only dead, he was
abohshed, an unperson Any IdentIfiable reference to hIm would have been
mortally dangerous O'BrIen's remark must ObVIOusly have been Intended as a
sIgnal, a codeword By sharIng a small act of thoughtcrIme he had turned the
two of them Into accomphces They had contInued to stroll slowly down the
corrIdor, but now O'BrIen halted WIth the CUrIOUS, dlsarmmg frIendlIness
that he always managed to put Into the gesture he resettled hIS spectacles on hIS
nose Then he went on
'What I had really Intended to say was that In your artIcle I notIced you had
used two words whIch have become obsolete But they have only become so
very recently Have you seen the tenth edItIOn of the Newspeak DICtIOnary";>'
'No,' saId WInston 'I dIdn't thmk It had been Issued yet We are still usmg
the nInth In the Records Department'
'The tenth edItIOn IS not due to appear for some months, I belIeve But a few
advance caples have been CIrculated I have one myself It mIght mterest you
to look at It, perhaps";>'
'Very much so,' saId WInston, ImmedIately seeIng where thIS tended
'Some of the new developments are most IngenIOUS The reductIon In the
number of verbs-that IS the pOInt that WIll appeal to you, I think Let me see,
shall I send a messenger to you WIth the dIctIonary';) But I am afraId I
InvarIably forget anythIng of that kInd Perhaps you could pICk It up at my flat
at some tIme that SUIted you";> Walt Let me gIve you my address'
They were standIng In front of a telescreen Somewhat absentnllndedly
O'BrIen felt two of hIS pockets and then produced a small leather-covered
notebook and a gold Ulk-pencIl ImmedIately beneath the telescreen, In such a
pOSItlon that anyone who was watchIng at the other end of the Instrument
could read what he was wrItIng, he scrIbbled an address, tore out the page and
handed It to WInston.
'I am usually at home In the evemng,' he said 'If not, my servant WIll gIve
you the ructJ.onary'
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He was gone, leaVIng WInston holdIng the scrap of paper, WhICh thIS tIme
there was no need to conceal Nevertheless he carefully memorIzed what was
wrItten on It, and some hours later dropped It Into the memory hole along wIth
a mass of other papers
They had been talkIng to one another for a couple of mInutes at the most
There was only one meanIng that the epIsode could possIbly have It had been
contrIved as a way of lettIng WInston know O'BrIen's address ThIS was
necessary, because except by dIrect enqUIry It was never possIble to dIscover
where anyone hved There were no duectones of any la.nd 'If you ever want to
see me, thIs IS where I can be found,' was what O'BrIen had been sayIng to hIm
Perhaps there would even be a message concealed somewhere In the
dIctIOnary But at any rate, one thIng was certaIn The conspIracy that he had
dreamed of dId eXIst, and he had reached the outer edges of It
He knew that sooner or later he would obey O'BrIen's summons Perhaps
tomorrow, perhaps after a long delay-he was not certaIn What was happenIng
was only the working-out of a process that had started years ago The first step
had been a secret, Involuntary thought, the second had been the opening of the
dIary He had moved from thoughts to words, and now from words to actIOns
The last step was somethIng that would happen In the MInIstry of Love He
had accepted It The end was contaIned In the beginning But It was
frlghtenmg or, more exactly, It was lIke a foretaste of death, lIke being a lIttle
less ahve Even whIle he was speakIng to O'BrIen, when the meamng of the
words had sunk In, a chIlly shudderIng feelIng had taken posseSSIOn of hiS
body He had the sensatIon of steppIng Into the dampness of a grave, and It was
not much better because he had always known that the grave was there and
WRItIng for hIm
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WInston had woken up WIth hIs eyes full of tears, JulIa rolled sleeptly agaInst
hlll')., murmurmg somethIng that might have been 'What's the matter;>'
'1 dreamt-' he began, and stopped short. It was too complex to be put Into
words There was the dream Itself, and there was a memory connected With it
that had swum Into his mind In the few seconds after wakIng
He lay back With hIS eyes shut, stIll sodden In the atmosphere of the dream
It was a vast, lummous dream In whIch hiS whole hfe seemed to stretch out
before him like a landscape on a summer evening after rRIn It had all occurred
lllSid:e the glass paperweIght, but the surface of the glass was the dome of the
sky) and mside the dome everythIng was flooded WIth clear soft lIght m wluch
one GOUld >see Into Intennlnable distances The dream had also been
comprehended bY-Indeed, In some sense It had consIsted in-a gesture of the
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arm made by hIS mother, and made agaIn thIrty years later by the JewIsh
woman he had seen on the news film, trymg to shelter the small boy from the
bullets, before the helIcopters blew them both to pIeces
'Do you know,' he saId, 'that untIl thIS moment I belIeved I had murdered
my mother';>'
'Why dId you murder her';>' saId JulIa, almost asleep
'I dIdn't murder her Not phYSIcally'
In the dream he had remembered hIS last ghmpse of hIS mother, and WIthIn a
few moments of wakIng the cluster of small events surroundIng It had all come
back It was a memory that he must have delIberately pushed out of hIS
conSCIOusness over many years He was not certam of the date, but he could
not have been less than ten years old, pOSSIbly twelve, when It had happened
HIS father had dIsappeared some tIme earlIer, how much earher he could not
remember He remembered better the rackety, uneasy CIrcumstances of the
tIme the penodlcal panICS about aIr-raIds and the sheltermg In Tube statIOns,
the plIes of rubble everywhere, the uruntellIgIble proclamatIOns posted at
street corners, the gangs of youths In shIrts all the same colour, the enormous
queues outSIde the bakenes, the IntermIttent machme-gun fire In the
dIstance-above all, the fact that there was never enough to eat He
remembered long afternoons spent WIth other boys In scroungmg round
dustblns and rubbIsh heaps, pIckIng out the nbs of cabbage leaves, potato
peelIngs, sometImes even scraps of stale breadcrust from whIch they carefully
scraped away the CInders, and also In WaItIng for the paSSIng of trucks WhICh
travelled over a certaIn route and were known to carry cattle feed, and WhICh,
when they ,olted over the bad patches In the road, sometImes SPIlt a few
fragments of oIl-cake
When hIS father dIsappeared, hiS mother dId not show any surprIse or any
VIOlent grIef, but a sudden change came over her She seemed to have become
completely splntless It was eVIdent even to WInston that she was waItIng for
somethIng that she knew must happen She dId everytlung that was
needed-cooked, washed, mended, made the bed, swept the fioor, dusted the
mantelpIece-always very slowly and WIth a CUrIOUS lack of superfluous
motIon, hke an artIst's lay-figure mOVIng of ItS own accord Her large shapely
body seemed to relapse naturally Into stIllness For hours at a tIme she would
SIt almost unmoblle on the bed, nursmg hIS young SIster, a tIny, allIng, very
SIlent chIld of two or three, wlth a face made SImIan by thInness Very
occasIonally she would take WInston In her arms and press hIm agaInst her for
a long tIme WIthout saYing anythIng He was aware, In spIte of hIS youthfulness
and selfishness, that this was somehow connected WIth the never-mentIoned
thIng that was about to happen
He remembered the room where they lIved, a dark, close-smellIng room that
seemed half filled by a bed WIth a wlute counterpane There was a gas nng In
the fender, and a shelf where food was kept, and on the landIng outSIde there
was a brown earthenware SInk, common to several rooms He remembered hls
mother''S statuesque body bendmg over the gas rlOg to stIr at somethIng In a
saucepan Above all he remembered hIS ContInuous hunger, and the fierce
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sordId battles at meal-tImes He would ask hIS mother naggingly, over and
over agam, why there was not more food, he would shout and storm at her (he
even remembered the tones of hIS VOIce, WhIch was begInnIng to break
prematurely and sometImes boomed In a pecuhar way), or he would attempt a
snivellmg note of pathos In hIS efforts to get more than hIS share HIS mother
was qUlte ready to gIve hIm more than hIS share She took It for granted that he,
'the boy' , should have the biggest portIOn, but however much she gave him he
InvarIably demanded more At every meal she would beseech hIm not to be
selfish and to remember that hIS lIttle SIster was SIck and also needed food, but
It was no use He would cry out WIth rage when she stopped ladlIng, he would
try to wrench the saucepan and spoon out of her hands, he would grab bItS
from hIS SIster's plate He knew that he was starVIng the other two, but he
could not help It, he even felt that he had a rIght to do It The clamorous
hunger In hIS belly seemed to JustIfy hun Between meals, If rus mother dId not
stand guard, he was constantly pIlferIng at the wretched store of food on the
shelf
One day a chocolate-ratIOn was Issued There had been no such Issue for
weeks or months past He remembered qUIte clearly that precIOus lIttle morsel
of chocolate I t was a two-ounce slab (they snIl talked about ounces In those
days) between the three of them It was ObVIOUS that It ought to be dIVIded Into
three equal parts Suddenly, as though he were lIstenIng to somebody else,
WInston heard hImself demandIng In a loud boomIng VOIce that he should be
given the whole pIece HIS mother told rum not to be greedy There was a long,
naggIng argument that went round and round, WIth shouts, whInes, tears,
remonstrances, bargalnlngs HIS tIny SIster, chngIng to her mother WIth both
hands, exactly hke a baby monkey, sat lookIng over her shoulder at hun WIth
large, mournful eyes In the end hIS mother broke off three-quarters of the
chocolate and gave It to WInston, gIVIng the other quarter to hIS SIster The
lIttle gIrl took hold of It and looked at It duly) perhaps not knOWIng what It was
WInston stood watchIng her for a moment Then WIth a sudden SWIft sprIng he
had snatched the pIece of chocolate out of hIS SIster's hand and was fleeIng for
the door
'WInston, WInston" hIS mother called after hIm 'Come back' GIve your
SIster back her chocolate!'
He stopp-ed, but he dId not come back HIS mother's anXIOUS eyes were fixed
on hIS face Even now he was thmkl.ng about the thIng, he did not kn9w what It
was that was on the pOInt of happemng HIS SIster, conscIOUS of h'aVIng been
robbed of sometlung, had set up a feeble wall HIS mother drew her arm round
the child and pressed Its face agaInst her breast Somethmg In the gesture told
him that hIS SIster was dYIng He turned and fled ~down the staIrs, With the
~ho¢o.late groWUlg stIcky In rus hand
He never saw hIS mother agaIn After he had.. devoured the chocolate he felt
,,~ewMt ashamed of h!mself and hung about In the stteets for several hours,
1intil hunger drove-mm home When he came back hIS mother had
&eappearect TIns was already becomIng normal at that tlDle Notlung was
~from the room except hIS mother and his SIster They had not taken any
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clothes, not even Ins mother's overcoat To thiS day he did not know with any
certainty that his mother was dead It was perfectly possible that she had
merely been sent to a forced-labour camp As for his sister, she might have
been removed, lIke Winston himself, to one of the colorues for homeless
chIldren (ReclamatIOn Centres, they were called) which had grown up as a
result of the civIl war, or she mIght have been sent to the labour camp along
With hIS mother, or SImply left somewhere or other to dIe
The dream was still VIVid In rus mInd, espeCIally the enveloping protectmg
gesture of the arm In WhIch ItS whole meamng seemed to be contained HIS
mInd went back to another dream of two months ago Exactly as hIs mother
had sat on the dIngy white-quIlted bed, WIth the chIld clIngmg to her, so she
had sat In the sunken shIp, far underneath lnm, and drowrung deeper every
mInute, but stIll looking up at hIm through the darkemng water
He told Julla the story of hIS mother's dIsappearance WIthout openIng her
eyes she rolled over and settled herself Into a more comfortable pOSItIon
'I expect you were a beastly lIttle SWIne In those days,' she SaId IndIstInctly
'All cInldren are SWIne '
'Yes But the real pOInt of the story-'
From her breathIng It was eVident that she was gOIng off to sleep agrun He
would have lIked to contInue talking about hIS mother He dId not suppose,
from what he could remember of her, that she had been an unusual woman,
stIll less an IntellIgent one; and yet she had possessed a kmd ofnoblhty, a kInd
of PUrIty, SImply because the standards that she obeyed were prIvate ones Her
feelIngs were her own, and could not be altered from outSide I t would not
have occurred to qer that an actIOn whIch IS meffectual thereby becomes
meanIngless If you loved someone, you loved rum, and when you had nothmg
else to gIve, you stIll gave hIm love When the last of the chocolate was gone,
Ins mother had clasped the chIld In her arms It was no use, It changed nothmg,
It did not produce more chocolate, It dId not avert the chIld's death or her own,
but It seemed natural to her to do It The refugee woman m the boat had also
covered the lIttle boy With her arm, which was no more use against the bullets
than a sheet of paper The terrIble thIng that the Party had done was to
persuade you that mere Impulses, mere feelIngs, were of no account, whIle at
the same tIme robbing you of all power over the matenal world When once
you were In the gnp of the Party, what you felt or dId not feel, what you did or
refratned from dOIng, made hterally no dlfference. Whatever happened you
VanIshed, and neIther you nor your actIons were ever heard of agaIn You were
lIfted clean out of the stream of hIstory And yet to the people of only two
generations ago thIS would not have seemed all-Important, because they were
not attempting to alter hIstory They were governed by prIvate loyaltIes which
they did not question What mattered were IndIVIdual relationshIps, and a
completely helpless gesture, an emb~e, a tear, a word spoken to a dYing man,
could have value' ID Itself The proles., It suddenly occurred to him, had
remaIned In tlus conditIon. They were not loyal to a party or a country or an
ldea, they were loyal to one another. For the first tune m Ius hie he dld not
desPIse the prcles or thInk of them. merely as an mert force wru-ch would one
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day sprmg to hfe and regenerate the world The proles had stayed human
They had not become hardened InsIde They had held on to the prImItIve
emotIOns whIch he hImself had to relearn by conSCIOUS effort And In thInkIng
thIS he remembered, WIthout apparent relevance, how a few weeks ago he had
seen a severed hand lYIng on the pavement and had kicked It Into the gutter as
though It had been a cabbage-stalk
'The proles are human beIngs,' he saId aloud 'We are not human '
'Why not'~' saId JulIa, who had woken up agaIn
He thought for a lIttle whlle 'Has It ever occurred to you,' he saId, 'that the
best thmg for us to do would be sunply to walk out of here before It's too late,
and never see each other agaIn?'
'Yes, dear, It has occurred to me, several times But I'm not gOIng to do It, all
the same'
'We've been lucky,' he saId, 'but It can't last much longer You're young
You look normal and Innocent If you keep clear of people hke me, you mIght
stay alIve for another fifty years '
'No I've thought It all out What you do, I'm gOIng to do And don't be too
downhearted I'm rather good at staYIng ahve '
'We may be together for another SIX months-a year-there's no knOWIng At
the end we're certaIn to be apart. Do you reahze how utterly alone we shall be?
When once they get hold of us there WIll be nothIng, lIterally nothIng, that
eIther of us can do for the other If I confess, they'll shoot you, and If I refuse to
confess, they'll shoot you Just the same NothIng that I can do or say, or stop
myself from saYIng, WIll put off your death for as much as five mInutes NeIther
of us WIll even know whether the other IS alIve or dead We shall be utterly
WIthout power of any kInd The one thIng that matters IS that we shouldn't
betray one another, although even that can't make the slIghtest dtfference '
'If you mean confessmg,' she saId, ~we shall do that, rIght enough
Everybody always confesses You can't help It They torture you'
'I don't mean confeSSIng ConfessIOn IS not betrayal What you sayar do
doesn't matter only feelIngs matter If they could make me stop lovmg
you-that would be the real betrayal'
~he thought It over 'They can't do that,' she saId finally. 'It's the one thIng
'they can't do. They can make you say anythIng-anythzng-but they can't make
you belIeve Jt They can't get InSIde you'
'No,' he Sald a bttle more hopefully, 'no, that's qUIte true They can't get
InSIde you If you can feel that staymg human IS warth whlle, even when It
can't have any result whatever,. you've beaten them '
He thought of the telescreen WIth Its never-sleepIng ear They could spy
upon you mght and day, but If ){OU kept your head you could sull outWIt them
Wlth. all1hett cleverness they had never mastered the secret of findIng out what
another human being-was thmkIng Perhaps that was less true when you were
aetUt\lly in then- hands. One dId not know what happened InSlde the MInistry
of Love,.but it was pOSSIble to guess tortures, drugs, debcate Instruments that
'rCSJ,$tered your nervous reactIOns, gradual wearIng-down by sleeplessness and
solitude and perslstent questIonIng Facts, at any rate, could not be kept
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hIdden They could be tracked down by enqUIry, they could be squeezed out of
you by torture But If the object was not to stay alIve but to stay human, what
drfference dId It ultImately make? They could not alter your feelIngs for that
matter you could not alter them yourself, even If you wanted to They could lay
bare In the utmost detaIl everythIng that you had done or saId or thought, but
the Inner heart, whose workmgs were mysterIOus even to yourself, remaIned
Impregnable

8

I

They had done It, they had done It at last'
The room they were standmg In was long-shaped and softly Itt The
telescreen was dtmmed to a low murmur, the rIchness of the dark-blue carpet
gave one the ImpreSSIOn of treadIng on velvet At the far end of the room
O'Bnen was SIttIng at a table under a green-shaded lamp, WIth a mass of papers
on eIther SIde of hIm He had not bothered to look up when the servant showed
Juha and WInston In
WInston's heart was thumpIng so hard that he doubted whether he would be
able to speak They had done It, they had done It at last, was all he could thInk
I t had been a rash act to come here at all, and sheer folly to arnve together,
though It was true that they had come by dIfferent routes and only met on
O'Bnen) s doorstep But merely to walk Into such a place needed an effort of the
nerve It was only on very rare occaSIOns that one saw InSIde the dwellmgplaces of the Inner Party, or even penetrated Into the quarter of the town
where they lIved The whole atmosphere of the huge block offlats, the nchness
and spaCIousness of everythIng, the unfamihar smells of good food and
tobacco, the sIlent and IncredIbly rapId hfts slidmg up and down, the whlteJacketed servants hurrYIng to and fro-everytlnng was IntImIdatIng Although
he had a good pretext for comIng here, he was haunted at every step by the fear
that a black-umformed guard would suddenly appear from round the cotner,
demand hIS papers, and order hIm to get out O'Bnen's servant, however, had
admItted the two of them WIthOut demur He was a small, dark-haIred man In a
whIte Jacket, WIth a dIamond-shaped, completely expreSSIOnless face WhICh
mIght have been that of a Chmese The passage down whIch he led them was
softly carpeted, WIth cream-papered walls and whIte waInscotIng, all
exqUISItely clean That too was mttmldating Wmston could not remember
ever to have seen a passageway whose walls were not gnmy from the contact of
human bodIes
O'Bnen had a shp of paper between hIs fingers and seemed to be studymg It
Intently HIS heavy face, bent down so that one could see the hne of the nose;!
looked both fOrIIlldable and inte11tgent. For perhaps twenty seconds he sat
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WIthOut stIrnng Then he pulled the speakwnte towards hIm and rapped out a
message 1n the hybrId Jargon of the MInIstrIeS
'Items one comma five comma seven approved fullwlse stop suggestIon
contaIned Item SIX doubleplus rIdICulous verging cnmethink cancel stop
unproceed constructionWIse ante gettIng plusfull estImates machInery
overheads stop end message'
He rose delIberately from hIS chaIr and came towards them across the
soundless carpet A lIttle of the offiCIal atmosphere seemed to have fallen away
from hIm WIth the Newspeak words, but hIS expressIon was grImmer than
usual, as though he were not pleased at beIng dIsturbed The terror that
WInston already felt was suddenly shot through by a streak of ordInary
embarrassment It seemed to hlm qUIte pOSSIble that he had SImply made a
stupId mIstake For what eVIdence had he In realIty that O'BrIen was any kInd
of polItIcal conspIrator';) NothIng but a flash of the eyes and a SIngle equivocal
remark beyond that, only his own secret ImaginIngs, founded on a dream He
could not even fall back on the pretence that he had come to borrow the
dictIOnary, because In that case JulIa's presence was ImpOSSIble to explain As
O'BrIen passed the telescreen a thought seemed to strIke hIm He stopped,
turned aSide and pressed a SWItch on the wall There was a sharp snap The
vOIce had stopped
J uha uttered a tiny sound, a sort of squeak of surprIse Even In the mIdst of
his pamc, WInston was too much taken aback to be able to hold hIS tongue
'You can turn It off" he saId
'Yes,' saId O'BrIen, 'we can turn It off We have that prIvIlege'
He was OpPOSIte them now HIS solId form towered over the paIr of them,
and the expreSSIon on h1s face was st11l Indec1pherable He was waiting,
somewhat sternly, for WInston to speak, but about what';) Even now It was
qUIte conceivable that he was SImply a busy man wondenng IrrItably why he
had been Interrupted Nobody spoke After the stoppIng of the telescreen the
room seemed deadly sIlent The seconds marched past, enormous WIth
difficulty WInston contInued to keep his eyes fixed on O'Bnen's Then
suddenly the grIm face broke down Into what might have been the begmnlngs
of a smIle With hIS characterIstIc gesture O'BrIen resettled hIS spectacles on
lus nose
'Shall I say It, or wIll you~' he said
'1 Will say It,' saId WInston promptly 'That thIng IS really turned oft?'
'Yes, everythmg IS turned off~ We are alone '
'We have come here because-'
He paused, realIZIng for the first tIme the vagueness of his own motives
Smce he dId not In fact know what kInd of help he expected from O'Bnen, It
was not easy to say why he had come here He went on, conscIOus that what he
was saymg must sound both feeble and pretentIOus
'We believe that there IS some kmd of conspIracy, some kmd of secret
organization workmg agaInst the Party, and that you are Involved In It We
want to lOIn It and work for It We are enennes of the Party We dlsbeheve In
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the prInCIples of Ingsoc We are thought-crImInals We are also adulterers I
tell you this because we want to put ourselves at your mergr If you want us to
InCrImInate ourselves In any other way, we are ready'
He stopped and glanced over hIS shoulder, WIth the feelIng that the door had
opened Sure enough, the lIttle yellow-faced servant had come In Without
knockIng WInston saw that he was carrYIng a tray WIth a decanter and glasses
'MartIn IS one of us,' said O'BrIen ImpaSSively 'BrIng the drmks over here,
Martin Put them on the round table Have we enough chaIrs? Then we may as
well SIt down and talk In comfort BrIng a chaIr for yourself, MartIn ThIS IS
bUSIness You can stop beIng a servant for the next ten mInutes '
The lIttle man sat down, qUite at hIS ease, and yet stIll WIth a servant-like aIr,
the aIr of a valet enjoying a prIvIlege WInston regarded hIm out of the corner
ofms eye It struck hIm that the man's whole lIfe was plaYing a part, and that
he felt It to be dangerous to drop hIS assumed personalIty even for a moment
O'BrIen took the decanter by the neck and filled up the glasses WIth a dark-red
lIqUid It aroused In WInston rum memories of somethmg seen long ago on a
wall or a hoarding-a vast bottle composed of electrIC lIghts which seemed to
move up and down and pour ItS contents Into a glass Seen from the top the
stuff looked almost black, but In the decanter It gleamed lIke a ruby It had a
sour-sweet smell He saw J uha pick up her glass and smff at It With frank
CUrIosity
'It IS called wme,' said O'BrIen With a faint smIle 'You wIll have read about
It In books, no doubt Not much of It gets to the Outer Party, I am afraId' HIS
face grew solemn again, and he raIsed hiS glass 'I thmk It IS fittIng that we
should begIn by drInking a health To our Leader To Emmanuel Goldstein'
Winston took up hiS glass With a certain eagerness Wine was a thmg he had
read and dreamed about LIke the glass paperweight or Mr Charnngton's halfremembered rhymes, It belonged to the vanished, romantic past, the olden
tIme as he hked to call It In hiS secret thoughts For some reason he had always
thought of Wine as haVing an Intensely sweet taste, lIke that of blackberry Jam
and an ImmedIate IntOXicatIng effect Actually, when he came to swallow It, the
stuff was distInctly dIsapPOIntIng The truth was that after years of gmdrInking he could barely taste It He set down the empty glass
'Then there IS such a person as Goldstein?' he Said
'Yes, there IS such a person, and he IS ahve. Where, I do not know'
'And the conspiracy-the orgaruzatlOn? It IS reaP It IS not SImply an
Invention of the Thought Pollce?'
'No, It IS real. The Brotherhood, we call It You WIll never learn much more
about the Brotherhood than that It eXists and that you belong to It I wIll come
back to that presently' He looked at hIS wrIst-watch 'It IS unWise even for
members of the Inner Party to turn off the telescreen for more than half an
hour You ought not t-o have come here together, and you WIll have to leave
separately You, Comrade'-he bowed his head to Juha-'wtlileave first We
have about twenty mInutes at our disposal You Will understand that I must
start by asking you certaIn questions. In general terms, what are you prepared
to do?'
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'AnythIng that we are capable of,' saId WInston
O'BrIen had turned hImself a lIttle In hIS chaIr so that he was facmg
WInston He almost Ignored JulIa, seemIng to take It for granted that WInston
could speak for her For a moment the lIds flItted down over hIS eyes He began
asktng hIS questIons In a low, expressIOnless VOIce, as though thIS were a
routIne, a sort of catechIsm, most of whose answers were known to hIm
already
'You are prepared to give your lIves?'
'Yes'
'You are prepared to commIt murder?'
'Yes'
'To commIt acts of sabotage whIch may cause the death of hundreds of
Innocent people?'
'Yes'
'To betray your country to foreIgn powers?'
'Yes'
'You are prepared to cheat, to forge, to blackmml, to corrupt the mInds of
chIldren, to dIstrIbute habIt-formIng drugs, to encourage prostltunon, to
dIssemInate venereal dIseases-to do anythIng whIch IS lIkely to cause
demoralIzatIon and weaken the power of the Party?'
'Yes'
'If, for example, It would somehow serve our Interests to throw sulphUrIC
aCId In a chIld's face-are you prepared to do that?~
'Yes'
'You are prepared to lose your Identity and lIve out the rest of your hfe as a
walter or a dock-worker?'
'Yes'
'You are prepared to commIt SUICIde, If and when we order you to do so?'
'Yes'
'You are prepared, the two of you, to separate and never see one another
again?'
'Nol' broke In JulIa
It appeared to WInston that a long tIme passed before he answered For a
moment he seemed even to have been deprIved of the power of speech HIS
tongue worked soundlessly, forrrung the opemng syllables first of one word,
then of the other, over and over agmn UntIl he had saId It, he dId not know
wmch word he was gomg to say 'No,' he saId finally
'You dtd well to tell me,' smd O'BrIen 'It IS necessary for us to know
everythmg. '
He nuned lumself toward J uha and added In a VOIce WIth somewhat more
expression in It·
'Do you understand that even if he surVIves, It may be as a dIfferent person?
We ~y be obhged to glve wm a new IdentIty HIS face, hiS movements, the
ibap:e 'o{;bi6'haods, the colour of hIs luur-even hiS VOIce would be dIfferent
And :YOij qQUt'Self mIght have become a dIfferent person Our surgeons can
~ ~eople beyond recognItIon SometlDles It IS necessary Sometunes we
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even amputate a 11mb '
WInston could not help snatchIng another sIdelong glance at Martm's
MongolIan face There were no scars that he could see Juha had turned a
shade paler, so that her freckles were shOWIng, but she faced O'BrIen boldly
She murmured somethmg that seemed to be assent
'Good Then that IS settled '
There was a SlIver box of CIgarettes on the table WIth a rather absentmInded aIr O'Brien pushed them towards the others, took one hImself, then
stood up and began to pace slowly to and fro, as though he could trunk better
standIng They were very good CIgarettes, very thIck and well packed, With an
unfamIlIar sIlklness In the paper O'BrIen looked at rus wnst-watch agaIn
'You had better go back to your pantry, MartIn,' he saId 'I shall sWItch on In
a quarter of an hour Take a good look at these comrades' faces before you go
You WIll be seeIng them agaIn I may not '
Exactly as they had done at the front door, the httle man's dark eyes flIckered
over theIr faces There was not a trace of fnendhness In hIS manner He was
memOrIZIng theIr appearance, but he felt no Interest In them, or appeared to
feel none It occurred to WInston that a synthetIc face was perhaps mcapable of
changIng ItS expreSSIon WIthout speak10g or gIVIng any kmd of salutatIOn,
MartIn went out, clOSIng the door sllently behInd hIm O'BrIen was strollIng
up and down, one hand In the pocket of rus black overalls, the other holdIng hIS
CIgarette
'You understand,' he saId, 'that you wIll be fightIng 10 the dark You WIll
always be In the dark You WIll receIve orders and you wt11 obey them, WIthout
knOWIng why Later I shall send you a book from WhICh you WIll learn the true
nature of the SOCIety we lIve In, and the strategy by WhICh we shall destroy It
When you have read the book, you wIll be full members of the Brotherhood
But between the general alms that we are fightIng for, and the ImmedIate tasks
of the moment, you WIll never know anythmg I tell you that the Brotherhood
eXIsts, but I cannot tell you whether It numbers a hundred members, or ten
mIllIon From your personal knowledge you Will never be able to say that It
numbers even as many as a dozen You wIll have three or four contacts, who
wIll be renewed from tIme to tIme as they dIsappear As thIS was your first
contact, It wIll be preserved When you receIve orders, they WIll come from
me If we find It necessary to commumcate With you, It WIll be through MartIn
When you are finally caught, you WIll confess That IS unaVOIdable. But you
WIll have very lIttle to confess, other than your own actIons You wIll not be
able to betray more than a handful of unlmportant people Probably you wIll
not even betray me. By that tIme I may be dead, or I shall have become a
dIfferent person, WIth a dIfferent face '
He contInued to move to and fro over the soft carpet In spIte of the
bulkIness of hts body there was a remarkable grace m lus movements It came
out even m the gesture WIth wluch he thrust a hand Into hIS pocket, or
marupulated a CIgarette More even than of strength, he gave an ImpreSSIOn of
confidence and of an understandIng tm.ged by Irony Howe\Ter much In earnest
he mIght be, he had nothIng of the single-mmdedness that belongs to a fanattc
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When he spoke of murder~ sUIcIde, venereal dIsease, amputated hmbs, and
altered faces, It was wIth a faInt aIr of persIflage 'ThIS IS unavOIdable,' hIS
VOIce seemed to say, 'thIS IS what we have got to do, unflInchIngly But thIs IS
not what we shall be dOIng when hfe IS worth hVlng agaIn ' A wave of
admiratlOn, almost of worshIp, flowed out from WInston towards O'BrIen For
the moment he had forgotten the shadowy figure of GoldsteIn When you
looked at O'BrIen's powerful shoulders and hIS blunt-featured face, so ugly
and yet so cIVIhzed, It was ImpOSSIble to belIeve that he could be defeated
There was no stratagem that he was not equal to, no danger that he could not
foresee Even Juha seemed to be Impressed She had let her CIgarette go out
and was hstening Intently O'Brien went on
'You wIll have heard rumours of the eXIstence of the Brotherhood No doubt
you have formed your own pIcture of It You have Imagined, probably, a huge
underworld of conSpIrators, meetIng secretly In cellars, scnbblmg messages on
walls, recognIzIng one another by code words or by specIal movements of the
hand NothIng of the kInd eXists The members of the Brotherhood have no
way of recognIzIng one another, and It IS ImpossIble for anyone member to be
aware of the IdentIty of more than a few others GoldsteIn hImself, If he fell
Into the hands of the Thought PolIce, could not gIve them a complete lIst of
members, or any InformatIon that would lead them to a complete h8t No such
Itst eXIsts The Brotherhood cannot be WIped out because It IS not an
orgamzatIon In the ordInary sense NothIng holds It together except an Idea
wruch IS IndestructIble You wIll never have anythIng to sU8tam you, except
the Idea You WIll get no comradeshIp and no encouragement When finally
you are caught, you wIll get no help We never help our members At most,
when It IS absolutely necessary that someone should be sIlenced, we are
occasIonally able to smuggle a razor blade Into a prIsoner's cell You will have
to get used to lIvIng WIthout results and wIthout hope You wIll work for a
whIle, you Will be caught, you WIll confess, and then you WIll dIe Those are the
only results that you WIll ever see There IS no pOSSIbIlIty that any perceptIble
change Will happen WIthIn our own lIfetIme We are the dead Our only true
hfe IS In the future. We shall take part In It as handfuls of dust and splmters of
bone But how far away that future may be, there IS no knowmg. It mIght be a
thousand years. At present nothIng IS pOSSIble except to extend the area of
SanIty httle by httle We cannot act collectIvely We can only spread our
knowledge outwards from indIVIdual to IndIVIdual, generatIon after
generatIon In the face of the Thought PolIce, there IS no other way ,
He halted and looked for the thIrd tIme at hIS wrIst-watch
'It IS almost tune for you to leave, comrade," he saId to Juha 'Walt The
decanter IS sull half full '
He filled the glasses and raIsed rus own glass by the stem
'What shall It be tlus tIme?' he SaId, snll With the same faint suggestion of
itlOlilY~ (To the confuSIon of the Thought PolIce? To the death of BIg Brother;>
To humanity? To the future?'
'~() the past/ SaId WInston
~ ~ past 1S more important,' agreed O'Brien gravely
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They emptIed theIr glasses, and a moment later Juha stood up to go O'BrIen
took a small box from the top of a cabInet and handed her a flat whIte tablet
whIch he told her to place on her tongue It was Important, he saId, not to go
out smellIng of WIne the 11ft attendants were very observant As soon as the
door had shut behInd her he appeared to forget her eXIstence He took another
pace or two up and down, then stopped
'There are detaIls to be settled,' he saId 'I assume that you have a hldlngplace of some kInd?'
WInston explaIned about the room over Mr Charrmgton's shop
'That WIll do for the moment Later we wIll arrange somethIng else for you
It IS Important to change one's hIdIng-place frequently MeanwhIle I shall
send you a copy of the book' -even O'BrIen, WInston notIced, seemed to
pronounce the words as though they were In Itahc-'Goldstem's book, you
understand, as soon as possIble It may be some days before I can get hold of
one There are not many In eXIstence, as you can ImagIne The Thought PolIce
hunt them down and destroy them almost as fast as we can produce them It
makes very lIttle dIfference The book IS IndestructIble If the last copy were
gone, we could reproduce It almost word for word Do you carry a brIef-case to
work WIth you?' he added
'As a rule, yes'
'What IS It hke?'
'Black, very shabby WIth two straps'
'Black, two straps, very shabby-good One day In the fairly near future-I
cannot gIve a date-one of the messages among your mornmg's work WIll
contaIn a mIsprInted word, and you WIll have to ask for a repeat On the
follOWIng day you WIll go to work Without your brIef-case At some ttme
durIng the day, In the street, a man WIll touch you on the arm and say "I thmk
you have dropped your brIef-case " The one he gIves you wIll contain a copy of
Goldstem's book You WIll return It WIthIn fourteen days'
They were SIlent for a moment
'There are a couple of mInutes before you need go,' saId O'BrIen 'We shall
meet agaIn-If we do meet agaln-'
WInston looked up at hun 'In the pla.ce where there IS no darkness?' he Said
heSItantly
O'BrIen nodded WIthout appearance of surprIse 'In the place where there IS
no darkness,' he saId, as though he had recogmzed the allUSIOn 'And In the
meantIme, IS there anythmg that you Wish to say before you leave? Any
message'> Any questlOn'>'
WInston thought There dId not seem to be any further questIon that he
wanted to ask. stIll less dtd he feel any unpulse to utter hIgh-soundIng
generalItIes Instead of anything dIrectly connected WIth O~Bnen or the
Br()therhood, there came Into hIS nund a sort of compOSIte pIcture of the dark
bedroom where hIS mother had spent her last days, and the httle room over Mr
Charrlngton's shop, and the glass paperweIght, and the steel engraVIng m Its
rosewood frame Almost at random he sald;
'DId you ever happen to hear an old rhyme that begins "Oranges and
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lemons, say the bells of St Clement's""
AgaIn O'BrIen nodded WIth a sort of grave courtesy he completed the
stanza
Oranges and lemons, say the bells of St Clement's,
You owe me three farthmgs, say the bells of St Martm's,
When wlll you pay me';) say the bells of Old Balley,
When I grow rIch, say the bells of Shoredltch '

'You knew the last hne" saId WInston
'Yes, I knew the last lIne And now, I am afraId, It IS tIme for you to go But
walt You had better let me gIve you one of these tablets '
As WInston stood up O'BrIen held out a hand HIS powerful grIp crushed
the bones of WInston's palm At the door WInston looked back, but O'BrIen
seemed already to be In process of puttIng hIm out of mInd He was waItIng
WIth hIS hand on the sWItch that controlled the telescreen Beyond hIm
WInston could see the wrItIng-table WIth Its green-shaded lamp and the
speakwrIte and the WIre baskets deep-laden WIth papers The InCIdent was
closed WIthm thIrty seconds, It occurred to hIm, O'BrIen would be back at hIS
Interrupted and Important work on behalf of the Party

9
WInston was gelatInous WIth fatIgue GelatInous was the rIght word It had
come Into hIS head spontaneously HIS body seemed to have not only the
weakness of a Jelly, but ItS translucency He felt that If he held up his hand he
would be able to see the lIght through It All the blood and lymph had been
draIned out of hIm by an enormous debauch of work, leaVIng only a fraIl
structure of nerves, bones, and skIn All sensatIons seemed to be magnIfied
HIS overalls fretted hIS shoulders, the pavement tIckled hIs feet, even the
openIng and clOSIng of a hand was an effort that made hIS JOInts creak
He had worked more than runety hours In five days So had everyone else m
the MInIstry Now It was all over, and he had hterally nothIng to do, no Party
work of any descrIptIOn, untIl tomorrow mOrnIng He could spend six hours In
the hIdIng-place and another rune In hIS own bed. Slowly, In mIld afternoon
sunshIne, he walked up a dIngy street In the dIrectIon of Mr Charrmgton's
shop" keepmg one eye open for the patrols, but IrratIonally convInced that thIs
afternoon there was no danger of anyone InterferIng WIth hllIl. The heavy
bnef-case that he was carrYIng bumped agatnst lus knee at each step, sendIng a
tingling sensation up and down the skin of hIS leg InSIde It was the book~ wluch
he had now had In hIS posseSSIon for SIX days and had not yet opened, nor even
loobd~
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On the sIxth day of Hate Week, after the proceSSIons, the speeches, the
shoutIng, the sIngIng, the banners, the posters, the films, the waxworks, the
rollIng of drums and squealIng of trumpets, the tramp of marchIng feet, the
grIndIng of the caterpIllars of tanks, the roar of massed planes, the boomIng of
guns-after SIX days of thIS, when the great orgasm was qUIverIng to ItS chmax
and the general hatred of EurasIa had boIled up mto such dehrIum that If the
crowd could have got theIr hands on the 2,000 EuraSIan war-crImmals who were
to be publIcly hanged on the last day of the proceedIngs, they would
unquestIOnably have torn them to pIeces-at Just thIS moment It had been
announced that OceanIa was not after all at war WIth EurasIa OceanIa was at
war WIth EastasIa EurasIa was an ally
There was, of course, no admISSIon that any change had taken place Merely
It became known, WIth extreme suddenness and everywhere at once, that
Eastasla and not EurasIa was the enemy Wmston was takmg part 10 a
demonstratIon In one of the central London squares at the moment when It
happened It was nIght, and the whIte faces and the scarlet banners were
lUrIdly floodlIt The square was packed WIth several thousand people,
IncludIng a block of about a thousand schoolchIldren In the umform of the
SpIes On a scarlet-draped platform an orator of the Inner Party, a small lean
man WIth dIsproportIOnately long arms and a large bald skull over WhICh a few
lank locks straggled, was harangUIng the crowd A little Ruttlpelstlltskln
figure, contorted WIth hatred, he grIpped the neck of the mIcrophone WIth one
hand whIle the other, enormous at the end of a bony arm, clawed the aIr
menacIngly above hIS head HIS VOIce, made metallIc by the amplIfiers,
boomed forth an endless catalogue of atrocItIes, massacres, deportatIons,
lootlngs, rapIngs, torture of prIsoners, bombmg of CIVIlIans, lYIng propaganda,
unJust aggreSSIOns, broken treatIes It was almost ImpOSSIble to hsten to hIm
WIthout beIng first convInced and then maddened At every few moments the
fury of the crowd boIled over and the VOIce of the speaker was drowned by a
wIld beast-lIke roarIng that rose uncontrollably from thousands of throats
The most savage yells of all came from the schoolchIldren The speech had
been proceedIng for perhaps twenty mmutes when a messenger hurrIed on to
the platform and a scrap of paper was slIpped Into the speaker's hand He
unrolled and read It WIthout paUSing In rus speech Nothmg altered In hIS VOIce
or manner, or In the content of what he was saYIng, but suddenly the names
were dIfferent WIthout words saId, a wave of understandmg rIppled through
the crowd Oceama was at war WIth EastasIa' The next moment there was a
tremendous commotIon The banners and poste;rs WIth whIch the square was
decorated were all wrong f QUIte half of them had the wrong faces on them It
was sabotage! The agents of GoldsteIn had been at work' There was a rIotous
Interlude whIle posters were rIpped from the walls, banners torn to shreds and
trampled underfoot. The SpIes performed prOdIgieS of actIVIty In clamberIng
over the rooftops and cuttmg the streamers that fluttered from the chImneys
But witlun two or three mmutes It was allover The orator, stIll gripPIng the
neck ofthe tnlc;rophone, hIS shoulders hunched forward, Ius free hand clawmg
at the at!, hac! gcme strru,ght on wlth hlS speech One mlnute more, and the feral
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roars of rage were agaIn burstIng from the crowd The Hate contInued exactly
as before, except that the target had been changed
The thIng that Impressed WInston In lookIng back was that the speaker had
SWItched from one lIne to the other actually In mId-sentence, not only WIthout
a pause, but WIthout even breaking the syntax But at the moment he had other
thIngs to preoccupy hlm I t was dUrIng the moment of dIsorder whIle the
posters were beIng torn down that a man whose face he dId not see had tapped
hlffi on the shoulder and sald, 'Excuse me, I thInk you've dropped your brlefcase' He took the brIef-case abstractedly, wlthout speaklng He knew that It
would be days before he had an opportunlty to look InSIde It The Instant that
the demonstratIOn was over he went straIght to the Mlnlstry of Truth, though
the tIme was now nearly twenty-three hours The entlre staff of the Mlnlstry
had done lIkewlse The orders already Issulng from the telescreens, recallIng
them to thelr posts, were hardly necessary
Oceama was at war wlth Eastasla Oceanla had always been at war WIth
Eastasla A large part of the pohtlcal lIterature offive years was now completely
obsolete Reports and records of all klnds, newspapers, books, pamphlets,
films, sound tracks, photographs-all had to be rectlfied at lIghtnIng speed
Although no dlrectlve was ever Issued, It was known that the chIefs of the
Department lntended that WIthIn one week no reference to the war WIth
Eurasla, or the allIance WIth Eastasla, should remaIn In eXIstence anywhere
The work was overwhelmIng, all the more so because the processes that It
lnvolved could not be called by theIr true names Everyone In the Records
Department worked eIghteen hours In the twenty-four, wlth two three-hour
snatches of sleep Mattresses were brought up from the cellars and pItched all
over the corndors meals conslsted of sandWIches and Vlctory Coffee wheeled
round on trolleys by attendants from the canteen Each tlffie that W lnston
broke off for one of hIS spells of sleep he trIed to leave hIS desk clear of work,
and each tIme that he crawled back stIcky-eyed and achmg, It was to find that
another shower of paper cylInders had covered the desk hke a snowdrIft, halfburYIng the speakwrIte and overflowlng on to the fioor, so that the first Job was
always to stack them Into a neat enough plle to gIve hun room to work What
was worst of all was that the work was by no means purely mechanlcal Often It
was enough merely to substItute one name for another, but any detaIled report
of events demanded care and ImaginatIOn Even the geographIcal knowledge
that one needed In transferrIng the war from one part of the world to another
was conSIderable
By the thIrd day his eyes ached unbearably and hIS spectacles needed WIpIng
every few mmutes. It was hke strugglIng WIth some crushmg phYSIcal task,
somethmg WhICh one bad the right to refuse and whIch one was nevertheless
neurotically anxIOUS to accomphsh In so far as he had tIme to remember It, he
was not troubled by the fact that every word he murmured Into the speakwflte,
every stroke ofhlS Ink...pencll, was a debberate be He was as anxIOUS as anyone
else ~ the Department that the forgery should be perfect On the mornIng of
the ~ day the drIbble ofcyhnders slowed down For as much as half an hour
llOdUn,g came out of the tube, then one more cybnder, then nothmg
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Everywhere at about the same tIme the work was easmg off A deep and as It
were secret SIgh went through the Department A mIghty deed, whIch could
never be mentIOned, had been achIeved It was now ImpossIble for any human
beIng to prove by documentary eVIdence that the war With EurasIa had ever
happened At twelve hundred It was unexpectedly announced that all workers
In the MInIstry were free tIll tomorrow mormng WInston, stIll carrymg the
brIef-case contaInIng the book~ whIch had remamed between hIS feet while he
worked and under hIS body whIle he slept, went home, shaved hImself, and
almost fell asleep In hIS bath, although the water was barely more than tepId
WIth a sort of voluptuous creakIng In hIS JOInts he clImbed the staIr above
Mr Charnngton's shop He was tIred, but not sleepy any longer He opened
the WIndow, lIt the dIrty lIttle ollstove and put on a pan of water for coffee
Juha would arnve presently meanwhIle there was the book He sat down In the
sluttISh armchaIr and undId the straps of the bnef-case
A heavy black volume, amateunshly bound, With no name or tItle on the
cover The pnnt also looked slIghtly Irregular The pages were worn at the
edges, and fell apart, eaSIly, as though the book had passed through many
hands The InscnptIOn on the tItle-page ran
THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF
OLIGARCHICAL COLLECTIVISM
BY
EMMANUEL GOLDSTEIN

WInston began readIng
CHAPTER I
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH
Throughout recorded tIme, and probably SlDce the end of the NeolIthIC Age, there have been three
klnds of people In the world, the High, the MIddle, and the Low They have been subdIVIded In
many ways, they have borne countless dIfferent names, and theIr relative numbers, as well as their
attitude towards one another, have varied from age to age but the essential structure of society has
never altered Even after enormous upheavals and seemmgly lrrevocable changes~ the same
pattern has always reasserted Itself, Just as a gyroscope WIll always return to equlhbrlum, however
far It IS pushed one way or the other
The alms of these groups are entIrely ureconcdable

WInston stopped readIng, chIefly In order to appreCIate the fact that he 'Was
readIng, In comfort and safety He was alone no telescreen, no ear at the
keyhole, no nervous Impulse to glance over hIS shoulder or cover the page WIth
hIS hand The sweet summer aIr played agaInst hIS cheek From somewhere far
away there floated the faInt shouts of chIldren 10 the room Itself there was no
sound except the msect voice of the clock He settled deeper Into the arm -chatr
and put lus feet up on the fender It was bhss) It was eternIty Suddenly, as one
sometnnes does WIth a book of which one knows that one WIll ultimately read
and re..read every word, he opened It at a dIfferent place and found hunself at
Chapter III He went on readlng.
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CHAPTER III
WAR IS PEACE

The splittIng up of the world 1Oto three great super-states was an event whIch could be and Indeed
was foreseen before the mIddle of the twentIeth century WIth the absorptIon of Europe by RUSSIa
and of the Brltlsh EmpIre by the Umted States, two of the three eXlstIng powers, EurasIa and
Ocearua, were already effectIvely In beIng The thIrd, EastasIa, only emerged as a distInct urut after
another decade of confused fightIng The frontIers between the three super-states are m some
places arbItrary, and m others they fluctuate accordmg to the fortunes of war, but In general they
follow geographIcal hnes EuraSIa comprIses the whole of the northern part of the European and
ASIatIC land-mass, from Portugal to the BerIng StraIt Ocearua comprIses the Amencas, the
AtlantIC 18lands mclud10g the BrItIsh Isles, AustralasIa, and the southern portlOn of Mrica
EastasIa, smaller than the others and WIth a less defirute western frontIer, comprIses Chma and the
countrIes to the south of It, the Japanese Islands and a large but fluctuatIng portIon of ManchUrIa,
Mongoha, and TIbet
In one combmation or another, these three super-states are permanently at war, and have been
so for the past twenty-five years War, however, IS no longer the desperate, anruhIlatmg struggle
that It was 10 the early decades of the twentIeth century It IS a warfare of hmited aIms between
combatants who are unable to destroy one another, have no materIal cause for fightmg and are not
dIVIded by any genume IdeologIcal dIfference ThIS IS not to say that eIther the conduct of war, or
the prevalhng attItude towards It, has become less bloodthIrsty or more chIvalrous On the
contrary, war hysterIa IS contmuous and uruversal m all countrIes, and such acts as rapIng, lootIng,
the slaughter of chtldren, the reductIon of whole populations to slavery, and reprIsals agamst
pnsoners whIch extend even to bOlhng and burYIng alIve, are looked upon as normal, and, when
they are commItted by one's own SIde and not by the enemy, meritOrlOUS But m a phYSIcal sense
war Involves very small numbers of people, mostly hIghly-traIned speciahsts, and causes
comparatIvely few casualtIes The fightmg, when there IS any, takes place on the vague frontIers
whose whereabouts the average man can only guess at, or around the Floatmg Fortresses whIch
guard strategIc spots on the sea lanes In the centres of CIVlhzatlon war means no more than a
contInUOUS shortage of consumptIon goods, and the occasIonal crash of a rocket bomb whIch may
cause a few scores of deaths War has m fact changed ItS character More exactly, the reasons for
WhICh war 1S waged have changed 10 theIr order of Importance Motives whIch were already
present to some small extent m the great wars of the early twentIeth century have now become
dommant and are conscIously recognIzed and acted upon
To understand the nature of the present war-for m spIte of the regroupIng wluch occurs every
few years, It IS always the same war-one must reahze m the first place that It 1S unposslble for It to
be deCISIve None of the three super-states could be defimtIvely conquered even by the other two
m combInatIon They are too evenly matched, and theIr natural defences are too formIdable
EuraSIa IS protected by ItS vast land spaces, Oceama by the Width of the AtlantIC and the PaCIfic,
Eastasla by the fecundIty and mdustrIousness of ItS InhabItants Secondly, there IS no longer, m a
matenal sense, anythmg to fight about With the estabhshment of self-contamed economIes, m
whIch productIon and consumption are geared to one another, the scramble for markets WhICh was
a maIn cause of prevlOUS wars has come to an end, whIle the competItion for raW matenals IS no
longer a matter of hfe and death In any case each of the three super-states IS so vast that It can
obtam almost all the materIals that It needs wlthm ItS own boundarIes In so far as the war has a
dIrect economic purpose, It IS a war for labour power Between the frontIers of the super-states,
and not permanently In the posseSSIon of any of them, there bes a rough quadrIlateral WIth ItS
corners at TangIer, Brazzavllle~ DarwIn, and Hong Kong, contammg wlthm It about a fifth of the
populauon of the eatth It IS for the possessIon of these thIckly-populated regIOns, and of the
1J.Qrthern Ice-cap, that the three powers are constantly strugghng In practIce no one power ever
controls th~ whole of the dIsputed area PortIons of It are constantly changmg hands, and It IS the
~ of ~g thi$ or that fragment by a sudden stroke of treachery that dIctates the endless
~ot~t

I.

, :All pf the dtsputed teJ:ntones contaIn valuable mInerals, and some of them YIeld lmportant

~Db1e prod.w::ts such as rubber whlch In colder c1l1nates It

IS necessary to synthesize by
But above all they contaIn a bottomless reserve of cheap labour
~ver pOwer cont:r()ls equatonal Mnca, or the countnes of the Mlddle East, or Southern
Qfthe Indonesl1U1 ArchIpelago, dIsposes also of the bodIes of scores or hundreds of llulhons

~ttve1yexpenslve methods
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of Ill-paId and hard-workIng coohes The InhabItants of these areas, reduced more or less openly
to the status of slaves, pass contInually from conqueror to conqueror, and are expended lIke so
much coal or 011 In the race to turn out more armaments, to capture more terrItory, to control more
labour power, to turn out more armaments, to capture more terntory, and so on Indefimtely It
should be noted that the fightIng never really moves beyond the edges of the dIsputed areas The
frontIers of EurasIa flow back and forth between the baSIn ofthe Congo and the northern shore of
the MedIterranean, the Islands of the IndIan Ocean and the PacIfic are constantly beIng captured
and recaptured by Oceama or by Eastasla, In MongolIa the dIVIdIng line between EurasIa and
Eastasla IS never stable, round the Pole all three powers lay claIm to enormous terrItOrIeS whIch In
fact are largely unInhabIted and unexplored but the balance of power always remaIns roughly
even, and the terrItory whIch forms the heartland of each super-state always remaInS InVIolate
Moreover, the labour of the explOIted peoples round the Equator IS not really necessary to the
world's economy They add nothIng to the wealth of the world, SInce whatever they produce IS
used for purposes of war, and the object of wagIng a war IS always to be In a better posItIon In whIch
to wage another war By theIr labour the slave populatIons allow the tempo of contInUOUS warfare
to be speeded up But If they dId not eXIst, the structure of world SOCIety, and the process by whIch
It maIntaIns Itself, would not be essentIally dIfferent
The prImary aIm of modern warfare (In accordance WIth the pr10CIples of doublethznk, thIS aIm IS
SImultaneously recognIZed and not recognIzed by the dIrectlDg brams of the Inner Party) IS to use
up the products of the machIne WIthout raIsIng the general standard of lIVing Even SInce the end
of the nIneteenth century, the problem of what to do WIth the surplus of consumptIon goods has
been latent In Industnal SOCIety At present, when few human bemgs even have enough to eat, thIs
problem IS obVIOusly not urgent, and It mIght not have become so, even If no artIficIal processes of
destructIon had been at work~ The world of today IS a bare, hungry, dIlapIdated place compared
WIth the world that eXIsted before 1914, and stIll more so If compared WIth the Imagmary future to
WhICh the people of that penod looked forward In the early twentIeth century, the VISIon of a
future SOCIety unbehevably rIch, leIsured, orderly, and efficlent-a ghtterIng antIseptIc world of
glass and steel and snow-whIte concrete-was part of the conSCIousness of nearly every lIterate
person SCIence and technology were developIng at a prodIgIOUS speed, and It seemed natural to
assume that they would go on developing ThIs faIled to happen, partly because of the
ImpOVerIshment caused by a long senes of wars and revolutIOns, partly because sCIenUfic and
techmcal progress depended on the empmcal habIt of thought, WhIch could not survIve 10 a
strICtly regImented SOCIety As a whole the world IS more prmutive today than It was fifty years
ago Cert£un backward areas have advanced, and varIOUS deVIces, always In some way connected
WIth warfare and polIce espIonage, have been developed, but experIment and InventIon have
largely stopped, and the ravages of the atomiC war of the nIneteen-fiftles have never been fully
repaired Nevertheless the dangers Inherent 10 the maclune are stIlI there From the moment when
the machme first made Its appearance It was clear to all thlllkmg people that the need for human
drudgery, and therefore to a great extent for human Inequahty, had dIsappeared If the machIne
were used dehberately for that end, hunger, overwork, dIrt, IllIteracy, and dIsease could be
ellImnated WIthIn a few generatlons And 10 fact, WIthout bemg used for any such purpose, but by
a Sl)rt of automatIc process-by produc1Og wealth whIch It was sometlmes ImpOSSIble not to
distribute-the machIne dId raIse the hVIOg standards of the average human bemg very greatly over
a perIod of about fifty years at the end of the mneteenth and the begmmng of the twentleth
centUrles.
But It was also clear that an all-round 10crease 10 wealth threatened the destructIon-Indeed, In
s.ome sense was the destructIon-of a hlerarcrucal SOCIety In a world In WhICh everyone worked
short hours) had enough to eat, lIved In a house With a bathroom and a refrIgerator, and possessed a
motor-..car Of even..an aeroplane" the most obvlous and perhaps the most Important form of
lIlequahty would ~lready have dJ,sappeared If 1t once became general, wealth would confer no
mstinctlOn It was. pOSSible, ao doubt>-to Imagme a SOClety In which 'Wealth, In the sense of personal
posseSSIons and luxurles, should be evenly dIstrIbuted, wlule pO'WeT remamed In the hands of a
small prIVIleged caste But m practlce such a SOCIety could not long remaln $table For Jf leisure
and securIty were enjoyed by all ahke, the great mass of human bemgs who are normally stupefied
by po~rty w(l)uld become lIterate and would learn to tlunk for themselves, and when once they had
done thIs, they would sooner or later reall2:e that the privileged mmorlty had no functlon, and they
would sweep It away In the long run, a luerarchtca1 socIety was only poSSIble on a baSIS of poverty
snd Ignorance q'-o return to the agrIcultural past, las some thInkers 11bout the beg1nrung of the
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twentIeth century dreamed of domg, was not a practIcable solutIon It conflIcted with the tendency
towards mechamzatIon whlch had become quasl-ms.tmCtIve throughout almost the whole world,
and moreover, any cotmtry which remained mdustrially backward was helpless In a mlhtary sense
and was bound to be dommated, dIrectly or indirectly, by Its more advanced rIvals
Nor was It a satIsfactory solutlOn to keep the masses m poverty by restrIctIng the output of
goods Tlus happened to a great extent durmg the final phase of capitalIsm, roughly between 192.0
and 1940 The economy of many countrIes was allowed to stagnate, land went out of cultivation,
capital eqUIpment was not added to, great blocks of the populatIon were prevented from workmg
and kept half alIve by State charIty But thIS, too, entaIled mIlItary weakness, and smce the
prIvatlons It mfhcted were obViously unnecessary, It made opposition meVltable The problem was
how to keep the wheels of mdustry turmng Without Increasmg the real wealth of the world Goods
must be produced, but they must not be distributed And 10 practIce the only way of achlevmg thIS
was by contmuous warfare
The essential act of war IS destruction, not necessarily of human hves, but of the products of
human labour War lB a way of shattermg to pieces, or pOUrIng mto the stratosphere, or smkmg 10
the depths of the sea, matenals wluch might otherWise be used to make the masses too
comfortable, and hence, 10 the long run, too mtelhgent Even when weapons of war are not
actually destroyed, theIr manufacture IS stIll a convement way of expendmg labour power WIthout
producmg anythIng that can be consumed A FloatIng Fortress, for example, has locked up In It
the labour that would buIld several hundred cargo-ships Ultimately It IS scrapp.ed as obsolete,
never havmg brought any materlal benefit to anybody, and With further enormous labours another
FloatIng Fortress IS bUilt In prmclple the war effort IS always so planned as to eat up any surplus
that mlght exISt after meetIng the bare needs of the population In practice the needs of the
populatIon are always under-estlffiated, With the result that there IS a chromc shortage of half the
necessltles of hfe, but thiS IS looked on as an advantage It IS dehberate pohcy to keep even the
favoured groups somewhere near the brmk of hardslup, because a general state of scarCity
Increases the lffiportance of small privIleges and thus magmfies the dlstInctlon between one group
and another By the standards of the early twentieth century, even a member of the Inner Party
hves an austere, laborIOUS kmd ofhfe Nevertheless, the few luxuries that he does enJoy-hIS large,
well-appolnted flat, the better texture of lus clothes, the better qualIty of hiS food and drmk and
tobacco, hiS two or three servants, hiS private motor-car or hehcopter-set him m a different world
from a member ofthe Outer Party, and the members of the Outer Party have a SimIlar advantage In
comparison Wlth the submerged masses whom we call 'the proles' Tne SOCial atmosphere IS that of
a beSIeged city, where the posseSSlOn of a lump of horseflesh makes the dIfference between wealth
and poverty And at the same tIme the conSClousness of bemg at war, and therefore In danger,
makes the handIng-over of all power to a small caste seem the natural, unaVOIdable condltlon of
SUrvIVal
War, It Wlll be seen, not only accomphshes the necessary destructIon, but accomphshes It In a
psycholOgically acceptable way In prmciple It would be qUite slffiple to waste the surplus labour
of the world by bUIldmg temples and pyramIds, by dtggmg holes and fi111ng them up agaIn, or even
by producmg vast quantltles of goods and then settlng fire to them But thIS would prOVIde only
the economic and not the emotional baSIS for a hlerarclucal SOCiety What IS concerned here IS not
the morale of the masses, whose at1J.tude IS ummportant so long a.s they are kept steadlly at work,
but the morale of the Party Itself Even the humblest Party member IS expected to be competent,
mdustrIouS, and even Intelhgent WIthln narrow hmlts, but It IS also necessary that he should be a
credulous, and Ignorant fanatIc whose prevailmg moods are fear, hatred, adulatIon, and orgIastIC
tnurnph In other words It IS necessary that he should have the mentahty approprIate to a state of
war It does not mattet whether the war IS actually happemng, and, SlOce no declSlve VIctory IS
pOSSible) It does Rot matter whether the war IS go1Og well or badly All that IS needed IS that a state
of Waf should wat The splrttlng of the Ultell1gence wruch the Party reqUIres of ItS members, and
whlch 1$ ltlQre easIly achieved In an atmosphere of war, IS now almost uOlversal, but the hIgher up
tl).¢ tank$' CJmi go~ the more :m.arked It becomes It IS preCIsely 10 the Inner Party that war hysterIa
and: ~'I:1'edldf t1leenemy are strongest In hiS .capaCIty as an admlnlstrawr, It 1'8 often.necessary for a
~_~tbb I'Sl\1i1C Pat1?y to know that thls or that Item of war news 18 untruthful, andhe may
I ~_~.tict t'b.e entu'e war IS spurJOUS and IS eIther not happenmg or IS bemg waged for
~~ Mtc!i $ther than the declared ones but such knowl¢dge 1S eaSily neutrahzed by the
~.WItdoublee1u.nk MeanwhIle no Inner Party member wavers for an lnstant m hls mystical
~~ft,wQ IS real, and that It is bound to end Vlctomusly, Wlth Oceama the undisputed
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master of the entire world
All members of the Inner Party beheve In thIS commg conquest as an artIcle of faith It IS to be
achIeved eIther by gradually acquIrIng more and more terrItory and so buIldmg up an
overwhelming preponderance of power, or by the dlscovery of some new and unanswerable
weapon The search for new weapons contmues unceasmgly, and IS one of the very few remaInIng
actIvltles In WhICh the inVentIve or speculative type of mmd can find any outlet In OceanIa at the
present day, SCience, In the old sense, has almost ceased to eXist In Newspeak there IS no word for
'ScIence' The empIrlcal method of thought, on whIch all the sCientific achIevements of the past
were founded, IS opposed to the most fundamental pnnclples of Ingsoc And even technological
progress only happens when ItS products can In some way be used for the dIm1OutlOn of human
lIberty In all the useful arts the world IS eIther standmg still or gOIng backwards The :fields are
cultIvated WIth horse-ploughs whIle books are WrItten by machmery But In matters of VItal
Importance-meanIng, In effect, war and polIce esplOoage-the empIrIcal approach IS stIll
encouraged, or at least tolerated The two alms of the Party are to conquer the whole surface of the
earth and to extInguIsh once and for all the possIbilIty of 10dependent thought There are therefore
two great problems whIch the Party IS concerned to solve One IS how to dIscover) ag81nst hIS Will,
what another human be10g IS thInkmg, and the other IS how to ktll several hundred mIllIon people
10 a few seconds Without gIVing warmng beforehand In so far as SCIentific research stIll contmues,
thIS IS Its subJect-matter The SCIentIst of today IS eIther a mIxture of psychologIst and mquIsItor,
studYIng WIth real ordInary mInuteness the meanmg of faCIal expressIons, gestures, and tones of
VOIce, and testmg the truth-producing effects of drugs, shock therapy, hypnosIs, and phYSIcal
torture, or he IS chemIst, phYSICISt, or bIolOgIst concerned only With such branches of hIS special
subJect as are relevant to the tak10g ofllfe In the vast laboratones of the MInIstry of Peace, and 10
the experImental stations hIdden 10 the BrazIlIan forests, or 10 the AustralIan desert, or on lost
Islands of the Antarctlc, the teams of experts are mdefatigably at work Some are concerned SImply
With plannIng the lOgistICs of future wars, others deVIse larger and larger rocket bombs, more and
more powerful explOSIves, and more and more Impenetrable armour-platmg, others search for
new and deadlIer gases, or for soluble pOlsons capable of bemg produced m such quantItIes as to
destroy the vegetatIon of whole contInents, or for breeds of dtsease germs lffimumzed agamst all
pOSSIble antIbodies, others stnve to produce a vehicle that shall bore ItS way under the SOlI hke a
submarIne under the water, or an aeroplane as mdependent of Its base as a sallmg-shlp, others
explore even remoter pOSSIbIlIties such as fOCUSIng the sun's rays through lenses suspended
thousands of kIlometres away In space, or prodUCIng artdlclal earthquakes and tIdal waves by
tapPIng the heat at the earth's centre
But none of these projects ever comes anywhere near real1zatIon, and none of the three superstates ever gams a slgnIficant lead on the others What IS more remarkable IS that all three powers
already possess, 10 the atOmIC bomb, a weapon far more powerful than any that theu present
researches are bkely to dlscover Although the Party, accordIng to- Its habIt, claIms the InventIOn
for Itself, atomIC bombs first appeared as early as the mneteen-fortles, and were first used on a large
scale about ten years later At that time some hundreds of bombs were dropped on mdustnal
centres, chIefly In European RUSSIa, Western Europe, and North Amenca The effect was to
conVInce the rubng groups of aU countrIes that a few more atomIc bombs would mean the end of
orgaruzed SOCIety, and hence of theIr own power Thereafter, although no formal agreement was
ever made or runted at, no m.ore bombs were dropped All three powers merely contInue to
produce atomIC bombs and store them up agaInst the deCISive opportunIty WhICh they all beheve
Will come sooner or later And meanwhIle the art of war has rern81ned almost statIOnary for thIrty
or fortY years HelIcopters are more used than they were formerly, bombIng planes have been
largely superseded by self~propelled prOJectIles, and the fragile movable battleshIp has gIven way
to the almost unSInkable Floatmg Fortress, but otherWIse there has been httle development The
tank, the submarme, the torpedo) the machIne gun, even the nfle and the band grenade are stdlln
use And 10 spIte of the endless slaughters reported In the Press and on the telescreens, the
desperate battles of earlIer wars, In whIch hundreds of thousands or even mtlhon' of men were
often kdled Ul a few weeks) have never b~en :repeated
None of the three super-states evet attempts any ma:n~uvre whIcl1tnvolves the ruk of serIOUS
defeat When any large -operatIon 1& undertaken, It 18 usually a surprise attack against an ally The
str~egy that4l1l thr~ pow,r~.~ follOWIng, or-pretend to themselves that tbey are foUoWl-ng, 18 tbe
sam~, The plan J,S~ ~y a CQmblna't1on Pi ftghtm~ bargai:luo-g". and vve1I~t1xned strokes of treachery,
to acqw.re a tmg Q~ases ~tely enctrcling oneQt" qthe.r oftb~ onl $tate~ and then to. 31gn a
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pact of fnendshIp wIth that nval and remaIn on peaceful terms for so many years as to lull
SuspIClOn to sleep Dunng thIS tIme rockets loaded wIth atomIC bombs can be assembled at all the
strategIc spots, finally they wlll all be fired SImultaneously, wIth effects so devastatIng as to make
retahatlOn ImpossIble It wIll then be tIme to SIgn a pact of frIendshIp wIth the remaInIng worldpower, In preparatIon for another attack ThIS scheme, It IS hardly ne(.essary to say, IS a mere
daydream, ImpossIble of reahzatlOn Moreover, no fightIng ever occurs except In the dIsputed
areas round the Equator and the Pole, no InVaSIOn of enemy terrItory IS ever undertaken ThIS
explaIns the fact that In some places the frontIers between the super-states are arbItrary EuraSIa,
for example, could eaSIly conquer the BrItIsh Isles, whIch are geographIcally part of Europe, or on
the other hand It would be pOSSIble for Oceama to push ItS frontIers to the RhIne or even to the
Vistuia But thIS would VIolate the prIncIple, followed on all SIdes though never formulated, of
cultural Integnty If Oceania were to conquer the areas that used once to be known as France and
Germany, It would be necessary eIther to extermInate the InhabItants, a task of great phYSIcal
dIfficulty, or to asstmllate a populatIon of about a hundred mIllIon people, who, so far as technical
development goes, are roughly on the OceaniC level The problem IS the same for all three superstates It IS absolutely necessary to theIr structure that there should be no contact WIth foreIgners,
except, to a lImIted extent, WIth war pnsoners and coloured slaves Even the offiCIal ally of the
moment IS always regarded WIth the darkest SUspICIon War prIsoners apart, the average CItIzen of
Oceama never sets eyes on a CItIzen of eIther EuraSIa or EastasIa, and he 15 forbIdden the
knowledge of foreIgn languages If he were allowed contact WIth foreIgners he would dIscover that
they are creatures SImilar to hImself and that most of what he has been told about them IS hes The
sealed world In WhlCh he hves would be broken, and the fear, hatred, and self-rIghteousness on
whIch hIS morale depends mIght evaporate It IS therefore realIzed on all SIdes that however often
PerSIa, or Egypt, or Java, or Ceylon may change hands, the maIn trontlers must never be crossed
by anythIng except bombs
Under thIS bes a fact never mentIoned aloud, but tacItlv understood and acted upon nameh
that the condmons ofhfe In all three superstates are very much the same In Oceania the prevalhng
phllosophy IS called Ingsoc, In EuraSIa It IS called Neo-BolshevIsm, and In Eastasla It IS called by a
Chinese name usually translated as Death-WorshIp, but perhaps better rendered ~s Obhteratlon
of the Self The CItIzen of Oceania IS not allowed to know anythIng of the tenets of the other two
phtlosoprues, but he IS taught to execrate them as barbarous outrages upon morahty and common
sense Actually the three phllosophles are barely dIstInguIshable, and the SOCIal systems WhICh
they support are. not dIStInguIshable at all Everywhere there IS the same pyramIdal structure, the
same worshIp of a semI-dIVIne leader, the same economy eXlstmg by and for contInuous warfare It
follows that the three super-states not only cannot conquer one another, but would gaIn no
advantage by dOIng so On the contrary, so long as they remaIn In confiIct they prop one another
up, lIke three sheaves of corn And, as usual, the rulIng groups of all three powers are
slIDultaneously aware and unaware of what they are domg. TheIr lIves are dedIcated to world
conquest, but they also know that It IS necessary that the war should contInue everlastIngly and
WIthout vIctory MeanwhIle the fset that there '&$ no danger of conquest makes pOSSible the denial
of reahty wlnch IS the speCIal feature of Ingsoc and us rIval systems of thought Here It IS necessary
to repeat what has been saId earher ~ that by becommg contmuous war has fundamentally changed
ItS character
In past ages) a war,. almost by definlt1on~ was somethmg that sooner or later came to an end,
usually tn.unmistakable VIctory or defeat In the past, also, war was one of the malO mstruments by
which human SOCIetIes were kept In touch WIth phYSical reahty All rulers In all ages have tned to
Impose a false VIew of the world upon theIr followers, but they could not afford to encourage any
IllUSIon that tended to rmpaltlml1tary effiCIency So long as defeat meant the loss of mdependence,
or some other result generally hdd 'to be undeSIrable, the precautlons agamst defeat had to be
senous~ Physical facts could not be Ignored In phIlosophy, or reh.glOn, or ethICS, or POlItiCS, two
and MO ought make five, but when one was deSIgnIng a gun or an aeroplane they had to make four
Ineffiotent natlons were always conquered sooner or later, and the struggle for effiCIency was
lIluxllcal to illU$1911S ~Ol'eover, to be efficlImt It was necessary to be able to learn from the past,
'Which nleant bavmg a.--f8'lrly aocurate Idea of what had happened In the past Newspapers and
liistortbOQ~'_e, of course, always ..coloured and bIased, but falSIficatIon of the kmd that IS
~led today Weuld have been ImpOSSIble War was a sure safeguard of sanIty, and so far as the
nUpflt,oJaSses were concerned It was probably the most Important of all safeguards WhIle wars
'ClO'\1'~ be--wo-n -or lost, no ruhng olass could be completely IrresponsIble
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But when war becomes lIterally continuous, It also ceases to be dangerous When war IS
continUOUS there IS no such thing as milItary necessIty Techmcal progress can cease and the most
palpable facts can be demed or dIsregarded As we have seen, researches that could be called
sCIentific are stIll carrIed out for the purposes of war, but they are essentIally a kInd of
daydreamIng, and their fallure to show results IS not Important EffiCIency, even mIlItary
effiCiency, IS no longer needed Nothing IS effiCient In Oceama except the Thought PolIce SInce
each of the three super-states IS unconquerable, each IS In effect a separate umverse WIthIn whIch
almost any perverSion of thought can be safely practIsed RealIty only exerts Its pressure through
the needs of everyday hfe-the need to eat and drInk, to get shelter and clothIng, to aVOId
swallOWIng pOlson or steppIng out of top-storey wlUdows, and the lIke Between hfe and death,
and between phYSICal pleasure and phYSIcal paIn, there IS stIll a dIstInctIOn, but that IS all Cut off
from contact WIth the outer world, and With the past, the cldzen of Oceama IS hke a man In
Interstellar space, who has no way of knOWIng which dIrection IS up and which IS down The rulers
of such a state are absolute, as the Pharaohs or the Caesars could not be They are oblIged to
prevent their followers from starving to death In numbers large enough to be Inconvement, and
they are obbged to remaIn at the same low level of milItary techruque as theIr rIvals, but once that
IDlmmum IS achieved, they can tWISt realIty Into whatever shape they choose
The war, therefore, If we Judge It by the standards of preVIOUS wars, IS merely an Imposture It IS
lIke the battles between certaIn rumInant ammals whose horns are set at such an angle that they are
Incapable of hurting one another But though It IS unreallt IS not meanIngless It eats up the
surplus of consumable goods, and It helps to preserve the speCIal mental atmosphere that a
hIerarchIcal society needs War, It wlll be seen, IS now a purely Internal affaIr In the past, the
rulIng groups of all countrIes, although they IDlght recogmze theIr common Interest and therefore
bmIt the destructIveness of war, dId fight agaInst one another, and the Victor always plundered the
vanqUlshed In our own day they are not fightlng agaInst one another at all The war IS waged by
each rubng group agaInst Its own subjects, and the object of the war IS not to make or prevent
conquests of terrItory, but to keep the structure of SOCIety mtact The very word 'war', therefore,
has become IDlsleadIng It would probably be accurate to say that by becomIng contInUOUS war has
ceased to eXIst The pecuhar pressure that It exerted on human beIngs between the N eohthIc Age
and the early twentIeth century has dIsappeared and been replaced by somethIng qUlte dIfferent
The effect would be much the same If the three super-states, mstead of fighting one another,
should agree to lIve In perpetual peace, each lnVIolate wlthm ItS own boundarIes For In that case
each would stIll be a self-contaIned umverse, freed for ever from the soberIng mfluence of external
danger A peace that was truly permanent would be the same as a permanent war ThIs-although
the vast maJoIlty of Party members understand It only m a shallower sense-IS the mner meamng of
the Party slogan War zs Peace

WInston stopped readIng for a moment Somewhere In remote dIstance a
rocket bomb thundered The bhssful feelIng of beIng alone wlth the forbIdden
book, In a room WIth no telescreen, had not worn off SolItude and safety were
phYSIcal sensations, mlxed up somehow wlth the tIredness of hls body, the
softness of the chaIr, the touch of the faInt breeze from the wlndow that played
upon hIS cheek The book faSCInated hIm, or more exactly It reassured hlm In
a sense It told hIm nothlng that was new, but that was part of the attractIOn It
SaId what he would have saId, If It had been pOSSIble for rum to set rus scattered
thoughts In order It was the product of a mInd sunIlar to hIS own, but
enormously more powerful, more systematIc, less fear-rIdden The best books,
he percelved, are those that tell you what you know already. He had Just turned
back to. Chapter I when he heard JulIa'S footstep on the staIr and started out of
rus chaIr to meet her She dumped her brown tool-bag on the floor and flung
herself Into hIS arms: It was more than a week SInce they had seen one another
~I've got thf] book,' he said as they disentangled themselves
~Oh, you've got It';) Good,' she SaId WIthout much Interest, and altnost
munedtately knelt down beside the oilstove-to make the coffee
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They dId not return to the subject untIl they had been In bed for half an
hour The evenIng was Just cool enough to make It worth whIle to pull up the
counterpane From below came the famIlIar sound of sIngIng and the scrape of
boots on the flagstones The brawny red-armed woman whom WInston had
seen there on hIS first VISIt was almost a fixture In the yard There seemed to be
no hour of dayhght when she was not marchIng to and fro between the
washtub and the hne, alternately gaggIng herself WIth clothes pegs and
breakIng forth Into lusty song J uha had settled down on her SIde and seemed
to be already on the pOInt of fallIng asleep He reached out for the book, WhICh
was lymg on the floor, and sat up agaInst the bedhead
'We must read It,' he saId 'You too All members of the Brotherhood have
to read It'
'You read It,' she saId WIth her eyes shut 'Read It aloud That's the best way
Then you can explaIn It to me as you go' The clock's hands saId SIX, meanIng
eIghteen They had three or four hours ahead of them He propped the book
agaInst hIS knees and began readIng
CHAPTER I
IGNORANCE IS STRENGTH
Throughout recorded time, and probably Since the end of the Neohthlc Age, there have been three
kmds of people In the world, the High, the Middle, and the Low They have been subdiVided In
many ways, they have borne countless dlfferent names, and their relatIve numbers, as well as their
attltude towards one another, have varied from age to age but the essentlal structure of SOCIety has
never altered Even after enormous upheavals and seemmgly Irrevocable changes, the same
pattern has always reasserted Itself, Just as a gyroscope Will always return to equIlIbrIUm, however
far It IS pushed one way or the other

'Juha, are you awake';)' saId WInston
'Yes, my love, I'm hsterung Go on It's marvellous'
He contInued readIng
The alms of these three groups are entirely lrreconcilable The ann of the High IS to remam
where they are The aIm of the Middle IS to change places With the High The aim of the Low,
when they have an aim-for It IS an abldmg characteIlstlc of the Low that they are too much
crushed by drudgery to be more than Intermlttently consCIOus of anything outside their dally
hVes-lS to abohsh all wstmctlons and create a society In wluch all men shall be equal Thus
throughout history a struggle winch IS the same In ItS mam outlmes recurs over and over agam For
long peIlods the HIgh seem to be securely In power, but sooner or later there always comes a
moment when they lose either their bebef In themselves or their capacity to govern effiCiently, or
both They are then overthrown by the Middle, who enhst the Low on theIr Side by pretenwng to
them that they are fighting for hberty and Justice As soon as they have reached their obJective, the
Middle thrust the Low back mto their old POSition of servitude, and themselves become the High
Presently a new Middle group splits off' from one of the other groups, or from both of them, and
the struggle begIns over again Of the three groups, only the Low are never even temporarlly
~sf'm m aducmng theIr auns It would be an exaggeration to say that throughout hIstory there
has be~n no pregress of a matenal kmd Even today) In a perIod of dechne, the average human
'being, 1$ physlcally better off than he was a few centurIes ago But no advance m wealth, no
softet)ing of manners, no reform or revolutlon has ever brought human equalIty a mllhmetre
nean!r1 Prom the poxnt ofvlew ofthe Low, no hlstonc change has ever meant much more than a
~e in the name of theIr masters
By the late Illneteenth century the recurrence of thIs pattern had become obVIOUS to many
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observers There then rose schools of thmkers who mterpreted hIstory as a cyclIcal process and
clalmed to show that 10equahty was the unalterable law of human hfe Thls doctnne, of course,
had always had ltS adherents, but 10 the manner 10 whlch It was now put forward there was a
slgmficant change In the past the need for a hlerarchlcal form of sOClety had been the doctrme
specIfically of the High It had been preached by kmgs and arIStocrats and by the prIests, lawyers,
and the hke who were parasItIcal upon them, and It had generally been softened by promIses of
compensatlOn 10 an Imagmary world beyond the grave The Mlddle, so long as It was strugglIng
for power, had always made use of such terms as freedom, JustIce, and fratermty Now, however,
the concept of human brotherhood began to be assaIled by people who were not yet 10 posltlons of
command, but mereh hoped to be so before long In the past the MIddle had made revolutIons
under the banner of equabty, and then had estabhshed a fresh tyranny as soon as the old one \\ as
overthrown The new MIddle groups 10 effect proclaImed theIr tyranny beforehand SoclalIsm, a
theory whIch appeared 10 the early nmeteenth century and was the last lInk 10 a cham of thought
stretchmg back to the slave rebellIons of antIqUIty, was still deeply mfected by the Utoplamsm of
past ages But 10 each varIant of SocIahsm that appeared from about 1900 onwards the aIm of
establIshmg lIberty and equabty was more and more opebly abandoned The new movements
whlch appeared 10 the mIddle years of the century, Ingsocm OceanIa, Neo-Boishevism 10 EuraSia,
Death-WorshIp, as It IS commonly called, 10 Eastasla, had the consclOUS aIm of perpetuatmg
unfreedom and znequahty These new movements, of course, grew out of the old ones and tended
to keep theIr names and pay hp-servlce to theIr ldeology But the purpose of all of them was to
arrest progress and freeze hIstory at a chosen moment The famlhar pendulum SWing was to
happen once more, and then stop As usual, the High were to be turned out by the MIddle, who
would then become the HIgh, but thIS tIme, by consClOUS strategy, the HIgh would be able to
maIntain theIr pOSItion permanently
The new doctrines arose partly because of the accumulatIon of hIstOrIcal knowledge, and the
growth of the hlstorlcal sense, whIch had hardly eXIsted before the nineteenth century The
cyclIcal movement of hIstory was now IntellIgible, or appeared to be so, and If It was mtelligIble,
then It was alterable But the pnnclpal, underlYing cause was that, as early as the begInmng of the
twentieth century, human equahty had become techmcally pOSSlble It was stIll true that men were
not equal In theIr natlve talents and that functIons had to be speclallzed 10 ways that favoured some
IndIVIduals agaInst others, but there was no longer any real need fOr class dlstmct]ons or for large
differences of wealth In earher ages, class dlstInctIons had been not only ineVItable but deSIrable
Inequahty was the prIce of civilIzatlon Wah the development of machIne production, however,
the case was altered Even If It was stlll necessary for human be10gs to do dIfferent kInds of work, It
was no longer necessary for them to lIve at different SOCIal or economIC levels Therefore, from the
pomt of VIew of the new groups who were on the POInt of selzmg power, human equahty was no
longer an Ideal to be stnven after, but a danger to be averted In more pnmItlve ages, when a Just
and peaceful SOCIety was m fact not pOSSIble, It had been faIrly easy to beheve It The Idea of an
earthly paradlse 10 whlch men should hve together m a state of brotherhood, WIthout laws and
WIthout brute labour, bad haunted the human lmagmatlon for thousands of years And thIS VISIon
had had a certam hold even on the group who actually profited by each hIstorIcal change The heIrs
of the French, EnglIsh, and AmerIcan revolutlons had partly belteved In theIr own phrases about
the rIghts of man, freedom of speech, equabty before the law, and the lIke, and have even allowed
their conduct to be 10fiuenced by them to some extent But by the fourth decade of the twentIeth
century all the maIn currents of poIltlcal thought were authontarlan The earthly paradIse had
been discredIted at exactly the moment when It became reabzable Every new pohtlcal theory, by
whatever name It called Itself, led back to hIerarchy and regImentatlon And 10 the general
hardenIng of outlook that set In round about 1930, practIces which had been long abandoned, In
some cases for hundreds of years-Imprtsooment wlthout trIal, the use of war pnsoners as slaves,
pubbc executlOns, tortUre to extract confeSSIOns, the use of hostages, and the deportatIon of whole
populations-not only became common agaIn, but were tolerated and even defended by people
who conSidered themselves enhghtened and progreSSIve
I t was only after a decade of natIonal wars, cIvd wars, revolutIons, and counter-revoluttons In all
parts of the world that Ingsoc and Its rIvals emerged as fully worked-out pohttcal theones But
they had been foreshadowed by the varIOUS systems, generally called totabtanan, which ba(l
appeared earber In the century, and the mam outhnes of the world WhIch would emerge from the
prevailIng chaos had long been obvlous What kJ-nd of people would control dus world had been
equally ObVlOUS. The new anstaeracy was made up for the most part of bureau,.crats, SCJ,entls1;S,.
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techmcians, trade-unIon orgamzers, pubhcity experts, soclOlogiStS, teachers, Journahsts, and
professIonal pOlItICIanS These people, whose ongInS lay In the salarIed mIddle class and the upper
grades of the workIng class, had been shaped and brought together by the barren world of
monopoly Industry and centrahzed government As compared wIth theIr OppOSIte numbers m past
ages, they were less avanCIOUS, less tempted by luxury, hungrIer for pure power, and, above all,
more conSCIOUS of what they were domg and more mtent on crushmg OPPOSItIon ThIS last
dIfference was cardmal By comparIson WIth that eXIstmg today, all the tyranmes of the past were
half-hearted and IneffiCIent The rulIng groups were always mfected to some extent by lIberal
Ideas, and were content to leave loose ends everywhere, to regard only the overt act and to be
unInterested m what theIr subjects were thmkmg Even the CatholIc Church of the MIddle Ages
was tolerant by modern standards Part of the reason for thIS was that m the past no government
had the power to keep Its CItizens under constant surveIllance The mventIon of prmt, however,
made It eaSIer to mampulate pubhc OpInlOn, and the film and the radIO carned the process further
WIth the development of televlSlon, and the techmcal advance WhICh made It pOSSible to receIve
and transmIt SImultaneously on the same Instrument, pnvate hfe came to an end Every cltlzen, or
at least every CitIzen Important enough to be worth watchmg, could be kept for twenty-four hours
a day under the eyes of the polIce and In the sound of offiCIal propaganda, WIth all other channels of
commumcatlon closed The pOSSIbIlity of enforCIng not only complete obedIence to the wIll of the
State, but complete uruformIty of opmlon on all subjects, now eXisted for the first time
After the revolutionary period of the 'fiftles and 'SIXties, sOCIety regrouped Itself, as always, Into
HIgh, MIddle, and Low But the new HIgh group, unhke all ItS forerunners, dId not act upon
Instmct but knew what was needed to safeguard ItS pOSItion It had long been reahzed that the only
secure baSIS for olIgarchy IS collectIVIsm Wealth and prIVIlege are most eaSIly defended when they
are possessed Jomtly The so-called 'abolItion of prIvate property' WhICh took place m the mIddle
years of the century meant, m effect, the concentration of property 10 far fewer hands than before
but WIth thiS dIfference, that the new owners were a group mstead of a mass of mdividuals
IndIVIdually, no member of the Party owns anythmg, except petty personal belongmgs
Collectively, the Party owns everythmg m OceanIa, because It controls everythmg, and dIsposes of
the products as It thmks fit In the years followmg the RevolutlOn It was able to step mto thIS
commandmg POSItIon almost unopposed, because the whole process was represented as an act of
collectIvlzatIon It had always been assumed that If the capItalIst class were expropriated,
SOCIalIsm must follow and unquestionably the capItalIsts had been exproprIated FactOries,
mmes, land, houses, transport-everythmg had been taken away from them and smce these thmgs
were no longer pnvate property, It followed that they must be publIc property Ingsoc, whIch grew
out of the earher SOCIalIst movement and Inhel'1ted itS phraseology, has m fact carrIed out the mam
Item m the Sociahst programme, WIth the result, foreseen and IRtended beforehand, that eConOmI<i
mequalIty has been made permanent
But the problems of perpetuatIng a hlerarchlcal SOCIety go deeper than thls There are only four
ways In which a rulIng group can fall from power EIther It IS conquered from Without, or It
governs so IneffiCIently that the masses are stirred to revolt, or It allows a strong and dIscontented
MIddle group to come mto be1Og, or It loses Its own self-confidence and wIllIngness to govern
These causes do not operate smgly~ and as a rule all four of them are present 10 some degree A
rulIng class whIch could guard agamst all of them would remaIn 10 power permanently UltImately
the detenrun10g factor IS the mental attltude of the ruhng class Itself
After the mlddle of the present century, the first danger had 10 realIty disappeared Each of the
three powers whlch now dIVIde the world 1S 10 fact unconquerable, and could only become
conquerable through slow demographIC changes whlch a government WIth WIde powers can eastly
avert The second danger,. also) IS only a theoreucal one The masses never revolt of thelr own
accord, and they never revolt merely because they are oppressed Indeed, so long as they are not
permltted to have standards of CClmpanson, they never even become aware that they are oppressed
The recurrent ecQnormc CrIses of past times were totally unnecessary and are not now permltted to
happen,. but other and equally large dlslocatlons can and do happen WIthout haVIng pohtlcal
te3\lltls~ QeQtlUle th¢r~ is no way In whIch dIscontent can become artIculate As for the problem of
o~t!Ir"-,€);Q4Ucti~, "*hl.ch has been latent In our society SIDce the development of machIne
1~jta<sQf,~d by the deVice of contInuous warfare (see Chapter III), whIch IS also useful In
ktying llP~lie nwrale to the necessary pltch From the pomt of view of our present rulers,
~ ~ WY genUIne dangers are the sphtnng-off of a new group of able, under-employed,
~ people) and the growth of lIberalIsm and sceptICISm 10 theIr own ranks The
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problem, that IS to say, IS educatIonal It IS a problem of contInuously mouldmg the conSCIousness
both of the dIrectIng group and of the larger executIve group that lIes ImmedIately below It The
consciousness of the masses needs only to be Influenced m a negatIve way
GIVen thIS background, one could mfer, If one dId not know It already, the general structure of
Oceamc SOCIety At the apex of the pyramId comes Big Brother BIg Brother IS mfallIble and allpowerful Every success, every achIevement, every VIctOry, every SCIentIfic dIscovery, all
knowledge, all Wisdom, all happmess, all vIrtue, are held to Issue dIrectly from hIS leadershIp and
InSpIratIon Nobody has ever seen BIg Brother He IS a face on the hoardmgs, a vOice on the
telescreen We may be reasonably sure that he wIll never dIe, and there IS already consIderable
uncertamty as to when he was born Big Brother IS the guIse m whIch the Party chooses to exhIbit
Itself to the world HIS functIOn 18 to act as a focusmg pomt for love, fear, and reverence, emotions
WhICh are more easIly felt towards an mdlvldual than towards an organization Below BIg Brother
comes the Inner Party, Its numbers hmlted to SIX milhons, or somethmg less than 2 per cent of the
populatIOn ofOceama Below the Inner Party comes the Outer Party, whIch, If the Inner Party IS
descrIbed as the bram of the State, may be Justly hkened to the hands Below that come the dumb
masses whom we habItually refer to as 'the proles', numbermg perhaps 85 per cent of the
populatIon In the terms of our earber claSSIficatIon, the proles are the Low for the slave
populatIon of the equatorial lands, who pass constantly from conqueror to conqueror, are- not a
permanent or necessary part of the structure
In prmclple, membershIp of these three groups IS not hereditary The chIld of Inner Party
parents IS m theory not born mto the Inner Party AdmISSion to eIther branch of the Party IS by
exammatlon, taken at the age of SIxteen Nor IS there any raCial diSCrImmatIOn, or any marked
domInatIon of one provmce by another Jews, Negroes, South AmerIcans of pure Indian blood are
to be found m the hIghest ranks of the Party, and the admInIstrators of any area are always drawn
from the mhabitants of that area In no part of OceanIa do the mhabitants have the feelIng that they
are a colomal populatIon ruled from a dIstant capItal Ocearua has no caPItal, and ItS tItular head IS
a person whose whereabouts nobody knows Except that EnglIsh IS Its chIef hngua franca and
Newspeak ItS officIal language, It IS not centralIzed m any way Its rulers are not held together by
blood-ties but by adherence to a common doctrme It IS true that our SOCIety IS stratified, and very
rIgIdly stratified, on what at first Sight appear to be hereditary bnes There IS far less to-and-fro
movement between the dIfferent groups than happened under capItalism or even In the preIndustrIal age Between the two branches of the Party there IS a certam amount of mterchange, but
only so much as WIll ensure that weaklIngs are excluded from the Inner Party and that ambItIOUS
members of the Outer Party are made harmless by allowmg them to rise Proletartans, In practIce,
are not allowed to graduate mto the Party The most gIfted among them, who mIght pOSSIbly
become nucleI of dtscontent, ale Simply marked down by the Thought Pollee and elImmated But
thIs state of affatrs IS not necessarIly permanent, nor IS It a matter of prInCIple The Party IS not a
class m the old sense of the word It does not aun at transmIttIng power to ItS own chIldren, as
such, and If there were no other way of keepIng the ablest people at the top, It would be perfectly
prepared to recruIt an entire new generation from the ranks of the proletarIat In the CruCIal years,
the fact that the Party WaS not a heredItary body dld a great deal to neutrahze OPPOSItIon The
older kmd of SOCIalIst, who had been tramed to fight agaInst somethIng called 'class pIlvllege',
assumed that what IS not heredItary cannot be permanent He dId not see that the COntInulty of an
ohgarchy need not be phYSIcal, nor dId he pause to reflect that hereditary aIlstocraCles have always
been shorthved, whereas adopnve organIzations such as the Catholic Church have sometunes
lasted for hundreds of thousands of years The essence of olIgarchIcal rule IS not father-to-son
Inhentance, but the perSIstence of a certam world-View and a certaIn way of hfe, Imposed by the
dead upon the IIvmg A rulmg group IS a ruhng group so long as It can nommate Its successors The
Party IS not concerned WIth perpetuatIng Its blood but WIth perpetuating Itself Who Wields power
IS not unportant, prOVided that the hlerarcmcal structure remaInS always the same
All the behefs, habItS, tastes, emotions, mental attItudes that characterIZe our tIme are really
deSIgned to sustain the mystique of the Party and prevent the true nature of present-day sOClety
from bemg perceIved, PhYSical rebelbon, or any prelnnmary move towards rebellIon, IS at present
not pOSSIble From the proletarians notlung IS to be feared Left to themselves, they WIll contlllUe
from generatIon to generat/.on and from century to century, workmg, breedIng, and dymg) not
only Without any unpulse to rebel, but WIthout the power of grasping that the world could he other
than It IS They could only become dangerous If the advance of mdustnal tecbmque made It
necessary to educate theItt more h1ghJ;y~ but, llmce mthtary and conunerClal rIValry ar.e no longer
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Important, the level of popular education IS actually dechnmg What opmlOns the masses hold, or
do not hold, IS looked on as a matter of mdifference They can be granted mtellectual hberty
because they have no mtellect In a Party member, on the other hand, not even the smallest
deVIation of opmlon on the most unImportant subject can be tolerated
A Party member lIves from birth to death under the eye of the Thought PolIce Even when he IS
alone he can never be sure that he IS alone Wherever he may be, asleep or awake, workmg or
restmg, m hIS bath or 10 bed, he can be mspected WIthout warnmg and WIthout knowmg that he IS
bemg mspected N othmg that he does IS IndIfferent HIS trIendshIps, hIS relaxatlOns, hIS behaVIour
towards hIS WIfe and chIldren, the expresslOn of hIS face when he IS alone, the words he mutters In
sleep, even the characterIstIc movements of hIS body, are all Jealously scrutmized Not only any
actual mIsdemeanour, but any eccentrIcIty, however small, any change of habIts, any nervous
mannerIsm that could pOSSIbly be the symptom of an lOner struggle, IS certam to be detected He
has no freedom of chOIce In any duectIon whatever On the other hand hIS actions are not regulated
by law or by any clearly formulated code of behaVIour In Oceama there IS no law Thoughts and
actIons WhIch, When detected, mean certam death are not formally forbIdden, and the endless
purges, arrests, tortures, Impnsonments, and vaponzatlOns are not mflIcted as pumshment for
CrImes which have actually been commItted, but are merely the WIPIng-out of persons who mIght
perhaps commIt a CrIme at some tIme m the future A Party member IS reqUIred to have not only
the nght opmlOns, but the nght mstmcts Many of the belIefs and attitudes demanded of hIm are
never plrunly stated, and could not be stated without laymg bare the contradIctlOns mherent 10
Ingsoc If he IS a person naturally orthodox (10 Newspeak a goodthznker), he w1l1 In all
cucumstances know, Without takIng thought, what IS the true behef or the deSIrable emotIon But
In any case an elaborate mental trammg, undergone In chIldhood and groupmg Itself round the
Newspeak words crzmestop blackwhzte, and doublethznk, makes hIm unwllhng and unable to thmk
too deeply on any subject whatever
A Party member IS expected to have no prIvate emotIons and no respItes from enthUSIasm He IS
supposed to bve 10 a contmuous frenzy of hatred of foreIgn enemIes and mternal trattors, tnumph
over VIctOrIes, and self-abasement before the power and WIsdom of the Party The dIscontents
produced by hIS bare, unsatISfYlOg hfe are delIberately turned outwards and dISSipated by such
deVIces as the Two Mmutes Hate, and the speculatlons whIch mIght pOSSIbly mduce a sceptIcal or
rebelhous attItude are kIlled 10 advance by hIS early acqurred lOner dISCIplIne The first and
slmplest stage In the dISCIplIne, WhICh can be taught even to young chIldren, 18 called, In
Newspeak, crzrnestop Crzmestop means the faculty of stOPPIng short, as though by mstmct, at the
threshold of any dangerous thought It Includes the power of not grasplOg analOgIes, of fmhng to
per.ceive logIcal errors, of misunderstand109 the SImplest arguments If they are mlIIucal to Ingsoc,
and of beIng bored or repelled by any traIn of thought WhICh IS capable of leadIng 10 a heretIcal
dlrectlon Crtrnestop, m short, means protectIve stupIdIty But stupIdIty IS not enough On the
contrary, orthodoxy In the full sense demands a control over one's own mental processes as
complete as that of a contortiOnIst over hIS body OceanIc SOCIety rests ultimately on the behefthat
BIg Brother IS omnipotent and that the Party IS tnfalhble But smce In reahty BIg Brother IS not
omnIpotent and the Party IS not InfallIble, there IS need for an unwearymg, moment-to-moment
flexlbIhty In the treatment of facts The key-word here 18 blackwhJte LIke so many Newspeak
words, thIS word has two mutually contrachctory meanmgs ApplIed to an opponent, It means the
habn of Impudently claImmg that black IS wrote, In contradIctIon of the plam facts Apphed to a
Party member, It means a loyal Wlllingness to say that black IS whIte when Party discIpllOe
demands thIS But It means also the abdlty to beluve that black IS whIte, and more, to know that
black IS whIte, and to forget that one has ever beheved the contrary ThiS demands a contmuous
alteration of the past, made pOSSIble by'the system of thought whIch really embraces all the rest,
and wluch 18 known m Ne-wspeak as doubletmnk
The alteratIon of the past IS necessary for two reasons, one of which IS SubSIdIary and, so to
speak, precautIonary... The subSIdIary reason 18 that the Party member, lIke the proletarIan,
to-~s PreaeJl't--03Y conchnons partly because he has no standards- of comparIson He must be cut
Qff frGtn the past,.)l;l!St as he must; be cut off from foreIgn countnes, because It IS necessary for hun
~O'/bdieve. thathe 1$ better off than Ius ancestors and that the average level of materIal comfort IS
. . .~~ But by far the more Important reason for the readjustment of the past IS the need
to W~Lhhe tnfalhblllty of the PartY It IS not merely that speeches, statlsttcs, and records of
~~ lD1lSt be constantly brought 'Up to date 10 order to show that the predIctIons of the Party
wcWt m 1\U ~ nght. It 1S also that no change m doctnne or In pohncal alIgnment can ever be
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admItted For to change one's mmd, or even one's polIcy, IS a confeSSIon of weakness If, for
example, EurasIa or Eastasia (whIchever It may be) IS the enemy today, then that country must
always have been the enemy And If the facts say otherWIse then the facts must be altered Thus
hIstory IS contmuously rewrItten ThIS day-to-day falSIficatIon of the past, carrIed out by the
Mmistry of Truth, IS as necessary to the stabIllty of the rl:glme as the work of repreSSIon and
espIonage carned out by the MmIstry of Love
The mutabIlIty of the past IS the (.entral tenet of Ingsoc Past events, It IS argued have no
ObjectIve eXIstence, but surVIve only In WrItten records and m human memones The past IS
whatever the records and the memorIes agree upon And smce the Party IS m full control of all
records and m equally full control of the mmds of Its members, It follows that the past IS whatever
the Party chooses to make It It also follows that though the past IS alterable, It never has been
altered many specl'fic mstance For when It has been re-created In whatever shape IS needed at the
moment, then thIS new verSIOn IS the past, and no dIfferent past can ever have eXisted ThIS holds
good even when, as often happens, the same event has to be altered out of recognItIOn several tImes
m the course of a year At all tImes the Party IS In posseSSIon of absolute truth, and clearly the
absolute can never have been dIfferent from what It IS now It wlll be seen that the control of the
past depends above all on the trammg of memory To make sure that all wrItten records agree With
the orthodoxy of the moment IS merely a mechanIcal act But It IS also necessary to remember that
events happened m the deSIred manner And If It IS necessary to rearrange one's memorIes or to
tamper WIth wrItten records, then It IS necessary to forget that one had done so The trIck of domg
thIS can be learned hke any other mental technIque It 'IS learned by the majorIty of Party members,
and certamly by all who are mtellIgent as well as orthodox In Oldspeak It IS called, qUIte frankly,
'realIty control' In Newspeak It IS called doublethznk, though doublethznk comprIses much else as
well
Doublethmk means the power ofholdmg two contradIctory belIefs m one's mmd SImultaneously,
and acceptmg both of them The Party mtellectual knows In whIch dIrectIon hIS memOrIes must be
altered, he therefore knows that he IS playmg trIcks WIth realIty, but by the exerCIse of doublethznk
he also satIsfies hImself that reality IS not VIolated The process has to be conSCIOUS, or It would not
be carrIed out WIth suffiCIent preCISIon, but It also has to be unconscIOUS, or It would brIng WIth It a
feelIng of falSIty and hence of guIlt Doublethznk hes at the very heart of Ingsoc, SInce the essentIal
act of the Party IS to use conSCIOUS deceptIon whIle retaImng the firmness of purpose that goes WIth
complete honesty To tell delIberate hes whtle genumely belIevmg m them, to forget any fact that
has become InconvenIent, and then, when It becomes necessary agam, to draw It back from
obhvIOn for Just so long as ltls needed, to deny the eXistence of objectIve realIty and all the whIle to
take account of the realIty WhIch one demes-all thIS IS mdispensably necessary Even 10 us10g the
word doublethznk It IS necessary to exerCIse doublethznk For by usmg the word one admIts that one
IS tamper10g WIth reabty, by a fresh act of doublethznk one erases thIS knowledge and so on
mdefimtely, With the be always one leap ahead of the truth UltImately It IS by means of doublethznk
that the Party has been able-and may, for all we know, connoue to be able for thousands of
years-to arrest the course of hIstory
All past olIgarchIes have fallen from power eIther because they osstfied or because they grew
soft Either they became stupId and arrogant, faIled to adjust themselves to changmg
CIrcumstances, and were overthrown, or they became hberal and cowardly, made conceSSIons
when they should have used force, and once agaIn were overthrown They fell, that IS to say, eIther
through consCIousness or through unconSCIousness It IS the achIevement of the Party to have
produced a system of thought 1D whIch both condltlons can elOst SImultaneously .And upon no
other Intellectual baSIS could the donumon of the Party be made permanent If one IS to rule, and
to contlnue rulIng, one must be able to dlslocate the sense of realIty For the secret of rulerslup IS to
combme a behefm one's own lDfalhbilIty With the power to learn from past mIstakes
It need hardly be SQld that the subtlest practltioners of doublethink are those who Invented
doublethznk and know that It IS a vast -system of mental cheatIng In our SOCIety, those who have the
best knowledge of what IS happenmg are also those who are furthest from seemg the world as It IS
In general) the greater the- unqerstiandmg, the greater the delUSIon the mote intelI1gen4 the lesa
sane One clear lllustraQan of tlllS 18 the fact that war hyst~na ,Increases In intellSlty as one rISes In
the SOClal soak ThOse whose attitude; towards the war 1S most n~dy ratlOI'lal are the subJ:ect
peoples of the dlsputed'tetrhofle8 To these people the war IS slDlplya cont!nuous calanuty wWch
sweeps. to ud fro over'1heu:-btildxes hkea:'tldai wav.e Wluch S1!de IS wmning IS a Inattdr of comp~e'
mdt1f~ t~ tbem $h~ ~ ,awat'e.~ 4.change pi 9ver!Qrdshtfl means sunply tha.t tl;ley Wlfl,b~
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domg the same work as before for new masters who treat them m the same manner as the old ones
The shghtly more favoured workers whom we call 'the proles' are only mtermittently conscIous of
the war When It IS necessary they can be prodded mto frenzIes of fear and hatred, but when left to
themselves they are capable of forgettmg for long perIods that the war IS happemng It IS m the
ranks ot the Party, and above all of the Inner Party, that the true war enthUSiasm IS found Worldconquest IS belIeved In most firmly by those who know It to be ImpossIble ThiS pecuhar hnkmgtogether of opposites-knowledge wIth Ignorance, cymcism WIth fanatIcIsm-IS one of the chIef
dIstmguiShIng marks of Oceamc socIety The offictaiideology abounds wIth contradIctIons even
when there IS no practIcal reason for them Thus, the Party rejects and vlhfies every prinCIple for
whIch the SocIalIst movement orlgmally stood, and It chooses to do thIS In the name of SocIalism
It preaches a contempt for the workIng class unexampled for centunes past, and 11 dresses ItS
members m a umform whIch was at one tIme peculIar to manual workers and was adopted for that
reason It systematically undermines the solIdanty ofthe famlly, and It calls Its leader by a name
whIch IS a dIrect appeal to the sentIment offamlly loyalty Even the names of the four MInIstnes by
whIch we are governed exhIbit a sort of Impudence In their delIberate reversal of the facts The
MInistry of Peace concerns Itself WIth war, the Mlmstry of Truth With lIes, the MInistry of Love
With torture, and the MInIstry of Plenty WIth starvatIon These contradictIons are not accIdental,
nor do they result from ordinary hypocrISY they are dehberate exerCIses In doublethznk For It IS
only by reconclilng contradIctIons that power can be retamed indefinitely In no other way could
the anCIent cycle be broken If human equabty IS to be for ever averted-If the HIgh, as we have
called them, are to keep theIr places permanently-then the prevailIng mental condItIon must be
controlled Insamty
But there 18 one questIon which untIl thIS moment we have almost Ignored It IS why should
human equalIty be averted';) Supposmg that the mechamcs of the process have been nghtly
descrIbed, what IS the motIve for thIS huge, accurately planned effort to freeze hIstory at a
partIcular moment of tIme';)
Here we reach the central secret As we have seen, the mystIque of the Party, and above all of the
Inner Party, depends upon doublethznk But deeper than thIS hes the ongInal motIve, the neverquesnoned instInct that first led to the seIzure of power and brought doublethznk, the Thought
Pollee, contmuous warfare, and all the other necessary paraphernaha mto eXistence afterwards
ThIS monve really conSIsts
'

.

Winston became aware of Silence, as one becomes aware of a new sound. It
seemed to hIm that J uha had been very still for some time past She was lYing
on her Side, naked from the waist upwards, With her cheek pillowed on her
hand and one dark lock tumblIng across her eyes Her breast rose and fell
slowly and regularly
'Juha'
No answer
'JulIa, are you awake";>'
No answer She was asleep He shut the book, put It carefully on the fioor,
lay down, and pulled the coverlet over both of them
He had stlll, he reflected, not learned the ultunate secret He understood
how) he dId not understand why Chapter I, lIke Chapter III, had not actually
told hun anytlung that he did not know, It had merely systematized the
kn-owledge that he possessed already But after readIng It he knew better than
before1b:at he was not mad Being In a ffilnoIlty, even a mInority of one, did not
mtire you mad. There was truth and there was untruth, and If you clung to the
fi:~tli even against the whole world, you were not mad A yellow beam from the
smlting sun slanted m through the WIndow and fell across the pIllow He shut
his leyes~ The sun on lus face and the glrl's smooth body touching hIS own gave
lil'nl t,ttong, sleepy, confident feehng He was safe, everything was all Ilght
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He fell asleep murmurIng 'SanIty IS not statIstIcal,' wIth the feelIng that tlus
remark contaIned In It a profound wIsdom

When he woke It was WIth the sensatIOn ot haVIng slept for a long tIme, but a
glance at the old-fashIOned clock told hIm that It was only twenty-thIrty He
lay dozIng for a lIttle whIle, then the usual deep-lunged SIngIng struck up from
the yard below
'It was only an 'opeless fancy,
It passed hke an Ipnl dye,
But a look an' a word an' the dreams they stIrred
They 'ave stolen my 'eart awyel'

The dnvellIng song seemed to have kept ItS popularIty You stIll heard It all
over the place It had outlIved the Hate Song JulIa woke at the sound,
stretched herself luxurIously, and got out of bed
'I'm hungry,' she saId 'Let's make some more coffee Damn' The stove's
gone out and the water's cold' She pIcked the stove up and shook It 'There's
no 011 In It'
'We can get some from old Charnngton, I expect'
'The funny thIng IS I made sure It was full I'm gOIng to put my clothes on,'
she added 'It seems to have got colder'
WInston also got up and dressed hImself The mdefatigable VOIce sang on
'They sye that tIme 'eals all thIngs,
They sye you can always forget,
But the smlles an' the tears acrorss the years
They tWIst my 'eart-strIngs yetI'

As he fastened the belt of hiS overalls he strolled across to the WIndow The
sun must have gone down behInd the houses, it was not shInIng Into the yard
any longer The flagstones were wet as though they had Just been washed, and
he had the feelIng that the sky had been washed too, so fresh and pale was the
blue between the chImney...pots TIrelessly the woman marched to and fro,
corkIng and uncorkIng herself, smgIng and falhng SIlent, and peggIng out more
dIapers, and more and yet more He wondered whether she took In washIng for
a hVlng, or was merely the slave of twenty or thIrty grand-chIldren JulIa had
come across to hIs SIde, together they gazed down WIth a sort of faSCInatIon at
the sturdy figure below As he looked at the woman In her charactenstlc
attItude, her thIck arms reachmg up for the lIne, her powerful mare-lIke
buttocks protruded, It struck hIm for the first tIme that she was beautIful It
had never before occurred to hun that the body of a woman of fifty, blown up
to monstrous dunensIOns by chtldbeanng, then hardened, roughened by work
nUlt was coarse In the gram hke an over-ripe turnIp, could be beautIful But It
was so, and after all, he thought, why not? The solId, contourless body, hke a
block of granite, and the raspmg red skIn, bore the same relatlon to the body of
a gIrl as the rose-hlp to the rose Why should the fruIt be held InferIor to the
flower? '
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'She's beautiful,' he murmured
'She's a metre across the hlPs, easlly,' sald Juha
'That lS her style of beauty,' sald Wlnston
He held JulIa's supple waIst easlly enclrcled by hls arm From the hlP to the
knee her flank was agalnst hlS Out of thelr bodIes no chIld would ever come
That was the one thIng they could never do Only by word of mouth, from
mlnd to mmd, could they pass on the secret The woman down there had no
mlnd, she had only strong arms, a warm heart, and a fertlle belly He wondered
how many chIldren she had gIven blrth to It mlght easIly be fifteen She had
had her momentary flowerIng, a year, perhaps, of wIld-rose beauty, and then
she had suddenly swollen hke a fertlhzed frUIt and grown hard and red and
coarse, and then her hfe had been launderIng, scrubblng, darnIng, cookIng,
sweepIng, pohshlng, mendlng, scrubbIng, laundenng, first for chlldren, then
for grand-chIldren, over thIrty unbroken years At the end of It she was stIll
SInging The mystlcal reverence that he felt for her was somehow mIxed up
WIth the aspect of the pale, cloudless sky, stretchIng away behInd the chirnneypots mto IntermInable dIstance It was cunous to thInk that the sky was the
same for everybody, In Eurasla or Eastasia tis well as here And the people
under the sky were also very much the same-everywhere, all over the world,
hundreds of thousands of mllhons of people Just hke thIS, people Ignorant of
one another's eXistence, held apart by walls of hatred and hes, and yet almost
exactly the same-people who had never learned to thInk but who were stonng
up In theIr hearts and bellIes and muscles the power that would one day
overturn the world If there was hope, It lay In the proles r WIthout haVIng read
to the end of the book, he knew that that must be GoldsteIn's final message The
future belonged to the proles And could he be sure that when theIr tIme came
the world they constructed would not be Just as ahen to hlID, WInston SmIth,
as the world of the Party';l Yes, because at the least It would be a world of sanIty
Where there IS equahty there can be sanIty Sooner of later It would happen,
strength would change Into conSClOusness The proles were unmortal, you
could not doubt It when you looked at that valIant figure In the yard In the end
thelr awakenlng would come And untll that happened, though It mIght be a
thousand years, they would stay alIve agaInst all the odds, lIke bIrds, passlng
on from body to body the vItalIty whIch the Party dld not share and could not
kIll
'Do you remember,' he saId, 'the thrush that sang to us, that first day, at the
edge of the wood?'
'He wasn't SInging to US,' saId JulIa ~He was SIngIng to please hImself Not
even that. He was Just smglng ~
The bIrds sang, the proles sang, the Party dId not SIng All round the world,
In London and New York, In Afnca and Brazll, and In the mysterIous,
forbidden 11l11d.s beyond the frontIers, In the streets of Pans and BerlIn, In the
'Vil1ag~s .:of the endless RUSSIan plain, In the bazaars of ChIna and
Japan-everwhere stood the same solId unconquerable figure, made monstrous
by work and olnld bearIng, tOlhng from bIrth to death and stIll SIngIng Out of
th(1Se mighty lOIns a race of consclOUS beIngs must one day come You were the
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dead, thens was the future But you could share In that future If you kept ahve
the mInd as they kept ahve the body, and passed on the secret doctrIne that two
plus two make four
'We are the dead,' he saId
'We are the dead,' echoed Juha dutIfully
'You are the dead,' saId an non VOIce behInd them
They sprang apart WInston's entraIls seemed to have turned Into Ice He
could see the whIte all round the IrISeS of Julla's eyes Her face had turned a
mIlky yellow The smear of rouge that was stll1 on each cheekbone stood out
sharply, almost as though unconnected WIth the skIn beneath
'You are the dead,' repeated the Iron VOIce
'It was behInd the pIcture,' breathed Juha
'I t was behInd the pIcture,' saId the VOIce 'RemaIn exactly where you are
Make no movement untIl you are ordered'
It was startIng, It was startlng at last' They could do nothmg except stand
gaZIng Into one another's eyes To run for hfe, to get out of the house before It
was too late-no such thought occurred to them UnthInkable to dIsobey the
Iron VOIce from the wall There was a snap as though a catch had been turned
back, and a crash of breakIng glass The pIcture had fallen to the floor,
unCOverIng the telescreen behInd It
'Now they can see us,' saId Julla
'Now we can see you,' SRId the VOIce 'Stand out In the mIddle of the room
Stand back to back Clasp your hands behmd your heads Do not touch one
another'
They were not touchIng, but It seemed to hlffi that he could feel J uha' s body
shaking Or perhaps It was merely the shakmg of hIs own He could Just stop
hIS teeth from chatterIng, but hIS knees were beyond hIS control There was a
sound of tramphng boots below, InSIde the house and outSIde The yard
seemed to be full of men SomethIng was beIng dragged across the stones The
woman's sIngmg had stopped abruptly There was a long, rollIng, clang, as
though the washtub had been flung across the yard, and then a confusIOn of
angry shouts whIch ended In a yell of paIn
'The house IS surrounded,' saId WInston
'The house IS surrounded,' SaId the VOIce
He heard JulIa snap her teeth together 'I suppose we may as well say goodbye,' she saId
'You may as well say good-bye,' saId the VOIce And then another qUite
different VOIce, a thIn, cultIvated VOIce whIch WInston had the ImpreSSIOn of
haVIng heard before, struck In 'And by the way, whIle we are on the subject,
"Here comes a candle to lIght you to bed, here comes a chopper to chop off
your head" I'
Something crashed on to the bed behInd WInston's back The head of a
ladder had been thrust through the WIndow and had burst In the frames Some
one was chmbmg through the Window There was a stampede of boots up the
staIrS The room was full of sohd men In black unIforms, With Iron-shod boots
on theIr feet ~d truncheons In theu hands
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Wmston was not trembhng any longer Even hIS eyes he barely moved One
thIng alone mattered to keep stIll, to keep stIll and not gIve them an excuse to
hIt youl A man wIth a smooth prIze-fighter's Jowl In whIch the mouth was only
a slIt paused OpposIte hIm balancIng hIS truncheon medItatIvely between
thumb and forefinger WInston met hIS eyes The feehng of nakedness, WIth
one's hands behInd one's head and one's face and body all exposed, was almost
unbearable The man protruded the tIP of a whIte tongue, hcked the place
where hIS hps should have been, and then passed on There was another crash
Someone had pIcked up the glass paperweIght from the table and smashed It to
pIeces on the hearth-stone
The fragment of coral, a tIny crInkle of PInk lIke a sugar rosebud from a cake,
rolled across the mat How small, thought WInston, how small It always was l
There was a gasp and a thump berund hun, and he receIved a vIOlent kIck on
the ankle whIch nearly flung hIm off hIS balance One of the men had smashed
hIS fist Into JulIa's solar plexus, doublIng her up lIke a pocket ruler She was
thrashIng about on the floor, fightIng for breath WInston dared not turn rus
head even by a mIllimetre, but sometlIDes her lIVId, gaspIng face came WIthIn
the angle of hIS VISIon Even In hIS terror It was as though he could feel the patn
In hIS own body, the deadly paIn wmch nevertheless was less urgent than the
struggle to get back her breath He knew what It was lIke the terrIble,
agomzmg paIn whIch was there all the whIle but could not be suffered yet,
because before all else It was necessary to be able to breathe Then two of the
men hOIsted her up by knees and shoulders, and carrIed her out of the room
lIke a sack Wmston had a glImpse of her face, upSIde down, yellow and
contorted, WIth the eyes shut, and sull WIth a smear of rouge on either cheek,
and that was the last he saw of her
He stood dead stIll. No one had hIt hlID yet Thoughts WhlCh came of theIr
own accord but seemed totally umnterestlng began to fl1t through hIS mInd He
wondered whether they had got Mr Charrlngton He wondered what they had
done to the woman In the yard He notIced that he badly wanted to urmate) and
felt a faInt surprIse, because he had done so only two or three hours ago He
notIced that the clock on the mantelpIece saId nIne, meamng twenty-one But
the hght seemed too strong Would not the lIght be fading at twenty-one hours
on an August evemng'> He wondered whether after all he and JulIa had
lDlstaken the tIme-had slept the clock round and thought It was twenty-thIrty
when really It was nought eight-thIrty on the follOWIng mormng But he dId
not pursue the thought further. It was not InterestIng
There was another, lighter step In the passage Mr CharrIngton came Into
the room The demeanour of the black-unIformed men suddenly became more
subdued Sometlung had also changed In Mr CharrIngton's appearance HIS
eye fell on the fragments of the glass paperweIght
, cpick up t1aose pieces,' he said sharply
:;.,.At man $Woped to obey. The Cockney accent had disappeared: Wmston
saddenly t'eailZed whose VOIce It was that he had heard a few moments ago on
tile t<tlesc.reen Mr CharrIngton was stIll wearing hiS old velvet Jacket, but hiS
bair') whtGh had been almost whIte, had turned black Also he was not weanng
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hIS spectacles He gave WInston a smgle sharp glance, as though venfYIng hIS
IdentIty, and then paId no more attentlOn to hIm He was stIll recogmzable, but
he was not the same person any longer HIS body had straIghtened, and seemed
to have grown bIgger HIS face had undergone only tmy changes that had
nevertheless worked a complete transformatlOn The black eyebrows were less
bushy, the wnnkles were gone, the whole hnes of the face seemed to have
altered, even the nose seemed shorter I t was the alert, cold face of a man of
about five-and-thirty It occurred to Wmston that for the first tIme In hIS lITe
he was lookIng, WIth knowledge, at a member of the Thought Pohce

PART III

I
He dId not know where he was Presumably he was In the MInIstry of Love,
but there was no way of makIng certaIn
He was In a hIgh-ceIlInged wIndowless cell wIth walls of glItterIng whIte
porcelaIn Concealed lamps flooded It WIth cold lIght, and there was a low,
steady hummIng sound WhICh he supposed had somethIng to do wIth the aIr
supply A bench, or shelf, Just WIde enough to SIt on ran round the wall, broken
only by the door and, at the end OppOSIte the door, a lavatory pan wIth no
wooden seat There were four telescreens, one In each wall
There was a dull achmg In hiS belly I t had been there ever since they had
bundled hun Into the closed van and dnven hIm away But he was also hungry,
with a gnawing, unwholesome kind of hunger It might be twenty-four hours
since he had eaten, It mIght be trurty-SIX He stIll dId not know, probably never
would know, whether It had been mornIng or evenIng when they arrested hIm
SInce he was arrested he had not been fed
He sat as stIll as he could on the narrow bench, WIth hiS hands crossed on hiS
knees He had already learned to SIt 8tlll If you made unexpected movements
they yelled at you from the telescreen But the craving for food was grOWIng
upon rum What he longed for above all was a pIece of bread He had an Idea
that there were a few breadcrumbs In the pocket of hIS overalls It was even
pOSSible-he thought thiS because from time to tune somethIng seemed to tIckle
lus leg-that there mIght be a SIzeable bIt of crust there In the end the
temptatIon to find out overcame hIS- fear, he shpped a hand Into hiS pocket
'Smlth l ' yelled a YOlce from the telescreen. '6079 Smlth W , Hands out of
pockets In th~ cells_1'
He ~at sull agaln, lus hands crossed on hIS knee Before beIng brought here
he had been taken to another place whIch must have been an ordInary prIson or
a temporary lock-up used by the patrols~ He dId not know how long he had
been therei SQm.e hours at any rate; WIth no clocks and no daylIght It was hard
to puge the time It was a nOISY, evIl-smellIng place They had put hIm Into a
oeU SUUllat to the one he was now In, but filthily dIrty and at all tImes crowded
_. teli.t OX fifteen. people The ma10rIty of them were common CrImInals, but
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there were a few polItIcal prIsoners among them He had sat sIlent agaInst the
wall, Jostled by dIrty bodIes, too preoccupIed by fear and the pam 10 hIS belly
to take much Interest 10 hIS surroundIngs, but stIll notlcmg the astomshmg
dIfference m demeanour between the Party prIsoners and the others The
Party prIsoners were always SIlent and terrIfied, but the ordmary CrImInals
seemed to care nothIng for anybody They yelled Insults at the guards, fought
back fiercely when theIr belongIngs were Impounded, wrote obscene words on
the floor, ate smuggled food whIch they produced from mysterIous hldmgplaces In theIr clothes, and even shouted down the telescreen when It trIed to
restore order On the other hand some of them seemed to be on good terms
With the guards, called them by nIcknames, and tned to wheedle CIgarettes
through the spyhole m the door The guards, too, treated the common
CrImInals WIth a certaIn forbearance, even when they had to handle them
roughly There was much talk about forced-labour camps to WhICh most of the
prIsoners expected to be sent It was 'all rIght' m the camps, he gathered, so
long as you had good contacts and knew the ropes There was brIbery,
faVOUrItIsm, and racketeerIng of every kmd, there was homosexualIty and
prostItutIOn, there was even IllICIt alcohol dIstIlled from potatoes The
pOSItIOns of trust were gIven only to the common cnmmals, espeCIally the
gangsters and the murderers, who formed a sort of arIstocracy All the dIrty
Jobs were done by the pOhticals
There was a constant come-and-go of pnsoners of every deSCrIptIon drugpeddlers, thIeves, bandIts, black-marketeers, drunks, prostItutes Some of the
drunks were so VIolent that the other prIsoners had to combIne to suppress
them An enormous wreck of a woman, aged about SIxty, WIth great tumbhng
breasts and thIck coIls of whIte haIr WhICh had come down In her struggles, was
carrIed In, kIcking and shoutIng, by four guards, who had hold of her one at
each corner They wrenched off the boots WIth WhICh she had been trYIng to
kick them, and dumped her down across Wmston's lap, almost breaking hIS
thIgh-bones The woman hOIsted herself uprIght and followed them out WIth a
yell of 'F- bastards" Then, notICing that she was sIttlng on some thmg
uneven, she slld offWmston's knees on to the bench
'Beg pardon, deane,' she Sald 'I wouldn't 'a sat on you, only the buggers put
me there They dono 'ow to treat a lady, do they?' She paused, patted her
breast, and belched 'Pardon,' she saId, 'I run't meself, qUIte'
She leant forward and vomIted copIously on the floor
'Thass better,' she saId, leanIng back WIth closed eyes 'Never keep It down,
thass what I say Get It up whtle It's fresh on your stomach, bke '
She reVIved, turned to have another look at WInston, and seemed
unmedlately to take a fancy to hun She put a vast arm round hIS shoulder and
drew him towards her, breatlung beer and VomIt mto hIS face.
'Wass your name,. deane?' she saId
'SmIth,' Sald WInSton.
'SmIth? srud the woman 'Thass funny My name's SmIth too Why,' she
added sentnnentally, 'I ,might be your motherP
Shemigbt, thought Wmston, be lus mother ~Shewas about the rIght age.and
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phYSIque, and It was probable that people changed somewhat after twenty
years m a forced-labour camp
No one else had spoken to hIm To a SUrprISIng extent the ordInary crImInals
Ignored the Party prIsoners 'The polzts,,' they called them, wIth a sort of
umnterested contempt The Party prIsoners seemed terrrfied of speakIng to
anybody, and above all of speakIng to one another Only once, when two Party
members, both women, were pressed close together on the bench, he
overheard amId the dIn of VOIces a few hurrIedly whIspered words, and In
partIcular a reference to somethIng called 'room one-oh-one' , whIch he dId not
understand
It mIght be two or three hours ago that they had brought hlm here The dull
paIn In hIS belly never went away, but sometImes It grew better and sometImes
worse, and hIS thoughts expanded or contracted accordIngly When It grew
worse he thought only of the paIn Itself, and of hIS deSIre for food When It
grew better, pamc took hold of hIm There were moments when he foresaw the
tlungs that would happen to hIm WIth such actuahty that hIS heart galloped and
hIS breath stopped He felt the smash of truncheons on hIS elbows and Ironshod boots on hIS shIns, he saw hImself grovellIng on the fioor, screamIng for
mercy through broken teeth He hardly thought of Juha He could not fix hIS
mInd on her He loved her and would not betray her, but that was only a fact,
known as he knew the rules of arIthmetIc He felt no love for her, and he hardly
even wondered what was happenIng to her He thought oftener of O'BrIen,
With a fhckerIng hope O'BrIen must know that he had been arrested The
Brotherhood, he had saId, never trIed to save Its members But there was the
razor blade, they would send the razor blade If they could There would be
perhaps five seconds before the guard could rush Into the cell The blade
would bIte Into hIm WIth a sort of burnIng coldness, and even the fingers that
held It would be cut to the bone Everthing came back to hIS SIck body, WhICh
shrank trembhng from the smallest paIn He was not certaIn that he would use
the razor blade even If he got the chance I t was more natural to eXIst from
moment to moment, acceptIng another ten mInutes' hfe even WIth the
certamty that there was torture at the end of It
Sometunes he trIed to calculate the number of porcelaIn brIcks m the walls
of the cell It should have been easy, but he always 10'St count at some pOInt or
another More often he wondered where he was, and what tune of day It was
At one moment he felt certain that It was broad daylight outSIde, and at the
next equally certaIn that It was pItch darkness In thIS place, he knew
Instmctively, the lIghts would never be turned out. It was the place WIth no
darkness he saw now why O'Brien had seemed to recognIze the allUSIOn In
the MUlIStry of Love there were no WIndows HIS cell mIght be at the heart of
the bluldtng or agaInst Its outer wall, It mIght be ten floors below ground, or
thuty above 1t He moved hImself mentally from place to place" and trIed to
.determiae by the feehng of hIS body whether he was perched high In the aIr or
buried deep underground
. Thete was a sound of marchIng boots outSIde The steel door opened With a
¢lang~ 4 y;oung officer) a tIlm black...uruformed figure who seemed to ghtter all
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over wIth polIshed leather, and whose pale, straIght-featured face was lIke a
wax mask, stepped smartly through the doorway He motIOned to the guards
outsIde to bnng m the pnsoner they were leadmgl The poet Ampleforth
shambled Into the cell The door clanged shut agaIn Ampleforth made one
or two uncertmn movements from SIde to SIde, as though haVIng some Idea that
there was another door to go out of, and then began to wander up and down the
cell He had not yet notIced WInston's presence HIS troubled eyes were gaZIng
at the wall about a metre above the level of WInston's head He was shoeless,
large, dIrty toes were Stlckmg out of the holes In hIs socks He was also several
days away from a shave A scrubby beard covered hIs face to the cheekbones,
gIVIng hIm an aIr of ruffianIsm that went oddly WIth hIS large weak frame and
nervous movements
WInston roused hlffiself a lIttle from hIs lethargy He must speak to
Ampleforth, and nsk the yell from the telescreen It was even conceIvable that
Ampleforth was the bearer of the razor blade
'Ampleforth,' he smd
There was no yell from the telescreen Ampleforth paused, mIldly startled
HIS eyes focused themselves slowly on WInston
'Ah, SmIth" he saId 'You tool'
'What are you In for';>'
'To tell you the truth-' He sat down awkwardly on the bench opposIte
WInston 'There 18 only one offence, 18 there not';>' he saId
'And you have COmmItted It;)'
'Apparently 1 have'
He put a hand to rus forehead and pressed hiS temples for a moment, as
though trymg to remember something
'These thIngs happen,' he began vaguely 'I have been able to recall one
Instance-a possIble Instance 1t was an IndlscretlOn, undoubtedly We were
prodUCIng a definItive edltlOn of the poems of KIplIng 1 allowed the word
"God" to remaIn at the end of a line I could not help It I' he added almost
IndIgnantly rmsIng hIS face to look at WInston 'It was ImpOSSIble to change the
hne The rhyme was "rod". Do you realIze that there are only twelve rhymes
to "rod" In the enUre language";) For days 1 had racked my braIns There 'Was
no other rhyme'
The expreSSIOn on rus face changed The annoyance passed out of It and for
a moment he looked almost pleased A sort of Intellectual warmth, the JOy of
the pedant who had found out some useless fact, shone through the dIrt and
scrubby hatr
'Has It ever occurred to you,' he saId, 'that the whole hIstory of EnglIsh
poetry has been determtned by the fact that the Enghsh language lacks
rhymes?'
No" that partIcular thought had never occurred to Wmston Nor, tn the
CIrcumstances, did It strike hun as very lnlportant or tnterestlng
cDo you know what ti1ne of day It IS';>' he SaId
Ampleforth looked startled agaIn. 'I had hardly thought about It They
arrested me-It could be two days ago-perhaps three' HIS eyes fluted round
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the walls, as though he half expected to find a wIndow somewhere 'There IS no
dIfference between mght and day In thIS place I do not see how one can
calculate the tIme '
They talked desultOrIly for some mmutes, then, wIthout apparent reason, a
yell from the telescreen bade them be SIlent WInston sat qUIetly, hIS hands
crossed Ampleforth, too large to SIt In comfort on the narrow bench, fidgeted
from SIde to SIde, claspIng hIS lank hands first round one knee, then round the
other The telescreen barked at hIm to keep stIll Tune passed Twenty
mInutes, an hour-It was dIfficult to Judge Once more there was a sound of
boots outSIde WInston's entraIls contracted Soon, very soon, perhaps In five
mInutes, perhaps now, the tramp of boots would mean that hIS own turn had
come
The door opened The cold-faced young officer stepped Into the cell WIth a
bnef movement of the hand he IndIcated Ampleforth
'Room 101,' he saId
Ampleforth marched clumsIly out between the guards, hIS face vaguely
perturbed, but uncomprehendIng
What seemed lIke a long tIme passed The paIn In WInston's belly had
revIved HIS mInd sagged round and round on the same track, lIke a ball fallIng
agaIn and agaIn Into the same senes of slots He had only SIX thoughts The
paIn In hIS belly, a pIece of bread, the blood and the screamIng, O'BrIen, JulIa,
the razor blade There was another spasm In hIS entraIls, the heavy boots were
approachIng As the door opened, the wave of aIr that It created brought In a
powerful smell of cold sweat Parsons walked Into the cell He was wearIng
khalo shorts and a sports-shIrt
ThIS tune WInston was startled Into self-forgetfulness
C You herel' he saId
Parsons gave WInston a glance In WhIch there was neIther Interest nor
surpnse, but only mIsery He began walkIng Jerkily up and down, eVIdently
unable to keep stIll Each tune he straIghtened hIS pudgy knees It was apparent
that they were trembhng HIS eyes had a WIde-open, starIng look, as though he
could not prevent hImself from gaZIng at somethIng In the mIddle dIstance
'What are you In for">' sald WInston.
'Thoughtcrimel' saId Parsons, almost blubbenng The tone of hIS VOIce
unphed at once a complete admlsslon of hIS guIlt and a sort of Incredulous
horror that such a word could be apphed to hImself He paused OppOSIte
Wmston and began eagerly appealIng to hun 'You don't thmk they'll shoot
me, do you, old chap' They don't shoot you If you haven't actually done
anythIng-only thoughts, wmch you can't help"> I know they give you a faIr
hearIng Oh, I trust them for that' They'll know my record, won't they"> You
know what kInd of a chap I was Not a bad chap In my way Not braIny, of
oourse, but keen I wed to do my best for the Party, dIdn't P I'll get off WIth
five years, don't you thInk? Or even ten years? A chap lIke me could make
htmself pretty useful In a labour-camp. They wouldn't shoot me for gOIng off
thet ralls JUst once?'
~,f Are you gwlty'~' Satd WInston
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'9 course I'm guIlty!' crIed Parsons wIth a serVIle glance at the telescreen
'You don't thInk the Party would arrest an mnocent man, do you';)' HIs froglIke face grew calmer, and even took on a shghtly sanctImOnIOUS expreSSIon
'ThoughtcrIme IS a dreadful thIng, old man,' he saId sententIOusly 'It's
InSIdIOUS It can get hold of you WIthout your even knowIng It Do you know
how It got hold of me? In my sleep! Yes, that's a fact There I was, workIng
away, trYIng to do my bIt-never knew I had any bad stuff In my mInd at all
And then I started talkIng In my sleep Do you know what they heard me
saYIng";)'
He sank hIS VOIce, lIke someone who IS obhged for medIcal reasons to utter
an obscenIty
, "Down WIth BIg Brother'" Yes, I SaId that' SaId It over and over agaIn, It
seems Between you and me, old man, I'm glad they got me before It went any
further Do you know what I'm gOIng to say ;to them when I go Up before the
trIbunaP "Thank you," I'm gOIng to say, "thank you for saVIng me before It
was too late " ,
'Who denounced you";)' saId WInston
'It was my httle daughter,' saId Parsons WIth a sort of doleful prIde 'She
lIstened at the keyhole Heard what I was saYIng, and nIpped off to the patrols
the very next day Pretty smart for a nIpper of seven, ehl I don't bear her any
grudge for It In fact I'm proud of her It shows I brought her up In the rIght
SPIrIt, anyway ,
He made a few more Jerky movements up and down, several tImes, castIng a
longIng glance at the lavatory pan Then he suddenly rIpped down hIS shorts
'Excuse me, old man,' he saId 'I can't help It It's the waItIng'
He plumped hIS large posterIOr Into the lavatory pan WInston covered hIS
face WIth rus hands
'SmIth" yelled the VOIce from the telescreen '6079 SmIth W 'Uncover your
face No faces covered In the cells'
WInston uncovered hIS face Parsons used the lavatory, loudly and
abundantly It then turned out that the plug was defectIve and the cell stank
abomInably for hours afterwards
Parsons was removed More prIsoners came and went, mysterIously One, a
woman, was consIgned to 'Room 101', and, WInston notIced, seemed to
shrIvel and turn a dIfferent colour when she heard the words A tIme came
when, If It had been mornIng when he was brought here, It would be afternoon,
or If It had been afternoon, then It would be mIdnIght There were SIX
prIsoners In the cell, men and women All sat very stlll OppOSIte WInston
there sat a man WIth a chmless, toothy face exactly lIke that of some large,
harmless rodent HIS fat, mottled cheeks were so pouched at the bottom that It
was dIfficult not to beheve that he had httle stores of food tucked away there.
HIS pale-grey eyes flltted tImorously from face to face and turned qUlckly away
agaIn when he caught anyone's eye.
The door opened, and another prIsoner was brought In whose appearance
sent a momentary chll1 through WInston He was a commonplace, meanlookIng man Who mtght have been an engmeer or techrucUUl of some lond But _
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what was startling was the emaciatIOn of his face It was lIke a skull Because of
Its thmness the mouth and eyes looked disproportIOnately large, and the eyes
seemed filled with a murderous, unappeasable hatred of somebody or
somethIng
The man sat down on the bench at a lIttle distance from Winston Winston
dId not look at hun agaIn, but the tormented, skull-lIke face was as vIvid In hiS
mind as though It had been straIght In front of hiS eyes Suddenly he realIzed
what was the matter The man was dYing of starvation The same thought
seemed to occur almost sunultaneously to everyone In the cell There was a
very faint surring all the way round the bench The eyes of the chmless man
kept flIttmg towards the skull-faced man, then turnmg guIltIly away, then
beIng dragged back by an IrresIstible attractIon Presently he began to fidget on
hIs seat At last he stood up, waddled clumsIly acrosS the cell, dug down Into
the pocket of rus overalls, and, WIth an abashed aIr, held out a gnmy pIece of
bread to the skull-faced man
There was a funous, deafenIng roar from the telescreen The chInless man
Jumped In hIS tracks The skull-faced man had qUIckly thrust hIS hands behInd
hIS back, as though demonstratmg to all the world that he refused the gIft
'BumsteadI' roared the vOice '2713 Bumstead J ' Let fall that pIece of
bread!'
The cmnless man dropped the pIece of bread on the floor ..
'RemaIn stan rung where you are,' SaId the vOice 'Face the door Make no
movement'
The chmless man obeyed HIS large pouchy cheeks were qUiverIng
uncontrollably The door clanged open. As the young officer entered and
stepped aSIde, there emerged from bemnd hun a short stumpy guard With
enormous arms and shoulders He took hiS stand OppOSIte the chInless man,
and then, at a signal from the officer, let free a fnghtful blow, With all the
weight of hIS body behind it, full In the chinless man's mouth The force of It
seemed almost to knock hnn clear of the floor HIS body was flung across the
cell and fetched Up agaInst the base of the lavatory seat For a moment he lay as
though stunned, WIth dark blood oozmg frOID ms mouth and nose A very faInt
whunpenng or squeakmg; which seemed unconSCIOUS, came out of hIm. Then
he rolled over and raIsed h1lllself unsteadily on hands and knees AmId a
stream of blood and saliva, the two halves of a dental plate fell out ofms mouth
The prisoners sat very still, theIr hands crossed on their knees The chinless
man clunbed back Into hiS place Down one SIde of lus face the flesh was
darkemng. HIS mouth had swollen Into a shapeless cherry-coloured mass WIth
a black hole In the mlddle of It From tIme to tune a httle blood dnpped on to
the breast of rus overalls HIS grey eyes stIll flitted from face to face, more
guilttly than ever, as though he were trYing to dtscover how much the others
despised hun for hIs humilIation
The door opened. With a small gesture the officer indtcated the skull-faced
man.
~Room. 1(1)' he satd
Tberewal a gasp and a flurry at Winston's Side The man had actually flung
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hImself on hIS knees on the floor, with hIS hands clasped together
'Comrade' Officer" he crIed 'You don't have to take me to that place'
Haven't I told you everythIng already";) What else IS It you want to know";)
There's nothIng I wouldn't confess, noth1Og' Just tell me what It IS and I'll
confess It straIght off WrIte It down and I'll SIgn It-anythIng' Not room rOIl'
'Room 101,' saId the officer
The man's face, already very pale, turned a colour Winston would not have
belIeved pOSSible It was definItely, unm.lstakably, a shade of green
'Do anythIng to me" he yelled 'You've been starvmg me for weeks FInIsh It
off and let me die Shoot me Hang me Sentence me to twenty-five years Is
there somebody else you want me to give away";) Just say who It IS and I'll tell
you anything you want I don't care who It IS or what you do to them I've got a
WIfe and three chIldren The bIggest of them Isn't SIX years old You can take
the whole lot of them and cut theIr throats 10 front of my eyes, and I'll stand by
and watch It But not roomIoI"
'Room lor,' saId the officer
The man looked frantIcally round at the other prIsoners, as though WIth
some Idea that he could put another Vlctlm 10 hIs own place HIS eyes settled on
the smashed face of the chinless man He flung out a lean arm
'That's the one you ought to be taking, not me" he shouted 'You didn't hear
what he was saYing after they bashed hIS face GIve me a chance and I'll tell you
every word of It He's the one that's against the Party, not me' The guards
stepped forward The man's VOIce rose to a shrIek 'You dIdn't hear hIm" he
repeated 'Something went wrong WIth the telescreen He's the one you want
Take hIm, not mel'
The two sturdy guards had stooped to take hun by the arms But Just at thiS
moment he flung himself across the floor of the cell and grab bed one of the Iron
legs that supported the bench He had set up a wordless howlIng, lIke an
anImal The guards took hold of him to wrench hIm loose, but he clung on wlth
astorushing strength For perhaps twenty seconds they were hauhng at him
The prIsoners sat qUlet, their hands crossed on their knees, lookmg straight In
front of them. The howhng stopped, the man had no breath left for anythlOg
except hanging on Then there was a dIfferent klOd of cry A kIck from a
guard's boot had broken the fingers of one of hIS hands They dragged hlffi to
hIS feet
'Room 101,' saId the officer.
The man was led out, walking unsteadIly, With head sunken, nurSIng hIS
crushed hand, all the fight gone out of hIm
A long tune passed If It had been mIdmght when the skull-faced man was
taken away, It was mornmg If mornIng, It was afternoon Winston was alone,
and had been alone for hours The pam of sIttmg on the narrow bench was
such that often he got up and walked about, unreproved by the telescreen The
pIece of bread st1l11ay where the chinless man had dropped It At the begmmng
It needed a hard effort not to look at It, but presently hunger gave way to tlurst.
HIS mouth was sticky and evll-tasnng The humnung sound and the unvarYing
whIte lIght Induced a sort of faIntness, an empty feehng mSIde hiS head He
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would get up because the ache In hIS bones was no longer bearable, and then
would SIt down agaIn almost at once because he was too dIZZY to make sure of
staYIng on hIS feet Whenever hIS phYSIcal sensatIons were a lIttle under
control the terror returned SometImes WIth a fadIng hope he thought of
O'BrIen and the razor blade It was thinkable that the razor blade mIght arrIve
concealed ill hIS food, If he were ever fed More dImly he thought of J uha
Somewhere or other she was sufferIng perhaps far worse than he She mIght be
screamIng WIth paIn at thIS moment He thought 'If I could save Juha by
doublIng my ow~ paIn, would I do 1t";) Yes, I would ' But that was merely an
Intellectual deCISIOn, taken because he knew that he ought to take It He dId not
feel It In thIS place you could not feel anythIng, except paIn and the
foreknowledge of paIn BeSIdes, was It pOSSIble, when you were actually
sufferIng It, to WIsh for any reason whatever that your own patn should
Increase";) But that questton was not answerable yet
The boots were approachIng agaIn The door opened O'BrIen came In
WInston started to hIS feet The shock of the SIght had drIven all cautIon out
of hun For the first tIme In many years he forgot the presence of the telescreen
'They've got you too" he CrIed
'They got me a long tIme ago,' satd O'Bnen WIth a mIld, almost regretful
Irony He stepped aSIde From behInd hIm there emerged a broad-chested
guard WIth a long black truncheon In ms hand
'You knew tms, WInston,' satd O'Brien 'Don't deceIve yourself You dId
know It-yOU have always known It '
Yes, he saw now, he had always known It But there was no tIme to thInk of
that All he had eyes for was the truncheon In the guard's hand It mIght fall
anywhere on the crown, on the tIP of the ear, on the upper arm, on the elbowThe elbow' He had slumped to hIS knees, almost paralysed, claspIng the
strIcken elbow Wlth hIS other hand EverythIng had exploded Into yellow lIght
InconceIvable, InconceIvable that one blow could cause such patn I The hght
cleared and he could see the other two lookIng down at rum The guard was
laughIng at hIS contortIons One queStIon at any rate was answered Never, for
any reason on earth, could you wish for an mcrease of patn Of pam you could
WIsh only one thIng that It should stop. Nothtng In the world was so bad as
phYSICal patn In the face of patn there are no heroes, no heroes, he thought
over and over as he wnthed on the fioor, clutchIng uselessly at hIS dtsabled left
arm
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He was lYIng on somethIng that felt hke a camp bed, except that It was hIgher
off the ground and that he was fixed down In some way so that he could not
move LIght that seemed stronger than usual was falhng on hIS face O'BrIen
was standIng at hIS SIde, looklng down at hIm mtently At the other SIde of hIm
stood a man In a whIte coat, holdIng a hypodermIC syrInge
Even after hIS eyes were open he took In hIS surroundIngs only gradually He
had the lmpreSSIon of swunmlng up Into thIs room from some qUlte dIfferent
world, a sort of under-water world far beneath It How long he had been down
there he dId not know SInce the moment when they arrested hIm he had not
seen darkness or dayhght BesIdes, hIS memOrIes were not contmuous There
had been tImes when conSCIOusness, even the sort of conSCIOusness that one
has In sleep, had stopped dead and started agaIn after a blank mterval But
whether the Intervals were of days or weeks or only seconds, there was no way
of knowIng
WIth that first blow on the elbow the rughtmare had started Later he was to
realIZe that all that then happened was merely a prehmmary, a routme
InterrogatIon to whIch nearly all pnsoners were subjected There was a long
range of crImeS-espIOnage, sabotage, and the lIke-to WhICh everyone had to
confess as a matter of course. The confeSSIon was a formalIty, though the
torture was real How many tImes he had been beaten, how long the beatIngs
had contInued, he could not remember Always there were five or SIX men In
black umforms at hIm SImultaneously Somenmes It was fists, sometImes It
was truncheons, sometImes It was steel rods, somettmes It was boots There
were tImes when he rolled about the fioor, as shameless as an arumal, WrIthIng
hIS body thIS way and that In an endless, hopeless effort to dodge the kIcks, and
slIDply InVItIng more and yet more kICks, In hIS rIbs, In hIS belly, on hIS elbows,
on hIS shIns, In hIS grOln, In hIS testIcles, on the bone at the base of hIS spIne
There were tImes when it went on and on untIl the cruel, WIcked, unforgivable
dung seemed to hIm not that the guards contInued to beat hun but that he
could not force hImself Into lOSIng conSCIousness There were tnnes when hIs
nerve so forsook hun that he began shouting for lllercy even before the beanng
began" when the mere SIght of a fist drawn back for a blow was enough to make
hun pour forth a confession of real and ImagInary crtme5. There were other
tunes when he started out With the resolve of confesSIng nothIng, when every
word had to be forced out of hun between gasps of pam, and there were tunes
when he feebly tned to compronuse:,.lwhen he sald to htmself (I wI confess>
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but not yet I must hold out tll1 the pain becomes unbearable Three more
kICks, two more kIcks, and then I wIll tell them what they want' Sometimes he
was beaten tIll he could hardly stand, then flung lIke a sack of potatoes on to the
stone floor of a cell, left to recuperate for a few hours, and then taken out and
beaten again There were also longer perIods of recovery He remembered
them dimly, because they were spent chIefly In sleep or stupor He
remembered a cell wIth a plank bed, a sort of shelf stIcking out from the wall,
and a tm wash-basIn, and meals of hot soup and bread and sometImes coffee
He remembered a surly barber arrIVIng to scrape his chin and crop his halr,
and bUSIness-lIke, unsympathetic men In white coats feehng hIS pulse, tappIng
hiS reflexes, turnIng up hIS eyehds, runnIng harsh fingers over him In search of
broken bones, and shootIng needles Into hIS arm to make hlffi sleep
The beatIngs grew less frequent, and became mainly a threat, a horror to
whIch he could be sent back at any moment when hIS answers were
unsatisfactory HIs questIoners now were not ruffians In black uniforms but
Party Intellectuals, lIttle rotund men WIth qUIck movements and flashIng
spectacles, who worked on hIm In relays over perIods whIch lasted-he
thought, he could not be sure-ten or twelve hours at a stretch These other
questIOners saw to It that he was In constant slIght paIn, but It was not chIefly
pam that they relIed on They slapped hiS face, wrung hIS ears, pulled hIS hair,
made hun stand on one leg, refused hIm leave to urInate, shone glanng lIghts In
hIs face untIl hIS eyes ran WIth water, but the aim of thIS was SImply to
humilIate him and destroy hIS power of arguIng and reasonIng Their real
weapon was the merciless questlonIng that went on and on, hour after hour,
trIppIng hun up, laYing traps for rum, tWistIng everythIng that he saId,
conVIcting hIm at every step of lIes and self-contradIctIon, untIl he began
weeping as much from shame as from nervous fatIgue SometImes he would
weep half a dozen tunes In a SIngle session Most of the tIme they screamed
abuse at him and threatened at every heSItation to delIver hIm over to the
guards again, but sometimes they would suddenly change theIr tune, call hlffi
comrade, appeal to hJ.m.ln the name of Ingsoc and BIg Brother, and ask hIm
sorrowfully whether even now he had not enough loyalty to the Party left to
make hIm WIsh to undo the evIl he had done When hIS nerves were In rags after
hours of questIOning, even thIS appeal could reduce hIm to snlvelhng tears In
the end the naggIng VOIces broke hIm down mOre completely than the boots
and fists of the guards He became SImply a mouth that uttered, a hand that
Signed, whatever was demanded of hIm HIS sale concern was to find out what
they wanted hun to confess, and then confess It qUlckly, before the bullYIng
started anew He confessed to the assassmatlOn of emInent Party members, the
mstribution of sedItJ.ous pamphlets, embezzlement of pubhc funds, sale of
Illlhtary secrets" sabotage of every kInd He confessed that he had been a spy In
the pay of the Eastaslan government as far back as 1968 He confessed that he
was a rehgtous behevet, an adnllrer of capItal1sm, and a sexual pervert He
confessed that he had murdered hIS wue, although he knew, and hIS
quesuoners must have known, that lus Wife was stIll ahve. He confessed that
for years he had been in personal touch WIth GoldsteIn and had been a member
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of an underground organIzatIOn whIch had mcluded almost every human
beIng he had ever known It was eaSIer to confess everythIng and ImplIcate
everybody BeSIdes, In a sense It was all true It was true that he had been the
enemy of the Party, and In the eyes of the Party there was no dIstInctIOn
between the thought and the deed
There were also memOries of another kInd They stood out m hIS mInd
dIsconnectedly, hke pIctures WIth blackness all round them
He was In a cell WhICh mIght have been eIther dark or lIght, because he could
see nothIng except a paIr of eyes Near at hand some kmd of Instrument was
tIckIng slowly and regularly The eyes grew larger and more lummous
Suddenly he floated out of hIS seat, dIved Into the eyes, and was swallowed up
He was strapped Into a chaIr surrounded by dIals, under dazzlmg lIghts A
man In a whIte coat was readIng the dIals There was a tramp of heavy boots
outSIde The door clanged open The waxen-faced officer marched In,
followed by two guards
'Room 101,' saId the officer
The man In the whIte coat dId not turn round He dId not look at WInston
eIther, he was lookIng only at the dIals
He was rollIng down a mIghty corridor, a kIlometre WIde, full of glOrIOUS,
golden hght, roarIng WIth laughter and shoutIng out confeSSIons at the top of
hIS VOIce He was confessIng everythIng, even the thIngs he had succeeded m
holdIng back under the torture He was relatIng the entIre hIstory of hiS hfe to
an audIence who knew It already WIth hIm were the guards, the other
questIOners, the men In whIte coats, O'Bnen, Juha, Mr Charrmgton, all
rolhng down the corndor together and shoutIng WIth laughter Some dreadful
thIng whIch had laIn embedded In the future had somehow been skipped over
and had not happened EverythIng was all right, there was no more pam, the
last detaIl of hIS hfe was laId bare, understood, forgIven
He was startIng up from the plank bed In the half-certatnty that he had heard
O'Bnen's VOIce All through hIS InterrogatIon, although he had never seen
hIm, he had had the feehng that O'BrIen was at hIS elbow, Just out of SIght It
was O'B!1en who was dIrecting everythIng It was he who set the guards on to
WInston and who prevented them from kIlhng hun It was he who deCIded
when WInston should scream WIth paIn, when he should have a respIte, when
he should be fed, when he should sleep, when the drugs should be pumped
It was he who asked the questIons and suggested the answers. He
Into hIS
was the tormentor, he was the protector, he was the InqUISItor, he was the
frIend And once-WInston could not remember whether It was In drugged
sleep, or In normal sleep, or even In a moment of wakefulness-a VOIce
murmured In hIS ear 'Don't worry, WInston; you are m my keepIng For seven
years I have watched over you, Now the turnmg",pOlnt has come I shall save
you, I shall make you perfect' He was not sure whether It was O'Bnen's VOIce,
but It was the same VOIce that had sf:l1d to hun, 'We shall meet In the place
where there IS no darkness/ 1n that other dream, seven years ago.
He dId not remember any enrung to hIs mterrogatIon There was a perIod of
blackness and then the cell, or room, in whlch he now was had gradually
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materialIzed round hIm He was almost flat on hIS back, and unable to n10ve
HIS body was held down at every essentIal pOInt Even the back of hIS head was
grIpped In some manner O'Brien was lookIng down at hIm gravely and rather
sadly HIS face, seen from below, looked coarse and worn, WIth pouches under
the eyes and tIred lInes from nose to chIn He was older than WInston had
thought hIm, he was perhaps forty-eIght or fifty Under hIS hand there was a
dIal WIth a lever on top and figures runmng round the face
'1 told you,' saId O'Brien, 'that If we met agaIn It would be here'
'Yes,' saId WInston
WIthOut any warnIng except a slIght movement of O'Brien's hand, a wave of
pam flooded hIs body It was a frIghtemng paIn, because he could not see what
was happerung, and he had the feehng that some mortal InJury was beIng done
to hIm He dId not know whether the thIng was really happenIng, or whether
the effect was electrIcally produced, but hIS body was beIng wrenched out of
shape, the JOInts were beIng slowly torn apart Although the paIn had brought
the sweat out on hIS forehead, the worst of all was the fear that hIS backbone
was about to snap He set hIS teeth and breathed hard through hIS nose, trYIng
to keep sllent as long as pOSSIble
'You are afraId,' saId O'Brien, watchIng hIS face, 'that In another moment
somethIng IS gOIng to break Your especIal fear IS that It wIll be your backbone
You have a VIVId mental pIcture of the vertebrae snappIng apart and the spInal
flUId drippIng out of them That IS what you are thInkIng, IS It not, WInston;>'
WInston dId not answer O'BrIen drew back the lever on the dIal The wave
of pam receded almost as qUIckly as It had come
'That was forty,' saId O'BrIen 'You can see that the numbers on thIS dIal
run up to a hundred WIll you please remember, throughout our conversatIon,
that I have It In my power to InflIct paIn on you at any moment and to whatever
degree I choose;> If you tell me any hes, or attempt to prevarIcate In any way, or
even fall below your usual level of Intelhgence, you WIll cry out WIth paIn,
Instantly Do you understand that';)'
'Yes,' saId WInston
O'BrIen's manner became less severe He resettled hIS spectacles
thoughtfully, and took a pace or two up and down When he spoke hIS VOIce
was gentle and patIent He had the aIr of a doctor, a teacher, even a priest,
aOXlOUS to explaIn and persuade rather than to punlsh~
'I am takIng trouble WIth you, WInston,' he saId, 'because you are worth
trouble You know perfectly well what IS the matter WIth you You have known
It for years, though you have fought agaInst the knowledge You are mentally
deranged You suffer from a defectIve memory You are unable to remember
real events and you persuade yourself that you remember other events whIch
never happened Fortunately It IS curable You have never cured yourself of It,
because you chd not choose to There was a small effort of the wIll that you
were not ready to make Even now, I am well aware, you are clIngIng to your
dlsease under the ImpresSIon that It IS a VIrtue Now we wIll take an example
At thts moment, which power IS Oceama at war WIth"
AWhen I was arrested, Ocearua was at war WIth Eastasia '
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'WIth Eastasia Good And Oceama has always been at war wIth EastasIa,
has It not';)'
WInston drew In hIS breath He opened hIs mouth to speak and then dId not
speak He could not take hIS eyes away from the dIal
'The truth, please, WInston Your truth Tell me what you thInk you
remember'
'I remember that untIl only a week before I was arrested, we were not at war
wIth Eastasia at all We were In alhance WIth them The war was agaInst
EurasIa That had lasted for four years Before that-'
O'Brien stopped rum wIth a movement of the hand
'Another example,' he saId 'Some years ago you had a very serIOUS delUSIOn
Indeed You beheved that three men, three one-tIme Party members named
Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford-men who were executed for treachery and
sabotage after makIng the fullest pOSSIble confeSSIOn-were not gUIlty of the
crimes they were charged wlth You beheved that you had seen unmIstakable
documentary eVIdence provIng that theIr confeSSIOns were false There was a
certaIn photograph about whIch you had a hallUCInatIOn You beheved that you
had actually held It In your hands It was a photograph somethIng hke thIS '
An oblong slIp of newspaper had appeared between O'BrIen's fingers For
perhaps five seconds It was WithIn the angle of WInston's VISIon It was a
photograph, and there was no questIOn of ItS IdentIty It was the photograph
It was another copy of the photograph of Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford at
the Party functIOn In New York, whIch he had chanced upon eleven years ago
and promptly destroyed For only an Instant It was before hIS eyes, then It was
out of SIght agaIn But he had seen It, unquestIOnably he had seen It' He made a
desperate, agoruzing effort to wrench the top half of hIS body free It was
11llpossible to move so much as a centimetre In any duection For the moment
he had even forgotten the dIal All he wanted was to hold the photograph In hiS
fingers agaIn, or at least to see It
'I t eXists" he CrIed
'No,' said O'BrIen
He stepped across the room There was a memory hole m the OppOSIte wall
O'BrIen hfted the gratIng Unseen, the fraIl sbp of paper was WhIrlIng away on
the current of warm aIr, It was vanlshmg In a flash of flame O'BrIen turned
away from the wall
'Ashes,' he saId 'Not even IdentIfiable ashes Dust It does not eXIst It
never eXisted '
'But It dId eXIst' It does eXIst' It eXIsts In memory I remember It You
remember It '
'I do not remember It,' SaId O'BrIen
Winston's heart sank That was doubletlunk He had a feehng of deadly
helpessness If he could have been certaIn that O'BrIen was lYIng, It would not
have seemed to matter But It was perfectly pOSSIble that O'Brien had really
forgotten the photograph And If so, then already he would have forgotten lus
demal of .rememberIng It; and forgotten the act of forgettmg How could one
be sure that It was sunply trIckery? Perhaps that lunaoc dlslocation In the mInd
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could really happen that was the thought that defeated hIm
O'BrIen was lookIng down at hIm speculatIvely More than ever he had the
aIr of a teacher takIng paIns WIth a wayward but pronllslng chIld
'There IS a Party slogan dealIng wIth the control of the past,' he saId 'Repeat
It, If you please'
, "Who controls the past controls the future who controls -the present
controls the past",' repeated WInston obedIently
, "Who controls the present controls the pase',' saId O'Bnen, noddIng hIS
head wIth slow approval 'Is It your opInIon, WInston, that the past has real
eXIstence?'
Agam the feelIng of helplessness descended upon WInston HIS eyes flItted
towards the dIal He not only dId not know whether 'yes' or 'no' was the
anSwer that would save hIm from paIn, he dId not even know WhICh answer he
beheved to be the true one
O'BrIen smIled faIntly 'You are no metaphYSIcIan, WInston,' he saId 'UntIl
thIS moment you had never consIdered what IS meant by eXIstence I WIll put It
more precIsely Does the past eXIst concretely, In space? Is there somewhere or
other a place, a world of solId objects, where the past IS stIll happenIng?'
'No'
'Then where does the past eXIst, If at alP'
'In records It IS wrItten down'
'In records And-?'
'In the mInd In human memorIes'
'In memory. Very well, then We, the Party, control all records, and we
control all memorIes Then we control the past, do we not';>'
'But how can you stop people rememberIng tlungs?' crIed WInston agaIn
momentarIly forgettIng the dIal 'It IS Involuntary It IS outsIde oneself How
can you control memory? You have not controlled mIne"
O'BrIen's manner grew stern agaIn He laId hIS hand on the dIal
'On the contrary/ he saId, 'you have not controlled It That IS what has
brought you here You are here because you have faIled m humIlIty, In selfchsciphne You would not make the act of submIssIon wluch IS the prIce of
sanIty You preferred to be a lunatIc, a mlnonty of one Only the chscIpllned
mmd can see realIty, WInston You beheve that realIty IS SOJll.etlnag obJectIve,
external, eXIStl.ng In Its own nght. You also belIeve that the nature of realIty IS
self-eVIdent When you delude yourself lOto thInkIng that you see somethIng,
you assume that everyone else sees the same thmg as you But I tell you,
WInston, that realIty IS not external Realtty exIsts In the human mInd, and
nowhere else Not m the IndIVIdual mInd, whIch can make mIstakes, and In any
case soon penshes. only In the mInd of the Party, WhICh IS collectIve and
unmortal Whatever the Party holds to be truth, zs truth It IS ImpossIble to see
teah't1 ~ceptby looktng through the eyes of the Party That IS the fact that you
hav-e ~d1t1;Q ~eleaitl., WInston. It needs an act of self-destructIon, an effort of the
WlU; Y,().'U.lllust humble yourself before you can become sane '
. He-paused for & few moments, as though to allow what he had been saymg to
~in
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'Do you remember,' he went on, 'wntmg m your dIary, "Freedom IS the
freedom to say that two plus two make four"?'
'Yes,' saId WInston
O'Bnen held up hIS left hand, Its back towards Wmston, wIth the thumb
hIdden and the four fingers extended
'How many fingers am I holdIng up, Wmston">'
'Four'
'And If the Party says that It IS not four but five-then how many"
'Four'
The word ended In a gasp of paIn The needle of the dIal had shot up to fiftyfive The sweat had sprung out all over Wmston's body The au tore Into hIS
lungs and Issued agam In deep groans WhICh even by clenchmg hIS teeth he
could not stop O'Bnen watched hJm, the four fingers sull extended He drew
back the lever ThIS tIme the paIn was only shghtly eased
'How many fingers, WInston?'
'Four '
The needle went up to Slxty
'How many fingers, Wlnston">'
'Four' Four' What else can I say? Four!'
The needle must have nsen agaIn, but he dId not look at It The heavy, stern
face and the four fingers filled hIS VISIon The fingers stood up before rus eyes
lIke pIllars, enormous, blurry, and seemIng to VIbrate, but unmIstakably four
'How many fingers, WInston">'
'Four' Stop It, stop It' How can you go on';l Four' Four"
'How many fingers, WInston?'
'FIve' FIve' FIveI'
'No,Wlnston, that IS no use You are lYing You stIll thmk there are four
How many fingers, please ';l'
'Four' FIve' Four' AnythIng you hke Only stop It, stop the pron"
Abruptly he was SIttIng up WIth O'BrIen's arm round hIs shoulders He had
perhaps lost conSClQusness for a few seconds The bonds that had held rus
body down were loosened He felt very cold, he was shaking uncontrollably,
hIS teeth were chattenng, the tears were rolhng down rus cheeks For a
moment he clung to O'Bnen lIke a baby, cUrlously comforted by the heavy arm
round hIS shoulders He had the feelIng that O'BrIen was hIS protector, that
the paIn was somethmg that carne from outsIde, from some other source, and
that It was O'BrIen who would save hIm from It
'You are a slow learner, WInston,' saId O'Bnen gently
'How can I help It?' he blubbered 'How can I help seemg what IS In front of
my eyes?' he blubbered 'How can I help seemg what IS In front of my eyes?
Two and two are four'
'SometImes, WInston SometImes they are five. Sometlmes they are three.
SometImes they are all of them at once You must try harder It IS not easy to
become sane'
He laId Winston down on the bed The grlp'ofrus hmbs tIghtened agaln, but
the pam had ebbed away and the trembhng had stopped, leaVIng hnn merely
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weak and cold O'B!len motlOned wIth hIS head to the man In the whIte coat,
who had stood unmoblle throughout the proceedIngs The man In the whIte
coat bent down and looked closely Into WInston's eyes, felt hIS pulse, laId an
ear agaInst hIS chest, tapped here and there, then he nodded to Q'B!len
'AgaIn,' Said O'B!len
The pam flowed Into WInston's body The needle must be at seventy,
seventy-five He had shut hIS eyes thIS tIme He knew that the fingers were StIll
there, and stIll four All that mattered was somehow to stay alIve untIl the
spasm was over He had ceased to notIce whether he was cryIng out or not The
paIn lessened agatn He opened hIS eyes O'B!len had drawn back the lever
'How many fingers, WInston?'
'Four I suppose there are four I would see five If I could I am tryIng to see
five'
'WhICh do you WIsh to persuade me that you see five, or really to see them?'
'Really to see them '
'AgaIn,' Said O'B!len
Perhaps the needle was at elghty-mnety WInston could not IntermIttently
remember why the paIn was happenIng BehInd hIS screwed-up eyelIds a forest
of fingers seemed to be mOVIng In a sort of dance, weaVIng In and out,
dIsappearmg behInd one another and reappearmg agam He was trYIng to
count them, he could not remember why He knew only that It was ImpOSSIble
to count them, and that thIS was somehow due to the myste!lous IdentIty
between five and four The pam dIed down agatn When he opened hIS eyes It
was to find that he was stIll seeIng the same thIng Innumerable fingers, lIke
mOVIng trees, were stIll streaullng past In eIther dIrectIon, crOSSIng and
recrOSSIng He shut hIS eyes agaIn
'How many fingers am I holdIng up, WInston';)'
'I don't know I don't know You WIll kIll me If you do that agaIn Four, five,
Six-tn all honesty I don't know ~
'Better,' saId O'B!len
A needle sbd Into WInston's arm Almost In the same Instant a blIssful,
healIng warmth spread all through hIS body The patn was already halfforgotten He opened hiS eyes and looked up gratefully at O'BrIen At SIght of
the heavy, hned faces, so ugly and so IntellIgent, hIS heart seemed to turn over
If he could have moved he would have stretched out a.. hand{~ ~ J.t on
O'B!len's arm He had never loved 1um so deeply l\$ at tbts 'm.0~t.r.".~t
merely because he had stopped the pam. Tl;lf;!' old feeling,. that at bottom It dId
not matter whether O'Brien was a frieu.d or an enemy, bad come back O'B!len
was a person who could be talked to Perlutps 03e dld not want to be loved so
much as to be understood~ O'Bnenbad tortmed hun to the edge oflunacy, and
m a lIttle whIle., it was certain,. he would send hIm to hIS death It made no
<UtfetetWe;r
$~ fleJil.$e ..,.$;at went deeper than friendshIp, they were
in~~:. ~~ f):1f Q~" although the actual words mIght never be
woken, 'tbefE! w~, aplace where they could meet and talk. O'Bnen was lookIng
~~~
m~~resslon whlch suggested that the same thought mtght
\'
a1lftd 'When he spoke It was In an easy) conversatIonal tone
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'Do you know where you are, WInston':>' he saId
'I don't know I can guess In the MInIstry of Love'
'Do you know how long you have been here':>'
'1 don't know Days, weeks, months-I thInk It IS months'
'And why do ¥ou ImagIne that we brIng people to thIS place';>'
'To make them confess '
'No that IS not the reason Try agam '
'To punIsh them '
'NaP exclaImed O'Brien HIS VOIce had changed extraordInarIly, and hIS
face had suddenly become both stern and ammated 'No' Not merely to extract
your confeSSIon, not to pumsh you Shall I tell you why we have brought you
here';> To cure you' To make you sane' WIll you understand, WInston, that no
one whom we bring to thIS place ever leaves our hands uncured':> We are not
Interested In those stupId CrImes that you have commItted The Party IS not
Interested In the overt act the thought IS all we care about We do not merely
destroy our enemIes, we change them. Do you understand what 1 mean by
that';)'
He was bendIng over WInston HIS face looked enormous because of Its
nearness, and hIdeously ugly because It was seen from below. Moreover It was
filled WIth a sort of exaltation, a lunatIc IntenSIty AgaIn WInston's heart
shrank If It had been possIble he would have cowered deeper mto the bed He
felt certaIn that O'BrIen was about to tWIst the dIal out of sheer wantonness At
thIS moment, however, O'BrIen turned away He took a pace or two up and
down Then he contInued less vehemently
'The first thIng for you to understand IS that In thIS place there are no
martyrdoms You have read of the relIgIOUS persecutIons of the past In the
MIddle Ages there was the InqUIsItIOn It was a faIlure It set out to eradIcate
heresy, and ended by perpetuatIng It For every heretIc It burned at the stake,
thousands of others rose up Why was that':> Because the InqUISItIOn killed ItS
enemIes In the open, and kIlled them whlle they were stIli unrepentant In fact,
It kIlled them because they were unrepentant Men were dYIng because they
would not abandon theIr true belIefs Naturally all the glory belonged to the
victIm and all the shame to the InqUISItor who burned hIm Later, In the
twentIeth century, there were the totabtarians, as they were called There were
the German Nazis and the RUSSIan Commumsts The RUSSIans persecuted
heresy more croelly than the InqUISITIOn had done. And they Imagmed that
they had learned from the mIstakes of the past, they knew, at any rate, that one
must not rna.kie martyrs Before they exposed theIr VIctlmS to publIc trIal, they
delIberately set themselves to destroy theIr digruty They wore them down by
torture and sohtude untIl they were despIcable, cnngUlg wretches, confessing
whatever was pUt Into thelt mouths, oovering themselves WIth abuse, accuslng
and sheltering behInd one another, whtmpenog for mercy And yet after only a
few-yeats tbe:same thing laad happened oV'eragall't. The dead men had become
martyrs and !kat( degradation was forgotten OnC!:e agaIn) why was it? In the
ftM Jp1a0'e1 \i)et1allSe~the- oonfesSlon~thatrthey had made were obVIously extorted
a1fl'd'~e';~~·.t,1d1!'XXI!tt~:.miSftkes 'Ei>ftSat :kind. All the confesSlons that are
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uttered here are true We make them true And above all we do not allow the
dead to rIse up agaInst us You must stop lmaglnlng that posterIty w1l1
VIndIcate you, WInston PosterIty w1l1 never hear of you You w1l1 be hfted
clean out from the stream of hIstory We shall turn you 1Oto gas and pour you
Into the stratosphere NothIng w1l1 remaIn of you, not a name In a regIster, not
a memory In a hVIng braIn You w1l1 be annIhIlated 10 the past as well as In the
future You W1ll never have eXIsted '
Then why bother to torture me"'> thought WInston, WIth a momentary
bItterness O'BrIen checked hIS step as though WInston had uttered the
thought aloud HIS large ugly face came nearer, WIth the eyes a httle narrowed
'You are tlunklng,' he saId, 'that SInce we Intend to destroy you utterly, so
that nothIng that you sayar do can make the smallest drfference-In that case,
why do we go to the trouble of InterrogatIng you first"'> That IS what you were
thInkIng, was It not"'>'
'Yes,' Said WInston
O'BrIen smlled shghtly 'You are a flaw In the pattern, WInston You are a
staIn that must be WIped out DId I not tell you Just now that we are dIfferent
from the persecutors of the past"'> We are not content WIth negatIve obedIence,
nor even WIth the most abject submISSIon When finally you surrender to us, It
must be of your own free WIll We do not destroy the heretIC because he reSIsts
us so long as he reSIsts us we never destroy hIm We convert hIm, we capture
hIS Inner mInd, we reshape hIm We burn all eVIl and all IllUSIOn out of hIm, we
brIng hIm over to our SIde, not In appearance, but genUInely, heart and soul
We make hIm one of ourselves before we kIll hlm It IS Intolerable to us that an
erroneous thought should eXIst anywhere In the world, however secret and
powerless It may be Even In the Instant of death we cannot permIt any
deVIatIOn In the old days the heretIC walked to the stake stIll a heretIC,
proclaImmg hIS heresy, exultIng In It Even the VIctIm of the RUSSIan purges
could carry rebelhon locked up In hIS skull as he walked down the passage
waltlng for the bullet But we make the brain perfect before we blow It out
The command of the old desponsms was "Thou shalt not" The command of
the totalItarIans was "Thou shalt" Our command IS "Thou art" No one
whom we brIng to thIS plaee ever stands out agaInst us Everyone IS washed
clean Even those three mIserable traItors In whose Innocence you oilce
beheved-Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford-In the end we broke them down I
took part In theIr Interrogatlon~myself I saw them gradually worn down,
whImpering, grovellIng, weeptng-aud In the end It was not WIth paIn or fear,
only WIth perutence. By the tIme we had1ullshed WIth them they were only the
shells of men There was nothIng left In them except sorrow for what they had
d-one, and love of BIg Brother 1 t was touchIng to see how they loved hIm
They begged to be shot qUIckly, so that they could dIe whlle theIr mInds were
still clean.)
His VQlce had grown almost.dreamy The exaltatIOn, the lunatlc enthUSIasm,
was sttl.l m hIS faee He IS not pretendIng, thought WInston, he IS not a
hYPoCI'lte; he beheves every word he says What most oppressed hIm was the
consCIousness of hIS own Intellectual lnferIorIty He watched the heavy yet
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graceful form strolhng to and fro, In and out of the range of hIS VIS10n O'BrIen
was a beIng 1n all ways larger than lumself There was no 1dea that he had ever
had, or could have, that O'BrIen had not long ago known, exam1Oed, and
rejected HIS mInd conta1.ned WInston's mInd But 10 that case how could It be
true that O'Brien was mad? It must be he, WInston, who was mad O'BrIen
halted and looked down at him HIS VOIce had grown stern agaIn
'Do not ImagIne that you WIll save yourself, W1Oston, however completely
you surrender to us No one who has once gone astray IS ever spared And even
If we chose to let you hve out the natural term of your hfe, stIll you would never
escape from us What happens to you here IS for ever Understand that In
advance We shall crush you down to the pOInt from WhICh there IS no comlOg
back ThIngs WIll happen to you from whIch you could not recover, If you hved
a thousand years Never agaIn WIll you be capable of ordInary human feelIng
EverythIng WIll be dead InSIde you, Never aga10 WIll you be capable of love, or
friendshIp, or JOY of hVIng, or laughter, or CUrIOSIty, or courage, or 10tegnty
You WIll be hollow We shall squeeze you empty, and then we shall fill you
WIth ourselves '
He paused and SIgned to the man In the whIte coat WInston was aware of
some heavy pIece of apparatus be10g pushed mto place behmd hIS head
O'Brien had sat down beSIde the bed, so that hIS face was almost on a level WIth
WInston~s

'Three thousand,' he Said, speaking over W1Oston's head to the man In the
whIte coat
Two soft pads, whIch felt slIghtly mOIst, clamped themselves aga10st
WInston's temples He quaIled There was pam comIng, a new kInd of paIn
O'BrIen laid a hand reassurIngly, almost kIndly, on hIs
'ThIS tune It WIll not hurt,' he saId 'Keep your eyes fixed on nune '
At thIS moment there was a devastatmg explosIon, or what seemed lIke an
explOSiOn, though It was not cert8.ln whether there was any nOIse There was
undoubtedly a bhndIng flash of lIght WInston was not hurt, only prostrated
Although he had already been lYIng on hIS back when the dung happened, he
had a CUrIOUS feehng that he had been knocked Into that pOSItIOn A terrIfic,
pamless blow had flattened hun out Also somethmg had happened InSIde hIS
head As hIS eyes regaIned theIr focus he remembered who he was, and where
he was, and recognIzed the face that was gazmg mto hIs own, but somewhere or
other there was a large patch of emptIness, as though a pIece had been taken
out of hIS brain
'It WIll not last,' said O'BrIen 'Look me m the eyes. What country IS
Oceama.at war Wlth?'
WInston thought He knew what was meant by Oceama and that he hunself
was a Clnzen of OceanIa lie also remembered EuraSIa and Eastasla,. but who
was at war With whom he dId not know In fact he had not been aware that
there was any war.
'I don't remember.'
'OceaIlJa is at war WIth Eastasla Do you remember that now?;

'Yes'
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'OceanIa has always been at war wIth Eastasia SInce the begInmng of your
lIfe, SInce the begInnIng of the Party, SInce the begmnlng of hIstory, the war
has continued wIthout a break, always the same war Do you remember that';)'
'Yes'
'Eleven years ago you created a legend about three men who had been
condemned to death for treachery You pretended that you had a pIece of
paper whIch proved them Innocent No such pIece of paper ever eXIsted You
Invented It, and later you grew to beheve In It You remember now the very
moment at whIch you first Invented It Do you remember that?'
'Yes'
'Just now I held up the fingers of my hand to you You saw five fingers Do
you remember that?'
'Yes'
O'BrIen held up the fingers of his left hand, with the thumb concealed
'There are five fingers there Do you see five fingers';)'
'Yes'
And he did see them, for a fleeting Instant, before the scenery of hIS mind
changed He saw five fingers, and there was no deformIty Then everythIng
was normal agaIn, and the old fear, the hatred, and the bewIlderment came
crowding back again But th-ere had been a moment-he dId not know how
long, thIrty seconds, perhaps-of lumInous certaInty) when each new
suggestIOn of O'Bnen's had filled up a patch of emptiness and become absolute
truth, and when two and two could have been three as easIly as five, If that were
what was needed It had faded out before O'BrIen had dropped hiS hand, but
though he could not recapture It, he could remember It, as one remembers a
VIVId experIence at some remote perIOd of one's hfe when one was In effect a
dIfferent person
'You see now,' saId O'BrIen 'that It IS at any rate possible'
'Yes,' saId WInston
O'BrIen stood up WIth a satIsfied air Over to hIS left WInston saw the man In
the wlnte coat break an ampoule and draw back the plunger of a synnge
Q'Bnen turned to WInston WIth a smIle' In almost the old manner he resettled
hIS spectacles on hiS nose
'Do you remember wrItIng In your dIary,' he said, 'that Lt did not matter
whether I was a fnend or an enemy) SInce I was at least a person who
understood you and could be talked to';) You were right I enJoy talkIng to you
Your Inlnd appeals to me It resembles my own mind except that you happen
to be Insane Before we brIng the seSSlOn to an end you can ask me a few
questIons, If you choose'
'Any quesnon I hke?'
'AnYtlu,ng) He saw that WInston's eyes were upon the dial 'It IS SWItched
oft. What 1"8 yoUt first question?'
'What have you done WIth Juha">' saId Winston
O'Brien smiled again 'She betrayed you, Winston Immedlately1l.tlre$ervedly I have seldom seen anyone come over to us so promptly You
would hardly recOgnIze her If you saw her All her rebellIousness, her deceit,
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her folly, her dirty-mindedness-everythIng has been burned out of her It was
a perfect converSlOn, a textbook case '
'You tortured her';)'
O'BrIen left thIS unanswered 'Next questIon,' he saId
'Does BIg Brother eXIst';)'
'Of course he eXIsts The Party eXIsts BIg Brother IS the embodIment of the
Party'
'Does he eXIst In the same way as 1 eXIst';)'
'You do not eXIst,' saId O'BrIen
Once agrun the sense of helplessness assaIled hun He knew, or he could
ImagIne, the arguments WhICh proved hIS own non-eXIstence, but they were
nonsense, they were only a play on words Did not the statement, 'You do not
eXIst', contaIn a logIcal absurdIty';) But what use was It to say so';) HIS mmd
shrIvelled as he thought of the unanswerable, mad arguments WIth whIch
O'BrIen would demolIsh hIm
'1 thInk 1 eXIst,' he saId wearIly 'I am conscIOUS of my own Identity I was
born and 1 shall dIe "I have arms and legs 1 occupy a partIcular pomt In space
No other solId obJect can occupy the same pOInt simultaneously In that sense,
does Big Brother eXIst';)'
'It IS of no Importance He eXIsts'
'WIll BIg Brother ever dIe';)'
'Of course not How could he dIe';) Next questIon'
'Does the Brotherhood eXIst';>'
'That, WInston, you wIll never know If we choose to set you free when we
have firushed WIth you, and If you bve to be runety years old, stIll you Will
never learn whether the answer to that questlOn IS Yes or No As long as you
lIve It wIll be an unsolved rIddle In your mInd '
WInston lay sIlent HIS breast rose and fell a lIttle faster He stIll had not
asked the questIon that had come Into rus mInd the first He had got to ask It,
and yet It was as though hIS tongue would not utter It There was a trace of
amusement In O'BrIen's face Even hIS spectacles seemed to wear an Irorucal
gleam He knows, thought WInston suddenly, he knows what I am gOIng to
ask' At the thought the words burst out of hIm
'What IS In Room 101'>'
The expreSSIOn on O'BrIen's face dId not change He answered drIly
'You know what IS In Room 101, WInston Everyone knows what IS In Room
'101 '

He raIsed a finger to the man In the whIte coat EVIdently the seSSIOn was at
an end A needle Jerked Into WInston's arm He sank almost lDstantly Into deep
sleep

3
'There are three stages In your reintegratIOn,' saId O'BrIen 'There IS learnIng,
there IS understanding, and there IS acceptance It IS tIme for you to enter upon
the second stage '
As always, WInston was lYIng flat on hIS back But of late hIS bonds were
looser They stIll held hIm to the bed, but he could move hIS knees a lIttle and
could turn rus head from SIde to SIde and raIse hIS arms from the elbow The
dIal, also, had grown to be less of a terror He could evade ItS pangs If he was
qUIck-witted enough It was chIefly when he showed stupIdIty that O'BrIen
pulled the lever SometImes they got through a whole sessIOn WIthout use of
the dIal He could not remember how many seSSIOns there had been The
whole process seemed to stretch out over a long, Indefinite tIme-weeks,
pOSSIbly-and the Intervals between the sessIOns mIght sometImes have been
days, sometlIDes only an hour or two
'As you he there,' said O'BrIen, 'you have often wondered-you have even
asked me-why the MInIstry of Love should expend so much tune and trouble
on you And when you were free you were puzzled by what was essentIally the
same questIOn You could grasp the mechanICS of the SOCIety you hved In, but
not ItS underlYIng motives Do you remember wrIting m your dIary, "I
understand how I do not understand why"? It was when you thought about
"why" that you doubted your own saruty You have read the book, GoldsteIn's
book, or parts of It, at least DId It tell you anythmg that you dId not know
already?'
'You have read 11';>' saId Wmston
'I wrote It That IS to say, I collaborated In WrItIng It No book IS produced
IndIvidually, as you know '
'Is It true, what It says?'
'A deSCrIptIOn, yes The programme It sets forth IS nonsense The secret
accumulation of knowledge-a gradual spread of enhghtenment-ultlmately a
proletarian rebellIon-the overthrow of the Party You foresaw yourself that
that was what It would say It IS all nonsense The proletarIans Will never
revolt~ not In a thousand years or a m11hon They cannot I do not have to tell
you the reason you know 1t already. If you have ever cherIshed any dreams of
violent insurrection, you must abandon them There IS no way In which the
p~ can be overthrown The rule of the Party IS for ever Make that the
staTting-pOlnt of your thoughts '
He'came closer to the bed ~For ever" he repeated 'And now let us get back
I
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to the questIon of "how" and "why" You understand well enough how the
Party maIntaIns Itself 10 power Now tell me why we clIng to power What IS
our motIve"> Why should we want power",) Go on, speak,' he added as WInston
remaIned sIlent
Nevertheless WInston dId not speak for another moment or two A feelIng of
wearIness had overwhelmed hIm The famt, mad gleam of enthUSIasm had
come back Into O'BrIen's face He knew In advance what O'BrIen would say
That the Party dId not seek power for Its own ends, but only for the good of the
majorIty That It sought power because men 10 the mass were fraIl cowardly
creatures who could not endure hberty or face the truth, and must be ruled
over and systematIcally deceIved by others who were stronger than
themselves That the chOIce for mankInd lay between freedom and hapPIness,
and that, for the great bulk of mankInd, happIness was better That the Party
was the eternal guardIan of the weak, a dedIcated sect dOIng evIl that good
mIght come, SaCrIfiCIng Its own happIness to that of others The terrIble thmg,
thought WInston, the terrIble thIng was that when O'BrIen sald thIS he would
beheve It You could see It In hIS face O'BrIen knew everythmg A thousand
tImes better than WInston he knew what the world was really hke, m what
degradatIon the mas.s of human bemgs hved and by what hes and barbarItIes
the Party kept them there He had understood It all, weIghed It all, and It made
no dIfference all was JustIfied by the ultImate purpose What can you do,
thought WInston, agamst the lunatIC who IS more IntellIgent than yourself,
who gIves your arguments a faIr hearIng and then SImply perSIsts In hIS lunacy",)
'You are rulIng over us for our own good,' he saId feebly 'You beheve that
human beIngs are not fit to govern themselves, and therefore-'
He started and almost CrIed out A pang of pam had shot through hIS body
O'BrIen had pushed the lever of the dIal up to thIrty-five
'That was stupId, Wmston, stupId" he saId 'You should know better than
to say a thIng lIke that'
He pulled the lever back and contInued.
'Now I WIll tell you the answer to my questIon It IS thIs The Party seeks
power entIrely for Its own sake. We are not mterested In the good of others, we
are Interested solely In power Not wealth or luxury or long hfe or hapPIness
only power, pure power What pure power means you WIll understand
presently We are dIfferent from all the olIgarclnes of the past, In that we know
what we are dOlng All the others) even those who resembled ourselves, were
cowards and hypocrItes The German NaZIS and the RUSSIan Commumsts
came very close to us In theIr methods, but they never had the courage to
recogmze therr own motIves They pretended, perhaps they even belIeved,
that they had seIzed power unwIllIngly and for a limIted tlme, and that Just
round the corner there lay a paradise where human beIngs would be free and
equal We are not lIke that We know that no one ever seiZes power WIth the
IntentIOn of rehnqUlshIng It Power IS not a means, It is an end. One does not
establIsh a ruct-atorsrup In ordet to safeguard a revolutIon, one makes the
revolutIon In OJ:de:r to estabhsh the dlctatorship. The object of persecutIon IS
persecutIon The object of toFtUre 18 torture The object of power 1$ power
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Now do you begIn to understand me";>'
WInston was struck, as he had been struck before, by the tIredness of
O'BrIen's face It was strong and fleshy and brutal, It was full of Intelhgence
and a sort of controlled passIOn before whIch he felt hImself helpless but It was
tIred There were pouches under the eyes, the skIn sagged from the
cheekbones O'BrIen leaned over hIm, delIberately brIngIng the worn face
nearer
'You are thInkIng,' he saId, 'that my face IS old and tIred You are thInkIng
that I talk of power, and yet I am not even able to prevent the decay of my own
body Can you not understand, WInston, that the IndIVIdual IS only a celP The
wearIness of the cell IS the VIgour of the organIsm Do you dIe when you cut
your fingernaIls";>'
He turned away from the bed and began strolhng up and down agaIn, one
hand In hIS pocket
'We are the prIests of power,' he saId 'God IS power But at present power IS
only a word so far as you are concerned It IS tIme for you to gather some Idea of
what power means The first thIng you must realIze IS that power IS collectIve
The Invldidual only has power In so far as he ceases to be an IndIVIdual You
know the Party slogan "Freedom IS Slavery" Has It ever occurred to you that
It IS reverSIble";> Slavery IS freedom Alone-free -the human beIng IS always
defeated It must be so, because every human beIng IS doomed to dIe, WhICh IS
the greatest of all faIlures But If he can make complete, utter submISSIOn, If he
can escape from hIS IdentIty, If he can merge himself In the Party so that he zs
the Party, then he IS all-powerful and Immortal The second thIng for you to
realIze IS that power IS power over human beIngs Over the body-but, above
all, over the mInd Power over matter-external realIty, as you would call It-IS
not Important Already our control over matter IS absolute '
For a moment WInston Ignored the dIal He made a VIolent effort to raIse
hunself Into a SIttIng pOSItIOn, and merely succeeded In wrenchIng hIS body
pamfully
'But how can you control matter";>' he burst out 'You don't even control the
clImate or the law of graVIty And there are dIsease, paIn, death-'
O'BrIen sIlenced hIm by a movement of hIs hand 'We control matter
because we control the mInd RealIty IS inSIde the skull You WIll learn by
degrees, Wmston There IS nothIng that we could not do InvIsIbIlIty,
levitatIOn-anythIng I could float off thIS floor lIke a soap bubble If I WIsh to I
do not WIsh to, because the Party does not WIsh It You must get rId of those
nmeteenth-century Ideas about the laws of Nature We make the laws of
Nature.'
~But y{)U do not' You are not even masters of this planet What about EuraSIa
and Eastasla? You have not conquered them yet'
~Ununportant. We shall conquer them when It SUlts US And If we dId not,
what diffel"etlCe would It make';> We can shut them out of eXIstence OceanIa IS

the world.'

..

, <BUt the world itself IS only a speck of dust And man IS tIny....helpless' How
lmi,ghas he been In eXIstence? For 1ll1lhons of years the earth was umnhablted '
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'Nonsense The earth IS as old as we are, no older How could It be older">
NothIng eXIsts except through human conscIOusness'
'But the rocks are full of the bones of extmct ammals-mammoths and
mastodons and enormous reptIles WhICh lIved here long before man was ever
heard of'
'Have you ever seen those bones, WInston"> Of course not Nmeteenthcentury bIOlogIsts Invented them Before man there was nothmg After man, If
he could come to an end, there would be nothmg OutSIde man there IS
nothmg'
'But the whole umverse IS outSIde us Look at the stars' Some of them are a
mIllIon lIght-years away They are out of our reach for ever'
'What are the stars">' saId O'BrIen IndIfferently 'They are bIts of fire a few
kIlometres away We could reach them If we wanted to Or we could blot them
out The earth IS the centre of the UnIverse The sun and the stars go round It '
Wmston made another convulsIve movement ThIS tIme he dId not say
anythIng O'BrIen contmued as though answermg a spoken obJectlOn
'For certaIn purposes, of course, that IS not true When we navIgate the
ocean, or when we predIct an eclIpse, we often find It convement to assume that
the earth goes round the sun and that the stars are mIllIons upon IDilhons of
kIlometres away But what of It"> Do you suppose It IS beyond us to produce a
dual system of astronomy"> The stars can be near or dIstant, accordmg as we
need them Do you suppose our mathematIcIans are unequal to that"> Have you
forgotten doublethmk">'
Wmston shrank back upon the bed Whatever he saId, the sWIft answer
crushed hIm hke a bludgeon And yet he knew, he knew, that he was In the
rIght The belIef that nothIng eXIsts outSIde your own mmd-surely there must
be some way of demonstratIng that It was false"> Had It not been exposed
long ago as a fallacy"> There was even a name for It, WhIch he had forgotten
A famt smIle tWItched the corners of O'BrIen)s mouth as he looked down at
hIm
'1 told you, WInston,' he saId, 'that metaphysIcS IS not your strong pomt
The word you are trymg to thInk of IS SolIpSIsm. But you are mIstaken ThIS IS
not SolIpSIsm CollectIve SolIpSIsm, If you lIke But that IS a dIfferent thIng 10
fact, the OpPOSIte thIng All thIS IS a dIgresSIOn,' he added m a dIfferent tone
'The real power, the power we have to fight for mght and day, IS not power
over thIngs, but over men ' He paused, and for a moment assumed agaIn hIS aIr
of a schoolmaster questIonmg a promISIng pupIl 'How does one man assert rus
power over another, Wmston?'
WInston thought 'By makIng rum suffer,' he saId
'Exactly. By makIng hun suffer ObedIence IS not enough Unless he IS
sufferIng, how can you be sure that he IS obeYing your Will and not hiS own?
Power 18 in Infhctlng pam and humlliatlon. Power IS m tearlllg human minds to
p;Leces and puttIng them together agam In new shapes of your own ChOOSIng.
Do you begIn to see, then, what kmd of w.()r1d we are creatlng~ It IS the exact
opposite of the s.tupId hedonistIc Utopias that the old reformers unagrned A
world of fear and treachery and torment, a world of tramplIng and bemg
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trampled upon, a world whIch wIll grow not less but ma? e mercIless as It refines
Itself Progress In our world wlll be progress towards more paIn The old
CIVIlIzatIons claImed that they were founded on love or JustIce Ours IS founded
upon hatred In our world there wIll be no emotIOns except fear, rage,
trIumph, and self-abasement EverythIng else we shall destroy-everythIng
Already we are breaking down the habIts of thought WhICh have surVIved from
before the RevolutIon We have cut the hnks between chIld and parent, and
between man and man, and between man and woman No one dares trust a
WIfe or a chlld or a fnend any longer But In the future there wIll be no WIves
and no frIends ChIldren wIll be taken from their mothers at bIrth, as one takes
eggs from a hen The sex InstInct wIll be eradIcated ProcreatIOn wIll be an
annual formalIty hke the renewal of a ratIon card We shall abolIsh the orgasm
Our neurologIsts are at work upon It now There wIll be no loyalty, except
loyalty towards the Party There w1ll be no love, except the love of BIg
Brother There wIll be no laughter, except the laugh of tnumph over a
defeated enemy There WIll be no art, no lIterature, no SC1ence When we are
ommpotent we shall have no more need of SCIence There wIll be no dIstInCtIOn
between beauty and uglIness There wIll be no CUrIOSIty, no enjoyment of the
process of hfe All competIng pleasures WIll be destroyed But always-do not
forget thIS, WInston-always there WIll be the mtoxICatlOn of power, constantly
IncreaSIng and constantly grOWIng subtler Always, at every moment, there
wIll be the thrIll of v1ctory, the sensatIon of tramplIng on an enemy who 1S
helpless If you want a pIcture of the future, Imagine a boot stampIng on a
human fac..e-for ever'
He paused as though he expected WInston to speak WInston had tned to
shrInk back Into the surface of the bed agaIn He could not say anythIng Hls
heart seemed to be frozen O'BrIen went on
'And remember that It IS for ever The face w1l1 always be there to be
stamped upon The heretiC, the enemy of society, w1l1 always be there, so that
he can be defeated and humilIated over again Everything that you have
undergone Slnce you have been In our hands-all that wIll contInue, and worse
The espIOnage, the betrayals, the arrests, the tortures, the executIons, the
dIsappearances Will never cease It W1ll be a world of terror as much as a world
of trlUmph The more the Party IS powerful, the less It WIll be tolerant the
weaker the OPPOSItIon, the tIghter the despotIsm. GoldsteIn and hIS hereSlef,
Will live for ever. Every day, at every moment, they WIll be defeated,
dlscredlted, rIdiculed, spat upon-and yet they wIll always survIve ThIS drama
that I have played out WIth you dUrIng seven years wdl be played out over and
over agatn, generatIOn after generatlOn, always In subtler forms Always we
shall have the heretlc here at our mercy, screaming WIth paIn., broken up,
conteJll.ptlble-aad in the end utterly perutent, saved from hImself, crawlIng to
our f~l ofbJ.:s .own accord. That IS the world that we are preparIng, WInston A
w,oJ!kL.QJf~ after victory, trlwnph after triumph after trIumph an endless
~SJ.n,g, preSSIng, pressIng upon the nerve of power You are begInning, I can
~ t<>.~ze what that world wIll be hke But ill the end you Will do more than
U'P~taud J-t. You wIll accept It, welcome It, become part of It.'

Nzneteen Ezghty-Four
Winston had recovered hlInself suffiCIently to speak 'You can'tI' he saId
weakly
'What do you mean by that remark, Winston';>'
'You could not create such a world as you have Just descrtbed It IS a dream
It IS ImpOSSIble)
'Why';>'
'It IS ImpOSSIble to found a clvlhzatlOn on fear and hatred and cruelty It
would never endure'
'Why not';>'
'It would have no vItahty It would dISIntegrate It would commIt SUICIde'
'Nonsense You are under the ImpreSSIon that hatred IS more exhaustIng
than love Why should It be';> And If It were, what dIfference would that make';>
Suppose that we choose to wear ourselves out faster Suppose that we qUIcken
the tempo of human hfe tIll men are sentle at thIrty StIll what dIfference would
It make';> Can you not understand that the death of the IndIVIdual IS not death?
The Party IS Immortal '
As usual, the VOIce had battered WInston Into helplessness Moreover he
was In dread that If he perSIsted In hIS dIsagreement O'Brten would tWISt the
dIal agaIn And yet he could not keep sIlent Feebly, WIthout arguments, WIth
nothIng to support hIm except hIS InartIculate horror of what O'Bnen had
saId, he returned to the attack
'I don't know- I don't care Somehow you wIll faIl Something WIll defeat
you LIfe WIll defeat you '
'We control hfe, WInston, at all ItS levels You are Imaglmng that there IS
somethIng called human nature WhICh WIll be outraged by what we do and WIll
turn agaInst us But we create human nature Men are Infimtely malleable Or
perhaps you have returned to your old Idea that the proletanans or the slaves
WIll arIse and overthrow us Put It out of your mmd They are helpless, hke the
anImals HumanIty IS the Party The others are outsIde-Irrelevant'
'I don't care In the end they WIll beat you Sooner or later they WIll see you
for what you are, and then they wIll tear you to pIeces '
'Do you see any eVIdence that that IS happemng';) Or any reason why It
should?'
'No I beheve it I know that you WIll fat! There IS somethmg In the
universe-I don't know, some SPIrIt, some prmcIple-that you WIll never
overcome'
'Do you belIeve In God, WInston';)'
'No'
'Then what IS It, thIS prInCiple that wlll defeat us">'
'I don't know The splnt of Man'
'And do you conSider yourself a man';)'
'Yes.'
'If you are a man, WInston, you are the last man Your kInd IS extlnct, we are
the InherItors Do you understand that you are alone"> You are outSIde hIStOry,
you are nQn...exI8tent' HIS manner changed and he saId more harshly 'And
you con~uder yourself morally superIOr to us, Wlth our hes and our cruelty"
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'Yes, I consIder myself supenor '
Two other vOIces were speakIng After a moment
Wlnston recognized one of them as hIS own It was a sound-track of the
conversatlOn he had had WIth O'BrIen, on the mght when he had enrolled
hImself In the Brotherhood He heard hImself promIsIng to he, to steal, to
forge, to murder, to encourage drug-takIng and prostitutlOn, to dIssemInate
venereal dIseases, to throw VitrIol In a chIld's face O'Bnen made a small
Impatlent gesture, as though to say that the demonstratIon was hardly worth
makIng Then he turned a sWltch and the vOIce~ stopped
'Get up from that bed,' he saId
The bonds had loosened themselves \Vlnston lowered hImself to the floor
and stood up unsteadIly
'You are the last man,' satd O'BrIen 'You are the guardIan of the human
SPIrtt You shall see yourself as you are Take off your clothes '
Wlnston undld the bIt of stnng that held hIS overalls together The ZIP
fastener had long SInce been wrenched out of them He could not remember
whether at any tune SInce hiS arrest he had taken off all hIS clothes at one tIme
Beneath the overalls hIS body was looped WIth filthy yellOWIsh rags, Just
recogruzable as the remnants ofunderc1othes As he slId them to the ground he
saw that there was a three-Sided mIrror at the far end of the room He
approached It, then stopped short An Involuntary cry had broken out of hIm
'Go on,' saId O'BrIen 'Stand between the WIngs of the mirror You shall see
the slde VIew as well '
He had stopped because he was fnghtened A bowed, grey-coloured,
skeleton-hke thlng was comIng towards hIm Its actual appearance was
frightenIng, and not merely the fact that he knew It to be hImself He moved
closer to the glass. The creature's face seemed to be protruded, because of Its
bent carnage A forlorn, JaIlbIrd's face WIth a nobby forehead running back
Into a bald scalp, a crooked nose, and battered-lookIng cheekbones above
whIch the eyes were fierce and watchful The cheeks were seamed, the mouth
had a drawn-In look CertaInly It was hIs own face, but It seemed to him that It
had changed more than he had changed InSide The emotIons It registered
would be dIfferent from the ones he felt He had gone partIally bald For the
first moment he had thought that he had gone grey as well, but It was only the
scalp that was grey. Except for hIs hands and a Circle of hiS face, hIS body was
grey all over WIth anCIent, Ingratned dIrt. Here and there under the dirt there
were the red scars of wounds, and near the ankle the varIcose ulcer was an
Inflamed mass WIth flakes of skIn peelIng off It But the truly fnghtenlng thing
was the emaciatIon ofms body The barrel of the nbs was as narrow as that of a
skeleton the legs had shrunk so that the knees were thicker than the thighs. He
saw now what O'Brien had meant about seeIng the SIde view The curvature of
the splne was astonishIng The thIn shoulders were hunched forward so as to
make: a cavity of the chest, the scraggy neck seemed to be bendIng double
1lI1det the weight of the skull At a guess he would have said that It was the
body of a man of SIXty, suffering from some malIgnant disease
<You have thought sometlIl1es,' saId O'Bnen, 'that my face-the face of a

o 'BrIen dId not speak
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member of the Inner Party-looks old and worn What do you thmk of your
own face';>'
He seIzed WInston's shoulder and spun hIm round so that he was facmg
hIm
'Look at the condItIOn you are In" he saId 'Look at thIS filthy grIme all over
your body Look at the dIrt between your toes Look at that dlsgustmg runmng
sore on your leg Do you know that you stInk lIke a goat';> Probably you have
ceased to notIce It Look at your emaCIatIOn Do you see,;> I can make my thumb
and forefinger meet round your bIcep I could snap your neck lIke a carrot Do
you know that you have lost twenty-five kIlograms smce you have been In our
hands';> Even your haIr IS comIng out In handfuls Look P He plucked at
WInston's head and brought away a tuft of haIr 'Open your mouth NIne, ten,
eleven teeth left How many had you when you came to us,;> And the few you
have left are droppmg out of your head Look here"
He seIzed one of WInston's remalmng front teeth between hIS powerful
thumb and forefinger A tWInge of paIn shot through WInston's Jaw O'BrIen
had wrenched the loose tooth out by the roots He tossed It across the cell
'You are rottIng away,' he saId, 'you are fallIng to pIeces What are you? A
bag of filth Now turn round and look Into that mIrror agaIn Do you see that
thIng faCIng you7(I.hat IS the last man If you are human, that IS humamty
Now put your clothes on agaIn)
WInston began to dress hImself WIth slow suff movements UntIl now he
had not seemed to notIce how thm and weak he was Only one thought stIrred
In hIS mInd that he must have been In thIs place longer than he had ImagIned
Then suddenly as he fixed the mIserable rags round hImself a feelIng of PIty for
hIS rUIned body overcame hIm Before he knew what he was domg he had
collapsed on to a small stool that stood beSIde the bed and burst Into tears He
was aware of hIS uglmess, hIS gracelessness, a bundle of bones In filthy
underclothes SIttIng weepIng In the harsh whIte lIght but he could not stop
lumself O'Bnen laId a hand on hIS shoulder, almost kIndly
'It wIll not last for ever,' he saId 'You can escape from It whenever you
choose EverythIng depends on yourself'
'You dId It" sobbed Wmston 'You reduced me to thIS state'
'No, WInston, you reduced yourself to It ThIS IS what you accepted when
you set yourself up agaInst the Party It was all contaIned m that first act
Nothmg has happened that you dId not foresee'
He paused, and then went on
'We have beaten you, Wmston We have broken you up You have seen what
your body IS hke Your mInd IS In the same state I do not thInk there can be
much prIde left In you You have been kIcked and flogged and insulted, you
have screamed WIth paIn, you have rolled on the floor in your own blood and
vomIt You have whImpered for mercy, you have betrayed everybody and
everythIng Can you thInk of a SIngle degradatIon that has not happened to
you?'
WInston had stopped weepIng, though the tears were snll oozing out of his
eyes He looked up at O'BrIen
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'I have not betrayed Juha,' he saId
O'Brien looked down at hIm thoughtfully 'No,' he saId, 'no, that 18 perfectly
true You have not betrayed Juha '
The pecuhar reverence for O'BrIen, whIch nothIng seemed able to destroy,
flooded WInston's heart agaIn How Intelhgent, he thought, how Intelhgent l
Never dId O'BrIen fall to understand what was saId to hIm Anyone else on
earth would have answered promptly that he had betrayed JuIta For what was
there that they had not ~clewed out of hIm under the torture';) He had told them
everythmg he knew about her, her habIts, her character, her past hfe, he had
confessed In the most trIvIal detaIl everythIng that had happened at theIr
meetIngs, all that he had saId to her and she to hIm, theIr black-market meals,
theIr adulteries, theIr vague plottlngs agaInst the Party-everythIng And yet,
In the sense In whIch he Intended the word, he had not betrayed her He had
not stopped lOVIng her) hIS feelIng towards her had remaIned the same
O'Brten had seen what he meant WIthout the need for explanatIOn
'Tell me,' he saId, 'how soon WIll they shoot me';)'
'It mIght be a long tIme,' saId O'Bnen 'You are a dIfficult case But don't
gIve up hope Everyone IS cured sooner or later In the end we shall shoot you'

4
He was much better He was grOWIng fatter and stronger every day, If It was
proper to speak of days
The whIte lIght and the hummIng sound were the same as ever, but the cell
was a bttle more comfortable than the others he had been In There was a
plllow and a mattress on the plank bed, and a stool to SIt on They had gIven
hIm a bath, and they allowed hIm to wash hImself faIrly frequently In a tIn
baSIn They even gave hIm warm water to wash WIth They had gIven hIm new
underclothes and a clean SUIt of overalls They had dressed hIS varIcose ulcer
With soothIng OIntment They had pulled out the remnants of hIS teeth and
given rum a new set of dentures
Weeks or months must have passed It would have been pOSSIble now to
keep count of the passage of tune, If he had felt any Interest In dOIng so, SInce
he was beIng fed at what appeared to be regular Intervals He was gettIng, he
Judged, three meals In the twenty-four hours, sometImes he wondered dImly
whetJler be was getting them by night or by day The food was surprIsIngly
&Q.O<ij w~ meat at every thIrd meal Once there was even a packet of Clgarettes
~~jl~~Q :w.atches~ but the never-speakIng guard wha brought hIS food would
give. hUn it light. The first tIme he toed to smoke It made hIm Sick, but he
t~~, a;nd spun the packet out for a long tIme, smokmg half a Cigarette
.aft.- 'taQQ.lllcsl
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They had gIven hIm a whIte slate wIth a stump of pencIl ned to the corner
At first he made no use of It Even when he was awake he was completely
torpId Often he would he from one meal to the next almost wIthout stlrrmg,
sometImes asleep, sometImes wakmg Into vague reverIes In whIch It was too
much trouble to open hIS eyes He had long grown used to sleepmg wIth a
strong hght on hIS face It seemed to make no dIfference, except that one's
dreams were lnore coherent He dreamed a great deal all through thIS tIme, and
they were always happy dreams He was m the Golden Country, or he was
SIttIng among enormous glOrIOUS, sunht rums, WIth hIS mother, WIth Juha,
WIth O'BrIen-not dOIng anythIng, merely SIttIng m the sun, talkIng of peaceful
thIngs Such thoughts as he had when he was awake were mostly about hIS
dreams He seemed to have lost the power of Intellectual effort, now that the
stImulus of paIn had been removed He was not bored, he had no deSIre for
conversatIOn or dIstractIon Merely to be alone, not to be beaten or questlOned,
to have enough to eat, and to be clean all over, was completely satlsfymg
By degrees he came to spend less tIme In sleep, but he stIll felt no Impulse to
get off the bed All he cared for was to he qUIet and feel the strength gathermg
In hIS body He would finger hImself here and there, trymg to make sure that It
was not an IllUSIOn that hIS muscles were grOWIng rounder and hIS skm tauter
FInally It was estabhshed beyond a doubt that he was grOWIng fatter, hIS thIghS
were now definItely thIcker than hIS knees After that, reluctantly at first, he
began exerCISIng hImself regularly In a httle whIle he could walk three
kIlometres, measured by paCIng the cell, and hIS bowed shoulders were
grOWIng straighter He attempted more elaborate exerCIses, and was
astorushed and humIlIated to find what thIngs he could not do He could not
move out of a walk, he could not hold hIS stool out at arm's length, he could not
stand on one leg WIthout falhng over He squatted down on hiS heels, and
found that WIth agoOlzmg paIns In thigh and calf he could Just hft hImself to a
standmg positton He lay fiat on hIS belly and trIed to hft hiS welght by hIS
hands It was hopeless, he could not raIse hImself a centlmetre But after a few
more days-a few more meal-nmes-even that feat was accomplIshed A time
came when he could do It SIX times running He began to grow actually proud
of hiS body, and to cherIsh an IntermIttent belIef that hIS face also was growmg
back to normal Only when he chanced to put hiS hand on hIS bald scalp dId he
remember the seamed, rumed face that had looked back at him out of the
mIrror
HIS mInd grew more actIve He sat down on the plank bed, hIS back against
the wall and the slate on hIS knees, and set to work delIberately at the task of reeducating hImself
He had capitulated, that was agreed In realIty, as he saw now, he had been
ready to capItulate long before he had taken the deCISion From the moment
when he was InSIde the MIOlstry of Love-and yes, even dunng those mInutes
when he and Juha had stood helpless while the Iron VOice from the telescreen
told them what to do-he had grasped the frlvohty, the shallowness of hIS
attempt to set hunself up agaInst the power of the Party He knew now that for
seven years the Thought Police had watched hun lIke a beetle under a
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magmfymg glass There was no physIcal act, no word spoken aloud, that they
had not notIced, no traIn of thought that they had not been able to Infer Even
the speck of whItIsh dust on the cover of hIS dIary they had carefully replaced
They had played sound-tracks to him, shown him photographs Some of them
He could not fight
were photographs of J uha and hImself Yes, even
agamst the Party any longer BeSIdes, the Party was In the rIght It must be so
how could the Immortal, collectIve brain be mistaken';) By what external
standard could you check Its Judgments';) Samty was statistical It was merely a
question of learning to thInk as they thought Only-I
The pencIl felt thIck and awkward In hiS fingers He began to WrIte down the
thoughts that came Into hiS head He wrote first In large clumsy capitals
FREEDOM IS SLAVERY

Then almost Without a pause he wrote beneath It
TWO AND TWO MAKE FIVE

But then there came a sort of check HIS mInd, as though shYIng away from
somethIng, seemed unable to concentrate He knew that he knew what came
next, but for the moment he could not recall It When he dId recall It, It was
only by conscIOusly reasonIng out what It must be It dId not come of Its own
accord He wroteGOD IS POWER

He accepted everythIng The past was alterable The past never had been
altered OceanIa was at war WIth Eastasla Oceania had always been at war WIth
Eastasla Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford were guilty ofthecnmes they were
charged With He had never seen the photograph that disproved theIr guIlt It
had never eXlsted, he had Invented It He remembered remembering contrary
things, but those were false memones, products of self-deception How easy It
all wast Only surrender, and everything else followed It was lIke sWllnming
agamst a current that swept you backwards however hard you struggled, and
then suddenly deCiding to turn round and go With the current Instead of
oppOSIng It. N othJ.ng had changed except your own attItude the predestIned
thing happened in any case. He hardly knew why he had ever rebelled
EverythIng was easy, except-!
Anytlung could be true. The so-called laws of Nature were nonsense The
law a£ graVlty was nonsense ~If I WIshed,,' O'BrIen had saId, 'I could float off
1his floor lib a soap bubble.' WInston worked It out 'If he thznks he floats off
~Jloor,_a1illCh{ I smlultaneously thznk'I see hIm do It, then the thing happens'
~~). like a lump of submerged wreckage breakIng the surface of water,
,,*,~t burst Into hIS nllnd 'It doesn't really happen We ImagIne It It IS
W1Udnation.' He pushed the thought under Instantly The fallacy was
Q\}.0'Qs. It presupposed that somewhere or other, outSide oneself, there was a
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'real' world where 'real' things happened But how could there be such a
world:> What knowledge have we of anythmg, save through our own mInds~
All happenIngs are In the mInd Whatever happens In all mInds, truly happens
He had no dIfficulty In dIsposmg of the fallacy, and he was In no danger of
succumbIng to It He realIzed, nevertheless, that It ought never to have
occurred to hIm The mmd should develop a blInd spot whenever a dangerous
thought presented Itself The process should be automatIc, InStInctIve
Crzmestop, they called It In Newspeak
He set to work to exerCIse htmself m cnmestop He presented hImself WIth
propositIOns-'the Party says the earth IS flat', 'the Party says that Ice IS heaVIer
than water' -and traIned hImself In not seeIng or not understandIng the
arguments that contradicted them It was not easy It needed great powers of
reasonIng and ImprovISatIon The arIthmetIcal problems raIsed, for Instance,
by such a statement as 'two and two make five' were beyond hIS Intellectual
grasp It needed also a sort of athletICism of mInd, and abIlIty at one moment to
make the most delIcate use of lOgiC and at the next to be unconscIOUS of the
crudest lOgical errors StupIdIty was as necessary as IntellIgence, and as
dIfficult to attaIn
All the whIle, WIth one part of hIS m1Od, he wondered how soon they would
shoot hIm 'EverythIng depends on yourself,' O'BrIen had saId, but he knew
that there was no conscIous act by whIch he could bnng It nearer It mIght be
ten mInutes hence, or ten years They mIght keep hIm for years 10 solttary
confinement, they mIght send bun to a labour-camp, they mIght release him
for a whIle, as they sometImes did It was perfectly pOSSIble that before he was
shot the whole drama of lus arrest and mterrogatlOn would be enacted all over
agaIn The one certain thIng was that death never came at an expected
moment The traditIOn-the unspoken tradItIOn somehow you knew It, though
you never heard It said-was that they shot you from behmd- always In the back
of the head, WIthout warning, as you walked down a corrIdor from cell to cell
One day-but 'one day' was not the rIght expreSSIOn, Just as probably It was
In the mlddle of the mght: once-he fell into a strange, blIssful reverIe He was
walkIng down the corrIdor, wmtmg for the bullet He knew that It was commg
In another moment Everything was settled, smoothed out, reconcIled There
were no more doubts, no more arguments, no more paIn, no more fear HIS
body was healthy and strong He walked easlly, WIth a ,oy of movement and
WIth a feelmg of walkmg In sunlight He was not any longer In the narrow
whIte corrIdors In the MInistry of Love, he was m the enormous sunllt
passage, a kIlometre WIde, down which he had seemed to walk In the delinum
Induced by drugs He was m the Golden Country, follOWing the foot-track
across the old rabbit-cropped pasture He could feel the short sprmgy turf
under his feet and the gentle sunshIne on his face At the edge of the field were
the em trees., famtly starnng" and somewhere beyond that was the stream
where the dace lay in'the green pools under the willows_
Suddenly he started up vrith a shoclt of horror The .sweat broke out on lus
backbone He lta,d."lleltfdltimsdlf'ery al'oud:
'JuliaJ,}uha1 JlU._'tnYIQVeMJJdia!~ ,
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For a moment he had had an overwhelmIng hallucmatIOn of her presence
She had seemed to be not merely wIth hIm, but lnslde hlm It was as though
she had got Into the texture of hIS sklO In that moment he had loved her fa.r
more than he had ever done when they were together and free Also he knew
that somewhere or other she was stIll alIve and needed hls help
He lay back on the bed and tned to compose hImself What had he done?
How many years had he added to hIS servItude by that moment of weakness?
In another moment he would hear the tramp of boots outsIde They could
not let such an outburst go unpunIshed They would know now, If they had not
known before, that he was breakIng the agreement he had made wlth them He
obeyed the Party, but he stIll hated the Party In the old days he had hIdden a
heretIcal mInd beneath an appearance of conformIty Now he had retreated a
step further In the mInd he had surrendered, but he had hoped to keep the
Inner heart InVIolate He knew that he was In the wrong, but he preferred to be
In the wrong They would understand that-O'BrIen would understand It It
was all confessed In that sIngle foolIsh cry
He would have to start all over agam It mIght take years He ran a hand over
hls face, trYIng to famlharIze hlmself WIth the ne~ shape There were deep
furrows In the cheeks, the cheekbones felt sharp, the nose flattened BesIdes,
Slnce last seeIng hlmself In the glass he had been gIven a complete new set of
teeth It was not easy to preserve InscrutabIlIty when you dId not know what
your face looked hke In any case, mere control of the features was not enough
For the first tIme he perceIved that If you want to keep a secret you must also
hlde It from yourself You must know all the whIle that It IS there, but untIl It IS
needed you must never let It emerge lOto your conscIOusness In any shape that
could be glven a name From now onwards he must not only thInk nght, he
must feel rIght, dream rIght And all the whIle he must keep hIS hatred locked
up InSIde hIm lIke a ball of matter whIch was part of hImself and yet
unconnected WIth the rest of hIm, a kInd of cyst
One day they would deCIde to shoot him You could not tell when It would
happen, but a few seconds beforehand It should be possIble to guess It was
always from behInd, walkIng down a corndor Ten seconds would be enough
In that tune the world InSIde hIm could turn over And then suddenly, WIthout
a word uttered, WIthout a check In hIS step, WIthout the changmg of a hne In hIS
face-suddenly the camouflage would be down and bangl would go the
battenes of hIS hatred Hatred would fill hIm lIke an enormous roarIng flame
And almost In the same Instant bang l would go the bullet, too late, or too early
They would have blown hIS braIn to pIeces before they could reclaun It The
heretIcal thought would be unpunIshed, unrepented, out of theIr reach for
ever They would have blown a hole In theIr own perfectIOn To dIe hatIng
them, that was freedom.
He shut hIS eyes. It was more dIfficult than acceptmg an lotellectual
disciphne. It was a question of degradIng hImself) mutllatlng hImself He had
got to plunge into the filthIest of filth What was the most horrIble, sickenmg
thing of all? He thought of BIg Brother The enormous face (because of
constantly seeIng It on posters he always thought of It as beIng a metre WIde),
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with Its heavy black moustache and the eyes that followed you to and fro,
seemed to float Into hiS mind of Its own accord What were hIS true feehngs
towards Big Brother)
There was a heavy tramp of boots In the passage The steel door swung open
With a clang O'Bnen walked Into the cell BehInd hlffi were the waxen-faced
officer and the black-uruformed guards
'Get up,' said O'BrIen 'Come here'
Winston stood opposite hIm O'Bnen took WInston's shoulders between rus
strong hands and looked at hIm closely
'You have had thoughts of deceIving me,' he said 'That was stupid Stand
up straighter Look me In the face'
He paused, and went on In a gentler tone
'You are ImprOvIng Intellectually there IS very httle wrong With you It IS
only emotIOnally that you have fatled to make progress Tell me, WInston-and
remember, no lIes you know that) am always able to detect a he-tell me, what
are your true feehngs towards BIg Brother)'
'I hate hlffi '
'You hate him Good Then the tune has come for you to take the last step
You must love Big Brother It IS not enough to obey him you must love hIm'
He released Winston WIth a httle push towards the guards
'Room 101,' he saId

5
At each stage of hIS Imprisonment he had known, or seemed to know,
whereabouts he was In the WIndowless buIldmg PossIbly there were sbght
dIfferences In the aIr pressure The cells where the guards had beaten rum were
below ground level The room where he had been mterrogated by O'Bnen was
hIgh up near the roof. Tins place was many metres underground, as deep down
as It was possIble to go
It was bIgger than most of the cells he had been m But he hardly notIced hIS
surroundIngs All he notIced was that there were two small tables straIght In
front of hIm, each covered With green baIze One was only a metre or two from
hIm, the other was farther away, near the door He was strapped upnght 10 a
chaIr, so tIghtly that he could move nothing, not even his head. A sort of pad
gnpped lus head from bebmd, forcmg rum to look stratght In front of lum.
For a moment he was alone, then the door opened and O'Bnen came In.
'You asked me once,' Sald O'BrIen, ~what was In Room 101. ftold you that
you knew the answer already~ Everyone knows It. The tlung that IS m Room
101 IS the worst 1;h;ing m the world'
The door opened again. A,:gna;f!d came in, carrying something made of Wll'e"
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a box or basket of some kInd He set It down on the further table Because of
the positlOn In whIch O'Brien was standIng, WInston could not see what the
thing was
'The worst thing In the world,' said O'Bnen, 'vanes from IndIVIdual to
InciIvidual It may be bunal alIve, or death by fire, or by drowmng, or by
unpalement, or fifty other deaths There are cases where It IS some qUIte trIVIal
thIng, not even fatal '
He had moved a httle to one SIde, so that WInston had a better VIew of the
thIng on the table It was an oblong wire cage WIth a handle on top for carrYIng
It by FIxed to the front of It was somethIng that looked lIke a fenCIng mask,
WIth the concave SIde outwards Although It was three or four metres away
from hIm, he could see that the cage was dIVIded lengthways Into two
compartments, and that there was some kInd of creature 10 each They were
rats
'In your case,' saId O'Bnen, 'the worst th10g In the world happened to be
rats'
A sort of premonItory tremor, a fear of he was not certaIn what, had passed
through W1Oston as soon as he caught hIS first glImpse of the cage But at thIS
moment the meanIng of the mask-lIke attachment In front of It suddenly sank
1Oto hIm HIS bowels seemed to turn to water
'You can't do that" he CrIed out In a hIgh cracked VOIce 'You couldn't, you
couldn't' It's ImpossIble'
'Do you remember,' said O'Bnen, 'the moment ofpamc that used to occur
In your dreams? There was a wall of blackness In front of you, and a roar1Og
sound In your ears There was somethIng ternble on the other SIde of the wall
You knew that you knew what It was, but you dared not drag It Into the open It
was the rats that were on the other Side of the wall '
'O'BrIen" said WInston, makIng an effort to control hIS VOIce 'You know
thIS IS not necessary What IS 1t that you want me to do?'
O'BrIen made no dIrect answer When he spoke It was In the
schoolmasterIsh manner that he sometImes affected He looked thoughtfully
lUto the dIstance, as though he were addreSSing an audience somewhere beh10d
Winston's hack
'By Itself,' he SaId, 'paIn IS not always enough There are occaSlOns when a
human bemg WIll stand out against paIn, even to the pOInt of death But for
everyone there IS something unendurable-somethIng that cannot he
contemplated Courage and cowardIce are not Involved If you are falhng from
a height It IS not cowardly to clutch at a rope If you have corne up from deep
water It 18 not cowardly to fill your lungs WIth aIr It IS merely an InstInct whIch
cannot be destroyed It IS the same WIth the rats For you, they are
unendurable. They are a form of pressure that you cannot WIthstand, even If
you Wlshed to You wlll do what IS reqUIred of you '
'But what IS It, what IS It? How can I do It If I don't know what It IS)'
O'Bnen plcked up the cage and brought It across to the nearer table He set It
down carefully on the baIze cloth W1Oston could hear the blood SInging In hIS
eJma. He had the feelIng of sIttmg In utter lonelIness He was m the mtddle of a
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great empty plaIn, a flat desert drenched wIth sunlIght, across whIch all sounds
came to hIm out of Immense dIstances Yet the cage wIth the rats was not two
metres away from hIm They were enormous rats They were at the age when a
rat's muzzle grows blunt and fierce and hIS fur brown mstead of grey
'The rat,' saId O'Bnen, stIll addreSSIng hIS 10Vlsible audIence, 'although a
rodent, IS carnIvorous You are aware of that You WIll have heard of the thmgs
that happen In the poor quarters of thIS town In some streets a woman dare
not leave her baby alone m the house, even for five mInutes The rats are
certaIn to attack It WIthIn qUIte a small tIme they WIll strIP It to the bones
They also attack SIck or dYIng people They show astomshing mtellIgence In
knOWIng when a human beIng IS helpless '
There was an outburst of squeals from the cage It seemed to reach W mston
from far away The rats were fightIng, they were trYIng to get at each other
through the partItIOn He heard also a deep groan of desp81r That, too, seemed
to come from outSIde hImself
O'BrIen pIcked up the cage, and, as he dId so, pressed somethIng 10 It There
was a sharp clIck WInston made a frantIC effort to tear hImself loose from the
chaIr It was hopeless, every part of hIm, even Ius head, was held Immovably
O'BrIen moved the cage nearer It was less than a metre from Wmston's face
'1 have pressed the first lever,' saId O'Bnen 'You understand the
constructIOn of thIS cage The mask WIll fit over your head, leavmg no eXIt
When I press thIS other lever, the door of the cage WIll slIde up These starvmg
brutes WIll shoot out of It hke bullets Have you ever seen a rat leap through the
aIr';) They WIll leap on to your face and bore straIght Into It SometImes they
attack the eyes first SometImes they burrow through the cheeks and devour
the tongue'
The cage was nearer, It was clOSIng In WInston heard a succeSSIOn of shrIll
CrIes WhICh appeared to be occurrIng In the aIr above hIS head But he fought
fUrIously agaInst hIS panIC To thInk, to thmk, even WIth a spItt second left-to
thInk was the only hope Suddenly the foul musty odour of the bru.tes struck hIS
nostrIls There was a VIOlent convulslOn of nausea InSIde hIm, and he almost
lost conSCIOusness. EverythIng had gone black For an Instant he was Insane, a
screamIng anImal Yet he came out of the blackness clutchIng an Idea There
was one and only one way to save hImself He must Interpose another human
beIng, the body of another human beIng, between lumself and the rats
The CIrcle of the mask was large enough now to shut out the VlSlon of
anythIng else The WIre door was a couple of hand-spans from hIS face The
rats knew what was commg now One of them was leapIng up and down, the
other, an old scaly grandfather of the sewers, stood up; WIth the other hIS plllk
hands agaInst the bars; and fiercely smffed the aIr Wlllston could see the
whIskers and the yellow teeth Agam the black panIC took hold of hIm He was
blInd, helpless, mIndless
'It was a common punIshment 10 ImperIal China/ sald O'Bnen as
dIdactically as ever
The mQsk was c10SlIig on hiS face The WIre brushed hls cheek. And
then-no, it was not relief, -only hope) a tiny fragment of hope Too late,
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perhaps too late But he had suddenly understood that In the whole world
there was Just one person to whom he could transfer his punIshment-one body
that he could thrust between hImself and the rats And he was shoutmg
frantIcally, over and over
'Do It to JulIa' Do It to JulIa' Not me' JulIa I don't care what you do to her
Tear her face off, strIP her to the bones Not me' JulIa' Not mel'
He was fallIng backwards, Into enormous depths, away from the rats He
was stIll strapped In the chaIr, but he had fallen through the floor, through the
walls of the buIldIng, through the earth, through the oceans, through the
atmosphere, mto outer space, Into the gulfs between the stars-always away,
away, away from the rats He was lIght-years dIstant, but O'BrIen was st111
standmg at rus SIde There was stIll the cold touch of a WIre agaInst hIS cheek
But through the darkness that enveloped hun he heard another metallIc clIck,
and knew that the cage door had clIcked shut and not open

6
The Chestnut Tree was almost empty A ray of sunlIght slantIng through a
WIndow fell yellow on dusty table-tops It was the lonely hour of fifteen A
tInny mUSIC trIckled from the telescreens
WInston sat In hIS usual corner, gazIng Into an empty glass Now and agaIn
he glanced up at a vast face whIch eyed hIm from the OpPOSIte wall BIG
BROTHER IS WATCHING YOU, the captIon saId UnbIdden, a walter came and filled
hIS glass up WIth VIctory GIn, shaking Into It a few drops from another bottle
WIth a qUIll through the cork It was saccharIne flavoured Wlth cloves, the
spec1ahty of the cafe
WInston was lIstenIng to the telescreen At present only musIc was comIng
out of It, but there was a POSSI blhty that at any moment there mIght be a specIal
bulletm from the MInIstry of Peace The news from the AfrIcan front was
c:hsquletmg 10 the extreme On and offhe had been worrymg about It all day A
EuraSIan army (OceanIa was at war WIth EuraSIa. OceanIa had always been at
war WIth EuraSIa) was mOVIng southward at terrIfYIng speed The mIdday
bulletln had not mentIoned any defirute area, but It was probable that already
the mouth of the Congo was a battlefield BrazzavIlle and Leopoldville were In
danger One dId not have to look at the map to see what It meant It was not
merely a quesoon of losing Central AfrIca. for the first tlIDe m the whole war)
the temtory of Oceania Itself was menaced
, A viOlen.t emotlQn, not fear exactly but a sort of undifferentIated eXCItement,
flared up In hun, then faded agaIn He stopped thmking about the war~ In these
'd$!Ys- hf4 eQwd never fix hIS mInd on anyone subJect for more than a few
m;o~ntS at a tIme. He pIcked up rus glass and dratned It at a gulp. As always,
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the gIn made hIm shudder and even retch shghtly The stuff was horrIble The
cloves and sacchanne, themselves dISgustIng enough In theIr SIckly way, could
not dlsguise the fiat Olly smell, and what was worst of all was that the smell of
gIn, WhIch dwelt WIth hIm nIght and day, was mextncably mIxed up In hIS
mInd WIth the smell of thoseHe never named them, even In hIS thoughts, and so far as It was possIble he
never vIsuahzed them They were somethmg that he was half-aware of,
hoverIng close to hIS face, a smell that clung to hIS nostrIls As the gm rose In
hIm he belched through purple hps He had grown fatter SInce they released
hIm, and had regaIned hIS old colour-mdeed, more than regaIned It HIS
features had thIckened, the skIn on nose and cheekbones was coarsely red, even
the bald scalp was too deep a pInk A walter, agam unbIdden, brought the
chessboard and the current Issue of The T'lmes, WIth the page turned down at
the chess problem Then, seemg that Wmston's glass was empty, he brought
the gIn bottle and filled It There was no need to gIve orders They knew hIS
habIts The chessboard was always WaItIng for hIm, hIS corner table was always
reserved, even when the place was full he had It to hImself, SInce nobody cared
to be seen SIttIng too close to hIm He never even bothered to count hIs drInks
At Irregular Intervals they presented hIm WIth a dIrty sbp of paper WhICh they
saId was the bIll, but he had the ImpreSSIOn that they always undercharged
hIm It would have made no dIfference If It had been the other way about He
had always plenty of money nowadays He even had a Job, a smecure, more
hIghly paId than hIS old Job had been
The mUSIC from the telescreen stopped and a VOIce took over W mston
raIsed hIS head to hsten No bulletm from the front, however It was merely a
brIef announcement from the MInIstry of Plenty In the precedmg quarter, It
appeared, the Tenth Three-Year Plan's quota for bootlaces had been overfulfilled by 98 per cent
He examIned the chess problem and set out the pIeces It was a tl1cky
endIng, InvolVIng a couple of kmghts 'WhIte to play and mate In two moves'
WInston looked up at the portraIt of BIg Brother WhIte always mates, he
thought WIth a sort of cloudy mystICIsm Always, WIthout exceptIOn, It IS so
arranged In no chess problem SInce the begmmng of the world has black ever
won DId It not symbolIze the eternal, unvarymg trIUmph of Good over EVIP
The huge face gazed back at hIm, full of calm power WhIte always mates
The VOIce from the telescreen paused and added m a dIfferent and much
graver tone 'Y ou are warned to stand by for an Important announcement at
fifteen-thIrty FIfteen-thIrty I ThIS IS news of the hIghest Importance Take
care not to mISS It Flfteen-thutyl' The tmklIng mUSIC struck Up agam
WInston's heart stIrred That was the bullettn from the front; mstmet told
hIm that It was bad news that was commg All day, WIth lIttle spurts of
excitment, the thought of a smashIng defeat In Afnca had been 10 and out oflus
mlnd He seemed actuaI1y to see the EuraSIan army swarmmg across the neverbroken frontler and pOUrIng down loto the tIP of Mnca hke a oolumn of ants
Why had It not been pOSSIble to outflank them>1u some way? The outhne of the
West Afncan coast stood out VIvidly 1n his tmllld. He pIcked up the whIte
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knIght and moved It across the board There was the proper spot Even whIle
he saw the black horde racIng southward he saw another force, mysterlOusly
assembled, suddenly planted In theIr rear, cuttIng theIr commUnICatlOns by
land and sea He felt that by wllhng It he was brIngIng that other force mto
eXIstence But It was necessary to act qUIckly If they could get control of the
whole of Mrlca, If they had aIrfields and submarIne bases at the Cape, It would
cut OceanIa In two It mIght mean anythIng defeat, breakdown, the redlvlsIOn
of the world, the destructIOn of the Party' He drew a deep breath An
extraordInary medley of feelIng-but It was not a medley, exactly, rather It was
succeSSIve layers of feelIng, In WhIch one could not say WhICh layer was
undermost-struggled InSIde hIm
The spasm passed He put the whIte knIght back In Its place, but for the
moment he could not settle down to serIOUS study of the chess problem HIS
thoughts wandered agaIn Almost unconscIously he traced WIth hIS finger In
the dust on the table

'They can't get InSIde you,' she had saId But they could get InSIde you
'What happens to you here Is/or ever,' O'BrIen had saId That was a true word
There were thIngs, your own acts, from whIch you could not recover
SomethIng was kIlled In your breast burnt out, cauterIzed out.
Re had seen her, he had even spoken to her There was no danger In It He
knew as though InstInctIvely that they now took almost no Interest In hIS
dOIngs He could have arranged to meet her a second !lme If eIther of them had
wanted to Actually It was by chance that they had met It was In the Park, on a
vlle, bltlng day In March, when the earth was hke tron and all the grass seemed
dead and there was not a bud anywhere except a few crocuses WhICh had
pushed themselves up to be dIsmembered by the wmd He was hurrYIng along
with frozen hands and waterIng eyes when he saw her not ten metres away
from hIm It struck hIm at once that she had changed In some Ill-defined way
They almost passed one another WIthout a SIgn, then he turned and followed
her, not very eagerly He knew that there was no danger, nobody would take
any Interest In them She dld not speak She walked oblIquely away across the
grass as though trYIng to get rId of hIm, then seemed to reSIgn herself to haVIng
hun at her SIde Presently they were In among a clump of ragged leafless
shrubs, useless eIther for concealment or as protectIOn from the Wlnd They
halted It was VIlely cold The WInd whIstled through the tWIgS and fretted the
OCcaSIOnal) dirty-ioolong crocuses He put hIs arm round her WaIst
There was no telescreen, but there must be hIdden rmcrophones besIdes,
tlrey could be seen It dId not matter, nothIng mattered They could have lmn
dQwn on the ground and done that If they had wanted to HIS flesh froze WIth
horroit at: the thought of 1t She made no response whatever to the c1a~p of hIS
ann, she did not even try to dIsengage herself He knew now what had changed
loItber:. BeT face was sallower, and there was a long scar, partly hldden by the
h*;,I acrOSS' her forehead and temple, but th~t was not the ch.atlg~. It was that
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her waIst had grown thIcker, and, m a surprIsmg way, had stIffened He
remembered how once, after the exploslOn of a rocket bomb, he had helped to
drag a corpse out of some rums, and had been astonIshed not only by the
IncredIble weIght of the thIng, but by Its rIgIdIty and awkwardness to handle,
WhICh made It seem more lIke stone than flesh Her body felt lIke that It
occurred to hIm that the texture of her skm would be qUIte dIfferent from what
It had once been
He dId not attempt to kISS her, nor dId they speak As they walked back
across the grass she looked dIrectly at hun for the first tIme It was only a
momentary glance, full of contempt and dIslIke He wondered whether It was a
dIslIke that came purely out of the past or whether It was mspIred also by hIS
bloated face and the water that the wmd kept squeezmg from hIS eyes They sat
down on two Iron chaIrs, SIde by SIde but not too close together He saw that
she was about to speak She moved her clumsy shoe a few centImetres and
deliberately crushed a tWIg Her feet seemed to have grown broader, he
notIced
'I betrayed you,' she saId baldly
'I betrayed you,' he saId
She gave hIm another qUIck look of dIslIke
'SometImes,' she saId, 'they threaten you wIth somethlng-somethmg you
can't stand up to, can't even thmk about And then you say, "Don't do It to me,
do It to somebody else, do It to So-and-so" And perhaps you mIght pretend,
afterwards, that It was only a trIck and that you Just saId It to make them stop
and dIdn't really mean It But that Isn't true At the tIme when It happens you
do mean It You thInk there's no other way of saVIng yourself, and you're qUIte
ready to save yourself that way You want It to happen to the other person You
don't gIve a damn what they suffer All you care about IS yourself'
'All you care about IS yourself,' he echoed
'And after that, you don't feel the same towards the other person any
longer'
'No,' he saId, 'you don't feel the sattle '
There dld not seem to be anythIng more to say The WInd plastered then
thIn overalls agaInst theIr bodIes Almost at once It became embarrassmg to SIt
there In sIlence besIdes, It was too cold to keep stIll She saId somethmg about
catchIng her Tube and stood up to go
'We must meet agam,' he saId
'Yes,; she saId, 'we must meet agam '
He followed Irresolutely for a lIttle dIstance, half a pace behInd her They
dId not speak agaIn She dId not actually try to shake hIm off, but walked at Just
such a BReed as to prevent hIS keepIng abreast of her He had made up hIS mm.d
that he would accompany her as far as the Tube statIon, but suddenly thIS
process oftraihng along ll1 the cold seemed pOIntless and unbearable He~
overwh~lmed by a des1t'e not so much to get away from JulIa as to get back to
the Chestnut Tree Cafe): WhICh had never seemed so attractIve ~s at th1s
moment B:e had a ,mootsJ,glc V1S.JOn of bJ;s cornet table., Wlth the newspaper aJ.'ld
the caesaboarciaJ;lci rke, eydowing 8'lP. Abpve all, It would be W~ m th~
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The next moment, not altogether by accident} he allowed himself to become
separated from her by a small knot of people He made a half-hearted attempt
to catch up, then slowed down, turned, and made off In the opposite dIrectIOn
When he had gone fifty metres he looked back The street was not crowded,
but already he could not distinguish her Anyone of a dozen hurrYing figures
might have been hers Perhaps her thickened, stiffened body was no longer
recognIzable from behind
'At the time when It happens,' she had said, 'you do mean It ' He had meant
It He had not merely said It, he had Wished It He had WIshed that she and not
he should be delIvered over to theSomething changed In the musIc that trIckled from the telescreen A cracked
and Jeenng note, a yellow note, came Into 1t And then-perhaps 1t was not
happemng, perhaps It was only a memory tak1ng on the semblance of sound-a
VOIce was SInging
'Under the spreadlOg chestnut tree
I sold you and you sold me-'

The tears welled up In hIS eyes A paSSIng walter notlced that hIS glass was
empty and came back WIth the gIn bottle
He took up h1s glass and snIffed at It The stuff grew not less but more
horrIble WIth every mouthful he drank But It had become the element he
swam 1n It was hIS hfe, hIS death, and hIS resurrectlOn It was gIn that sank
hIm Into stupor every nIght, and gm that revlved hIm every morning When he
woke, seldom before eleven hundred, w1th gummed-up eyehds and fiery
mouth and a back that seemed to be broken, It would have been ImpOSSible
even to rlse from the hOrlzontal1f It had not been for the bottle and teacup
placed bes1de the bed overnIght Through the mIdday hours he sat WIth glazed
face, the bottle handy, hstenlng to the telescreen From fifteen to clOSIng-tIme
he was a fixture In the Chestnut Tree Noone cared what he d1d any longer, no
whIstle woke rum, no telescreen admonlshed hIm OccaslOnally, perhaps tWice
a week, he went to a dusty, forgotten-Iook1ng office In the MInlstry of Truth
and dId a httle work, or what was called work He had been appOInted to a subcomm1ttee of a sub-commttee whlCh had sprouted from one of the
Innumerable commlttees deahng WIth m1nor dIfficult1es that arose In the
comptlatlOn of the Eleventh EdItIon of the Newspeak DIctIonary. They were
engaged 1n prodUCIng somethIng called an InterIm Report, but what 1t was that
they were reportlng on he had never definItely found out It was somethIng to
do WIth the questIon of whether commas should be placed InSIde brackets, or
outSIde, There were fOllr others on the committee, all ofthern persons sImllar
to hunself There were days when they assembled and then promptly
dispersed agatn, frankly admIttIng to one another that there was not really
aoytll1ng to be done But there were other days when they settled down to theIr
work almost eagerly, makIng a tremendous show of enterIng up theIr mInutes
and mutIng long memoranda whIch were never finIshed-when the argument
as to what they were supposedly arguIng about grew extraordlnanly Involved
auQ. abstruse, With subtle hagghngs over defin1tIons, enormous dIgresSIOns,
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quarrels-threats, even, to appeal to hIgher authorIty And then suddenly the
hfe would go out of them and they would SIt round the table lookIng at one
another wIth extmct eyes, lIke ghosts fadmg at cock-crow
The telescreen was sIlent for a moment WInston raIsed hIS head agmn The
bulletIn I But no, they were merely changmg the mUSIC He had the map of
Afnca behInd hIS eyelIds The movement of the armIes was a dIagram a black
arrow tearmg vertIcally southward, and a whIte arrow tearmg hOrIzontally
eastward, across the tall of the first As though for reassurance he looked up at
the Imperturbable face In the portraIt Was It conceIvable that the second
arrow dId not even eXIst?
HIS Interest flagged agam He drank another mouthful of gm, pIcked up the
whIte kmght and made a tentatIve move Check But It was eVIdently not the
rIght move, becauseUncalled, a memory floated Into hIS mInd He saw a candle-lIt room wIth a
vast whlte-counterpaned bed, and hImself, a boy of nme or ten, sIttmg on the
floor, shakmg a dIce-box, and laughlOg excItedly HIS mother was sIttmg
OppOSIte hIm and also laughIng
It must have been about a month before she dIsappeared It was a moment of
reconclhatlOn, when the nagglOg hunger m hIS belly was forgotten and hIS
earher aifectlOn for her had temporarIly revIved He remembered the day well,
a peltIng, drenchIng day when the water streamed down the wmdow-pane and
the 11ght Indoors was too dull to read by The boredom of the two chIldren In
the dark, cramped bedroom became unbearable Wmston whlOed and
grIZzled, made futIle demands for food, fretted about the room pullmg
everythIng out of place and kIckIng the wamscotlng untIl the neIghbours
banged on the wall, whIle the younger chIld walled IntermIttently In the end
hIS mother had saId, 'Now be good, and I'll buy you a toy A lovely toy-you'll
love It' , and then she had gone out 10 the ram, to a lIttle general shop whlCh was
stIll sporadIcally open near by~ and came back WIth a cardboard box contalOmg
an outfit of Snakes and Ladders He could stIll remember the smell of the
damp cardboard It was a mIserable outfit The board was cracked and the tmy
wooden dIce were so Ill-cut that they would hardly he on theIr SIdes WInston
looked at the thIng sulkIly and WIthout Interest But then hIS mother 11t a pIece
of candle and they sat down on the floor to play Soon he was wIldly eXCIted
and shoutIng WIth laughter as the tIddlywInks clImbed hopefully up the
ladders and then came shtherlng down the snakes agrun, almost to the stardngpOInt They played eIght games, WInning four each HIS tIny Sister, too young
to understand what the game was about, had sat propped up agamst a bolster,
laughing because the others were laughIng For a whole afternoon they had all
been happy together, as In lus earlIer chIldhood
He pushed the pIcture out of hIS mInd It was a false memory- He was
troubled by false memorIes occasIonally. They dId not matter so long as oll;e
knew them for what they were Some things had happened, others had not
happened He turned back to the chessboard and pIcked up the white krnght
agaIn. Almost m the same lOstant 1t dropped on to the board WIth a clatter. He
had stapted as though a PU1 had run moo hun
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A shnll trumpet call had pierced the aIr It was the bulletin' VIctory' It
always meant VIctory when a trumpet call preceded the news A sort of electnc
thrIll ran through the cafe Even the walters had started and prIcked up theIr
ears
The trumpet call had let loose an enormous volume of nOlse Already an
excIted VOIce was gabblIng from the te1escreen, but even as It started It was
almost drowned by a roar of cheerIng from outsIde The news had run round
the streets lIke magIC He could hear Just enough of what was ISSUIng from the
telescreen to realIze that It had all happened as he had foreseen a vast seaborne
armada secretly assembled, a sudden blow In the enemy's rear, the whIte arrow
tearIng across the tall of the black Fragments of trIumphant phrases pushed
themselves through the dIn 'Vast strategIC manceuvre-perfect coordInatIon-utter rout-half a mIllIon prIsoners-complete demorahzatlOncontrol of the whole of Afnca-bnng the war WIthIn measurable dIstance of ItS
end-vlctory- greatest VIctory In human hIstorY-VIctory, VIctory, VIctory"
Under the table WInston's feet made convulSIVe movements He had not
stIrred from hIS seat, but In hIS mInd he was runnIng, SWIftly runnIng, he was
WIth the crowds outsIde, cheenng hImself deaf He looked up agaIn at the
portraIt of BIg Brother The colossus that bestrode the world' The rock agaInst
whIch the hordes of ASIa dashed themselves In vaIn I He thought how ten
mmutes ago-yes, only ten minutes-there had still been eqUIvocatIon In hIS
heart as he wondered whether the news from the front would be of VIctory or
defeat Ah, It was more than a EuraSIan army that had perIshed' Much had
changed In him SInce that first day In the MInIstry of Love, but the final,
IndIspensable, healIng change had never happened, untIl thIS moment
The vOice from the telescreen was stIll pounng forth Its tale of prIsoners and
booty and slaughter, but the shoutIng outSIde had dIed down a httle The
WaIters were turnmg back to theIr work. One of them approached WIth the gIn
bottle, WInston, SittIng In a bhssful dream, paId no attentIon as hIS glass was
filled up He was not runnIng or cheerIng any longer He was back In the
MInIstry of Love, Wlth everythIng fOIglven, hIS soul whIte as snow He was In
the publIc dock, confeSSIng everythIng, ImplIcating everybody He was
walklng down the whIte-tIled corndor, With the feelIng of walkIng In sunhght,
and an armed guard at hIS back. The long-hoped-for bullet was enterIng hIS
brain
He gazed up at the enormous face Forty years It had taken hIm to learn what
kInd of smde was ludden beneath the dark moustache 0 cruel, needless
mIsunderstandIng' 0 stubborn, self...wIlled exIle from the lOVIng breast I Two
gin-scented tears trickled down the SIdes of hIS nose But It was all rIght,
everythIng was aU rIght, the struggle was finIshed. He had won the VIctory over
h11llSe1f He loved BIg Brother

THE END

APPENDIX

The Principles of Newspeak
Newspeak was the offiCIal language of OceanIa and had been devIsed to meet
the IdeologIcal needs of Ingsoc, or EnglIsh SocIalIsm In the year 1984 there
was not as yet anyone who used Newspeak as hls sole means of
communlcatlOn, eIther In speech or WrItIng The leadlOg artIcles 10 The Tl,mes
were WrItten In It, but thIS was a tour de force WhICh could only be carned out
by a speclahst It was expected that Newspeak would have finally superseded
Oldspeak (or Standard Enghsh, as we should call It) by about the year 2050
MeanwhIle It gaIned ground steadIly, all Party members tendIng to use
Newspeak words and grammatIcal constructIOns more and more m theIr
everyday speech The verSIOn muse 10 1984, and embodIed In the Nmth and
Tenth EdltlOns of the Newspeak DIctIonary, was a provlslOnal one, and
contalned many superfluous words and archalc formatlOns wluch were due to
be suppressed later It is WIth the final, perfected verSlOn, as embodIed In the
Eleventh EdItIon of the DlctIonary, that we are concerned here
The purpose of Newspeak was not only to prOVIde a medlUm of expression
for the world-vIew and mental habIts proper to the devotees of Ingsoc, but to
make all other modes of thought ImpossIble It was lntended that when
Newspeak had been adopted once and for all and Oldspeak forgotten, a
heretIcal thought-that IS, a thought dIVerging from the prlOclples of
Ingsoc-should be lIterally unthlnkable, at least so far as thought IS dependent
on words Its Vocabulary was so constructed as to glve exact and often very
subtle expreSSlon to every mearung that a Party member could properly Wish
to express, whIle exc1udlOg all other mearungs and also the posslb1l1ty of
arnvlng at them by IndIrect methods ThIS was done partly by the lnVentIOo of
new words, but chIefly by ehmmanng undeSIrable words and by strlppmg
such words as remallled of unorthodox mearungs, and so far as pOSSIble of all
secondary meanIngs whatever To glve a Slngle example The word free sull
eXIsted mNewspeak, but It could only be used to. such $tat~nts as 'ThIs dog
IS free from bee' or 'Thi.s field 1S f;r.e~ from weeds' It could not be ltSedJn.lts ().ld
sense o£ 'pohtl£aHy firee' .oTt '1ln.te11~y bee' ~ Sltl,ce pohucal and lJl.teU~
fr~dolllli~ lpp.g~~ed,ev_~ QC)~t$,,~and were therefore of .a~ty
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nameless QUIte apart from the suppreSSIOn of defimtely heretical words)
reductIOn of vocabulary was regarded as an end In Itself, and no word that
could be dIspensed with was allowed to survive Newspeak was desIgned not to
extend but to dzmznzsh the range of thought, and thIS purpose was mdlrectly
assIsted by cuttlng the chOIce of words down to a mInImum
Newspeak was founded on the Enghsh language as we now know It, though
many Newspeak sentences, even when not contaInIng newly created words,
would be barely IntellIgIble to an Enghsh-speaker of our own day Newspeak
words were dIVIded mto three dIstInct classes, known as the A vocabulary, the
B vocabulary (also called compound words), and the C vocabulary It WIll be
sImpler to dISCUSS each class separately, but the grammatIcal peCUlIarItIes of
the language can be dealt WIth In the sectIon devoted to the A vocabulary, S1l1ce
the same rules held good for all three categorIes
The A vocabulary The A vocabulary conSIsted of the words needed for the
busmess of everyday hfe-for such thIngs as eatIng, drInkIng, workIng, puttIng
on one's clothes, gOIng up and down staIrs, nding In vehIcles, gardenIng,
cookIng, and the hke It was composed almost entIrely of words that we already
possess-words hke hzt, run, dog, tree, sugar, house, field-but In comparIson
WIth the present-day EnglIsh vocabulary theIr number was extremely small,
whIle theIr meanIngs were far more rIgIdly defined All ambIguItieS and shades
of meamng had been purged out of them So far as It could be achIeved, a
Newspeak word of thIS class was SImply a staccato sound expreSSIng one clearly
understood concept I t would have been qUIte ImpoSSIble to use the A
vocabulary for lIterary purposes or for polItIcal or phIlosophIcal dISCUSSIon It
was Intended only to express SImple, purposIve thoughts, usually InvolVIng
concrete obJects or phYSIcal actlOns
The gra.mmar of Newspeak had two outstandIng peCUlIarItIes The first of
these was an almost complete InterchangeabIlIty between dIfferent parts of
speech Any word In the language (In prIncIple tills apphed even to very
abstract words such as zf or when) could be used eIther as verb, noun, adJectIve,
or adverb Between the verb and the noun form, when they were of the same
root, there was never any VarIatlOn, thIS rule of Itself Involvmg the destructIon
of many archaIC forms The word thought, for example~ dId not eXIst In
Newspeak Its place was taken by thznk, whIch dId duty for both noun and
verb No etymologlcal pnociple was followed here In some cases It was the
origInal noun that was chosen for retentIon, In other cases the verb Even
where a noun and verb oflo.ndred meanIng were not etymologIcally connected,
Qne or other of them was frequently suppressed There was, for example, no
such word as cut~ Its meanIng beIng suffiCIently covered by the noun-verb
knif~ AdjeCtives Were formed by addIng the suffix -ful to the noun-verb, and
adwelba by addln~ ...wue Thus for example, speedful meant 'rapId' and
~dse meant ~quicldy' CertaIn of our present-day ad,ectlVes, such as good,
StlrotJ&1 big" llk!.ck~ soft, were retruned, but theIr total number was very small
,1\l,ere \va*, b.tt1e need for them, SInce almost any adJectIval meanmg could be
api'Ve&.at by addmg -jul to a noun-verb None of the now-eXlStmg adverbs was

Nzneteen Ezghty-Four

91 9
retaIned, except for a very few already endIng In -wzse the -wzse termInatIon
was InvarIable The word well, for example, was replaced by goodwtse
In addItIOn, any word-thIs agaIn apphed 10 prIncIple to every word In the
language-could be negatIved by addmg the affix un-, or could be strengthened
by the affixplus-, or, for stIll greater emphaSIS, doubleplus- Thus, for example,
uncold meant 'warm', whIte pluscold and doublepluscold meant, respectIvely,
'very cold' and (superlatIvely cold' It was also pOSSIble, as In present-day
Enghsh, to modIfy the meanIng of almost any word by preposItIOnal affixes
such as ante-, POlt-, up-, down-, etc By such methods It was found pOSSIble to
brIng about an enormous dImInutIOn of vocabulary GIven, for Instance, the
word good, there was no need for such a word as bad, SInce the reqUIred
meanIng was equally well-Indeed, better-expressed by ungood All that was
necessary, In any case where two words formed a natural paIr of OppOSItes, was
to deCIde whIch of them to suppress Dark, for example, <-ould be replaced by
unlzght, or lzght by undark, accordIng to preference
The second dIstIngUIshIng mark of Newspeak grammar was ItS regularIty
Subject to a few exceptIOns WhICh are mentIOned below all InflexIOns followed
the same rules Thus, In all verbs the preterIte and the past partICIple were the
same and ended In -ed The preterIte of steal was stealed, the preterIte of thznk
was thznked, and so on throughout the language, all such forms as swam, gave,
brought, spoke, taken, etc, beIng abolIshed All plurals were made by addmg-s
or -es as the case mIght be The plurals of man, ox, hfe, were mans, oxes, hfes
ComparIson of adjectIves was InvarIably made by addIng -er, -est (good,gooder,
goodest), Irregular forms and the more, most formatIOn beIng suppressed
The only classes of words that were stIll allowed to Inflect Irregularly were
the pronouns, the relatIves, the demonstratIve adJectIves, and the aUXIlIary
verbs All of these followed theIr anctent usage, except that whom had been
scrapped as unnecessary, and the shall, should tenses had been dropped, all
thetr uses beIng covered by wzll and would There were also certaIn
IrregularItIes In word-formanon arIsing out of the need for rapId and easy
speech A word WhICh was dIfficult to utter, or was hable to be mcorrectly
heard, was held to be zpso facto a bad word occasIOnally, therefore, for the sake
of euphony, extra letters were Inserted Into a word or an archaIC formatIOn was
retaIned But thls need made Itself felt chIefly In conneXIOn WIth the B
vocabulary Why so great an Importance was attached to ease of pronunCIatIOn
WIll be made clear later In thIS essay
The B vocabulary The B vocabulary consIsted of words WhICh had been
delIberately constructed for politIcal purposes words, that IS to say, whIch not
only had In every case a polItIcal nnplicatIon, but were mtended to Impose a
deSIrable mental attItude upon the person USIng them WIthout a full
understandIng of the prInCIples of Ingsoc It was drlficult to use these words
correctly In some cases they could be transki.ted lIltc Oldspeak, or even mto
words taken from the A vocabulary, but tlus usually demanded a long
paraphrase and always involved the loss of certmn overtones The B words
were a sort of verbal shcm~d,iGften 'P~nlY}whoie ranges of 1deas mtQ a few
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syllables, and at the same tIme more accurate and forcIble than ordInary
language
The B words were In all cases compound words * They consIsted of two or
more words, or portlOns of words, welded together In an easIly pronounceable
form The resultIng amalgam was always a noun-verb, and Inflected accordIng
to the ordmary rules To take a SIngle example the word goodthznk, meamng,
very roughly, 'orthodoxy', or, If one chose to regard It as a verb, 'to thInk 10 an
orthodox manner' ThIS Inflected as follows noun-verb, goodthznk, past tense
and past partIcIple, goodthznked, present partICIple, goodthznkzng, adJectIve,
goodthznkJul, adverb, goodthznkwzse, verbal noun, goodthznker
The B words were not constructed on any etymologIcal plan The words of
whIch they were made up could be any parts of speech, and could be placed In
any order and mutIlated In any way whIch made them easy to pronounce whIle
IndIcatIng theIr derivatIOn In the word crzmethznk (thoughtcrIme), for
Instance, the th1,nk came second, whereas In th1,nkpol (Thought PolIce) It came
first, and 10 the latter word polzce had lost Its second syllable Because of the
greater drfficulty In secunng euphony, Irregular formatIOns were commoner In
the B vocabulary than In the A vocabulary For example, the adJectIve forms of
Mznztrue, Mznzpax, and M1,nzlu'l) were, respectIvely, Mznztruthful, MznzpeaceJul
and M,tn1,lovely, SImply because -trueful, paxful, and -loveful were slIghtly
awkward to pronounce In prInCIple, however, all B words could Inflect, and all
Inflected In exactly the same way
Some of the B words had hIghly subtIhzed meamngs, barely mtelhglble to
anyone who had not mastered the language as a whole ConsIder, for example,
such a typIcal sentence from a T1,mes leadIng artIcle as Oldthmkers unbellyJeel
Ingsoc The shortest renderIng that one could make of thIS In Oldspeak would
be 'Those whose Ideas were formed before the RevolutIOn cannot have a full
emotIonal understandIng of the prInCIples of Engltsh SOCIalIsm ' But thIS IS
not adequate translation To begm WIth, In order to grasp the full meamng of
the Newspeak sentence quoted above, one would have to have a clear Idea of
what IS meant by Ingsoc And In addItIOn, only a person thoroughly grounded
In Ingsoc could apprecIate the full force of the word bellyJeel, whIch ImplIed a
bhnd, enthUSIastIc acceptance dIfficult to ImagIne today; or of the word
oldthznk, wluch was inextricably mIxed up with the Idea of WIckedness and
decadence But the speCial functIOn of certaIn Newspeak words, of which
oldtmnk was one, was not so much to express meanIngs as to destroy them
These words, necessanly few In number) had had their meamngs extended
untIl they contaJ.ned Within themselves whole battenes of words which, as they
were -suffiaently covered by a SIngle comprehenSive term, could now be
-scrapp¢d: and forgotten The greatest difficulty faCing the complIers of the
Newspeak DictIOnary was not to Invent new words, but" haVIng Invented
~; to make sure what they meant to make sure, that 18 to say" what ranges of
words they cancelled by theIr eXIstence
*Ch!nPO'qIld words, such as speakwTlte, were of course to be found In the A v094bulary, but
-ti$C "W~ m'et'e1r convenIent abbrevla1lons and had no. spect-all'deol'ogt.cal coloUr
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As we have already seen In the case of the word/ree, words which had once
borne a heretical meaning were sometimes retamed for the sake of
convenience, but only with the undesIrable mearungs purged out of them
Countless other words such as honour, Justzce, moraltty, znternatzonalzsm,
democracy, sczence, and relzgzon had Simply ceased to eXIst A few blanket words
covered them, and, In covering them, abohshed them All words groupmg
themselves round the concepts of hberty and equalIty, for mstance, were
contained In the sIngle word crzmethznk, whIle all words groupmg themselves
round the concepts of objectiVity and ratlOnabsm were contamed In the SIngle
word oldthznk Greater preCISion would have been dangerous What was
requIred In a Party member was an outlook SImIlar to that of the anCIent
Hebrew who knew, Without knOWing much else, that all natIOns other than hIS
own worshIpped 'false gods'. He did not need to know that these gods were
called Baal, OSIrIS, Moloch, Ashtaroth, and the bke probably the less he knew
about them the better for rus orthodoxy He knew Jehovah and the
commandments of Jehovah he knew, therefore, that all gods With other names
or other attributes were false gods In somewhat the same way, the Party
member knew what constituted right conduct, and In exceedIngly vague,
generahzed terms he knew what kInds of departure from It were pOSSible HIS
sexual hfe, for example, was entirely regulated by the two Newspeak words
sexcrzme (sexual Immorality) and goodsex (chastIty) Sexcrzme covered all
sexual misdeeds whatever It covered fOmiCatlOn, adultery, homosexuahty,
and other perversions, and, m addition, normal Intercourse practised for Its
own sake There was no need to enumerate them separately, since they were all
equally culpable, and, In prInCiple, all pUnIshable by death In the C
vocabulary, which conSIsted of sClentlfic and technIcal words, It might be
necessary to gIve speclahzed names to certam sexual aberratIons, but the
ordInary CItizen had no need of them He knew what was meant by
goodsex-that IS to say, normal Intercourse between man and Wife, for the sole
purpose of begettmg children, and Without phYSICal pleasure on the part of the
woman all else was sexcrzme In Newspeak. It was seldom pOSSible to follow a
heretical thought further than the perception that It was heretical beyond that
pomt the necessary words were non-eXIstent
No word In the B vocabulary was IdeolOgIcally neutral A great many were
euphemisms. Such words, for Instance, as Joycamp (forced-labour camp) or
mznzpax (Mlmstry of Peace, i e. Ministry of War) meant almost the exact
opposIte of what they appeared to mean Some words, on the other hand,
displayed a frank and contemptuous understanding of the real nature of
Oceanic society An example was prolefeed, meamng the rubbIshy
entertaInment and spunous neWs winch the Party handed out to the masses
Other words, agam, were ambIvalent, havmg the connotatIon 'good' when
applIed to the Party and 'bad' when applied to its enemies But 1D additIon
there were great numbers of words wluch at first Sight appeared to be mere
abbrevlattons and whIch denved theIr ldeologlcal colour not from thm
meamng, but: nom thetr strUcture " i
So :Ear 'QS\.lt could be c.o8\Ur1veQ, ev~:tb'at had or tnlght have pohtical
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sIgmficance of any kind was fitted Into the B vocabulary The name of every
orgaruzatiOn, or body of people, or doctrIne, or country) or InstItutiOn, or
pubhc buIldmg, was InvarIably cut down Into the famIlIar shape, that IS, a
smgle easIly pronounced word with the smallest number of syllables that
would preserve the onginal derIVatIOn In the MInIstry of Truth, for e:hample,
the Records Department, m WhICh Winston SmIth worked, was called Recdep,
the FIctIOn Department was called Fzcdep, the Tele-programmes Department
was called Teledep:l and so on ThIS was not done solely WIth the object of
savIng tIme Even In the early decades of the twentIeth century, telescoped
words and phrases had been one of the characterIstIc featurec; of pohtlcal
language, and It had been notIced that the tendency to use abbreViatiOns of thiS
ktnd wa<:; most marked In totahtanan countrIes and totahtanan organIzatIOns
Examples were such words as Nazz, Gestapo, Comzntern, Inprecorr, Agztprop
In the begInning the practIce had been adopted as It were InstInctIvely, but In
Newspeak It was used WIth a conscIOus purpose It was perceIved that In thus
abbrevIatIng a name one narrowed and subtly altered Its meanIng, by cuttIng
out most of the associatlOns that would otherwIse chng to It The words
Communzst Internatzonal, for Instance, call Up a composIte pIcture of unIversal
human brotherhood, red flags, barrIcades, Karl Marx, and the Pans
Commune The word Comzntern:l on the other hand, suggests merely a tIghtly
knIt organIzatIOn and a well-defined body of doctrIne It refers to somethIng
almost as easIly recognIzed, and as hmIted In purpose, as a chaIr or a table
Comzntern IS a word that can be uttered almost WIthout takmg thought,
whereas Communzst Internatzonaiis a phrase over which one IS obhged to hnger
at least momentarIly In the same way, the aSSOCIatIons called up by a word lIke
Mznztrue are fewer and more controllable than those called up by lvfznzstry of
Truth ThiS accounted not only for the habIt of abbreVIatIng whenever
pOSSIble, but also for the almost exaggerated care that was taken to make every
word easdy pronounceable
In Newspeak, euphony outweIghed every conSideratiOn other than
exactltude of meanIng RegularIty of grammar was always saCrIficed to It when
It seemed necessary And rlghtly so, since what was reqUired, above all for
pobtIcal purposes, was short clIpped words of unm.1stakable meanIng whIch
could be uttered rapIdly and winch roused the mI01mum of l::choes In the
speaker's mind The words of the B vocabulary even galned in force from the
fact that nearly all of them were very much ahke Almos.t lihvariably these
words-goodthznk, M'tmpax, prolefeed, sexcnme, Joycamp, Ingsoc, bellyfeel,
thinkpol, and countless others- were words- of two or three syllables, WIth the
stress dIstnbuted equally between the first syllable and the last The use of
them encouraged a gabbhng style of speech, at once staccato and monotonous
And tlus was exactly what was aimed at The IntentIOn was to make speech,
and- espectally speech on any subJect not IdeolOgIcally neutral, as nearly as
p~bl~ independent 6f .consciousness For the purposes of everday hfe It was
IlodO\lbt necessary, or sometImes necessary, to reflect before speaking, but a
Pa:r1W ~r called upon to make a polItIcal or ethIcal Judgment should be
~ay f~nth the corrt~ct 0PlfllOUS as automatIcally as a machIne-gun
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spraYIng forth bullets HIS traInmg fitted hun to do thIS, the language gave hlffi
an almost foolproof Instrument, and the texture of the words, wIth theIr harsh
sound and a certaIn wllful ughness WhICh was In accord Wlth the SPIrIt of
Ingsoc, assIsted the process stIll further
So dId the fact of having very few words to choose from RelatIve to our own,
the Newspeak vocabulary was tIny, and new ways of redUCing It were
constantly beIng deVIsed Newspeak, mdeed, dIffered from most all other
languages In that Its vocabulary grew smaller mstead of larger every year Each
reductIOn was a galll, SInce the smaller the area of chOIce, the smaller the
temptatIOn to take thought. UltImately It was hoped to make artIculate speech
Issue from the larynx WIthout InvolVIng the hIgher bram centres at all ThIS
aIm was frankly admItted In the Newspeak word duckspeak, meanmg 'to quack
lIke a duck' Like varIOUS other words m the B vocabulary, duckspeak was
ambivalent In meamng PrOVided that the opIruons whIch were quacked out
were orthodox ones, It lIDphed nothIng but praIse, and when The T1,mes
referred to one of the orators of the Party as a doubleplusgood duckspeaker It was
payIng a warm and valued comphment
The C vocabulary The C vocabulary was supplementary to the others and
conSisted entIrely of sCIennfic and technIcal terms These resembled the
SCIentific terms In use today, and were constructed from the same roots, but
the usual care was taken to define them rIgidly and strIP them of undeSirable
meanIngs They followed the same grammatIcal rules as the words m the other
two vocabularIes Very few of the C words had any currency either In everyday
speech or In pohtlcal speech Any SCIentIfic worker or technICIan could find all
the words he needed m the lIst devoted to hiS words occurrIng In the other lIsts
Only a very few words were common to all hsts, and there was no vocabulary
expreSSIng the function of SCIence as a habit of mmd, or a method of thought,
Irrespective of Its particular branches There was, mdeed, no word for
'ScIence', any meanmg that It could pOSSIbly bear bemg already suffiCIently
covered by the word Ingsoc

From the foregOIng account It wIll be seen that ill Newspeak the expressIOn
of unorthodox opInIons, above a very low level, was well-mgh ImpOSSIble It
was of course pOSSible to utter hereSIes of a very crude kmd, a speCIes of
blasphemy It would have been pOSSIble, for example, to say Btg Brother IS
ungood But thIS statement, which to an orthodox ear merely conveyed a selfeVIdent absurdIty, could not have been sustaIned by reasoned argument,
because the necessary words were not aVaIlable Ideas Immical to Ingsoc could
only be entertaIned In a vague wordless form, and could only be named In very
broad terms wluch lumped together and condemned whole groups of heresies
WithQut definmg them m. domg so One could, In fact, only use Newspeak for
unorthodox purposes by dlegitimately translating some of the words back mt-o
Oldspeak. Forexample,-All mans are equal wa'S a posSlble Newspeak sentence,
but only in thesarne sense itt .oh~All 11I8'n,q"te redhairsd is a pOSSIble O1dspeak
sentence It ~dfnQt CO~~1t ~hertot, but It..spressed a palpable
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untruth-l e that all men are of equal SIze, weIght, or strength The concept of
polItIcal equalIty no longer eXIsted, and thIS ~econdary meanIng had
accordmgly been purged out of the word equal In 1984, when Oldspeak was
stIll the normal means of communIcatIOn, the danger theoretIcally eXIsted that
ill uSIng Newspeak words one mIght remember theIr orIgInal meanIng3 In
practIce It was not drfficult for any person well grounded In doublet Junk to
avoId dOIng thIS, but WIthIn a couple of generatIons even the possIblllty of such
a lapse would have vamshed A person growIng up WIth Newspeak as hIS sole
language would no more know that equal had once had the secondary meanmg
of 'pohtlcally equal', or that free had once meant 'Intellectually free', than for
Instance, a person who had never heard of chess would be aware of the
secondary mearungs attachIng to queen and rook There would be many CrImes
and errors WhICh It would be beyond hIS power to commIt, SImply because they
were nameless and therefore unImagInable And It was to be foreseen that WIth
the passage of tIme the dIstInguIshIng characterIstIcs of Newspeak would
become more and more pronounced-Its words grOWIng fewer and fewer, theIr
meanIngs more and more rIgId, and the chance of puttIng them to Improper
uses always dImI01shmg
When Oldspeak had been once and for all superseded, the last lInk WIth the
past would have been severed HIstory had already been rewrItten, but
fragments of the lIterature of the past survIved here and there, Imperfectly
censored, and so long as one retaIned one's knowledge of Oldspeak It was
pOSSIble to read them In the future such fragments, even If they chanced to
surVIve, would be unIntellIgIble and untranslatable. It was ImpOSSIble to
translate any passage of Oldspeak Into Newspeak unless It eIther referred to
some techmcal process or some very SImple everyday actIOn, or was already
orthodox (goodthznkful would be the Newspeak expressIon) In tendency In
practIce thIS meant that no book WrItten before approxImately 1960 could be
translated as a whole Pre-revolutIOnary lIterature could only be subjected to
IdeologIcal translatIOn-that IS, alteratIon In sense as well as language Take for
example the well-known passage from the Dec1aratlOn of Inpendence
We hold these truths to beselJ-evzdent, that all men are created equal, that they Dre 6tfJdowed by thezr
creator WIth certazn znaltenable nghts, that among these are Itfe, lIberty, and the pU'Psuzt of happzness
That to secure these nghls, GO'lJernments are znstltuted among men, denvzng thezr powers from the
consent of the governed That whenever any form of Government becomes destructlVe of those ends~ ~t %s
the "ght of the People to alter or abolzsh ,t and to lnsUtute new G9vernment

It w{)u1d have been qUIte Impossible to render thIS Into Newspeak whIle
keepIng to the sense of the orlg~nal The nearest one could come to dOIng so
would be to swallow the whole passage up In the SIngle word crzmethznk A full
translauon could only be an ldeological translatIon, whereby Jefferson's words
WQ\lld b&chang~ In~o a panegYrIc on absolute government
A good ~al Qf the bterature of the past was, Indeed, already being
ttansfQ~CMi, In this way Conslderatlons of prestIge made It deSirable to
~ (be.memory of certatn hIstOrIcal figures, whIle at the same tIme
h~~,,'Qclueve~~~Into hne With the phIlosophy of Ingsoc. VarIous
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wrIters, such as Shakespeare, MIlton, SWIft, Byron, DIckens, and some others
were therefore 10 process of translatIon when the task had been completed,
thelr onglnal wntlngs, wlth all else that survIVed of the hterature of the past,
would be destroyed These translatIons were a slow and dIfficult busIness, and
It was not expected that they would be fimshed before the first or second
decade of the twenty-first century There were also large quantItIes of merely
utilItanan lIterature-IndIspensable techmcal manuals, and the hke-that had
to be treated In the same way It was chIefly In order to allow tIme for the
prelImmary work of translatIOn that the final adoptIOn of Newspeak had been
fixed for so late a date as 2050

