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Preface

Thisisa‘tdl story’ about devilry, though it has behind it a serious ‘point’ which | have tried to make
inmy Abolition Of Man. In the story the outer rim of that devilry had to be shown touching the life of
some ordinary and respectable profession. | selected my own profession, not, of course, because | think
fdlows of colleges more likdy to be thus corrupted than anyone ese, but because my own profession is
naurdly that which | know best. A vey smdl universty is imagined because that has certain
conveniences for fiction. Edgestow has no resemblance, save for its smalness, to Durham—a universty
with which the only connection | have ever had was entirdy pleasant.

In reducing the origind story to a length suitable for this edition, | believe | have atered nothing but
the tempo and the manner. | mysdf prefer the more leisurdy pace—I would not wish even War and
Peace or The Faerie Qyeene any shorter—but some critics may wel think this aoridgment is dso an
improvement.

Chapter One. Sale Of College Property

“MATRIMONY was ordained, thirdly,” said Jane Studdock to hersdlf, “for the mutud society, help,
and comfort that the one ought to have of the other.” She had not been to church since her schooldays
until she went there 9x months ago to be married, and the words of the service had stuck in her mind.

Through the open door she could see the tiny kitchen of the flat and knew how tidy it was. The beds
were made and the rooms “done’. There was nothing that had to be doneftill Sx o’ clock, even supposing
that Mark was redly coming home for dinner. But there was a College medting today. Almogt certainly
Mark would ring up about teartime to say that the medting was taking longer than he had expected and
that he would have to dinein College.

“Mutud society, help, and comfort,” said Jane bitterly. In redity marriage had proved to be the door
out of a world of work and comradeship and laughter and innumerable things to do, into something like
Solitary confinement.

“Here | am, garting to waste another morning, mooning,” said Jane to hersdf sharply. “1 mugt do
some work.”

By work she meant her doctorate thess on Donne. She dill believed that if she got out dl her
note-books and editions and redly sat down to the job she could force hersdf back into her logt
enthusasm for the subject. But before she did so she turned over a newspaper which was lying on the
table and glanced at a picture on the back page.

The moment she saw the picture, she remembered her dream; not only the dream but the time after
she had crept out of bed and sat waiting for the morning, afraid to put on the light for fear Mark should



wake up and fuss, yet feding offended by the sound of hisregular breathing. He was an excellent deeper.
Only one thing ever seemed able to keep him awake after he had gone to bed, and even that did not
keep him awake for long.

She had begun by dreaming Smply of a face. It was a foreign-looking face, bearded and rather
ydlow, with a hooked nose. It was frightened. The mouth sagged open and the eyes stared as she had
seen other men's eyes stare for a second or two when some sudden shock had occurred. But this face
seemed to be medting a shock that lasted for hours. Then gradudly she became aware of more. The face
belonged to a man who was stting hunched up in one corner of a little square room with white-washed
wadls. At last the door was opened and a rather good-looking man with a pointed grey beard came in.
The prisoner seemed to recognise him as an old acquaintance and they began to tak. In dl the dreams
which Jane had hitherto dreamed, one ather understood wheat the dream-people were saying or ese one
did not hear it. But in this dream—and that helped to make its extraordinary redism—the conversaion
was in French, and Jane understood hits of it, but by no means dl, just as she would have done in red
life The vistor was tdling the prisoner something which he gpparently intended him to regard as good
news. And the prisoner a first looked up with a gleam of hope in his eye and sad “Tiens ... &h ... fa
marche’: but then he wavered and changed hismind. The vistor continued in a low, fluent voice to press
his point. He was a good-looking man in his rather cold way, but he wore pince-nez, and these kept on
caching thelight so as to make his eyes invisble This, combined with the dmogt unnaturd perfection of
his teeth, gave Jane a disagreegble impresson. She could not make out what it was thet the vistor was
proposing. At this point the dream became nightmare. The vigtor, dill amiling his cold amile, seized the
prisoner’s head between his hands. He gave it a sharp turn—just as Jane had last summer seen men give
asharp turn to the hemet on adiver's head. The vistor unscrewed the prisoner’s head and took it away.
Then dl became confused. The head was 4ill the centre of the dream, but it was a different head now—a
head with a reddish-white beard dl covered with earth. It belonged to an old man whom some people
were digging up in akind of churchyard—a sort of ancient British, druidicd kind of man, in along mantle,
This ancient thing was coming to life “Look out!” she cried in her dream. “He s dive. Stop! stop! You're
weking him.”

But they did not stop. The old, buried man sat up and began taking in something that sounded
vagudy like Spanish. And this frightened Jane so badly that she woke up.

But it was not the mere memory of a nightmare that made the room swim before Jane's eyes. There,
on the back page of the newspaper, was the head she had seen in the nightmare : the firg head (if there
hed been two of them)—the head of the prisoner. She took up the paper. EXECUTION OF
ALCASAN was the headline, and benesth it, SCIENTIST BLUEBEARD GOES TO GUILLOTINE.
She remembered having vagudy followed the case. Alcasan was a diginguished radiologig in a
neighbouring country—an Arab by descent, they said—who had cut short a brilliant career by poisoning
hiswife. So that was the origin of her dream. She mugt have looked a this photo in the paper before
going to bed. But that couldn’'t be it. It was this morning's paper. But of course there must have been
some earlier picture which she had seen and forgotten—weeks ago when the trid began. And now for
Donne.

“I mugt get back my power of concentrating,” said Jane: and then, “Was there a previous picture of
Alcasan? Supposing ...”

Hve minutes later she swept dl her books away, went to the mirror, put on her hat, and went out.
She was not sure where she was going. Anywhere, to be out of that flat, that whole house.

Mark, meanwhile, was waking down to Bracton College. Edgestow is the amdlest of universties
Apart from Bracton and from the new women's college beyond the railway, there are only two colleges,
Northumberland, below Bracton on the River Wynd, and Duke's opposite the Abbey. Bracton takes no
undergraduates. It was founded in 1300 for the support of ten learned men whose duties were to pray
for the soul of Henry de Bracton and study the laws of England. The number of Fellows has gradudly
increased to forty, of whom only Sx now study Law and of whom none, perhaps, prays for the soul of
Bracton. Mark Studdock was a Sociologist and had been elected five years ago. He was beginning to



find his feet. If he had fdt any doubt on that point (which he did not) it would have been lad to rest when
he found himsdf meeting Curry just outside the post office, and seen how naturd Curry found it thet they
should walk to College together and discuss the agenda for the mesting. Curry was the sub-warden of
Bracton.

“Yes” sad Curry. “It will take the hdl of a time. Probably go on after dinner. We shdl have the
obstructionists wasting time. Luckily that’s the worst they can do.”

Y ou would never have guessed from the tone of Studdock’s reply what intense pleasure he derived
from Curry’s use of the pronoun “we’. So very recently he had been an outsder, waiching the
proceedings of what he then cdled “Curry and his gang” with awe and with little understanding. Now he
was indde, and “the gang” was “we’ or “the progressve dement in College’. It had happened quite
suddenly and was dill sweet in the mouth.

“You think it'll go through, then?’ said Studdock.

“Sureto,” sad Curry. “We ve got the Warden, and the Bursar, and dl the chemicd and biochemicd
people for a start. Bill the Blizzard will probably do something pretty devagtating, but he's bound to sde
with usif it comes to avote. Besides | haven't yet told you. Dick’s going to be there. He came up intime
for dinner last night.”

Studdock’s mind darted hither and thither in search of some safe way to conced the fact that he did
not know who Dick was. In the nick of time he remembered a very obscure colleague whose Chrigtian
name was Richard.

“Tdford?’ said Studdock in a puzzled voice. He knew very wdl that Telford could not be the Dick
that Curry meant.

“Good Lord! Teford!” said Curry with a laugh. “No. | mean Lord Feversone—Dick Devine as he
used to be”

“l was a little baffled by the idea of Telford,” sad Studdock, joining in the laugh. “I'm glad
Feverstone is coming. I’ ve never met him you know.”

“Oh, but you mug,” said Curry. “Look here, come and dinein my rooms to-night. I’ ve asked him.”

“l should like to very much,” said Studdock quite truly. And then, after a pause, “By the way, |
suppose Feverstone' s own position is quite secure?’

“How do you mean?’ asked Curry.

“Well, there was some talk, if you remember, as to whether someone who was away quite so much
could go on halding a Fellowship.”

“Oh, you mean Glossop and dl that ramp. Nothing will come of that. Didn’'t you think it absolute
blah?

“As between ourselves, yes. But | confessif | were put up to explan in public exactly why a men
who is nearly dways in London should go on being a Fdlow of Bracton, | shouldn't find it altogether
easy. The red reasons are the sort that Watson would cal imponderables.”

“l don't agree. Is't it important to have influentid connections with the outer world? It's not in the
least impossible that Dick will be in the next Cabinet. Even aready Dick in London has been a damn
sght more use to the College than Glossop and hdf a dozen others of that sort have been by stting here
dl their lives”

“Yes. Of course that's the red point. It would be a little difficult to put in that form at a College
meeting, though!”

“There sonething,” said Curry in adightly lessintimate tone, “that perhaps you ought to know about
Dick.”

“What's that?’

“He got you your Fellowship.”

Mark was dlent. He did not like things which reminded him that he had once been not only outside
the progressive dement but even outsde the College. He did not aways like Curry ether. His pleasure in
being with him was not that sort of pleasure.

“Yes” sad Curry. “Dennison was your chief rival. Between oursalves, a good many people liked his
papers better than yours. It was Dick who inssted dl through that you were the sort of man we redly



wanted. And | must say he turned out to be right.”

“Very kind of you,” sad Studdock with a litle mock bow. He was surprised a the turn the
conversation had taken. It was an old rule at Bracton that one never mentioned in the presence of a men
the circumstances of his own dection, and Studdock had not redlised till now that this aso was one of the
traditions the Progressive Element was prepared to scrap.

“I'm glad you're going to meet Dick,” said Curry. “We haven't time now, but there's one thing about
him | wanted to discuss with you.”

Studdock looked enquiringly at him. “James and | and one or two others” said Curry in a somewhat
lower voice, “have been thinking he ought to be the new warden. But here we are.”

“It' snot yet twelve” said Studdock. “What about popping into the Brigtal for a drink?’

Into the Brigol they accordingly went. It would not have been easy to preserve the aimosphere in
which the Progressive Element operated without a good many of these little courtesies. This weighed
harder on Studdock than on Curry, who was unmarried and had a sub-warden’ s stipend.

Theonly time | was a guest a Bracton | persuaded my hogt to let me into the Wood and leave me
there done for an hour.

Very few people were dlowed into Bragdon Wood. If you came in from the street and went through
the College to reach it, the sense of gradud penetration into a haly of holies was very strong. First you
went through the Newton quadrangle, which is dry and gravelly. Next you mugt enter a cool, tunnd-like
passage, nearly dark at midday unless ether the door into Hal should be open on your right or the
buttery hatch on your left, giving you a glimpse of indoor daylight faling on pands and awhiff of the andl
of fresh bread. When you emerged from this tunnd you would find yoursdf in the cloister of the much
smdler quadrangle caled Republic. Chapd is not far off: the hoarse, heavy noise of the works of a great
and old clock comes to you from somewhere overhead. Y ou went dong this cloigter, past dabs and urns
and busts that commemorate dead Bractonians, and then down shdlow steps into the full daylight of the
quadrangle cdled Lady Alice. There were no buildings straight ahead on the fourth side of Lady Alice
only arow of dms and awall; and here firs one became aware of the sound of running water and the
cooing of wood pigeons. In the wal there was a door. It led you into a covered gdlery pierced with
narrow windows on ether sde. Looking out through these, you discovered that you were crossng a
bridge and the dark-brown dimpled Wynd was flowing under you. Now you were very near your god.
A wicket at the far end of the bridge brought you out on the Fellows bowling-green, and across tha you
saw the highwadl of the Wood, and through the Inigo Jones gate you caught a glimpse of sunlit green and
deep shadows.

Hdf amileis a short walk. Yet it ssemed a long time before | came to the centre of the Wood. |
knew it was the centre, for there was the thing | had chiefly come to see. It was a wdl: a wdl with steps
going down to it and the remains of an ancient pavement about it. It was very imperfect now. This was
the heart of Bracton or Bragdon Wood: out of this dl the legends had come. The archaeologists were
agreed that the masonry was very late British-Roman work, done on the very eve of the Anglo-Saxon
invasion.

Thereis good evidence that the wdl with the British-Roman pavement was aready “Merlin's Wd|”
inthe fourteenth century, though the nameis not found till Queen Elizabeth’ s reign.

The most controversd business before the College meeting was the question of sdling Bragdon
Wood. The purchaser was the N.I.C.E., the Nationd Inditute of Coordinated Experiments. They
wanted a dte for the building which would worthily house this remarkable organisation. The N.I.C.E. was
the firg-fruit of that congtructive fuson between the state and the |aboratory on which so many thoughtful
people base their hopes of a better world. 1t was to be free from dmog dl the tiresome restraints—*red
tape’ was the word its supporters used—which have hitherto hampered research in this country. It was
aso largdly free from the restraints of economy. Persstent pressure and endless diplomacy on the part of
the Senate of Edgestow had lured the new Inditute away from Oxford, from Cambridge, from London.
It had thought of dl these in turn as possible scenes for its labours. At times the Progressive Element in



Edgestow had dmost despaired. But success was now practicaly certain. If the N.I.C.E. could get the
necessary land, it would come to Edgestow.

Three years ago, if Mark had come to a College meeting at which such a question was to be
decided, he would have expected to hear the daims of sentiment againgt progress and beauty againgt
utility openly debated. He knew now that that was not the way things are done. The Progressive Element
managed its business redly very well. Most of the Fellows did not know that there was any question of
Hling the Wood. They saw, of course, from their agenda paper that Item 15 was “Sde of College
Land’, but as that appeared at every College meeting, they were not very interested. They dso saw that
Item 1 was “Questions about Bragdon Wood’. These were not concerned with the proposed sde.
Curry, as sub-warden, had some letters to read. The fird was from a society concerned for the
preservation of ancient monuments. | think mysdf that this society had been ill-advised to make two
complaints. It would have been wiser if they had confined themsdlves to drawing the College's attention
to the disrepair of the wal round the Wood. When they went on to urge the desrability of building some
protection over the Wdl itsdf the College began to be restive. Before Curry sat down, everyone in the
room desired strongly to make the outer world understand that Bragdon Wood was the private property
of Bracton College. Then he rose again to read another letter. This was from a society of Spiritudigts
who wanted leave to investigate the “reported phenomend’ in the Wood—a letter “connected,” as Curry
sad, “with the next, which, with the Warden’s permission, “I will now read to you.” This was from a firm
who had heard of the Spiritudiss proposa and wanted permisson to make a film of the Spiritudists
looking for the phenomena. Curry was directed to write short refusds to dl three letters.

Then came a new voice. Lord Feverstone had risen. He agreed with the action taken about these
letters from busybodies outsde. But was it not, after dl, a fact that the wall of the Wood was in a very
unsatisfectory condition? At once the Bursar, James Busby, was on his feet. He welcomed Lord
Feverstone's question. He had recently taken expert advice about the wdl of the Wood.
“Unsatisfactory” was too mild a word. Nothing but a complete new wal would meet the Stuaion. With
great difficulty the probable cost of this was dicited from him: and when the College heard the figure it
gasped. Lord Feverstone enquired whether the Bursar was serioudy proposing that the College should
undertake such an expense. Busby (a large ex-clergyman with a bushy black beard) replied with some
temper that if he were to make a suggestion it would be that the question could not be treated in isolation
from some important financia considerations which it would become his duty to lay before them later in
the day. There was a pause a this ominous statement, until gradualy, one by one, the “outsders’ and
“obgructionigts’, the men not incdluded in the Progressive Element, began coming into the debate. The
Progressive Element let them talk for nearly ten minutes. Then Lord Feverstone wanted to know whether
it was possible that the Bursar and the Preservation Committee could redly find no dternaive between
building a new wal and dlowing Bragdon Wood to degenerate into a common. The Bursar answered in
a low voice that he had in a purdy theoreticd way got some facts about possble dternatives. A
barbed-wire fence—but the rest was drowned in a roar of disgpproval. Fndly, the matter was
postponed for consideration at the next meeting.

During this item the thoughts of more than one Felow had turned to lunch, and atention had
wandered. But when Curry rose a five minutes to one to introduce Item 2, there was a sharp reviva of
interest. It was cdled “ Rectification of an Anomaly in the Stipends of Junior Fellows’. | would not like to
say what the junior Fellows of Bracton were getting at this time, but | believe it hardly covered the
expenses of ther resdencein College. Studdock, who had recently emerged from this class, understood
the look in ther faces. The Bursar rose to reply to Curry’s proposa. He hoped that no one would
imagine he approved the anomay which had, in 1910, excluded the lowest class of the Fellows from the
new clauses in the eighteenth paragraph of Statute 17; but it was his duty to point out that this was the
second proposal involving heavy expenditure which had come before them that morning. It could not be
isolated from the whole problem of the finandd postion of the College which he hoped to lay before
them during the afternoon. A great ded more was said, but when, a quarter to two, the mesting
adjourned for lunch, every junior had it fixed in his mind that a new wadl for the Wood and arisein his
own stipend were drictly exclusve dternatives.



In this frame of mind the College returned after lunch to consder its finances. It was a sunny
afternoon; and the smooth flow of the Bursar’s expodtion had a sort of hypnotic power. Fellows of
colleges do not aways find money matters easy to understand. They gathered that the Stuaion was bad;
very bad indeed. It is very seldom that the affars of a large corporation, indefinitdy committed to the
advancement of learning, can be described as being, in a quite unambiguous sense, satisfactory. Some
minor retrenchments and re-invesments were approved, and the College adjourned for tea in a
chastened mood. Studdock rang up Jane and told her he would not be home for dinner.

It was not till 9x o’'clock that dl the converging lines of thought and feding aroused by the earlier
busness came together upon the question of sdling Bragdon Wood. It was not cdled the sde “of
Bragdon Wood”, but “of the area coloured pink on the plan which, with the Warden’s permisson, | will
now pass round the table’. Curry admitted that this involved the loss of part of the Wood. In fact, the
proposed N.I.C.E. ste dill Ieft to the College a strip about sixteen feet broad dong the far haf of the
south side. In answer to questions he admitted that unfortunately—or perhaps fortunately—the Wl itself
was in the area which the N.I.C.E. wanted. The rights of the College to access would, of course, be
guaranteed: and the Wdl and its pavement would be preserved by the Inditute. He refrained from advice
and merdy mentioned the quite agtonishing figure which the N.I.C.E. was offering. After that, the medting
became livdly. The advantages of the sde discovered themsdves one by one like ripe fruit dropping into
the hand. 1t solved the problem of the wal: it solved the problem of protecting ancient monuments it
solved the finandid problem: it looked like solving the problem of the junior Fellows' stipends.

The few red “Die-hards’ present, to whom Bragdon Wood was dmogt a basic assumption of life,
could hardly bring themsdlves to redise what was happening. When at last old Jewd, blind and shaky,
rose to his feet, his voice was hardly audible. At this moment Lord Feverstone folded his arms, and
looking straight at the old man said in a very loud, clear voice

“If Canon Jewel wishes us not to hear his views, | suggest that his end could be better attained by
glence”

Jewd had been dready old in the days before the firs war when old men were treated with kindness,
and he had never succeeded in getting used to the modern world. He stared with puzzled eyes. The
motion was carried.

After leaving the flat that morning Jane aso had gone down to Edgestow and had bought a hat, when
Mrs. Dimble met her coming out of Sparrow’s and said: “Hullo, dear! Been buying a hat? Come home to
lunch and let’s seeit. Cedil has the car just round the corner.”

Cecil Dimble, a Fellow of Northumberland, had been Jane's tutor for her lagt years as a student, and
Mrs. Dimble (one tended to cdl her “Mother Dimbl€’) had been akind of universal aunt to dl the girls of
her year. A liking for the femde pupils of one's husband is not, perhaps, so common as might be wished
among dons wives. but Mrs. Dimble appeared to likedl Dr. Dimble's pupils.

They drove over the bridge to the north of Bracton and then south dong the bank of the Wynd to the
Dimbles front door.

“How lovdy it'slooking!” said Jane as she got out of the car. The Dimbles garden was famous.

“You'd better take a good look at it then,” said Dr. Dimble.

“What do you mean?’ asked Jane.

“Haven't you told her?’ said Dr. Dimble to hiswife.

“I haven't screwed mysdf up to it yet,” said Mrs. Dimble. “Anyway, | expect she knows. Your own
college is being so tiresome, dear. They're turning us out. They won't renew the lease.”

“Oh, Mrs. Dimble” exdaimed Jane. “And | didn't even know this was Bracton property. Mark
never talks about College busness”

“Good husbands never do,” said Dr. Dimble. “At least only about the busness of other people's
colleges. Is no one coming in to have lunch?

Dimble guessed that Bracton was going to sdl the Wood and everything dse it owned on that side of
the river, and fdt too srongly on the subject to wish to tak about it before the wife of one of the Bracton
men.



“You'll have to wait for your lunchill I've seen Jane's new hat,” said Mother Dimble, and forthwith
hurried Jane upgtairs. Then followed some minutes of conversation which was drictly feminine in the
old-fashioned sense. Jane, while preserving a certain sense of superiority, found it indefinably comforting.
When the hat was being put away again Mrs. Dimble suddenly sad:

“There s nothing wrong, is there?’

“Wrong,” said Jane. “Why? What should there be?’

“Y ou're not looking yoursdf.”

“Oh, I'mdl right,” said Jane, aloud. Mentdly she added: “She' s dying to know whether I'm going to
have a baby. That sort of woman dwaysis”

“Do you hate being kissed?’ said Mrs. Dimble unexpectedly.

“Do | hate being kissed?’” thought Jane to hersdf. “That indeed is the question. Hope not for mind in
women—" She had intended to reply “Of course not,” but inexplicably, and to her great annoyance,
found hersdf aying ingead. And then, for a moment, Mrs. Dimble became smply a grown-up as
grown-ups had been when one was a very andl child. Not to detest being petted and pawed was
contrary to her whole theory of life yet before they went downgtairs she had told Mrs. Dimble that she
was not going to have a baby but was a bit depressed from being very much aone and from a nightmare,

During lunch Dr. Dimble talked about the Arthurian legend. “It’ s redly wonderful,” he said, “how the
whole thing hangs together, even in a late verson like Mdory’s. You've noticed how there are two sets
of characters? Thereé's Guinevere and Lancelot and dl those, dl very courtly and nothing particularly
British about them. But then in the background there are dl those dark people like Morgan and
Morgawse, who are very British indeed and usudly more or less hogtile. Mixed up with magic. Merlin
too, of course, is British. Doesn't it [ook very like a picture of Britain as it must have been on the eve of
theinvason?’

“How do you mean, Dr. Dimble?’ sad Jane.

“Wdl, wouldn't there have been one section of society that was dmogt purdy Roman? People
taking a Cdticised Lain—something that would sound to us rather like Spanish: and fully Chrigtian. But
farther up country, in the out-of-the-way places, there would have been little courts ruled by red old
British under-kings, taking something like Welsh, and practisng a certain amount of the Druidicd
religion.”

“And which would Arthur imsdlf have been?” said Jane.

“One can imagine amean of the old British line, but a Chrigian and a fully-trained genera with Roman
technique, trying to pull thiswhole society together. There' d be jedousy from his own British family. And
aways that under-tow, thet tug back to Druidism.”

“And where would Merlin be?’

“Yes .... HE s the redlly interesting figure. Did the whole thing fail because he died so soon? Has it
ever struck you what an odd creation Melin is? HE's not evil: yet he's a magician. He is obvioudy a
druid: yet he knows dl about the Grall.”

“Itisrather puzzling. | hadn’t thought of it before.”

“| often wonder,” said Dr. Dimble, “whether Merlin doesn't represent the last trace of something that
became impossible when the only people in touch with the supernatura were either white or black, ether
priests or sorcerers.”

“Wha ahorrid ideg,” said Mrs. Dimble. “Anyway, Merlin happened a long time ago if he happened
a dl, and he's ssfely dead and buried under Bragdon Wood as we dl know.”

“Buried but not dead, according to the story,” corrected Dr. Dimble.

“Ugh!” said Jane involuntarily.

“I wonder what they will find if they start digging up that place for the foundations of their N.I.C.E.,”
sad Dr. Dimble,

“Hrg mud and then water,” said Mrs. Dimble. “That’swhy they can’t redly build it there.”

“So you'd think,” said her husband. “And if so, why should they want to come here at dl? They're
nat likey to be influenced by any poetic fancy about Merlin's mantle having fdlen on them!”

“Melin'smantleindeed!” said Mrs. Dimble



“Yes” sad the Doctor. “It'sarum idea. | dare say some of his set would like to recover the mantle
wdl enough. | don’t think they'd likeit if the old man himsdf came back to life dong with it.”

“Thet child'sgoing to faint,” said Mrs. Dimble suddenly.

“Hullo! What's the matter?” said Dr. Dimble, looking with amazement at Jane's face. “Is the room
too hot for you?’

“Oh, it'stoo ridiculous” said Jane.

“Let’s come into the drawing-room,” said Dr. Dimble. “Here, lean on my arm.”

In the drawing-room Jane attempted to excuse her behaviour by tdling the story of her dream. “I
suppose I've given mysdf away dreadfully,” she said. “You can both start psycho-anadysing me now.”

From Dr. Dimble's face Jane might have indeed conjectured that her dream had shocked him
exceadingly. “Extraordinary thing ...” he kept muttering. “Two heads. And one of them Alcasan’'s. Now
isthet a fase scent”

“Don't, Cecil,” said Mrs. Dimble,

“Do you think | ought to be andysed?’ said Jane.

“Andysed?’ sad Dr. Dimble, as if he had not quite understood. “Oh, | see. You mean going to
Brizeacre or someone?’

Jane redlised that her question had recdled him from some quiite different train of thought. The tdling
of her dream had raised some other problem, though what this was she could not even imagine.

Dr. Dimble looked out of the window. “There ismy dullest pupil just ringing the bell,” he said. “1 musgt
go to the sudy.” He stood for a moment with his hand on Jan€'s shoulder. “Look here” he said, “I'm
not going to give any advice. But if you do decide to go to anyone about that dream, | wish you would
fird consder going to someone whose address Margery or | will give you.”

“You don't believein Mr. Brizeacre?’ said Jane.

“l can't explain,” said Dr. Dimble. “Not now. Try not to bother about it. But if you do, just let us
know firg. Good-bye.”

Almog immediatdly after his departure some other vigtors arrived, so that there was no opportunity
of further private conversation between Jane and her hostess. She |eft the Dimbles about hdf an hour
later and walked home.

Chapter Two. Dinner With The Sub-Warden

“THISisablow!” sad Curry.

“Something from N.O.?" sad Busby. He and Lord Feverstone and Mark were dl drinking sherry
before dining with Curry. N.O., which stood for Non Olet, was the nickname of Charles Place, the
Warden of Bracton.

“Yes, blast him,” said Curry. “Wishes to see me on a most important metter after dinner.”

“That means” said the Bursar, “that Jewd and Co. have been getting at him and want to find some
way of going back on the whole business”

“Jawe! Good God!” said Bushy, burying hisleft hand in his beard.

“l was rather sorry for old Jewd,” said Mark.

“Sorry for Jewel?” said Curry, wheding round. *Y ou wouldn't say thet if you knew what he was like
inhis prime.”

“l agree with you,” said Feverstone to Mark, “but then | take the Clausewitz view. Totd war is the
mos humane in the long run. | shut im up ingantaneoudy. HeIl be enjoying himsdlf, because I've
confirmed everything he's been saying about the younger generation for forty years. What was the
dternative? To let im drivel on until he'd worked himsdf into a coughing fit or a heart attack, and give
himin addition the disgppointment of finding that he was treated avilly.”

“That's apoint of view, certainly,” said Mark.

“Damn it dl,” continued Feverstone, “no man likes to have his stock-in-trade taken away. What
would poor Curry do if the Die-hards one day dl refused to do any die-harding?’

“Dinner is served, gr,” sad Curry’s “Shooter”—for that is what they cdl a college servant at



Bracton.

“That'sdl rot, Dick,” sad Curry as they sat down. “There's nothing | should like better than to see
the end of dl these Die-hards and be able to get on with the job. You don’t suppose | like having to
gpend dl my time merdly getting the road clear?”’

Mark noticed that his host was a little nettled a Lord Feverstone's banter. The latter had an
extremdy virile and infectious laugh. Mark was beginning to like him.

“Thejob being ...?7" sad Feverstone.

“Wel, some of us have got work of our own to do,” replied Curry.

“l never knew you were that sort of person,” said Feverstone.

“That's the worgt of the whole system,” said Curry. “In a place like this you've ether got to be
content to see everything go to pieces or ese to sacrifice your own career as a scholar to dl these
infernd college palitics. One of these days | shdl chuck that sde of it and get down to my book.”

“l| see” sad Feverstone. “In order to keep the place going as a learned society, dl the best brainsin
it have to give up doing anything about learning.”

“Exactly!” sad Curry. “That's jus—" and then stopped, uncertain whether he was being taken quite
serioudy.

“All that’s very wdl in theory,” said Busby, “but | think Curry’s quite right. Supposing he resigned his
office as sub-warden and retired into his cave. He might give us a thundering good book on
economics—"

“Economics?’ said Feverstone, lifting his eyebrows.

“I happen to be amilitary higtorian, James” sad Curry. He was often annoyed at the difficulty which
his colleagues seemed to find in remembering what particular branch of learning he had been elected to
pursue.

“Military history, of course,” said Busby. “As | say, he might give us a thundering good book on
military history. But it would be superseded in twenty years. Whereas the work he is actudly doing for
the College will bendfit it for centuries. This whole business, now, of bringing the N.I.C.E. to Edgestow.
Think of the new life, The stirring of dormant impulses. What would any book on economics—?’

“Military history,” said Feverstone gently, but Busby did not hear.

“What would any book on economics be, compared with a thing like that?’ he continued. “I 1ook
upon it as the greatest triumph of practical idedism that this century has yet seen.”

The good wine was beginning to do its good office. We have dl known the kind of dergyman who
tends to forget his derica collar after the third glass but Busby’'s habit was the reverse. As wine
loosened his tongue, the parson, dill latent within him after thirty years apostasy, began to wake into a
drange gdvanic life.

“I make no dam to orthodoxy,” he said. “But if rdigion is understood in the deepest sense, | say that
Curry, by bringing the N.I.C.E. to Edgestow, has done more for it in one year than Jewel has done in his
whalelife”

“Has anyone discovered,” asked Feverstone,. “what, precisdly, the N.I.C.E. is, or wha it intends to
do?

“That comes oddly from you, Dick,” said Curry. “I thought you werein on it yoursdf.”

“Ian't it a little naive” said Feverstone, “to suppose that being in on a thing involves any didinct
knowledge of its offica programme?’

“Ohwdl, if you mean detalls” said Curry, and then stopped.

“Surdy, Feverstone” said Busby, “you’'re making a great mystery about nothing. | should have
thought the objects of the N.I.C.E. were pretty clear. It's the fird attempt to take applied science
serioudy from the nationd point of view. Think how it isgoing to mobilise dl the taent of the country: and
not only sciertific talent in the narrower sense. Fifteen departmentd directors at fifteen thousand a year
each! Its own legd gaff! Its own police, I'm told!”

“l agree with James” said Curry. “The N.I.C.E. marks the beginning of a new era—the redly
sientific era. There are to be forty interlocking committees Stting every day, and they’ ve got a wonderful
gadget by which the findings of each commiittee print themsalves off in their own little compartment on the



Andytica Notice-Board every hdf-hour. Then that report dides itsdf into the right position where it's
connected up by little arrows with dl the rlevant parts of the other reports. It's a marvelous gadget. The
different kinds of business come out in different coloured lights They cdl it a Pragmatometer.”

“And there” sad Busby, “you see agan what the Inditute is dready doing for the country.
Pragmatometry is going to be a big thing. Hundreds of people are going in for it.”

“And what do you think about it, Studdock?’ said Feverstone.

“l think,” said Mark, “that James touched the important point when he said that it would have its own
legd gaff and its own police. | don't give a fig for Pragmatometers. The red thing is that this time we're
going to get science gpplied to socid problems and backed by the whole force of the state, just as war
has been backed by the whole force of the state in the past.”

“Damn,” said Curry, looking at his watch. “I'll have to go and tak to N.O. now. If you people would
like any brandy when you've finished your wine, it's in that cupboard. You're not going, James, are
you?”

“Yes” sad the Bursar. “I'm going to bed early. Don't let me break up the party for you two. I've
been on my legs nearly dl day, you know. A man's a fodl to hold any office in this College. Continud
anxigty. Crushing respongbility.”

As soon as the two men had got out of the room Lord Feverstone looked seadily at Mark for some
seconds. Then he chuckled. Then he threw his lean, muscular body well back into his char and laughed
louder and louder. He was very infectious in his laughter, and Mark found himsdf laughing too.
“Pragmatometers—practica idedlisam,” gasped Feverstone. It was a moment of extreordinary liberation
for Mark. All sorts of things about Curry and Busby which he had not previoudy noticed came to his
mind. He wondered how he could have been so blind to the funny side of them.

“It redly is rather devadtating,” said Feverstone when he had patidly recovered, “that the people
one has to use for getting things done should talk such drivel about the things themselves”

“And yet they are, in a sense, the brains of Bracton,” said Mark.

“Good Lord, no! Glossop and Bill the Blizzard and even old Jewd have ten times ther intdligence”

“l didn't know you took that view.”

“| think Glossop etc. are quite mistaken. | think ther idea of culture and knowledge and what not is
unredidic. But it is quite a clear idea and they fallow it out congagtently. They know what they want. But
our two poor friends haven't a ghost of a notion where they’re going. They'll sweat blood to bring the
N.I.C.E. to Edgestow: that’s why they’re indipensable. But what the point of the N.I.C.E. is, what the
point of anything is—ask them another. Pragmatometry! Fifteen sub-directors!”

“Wdl, perhaps I'm in the same boat mysdf.”

“Not a dl. You saw the point a once.”

Mark was slent. The giddy sensation of being suddenly whirled up from one plane of secrecy to
another prevented him from speaking.

“l want you to come into the Inditute,” said Feverstone.

“Y ou mean—to leave Bracton?’

“That makes no odds. Anyway, | don't suppose there's anything you want here. We'd make Curry
warden when N.O. retires and—"

“They were taking of making you warden.”

“God!” said Feverstone, and stared.

Mark redised that from Feverstone's point of view this was like the suggesion that he should
become Headmaster of asmdl idiots school.

“You,” said Feverstone, “would be absolutely wasted as warden. That's the job for Curry. Y ou want
aman who loves business and wire-pulling for their own sake and doesn’t redly ask what it's dl about.
We ve only got to tdl him that he thinks so-and-so is a man the College wants, and then he'll never rest
till so-and-so gets a Felowship. That's what we want the College for: a drag net, a recruiting office”

“A recruiting office for the N.I.C.E., you mean?’

“Yes, inthefirg ingance. But it's only one part of the generd show.”

“I'm not sure that | know what you mean.”



“You soon will. It sounds rather in Busby’s syle to say that humanity is at the cross-roads. Bt it is
the main question at the moment: which side one’ s on—obscurantism or order. If Scienceisredly given a
free hand it can now take over the human race and recondition it: make man a redly efficent animd. If it
doesn't—well, we're done.”

“Goon”

“There are three main problems. Firg, the interplanetary problem.”

“What on earth do you mean?’

“We can't do anything about that at present. The only man who could help was Weston.”

“He was killed in a blitz, wasn't he?”

“He was murdered, and I’ ve a shrewd idea who the murderer was”

“Good God! Can nothing be done?’

“There's no evidence. The murderer is a respectable Cambridge don with a game leg and a far
beard. He' s dined in this College.”

“What was Weston murdered for?”

“For being on our Sde. The murderer is one of the enemy.”

“You don't mean to say he murdered him for that?

“Yes” sad Feverstone, bringing his hand down smartly on the table. “That's just the point. People
like Curry or James think the violent resistance of the other sde ended with the persecution of Gdileo
and dl that. But don't believe it. It isjust beginning. They know now that we have at last got red powers.
They’re going to fight every inch. They’ll stop at nothing.”

“They can't win,” said Mark.

“WEeIl hope not,” sad Lord Feverstone. “Thet iswhy it is of such immense importance to each of us
to choose the right side.”

“Oh, | haven't any doubt which ismy sde” said Mark. “Hang it al—the preservation of the human
race—it’s a pretty rock-bottom obligetion.”

“Wdl, persondly,” said Feverstone, “I’'m not indulging in any Busbyiams about that. The practica
point is that you and | don't like being pawns, and we do rather like fighting—specidly on the winning
sde”

“And what isthe firg practicd step?’

“Yes, that's the red question. As | said, the interplanetary problem must be left on one sde for the
moment. The second problem is our rivals on this planet. | don’'t mean only insects and bacteria. There's
far too much life of every kind about, animd and vegetable. We haven't redly cleared the place yet. All
thet isto be gone into. The third problem is man himsdf.”

“Go on. Thisinterests me very much.”

“Man has got to take charge of man. That means, remember, that some men have got to take charge
of the rest.”

“What sort of thing have you in mind?’

“Quite smple and obvious things, at fird—dterilisation of the unfit, liquidation of backward races,
sdective breeding. Then red education, induding pre-natal education. By red education | mean one that
makes the patient what it wants infdlibly: whatever he or his parents try to do about it. Of course, it'll
have to be manly psychologicd at first. But we'll get on to biochemica conditioning in the end and direct
manipulation of the brain. A new type of man: and it's people like you who've got to begin to make him.”

“That’smy trouble. Don't think it's false modesty: but | haven't yet seen how | can contribute.”

“No, but we have. You are what we need; a trained sociologist with a radicdly redigtic outlook, not
afrad of responghility. Also, a sociologist who can write”

“You don’'t mean you want me to write up al this?

“No. We want you to write it down—to camouflage it. Only for the present, of course. Once the
thing gets going we shan't have to bother about the great heart of the British public. But in the meantime it
does make a difference how things are put. For ingtance, if it were even whispered that the N.I.C.E.
wanted powers to experiment on criminds, you' d have dl the old women of both sexes up in ams and
yapping about humanity: cdl it re-education of the maadjusted and you have them dl dobbering with



ddight. Odd thing it is—the word ‘experiment’ is unpopular, but not the word ‘experimentd’. You
mustn't experiment on children: but offer the dear little kiddies free education in an experimental school
attached to the N.I.C.E. and it'sdl correct!”

“You don't mean that this—er—journdigtic sde would be my main job?’

“It's nothing to do with journdism. Your readers in the firs instance would be committees of the
House of Commons, not the public. But that would only be a Sdeline. As for the job itsdf—why, it's
impossible to say how it might develop. Taking to amean like you, | don't stress the finencid sde.”

“l wasn't thinking about thet,” said Mark, flushing with pure excitemen.

“Look here)” said Feverstone. “Let me run you across to-morrow to see John Wither. You'll meet
dl the important people there, and it'll give you a chance to make up your mind.”

“How does Wither come into it? | thought Jules was the head of the N.I.C.E.” Jules was a
diginguished novdig and sdientific populariser whose name aways appeared before the public in
connection with the new Indiitute.

“Jules Hell’'sbells” said Feverstone. “He sl right for sdlling the Inditute to the grest British public
inthe Sunday papers and he draws a whacking sdary. He' s no use for work.”

“Oh quite” sad Mark. “I was dways rather puzzled a his being in the show. Do you know, snce
you're o kind, | think I'd better accept your offer and go over to Wither for the week-end. What time
would you be sarting?’

“About quarter to eleven. They tdl me you live out Sandown way. | could cdl and pick you up.”

“Thanks very much. Now tdl me about Wither.”

“John Wither,” began Feverstone, but suddenly broke off. “Damn!” he said. “Here comes Curry.”

Mark walked home. Something happened to him the moment he had let himsdf into the flat which
was very unusud. He found himsdlf, on the door-mat, embracing a frightened, half-sobbing Jane—even a
humble Jane, who was saying, “Oh, Mark, I’ ve been so frightened.”

There was a qudity in the very muscles of his wife's body which took him by surprise. A certain
indefinable defensveness had momentarily deserted her. He had known such occasions before, but they
were rare. And they tended, in his experience, to be followed next day by inexplicable quarrels.

But the reasons for her unusud behaviour on this particular evening were Smple enough. She had got
back from the Dimbles at about four, and had had to light up and draw the curtains before she had
finished tea. The thought had come into her mind that her fright at the dream, a the mention of a mantle,
an old man, an old man buried but not dead, and a language like Spanish, had been as irrdtiond as a
child's fear of the dark. This had led her to remember moments when she had feared the dark. She
dlowed hersdf to remember them too long. The evening somehow deteriorated. She was restless. From
being restless she became nervous. Then came a curious reluctance to go into the kitchen to get hersdf
some supper. And now there was no disguisng the fact that she was frightened. In desperation she rang
up the Dimbles. “I think 1 might go and see the person you suggested, after dl,” she said. Mrs. Dimble's
voice came back, after a curious little pause, gving her the address. Ironwood was the name, Miss
Ironwood, who lived out & St. Anne's on the Hill. Jane asked if she should make an gppointment.

“No,” sad Mrs. Dimble, “they’ll be—you needn’t make an gppointment.”

Jane kept the conversation going as long as she could. Secretly she had had a wild hope that Mother
Dimble would recognise her distress and say a once, “I'll come draight up to you by car.” Instead, she
got the mere information and a hurried “ Good night.”

It seemed to Jane that by ringing up she had interrupted a conversation about hersdf: or about
something else more important, with which she was somehow connected. And what had Mrs. Dimble
meant by “They'Il be—"?“They'll be expecting you’?

“Damn the Dimbled” said Jane to hersdf. And now that the life-line had been used and brought no
comfort, the terror, asif insulted by her futile attempt to escape it, rushed back on her and she could
never afterwards remember whether the horrible old man and the mantle had actualy appeared to her in
adream or whether she had merdly sat there hoping that they would not.

And that iswhy Mark found such an unexpected Jane on the door-mat. It was a pity, he thought, that
this should have happened on a night when he was so late and <o tired and, to tdl the truth, not perfectly



sober.

“Do you fed quitedl right thismorning?’ said Mark.

“Yes, thank you,” said Jane shortly.

Mark was lying in bed and drinking a cup of tea. Jane was seated at the dressing-table, patidly
dressed, and doing her hair.

Jane thought she was annoyed because her har was not going up to her liking and because Mark
was fussng. She dso knew, of course, that she was angry with hersdf for the collapse which had
betrayed her lagt night into being what she detested—the “little woman” of sentimentd fiction running for
comfort to mae arms. But she thought this anger was only in the back of her mind, and had no suspicion
that it was pulsing through every van and producing the dumaness in her fingers which made her har
seem intractable.

“Because,” continued Mark, “if you fdt the least bit uncomfortable, 1 could put off going to see this
men Wither.” Jane said nothing.

“Supposing | did,” said Mark, “you wouldn't think of asking Myrtle over to Stay?’

“No thank you,” said Jane emphaticaly; and then, “I'm quite accustomed to being aone.”

“l know,” said Mark in a defensve voice. “That's the devil of the way things are in College at
present. That's one of the chief reasons I’'m thinking of another job.” Jane was dill Slent.

“Look here, old thing,” said Mark. “There' s no good beeting about the bush. | don’t like going away
while you're in your present state—"

“What gate?’ said Jane.

“Wel—I mean—just a bit nervy—as anyone may be temporarily.”

“Because | happened to be having a nightmare when you came home last night—or rather this
morning—there’'s no need to talk asif | was a neurasthenic.” This was not in the leest what Jane had
intended or expected to say.

“Now there’ s no good going on likethet ...” began Mark.

“Like what?" said Jane loudly, and then, before he had time to reply, “If you've decided that I'm
going mad you' d better get Brizeacre to come down and certify me. 1t would be convenient to do it while
you're awvay. I’'m going to see about the breakfast now. If you don't dress pretty quickly, you'll not be
ready when Lord Feverstone cdls”

Mark gave himsdf a bad cut while shaving (and saw, a once, a picture of himsdf taking to the
al-important Wither with a great blob of cotton-wool on his lip), while Jane decided, from a mixture of
motives, to cook Mark an unusudly elaborate breakfast, and upset it dl over the new stove at the last
moment. They were dill a the table and both pretending to read newspapers when Lord Feverstone
arrived. Unfortunately Mrs. Maggs arrived at the same moment. Mrs. Maggs was that dement in Jane's
economy represented by the phrase “1 have a woman who comesin twice a week.” They were about the
same age and to a bachdor's eye there was no very noticegble difference in ther clothes. It was
therefore perhaps excusable that when Mark attempted to introduce Feverstone to his wife Feverstone
should have shaken Mrs. Maggs by the hand: it did not sweeten the last few minutes before the two men
departed.

Jane Ieft the flat under pretence of shopping dmog a once. “I redly couldn't sand Mrs. Maggs
to-day,” she sad to hersdf. “She's a terrible taker.” So that was Lord Feverstone—that men with the
loud, unnatura laugh and the mouth like a shark. Apparently a fool, too! Jane had distrusted his face.
Probably he was meking a fool of Mark. Mark was so eesly taken in. If only he wasn't a Bracton! It
was a horrible college. And meanwhile, what of the day that awaited her, and the night, and the next
night?

She mugt do something. She even thought of fallowing Mark’s advice and getting Myrtle to come
and stay. But Myrtle was Mark’s twin sigter, with much too much of the adoring sster’ s attitude to the
brilliant brother. Then she thought of going to see Dr. Brizeacre as a patient. But when she came to think
of answering the sort of questions which Brizeacre would ask, this turned out to be impossible. In the
end, somewhat to her own surprise, she found that she had decided to go out to St. Anne's and see Miss



Ironwood. She thought hersdf afoal for doing so.

Mark Studdock was being driven to the Blood Transfuson Office at Belbury, where the nudeus of
the N.I.C.E. had taken up its temporary abode. The very sze and syle of Feverstone's car had made a
favourable impresson on him the moment he saw it. And wha fing mde energy (Mark fdt sick of
women at the moment) revealed itsdf in the very gestures with which Feverstone settled himsdf a the
whed and clasped his pipe firmly between his teeth! The speed of the car, even in the narrow streets of
Edgestow, was impressve, and so were the laconic criticiams of Feverstone on other drivers and
pedestrians. Once over the levd crossng and beyond Jane's old college (St. Elizabeth’'s), he began to
show what his car could do. Tdegraph posts raced by, bridges rushed overhead with a roar, villages
streamed backward to join the country aready devoured, and Mark, at once fascinated and repelled by
the insolence of Feverstone's driving, sat saying “Yes' and Quite’ and “It was ther fault”, and seding
sddong glances a his companion. The long, straight nose and the clenched teeth, the hard, bony outlines
benegth the face, the very clothes, dl spoke of a big man driving a big car to somewhere where they
would find big Suff going on. And he, Mark, was to beinit dl.

Jane Studdock meanwhile was progressing dowly towards the village of St. Anne's. The train, which
started a haf-past one, jerked and rattled dong an embankment whence she looked down through bare
branches and branches freckled with ydlow leaves into Bragdon Wood itsdf and thence dong the edge
of Brav Park and so to the fird stop a Duke's Eaton. Here, as & Woolham and Cure Hardy and
Fourstones, the train settled back, when it stopped, with a little jerk and something like a sigh. And then
there would be a noise of milk cans ralling and coarse boots treading on the platform and after that a
pause while the autumn sunlight grew warm on the window-pane and smdls of wood and fidd from
beyond the tiny dtetion floated in. At quarter-past two she came to St. Ann€e's, which was the terminus of
the branch, and the end of everything. The air struck her as cold and tonic when she left the Sation.

There was dill adimb to be done on foot, for St. Anne's is perched on a hilltop. A winding road
between high banks lead her up to it. As soon as she had passed the church she turned eft, as she had
been ingtructed, at the Saxon Cross. Presently she came to ahigh wall on her right that seemed to run on
for a great way. There was a door in it and beside the door an old iron bel-pull. She fdt sure she had
come on a fodl’s errand: nevertheless she rang. When the jangling noise had ceased there followed a
Slence s0 long, and o chilly, that Jane began to wonder whether the house were inhabited. Then, just as
she was debating whether to ring again or to tun away, she heard the noise of someone's feat
gpproaching on the indde of the wall.

Meanwhile Lord Feverstone's car had long since arrived at Belbury—a florid Edwardian mansion
which seemed to have sprouted into a widespread outgrowth of newer and lower buildings in cement,
which housed the Blood Transfuson Office.

Chapter Three. Belbury And St. Anne’ s-On-The-Hill

ON hisway up the wide staircase Mark caught sght of himsdf in a mirror. The blob of cotton-wool
on hislip had been blown awry during the journey and reveded a patch of blackened blood beneath it. A
moment later he found himsdlf in a room with a blazing fire, being introduced to Mr. John Wither, Deputy
Director of the N.I.C.E.

Wither was a white-haired old man with a courtly manner. His face was clean-shaven and very large
indeed, with watery blue eyes and something rather vague and chaotic about it. He did not appear to be
gving them his whole attention, though his actua words and gestures were polite to the point of
effusveness. He sad it was a greet, a very gredt, pleasure to welcome Mr. Studdock among them. It
added to the deep obligations under which Lord Feversione had dready lad him. He hoped they had
had an agreeable journey. Mr. Wither appeared to be under the impression that they had come by ar
and, when this was corrected, that they had come from London by train. Then he began enquiring
whether Mr. Studdock found his quarters perfectly comfortable and had to be reminded that they hed
only that moment arrived. “1 suppose,” thought Mark, “the old chap istrying to put me a my ease.”



Infact, Mr. Wither's conversation was having precisely the opposite effect. Mark wished he would
offer m a cigarette. His growing conviction that this man knew nothing about him, and thet dl the
schemes and promises of Feverstone were dissolving into mig, was uncomfortable. At last he
endeavoured to bring Mr. Wither to the point by saying that he was dill not quite clear in what capacity
he would be able to assst the Indtitute.

“| assure you, Mr. Studdock,” said the Deputy Director with an unusudly far-away look in his eye,
“that you needn’t anticipate the dightest ... er ... the dightest difficulty on that point. There was never any
idea of crcumscribing your activities and your generd influence on policy, much less your rations with
your colleegues and what | might cdl in generd the terms of reference under which you would be
collaborating with us, without the fullest possible consderation of your own views and, indeed, your own
advice. You will find us, Mr. Studdock, if | might express mysdf in that way, a very happy family.”

“Oh, don’'t misunderstand me, Sr,” said Mark. “I only meant that | fdt | should like some sort of idea
of what exactly | should be doing if | came to you.”

“Wdl now, when you speak of coming to us,” said the Deputy Director, “that raises a point on which
| hope there is no misunderstanding. | think we dl agreed that no question of residence need be raised—I
mean, a this stage. We thought, we dl thought, that if you cared to livein Cambridge—"

“Edgestow,” prompted Lord Feverstone.

“Ahyes, Edgestow,” here the Deputy Director turned, round and addressed Feverstone. “I was just
explaning to Mr ... er ... Studdock, and | fed sure you will fully agree with me, that nothing was farther
from the mind of the committee than to dictate in any way, or even to advise, where Mr.—, where your
friend should live. Of course, wherever he lives we should place ar and road transport at his disposdl. |
dare say you have dready explained to him that dl questions of that sort will adjust themsdlves without
the amdles difficulty.”

“Redly, dr,” sad Mark, “I wasn't thinking about that. | haven't—Il mean | shouldn't have the
amdlest objection to living anywhere; | only—"

“But | assure you, Mr .... er ... | assure you, g, that there is not the smdlest objection to your
resding wherever you may find convenient. There was never, a any stage, the dightest suggestion—"

But here Mark, in desperation, ventured to interrupt himsdif.

“It is the exact nature of the work,” he said, “and of my qudifications for it that | wanted to get
Clear.”

“My dear friend,” said the Deputy Director, “you need not have the dightest uneasiness in that
direction. As | said before, you will find us a very happy family, and may fed perfectly satisfied that no
questions as to your entire sitebility have been agitating anyone's mind in the least. 1 should not be
offering you a pogtion among usif there were the dightest danger of your not being completdy welcome
to dl, or the least suspicion that your very vauable quaities were not fully appreciated. You are—you
are among friends here, Mr. Studdock. | should be the lagt person to advise you to connect yoursdlf with
any organisation where you ran the risk of being exposed ... er ... to disagreeable persona contacts.”

Mark did not ask again in so many words what the N.I.C.E. wanted him to do; partly because he
began to be afrad that he was supposed to know this aready, and partly because a perfectly direct
question would have sounded a crudity in that room—a crudity which might suddenly exclude him from
the warm and dmost drugged atmosphere of vague, yet heavily important, confidence.

“You are vay kind,” he sad. “The only thing | should like to get just a little clearer is the
exact—well, the exact scope of the gppointment.”

“Wdl,” said Mr. Wither in avoice so low and rich that it was dmost asgh. “1 am very glad you have
rased tha issue now in a quite informa way. Obvioudy ndther you nor | would wish to commit
oursalves, in this room, in any sense which was a dl injurious to the powers of the committee. We do not
redly think, among ourselves, in terms of drictly demarcated functions, of course. Everyone in the
Inditute fedls that his own work isnot so much a departmental contribution as a moment or grade in the
progressive sdf-definition of an organic whole”

And Mark said—for he was young and shy and vain and timid—*1 do think that is so important. The
eadidty of your organisation is one of the things thet attracts me” After that, he had no further chance of



bringing the Director to the point, despite the torturing recurrence of the question, “What are we both
taking about?’

At the very end of the interview there came one moment of clarity —Mr. Wither supposed that he,
Mark, would find it convenient to join the N.1.C.E. dub: even for the next few days he would be freer as
amember than as someone's guest. Mark agreed and then flushed crimson on learning that the easiest
course was to become alife member at the cost of £200.

“How dlly,” he said doud, “1 haven’'t got my chequebook with me.”

A moment later he found himsdf on the stairs with Feverstone.

“Wdl?" asked Mark eagerly.

Feverstone did not seem to hear him.

“WdI? repeated Mark. “When shdl | know my fate? | mean, have | got the job?”

“Hullo, Guy!” bawled Feverstone suddenly to a man in the hal beneath. Next moment he had trotted
down to the foot of the stairs, grasped his friend warmly by the hand, and disappeared. Mark, following
him more dowly, found himsdf in the hal, among the groups and pairs of chattering men, who were dl
crossing it towards the big folding doors on his|eft.

The agreeable amdls which came from the folding doors made it obvious that people were going to
lunch. In the end he decided that he couldn’t stand there looking like afool any longer, and went in.

There was aangle long table, dready so nearly filled that, after looking in vain for Feverstone, he had
to St down beside a stranger. “I suppose one Sts where one likes?” he murmured as he did so; but the
stranger gpparently did not hear. He was edting very quickly and talking at the same time to his neighbour
on the other sde.

“That'sjud it,” he was saying. “As| told him, it makes no difference to me which way they sdtle it.
I’ve no objection to the 1.J.P. people taking over the whole thing if that’s what the D.D. wants, but what
| didikeisthree H.D.sdl tumbling over one another about some job that could redly be done by a clerk.
It's becoming ridiculous”

It was ardief to Mark when people began getting up from table. Following the genera movement, he
recrossed the hdl and. came into a large room where coffee was baeing served. Here a last he saw
Feverstone. Mark wished to approach him, if only to find out whether he were expected to Say the night,
but the knot of men round Feverstone was of that confidentid kind which it is difficult to join. He moved
towards one of the many tables and began turning over the pages of an illusrated weekly. When he
looked up he found himsdf face to face with one of his own colleagues, a Fellow of Bracton, cdled
Hingest. The Progressive Element called him Bill the Blizzard.

Hingest had not been at the College medting, and was hardly on spesking terms with Feverstone.
Mark redised with a certan awe that here was a man directly in touch with the N.I.C.E.—one who
darted at a point beyond Feverstone. Bill the Blizzard had an old-fashioned curly moustache in which
white had amost triumphed over ydlow, a beak-like nose, and a bad head.

“Thisis an unexpected pleasure,” said Mark with a hint of formdity. He was dways a little afraid of
Hinges.

“Huh?’ grunted Bill. “Eh? Oh, it's you, Studdock? Didn’'t know they’ d secured your services here”

“l was sorry not to see you at the College meeting yesterday,” said Mark.

Thiswas a lie. The Progressive Element dways found Hingest's presence an embarrassment. As a
stientist—and the only redly eminent scientist they had—he was tharr rightful property; but he was tha
hateful anomdy, the wrong sort of scientist. Glossop, who was a classic, was his chief friend in College.
He had the air of not ataching much importance to his own revolutionary discoveries in chemigry and of
vauing himsdf much more on being a Hingest: the family was of dmost mythica antiquity.

“Eh? What's that? College meeting?’ said the Blizzard. “What were they taking about?’

“About the sale of Bragdon Wood.”

“All nonsense,” muttered the Blizzard.

“l hope you would have agreed with the decison we came to.

“It made no difference what decison they came to.

“Ohl” said Mark with some surprise.



“It was dl nonsense. The N.I.C.E. would have had the Wood in any case. They had powers to
compe ade”

“What an extraordinary thing! | was given to understand they were going to Cambridge if we didn’t
ol

“Not aword of truthinit. And there’ s nothing extraordinary in the fact that the N.I.C.E. should wish
to hand over to Bracton the odium of turning the heart of England into a cross between an abortive
American hotd and a glorified gas-works. The only puzzle is why the N.I.C.E. should want that bit of
land.”

“l suppose we shdl find out as things go on.”

“You may, | shan't.”

“Oh?" sad Mark interrogetively.

“I've had enough of it,” said Hingest, lowering his voice, “I'm leaving to-night. 1 don’'t know what
you were doing a Bracton, but if it was any good I'd advise you to go back and stick toit.”

“Redly!” said Mark. “Why do you say that?’

“Doesn't matter for an old fellow like me” said Hingest, “but they could play the devil with you.”

“Asamatter of fact,” said Mark, “1 haven't fuly made up my mind. | don’'t even know yet what my
job would beif | stayed.”

“What's your subject?’

“Sociology.”

“Huh!” said Hingest. “In that case | can soon point you out the man you' d be under.”

“Perhaps you could introduce me.”

“All right,” said Hingest. “No business of mine” Then he added in a louder voice, “ Stedel”

Stede turned round. He was a tdl, unamiling man with that kind of face which, though long and
horse-like, has neverthdless rather thick and pouting lips.

“Thisis Studdock,” said Hingest. “The new man for your department.” Then he turned away.

“Oh,” sad Stedle. Then after a pause, “Did he say my department?’

“That'swhat he sad,” replied Mark. “I'm a sociologis—if that throws any light on it.”

“I'm H.D. for sociology dl right,” said Stedle. “But thisis the fird I've heard about you. Who told
you you were to be there?’

“Wdl,” said Mark, “the thing is rather vague. I’ ve had a tak with the Deputy Director, but we didn’t
gointo details”

Stede whidled. “I say, Cosser,” he called out to a freckle-faced man who was passng by, “ligen to
this. Feverstone has just unloaded this chap on our department without a word to me about it. What do
you think of that?’

“Wedl I'm damned!” said Cosser.

“I'm sorry,” said Mark, alittle diffly. “I seem to have been put in afdse podtion. | only came over as
an experiment. It is a matter of indifference to me whether | take ajob inthe N.I.C.E. or not.”

“You see” sad Stede to Cosser, “there isn't redly any room for a men in our show—specidly for
someone who doesn’t know the work. Unless they put imonthe U.L.”

“That'sright,” said Cosser.

“Mr. Studdock, | think,” sad a new voice a Mak's dbow, a treble voice which seemed
disproportionate to the huge hill of a man whom he saw when he turned his head. He recognised the
speaker. His dark, smooth face and black hair were unmistakable, and so was the accent. This was
Professor Filogtrato, the physiologist, whom Mark had sat next to & a dinner two years before. Mark
was charmed that such a man remembered him.

“l am very glad you have come to join us” said Filostrato, taking hold of Mark’s am and gently
pilating him away from Stedle and Cosser.

“Totdl you the truth,” said Mark, “I’'m not sure that | have. | was brought over by Feverstone but he
hes disappeared, and Stede—"

“Bahl Stede!” said the Professor. “That is dl a bagatelle. He gets too big for his boots. He will be
put in his place one of these days. It may be you who will put him.”



“l have a strong objection to being put in afase postion—" began Mark.

“Ligen, my friend,” interrupted Filostrato. “The fird thing to rediseisthat the N.I.C.E. isserious. It is
nothing less than the existence of the human race that depends on our work: our red work, you
comprehend? Y ou will find frictions and impertinences among this canaglia, this rabble. They are no more
to be regarded than your didike of a brother officer when the bettle is & his criss”

“Aslong as I'm given something to do that is worth doing,” said Mark, “I shouldn’t dlow anything of
thet sort to interfere with it.”

“Yes, yes, tha isright. These Steeles and Feverstones—they are of no consegquence. As long as you
have the good will of the Deputy Director you snap your fingers a them. You need ligen to no one but
him, you comprehend? Ah—and there is one other. Do not have the Fairy for your enemy.”

“The Fairy?’

“Yes. Her they cdl the Fairy. Oh, my God, a terrible Inglesaccial She is the head of our police, the
Inditutiondl Police. Ecco, she come. | will present you. Miss Hardcastle, permit that | present to you Mr.
Studdock.”

Mark found himsdf writhing from the stoker’s or carter’s hand-grip of a big woman in a black,
short-skirted uniform. Despite a bust that would have done credit to a Victorian barmaid, she was rather
thickly built than fat and her iron-grey hair was cropped short. Her face was square, stern, and pale, and
her voice deep. A smudge of lipgtick laid on with violent inattention to the red shape of her mouth was
her only concession to fashion, and she rolled or chewed a long black cheroot, unlit, between her teeth.
As she talked she had a habit of removing this, aring intently at the mixture of lipstick and sdiva on its
mangled end, and then replacing it more firmly than before. She sat down immediately in a chair close to
where Mark was standing, flung her right leg over one of the arms, and fixed him with a gaze of cold

intimecy.

Click-clack, digtinct in the slence, where Jane stood waiting, came the tread of the person on the
other sde of the wal. Then the door opened and Jane found hersdlf facing atadl woman of about her own
age.

“Does aMiss Ironwood live here?” sad Jane.

“Yes” sad the other girl, neither opening the door any farther nor sanding aside.

“l want to see her, please” sad Jane.

“Have you an gppointment?’ said the tal woman.

“Wl, not exactly,” said Jane. “Dr. Dimble said | shouldn’t need an gppointment.”

“Oh, if you're from Dr. Dimble,” said the woman, “come in. There's not room for two on this path,
s0 you mugt excuse meif | go firs.” The woman led her dong a brick path beside a wadl on which fruit
trees were growing, and then to the left dong a mossy path with gooseberry bushes on each side.

Presently they found themselves at a samdl side door, flanked by a water butt, in the long wdl of a
large house. Just as they did so awindow clapped shut upgtairs.

A minute or two later Jane was gtting waiting in a large spardly furnished room with a shut sove to
warm it. Thetdl woman's tread died away in the passages and the room became very quiet when it had
done so. Occasiondly the cawing of rooks could be heard. A long time passed.

When at length the other girl returned Jane now concelved for her that admiration which women,
more often than is supposed, fed for other women. It would be nice, Jane thought, to be like that—so
draight, so fit to be mounted on a horse, and so tal.

“Is ... isMiss Ironwood in?’ said Jane.

“Areyou Mrs. Studdock?’ said the girl.

“Yes” sad Jane.

“I will bring you to her a once” sad the other. “We have been expecting you. My name is Canmilla
Dennigon.”

Jane followed her. They went along way before Camilla knocked at a door and stood aside for Jane
to enter, saying “ She has come.”

And Jane went in; and there was Miss Ironwood dressed dl in black and gtting with her hands



folded on her knees. The hands were big and boney, though they did not suggest coarseness. She was
perhaps nearer Sxty than fifty.

“What is your name, young lady?’ said Miss Ironwood, taking up a pencil and a note-book.

“Jane Studdock.”

“Are you married?’

“Ves”

“Does your husband know you have come to us?’

“No.”

“And your age, if you please?’

“Twenty-three.”

“And now,” said Miss Ironwood, “what have you to tdl me?’

Jane took a deep breath. “I’ve been having bad dreams and—and feding depressed latdy.”

Jane' s narrative—she did not do it very well—took some time. While she was spesking she kept her
eyes fixed on Miss Ironwood' s large hands and her black skirt and the pencil and the note-book. As she
proceeded she saw Miss Ironwood's hand cease to write and the fingers wrap themsdves round the
penal: immensaly strong fingers they seemed. And they tightened, asif under the influence of some difled
emotion, and broke the pencil in two. Jane stopped and looked up a Miss Ironwood's face. The grey
eyes were dill looking at her with no change of expression.

“Pray continue, young lady,” said Miss Ironwood.

Jane resumed her story. When she had finished, Miss Ironwood put a number of questions. After that
she became glent for so long that Jane sad: “Is there, do you think, anything very serious wrong with
me?”

“There is nathing wrong with you,” said Miss Ironwood.

“You mean it will go away?’

“l should say probably not.”

“Isit something that can’'t be cured?’

“The reason you cannot be cured is that you are not ill.”

“But there must be something wrong. It's surely not naturd to have dreams like that.

There was a pause. “I think,” said Miss Ironwood, “1 had better tdl you the whole truth.”

“Yes do,” sad Janein adrained voice

“And | will begin by saying this” continued Miss Ironwood. “You are a more important person than
you imagine”

Jane said nathing, but thought inwardly, “ She is humoring me. She thinks | am mad.”

“Wha was your maiden name?’ asked Miss Ironwood.

“Tudor,” said Jane.

“The Warwickshire branch of the family?’

“Yes”

“Did you ever read alittle book by an ancestor of yours about the Battle of Worcester?’

“No. Father had a copy—the only copy, | think.”

“There are at least two others: one is in this house. Your ancestor gave a ful and, on the whole,
correct account of the battle, which he says he completed on the same day on which it was fought. But
hewas not & it.”

Jane, who had not redlly been following this, looked at Miss Ironwood.

“If he was spegking the truth,” said Miss Ironwood, “and we beieve that he was, he dreamed it. Do
you understand?’

“Dreamed about the battle?”

“Yes. But dreamed it right. He saw the red bettle in his dream.”

“l don’t see the connection.”

“Vidon—the power of dreaming redities—is sometimes hereditary,” said Miss [ronwood.

Something seemed to be interfering with Jane' s breathing. She fdt a sense of injury—this was just the
sort of thing she hated.



“Can it be proved?’ she asked. “I mean; we have only his word for it.”

“We have your dreams.”

“What do you mean?’

“My opinion is that you have seen red thingsin your dreams. Y ou have seen Alcasan as he redly sat
in the condemned cdl: and you have seen a vistor whom heredly had.”

“But—but—oh, thisis ridiculous” said Jane. “Tha part was a mere coincidence. The rest was just
nightmare. It was dl impossible. He screwed off his head, | tdl you. And they ... dug up the horrible old
man. They made him come to life”

“There are some confusions there, no doubt. But in my opinion there are redities behind even those
episodes.”

“l am afraid | don't believein that sort of thing,” said Jane coldly.

“Y our upbringing makesit naturd that you should not,” replied Miss Ironwood.

“Can you, then, do nothing for me? | mean, can you not stop it—cureit?’

“Vidonisnot a disease”

“But | don't want it,” said Jane passonately.

“If you go to a psychotherapist,” said Miss Ironwood, “he will proceed on the assumption that the
dreams reflect your own subconscious. He would try to treat you. It would certainly not remove the
dreams”

“But whet is this dl about?’ said Jane. “1 want to lead an ordinary life. | want to do my own work.
Why should | be selected for this horrible thing?’

There was a short slence. Jane made a vague movement and said, rather sulkily, “Wdl perhaps I'd
better be going ...” Then suddenly, “But how can you know al this?’

“We know your dreams to be partly true because they fit in with information we adready possess. It
was because he saw ther importance that Dr. Dimble sent you to us”

“Do you mean he sent me here not to be cured but to give information?” said Jane.

“Exactly.”

“I wish | had known that a little earlier,” said Jane coldly, getting up to go. “I had imagined Dir.
Dimble was trying to hdp me”

“He was. But he was a0 trying to do something more important at the same time.”

“l suppose | should be grateful for being considered at dl,” said Jane dryly.

“Young lady,” said Miss Ironwood. “You do not at dl redise the seriousness of this matter. The
things you have seen concern something compared with which the happiness, or even the life, of you and
meisof no importance. Y ou cannot get rid of your gift. You can try to suppress it, but you will fail, and
you will be badly frightened. On the other hand, you can put it a our disposd. If you do, you will be less
frightened in the long run and you will be heping to save the human race from a very great disaster. Or
thirdly, you may tdl someone ese about it. If you do that, you will dmogt certainly fdl into the hands of
other people who are a least as anxious as we to make use of your faculty and who will care no more
about your life and happiness than about those of a fly. The people you have seen in your dreams are red
people. It is not at dl unlikdy that they know you have, involuntarily, been soying on them. | would
advise you, even for your own sake, to join our Sde.”

“You keep on taking of we and us. Are you some kind of company?’

“Yes Youmay cdl it acompany.”

Jane had been standing for the last few minutes and she had dmost been bdieving what she heard.
Then suddenly dl her repugnance came over her again—al her wounded vanity, and her generd didike
of the mysterious and the unfamiliar. “ She's made me worse aready,” thought Jane, il regarding hersdlf
as apatient. Aloud, she said: “I must go. | don’t know what you are taking about. |1 don't want to have

anything to do with it.”

Mark discovered in the end that he was expected to stay, at least for the night, and when he went up
to dress for dinner he was feding more chearful. This was partly due to a whisky-and-soda taken with
“Fary” Hardcastle immediaidly before. The bedroom with its bright fire and its private bathroom



attached had dso something to do with it. Thank goodness he had adlowed Jane to talk him into buying
that new dress-suit! But what had reassured hm mogt of dl was his conversation with the Fairy.

It would be mideading to say that he liked her. She had indeed excited in him dl the distaste which a
young man feds at the proximity of something rankly, even insolently, sexed and at the same time whally
unattractive. And something in her cold eye had told him that she was wdl aware of this reaction and
found it amusing. She had drifted into police reminiscences. In spite of some initid scepticism, Mark was
gradualy horrified by her assumption that about thirty per cent of our murder trids ended by the hanging
of an innocent man. There were details, too, about the execution shed which had not occurred to him
before.

All this was disagreeable. But it was made up for by the ddicioudy esoteric character of the
conversation. Severa times that day he had been made to fed himsdf an outsder: that feding completdy
disappeared while Miss Hardcastle was taking to him. She had gpparently lived an excditing life. She had
been, a different times, a suffragette, a pacifis, and a British Fascist. She had been manhandled by the
police and imprisoned. On the other hand, she had met Prime Ministers and Dictators, and dl her history
was secret history. She knew from both ends what a police force could do and what it could not, and
there were in her opinion very few thingsit could not do.

For the Fairy, the police side of the Inditute was the redly important side. It existed to reieve the
ordinary executive of what might be cdled dl sanitary cases—a category which ranged from vaccination
to charges of unnaturd vice—from which it was only a step to bringing in dl cases of blackmail. As
regards crime in generd, they had aready popularised in the Press the idea that the Indtitute should be
dlowed to experiment largdy in the hope of discovering how far humane, remedid trestment could be
subdtituted for the old notion of “retributive’ punishment. That was where legd Red Tape stood in their
way. “But there are only two papers we don't control,” said the Fairy. “And well smash them.” And
then one would have carte blanche. Mark did not immediatdy follow this. But the Fairy pointed out that
what had hampered every English police force up to date was precisdy the idea of deserved punishment.
For deserved wasfinite you could do so much to the aimind and no more. Remedid treatment, on the
other hand, need have no limit; it could go on till it had effected a cure, and those who were carrying it
out would decide when that was. And if cure were humane and desirable, how much more prevention?
Soon anyone who had ever been in the hands of the police a al would come under the control of the
N.I.C.E.; inthe end, every citizen. “And that's where you and | comein,” added the Fairy.

This had brought Mark back to his doubts whether he were redly being given ajob and, if so, what it
was. But she had laughed at hisfears. “You'reindl right, sonny,” she said. “Only don’t be too particular
about what exactly you've got to do. Wither doesn't like people who try to pin him down. And don’t
believe everything you're told.”

At dinner Mark found himsgf next Hingest. “Wdl,” said Hingest, “have they findly roped you in, eh?
Because if you thought the better of it I’'m motoring back to-night and | could give you alift.”

“You haven't yet told me why you are leaving us yoursdf,” said Mark.

“Oh, well, it dl depends what a man likes. If you enjoy the society of that Itdian eunuch and the mad
parson and that Hardcastle girl—her grandmother would have boxed her ears if she were dive—of
course there' s nothing more to be said.”

“l suppose it's hardly to be judged on purdy socid grounds—I mean, it's something more than a
club.”

“Eh? Judged? Never judged anything in my life, except a a flower show. | came here because |
thought it had something to do with science. Now that | find it's something more like a politica
conspiracy, | shdl go home.”

“You mean, | suppose, that the socid planning doesn't appeal to you? | can understand that it
doesn't fit in with your work asit does with sciences like sociology, but—"

“There are no sciences like sociology. And if | found chemidtry beginning to fit in with a secret police
run by a middle-aged virago who doesn't wear corsets and a scheme for taking away his fam and his
shop and his children from every Englishmen, I'd let chemistry go to the devil and take up gardening

agan.”



“Bill'" said Fairy Hardcastle suddenly, from the far Side of the table.

Hingest fixed his eyes upon her and his face grew a dark red.

“Isit true,” bawled the Fairy, “that you're off by car after dinner?’

“Yes Miss Hardcadtle, it is”

“l was wondering if you could give me alift.”

“l should be happy to do s0,” said Hingest in avoice not intended to deceive, “if we are going in the
same direction.”

“Will you be passng Brenstock?”

“No, | go down Potter’s Lane.”

“Oh, damn! No good to me. | may as wdl wat till the morning.”

After this Mark found himsdf engaged by his Ieft-hand neighbour and did not see Bill the Blizzard
agan until he met him in the hl after dinner. He was in his overcoat and just ready to step into his car.

He began taking as he opened the door, and Mark was drawn into accompanying him across the
grave sweep to hiscar.

“Take my advice, Studdock,” he said. “You'll do yoursdf no good by getting mixed up with the
N.l.C.E—and, by God, you'll do nobody ese any good ether.”

“| suppose there are two views about everything,” said Mark.

“Eh? Two views? There are a dozen views about everything until you know the answer. Goodnight.”

He started up the car and drove off.

Jane came back from St. Anne's very little pleased with her interview, and had no sooner reached
the flat than the telephone went. “Is that you, Jane?’ came a voice. “It's me, Margaret Dimble. Such a
dreadful thing's happened. I’ll tdl you when | come. I'm too angry to speak at the moment. Have you a
spare bed by any chance? What? Mr. Studdock’s away? Not a bit, if you don’t mind. I've sent Cecil to
deepin College. You're sureit won't be a nuisance? Thanks most awfully. I'll be round in haf an hour.”

Chapter Four. The Liquidation Of Anachronisms

ALMOST before Jane had finished putting clean sheets on Mark’s bed, Mrs. Dimble arrived.
“You're an angd to have me” she said. “We'd tried every hotd in Edgestow | believe. All ful up with
the hangeson and camp followers of this detestable N.I.C.E. Secretaries here—typigts
there—commissioners of works—the thing's outrageous. If Cecil hadn’'t had a room in College | redly
believe he'd have had to deep in the waiting-room at the station. |1 only hope that man in College has
ared the bed.”

“But what on earth’ s happened?’ asked Jane.

“Turned out, my dear!”

“Butit ign't possible, Mrs. Dimble. | mean, it can't be legd.”

“That'swhat Cecil said. Just think of it, Jane. The firg thing we saw when we poked our heads out
of the window this morning was a lorry on the drive and a amdl army of what looked like criminds with
picks and spades. There was an odious little man in a peaked cap who said they’d have no objection to
our remaining in possession (of the house, mind you, not the garden) till eight o’ clock tomorrow morning.
No objection!”

“But surdy—surdy—it must be some migtake.”

“Of course Cedil rang up your Bursar. And of course your Bursar was out, and by that time the big
beech had been cut down. At last Cecil did get Mr. Bushy, who sad there must be some
misunderganding, but it was out of his hands now, and we' d better get on to the N.I.C.E. a Bdbury. Of
course it turned out to be quite impossible to get them. But by lunchtime we saw that one smply couldn’t
day there”

“Why not?’

“My dear, you've no conception what it was like. Greet lorries and traction engines roaring past dl
the time. Why, our own tradesmen couldn’'t get through it. The milk didn't arive till even o' clock.



We d the greatest difficulty in getting into town ourselves. Hares and noise everywhere and the road
practicdly ruined. And the people! Such horrid men. | didn't know we had workpeople like tha in
England.”

“And what are you going to do?’ asked Jane.

“Heaven knows!” said Mrs. Dimble. “Cexcil has been & Rumbold the solicitor's. Rumbold doesn't
seem to know where he is He keeps on saying the N.I.C.E. are in a very peculiar pogtion legdly.
There's no question of trying to live on the far Sde of the river any longer, even if they’d let us. All the
poplars are going down. All those nice little cottages by the church are going down. | found poor
Ivy—that’s your Mrs. Maggs, you know—in tears. Poor thingd They do look dreadful when they cry on
top of powder. She's baing turned out too; she's had enough troubles in her life without this. | was glad
to get away. The men were s0 horrible. Three big brutes came to the back door asking for hot water and
went on o that they frightened Martha out of her wits. A sort of specid condable sent them away.
What? Oh yes, there are dozens of what ook like policemen dl over the place, and | didn't like the look
of them ether. Cecil and | both thought the same thing: we thought it's dmost asif we' d lost the war. Oh,
good girl, teal That's just what | wanted.”

“You mug stay here as long as you like, Mrs. Dimble” said Jane. “Mak’ll just have to deep in
College”

“Wdl, redly,” said Mother Dimble, “I fed a the moment that no Fellow of Bracton ought to be
dlowed to deep anywherel As amatter of fact, | shan't have to. Cecil and | are to go out to the Manor
a St. Anne's. We have to be there so much a present, you see.”

“Oh,” sad Jane involuntarily, as her own story flowed back on her mind.

“Why, what a Hfish pig I've been,” said Mother Dimble. “Here have | been quite forgetting that
you've been out there and are full of things to tdl me. Did you see Grace? And did you like her?’

“Is‘Grace’ Miss lronwood?’ asked Jane.

“Ves”

“l saw her. | don't know if | liked her or not. But | don’'t want to talk about dl that. | can't think
about anything except this outrageous business of yours. It's you who are the red martyr, not me.”

“No, my dear,” said Mrs. Dimble, “I'm not a martyr. I’'m only an angry old woman with sore fegt
and a Solitting head (but that’ s beginning to be better). After dl, Cecil and | haven't lost our livdihood as
poor lvy Maggs has. It doesn't redlly matter leaving the old house, dl those big rooms which we thought
we should want because we were going to have lots of children, and then we never had. Jane, that's the
third time you've yawned. You're dropping asdeep and I've talked your head off. It comes of beng
married for thirty years. Husbands were made to be talked to. It helps them to concentrate on what
they’re reading.”

Jane found Mother Dimble an embarrassing person to share a room with because she sad prayers.
One didn’'t know where to look.

“Areyou awake now?’ sad Mrs. Dimbl€ s voice, quietly, in the middle of the night.

“Yes” sad Jane. “I'm so sorry. Did | wake you up? Was | shouting?’

“Yes. You were shouting out about someone being hit on the head.”

“l saw them killing a man ... a man in a big car driving dong a country road. Then he came to a
crossroads and there was someone sanding in the middle of the road waving a light to stop him. |
couldn't hear what they said; | was too far away. They must have persuaded him to get out of the car
somehow, and there he was talking to one of them. Thelight fdl full on his face. He wasn't the same old
men | saw in my other dream. He hadn’t a beard, only a moustache. And he had a very quick, kind of
proud, way. He didn't like what the man said to him and presently he put up his fists and knocked him
down. Another man behind him tried to hit him on the head with something, but the old man was too
quick and turned round in time. Then it was rather horrible, but rather fine. There were three of them a
him and he was fighting them dll. I’ ve read about that kind of thing in books, but | never redlised how one
would fed about it. Of course they got iminthe end.”

“Without a doubt,” thought Mark, “this must be the Mad Parson that Bill the Blizzard was taking of.”
The committee at Belbury did not meet till 10.30, and ever snce breakfast he had been walking with the



Reverend Straik in the garden, despite the raw and misty weather of the morning. At the very moment
when the man had firg buttonholed him, the threadbare clothes and dumsy boots, the frayed dericd
callar, the dark, lean, tragic face, gashed and ill-shaved and seamed, and the bitter Sncerity of his
manner, had struck a discordant note. It was not atype Mark had expected to meet in the N.I.C.E.

“Do not imaging” said Mr. Straik, “that | indulge in any dreams of carrying out our programme
without violence. There will be resistance. They will gnaw their tongues and not repent. We face these
disorders with a firmness which will lead traducers to say that we have desired them. In a sense we have.
Itisno part of our witness to preserve that organisation of ordered Snwhich is called Society.”

“Now that iswhat | meant,” said Mark, “when | said that your point of view and mine mug, in the
long run, be incompatible. The preservation, which involves the thorough planning, of society is just
precisgly the end | have in view. | do not think there is or can be any other end. The problem is quite
different for you because you look forward to something better than human society, in some other
world.”

“With every thought and vibration of my heart,” said Mr. Straik, “1 repudiate that damnable doctrine.
The Kingdom of God is to be redised here—in this world. And it will be. At the name of Jesus every
knee shdl bow.

“Bother!” said Jane and added, without much interest in the reply, “What is she doing, do you
know?’

“She'sgoneout to St. Anne's”

“Has she got friends there?’

“She's gone to the Manor, dong with Cecil.”

“Do you mean she' s got a job there?’

“Wel, yes. | supposeitisajob.”

Mrs. Dimble left at about eleven. She dso, it appeared, was going to St. Anne's, but was fird to
meat her husband and lunch with him at Northumberland. Jane walked down to the town with her and
they parted at the bottom of Market Street. It was just after thisthat Jane met Mr. Curry.

“Have you heard the news, Mrs. Studdock?” said Curry.

“No. What'swrong?’ said Jane. She thought Mr. Curry a pompous fool and Mark a fool for being
impressed by him. But as soon as Curry began spesking her face showed dl the wonder and
congternation he could have wished. The murder of Hingest had dready become Curry’s property. The
“mater” was, in some indefinable sense, “in his hands’, and he was heavy with responghility. At another
time Jane would have found this amusing. She escaped from him as soon as possible and went into
Blacki€ s for a cup of coffee. She fdt she must St down.

The desth of Hingest in itsdf meant nothing to her. But the certainty that she hersdlf in her dream had
witnessed areal murder shattered the consoling pretences with which she had begun the morning. It came
over her with sckening darity that the affar of her dreams, far from being ended, was only beginning. It
would drive her mad, she thought, to face it done. The other dterndive was to go back to Miss
Ironwood. But that seemed to be only a way of going deeper into dl this darkness. She didn't want to
get drawn in. It was unfar. It wasn't asif she had asked much of life. All she wanted was to be left done.

Cosser—the freckle-faced man with the little wigp of black moustache—approached Mark as he
was coming away from the committee.

“Youand | have ajob to do,” he said. “Got to get out a report about Cure Hardy.”

Mark was very rdieved to hear of ajob. But he was alittle on his dignity.

“Does that mean | am to be in Steel€' s department after dl?’

“That'sright,” said Cosser.

“Thereason | ask,” said Mark, “is that nether he nor you seemed particularly keen on having me. |
don’'t want to push mysdf in, you know. | don’t need to say at the N.I.C.E. at dl if it comes to that.”

“Wdl, don't sart talking about it here” said Cosser. “Come updtairs.”

They were in the hdl and Mark noticed Wither pacing thoughtfully towards them. “Wouldn't it be as
wdl to speak to him?’ he suggested. But the Deputy Director, after coming within ten feet of them, had
turned in another direction. He was humming to himsdf under his breath and seemed so deep in thought



that Mark fdt the moment unsuitable for an interview. Cosser gpparently thought the same, and Mark
followed him up to an office on the third floor.

“It's about the village of Cure Hardy,” said Cosser, when they were seated. “You see, dl that land at
Bragdon Wood isgoing to be little better than a swamp once they get to work. Why the hdl we wanted
to go there | don’'t know. Anyway, the latest plan is to divert the Wynd: block up the old channd through
Edgestow atogether. Look. It's to be diverted and brought down an atificid channel—here, to the east,
where the blue line is—and rgoin the old bed down here.”

“The universty will hardly agree to that,” said Mark.

“We ve got the univergty by the short hairs” said Cosser. “The point is that the new Wynd mugt
come right through Cure Hardy in this narrow little vdley. The idea is to dam the vdley a the southern
end and make a big reservoir.”

“But what happens to Cure Hardy?’

“That's another advantage. We build a new mode village four miles avay.”

“| say, ther€ll be the devil of atink about this. Cure Hardy isfamous. It's a beauty spot.”

“That's where you and | come in. We ve got to make a report on Cure Hardy. Wel run out and
have alook round to-morrow, but we can write most of the report today. It ought to be pretty easy. If
it's a beauty spot, you can bet it'sinsanitary. Then we ve got to get out some facts about the population.
| think you'll find it consgts chiefly of undesirable dements—amd| rentiers and agriculturd |abourers.”

“That's easy enough,” said Mark, “but before | get down to it I’d like to be a bit clearer about my
position. Oughtn't | to go and see Sted€?’

“l wouldn't do thet,” said Cosser.

“Why not?’

“Wel, for one thing, Stecle can’'t prevent you if the D.D. backs you up. For another, Stede is rather
adangerous man. There' s another thing, too. | don't think things can go on in this department in the way
they are a present.”

Mark understood. Cosser was hoping to get Steele out of the department dtogether.

“| got theimpresson,” said Mark, “that you and Stedle hit it off together rather well.”

“The great thing here,” said Cosser, “is never to quarre with anyone.”

“Of course” said Mark. “By the way, if we go to Cure Hardy tomorrow | might as wel run in to
Edgestow and spend the night a home.”

For Mark a good ded hung on the answer to this. But Cosser merdy said, “Oh,” leaving Mark in
doubt whether no one needed leave of absence or whether Mark was not suffidently established as a
member of the Inditute for his absence to be of any consequence. Then they went to work on ther
report.

Next day they drove to Cure Hardy, and walked about the village for two hours and saw dl the
abuses and anachronisms they came to destroy. They saw the backward labourer and heard his views on
the weather. They met the wastefully supported pauper shuffling across the courtyard of the dms-houses
tofill a kettle, and the dderly rentier in conversation with the postman. It did not quite escape Mark that
the face of the labourer was rather more interesting than Cosser’s and his voice a great ded more
pleasing to the ear. But dl this did not influence his sociologica convictions, for his education had had the
effect of making things that he read and wrote more red to him than things he saw. Statigtics about
agriculturd |abourers were the substance: any red ditcher, ploughman, or farmer’s boy, was the shadow.
In his own way, he believed asfirmly as any mydtic in the superior redity of the things thet are not seen.

On their way back Cosser dropped him near Edgestow station, and as he walked home Mark began
to think of what he would say to Jane about Belbury. You will misundersand him if you think he was
conscioudy inventing a lie his misgiving and uneasiness quickened his desire to cut a good figure in the
eyes of hiswife. AlImogt without naticing it, he decided not to mention Cure Hardy; Jane cared for old
buildings and dl that sort of thing. When Jane heard the door opening and looked round and saw Mark,
she saw a rather breezy Mark. Yes, he was dmog sure he'd got the job. The sdary wasn't fixed, but
he' d be gaing into that to-morrow. But he had dready got on to the red people there.

Jane decided to tdl him nothing about the dreams or St. Anne's. Men hated women who had things



wrong with them, specidly queer, unusud things. Her resolution was eesily kept, for Mark full of his own
gory, asked her no questions. She was not, perhaps, entirdy convinced by wha he said. Very early in
the conversation she said in a sharp, frightened voice (she had no idea how he didiked that voice),
“Mark, you haven't given up your Fellowship a Bracton?’ He said of course not, and went on.

That evening the Fellows of Bracton sat in Common Room over ther wine and dessert. Feverstone
and Curry were gtting together. Until that night for about three hundred years this Common Room had
been one of the pleasant quiet places of England, and a this hour and season the windows were, of
course, shut and curtained. But from beyond them came such noises as had never been heard in that
room before—shouts and curses and the sound of lorries heavily drumming past or harshly changing
gear, ratling of chains, drumming of mechanica drills, danging of iron, whistles, thuddings, and an
dl-pervasve vibration. Beyond those windows, scarcdly thirty yards away on the other sde of the
Wynd, the conversion of an ancient woodland into an inferno of mud and stedd and concrete was aready
going on. Severd members even of the Progressive Element had dready been grumbling about it. Curry
was doing his best to brazen it out, and though his conversation with Feverstone had to be conducted a
the top of their voices, he made no dlusion to this inconvenience.

“It' s quite definite, then,” he bawled, “that young Studdock is not coming back?’

“Oh, quite,” shouted Feverstone. “When will he send aformd resgnation?’

“Haven't an earthly!”

“We mugt begin thinking about the vacancy a once.”

“Does his successor have to be a sociologis? | mean is the Fellowship tied to the subject?’

“Oh, notinthe least. | say, Feverstone, oughtn’'t we to give this new subject aleg up?’

“What new subject?’

“Pragmatometry.”

“Wdl, now, it's funny you should say that, because the man | was beginning to think of has been
going in a good ded for pragmatometry. One could cdl it a fdlowship in socid pragmatometry, or
something like that.”

“Who is the men?’

“Lard—from Leicester, Cambridge.”

It was automeatic for Curry, though he had never heard of Laird, to say “Ah, Laird. Just remind me of
the details”

“Wdl,” said Feverstone, “as you remember, he was in bad hedth at the time of his finds and came
rather a cropper. The Cambridge examining is so bad nowadays that one hardly counts that. He used to
edit The Adult.”

“Yes, to be sure. That Laird. But | say, Dick ...”

“y e

“I'm not quite happy about his bad degree. Of course | don't attach a superdtitious vdue to
examindion results any more than you do. Sl ... we have made one or two unfortunate eections latdy.”

“I’'m going to be at Cambridge next week,” Feverstone said, “in fact I'm giving a dinner. I'd as soon
it wasn't mentioned here, because, as a matter of fact, the P.M. may be coming, and one or two hig
newspaper people and Tony Dew. What? Oh, of course you know Tony. Thet little dark man from the
Bank. Laird isgoing to be there. He's some kind of cousin of the P.M.’s. | was wondering if you could
joinus”

“Wdl, it would be very difficult. It rather depends on when old Bill’s funerd is to be. Was there
anything about the inquest on the Sx o’ clock news?’

“I can't hear,” ydled Feverstone. “Is this noise getting worse? Or am | getting deaf?’

“l say, Sub-Warden,” shouted Ted Raynor from beyond Feverstone, “what the devil are your friends
outsde doing?’

“Ligen!” said Glossop suddenly, “that’s not work. Listen to the feet.”

Next moment nearly everyone in the room was on his feet. “They’'re murdering someone,” sad
Glossop. “There' s only one way of getting a noise like that out of a man'sthroat.”

“Where are you going?’ asked Curry.



“I'm going to see what's hgppening,” sad Glossop. “I shouldn't go out if | were you,” sad
Feverstone, “it sounds asif the police, or something, was there dready.”

“What do you mean?’

“Ligen. Therel”

“| thought that was their infernd drill.”

“Ligen!”

“My God ... you redly think it's a machine-gun?’

“Look out! Look out!” said a dozen voices, as a olintering of glass became audible and a shower of
gonesfdl on to the Common Room floor. A moment later severd of the Fellows had made a rush for the
windows and put up the shutters. Glossop had a cut on the forehead, and on the floor lay the fragments
of that famous east window on which Henrietta Maria had once cut her name with a diamond.

Chapter Five. Elasticity

NEXT morning Mark went back to Bebury by train. This return—just sauntering in and hanging up
his hat and ordering a drink—was a pleassant contrast to his firs arriva. The servant who brought the
drink knew him. Filostrato nodded to him. After the drink he strolled upstairs to Cosser’ s office.

Stede and Cosser were both there. Nether spoke. “Ah—good morning,” sad Mark awkwardly.
Stedle finished making a penal note. “What isit, Mr. Studdock?’ he said without looking up.

“l came to see Cosser,” sad Mark, and then, addressing Cosser, “I’ve been thinking over the last
section in that report—"

“What report’ s this?” said Steele to Cosser.

“Oh, | thought,” replied Cosser, with alittle twisty amile a one corner of his mouth, “that it would be
agood thing to put together a report on Cure Hardy. Mr. Studdock helped me”

“Wdl, never mind about that now,” said Stedle.

“You can tak to Mr. Cosser about it some other lime, Mr. Studdock.”

“Look here” said Mark, “I think we' d better understand one another. Am | to take it that this report
was Smply a private hobby of Cosser’s? And whose orders am | under?’

Stedle, playing with his pencil, looked at Cosser. “I asked you a question about my pogtion, Mr.
Stede” sad Mark.

“I haven't timefor this sort of thing,” said Stede. “1 know nothing about your position.”

Mark turned on his hed and Ieft the room, damming the door behind him. He was going to see the
Deputy Director.

At the door of Wither's room he hesitated for a moment because he heard voices from within. But he
was too angry to wait. He knocked and entered without noticing whether the knock had been answered.

“My dear boy,” said the Deputy Director, looking up but not quite fixing his eyes on Mark’s face, “I
am delighted to see you.”

Mark noticed that there was a third person in the room, a man cdled Stone whom he had met the
day before yesterday. Stone was standing in front of Wither's table ralling and unralling a piece of
blotting-paper with hisfingers

“Ddlighted to see you,” repeated Wither. “All the more so because you—er—interrupted me in what
| am afrad | mug cdl arather panful interview. As| was just saying to poor Mr. Stone when you came
in, nothing is nearer to my heart than the wish that this great Inditute should dl work together like one
family ... the greatest unity of will and purpose, Mr. Stone, the freest mutud confidence ... that is what |
expect of my colleagues. But then as you may remind me, Mr.—ah—Studdock, even in family life there
are occasondly srains and misunderstandings. And thet is why, my dear boy, | am not a the moment
quite at leisure—don’t go, Mr. Stone. | have a great ded more to say to you.”

“Perhaps I’ d better come back later?” sad Mark.

“Wel, perhaps in dl the circumstances ... it is your fedings that | am considering, Mr. Stone ...
perhaps ... the usud method of seeing me, Mr. Studdock, is to goply to my secretary and make an



gopointment. Not, you will understand, that | have the least wish to indg on any formdities It is the
waste of your time that | am anxiousto avoid.”

“Thank you, gr,” said Mark. “I’'ll go and see your secretary.”

The secretary’s office was next door. Mark made an appointment for ten o’'clock to-morrow, the
earliest hour they could offer im. As he came out he ran into Fairy Hardcastle.

“Hullo, Studdock,” said the Fairy. “Hanging round the D.D.’ s office? That won't do, you know.”

“l have decided,” sad Mark, “that | mugt either get my postion definitdy fixed or else leave the
Indtitute.”

She looked at him with an ambiguous expression and suddenly dipped her arm through his

“Look, sonny,” she said, “you drop dl that, see? Come and have atak.”

“There' sredly nothing to talk about, Miss Hardcastle,” said Mark. “Either | get ared job here, or |
go back to Bracton.”

To this the Fairy made no answer, and the steady pressure of her am compelled Mark to go with
her dong the passage.

She brought him to her own offices on the second floor. The outer office was full of what he had
dready learned to cdl Waips, the girls of the Women's Auxiliary Inditutiond Police. The men of the
force, though more numerous, were not often met with indoors, but Waips were congantly seen
wherever Miss Hardcastle appeared. Far from sharing the masculine characterigtics of thar chief they
were smdl and fluffy and full of giggles Miss Hardcastle behaved to them as if she were a man, and
addressed them in tones of haf-breezy, hdf-ferocious gdlantry. When they reached the inner office she
made Mark gt down but remained standing hersdif.

“Cut it dl out, Studdock,” said Miss Hardcastle. “And whatever you do, don't go bothering the
D.D.

“That might be very good advice, Miss Hardcastle,” said Mark, “if | were committed to saying here.
I’ve very nearly made up my mind to go home. Only | thought I'd just have a talk with him firgt, to make
evaything clear.”

“Making things clear is the one thing the D.D. can't stand,” replied Miss Hardcastle. “That's not how
he runs the place. And mind you, he knows what he's about. It works, sonny. You needn’t bother your
head about dl the Steeles and Cossers. Not one of them isgoing to be left when we get going.”

“That's jugt the line Cosser took about Stedle” said Mark, “and it didn’t seem to do me much good
when it came to the point.”

“Do you know, Studdock,” said Miss Hardcastle, “I’ ve taken afancy to you. Becauseif | hadn't, I'd
be disposed to resent that last remark.”

“l don’'t mean to be offensve” sad Mark. “But—damn it dl—look at it from my point of view.”

“No good. You don't know enough yet for your point of view to be worth sixpence. You're being
offered a chance. And there are only two dternatives, you know; to beinthe N.I.C.E. or to be out of it.
And | know which isgoing to be most fun.”

“l do understand that,” said Mark. “Give me ared place in the Sociologica Department and I'll ..”

“Rats ! That whole Department is going to be scrapped. It had to be there a the beginning for
propaganda purposes.”

“But what assurance have | that I’'m going to be one of their successors?’

“You aren't. The red work has nathing to do with dl these departments. The kind of sociology we're
interested inwill be done by my people—the police”

“Then where do | come in?’

“If you'll trust me | can put you on to a hit of your rea work—what you were brought here to
do—dtraight away.”

“What's that?’

“Alcasan.”

“You meen the radiologis—the man who was guillotined?” asked Mark, who was completely
bewildered.

The Fairy nodded.



“He s to be rehabilitated,” she said. “Gradudly. Y ou begin with a quiet little article—not questioning
his quilt, but just hinting that of course he was a member of their quiding government, and there was a
prejudice againgt him. Then you follow it up in a day or two with an article of quite a different kind.
Popular account of the value of hiswork. You can mug up the facts—enough for that kind of aticle—in
an afternoon. By that time—"

“What on earth isthe point of dl this?

“I'mtdling you, Studdock. Alcasan isto be rehabilitated. Made into a martyr.”

“But whet for?’

“There you go again! Y ou grumble about being given nothing to do, and as soon as | suggest a bit of
red work you expect to have the whole plan of campaign told you before you do it. That's not the way
to get on here. The grest thing isto do what you're told. You don't seem to redise what we are. We're
anamy.”

“Anyway,” sad Mark, “I didn't come here to write newspaper aticles. And if | had, I'd want to
know. a good deal more about the palitics of the N.1.C.E. before | went in for that sort of thing.”

“Haven't you been told that it’'s Srictly non-political ?’

“*ve been told so many things that | don’t know whether I'm on my head or my heds” sad Mark.
“But | don't see how one's going to start a newspaper sunt without being political. Is it Left or Right
papers that are going to print dl this rot about Alcasan?’

“Baoth, honey, both,” said Miss Hardcastle. “Don't you understand anything? Isn't it absolutely
essentid to keep afierce Left and a fierce Right both on ther toes and each terrified of the other? That's
how we get things done. Of course we' re non-paliticd. The red power dwaysis”

“Wdl,” sad Mark, “thisis dl very interesing, but it has nothing to do with me. | don’'t want to
become ajourndigt at dl: and if | did | should like to be an honest journdist.”

“Veay wdl,” said Miss Hardcastle. “All you'll do is to help to ruin this country, and perhaps the
humen race. Besides dishing your own career.”

The confidentid tone in which she had been speaking up till now had disappeared and there was a
threstening findity in her voice. The dtizen and the honest man which had been awaked in Mark by the
conversation, qualled alitle: his other and far stronger sdif, the sdf that was anxious at dl costs not to be
placed among the outsders, leaped up, fully aarmed.

“l don’'t mean,” he said, “that | don't see your point. | was only wondering ...”

“It' sdl one to me, Studdock,” said Miss Hardcastle. “Go and settle it with the D.D. He doesn't like
people resgning, but, of course, you can. HE Il have something to say to Feverstone for bringing you
here. We' d assumed you understood.”

The mention of Feverstone brought sharply before Mark as a redlity the plan, which had up till now
been digntly unred, of going back to Edgestow and satisying himsdf with the career of a Fellow of
Bracton. On what terms would he go back? Would he 4ill be a member of the inner cirdle even a
Bracton? And the sdary of a mere don looked a poor thing after the dreams he had been dreaming for
the last few days. Married life was aready turning out more expensive than he had reckoned. Then came
a sharp doubt about that two hundred pounds for membership of the N.I.C.E. club. But no—that was
absurd.

“Wdl, obvioudy,” he said in avague voice, “the fird thing isto seethe D.D.”

“You'd better run dong now,” said Miss Hardcastle. “Have a nice tak with the D.D. Be careful not
to annoy the old man. He does so hate resgnations.”

Therest of that day he passed miserably enough, keeping out of people’'s way as much as possble
lest hislack of occupation should be noticed. He wandered round to the back parts of the house, where
the newer and lower buildings joined it. Here he was surprised by a stable-like samdl and a medley of
growls, grunts, and whimpers—al the Signs, in fact, of a consderable zoo. At firg he did not understand,
but presently he remembered that an immense programme of vivisection, freed at last from Red Tape and
from niggling economy, was one of the plans of the N.I.C.E. He had not been paticularly interested and
had thought vagudly of rats, rabbits, and an occasona dog. The confused noises from within suggested
something very different. As he stood there one grest yawn-like howl arose, and then, asiif it had set the



key, dl manner of trumpetings, hayings, screams, laughter even, which shuddered and protested for a
moment and then died away into mutterings and whines. Mark had no scruples about vivisection. What
the noise meant to him was the greastness and grandiodty of this whole undertaking from which,
gpparently, he was likdy to be excluded. He mugt get the job: he must somehow solve the problem of
Stede.

The fird red fog of the autumn had descended on Bebury that morning. Mark ate his breakfast by
atifiad light, and neither post nor newspaper had arrived. It was a Friday, and a servant handed him his
bl for the portion of a week which he had dready spent in the Inditute. He put it in his pocket after a
hesty glance with a resolution that this, at any rate, should never be mentioned to Jane. Neither the totd
nor the items were of the sort that wives eesly understand.

The odd haf-hour which he had to wait before kesping his appointment with the Deputy Director
passed dowly. No one spoke to him. He was glad when he was able to go and knock on Wither’s door.

The conversation was not easy to begin because Wither said nothing. Mark, divided between his
desire to makeit clear that he had fully resolved to be left hanging about no longer and his equaly keen
desire not to lose the job if there were any red job going, did not perhaps speak very wel. At dl events
the Deputy Director left him to run down—to pass into digointed repetitions and thence into complete
Slence.

“So | think, dr, I'd better go,” sad Mark at last.

“You are Mr. Studdock | think?" said Wither tentatively after another prolonged silence.

“Yes” said Mark impatiently. “1 caled on you with Lord Feverstone a few days ago. You gave me
to understand that you were offering me a postion on the—"

“One moment, Mr. Studdock,” interrupted the Deputy Director. “It is so important to be perfectly
clear. You are no doubt aware that in certain senses it would be most unfortunate to speak of my offering
anyone a post in the Inditute. You must not imagine thet | hold any kind of autocratic postion, nor, on
the other hand, that the relaion between my own sphere of influence and the powers—their temporary
powers, you undersand—of the permanent committee are defined by any hard-and-fast sysem
of—er—a condtitutiond, or even a conditutive, character. For example—"

“Then, Sr, can you tdl me whether anyone has offered me a post, and, if so, who?’

“Oh,” said Wither suddenly, changing both his pogtion and his tone as if a new idea had struck him.
“It was dways understood that your co-operation with the Inditute would be entirdly acceptable—would
be of the greatest vdue”

“Wel, can I—I mean, oughtn't we to discuss the details? | mean the sdary for example and—who
should I be working under?’

“My dear friend,” said Wither with aamile, “I do not anticipate that there will be any difficulty about
the—er— thefinanad sde of the maiter. Asfor—"

“What would the sdary be, Sr?’ said Mark.

“Well, there you touch on a point which it is hardly for me to decide. | believe that membersin the
position which we had envisaged you as occupying usudly draw some sum like fifteen hundred a year,
dlowing for fluctuations calculated on a very liberd basis. All questions of that sort will adjust themsdves
with the greatest ease.”

“But when should | know, Sr?’

“You mustn't suppose, Mr. Studdock, that when | mention fifteen hundred | am at dl exduding the
possihility of some higher figure. | don't think any of uswould ...”

“| should be perfectly satisfied with fifteen hundred,” said Mark.

“l was't thinking of that. But—but—" The Deputy Director’'s expresson became more and more
courtly and confidentia, so that when Mark findly blurted out, “I suppose thered be a contract or
something of the kind,” he fdt he had committed an unutterable vulgarity.

“Wedl,” sad the Deputy Director, fixing his eyes on the cdling and gnking his voice to a whisper,
“that is not exactly ... it would, no doubt, be possible ...”

“And that isn't the main point, Sr,” said Mark reddening. “Am | to work under Mr. Stede?’

“l have here a form,” said Wither, “which has not, | believe, been ever actudly used but which was



designed for such agreements. Y ou might care to study it a your leisure.”

“But about Mr. Stede?’

At that moment a secretary entered and placed some |etters on the table.

“Ahl The post at lagt!” said Wither. “Perhaps, Mr. Studdock, e—you will have letters of your own
to attend to. You are, | bdieve, maried?” A amile of faherly indulgence overspread his face as he sad
these words.

“I'm sorry, Sr,” said Mark, “but about Mr. Stede? | should fed compeled to refuse any postion
which involved working under Mr. Stecle.”

“Thet opens up a very interesting question about which | should like to have a quite informa and
confidentid chat with you on some future occasion,” sad Wither. “For the moment, Mr. Studdock, |
gl not regard anything you have said asfind ...” He became absorbed in the letter he had opened, and
Mark, feding that he had achieved enough for one interview, left the room. Apparently they did want him
a the N.I.C.E. and were prepared to pay for him. He would fight it out about Stecle |ater.

He came downgtairs and found the fallowing |letter waiting for him.

BRACTON COLLEGE, EDGESTOW,

“MY DEAR MARK,—We were dl sorry to hear that you are resgning your Fellowship, but fed
certain you' ve made the right decison as far as your own career is concerned. If you have not yet sent a
formd resgnation to N.O., | shouldn’'t be in any hurry to do so. If you wrote next term the vacancy
would come up a the February meeting and we should have time to get ready a suitable candidate as
your successor. Have you any ideas on the subject yoursdlf? | was taking to James and Dick the other
night about David Laird. No doubt you know his work: could you let me have a line about it, and about
his more generd qudifications? | may see him next week when I’'m running over to Cambridge to dine
with the Prime Minister and one or two others, and Dick might ask Laird. You'll have heard that we had
rather a shindy here the other night. There was some sort of fracas between the new workmen and the
locd inhabitants. The N.I.C.E. police made the mistake of firing a few rounds over the heads of the
crowd. We had the Henrietta Maria window smashed and stones came into Common Room. Glossop
logt his head and wanted to go out and harangue the mob, but | managed to quiet im down.—Y ours, G.
C. CURRY.”

At the fird words of this letter a stab of fear ran through Mark. He tried to reassure himsdf. An
explanation would be bound to put everything right. They couldn't shove a man out of his Fellowship
amply on a chance word spoken by Lord Feverstone in Common Room. It came back to him with
miserable ingght that what he was now cdling “a chance word” was exactly what he had learned, in the
Progressive Element, to describe as “setling red busness in private’ or “cutting out the Red Tape”, but
he tried to thrust this out of his mind. Then another thought struck him. A letter to Curry, saying plainly
that he meant to stay a Bracton, would be shown to Feverstone. Feverstone would tdl Wither. Such a
letter could be regarded as a refusd of any post a Bebury. Well—let it be! He would give up this
short-lived dream and fdl back on his Felowship. But how if that were impossble? The whole thing
might have been arranged smply to let im fal between the two stoals ... then he and Jane I€ft to Snk or
swvim with not a sou between them ...

He rang the bdl and ordered a large whisky. He must write a very careful and rather dusive |etter.
Hisfird draft was, he thought, not vague enough: it could be used as a proof that he had abandoned dl
ideaof ajob at Belbury. But then, if it were too vague, it would do no good. Oh damn, damn, damn the
whole thing. In the end, with the ad of the whisky and of a great many cigarettes, he produced the
fallowing;
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“MY DEAR CURRY ,—Feverstone mug have got me wrong. | never made the dightest suggestion
of resgning my Fellowship and don't in the least wish to do so. As a matter of fact, | have dmost made
up my mind not to take afulltime job with the N.I.C.E. and hope to be back in College in a day or two.
So be sure and contradict it if you hear anyone saying | am thinking of leaving Edgestow. | hope you'll
enjoy your jaunt to Cambridge: what circles you do move inl—Y ours, MARK G. STUDDOCK.

“P.S—Laird wouldn't have donein any case. He got a third; and his only published work has been
treated as ajoke.”

Therdief of having finished the letter was only momentary, for dmost as soon as he had seded it the
problem of how to pass the rest of this day returned to him. He decided to go and st in his own room:
but when he went up there he found the bed stripped and a vacuum cleaner in the middle of the floor. He
came down and tried the lounge; the servants were tidying it. He looked into the library. It was empty but
for two men who were taking with their heads close together. They stopped and looked up as soon as
he entered, obvioudy waiting for him to go. In the hdl he saw Steele himsdf standing by the notice-board
and taking to aman with a pointed beard. Neither looked a Mark, but as he passed them they became
glent. He opened the front door and looked out: the fog was thick, wet, and cold.

Thisday was s0 long to Mark that afathful account of it would be unreadable.

Some time after lunch he met Stone. He knew by experience how dangerousit isto be friends with a
gnking man or even to be seen with him: you cannot keep him afloat and he may pull you under. But his
craving for companionship was now acute; againg his better judgement he said, “Hullo!”

Stone gave a Sart asif to be spoken to were dmogt a frightening experience. “Good afternoon,” he
sad nervoudy and made to pass on.

And Mark did not answer because at that moment he saw the Deputy Director gpproaching. He was
to discover during the next few weeks that no passage and no room a Bebury was safe from the
prolonged indoor walks of the Deputy Director. They could not be regarded as a form of espionage, for
the creak of Wither's boots and the dreary little tune which he was nearly dways humming would have
defeated any such purpose. One heard him quite a long way off. Often one saw him a long way off as
wall, saring vaguely towards one. Very dowly he came towards them, looked in their direction though it
was not plan from his face whether he recognised them or not, and passed on. Neither of the young men
attempted to resume their conversation.

At tea Mark saw Feverstone and went at once to St beside him. He knew that the worst thing a man
inhis position could do was to try to force himsdf on anyone, but he was now feding desperate.

“| say, Feverstone,” he began gally, “I haven't had exactly what you'd cal a glowing reception from
Stede But the D.D. won't hear of my leaving. And the Fairy seems to want me to write newspaper
aticles What the hdl am | supposed to be doing?’ Feverstone laughed long and loud.

“Because,” concluded Mark, “I’'m damned if | can find out. I’ ve tried to tackle the old boy direct ...”

“God !” sad Feverstone, laughing even louder. “Well, how the devil is one to find out what's wanted
if nobody offers any informetion?’

“Quite” .

“Oh, and how on earth did Curry get the idea that I'm resgning my Fellowship?’

“Aren't you?’

“I never had the fantes notion of resdgning it” Feverstone's amile brightened and widened. “It
doesn't make any odds, you know,” he sad. “If the N.I.C.E. want you to have a nomind job
somewhere outside Belbury, you'll have one: and if they don’t, you won't. Just like that.”

“I'm merdly trying to retain the Fellowship | dready had. One doesn't want to fdl between two
gools”

“One doesn't want to.”

“You mean?’

“Take my advice and get into Wither's good books again as soon as you can. | gave you a good
gart, but you seem to have rubbed him up the wrong way. And just between oursalves, | wouldn't be
too thick with the Fairy: it won't do you any good higher up.”



“In the meantime” said Mark, “I’ve written to Curry to explain thet it'sdl rot about my resgnation.”

“No harmiif it amuses you,” sad Feverstone, ill amiling.

“Wel, | don’'t suppose College wants to kick me out Smply because Curry misunderstood something
sad by you.”

“You can't be deprived of a Fdlowship under any statute | know, except for gross immordity.”

“Of course not. | didn't mean that. | meant not being re-elected when | come up for re-election next
term.”

“Oh. | see”

“And that'swhy | mugt rely on you to get that idea out of Curry’s head.”

“Me?

“Ves”

“Wdl—damn it dl, Feverstone, you know perfectly wdl that there was no doubt about my
re-election urtil you spoke aword in Curry’s ear.”

Feverstone eyed the muffin criticaly. “Y ou make me rather tired,” he said. “And | would advise you
in talking to people here to adopt a more agreeable manner. Otherwise your life may be nasty, poor,
brutish, and short!”

“Short?’ said Mark. “Isthat athreat? Do you mean my life a Bracton or at the N.I.C.E.?

“l shouldn’t stress the didtinction too muchif | were you,” said Feverstone.

And so Mark knew that if he logt the Belbury job he would lose his Fellowship a Bracton as well.

During these days Jane kept on going into Edgestow to find another “woman” ingead of Mrs.
Maggs. On one of these occasons she was ddighted to find hersdf suddenly addressed by Camilla
Dennigton. Camillahad just stepped out of a car and next moment she introduced a tdl, dark man as her
husband. Jane saw that both the Dennistons were the sort of people she liked. She knew that Mr.
Dennigon had once been a friend of Mark’s; and her firg thought was to wonder why Mark’s present
friends were so inferior to those he once had.

“We were just coming to see you,” said Camilla “Look here, we have lunch with us. Let's drive you
up to the woods beyond Sandown and dl feed together in the car.”

Jane thought this foggy day an odd choice for a picnic, but agreed.

They Ieft the unfenced road beyond Sandown and went across grass and findly came to rest in a sort
of little grassy bay with a fir thicket on one sde and a group of beeches on the other. Then there was
some ungtrapping of baskets, and then sandwiches and sherry and hot coffee and cigarettes.

“Now,” said Dennigton &t lagt, “I must tdl you. Our little household, or whatever you like to cdl it, is
run by aMr. Fisher-King. At leest that is the name he has recently taken. He had a sgter in India, Mrs.
Fisher-King. She has died and left him a large fortune on condition that he took the name. She was a
friend of the great native Chrigian mystic whom you may have heard of—the Sura. And that's the point.
The Sura had reason to believe that a great danger was hanging over the human race. And just before the
end he became convinced that it would actudly come to a head in this idand. Mrs. Fisher-King handed
over the problem to her brother. He was to collect a company to watch for this danger, and strike when
it came.” Jane waited.

“The Sura said that when the time came we should find a seer: a person with second sght.”

“Not that we'd get a seer, Arthur,” said Camilla, “that a seer would turn up. Either we or the other
Sdewould get her.”

“And it looks,” said Dennigon to Jane, “asif you were the seer.”

“But please,” said Jane, amiling, “1 don’t want to be—anything so excditing.”

Camillaturned to Jane and said, “I gathered from Grace Ironwood thet you weren't quite convinced
you were a seer. | mean you thought it might be ordinary dreams. Do you 4ill think thet?’

“It's dl so strange and—beadtly!” sad Jane. Her habitud inner prompter was whigpering, “Take
care. Don't get drawn in. Don't commit yoursdlf to anything.” Then an impulse of honesty forced her to
add: “As amatter of fact I’ ve had another dream since then. And it turns out to have been true. | saw the
murder—Mr. Hingest's murder.”



“Thereyou are,” said Camilla. “Oh, you must comein. You mugt, you must. We ve been wondering
dl thistime exactly where the trouble is going to begin: and now you' ve seen something within afew miles
of Edgestow. In fact, we are apparently in the thick of it aready—whatever it is”

“No, Cam, don’t,” said Dennigton. “The Pendragon wouldn't like that. Mrs. Studdock mugt come in
fredy. You forget she knows practicaly nothing at dl about us. And we can't tdl her much until she has
joined. We are, in fact, asking her to take alegp inthe dark.” He turned to Jane. “It is like that,” he said,
“like getting married, or becoming amonk. You can’'t know what it's like until you take the plunge” He
did not perhaps know the complicated resentments and resistances which his choice of illudrations
awoke in Jane.

“Wha exactly are you asking me to do?’ she sad.

“To come and see our chidf, firg of dl. And then—well, to join. It would involve meking certain
promises to him. By the way, what view would Mark take about it?’

“Mak? sad Jane. “How does he comeinto it?’

“Would he object to your joining—putting yoursdf under the Head's orders and meking the
promises and dl that?’

“Would he object?’ asked Jane. “What on earth would it have to do with him?’

“Wdl,” said Dennigon, hedtating a little, “the Head—or the authorities he obeys—have rather
old-fashioned notions. He wouldn't like a married woman to come in, if it could be avoided, without her
husband' s—without consulting—"

“Do you mean I'm to ask Mark’s permission?’ said Jane. The resentment which had been risng and
ebbing for several minutes had now overflowed. All this talk of promises and obedience to an unknown
Mr. Fisher-King had dready repelled her. But the idea of this same person sending her back to get
Mark’s permission was the dimax. For a moment she looked on Mr. Dennigon with didike. She saw
him, and Mark, and the Fisher-King man smply as men—complacent, patriarchd figures meking
arrangements for women as if women were children or bartering them like cattle. (*And so the king
promised that if anyone killed the dragon he would give him his daughter in marriage.””) She was very
angry.

“Arthur,” said Camilla, “I see alight over there. Do you think it's a bonfire. Let’s go for alittle walk
and look at thefire”

“Oh, do let's” said Jane.

They got out. It was warmer in the open than it had by now become in the car. The fire was big and
initsmiddle life They stood round it and chatted of indifferent matters for atime.

“I'll tel you what I'll do,” said Jane presently. “1 won't join your—your—whatever it is. But Ill
promise to let you know if | have any more dreams of that sort.”

“That issplendid,” said Dennigton. “And | think it is as much as we had aright to expect.”

Chapter Six. Fog

ANOTHER day dragged past before Mark was able to see the Deputy Director again. He went to
hmin a chastened frame of mind, anxious to get the job on dmost any terms. “I have brought back the
Form, gr,” he said. “What Form?’ asked the Deputy Director. Mark found he was taking to a new and
different Wither. The absent-mindedness was dill there, but the courtliness was gone. He said he had
understood that Mark had aready refused the job. He could nat, in any event, renew the offer. He spoke
vagudy and darmingly of strains and frictions, of injudicious behaviour, of the danger of making enemies,
of the imposshility that the N.I.C.E. could harbour a person who appeared to have quarrdled with dl its
membersin the firs week. After he had hinted and murmured Mark into a suffident state of dejection he
threw him, like a bone to a dog, the suggestion of an gppointment for a probationary period at Sx
hundred a year. And Mark took it. He attempted to get answers even then to some of his questions.
From whom was he to take orders? Was he to reside a Belbury ?

Wither replied, “1 think, Mr. Studdock, we have dready mentioned dadticity as the keynote of the



Indtitute. Unless you are prepared to treat membership as ... & ... a vocation rather than a mere
gopointment, | could not conscientioudy advise you to come to us. There are no waertight
compartments. | fear | could not persuade the committee to invent some cut-and-dried podtion in which
you would discharge atificaly limited duties and, apart from those, regard your time as your own. Pray
dlow me to finish, Mr. Studdock. We are, as | have sad before, more like a family, or even, perhaps,
like asngle persondity. You must make yoursdf useful, Mr. Studdock—generaly useful. | do not think
the Indtitute could dlow anyone to remain in it who grudged this or that piece of service because it fdl
outsde some function which he had chosen to circumscribe by a rigid definition. On the other hand, it
would be quite equdly disastrous ... | mean for yourself, Mr. Studdock ... quite equaly disastrous if you
dlowed yoursdf to be distracted from your red work by unauthorised collaboration ... or, worse dill,
interference ... with other members. Concentration, Mr. Studdock, concentration. If you avoid both the
erors | have mentioned ... ah, | do not despair of correcting on your behdf certain unfortunate
impressons which, we mugt admit, your behaviour has aready produced. No, Mr. Studdock, | can
dlow no further discusson. Good morning, Mr. Studdock, good morning.”

Mark reimbursed himsdf for the humiliation of this interview by reflecting that if he were not a
married man he would not have borneit for a moment. When he went to tea he found that the reward for
his submisson had aready begun. The Fairy Sgned to him to come and St beside her.

“You haven't done anything about Alcasan yet?’ she asked.

“No,” sad Mark, “I could come up and look a your materias this afternoon ... a least as far as |
know, for | haven't yet redly found out what I’'m supposed to be doing.”

“Eladticity, sonny, eadticity,” sad Miss Hardcastle.

During the next few days the fog, which covered Edgestow as wel as Belbury, continued, and the
orip of the N.I.C.E. on Edgestow was tightening. The disturbance in which the Bracton windows had
been broken was taken little notice of in the London papers or even in the Edgestow Telegraph. Bt it
was followed by other episodes. There was an indecent assault in one of the mean streets down by the
gation. There were two “beatings up”’ in a public-house. There were increesng complaints of threatening
and disorderly behaviour on the part of the N.I.C.E. workmen. Wherever one went one was jostled by
crowds of strangers. To alittle market town like Edgestow even vistors from the next county ranked as
diens the day-long dlamour of Northern, Welsh, and even Irish voices, the shouts, the cat-cdls, the
songs, the wild faces passng in the fog, were utterly detestable. “There's going to be trouble here€’ was
the comment of many adtizen: and ina few days, “You'd think they wanted trouble.” It is not recorded
who fird said, “We need more police” And then at last the Edgestow Telegraph took notice. A shy little
artidle appeared suggedting that the loca police were incgpable of deding with the new population.

Of dl these things Jane took little notice. The dreams continued. There was one recurrent dream in
which nothing exactly happened. She seemed indeed to be lying in her own bed. But there was someone
who had drawn a char up to the bedside and sat down to watch. He had a note-book in which he
occasondly made an entry. Otherwise he sat dill and atentive—like a doctor. She came to know his
face infinitdy wel: the pince-nez, the well-chisdled, rather white festures, and the pointed beard. And he
mugt by now know hers equdly wdl: it was certainly hersdf whom he appeared to be studying. Jane did
not write about this to the Dennistons the first time it occurred. Even &fter the second she delayed urttl it
was too late to post the letter that day. She wanted comfort, but she wanted it, if possible, without going
out to St. Anne's and getting drawn into its orbit.

Mark meanwhile was working at the rehahilitation of Alcasan. “I'll put you on to the Captain,” sad
the Fairy. “Hell show you the ropes.” That was how Mark came to spend most of his working hours
with her second-in-command, Captain O’ Hara, a big white-haired man with a handsome face, taking in
aDublin accent. He cdlamed to be of ancient family and had a seat at Castlemortle. Mark did not redly
understand his explanations of the dossier, the Q, Regigter, the Siding Fle system, and what the Captain
caled “weeding’. The whole sdlection of facts redly remaned in O'Hara's hands, and Mark found
himsdf working merdly as a writer. His journdism was a success. His articles and letters about Alcasan
appeared in papers where he would never have had the entree over his own sgnature: papers read by
millions He could not help feding alittle thrill of pleasurable excitement.



The pleasantest reward which fdl to Mark for his obedience was admisson to the library. This room,
though nomindly public, was in practice reserved for what one had learned, a school, to cdl “bloods’
and, at Bracton, “the Progressive Element”, and that was why, when Feverstone one evening Sdled up to
Mark and sad, “What about a drink in the library?” Mark gmiled and agreed and harboured no
resentment for the last conversation he had had with Feverstone.

The cirde in the libray usudly conssted of Feverstone, the Fary, Filostrato, and—more
aurprisng—Straik. It was bam to Mark’s wounds to find that Steele never appeared there. One person
whose frequent appearance he did not understand was the slent man with the pince-nez and the pointed
beard, Professor Frost. The Deputy Director had a habit of drifting in and sauntering about, creaking and
humming as usud. Sometimes he came up to the cirde by the fire and ligened and looked on: but he
sdldom sad anything. He drifted away, and would return about an hour later and once more potter about
the empty parts of the room and once more go away.

The least satisfactory member of the circlein Mark’ s eyes was Straik. Straik made no effort to adapt
himsdf to the ribald and redlistic tone in which his colleagues spoke. He never drank nor smoked. He
would gt slent, nuraing a threadbare knee. Then—perhaps once in the whole evening—something said
would start him off; he would burst into loud and prolonged speech, threstening, denouncing,
prophesying, taking, to Mark’s great discomfort and bewilderment, about resurrection. “Nether an
higoricd fact nor afable, but a prophecy. All the miracles ... shadows of things to come.”

After a few evenings Mark ventured to walk into the library on his own; a little uncertain of his
reception, yet afraid that if he did not soon assert his right to the entree this modesty might damage him.
He knew that the error in ether direction isequdly fatd.

It was a success. Before he had closed the door behind m dl had turned with welcoming faces and
Filogtrato had said “Ecco” and the Fairy, “Her€ sthe very man.” A glow of pleasure passed over Mark’s
whole body.

“How quick can you write two leading articles, Mark?’ said Feverstone.

“Can you work dl night?” asked Miss Hardcastle. “I have done,” said Mark. “What'sit dl about?’

“All are stisfied?’ asked Filogtrato. “ That it—the disturbance—go forward at once, yes?’

“That'sthe joke of it,” said Feverstone. “She's done her work too well.”

“We cannot ddlay it if we wished,” said Straik. “What are we taking about?’ sad Mark. “The
disturbances at Edgestow,” answered Feverstone. “Oh .... Are they becoming serious?’

“They’re going to become serious, sonny,” said the Fairy. “And that's the point. The red riot was
timed for next week. All thislittle Suff was only meant to prepare the ground. Bt it's been going on too
wal, damn it. The baloon will have to go up to-morrow, or the day &fter at latest.”

“Y ou mean you' ve engineered the disturbances?’ sad Mark.

“That’s a crude way of putting it,” said Feverstone. “It makes no difference” said Filogtrato. “This is
how things have to be managed.”

“Quite” sad Miss Hardcagtle. “1t's dways done. Anyone who knows police work will tdl you. And
as| say, thered thing—the big riot—must take place within the next forty-eight hours. In the meantime,
you and | have to get busy about the account of theriot.”

“But—what’sit dl for?’

“Emergency regulations” said Feverstone. “You'll never get the powers we want a Edgestow until
the Government declares that a state of emergency exids there”

“Exectly,” sad Filograto. “It is fdlly to tak of peaceful revolutions. Not that the canaglia would
adways ress—often they have to be prodded into it—but until there is the disturbance, the firing, the
barricades—no one gets powers to act effectively.”

“And the duff must be dl ready to appear in the papers the very day after the riot,” sad Miss
Hardcagtle. “Tha meansit mugt be handed in to the D.D. by sx to-morrow morning.”

“But how are we to write it to-night if the thing doesn’t happen till to-morrow?’

Everyone burgt out laughing.

“You'll never manage publicity that way. Mark,” said Feverstone.

“No good, sonny,” said Miss Hardcastle. “We ve got to get on with it a once. Time for one more



drink, and you and I’ d better go upstairs and begin. We Il get them to give us devilled bones and coffee
a two.”

Thiswas the firg thing Mark had been asked to do which he himsdlf, before he did it, clearly knew to
be crimind. But the moment of his consent dmost escaped his notice; certainly, there was no struggle, no
sense of turning a corner. A few moments later he was trotting upgtairs with the Fary. They passed
Cosser on the way. To think that he had once been afraid of Cosser!

At four o'clock Mark sat in the Fairy’ s office re-reading the last two articles he had written—one for
the most respectable of our papers, the other for a more popular organ. Thefirgt was as follows

“While it would be premature to make any find comment on lagt night's riot a Edgestow, two
conclusons seem to emerge from the firg accounts with a darity not likdy to be shaken by subsequent
developments. In the firs place, the whole episode will administer a rude shock to any complacency
which may dill lurk among us as to the enlightenment of our own civilistion. It mugt, of course, be
admitted that the transformation of a univeraty town into a centre of nationa research cannot be carried
out without some friction and some cases of hardship. But the Englishman has aways had his own quiet
and humorous way of deding with frictions and has never showed himsdf unwilling, when the issue is
properly put before him, to make sacrifices much greater than those smal dterations of habit and
sentiment which progress demands of the people of Edgestow. There is no suggestion that the N.I.C.E.
hasin any way exceeded its powers or faled in consderation and courtesy; and there is little doubt that
the starting-point of the disturbances was some quarrel, probably in a public-house, between one of the
N.I.C.E. workmen and some locd Sir Oracle, and that this petty fracas was inflamed, if not exploited, by
sectiond interests or widespread prejudice.

“It is disquieting to be forced to suspect that the old distrust of planned efficiency and the old jealousy
of what is cdled ‘Bureaucracy’ can be s0 eesly revived; but the will of the nation is behind this
meagnificant * peace-effort’, as Mr. Jules so happily described the Ingtitute, and any ill-informed opposition
which ventures to try conclusons with it will be, we hope gently, but certainly firmly, resisted.

“The second mord to be drawn from last night’s events is a more cheering one. The origind proposal
to provide the N.I.C.E. with what is mideadingly called its own ‘police force was viewed with disrust in
meany quarters. Our readers will remember that while not sharing that distrust, we extended to it a certain
sympathy, but dso ingsted that the complexity of modern society rendered it an anachronism to confine
the actual execution of the will of society to a body of men whose red function was the prevention and
detection of aime that the police, in fact, must be relieved sooner or later of that growing body of
coercive functions which do not properly fdl within ther sphere. The so-caled ‘Police of the
N.I.C.E.—who should rather be caled its ‘ Sanitary Executive — is the characterigtically English solution.
If any doubt as to the vadue of such a force existed, it has been amply set at rest by the episodes at
Edgestow. The happiest rdations seem to have been maintained throughout between the officers of the
Indtitute and the Nationa Police. As an eminent police officer observed to one of our representatives this
morning, ‘But for the N.I.C.E. Police, things would have taken quite a different turn.’ If in the light of
these events it is found convenient to place the whole Edgestow area under the exdusive control of the
Inditutiond ‘police for some limited period, we do not believe that the British people will have the
dightest objection.”

The second said much the same with shorter words, more exdamation marks, and in a more
truculent manner.

The more often he re-read the articles the better he liked them. It waan't as if he were taken in by
them himsdf. He was writing with his tongue in his cheek—a phrase that somehow comforted him by
making the whole thing appear like a practical joke. And anyway, if he didn’t do it, someone ese would.
And dl the while the child insde him whispered how splendid and how triumphantly grown up it was to
be writing, with his tongue in his cheek, articles for great newspapers, againg time, “with the printer's
devil at the door” and dl the inner ring of the N.1.C.E. depending on him, and nobody ever again having
the leadt right to consider him a nonentity or cipher.

Jane stretched out her hand in the darkness but did not fed the table which ought to have been there
a her bed's head. She discovered that she was not in bed, but sanding. There was darkness dl about



her and intense cold. Groping, she touched uneven surfaces of stone. The place, whatever it was, did not
seem large. She groped dong one of the wals and struck her foot againg something hard. She stooped
down and fdt. There was a platform or table of stone, about three feet high. And on it? Did she dare to
explore? But it would be worse not to. Next moment she bit her lip to save hersdf from screaming, for
she had touched a human foot; a naked foot, dead to judge by its coldness. To go on groping seemed the
hardest thing she had ever done, but she was impdled to do it. The corpse was clothed in some very
coarse suff which was aso uneven, as though it were heavily embroidered. It mugt be a very large man.
On his chest the texture suddenly changed—as if the skin of some hairy animd had been lad over the
coarse robe; then she redised that the hair redly belonged to a beard. It was only a dream; she could
bear it but it was so dreary, asif she had dipped through a deft in the present, down into some cold pit
of the remote past. If only someone would come quickly and let her out. And immediatdy she had a
picture of someone, someone bearded but aso divindy young, someone golden and strong and warm
coming with amighty earth-shaking tread into thet black place. At this point she woke.

She went into Edgestow immediately after breakfast to hunt for someone who would replace Mrs.
Maggs. At the top of Market Street something happened which findly determined her to go to S.
Anne's that very day. She came to a place where a big car was sanding beside the pavement, an
N.I.C.E. car. Jud as she reached it a man came out of a shop, cut across her path to the car, and got in.
He was s0 close to her that, despite the fog, she saw him very cearly. She would have known him,
anywhere: not Mark’ s face, not her own face in amirror, was by now more familiar. She saw the pointed
beard, the pince-nez, the face which somehow reminded her of a waxworks face. She had no need to
think what she would do. Her body, waking quickly past, seemed of itsdf to have decided that it was
heeding for the dation and thence for St. Anne's. It was something different from fear that drove her. It
was atota revulson from this man on dl levels of her being.

Thetran was blessedly warm, her compartment empty, the fact of stting down ddightful. The dow
journey through the fog dmost sent her to deep. She hardly thought about St. Anne's until she found
herdf there.

Chapter Seven. The Pendragon

BEFORE she reached the Manor Jane met Mr. Denniston and told him her tory as they walked. As
they entered the house they met Mrs. Maggs.

“Wha? Mrs. Studdock! Fancy!” said Mrs. Maggs.

“Yes, Ivy,” said Denniston, “and bringing great news. We mug see Grace at once.”

A few minutes later Jane found hersalf once more in Grace Ironwood's room. Miss Ironwood and
the Dennistons sat facing her, and when Ivy Maggs brought in some tea she did not go away again, but
sat down too.

“You need not mind Ivy, young lady,” said Miss Ironwood. “ She is one of our company.”

There was a pause.

“We have your |etter of the 10th,” continued Miss [ronwood, “describing your dream of the man with
the pointed beard Stting meking notes in your bedroom. Perhaps | ought to tdl you that he wasn't redly
there: at leadt, the Director does not think it possible. But he was redly sudying you. He was getting
informetion about you from some other source which, unfortunatdly, was not vishble to you in the dream.”

“Will you tdl us, if you don't mind,” said Mr. Dennigon, “what you were tdling me as we came
dong?

Jane told them about the dream of the corpse (if it was a corpse) in the dark place and how she had
met the bearded man that mormning in Market Street: and at once she was aware of having created intense
interest.

Miss Ironwood opened a drawer and handed a photograph across to Jane and asked, “Do you
recognise that?’

“Yes” sad Janein alow voice “tha is the man | dreamed of and the man | saw this moring in



Edgestow.”

It was a good photograph, and benegth it was the name Augudus Frost.

“In the second place,” continued Miss Ironwood, “are you prepared to see the Director ... now?’

“Wedl—yes, if you like”

“In that case, Camilla” said Miss Ironwood to Mrs. Dennigton, “you had better go and tdl him what
we have just heard and find out if heiswdl enough to meet Mrs. Studdock.”

The others rose and left the room.

“I have very little doubt,” said Miss Ironwood, “thet the Director will see you.”

Jane said nothing.

“And a that interview,” continued the other, “you will, | presume, be cdled upon to make a find
decison.”

Jane gave a little cough which had no other purpose than to dispd a certain ar of unwelcome
olemnity.

“And secondly,” said Miss Ironwood, “1 must ask you to remember thet he is often in great pain.”

“If Mr. Fisher-King is not wdl enough to see vistors ...,” said Jane vagudly.

“You mug excuse me” said Miss Ironwood, “for impressing these points upon you. | am the only
doctor in our company, and am responsible—for protecting him as far as | can. If you will now come
with me | will show you to the Blue Room.”

She rose and held the door open for Jane. They passed out into the plain, narrow passage and
thence up shdlow steps into a large entrance hdl whence a fine Georgian staircase led to the upper
floors. On the firg floor they found a little square place with white pillars where Camilla sat waiting for
them. There was a door behind her.

“Hewill see her,” she said to Miss Ironwood, getting up.

As Miss Ironwood raised her hand to knock on the door, Jane thought to hersdlf, “Be careful. Don't
get let in for anything. All these long passages and low voices will make a fool of you if you don’t look
out.” Next moment she found hersdf gaing in. It was light—it seemed dl windows. And it was warm—a
fire blazed on the hearth. And blue was the prevailing colour. She was annoyed, and in a way ashamed,
to see that Miss Ironwood was curtseying. “I won't,” contended in Jane's mind with “I can't’: for she
couldn't.

“Thisisthe young lady, gr,” said Miss Ironwood. Jane looked; and indantly her world was unmade.
On a sofa before her, with one foot bandaged as if he had a wound, lay what appeared to be a boy,
twenty years old.

On one of the long window-slIs a tame jackdaw was waking up and down. Winter sunlight poured
through the glass, gpparently one was above the fog here. All the light in the room seemed to run towards
the gold hair and the gold beard of the wounded man.

Of course he was not a boy—how could she have thought so? The fresh skin on his cheeks and
hands had suggested the idea. But no boy could have so full a beard. And no boy could be so strong. It
was manifest that the grip of those hands would be inescapable, and imagination suggested that those
ams and shoulders could support the whole house. Miss Ironwood at her side struck her as allittle old
womean, shrivelled and pale—a thing you could have blown away.

Pain came and went in his face: sudden jabs of sckening pain. But as lightning goes through the
darkness and the darkness closes up again and shows no trace, so the tranquillity of his countenance
swalowed up each shock of torture. How could she have thought him young? Or old either? It came
over her that this face was of no age at dl. She had, or so she had believed, didiked bearded faces
except for old men. But tha was because she had long since forgotten the imagined Arthur of her
childhood—and the imagined Solomon too. Solomon ... for the firg time in many years the bright solar
blend of king and lover and magician which hangs about that name stole back upon her mind. For the firg
time in dl those years she tasted the word King itsdf with dl its linked associations of battle, marriage,
priesthood, mercy, and power. Next moment she was once more the ordinary socid Jane, flushed and
confused to find that she had been aring ruddy (at least she hoped that rudeness would be the man
impression) a atota stranger. But her world was unmade. Anything might happen now.



“Thank you, Grace,” the man was saying. And the voice aso seemed to be like sunlight and gold.
“You mug forgive me for not getting up, Mrs. Studdock,” it said. “My foot is hurt.”

And Jane heard her own voice saying, “Yes, gr,” soft and chastened like Miss Ironwood's. She had
meant to say, “Good morning, Mr. Fisher-King,” in an easy tone. But her world was unmade: anything
might happen now.

“Do you wish me to remain, Sr?” said Miss Ironwood.

“No, Grace,” sad the Director, “I don't think you need stay. Thank you.”

For a few minutes after Grace Ironwood had left them, Jane hardly took in what the Director was
saying. It was not that her attention wandered: on the contrary, her atention was so fixed on him that it
defeated itsdf.

“I—I beg your pardon,” she said, wishing that she did not keep on turning red like a schoolgirl.

“l was saying,” he answered, “that you have dready done usthe greatest service. We knew that one
of the most dangerous attacks ever made upon the human race was coming very soon and in this idand.
We had an idea that Belbury might be connected with it. But we were not certain. Thet is why your
information is so vauable. But in another way, it presents us with a difficulty. We had hoped you would
be ale to join us”

“Can | not, 9r?7" sad Jane,

“Itisdifficult,” sad the Director, “you see, your husband isin Belbury.”

Jane glanced up. It had been on the tip of her tongue to say “Do you mean that Mark is in any
danger?’

But she had redised that anxiety about Mark did not, in fact, make any part of the emotions she was
feding, and that to reply thus would be hypocrisy. It was a sort of scruple she had not often fet. “What
do you meaen?’ she said.

“Why,” said the Director, “it would be hard for the same person to be the wife of an officd in the
N.I.C.E. and dso a member of my company.”

“Y ou mean you couldn’t trust me?’

“I mean that, in the circumstances, you and | and your husband could not al be trusting one another.”

Jane bit her lipin anger. Why should Mark and his effairs intrude themsdlves at such a moment ?

“I must do what | think right, mustn't 1?7’ she said softly. “I mean—if Mark—if my husband—is on
thewrong sde, | can't let that make any difference to whet | do. ‘Can 17

“You are thinking about whet isright?’ said the Director. Jane started, and flushed. She had not been
thinking about thet.

“Of course” sad the Director, “things might come to such a point that you would be judtified in
coming here, even againg hiswill, even secretly. It depends on how close the danger is—to us dl, and to
you persondly.”

“| thought the danger was right on top of usnow ...”

“That isthe question,” said the Director, with asmile. “1 am not dlowed to be too prudent. | am not
dlowed to use desperate remedies urtil desperate diseases are redly apparent. It looks as if you will
have to go back. Y ou will, no doubt, be seeing your husband again fairly soon. | think you must make at
least one effort to detach him from the N.I.C.E.”

“But how can |, 9r?” said Jane. “What have | to say to him. He'd think it al nonsense” As she said it
she wondered, “Did that sound cunning?’ then, “Was it cunning?’

“No,” sad the Director. “And you must not mention me nor the company a dl. We have put our
livesin your hands. Y ou mugt Smply ask him to leave Belbury. Y ou must put it on your own wishes.”

“Mark never takes any notice of what | say,” answered Jane.

“Perhgps,” said the Director, “you have never asked anything as you will be able to ask this. Do you
not want to save him as wel as yoursdf?’

Jane ignored this question. She began spesking rapidly. “Don't send me back,” she sad. “1 am dl
done & home, with terrible dreams. It ign't as if Mark and | saw much of one another at the best of
times | am so unhappy. He won't care whether | come here or not.”

“Are you unhappy now?’ sad the Director.



Suddenly she ceased at lagt to think how her words might make him think of her, and answered,
“No. But,” she added after a short pause, “it will be worse now, if | go back.”

“Will it>—"

“Butisit redlly necessary?’ she began. “1 don't think | look on marriage quite as you do—"

“Child,” said the Director, “it isnot a question of how you or | look on marriage but how my Masters
look onit.”

“They would never think of finding out firg whether Mark and | believed in ther ideas of marriage?’

“Wel—no,” said the Director with a curious smile. “They wouldn't think of doing that.”

“And would it make no difference to them what a marriage was actudly like ... whether it was a
success? Whether the woman loved her husband?’ Jane had not intended to say this. “But | suppose you
will say | oughtn't to have told you that,” she added.

“My dear child,” sad the Director, “you have been tdling me that ever since your husband was
mentioned.”

“Doesit make no difference?”

“l suppose,” said the Director, “it would depend on how he logt your love”

Jane was Slent.

“l don’t know,” she said at lagt. “1 suppose our marriage was just a mistake.”

The Director sad nothing.

“What would you—what would the people you are taking of say about a case like that?’

“I will tdl you if you redly want to know,” said the Director.

“Please” sad Jane reluctantly.

“They would say,” he answered, “that you do not fail in obedience through lack of love, but have logt
love because you never attempted obedience.”

Something in Jane that would normaly have reacted to such a remark with anger was banished by
the fact that the word obedience—but certainly not obedience to Mark—came over her, in that room,
like a gtrange orientd perfume, perilous, seductive ....

“Stop it!” said the Director sharply. Jane stared a him, open-mouthed: the exatic fragrance faded
away.

“You were saying, my dear?’ resumed the Director. “I thought love meant equdity,” she said. “Ah,
equdity!” sad the Director. “Yes, we mud dl be guarded by equd rights from one another’s greed,
because we are fdlen. Just as we wear clothes for the same reason. But the naked body should be there
undernesth the clothes. Equdlity is not the deepest thing, you know.”

“| dways thought that was just what it was. | thought it was in their souls that people were equd.”

“You were migtaken; that is the last place where they are equd. Equdity before the law, equdity of
incomes—that is very well. Equdity guards life it doesn’'t make it. It is medicine, not food.”

“But surdly in marriage ...7’

“Worse and worse,” sad the Director. * Courtship knows nothing of it; nor does fruition. They never
warned you. No one has ever told you that obedience—humility—is an erotic necessity. You are puiting
equdity just where it ought not to be. As to your coming here, that may admit of some doubt. For the
present, | must—send you back. You can come out and see us. In the meantime, talk to your husband
and | will talk to my authorities”

“Whenwill you be seeing them?”’

“They come to me when they please. But we ve been talking too solemnly about obedience dl this
time. I'd like to show you some of its drolleries. You are not—"

He broke off sharply and a new look came into his eyes. At the same moment a new thought came
into Jane's mind; an odd one. She was thinking of hugeness. Or rather, she was not thinking of it. She
was, in some strange fashion, experiencing it. Something intolerably big, something from Brobdingnag,
was pressing on her, was gpproaching, was dmog in the room. She fdt hersdf dhinking, suffocated,
emptied of dl power and virtue. She darted a glance a the Director which was redly a cry for hep, and
that glance, in some inexplicable way, reveded hm as being, like hersdf, a very andl object. The whole
room was a tiny place, a mouse's hole, and it seemed to her to be tilted adant—as though the



insupportable mass and splendour of this formless hugeness, in approaching, had knocked it askew. She
heard the Director’s voice.

“Quick,” he sad gently, “these are my Masters. Y ou must leave me now. Thisis no place for us smdl
ones, but | am inured. Go!”

During her homeward journey Jane was so divided that one might say there were three, if not four,
Janesin the compartment. The firgt was a Jane Smply receptive of the Director, recdling every word and
every look, and ddighting in them—a Jane taken utterly off her guard and swept away on the flood-tide
of an experience which she could not control. For she was trying to control it; that was the function of the
second Jane. This second Jane regarded the firg with disgus, as the kind of woman whom she had
adways paticularly despised. To have surrendered without terms at the mere voice and look of this
stranger, to have abandoned that prim little grasp on her own degtiny, that perpetud reservation ... the
thing was degrading, uncivilised.

The third Jane was a new and unexpected vigtant. Risen from some unknown region of grace or
heredity, it uttered things which Jane had often heard before but which had never seemed to be
connected with red life. If it had told her that her fedings about the Director were wrong, she would not
have been very surprised. But it did not. It blamed her for not having Smilar fedings about Mark. It was
Mark who had made the fatd mistake; she mugt be “nicg’ to Mark. The Director ingsted on it. At the
moment when her mind was mogt filled with another man there arose a resolution to give Mark much
more than she had ever given him before, and a feding that in so doing she would be redly giving it to the
Director. And this produced such a confusion of sensations that the whole inner debate became indistinct
and flowed over into the larger experience of the fourth Jane, who was Jane hersdf.

Thisfourth and supreme Jane was Smply in the state of joy. The other three had no power upon her,
for she was in the sphere of Jove, amid light and music and festd pomp, brimmed with life and radiant in
hedith, jocund and clothed in shining garments. She reflected with surprise how long it was since musc
hed played any part in her life, and resolved to ligen to many chorales by Bach on the gramaophone that
evening. She rgoiced dso in her hunger and thirst and decided that she would make hersdf buttered
toast for tea—a great ded of buttered toast. And she rejoiced aso in the consciousness of her own
beauty; for she had the sensation—it may have been fdse in fact, but it had nothing to do with
vanity—thet it was growing and expanding like a magic flower with every minute that passed. Her beauty
belonged to the Director. It belonged to him so completdly that he could order it to be given to another.

Asthe train came into Edgestow Station Jane was just deciding that she would not try to get a bus.
She would enjoy the walk. And then—what on earth was dl this? The platform, usudly dmost deserted
a this hour, was like a London platform on a bank holiday. “Here you are, mate!” cried a voice as she
opened the door, and hdf a dozen men crowded into her carriage so roughly that for a moment she could
not get out. She found difficulty in crossing the platform. People seemed to be going in dl directions a
once—angry, rough, and excited people. “Get back into the train, quick!” shouted someone. “Get out of
the gation, if you're not travelling,” bawled another voice. And from outside, beyond the gtation, came a
great roaring noise like the noise of a footbal crowd.

Hours later, bruised, frightened, and tired, Jane found hersdf in a street she did not even know,
surrounded by N.I.C.E. policemen and a few of thelr femaes, the Waips. A couple of the men—one
seemed to meet them everywhere except where the rioting was most violent—had shouted out, “You
can't go down there, miss”

But as they then turned their backs, Jane had made a bolt for it. They caught her. And that was how
she found hersdlf being taken into a lighted room and questioned by a uniformed woman with short grey
hair, a square face, and an unlighted cheroot. The woman with the cheroot took no particular interest until
Jane had given her name. Then Miss Hardcastle looked her in the face for the firg time, and Jane fdt
quite a new sensation. She was aready tired and frightened, but this was different. The face of the other
woman affected her as the face of some men—fa men with small, greedy eyes and strange, disquieting
amiles—had affected her when she wasin her ‘teens.

“Jane Studdock,” said the Fairy. “You'll be the wife of my friend Mark.” While, she spoke she was
writing something on a green form. “That’s dl right. Now, just one question, dear. What were you doing



down here at thistime of night?’

“l had just come off atrain.”

“And where had you been, honey?’ Jane said nathing.

“You hadn’t been getting up to mischief while Hubby was away, had you?’

“Will you please let me go?’ said Jane. “I want to get home. | am very tired and it' s very lae”

“But you're not going home” said Miss Hardcastle. *Y ou’ re coming out to Belbury.”

“My husband has said nothing about my joining him there.”

Miss Hardcastle nodded. “That was One of his mistakes. But you' re coming with us”

“What do you mean?’

“It'san arrest, honey,” said Miss Hardcastle, holding out the piece of green paper on which she had
been writing.

“O—oh!” screamed Jane suddenly, overcome with a sensation of nightmare, and made a dash for
the door. A moment later she came to her senses and found hersdf held by the two policewomen.

“What a naughty temper!” said Miss Hardcastle playfully. “But we'll put the nasty men outside, shall
we?" She said something and the policemen removed themselves.

Jane fdt that a protection had been withdrawn from her. “Wdl,” said Miss Hardcastle, addressing
the two uniformed girls “Let’s see. Quarter to one ... and dl going nicdly. | think, Daisy, we can aford a
litle stand-easy. Be careful, Kitty, make your grip under her shoulder a little tighter.” While she was
gpesking Miss Hardcastle was undoing her belt. She removed the cheroot from her mouth, lit it, blew a
cloud of smoke in Jan€' s direction, and addressed her. “Where had you been by thet tran?’ she said.

And Jane sad nothing; partly because she could not speak, and partly because she now knew
beyond dl doubt that these were the enemies whom the Director was fighting againgt, and one mugt tdl
them nathing. She heard Miss Hardcastle say, “1 think, Kitty dear, you and Daisy had better bring her
round here” The two women forced her round to the other Sde of the table, and she saw Miss
Hardcastle stting with her legs wide apart; long leather-clad legs projecting from benegth her short skirt.
The women forced her on, with a skilled, quiet increase of pressure, until she stood between Miss
Hardcastle' s feet: whereupon Miss Hardcastle brought her feet together so that she had Jane's ankles
pinioned between her own. And Miss Hardcastle stared at her, amiling and blowing smoke in her face.

“Do you know,” said Miss Hardcastle at last, “you're rather a pretty little thing in your way.” There
was another slence.

“Where had you been by that train?’ said Miss Hardcastle.

Suddenly she leant forward and, after very carefully turning down the edge of Jan€'s dress, thrugt the
lighted end of the cheroot againgt her shoulder. After that there was another pause and another silence.

“Where had you been by thet train?’ said Miss Hardcastle.

How many times this happened Jane could never remember. But there came a time when Miss
Hardcastle was taking not to her but to one of the women.

“What are you fussng about, Daisy?’ she was saying. “| was only saying, ma am, it was five past
one”

“How timeflies doesn't it. Daisy? Aren’t you comfortable, Daisy? Y ou're not getting tired, holding a
little bit of athing like her?’

“No, md am, thank you. But you did say, ma am, you' d meet Captain O’ Hara a one sharp.”

“Captain O'Hara?’ sad Miss Hardcastle dreamily a fird, and then louder, like one waking from a
dream. Next moment she had jumped up and was putting on her belt. “Bless the girl!” she said. “Why
didn’t you remind me before?’

“You don't like us to interrupt, ma am, sometimes, when you're examining,” said the girl sulkily.

“Don't argue!” shouted Miss Hardcastle, wheding round and hitting her cheek a resounding blow
with the pam other hand. “Get the prisoner into the car.”

A few seconds later (there seemed to be room for five in the car) Jane found hersdf gliding through
the darkness. “Better go through the town as little as possible, Joe,” said Miss Hardcastle's voice. “It'll
be pretty livdy by now.” There seemed to be dl sorts of strange noises and lights about. At places, too,
there seemed to be a great many people. Then there came a moment when Jane found that the car had



drawvn up. “Whet the hdl are you stopping for?’ said Miss Hardcastle. For a second or two there was no
answer from the driver except grunts and the noise of unsuccessful attempts to start up the engine. The
street was empty but, to judge by the noise, it was near some other street which was very ful and very
angry. The man got out, swearing under his breath, and opened the bonnet of the car. Miss Hardcastle
continued pouring abuse on him. The noise grew louder. Suddenly the driver straightened himsdf and
turned his face towards Miss Hardcastle.

“Look here, miss” he said, “that’s about enough, see?’

“Don't you try taking thet line with me, Joe,” said Miss Hardcastle, “or you'll find me saying a little
word about you to the ordinary police”

“For the lord's sake speak to him nicdy, maam,” walled Kitty. “They’re coming. W€l catch it
proper.” And in fact men running, by twos and threes, had begun to trickle into the street.

“Foot it, girls” said Miss Hardcastle. “ Sharp’s the word. Thisway.”

Jane found hersdlf hustled out of the car and hurried dong between Daisy and Kitty. Miss Hardcastle
walked in front. The party darted across the street and up an dley on the far side.

The dley turned out to be a dead end. Miss Hardcastle stood dill for a moment. Unlike her
subordinates, she did not seem to be frightened, but only pleasantly excited.

The shouting in the street they had left had grown louder. Suddenly it became much louder ill and
angrier.

“They’ve caught Joe,” said Miss Hardcastle. “If he can make himsdf heard hell send them up here.
Blast! This means losng the prisoner. Quick. We must go down into the crowd separately. Keep your
heads. Try to get to Billingham at the cross-roads. Ta-ta, Babs! The quieter you keep, the less likdy we
are to meet again.”

Miss Hardcastle st off a once. Jane saw her stand for a few seconds on the fringes of the crowd
and then disappear into it. The two girls hesitated and then followed. Jane sat down on a doorstep. She
was deadly cold and alittle sck. But, above dl, tired; so tired she could drop adeegp dmodt ...

She shook hersdf. There was complete slence dl about her: she was colder than she had ever been
before, and her limbs ached. “I believe | have been adeep,” she thought. She put her hand in the pocket
of the coat which Daisy and Kitty had flung round her and found a dab of chocolate. She was ravenous
and began munching. Just as she finished a car drew up.

“Are you dl right?” said a man, poking his head out. “Were you hurt in the riot?’ sad a woman's
voice from within.

Theman stared at her and then got out. “I say,” he said, “you don’'t look too good.” Then he turned
and spoke to the woman indde. The unknown couple made her St in the car and gave her brandy.
Where was her home?

And Jane, somewhat to her surprise, heard her own voice very deepily answering, “The Manor, a
. Anng's”

“That's fine” sad the man. “We have to passit” Then Jane fdl adeep a once agan, and awoke
only to find hersdf entering a lighted doorway and being received by a woman in pyjamas and an
overcoat who turned out to be Mrs. Maggs. But she was too tired to remember how she got to bed.

Chapter Eight. Moonlight At Belbury

“I AM the last person. Miss Hardcastle,” said the Deputy Director, “to wish to interfere with
your—er—private pleasures. But, redly! ...”

It was some hours before bregkfasttime and he and the Fairy were sanding in his study.

“She can't be far away,” sad Fary Hardcastle. “We Il pick her up some other time. It was wdl
worth trying. If I'd got out of her where shed been—and | should have if I'd had a few minutes
longer—why, it might have turned out to be enemy headquarters.”

“It was hardly a suitable occason—" began Wither, but she interrupted him.

“We haven't so much time to waste, you know. You tdl me Frost is dready complaining that the



woman'smind is less accessible. That means she's fdling under the influence of the other side. Wher€ll
we be if you lose touch with her mind before I’ ve got her body locked up here?’

“l am dways, of course,” said Wither, “most ready and—er—interested to hear expressions of your
own opinions and would not for amoment deny that they are, in certain respects, of course, if not in al,
of avery red vaue. On the other hand, there are matters ... The Head will, | fear, take the view that you
have exceeded your authority, | do not say thet | necessarily agree with him. But we mugt dl agree—"

“Oh, cut it out, Wither!” said the Fairy, seating hersdf on the Side of the table. “Try that game on the
Stedes and Stones. 1t's no bloody good trying the dadticity sunt on me. It was a golden opportunity,
running into that girl. If 1 hadn’t taken it you'd have talked about lack of initiative. We ve got to get the
grl, haven't we?’

“But not by an arrest. If a mere arrest could have secured the—er—goodwill and collaboration of
Mrs. Studdock, we should hardly have embarrassed ourselves with the presence of her husband.”

“l couldn’t tdl that the bucking car was going to break down, could |7’

“l do not think,” said Wither, “the Head could be induced to regard that as the only miscarriage.
Once the dightest resistance on this woman's part developed, it was not, in my opinion, reasonable to
expect success by the method you employed. | dways deplore anything thet is not perfectly humane: but
thet is quite consstent with the position that if more drastic expedients have to be used then they mugt be
used thoroughly. Moderate pain, such as any ordinary degree of endurance can redd, is dways a
mistake. | should not be doing my duty if | falled to remind you that complaints from that quarter have
dready been made, though not, of course, minuted, as to your tendency to dlow a
certain—ea—emotiond excitement in the disciplinary side of your work to distract you from the demands
of policy.”

“You won't find anyone can do a job like mine wel unless they get some kick out of it,” said the
Fary sulkily, “Anyway, what does the Head want to see me now for? I've been on my feet the whole
bloody night. I might be alowed a bath and some breskfast.”

“The path of duty, Miss Hardcastle,” said Wither, “can never be an easy one.”

“Wdl, | must have something to drink before | goin”

Wither held out his hands in deprecation.

“Come on. Wither. | mug,” said Miss Hardcastle.

“You don't think hell amdl it?” said Wither.

“I'm not going in without it, anyway,” said she.

The old man unlocked his cupboard and gave her whisky. Then the two left the sudy and went a
long way, right over to the other sde of the house where it joined on to the actud Blood Transfusion
Offices. At last they came to a place where the lights were on and there was a mixture of animd and
chemicd smdls and then to a door which was opened to them after they had parleyed through a
speaking-tube. Filogtrato, wearing a white coat, confronted them in the doorway.

“Enter,” sad Filogtrato. “He expect you for some time”

“Isitin a bad temper?’ said Miss Hardcastle.

“You areto goina once” sad Filogtrato, “as soon as you have made yoursaves ready.”

“Stop! Haf amoment,” said Miss Hardcastle suddenly.

What isit? Be quick, please,” said Filogtrato.

“I’'m going to be sck.”

“You cannot be sick here. Go back. | will give you some X54 at once.”

“It' sdl right now,” said Miss Hardcagtle. “It was only momentary. It'd take more than this to upset
me”

“Slence, please,” said the Itdian. “Do not attempt to open the second door until my assstant has
shut the firgt one behind you. Do not speak more than you can help. Do not say yes when you are given
an order. The Head will assume your obedience. Do not get too close. Now!”

Long after sunrise there came into Jane' s degping mind a sensation which, had she put it into words,
would have sung, “Be glad thou deeper and thy sorrow off cast. | am the gate to dl good adventure”



Sometime after this Mrs. Maggs came in and lit the fire and brought breakfast.

“It's ever 0 nice, us both being here, ign't it, Mrs. Studdock?’ she said.

Shortly after breakfast came Miss Ironwood. She examined and dressed the burns, which were not
serious.

“You can get up in the afternoon, if you like, Mrs. Studdock,” she said. “What would you like to
read?’

“I'd like Mansfield Park, please,” sad Jane, “and Shakespeare' s Sonnets.”

Having been provided with reading matter, she comfortably went to deep again.

When Mrs. Maggs looked in a about four 0’ clock Jane said she would like to get up.

“All right, Mrs. Studdock,” said Mrs. Maggs, “Just as you like. I'll bring you dong a nice cup of tea
inaminute and then I'll get the bathroom ready for you. There's a bathroom next door dmost, only I'll
have to get that Mr. Bultitude out of it. He' s that lazy, and he will st there dl day when it's cold.”

As soon as Mrs. Maggs had gone, however, Jane decided to get up. She fdt that her socid abilities
were quite equa to dedling with the eccentric Mr. Bultitude. Accordingly, she put on her coat, took her
towd, and proceeded to explore; and that was why Mrs. Maggs, coming upstairs with the tea a moment
later, saw Jane emerge from the bathroom with a white face and dam the door behind her.

“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Maggs, burdting into laughter. “I ought to have told you. Never mind. I'll soon
have him out of that.” She set the tea-tray down on the passage floor and turned to the bathroom.

“Isit safe?” asked Jane.

“Ohvyes, he s safedright,” said Mrs. Maggs. With that she opened the bathroom door. Insde, stting
up on its hunkers beside the bath, was a great, suffly, wheezy, beady-eyed, loose-skinned, gor-bellied
brown bear, which, after a great many reproaches, exhortations, pushes, and blows from Mrs. Maggs,
heaved up its enormous bulk and came dowly out into the passage. “Why don’t you go out and take
some exercise thislovely afternoon, you greet lazy thing?’ said Mrs. Maggs. “Don't be frightened, Mrs.
Studdock. He'll let you stroke him.”

Jane extended a hestant and unconvincing hand to touch the animd’s back, but Mr. Bultitude was
aulking, and without a glance at Jane continued his dow wak adong the passage to a point aout ten
yards away, where he quite suddenly sat down. Everyone on the flour below must have known that Mr.
Bultitude had sat down.

“Isit redly safe to have a creature like that loose about the house?” said Jane.

“Mrs. Studdock,” said vy Maggs with solemnity, “if the Director wanted to have a tiger about the
house it would be safe. There isT't a creature in the place that would go for another or for us once he's
hed hislittle talk with them. Just the same as he does with us. You'll see”

“If you would put the teain my room ...” said Jane rather coldly, and went towards the bathroom ....
“Wdl,” sad Mrs. Maggs, “youll find us in the kitchen, | expect, Mother Dimble and me and the
res.”

“Is Mrs. Dimble staying in the house?’ asked Jane with a dight emphasis on the Mrs.”

“Mother Dimblewe dl cdl her here” said Mrs. Maggs. “And I'm sure she won't mind you doing the
samne”

When Jane had washed and dressed hersdf she set out to look for the inhabited rooms. When she
reached the hdl she saw a once where the back premises of the house mug lie—down two steps and
adong a paved passage, and then, guided by voices and other sounds, to the kitchen itsdlf.

A wide, open hearth glowing with burning wood lit up the comfortable form of Mrs. Dimble, who
was seated at one Sde of it, gpparently engaged in preparing vegetables. Mrs. Maggs and Camilla were
doing something at a stove and in a doorway, which led to the scullery, a tdl, grizay headed man, who
wore gum-boots and seemed to have just come from the garden, was drying his hands.

“Comein, Jane,” said Mother Dimble. “WEe re not expecting you to do any work to-day. Thisis Mr.
MacPhee—who has no right to be here, but he'd better be introduced to you.”

Mr. MacPhee, having finished the drying process and carefully hung the towe behind the door,
advanced rather ceremonioudy and shook hands with Jane. His own hand was very large and coarse in
texture, and he had a shrewd, hard-featured face.



“l am very glad to see you, Mrs. Studdock,” he said, in wha Jane took to be a Scotch accent,
though it was redly tha of an Ulsterman.

“Don't believe a word he says, Jane” sad Mother Dimble. “He's your prime enemy. He doesn't
beievein your dreams.”

“Mrs. Dimble” sad MacPhee, “I have repeatedly explaned to you the digtinction between a
persond feding of confidence and alogicd satisfaction of the daims of evidence.”

“Of course” sad Jane vagudy, and a little confused. “I'm sure you have a right to your own
opinions.”

All the women laughed as MacPhee in a somewhat louder tone replied, “Mrs. Studdock, | have no
opinions on any subject in the world. | state the facts and exhibit the implications. If everyone indulged in
fewer opinions’ (he pronounced the word with emphatic disgust) “there’d be less dlly talking and printing
inthe world.”

“I know who talks most inthis house,” said Mrs. Maggs, somewhat to Jane's surprise.

The Ulsterman eyed the lagt speaker with an undtered face while producing a amdl pewter box from
his pocket and hdping himsdf to a pinch of snuff.

“What are you walting for anyway?’ said Mrs. Maggs. “Women's day in the kitchen to-day.”

“l was wondering,” said MacPhee, “whether you had a cup of tea saved for me”

“And why didn’'t you comein a the right time, then?’ said Mrs. Maggs. Jane noticed that she taked
to him much as she had talked to the bear.

“I was busy,” sad the other, seating himsdf a one end of the table; and added after a pause,
“trenching cdery.”

“What is ‘women’'s day’ in the kitchen?’ asked Jane of Mother Dimble.

“There are no servants here,” said Mother Dimble”and we dl do the work. The women do it one
day and the men the next .... What? ... No, it's a very sensble arangement. The Director’s idea is that
men and women can't do housework together without quarrelling.”

“The cardind difficulty,” said MacPhee, “in collaboration between the sexes is that women speak a
language without nouns. If two men are doing a bit of work onewill say to the other, *Put this bowl indde
the bigger bowl which you'll find on the top shdf of the green cupboard.” The femde for thisis, ‘Put that
inthe other onein there’” There is consequently a phatic hiatus”

“There's your tea now, and I'll go and get you a piece of cake,” said lvy Maggs, and left the room.

Jane took advantage of thisto say to Mother Dimble in a lower voice, “Mrs. Maggs seems to make
hersdf very much a home here”

“My dear, sheis a home here”

“Asamad, you mean?’

“Wdl, no more than anyone else. She's here chiefly because her house has been taken from her. She
hed nowhere e to go.”

“You mean sheis ... one of the Director’s charities”

“Certainly that. Why do you ask?”’

At that moment the door opened and a voice from behind it said, “Wdl, go in then, if you're going.”
Thus admonished, a very fine jackdaw hopped into the room, followed, firdly, by Mr. Bultitude and,
secondly, by Arthur Denniston.

“Dr. Dimble's just come back, Mother Dimble” said Denniston. “But he's had to go draght to the
Blue Room. And the Director wants you to go to him, too, MacPhee.”

Mark sat down to lunch that day in good spirits. Everyone reported that the riot had gone off most
satisfactorily, and he had enjoyed reading his own accounts of it in the morning papers. His morning, too,
hed involved a conversation with Frost, the Fairy, and Wither himsdf, about the future of Edgestow. Al
agreed that the Government would follow the amost unanimous opinion of the Nation (as expressed in
the newspapers) and put it temporarily under the control of the Inditutiona Police. An emergency
governor of Edgestow mugt be appointed. Feverstone was the obvious man. As a Member of Parliament
he represented the Nation, as a Fellow of Bracton he represented the Universty, as a member of the



Indtitute he represented the Indtitute; the articles on this subject which Mark was to write that afternoon
would dmaogt write themsdves. And Mark had (as he would have put it) “got to know” Frost. He knew
that there isin dmost every organisation some quiet, inconspicuous person whom the amdl fry suppose
to be of no importance but who is redly one of the maingorings. Even to recognise such people shows
that one has made progress. There was, to be sure, a cold, fisrlike quality about Frost which Mark did
not like and something even repulsve about the regularity of his festures. But the pleasures of
conversation were coming, for Mark, to have less and less connection with his spontaneous liking of the
people he talked to. He was aware of this change, and welcomed it as aSgn of maturity.

Wither had thawed in a most encouraging manner. At the end of the conversation he had taken Mark
asde, spoken vagudy but paterndly of the great work he was doing, and findly asked after his wife. The
D.D. hoped there was no truth in the rumour which had reached him that she was suffeing
from—er—some nervous disorder.

“Who the devil has been tdling im that?’ thought Mark.

“Because,” said Wither, “it had occurred to me, in view of the greet pressure of work which rests on
you a present and the difficulty, therefore, of your being a home as much as we should dl (for your
sake) wish, that in your case the Indtitute might be induced ... | am spesking in a quite informd way ...
that we should dl be ddighted to welcome Mrs. Studdock here.”

Until the D.D. sad this Mark had not redised that there was nothing he would didike so much as
having Jane a Belbury. Her mere presence would have made dl the laughter of the Inner Ring sound
metdlic, unred; and what he now regarded as common prudence would seem to her, and through her to
himsdf, mere flattery, back-biting, and toad esting. His mind sickened at the thought of trying to teach
Jane that she must help to keep Wither in a good temper. He excused himsdf vagudy to the D.D., with
profuse thanks, and got away as quickly as he could.

That afternoon, while he was having tea, Fairy Hardcastle came and leaned over the back of his chair
and sad:

“You've torn it, Studdock.”

“Wha's the matter now, Fairy?’ said he.

“l can’'t make out what's the matter with you. Have you made up your mind to annoy the Old Man?
Because it's a dangerous game, you know.”

“What on earth are you taking about?’

“Wel, here we' ve dl been working on your behdf, and this morning we thought we' d succeeded. He
was taking about giving you the appointment origindly intended for you and waiving the probationary
period. Not a cloud in the ky: and then you have five minutes chat with him, and in that time you've
managed to undo it dl.”

“Whet the devil’s wrong with him this time?”

“Wdl you ought to know! Didn't he say something about bringing your wife here?’

“Yeshe did. What about it?’

“And what did you say?’

“l said not to bother about it ... and, of course, thanked him very much and dl that.”

The Fary whidtled. “Don’'t you see, honey,” she said, gently rgpping Mark’s scalp with her knuckles,
“that you could hardly have made a worse bloomer? It was a mog terrific concesson for him to make.
He's never done it to anyone dse. He's burbling away now about lack of confidence. Says he's ‘hurt’;
takes your refusd as asgn that you are not redly ‘ settled’ here”

“But that is sheer madness. | mean ...”

“Why the blazes couldn’t you tdl him you' d have your wife here?

“Ian't that my own business?’

“Don’t you want to have her? Y ou're not very palite to little wifie, Studdock. And they tdl me she's
adamned pretty girl.”

At that moment the form of Wither, dowly sauntering in their direction, became apparent to both, and
the conversation ended.

At dinner he sat next to Filostrato, and as they rose from the table he whispered in Mark’s ear, “I



would not advise the Library for you to-night. You understand? Come and have a little conversation in
my room.”

Mark followed him, glad thet in this new criss with the D.D. Filostrato was apparently gill his friend.
They went up to the Itdian’s Sitting-room on the firgt floor. There Mark sat down before the fire, but his
host continued to walk up and down the room.

“l am very sorry, my young friend,” said Filogtrato, “to hear of this new trouble between you and the
Deputy Director. It mugt be stopped, you understand? If he invite you to bring your wife here why do
you not bring her?’

“Wel, redly,” said Mark, “1 never knew he attached so much importance to it.” His objection to
having Jane at Belbury had been temporarily deadened by the wine he had drunk a dinner and the pang
he had fdlt a the threet of expulson from the library circle.

“Itisof no importanceinitsdf,” said Filogtrato. “But have reason to believe it came not from Wither
but from the Head himsdlf.”

“The Head? Y ou mean Jules?’

“Jules?” sad Filogtrato. “Why do you speak of him? As for your wife, | attach no importance to it.
What have | to do with men's wives? The whole subject disgusts me. But if they make a point of it ...
Look, my friend, the redl question is whether you meen to be truly a one with us or no.”

“l don't quite follow,” said Mark.

“Do you want to be a mere hirding? But you have dready come too far in for that. If you try to go
back you will be as unfortunate as the fool Hingest. If you come redly in—the world ... bah, what do |
sy? ... the universeis at your feet.”

“But of course | want to comein,” said Mark. A certain excitement was seding over him.

“The Head will have dl of you, and dl that is yours—or ese nothing. Y ou mug bring the woman in
t00. She dso mugt be one of us”

This remark was a shock, yet a that moment, fixed with the little, bright eyes of the Professor, he
could hardly make the thought of Jane red to himsdf.

“You shdl hear it from the lips of the Head himsdlf,” said Filostrato suddenly.

“Is ules here?’ said Mark.

Flogtrato turned sharply from him and flung back the window curtains, the ful moon stared down
upon them.

“There is a world for you, no?" said Filogtrato. “There is cleanness, purity. Thousands of square
miles of polished rock with not one blade of grass, not one fibre of lichen, not one grain of dust. Not even
ar.”

“Yes A dead world,” sad Mark, gazing a the moon.

“No!” sad Filograto. “No. There islife there.”

“Do we know that?’ asked Mark.

“Oh, yes. Intdligent life. Under the surface. A great race, further advanced than we. A pure race.
They have cleaned their world, broken free (dmost) from the organic.”

“But how—7?"

“They do not need to be born and breed and die; only their common people, their canaglia do that.
The Magters live on. They retain their intdligence: they can keep it atificidly dive after the organic body
has been dispensed with—a miracle of gpplied biochemistry. They do not need organic food. They are
amod free of Nature, attached to her only by the thinnes, finest cord.”

“Do you meen that dl that,” Mark pointed to the mottled white globe of the moon, “is their own
doing?’

“Why not? If you remove dl the vegetation, presently you have no atmosphere, no water.”

“But what was the purpose?’

“Hygiene. Why should they have their world dl crawling with organisms?’

“But how do we know dl this?”

“The Head has many sources of information. | speak that you may know what can be done: what
ghdl be done here. This Inditute—Dio mio, it is for something better than housng and vaccinaions and



curing the people of cancer. It is for the conquest of deeath; or for the conquest of organic life if you
prefer. They are the same thing. It is to bring out of that cocoon of organic life which sheltered the
babyhood of mind, the New Man, the man who will not die, the atificdd mean, free from Nature.”

“And you think that some day we shdl redly find a means of keegping the brain dive inddfinitdly?’

“We have begun dready. The Head himsdf ...”

“Goon,” sad Mark. Thisat last was the red thing.

“The Head himsdf has dready survived death, and you shdl speak to him this night.”

“Do you mean that Jules has died?’

“Bah! Julesis nothing. He is not the Head.”

“Thenwho is?’

At this moment there was a knock on the door. Someone camein. “Is the young man ready?’ asked
the voice of Straik.

“Oh yes. You are ready, are you not, Mr. Studdock?’

“Do you mean redly to join us, young man?’ sad Straik. “The Head has sent for you. Do you
understand—the Head? You will look upon one who was killed and is dill dive The resurrection of
Jesus in the Bible was a symboal: to-night you shdl see what it symbolised. Thisisred Man at last.”

“Wheat the devil are you taking about?’ said Mark.

“My friend is quiteright,” said Filogtrato. “Our Head is the firg of the New Men—the fird that lives
beyond animd life. If Nature had her way his brain would now be mouldering in the grave. But he will
speak to you within this hour, and—a word in your ear—you will obey.”

“But who isit?’ said Mark.

“It is Francois Alcasan,” said Filogtrato.

“Y ou mean the man who was guillatined?’ gasped Mark.

Both the heads nodded. Both faces were close to him: in that disastrous light they looked like masks
henging in the air.

“You are frightened?’ sad Filogtrato. “Ahl—if you were outsde, if you were mere canaglia, you
would have reason. It isthe beginning of dl power.”

“It is the beginning of Man Immortd and Man Ubiquitous” said Straik. “It is what dl the prophecies
redly meant.”

“Atfirg, of course,” said Filogtrato, “the power will be confined to a amdl number of individua men.
Those who are selected for eternd life”

“And you mean,” said Mark, “it will then be extended to dl men?’

“No,” sad Filograto. “I meen it will then be reduced to one man. You are not a fool, are you, my
young friend? All that talk about the power of Man over Nature is only for the canaglia You know, as |
do, tha Man's power over Nature means the power of some men over other men, with Nature as the
indrument. There is no such thing as Man—it isaword. It is not Man who will be omnipotent, it is some
one man, some immortd man. Alcasan, our Head, isthe firg sketch of it. The completed product may be
someone ese. It may be you. It may be me”

“l don’'t understand, | don’t understand,” said Mark.

“Butitisvery easy,” sad Filogtrato. “We have found how to make a dead man live He was a wise
men even in his naturd life. He live now forever: he get wiser. Later, we make them live better—for at
present this second life is probably not very agreesble. Later, we make it pleasant for some—perhaps
not o pleasant for others. For we can make the dead live whether they wish it or not. They cannot refuse
the little present.”

“And 0,” sad Straik, “the lessons you learned at your mother’s knee return. God will have power to
gve eternd reward and eternd punishment.”

“God?" sad Mark. “How does He come into it? | don't believein God.”

“But, my friend,” said Filogtrato, “does it follow that because there was no God in the past that there
will be no God dso in the future?”

“Don't you see” sad Straik, “that we are offering you the unspesakable glory of being present at the
creation of God Almighty?’



“And that little affair of the wife” added Filostrato. “'Y ou will do as you are told. One does not argue
with the Head.”

Mark had nothing now to help him but the rgpidly ebbing exhilaration of the acohol taken at dinner
and some faint gleams of memory from hours during which the world had had a different taste from this
exdting horror which now pressed upon him. On the other Sde was fear. What would they do to him if
he refused now? And, aiding the fear, there was, even then, a not whally disagreeable thrill at the thought
of sharing so stupendous a secret.

“Yes” hesad. “Yes—of course—I’ll come.”

They led him out. He sumbled, and they linked arms with him. The journey seemed long: passage
after passage, doors to unlock, strange andls. Then Filostrato spoke through a spesking-tube and a
door was opened to them. A young man in awhite coat received them.

“Strip to your underclothes,” said Filogtrato.

The opposite wall of the room was covered with dids. Numbers of flexible tubes came out of the
floor and went into the wal just benesth the dids. The saring did faces and the bunches of tubes beneath
them, fantly pulsating, gave one the impression of looking at some creature with many eyes and many
tentacles. When the three newcomers had removed their outer clothes, they washed their hands and
faces, and Filogtrato plucked white clothes for them out of a glass container with a pair of forceps. He
gave them gloves and masks such as surgeons wear. He studied the dids.

“Yes yes” he sad. “A little more ar. Turn on the chamber ar ... dowly ... to Full. Now air in the
lock. A little less of the solution. Now.”

Chapter Nine. The Saracen’s Head

“IT was the worst dream I’'ve had yet,” said Jane next morning. She was in the Blue Room with the
Director and Grace Ironwood. “1 was in a dark room,” said Jane, “with queer amdls and a humming
noise. Then the light came on, and for along time | didn’'t redlise what | was looking at. | thought | saw a
face floating in front of me. A face, not a head, if you understand. That is, there was a beard and nose
and coloured glasses, but there didn’'t seem to be anything above the eyes. Not at fird. But as | got used
to the light, | thought the face was a mask tied on to a kind of baloon. But it wasn't, exactly .... I'm
tdling this badly. What it redlly was, was a head (the rest of a head) which had had the top part of the
skull taken off and then ... then ... asif something ingde had boiled over. A great big mass which bulged
out from indde what was left of the skull. Wrapped in some kind of composition suff, but very thin Suff.
You could see it twitch. | remember thinking, ‘Oh, kill it. Put it out of its pain.” But only for a second,
because | thought the thing was dead, redly. It was green looking and the mouth was wide open and
quite dry. And soon | saw that it was't floating. It was fixed up on some kind of bracket, and there were
things hanging from it. From the neck, | mean. Yes, it had a neck, but nothing below: no shoulders or
body. Only these hanging things. Little rubber tubes and bulbs and metd things”

“You'redl right, Jane, are you?’ said Miss Ironwood.

“Oh yes” sad Jane, “as far as tha goes. Only one somehow doesn't want to tdl it. Well, quite
suddenly, like when an engine is started, there came a puff of air out of its mouth, with a hard, dry,
ragping sound. And then there came another, and it settled down into a sort of rhythm—huff, huff,
huff—like an imitation of breathing. Then came a mogt horrible thing: the mouth began to dribble. Then it
began working its mouth about and even licking its lips. It was like someone getting a machine into
working order. Then three people cameinto the room, dl dressed up in white, with masks on. One was a
great fat man, and another was lanky and bony. The third was Mark. | knew hiswalk.”

“l am sorry,” sad the Director.

“And then,” said Jane, “dl three of them stood in front of the Head. They bowed to it. You couldn’t
tdl if it was looking at them because of its dark glasses. Then it spoke.”

“In English?’ said Grace Ironwood.

“No, in French.”

“What did it say?’



“Wel, my French wasn't quite good enough to fallow it. It spoke in a queer way. With no proper
expresson.”

“Did you understand any of what was said?’

“Not much. The fat man seemed to be introducing Mark to it. It said something to him. Then Mark
tried to answer. | could follow him dl right, his French isn't much better than mine”

“What did he say?’

“He said something about ‘doing it in afew daysif possible’.”

“Wasthat dl?’

“Very nearly. You see Mark couldn’'t stand it. | knew he wouldn’'t be able to: | saw he was going to
fdl. He was Sck too. Then they got him out of the room.”

All three were slent for afew seconds.

“Was that dl?” said Miss Ironwood.

“Yes” sad Jane. “That’'sdl | remember. | think | woke up then.”

The Director took a deep breath. “Wdl!” he said, glanang a Miss Ironwood, “it becomes plainer
and plainer. We mugt hold a coundil this evening. Make dl arrangements.” He paused and turned to Jane.
“l am afrad thisis very bad for you, my dear,” he said, “and worse for him.”

“You mean for Mark, Sr?’

“Yes. Don't think hardly of him. He is suffering. If we are defeated we dhdl dl go down with him. If
we win we will rescue him; he cannot be far gone yet. We are quite used to trouble about husbands here,
you know. Poor Ivy'sisinjal.”

“Injal?’

“Oh yes—for ordinary theft. But quite a good fdlow. Hell be dl right again.”

Mark woke next morning to the consciousness that his head ached dl over ... and then, as one of the
poets says, he “discovered in his mind an inflammation swollen and deformed, his memory”. Oh, but it
had been a nightmare, it must be shoved away, it would vanish awvay now that he was fully awake. It was
an absurdity. A head without any body undernesth. A head that could speak when they turned on the ar
and the attificid sdivawith taps in the next room.

But he knew it was true. And he could not, as they say, “take it”. He was very ashamed of this, for
he wished to be considered one of the tough ones.

Meantime he mugt get up. He must do something about Jane. Apparently he would have to bring her
to Belbury. His mind had made this decison for im at some moment he did not remember. He must get
her, to save hislife. They would kill himif he annoyed them; perhaps behead him ...

It must be remembered tha in Mark’s mind hardly one rag of noble thought, ether Chrigtian or
Pagan, had a secure lodging. His education had been nether scientific nor classica—merely “Modern”.
The severities both of abstraction and of high humean tradition had passed him by: and he had neither
peasant shrewdness nor aristocratic honour to hdp him. He was a man of dtraw, a dlib examinee in
subjects that require no exact knowledge (he had dways done well on Essays and Generd Papers), and
thefirg hint of ared threat to his bodily life knocked him sprawling.

He was late for breakfast, but that made little difference, for he could not eat. He drank severd cups
of black coffee and then went into the writing-room. Here he sat for a long time drawing things on the
blatting paper. This letter to Jane proved dmost impossible now that it came to the point.

“Hullo, Studdock!” said the voice of Miss Hardcastle. “Writing to little wifie, en?’

“Damn!” said Mark. “Y ou've made me drop my pen.” Not since he had been bullied a school had
he known what it was to hate and dread anyone as he now hated and dreaded this woman.

“I've got bad news for you, sonny,” she said presently.

“What isit?’

She did not answer quite at once and he knew she was sudying him.

“I'm worried about little wifie, and that’s afact,” she said a lagt.

“Wha do you mean?’

“l looked her up,” said Miss Hardcastle, “dl on your account, too. | thought Edgestow was't too



hedithy a place for her to be at present.”

“Can't you tdl me what's wrong?’

“Don't shout, honey. It's only—uwell, | thought she was behaving pretty oddly when | saw her.”

Mark wel remembered his conversation with his wife on the morning he left for Belbury. A new stab
of fear pierced him. Might not this detestable woman be speaking the truth?

“Whet did she say?’ he asked.

“If there is anything wrong with her in that way,” said the Fairy, “take my advice, Studdock, and have
her over here a once. | wouldn't like to have anyone beonging to me popped into Edgestow Asylum.
Soecidly now that we're getting our emergency powers. They'll be udng the ordinary patients
experimentaly, you know. If you'll just 9gn this form I'll run over after lunch and have her here this
evening.”

“But you haven't given me the dightest notion what’ s wrong with her.”

“She kept on taking about someone who'd broken into your fla and burned her with cigars. Then,
most unfortunately, she noticed my cheroot, and, if you please, she identified me with this imaginary
persecutor. Of course, after that | could do no good.”

“I must go home a once,” said Mark, getting up.

“Don’'t be afodl, lovey,” said Miss Hardcastle. “Y ou're in a damn dangerous position aready. You'll
about do yoursdf inif you' re absent without leave now. Send me. Sgn the form. That's the sensble way
todoit”

“But a moment ago you said she couldn’t stand you at any price.”

“Oh, that wouldn't make any odds. | say, Studdock, you don’t think little wifie could be jedlous, do
you?”
“Jedous? Of you?’ said Mark with uncontrollable disgust.

“Where are you off t0?" said the Fairy sharply.

“To see the D.D. and then home”

“Come back, Studdock,” shouted the Fairy. “Wait! Don't be a bloody fool.”

But Mark was aready in the hdl. He put on his hat and coat, ran upstairs and knocked at the door of
the Deputy Director’s office.

There was no answer, but the door was not quite shut. He ventured to push it open a little farther,
and saw the Deputy Director gtting with his back to the door. “Excuse me, dr,” sad Mark. “Might |
speak to you for a few minutes” There was no answer. “Excuse me, dr,” said Mark in a louder voice,
but the figure naither spoke nor moved. Mark went in and walked round to the other Sde of the desk;
but when he turned to look at Wither he caught his breath, for he thought he was looking into the face of
a corpse. A moment later he recognised his mistake. In the dillness of the room he could hear the man
breething. He was not even adeep, for his eyes were open. He was not unconscious, for his eyes rested
momentarily on Mark and then looked away. “1 beg your pardon, sr,” began Mark, and then stopped.
The Deputy Director was not ligening. What looked out of those pale, watery eyes was, in a sense,
infinity—the shapeless and the interminable. The room was Hill and cold. It was impossble to speak to a
face like that.

When at last Mr. Wither spoke, his eyes were fixed on some remote point beyond the window.

“l know who it is” said Wither. “Your name is Studdock. You had better have stayed outside. Go
avay.”

Mark’s nerve suddenly broke. All the dowly mounting fears of the last few days ran together into one
fixed determination, and afew seconds later he was going downgtairs three steps at atime. Then he was
crossing the hdl. Then he was out, and waking down the drive.

He was out of the grounds now: he was crossng the road. He stopped suddenly. Something
impossble was hgppening. There was a figure before him, a tal, very tal, dightly stooping figure,
sauntering and humming a little dreary tune; the Deputy Director himsdf. And in one moment dl that
brittle hardihood was gone from Mark’s mood. He turned back. He stood in the road; this seemed to
him the worst pain that he had ever fdt. Then, tired, o tired that he fdt his legs would hardly carry him,
he walked very dowly back into Belbury.



Mr. MacPhee had a little room at the Manor which he caled his office, and in this tidy but dusty
gpartment he sat with Jane Studdock before dinner that evening, having invited her there to give her what
he called “a brief, objective outline of the Stuation”.

“l should premise at the outset, Mrs. Studdock,” he said, “thet | have known the Director for a great
many years and that for most of hislife he was a philologig. His origind name was Ransom.”

“Not Ransom’s Dialect and Semantics? sad Jane.

“Aye. That's the man,” said MacPhee. “Wdl, about Sx years ago, | have dl the dates in a wee
book there—came his firg disappearance. He was clean gone—not a trace of him—for about nine
months. And then one day what does he do but turn up again in Cambridge and go sck. And he
wouldn't say where he' d been except to afew friends”

“Wdl?" said Jane eagerly.

“He sad,” answered MacPhee, producing his snuff-box and laying great emphasis on the word said,
“He sad he' d been to the planet Mars.”

“You mean he sad this ... while he wasiill?”

“No, no. He says so dill. Make what you can of it, that’s his story.”

“l believeit,” said Jane.

MacPhee sdlected a pinch of snuff.

“I'm giving you the facts” he said. “He told us he' d been to Mars, kidnapped, by Professor Weston
and Mr. Devine—Lord Feverstone as he now is. And by his own account he'd escaped from them—on
Mars, you'll understand—and been wandering about there done.”

“It' s uninhabited, | suppose?’

“We have no evidence except hisown story. You are aware, Mrs. Studdock, that a man in complete
solitude even on this earth—an explorer, for example—gets into remarkable states of consciousness.”

“Y ou mean he might have imagined things that weren't there?’

“I'm making no comments” said MacPhee. “I'm recording. By his accounts there are dl kinds of
creatures walking about there; that’s maybe why he has turned this house into a sort of menagerie, but no
matter for that. But he aso says he met one kind of creature there which specidly concerns us. He cdled
them ddils”

“Were these things ... well, intdligent? Could they talk?’

“Aye. They could tak. They were intdligent, which is not dways the same thing.”

“In fact these were the Martians?’

“That's just what they weren’t, according to him. They were on Mars, but they didn't rightly belong
there. He says they are creatures that livein empty space.”

“But theré sno ar.”

“I'm tdling you his story. He says they don't breathe. He said dso that they don’t reproduce ther
species and don't die”

“What on earth are they like?’

“I'm tdling you how he described them.”

“Are they huge?’ said Jane dmost involuntarily.

“The point, Mrs. Studdock, isthis. Dr. Ransom damsthat he has received continud vidts from these
creatures dnce he returned to Earth. So much for his firg disappearance. Then came the second. That
time he said he'd been in the planet Venus—taken there by these ddils”

“Venusisinhabited by them, too?’

“You'll forgive me obsarving that this remark shows you have not grasped what I'm tdling you.
These creatures are not planetary creatures at dl, though they may dight on a planet here and there; like
a bird dighting on a tree. There's some of them, he says, are more or less permanently attached to
particular planets, but they’re not netive there”

“They are, | gather, more or less friendly?’

“That isthe Director’s idea about them, with one exception.”

“What's thet?’



“The ddils that have for centuries concentrated on our own planet. We seem to have had no luck in
our particular complement of parasites. And that, Mrs. Studdock, brings me to the point.”

Jane waited. MacPhee' s manner dmost neutraised the strangeness of what he was tdling her.

“The long and the short of it is” said he, “that this house is dominated either by the creatures I'm
taking aout or by a sheer dduson. It is by advices he thinks he has received from ddils tha the
Director has discovered the conspiracy againg the human race; and it's on indructions from ddils that
he's conducting the campaign—if you cdl it conducting! It may have occurred to you to wonder how any
men thinks we're going to defeat a conspiracy by growing winter vegetables and traning performing
bears. It is a question | have propounded on more than one occasion. The answer is dways the same:
we' re walting for orders.”

“From the ddils? It was them he meant when he spoke of his Masters?’

“It would be.”

“But, Mr. MacPhee, | thought you said the ones on our planet were hodtile”

“That's a good question,” said MacPhee, “but it's not our own ones that the Director daims to be in
communication with. It's his friends from outer space. Our own crew, the terrestrid ddils, are a the back
of the whole conspiracy.”

“Y ou meen that the other ddils, out of space, come here—to this house?’

“Thet iswhét the Director thinks”

“But you must know whether it's true or not.”

“How?"

“Have you seen them?’

“That’s not a question to be answered Aye or No. I've seen a good many things in my time that
weren't there or weren't what they pretended to be; rainbows and reflections and sunsets, not to mention
dreams.”

“Y ou have seen something, then?’

“Aye. But we mugt keep an open mind. It might be an hdlucination. 1t might be a conjuring trick ...”

“By the Director?’ asked Jane angrily. “Do you redly expect me to believe tha the Director is a
charlaan?’

“I wish, mdam,” said MacPhee, “you could consder the matter without congtantly usng such terms
as believe. Obvioudy, conjuring is one of the hypotheses that any impartid invesigator must take into
account. The fact that it is a hypothesis specidly uncongenid to the emations of this investigetor or that, is
neither here nor there”

“There's such athing as loydty,” sad Jane.

MacPhee looked up with a hundred Covenantersin his eyes.

“Thereis maam,” he said. “As you get older you will learn that it is a virtue too important to be
lavished on individud persondities.”

At that moment there was a knock at the door. “Comein,” said MacPhee, and Camilla entered.

“Have you finished with Jane, Mr. MacPhee?’ she said. “She promised to come out for a bresth of
ar with me before dinner.”

“QOch, bresth of ar your grandmother!” said MacPhee with a gesture of despair. “Very wdl, ladies,
very wdl. Away out to the garden. | doubt they’ re doing something more to the purpose on the enemy’s
gde”

“He s been tdling you?” said Camilla, as the two girls went together down the passage.

Moved by akind of impulse which was rare to her experience, Jane seized her friend's hand as she
answered “Yed”

Both were filled with some passion, but what passon they did not know. They came to the front
door, and as they opened it a Sght met ther eyes which, though naturd, seemed a the moment
apocalyptic.

All day the wind had been rising, and they found themsdlves looking out on a sky swept dmaost clean.
Thear was intensdy cold; the stars severe and bright. High above the last rags of scurrying cloud hung
the Moon in dl her wildness—the huntress, the untamesble virgin, the spear-head of madness. The



wildness crept into Jane's blood.

“Tha Mr. MacPhee ...” said Jane, as they walked uphill to the summit of the garden, “how does he
explain the Director’s age?’

“Yes. That is what people are like who come back from the stars. Or at least from Perdlandra. He
will never grow ayear or amonth older agan.”

“Will he die?’

“Hewill be taken away, | bdieve. Back into Deep Heaven. It has happened to one or two people,
perhaps about sx, Snce the world began.”

“What—what is he?’

“He's aman, my dear. And he is the Pendragon of Logres. This house, dl of us here, are dl that's
left of Logres dl the rest has become merdly Britain. Let's go right to the top. How it's blowing. They
might come to him to-night.”

Theat evening the Director held council in the Blue Room.

“Wel,” said Ransom, as Grace Ironwood concluded reading from her notes. “That is the dream,
and everything in it seems to be objective”

“Objective?’ said Dimble. “I don’'t understand, sr. You don’t mean they could redly have a thing
like thet?’

“What do you think, MacPhee?’ asked Ransom.

“Oh aye, it's possble,” said MacPhee. “They do it often in laboratories. You cut off a cat’s head,
maybe, and throw the body away. You can keep the head going for a bit if you supply it with blood a
the right pressure.”

“Do you mean, keep it dive?’ said Dimble.

“Alive is ambiguous. It's wha would be popularly cadled dive But a human head—and
consciousness—I| don't know what would happen if you tried that.”

“It has been tried,” said Miss Ironwood. “A German tried it before the firg war. With the head of a
crimindl. It failed. The head decayed in the ordinary way.”

“Then this abomination,” said Dr. Dimble, “is redl—not only a dream.”

“We have no evidence of that,” said MacPhee. “I'm only gating the facts. What the girl has dreamed
isposshle”

“And what about this turban business” said Dennigton, “this sort of sweling on top of the head?’

“Supposing the dream to be veridicd,” said MacPhee, “you can guess what it would be. Once they'd
got it kept dive, the firg thing that would occur to boys like them would be to increase its brain. They'd
try dl sorts of dimulants. And then, maybe, they’d ease open the skullcap and jus—wal, just let it bail
over, as you might say.”

“Isit at dl probable,” said the Director, “that a hypertrophy like that would increase thinking power?’

“That seems to me the weak point,” said Miss Ironwood. “1 should have thought it just as likdy to
produce lunacy. But it might have the opposite effect.”

“Then what we are up againd,” said Dimble, “isa crimind’s brain swollen to superhuman proportions
and experiencing a mode of consciousness which we can't imaging, but which is presumably a
consciousness of agony and hatred.”

“It' snot certain,” said Miss Ironwood, “that there would be very much actud pain.”

“It tells us one thing straightaway,” said Denniston.

“What'sthat?” asked MacPhee.

“Thet the enemy movement isinternationd. To get that head they mugt have been hand-in-glove with
a least one foreign police force”

“Ittdlsus” said the Director, “that if this technique is redly successful, the Belbury people have for
dl practica purposes discovered a way of making themsaves immortd. It is the beginning of what is
redly a new species—the Chosen Heads who never die. They will cal it the next step in evolution. And
henceforward dl the creatures that you and | cdl human are mere candidates for admisson to the new
species or ese its daves—perhaps its food.”



“Mr. Director,” said MacPhee. “You'll excuse me for spesking frankly. Y our enemies have provided
themsdves with this Head. They have taken possesson of Edgestow, and they're in a far way to
sugpend the laws of England. And ill you tdl usiit is not time to move. If you had taken my advice Sx
months ago we would have had an organisation dl over this idand by now and maybe a party in the
House of Commons. | know wel what you'll say that those are not the right methods. And maybe no.
But if you can nether take our advice nor give us anything to do, what are we dl stting here for? Have
you serioudy considered sending us away and getting some other colleagues that you can work with?’

“Dissolve the Company, do you mean?’ said Dimble.

“Aye, | do,” said MacPhee.

The Director looked up with asmile “But,” he said, “1 have no power to dissolveit.”

“Inthat case,” said MacPhee, “I must ask what authority you had to bring it together?’

“l never brought it together,” said the Director. Then, after glandng round the company, he added:
“There is some strange misunderstanding here! Were you dl under the impresson | had selected you?
Were you?' he repeated, when no one answered.

MacPhee' s stern features relaxed into a broad grin. “I see what you're driving a,” he said. “Weve
dl been playing blind-man’s buff, | doubt. But I'll take leave to observe, Dr. Ransom, that you carry
things a wee bit high. | don’t just remember how you came to be caled Director.”

“l am the Director,” sad Ransom, amiling. “Do you think | would dam the authority | do if the
relation between us depended ether on your choice or mine? You never chose me. | never chose you.
Even the great Oyeresu whom | serve never chose me. | came into their worlds by what seemed, at firg,
a chance; as you came to me—as the very animds in this house fird came to it. You and | have not
darted or devised this it has descended on us. It is no doubt, an organisation: but we are not the
organisers. And that is why | have no authority to give any one of you permisson to leave my
household.” MacPhee resumed his chair, and the Director continued. “We have learned to-night,” he
sad, “if not what the red power behind our enemiesisdoing, a least the form in which it is embodied a
Bdbury. We therefore know something about one of the two attacks which are about to be made on our
race. But I'm thinking of the other.”

“Meaning by that?’ asked MacPhee.

“Meaning,” said Ransom, “whatever is under Bragdon Wood. And | think that what is under it is that
old man in a mantle whom Jane found in a dark holein her dream.”

“You're dill thinking about that?’ said the Ulsterman.

“l am thinking of dmogt nothing else” said the Director. “It may be the greater danger of the two.
But what is certain is that the greatest danger of dl is the junction of the enemies forces. When the new
power from Bdbury joins up with the old power under Bragdon Wood, Logres—indeed Man—will be
amaos surrounded. For us everything turns on preventing that junction. Thet is the point & which we must
be ready both to kill and die. But we cannot get into Bragdon and start excavating oursaves. There mugt
be a moment when they find him—it. | have no doubt we shdl be told in one way or another. Till then we
mud wait.”

“l don't believe aword of dl that other story,” said MacPhee.

“| thought,” said Miss Ironwood, “we weren't to use words like believe. | thought we were only to
date facts and exhibit implications.”

“If you two quarrd much more,” said the Director, “I think I'll make you marry one another.”

At the beginning the grand mysery for the Company had been why the enemy wanted Bragdon
Wood. The land was unsuitable and Edgestow itsdf was not an obvioudy convenient place. By intense
sudy in collaboration with Dr. Dimble the Director had at last come to a certain concluson. They knew
that Edgestow lay in what had been the very heart of ancient Logres, and that an higoricad Merlin had
once worked in Bragdon Wood.

What exactly he had done there they did not know; but they had al, by various routes, come too far
dther to consder his art mere legend and imposture, or to equate it exactly with what the Renaissance
cdled Magic. They thought that Melin's at was the last survivd of something older and



different—something brought to Western Europe after the fal of Atlantis and going back to an era in
which the generd rdations of mind and matter on this planet had been other than those we know. It had
probably differed from Renaissance Magic profoundly. It had possbly (though this was doubtful) been
less quilty: it had certainly been more effective.

But if the only possible attraction of Bragdon lay in its association with the last vestiges of Atlantean
megic, this told the Company something ese. It told them that the N.I.C.E., a its core, was not
concerned soldy with modern or materididic forms of power. It told the Director, in fact, that there was
Bldilic energy and Eldilic knowledge behind it.

Up to a certain point the Director had supposed that the powers for which the enemy hankered were
resdent in the mere dte a Bragdon—for there is an old bdief that locdity itsdf is of importance in such
matters. But from Jane's dream of the cold deeper he had learned better. There was something under the
s0il of Bragdon, something to be discovered by digging. It was, in fact, the body of Merlin. What the
ddils had told him about the possibility of such discovery was no wonder to them. In thar eyes the
normd Tdlurian modes of engendering and birth and death and decay were no less wonderful then the
countless other patterns of being which were continudly present to their undegping minds. That a body
should lie uncorrupted for fifteen hundred years did not seem strange to them; they knew worlds where
there was no corruption at dl. That its life should remain latent in it dl that time was to them no more
drange: they had seen innumerable different modes in which soul and matter could be combined and
Separated, separated without loss of reciprocal influence, combined without true incarnation, or brought
together in aunion as short, and as momentous, as the nuptid embrace. It was not as a marve in natura
philosophy, but as an information in time of war that they brought the Director ther tidings Merlin had
not died. His life had been side-tracked, moved out of our one-dimensioned time for fifteen centuries.
But under certain conditions it would return to his body.

It was thisthat kept the Director wakeful in the cold hours when the others had Ieft him. There was
no doubt now that the enemy had bought Bragdon to find Merlin, and if they found him they would
re-awake him. The old Druid would inevitably cast in his lot with the new planners. A junction would be
effected between two kinds of power which between them would determine the fate of our planet.

Doubtless that had been the will of the Dark-Eldils for centuries. The sciences, good and innocent in
themsdlves, had even in Ransom’s own time begun to be subtly manoeuvred in a certain direction.
Despair of objective truth had been increasingly insnuated into the scientigts, indifference to it, and a
concentration upon power had been the result. Babble about the dan vitd and flirtations with
pan-psychism were bidding fair to restore the Anima Mundi of the magicians. Dreams of the far future
dedtiny of man were dragging up from its shdlow and unquiet grave, the old dream of Man as God. The
vay experiences of the pathologica laboratory were breeding a conviction that the difling of deep set
repugnances was the firg essentid for progress. And now dl this had reached the stage at which its dark
contrivers thought they could safely begin to bend it back so that it would meet thet other and earlier kind
of power.

Indeed, they were choosing the firg moment at which this could have been done. Y ou could not have
done it with nineteenth-century scientists. Their firm objective maeridiam would have excluded it from
their minds and ther inherited mordity would have kept them from touching dirt. MacPhee was a
survivor from that tradition. It was different now. Perhaps few or none a Bebury knew wha was
happening: but once it happened, they would be like straw in fire. What should they find incredible, snce
they believed no longer in arationd universe? What should they regard as too obscene, since they held
that dl mordity was a mere subjective by-product of the physicad and economic Stuations of men? From
the point of view which is accepted in hdll, the whole hisory of our Earth had led to this moment. There
was now at last ared chance for falen Man to shake off thet limitation of his powers which mercy had
imposed upon him as a protection from the full results of his fdl. If this succeeded, hdl would be at last
incarnate.



Chapter Ten. The Conquered City

MARK was cdled earlier than usud, and with his tea came a note. The Deputy Director sent his
compliments and mugt ask Mr. Studdock to cal on him indantly about a most urgent and distressing
matter. Mark dressed and obeyed.

In Wither's room he found Wither and Miss Hardcastle. To Mark’'s surprise and rdief Wither
showed no recollection of ther last megting. Indeed, his manner was genid, even deferentid, though
extremdy grave.

“Good morning, good morning, Mr. Studdock,” he said. “It is with the grestest regret that |—er—in
short, | would not have kept you from your breskfast unless | had fdt that in your own interests you
should be placed in possesson of the facts at the earliet moment. | fed sure that as the conversation
proceeds (pray be seated, Mr. Studdock) you will reglise how very wise we have been in securing from
the outset a police force—to giveit that rather unfortunate name—of our own.”

Mark licked hislips and sat down.

“My reluctance to raise the question,” continued Wither, “would, however, be much more serious if |
did not fed able to assure you—in advance you understand—of the confidence which we dl fed in you
and which | very much hoped” (here for the firg time he looked Mark in the eyes) “you were beginning
to reciprocate. We regard oursdves here as being so many brothers and—er—sgters, and shdl dl fed
entitled to discuss the subject in the most informa manner possible”

Miss Hardcastl€' s voice suddenly broke in.

“You have logt your walet, Studdock,” she said.

“Yes. | have. Have you found it?’

Does it contain three pounds ten, letters from a woman dgning hersdf Myrtle, from the Bursar of
Bracton, from G. Hernshaw, and a bill for a dress-suit from Smonds and Son, 32A Market Street,
Edgestow?’

“Wel, more or less s0.”

“Thereit is” sad Miss Hardcastle. “No you don’'t!” she added as Mark made a step towards it.
“None of that! Thiswalet was found beside the road about five yards away from Hingest’s body.”

“My God!” said Studdock. “You don't meen ... the thing's absurd.”

“l don't redly think,” said the Deputy Director, “that you need have the dightest apprehension that
thereis at this stage, any radica difference between your colleagues and yoursdf as to the light in which
this painful matter should be regarded. The question isredly a conditutiond one—"

“Conditutiond?” said Mark angrily. “If | understand her, Miss Hardcastle is accusng me of murder.”

Wither's eyes looked a him as if from an infinite distance. “Oh,” said he, “I don't redly think that
does judtice to Miss Hardcastl€'s position. That eement in the Inditute which she represents would be
grictly ultra vires in doing anything of the kind within the N.I.C.E.—supposing, but purely of course for
purposes of argument, that they wished, or should wish a alater stage, to do so—while in rdlation to the
outsde authorities her function—"

“But it's the outsde authorities with whom I’'m concerned, | suppose,” said Mark. “Asfar as | can
understand, Miss Hardcastle means |’ m going to be arrested.”

“On the contrary,” said Wither. “Thisis precisdy one of those cases in which you see the enormous
vaue of possessng our own executive. | do not know if Miss Hardcastle has made it perfectly clear to
you thet it was her officers, and they only, who have made this—er—embarrassing discovery.”

“What do you mean?’ sad Mark. “If Miss Hardcastle does not think there's a prima facie case
agang me, why am | being arraigned inthisway at dl? And if she does, how can she avoid informing the
authorities?’

“My dear friend,” said Wither in an antediluvian tone, “there is not the dightest desire on the part of
the Committee to ingst on defining, in cases of this sort, the powers of action of our own police, much
less, what is here in question, their powers of inaction. | do not think anyone had suggested that Miss
Hardcastle should be obliged—in any sense that limited her own inititive—to communicate to outside



authorities any facts acquired by her & in the course of their internd functioning within the N.1.C.E.”

“Do | understand,” said Mark, “that Miss Hardcastle thinks she has facts judtifying my arrest for the
murder of Mr. Hingest, but iskindly offering to suppress them?’

“You got it now, Studdock,” said the Fairy.

“But that's not what | want,” sad Mark. This was not quite true. “I don't want that,” he sad,
speaking rather too loud. “I’'m innocent. | think I'd better go to the police—the red police, | mean—at
once.”

“If you want to be tried for your life” said the Fairy, “that’ s another matter.”

“l want to be vindicated,” sad Mark. “The charge would fdl to pieces a once. There was no
conceivable mative. And | have an dibi. Everyone knows | dept here that night.”

“There's dways a motive, you know,” said she, “for anyone murdering anyone. The police are only
human. When the machinery’s tarted they naturdly want a conviction.” Mark assured himsdf he was not
frightened. “There' s aletter you wrote,” sad the Fairy.

“What |etter?’

“A letter to a Mr. Pdlham, of your own College, dated sx weeks ago, in which you say, ‘I wish Bill
the Blizzard could be moved to a better world.’”

Like a sharp physicd pain the memory of that scribbled note came back to Mark. It was the sort of
dlly jocularity one used in the Progressive Element—the kind of thing that might be said a dozen times a
day in Bracton about an opponent or even about a bore.

“You don't suppose,” said Mark, “that anyone could take that |etter to be meant serioudy?”’

“Ever tried to make a policeman understand anything?’ said the Fairy. “I mean what you cdl ared
policeman.” Mark said nothing.

“And | don’t think the dibi is specidly good,” said the Fairy. “You were seen taking to Bill at dinner.
You were seen going out of the front door with im when he left. You were not seen coming back.
Nothing is known of your movementstill breakfast-time next morning. If you had gone with him by car to
the scene of the murder you would have had ample time to wak back and go to bed by about
two-fifteen. Frosty night, you know. No reason why your shoes should have been muddy.”

“If I might pick up a point made by Miss Hardcastle,” said Wither, “thisis a very good illudtration of
the immense importance of the Inditutiond Police. There are so many fine shades involved which, so long
as they remain in our own family circle (I look upon the N.I.C.E., Mr. Studdock, as one greet family),
need develop no tendency to lead to any miscarriage of justice”

“You redly advise me, gr,” said Mark, “not to go to the police?’

“Tothe police?” said Wither asif this idea were completely new. “1 don’'t think, Mr. Studdock, that
anyone had quite contemplated your taking any irrevocable action of that sort. It might even be argued
that by such an action you would be guilty—unintentiondly guilty, | hasten to add—of some degree of
didoydty. You would, of course, be placing yoursdlf outside our protection ....”

“That’s the point, Studdock,” said the Fairy, “Once you are in the hands of the police you are in the
hands of the police”

The moment of Mark’s decison passed by him without his noticing it.

“Then there' s nothing to be done a present?’ said Mark.

“No,” sad Wither. “No. No immediate action of any offida character. It is of course, very
advisable that you should act, as | am sure you will, with the greatest prudence and—er—er—caution
for the next few months. Aslong as you are with us, Scotland Yard would, | fed, see the inconvenience
of trying to act unlessthey had a very clear case indeed.”

“But, look here, damn it!” said Mark. “Aren’t you hoping to catch the thief in a day or two? Aren't
you going to do anything?’

“Thethief?” said Wither. “There has been no suggestion so far that the body was rifled.”

“I mean the thief who stole my walet.”

“Oh—ah—your wdlet,” sad the other, very gently stroking his refined, handsome face. “I see. |
understand, do I, that you are advancing a charge of theft againg some person or persons unknown—"

“But, good God!” shouted Mark, “were you not assuming that someone gtole it? Do you think | was



there mysdf? Do you both think | am a murderer?’

“Please!l” sad the Deputy Director, “please, Mr. Studdock, you redly mus not shout. Quite apart
from the indiscretion of it, | must remind you that you are in the presence of a lady. As far as | can
remember, nothing has been said on our sde about murder, and no charge of any sort has been made.
My only anxiety isto make perfectly clear what we are dl doing. | am sure Miss Hardcastle agrees with
me”

“Its dl one to meg” sad the Fairy. “Why Studdock should start belowing a us because we are
trying to keep him out of the dock, | don’t know. But that's for him to decide. I've got a busy day and
don’'t want to hang about here dl morning.”

“Redly,” said Mark, “1 should have thought it was excusable to—"

“Pray compose yoursdlf, Mr. Studdock,” said Wither. “As| said before, we look upon oursdves as
one family, and nothing like a forma apology is required. We dl understand one another and dl
didike—er—scenes”

“I'm sorry if | wasrude,” said Mark. “What do you advise meto do?’

“Don’t put your nose outside Belbury, Studdock,” said the Fairy.

“l do not think Miss Hardcastle could have given you better advice” said Wither. “And now that
Mrs. Studdock isgoing to join you here, thiswill not be a serious hardship. You mus look upon this as
your home, Mr. Studdock.”

“Oh ... that reminds me, Sr,” said Mark. “I'm not quite sure about having my wife here. As a matter
of fact she's not in very good hedth—"

“But surdly, in that case, you mugt be dl the more anxious to have her here?’

“l don’'t believe it would it her, Sr.”

The D.D.’s eyes wandered and his voice became lower. “I had dmogt forgotten, Mr. Studdock,” he
sad, “to congratulate you on your introduction to our Head. We dl now fed that you are redly one of us
ina deeper sense. Heis anxious to welcome Mrs. Studdock among us at the earliest opportunity.”

“Why? said Mark suddenly.

Wither looked at Mark with an indescribable amile. “My dear boy,” he said. “Unity, you know. The
family circle. She' d—she' d be company for Miss Hardcastlel”

Before Mark had recovered from this Saggeringly new conception, Wither rose and shuffled towards
the door. “You mus be hungry for your breskfast,” he said. “Don’'t let me delay you. Behave with the
greatest caution. And—and”—here his face suddenly changed. The widdy opened mouth looked dl a
once like, the mouth of some animd. “And bring the girl. Do you understand? Get your wife,” he added.
“The Head ... he's not patient.”

AsMark closed the door behind him he immediady thought “Now! They're both in there together.
Safe for a minute at least.” Without even waiting to get his hat he walked briskly to the front door and
down the drive.

Nothing but physca impaosshility would stop him from going to Edgestow and warning Jane. After
thet he had no plans.

Now he was pagt the road; he wasin the bdlt of trees. Scarcely a minute had passed since he had left
the D.D.’s office and no one had overtaken him. But yesterday’ s adventure was hgppening over again. A
tdl, stooped, shuffling, cresking figure, humming a tune, barred his way. Mark had never fought.
Ancedtra impulses lodged in his body directed the blow which he amed a this senile obstructor. But
there was no impact. The shape had suddenly vanished.

Those who know best were never fully agreed as to the explanation of this episode. It may have been
that Mark, both then and on the previous day, being overwrought, saw an hdlucination. It may be that
the appearance of Wither which haunted so many rooms and corridors of Belbury was, in one sense of
the word, a ghost—one of those sensory impressions which a strong persondity in its last decay can
imprint, most commonly after desth but sometimes before it, on the very structure of a building. Or it
may, after dl, be that souls who have logt the intdllectud good do indeed receivein return, and for a short
period, the vain privilege of thus reproducing themsevesin many places as wraths. At any rate the thing,
whatever it was, vanished.



The path ran diagondly across afidd of grass, now powdered with frost, and the sky was hazy blue.
Then he went across a road, across a stream by a footbridge, and so into the frozen ruts of the lane that
led him into Courthampton.

Thefirg thing he saw as he came into the village street was a fam cart. A woman and three children
sat beside the man who was driving, and in the cart were piled chests of drawers, mattresses, and a
canary in a cage. Immediately after it came a man and woman and child on foot wheding a perambulator:
it also was piled with amdl household property. After that came a family pushing a hand-cart, and then a
heavily |oaded trap, and then an old car. A steady stream of such traffic was passing through the village
Mark had never seen war: if he had he would have recognised a once the sgns of flight, the message
“Enemy behind’.

It took him along time to get to the crossroads by the pub, where he could find a glazed and framed
timetable of buses. There would not be one to Edgestow till twelve-fifteen. He hung about, understanding
nothing of what he saw. At deven-thirty the pub opened. He went in and ordered a pint and some bread
and cheese.

The bar was at fird empty. During the next haf-hour men dropped in one by one till about four were
present. For some time they did not talk a dl. Then a very litle man with a face like an old potato
observed to no onein particular, “I seen old Rumbold the other night.”

No one replied for five minutes, and then a very young man in leggings said, “I reckon he's sorry he
ever tried it”

It was only when the subject of Rumbold was thoroughly exhausted that the talk, very indirectly and
by gradua stages, began to throw some light on the stream of refugees.

“Sll coming out,” said one man.

“Ah,” said another. “Can’t be many |eft there by now.”

“Don’'t know wherethey'll dl get in, I'm sure”

Little by little the whole thing came out. These were the refugees from Edgestow. Some had been
turned out of their houses, some scared by the riots, and dill more by the restoration of order. Something
like aterror appeared to have been established in the town.

“They tdl me there were two hundred arrests yesterday,” said the landlord.

“Ah,” said the young man. “They’re hard cases, those N.I.C.E. palice, every one of them. They put
the wind up my old Dad proper, | tdl ee.” He ended with a laugh.

“’Tant the police so much as the workmen by what | hear,” said another. “They never ought to have
brought those Welsh and Irish.”

When the time came he had no difficulty in getting on to the bus, for dl the traffic was going in the
opposite direction. It put im down at the top of Market Street, and he set out to wak up to the flat. The
town wore a new expresson. One house out of three was empty. About hdf the shops had ther
windows boarded up. As he gained height and came into the region of large villas with gardens he
noticed that many of these had been requisitioned and bore white placards with the N.I.C.E. symbol—a
muscular mae nude grasping a thunderbolt. At every corner lounged or sauntered the N.I.C.E. police,
helmeted, swinging their clubs, with revolversin holsters on their black shiny belts.

Would Jane be in? He fet he could not bear it if Jane should not be in. It seemed cold and damp on
the staircase, cold and damp and dark on the landing. “ Ja—ane,” he shouted as he unlocked the door of
the fla: but he had dready logt hope. As soon as he was indde the door he knew the place was
uninhabited. A pile of unopened letters lay on the indde doormat. There was not a tick of a clock. The
bread in the cupboard was stde. There was ajug hdf full of milk, but the milk had thickened and would
nat pour. A splutter of unreasonable anger arose. Why the hdl hadn’t Jane told him she was going away?
Or had someone taken her away? Perhaps there was a note for him. He took a pile of letters off the
mantelpiece, but they were only letters he had put there himsdf to be answered. Then on the table he
noticed an envelope addressed to Mrs. Dimble a her own house over beyond the Wynd. So that
damned woman had been here! Those Dimbles had dways, he fdt, didiked him. They’d probably asked
Jane to stay with them. Been interfering somehow, no doubt. He must go down to Northumberland and
see Dimble



Theidea of being annoyed with the Dimbles occurred to Mark amogt as an ingpiration. To blugter a
litle as an injured husband in search of his wife would be a pleasant change from the attitudes he had
recently been compelled to adopt.

“Comein,” said Dimblein hisrooms a Northumberland. “Oh, it's you, Studdock,” he added as the
door opened. “Comein.”

“I’'ve come to ask about Jane,” said Mark. “Do you know where she is?’

“l can't give you her address, I'm afraid,” said Dimble.

“Do you mean you don’'t know it?’

“l can't giveit,” said Dimble.

According to Mark’ s programme this was the point a which he should have begun to take a strong
line But he did not fed the same now tha he was in the room. Dimble had aways treated him with
scrupulous politeness, and Mark had aways fdt that Dimble didiked him. This had not made him didike
Dimble It had only made him uneasly takaive in Dimbl€s presence and anxious to please.
Vindictiveness was by no means one of Mark’s vices. For Mark liked to be liked. There was a good
ded of the spanid in him.

“What do you mean?’ he asked. “I don't understand.”

“If you have any regard for your wife s safety you will not ask me to tdl you where she has gone”
sad Dimble

“Safety from what?’

“Don’t you know what has happened?’

“What’ s happened?’

“On the night of the riot the Indtitutional Police attempted to arrest her. She escaped, but not before
they had tortured her.”

“Tortured her? What do you mean?’

“Burned her with cigars”

“That's what I've come about,” sad Mark. “Jane—I'm afrad she is on the verge of a nervous
breakdown. That didn’t redly happen, you know.”

“The doctor who dressed the burns thinks otherwise.”

“Great Scott!” sad Mark. “So they redly did? But, look here ...

Under the quiet stare of Dimble he found it difficult to speak.

“Why have | not been told about this outrage?’ he shouted.

“By your colleagues?’ asked Dimble dryly. “It is an odd—question to ask me. You ought to
understand the workings of the N.1.C.E. better than | do.”

“Why didn’t you tdl me? Why has nothing been done about it? Have you been to the police?’

“The Inditutiond Police?’

“No, the ordinary police”

“Do you redly not know thet there are no ordinary police left in Edgestow?’

“| suppose there are some magidrates.”

“There is the Emergency Commissioner, Lord Feverstone. You seem to misunderdand. This is a
conquered and occupied city.”

“Then why, in Heaven's name, didn’t you get on to me?

“You?' said Dimble

For one moment Mark saw himsdf exactly as a man like Dimble saw him. It dmost took his breath
away.

“Look here” hesaid. “You don't ... it'stoo fantagtic! You don't imagine | knew about it! You don't
redly believe | send policemen about to man-handle my own wifel”

Dimble said nathing and his face did not relax.

“I know you've aways didiked me” said Mark. “But | didn’t know it was quite as bad as that.” And
agan Dimble was slent.

“Wdl,” said Studdock, “there doesn't seem to be much more to say. | indst on being told where
Janeis”



“Do you want her to be taken to Belbury?’

“l don’'t see why | should be cross-questioned in this way. Where ismy wife?’

“l have no permisson to tdl you. She is not in my house nor under my care. If you dill have the
dightest regard for her happiness you will make no attempt to get into touch with her.”

“Am | some sort of leper or crimind that | can’t even be trusted to know her address?’

“Excuse me. You are a member of the N.I.C.E., who have dready insulted, tortured, and arrested
her. Since her escape she has been Ieft done only because your colleagues do not know where she is”

“Andif it redlly was the N.I.C.E. police, do you suppose I'm not going to have a very full explandtion
out of them? Damn it, what do you take mefor?’

“l can only hope that you have no power in the N.I.C.E. a dl. If you have no power, then you
cannot protect her. If you have, then you are identified with its policy. In neither case will | help you to
discover where Janeis”

“Thisisfantadtic,” sad Mark. “Evenif | do happen to hold ajob inthe N.I.C.E. for the moment, you
know me”

“l do not know you,” said Dimble. “I have no conception of your ams or motives.”

He seemed to Mark to be looking at him not with anger or contempt but with that degree of loathing
which produces in those who fed it a kind of embarrassment. In redity Dimble was Smply trying very
hard not to hate, not to despise, and he had no idea of the fixed severity which this effort gave to hisface.

“There has been some ridiculous misteke,” said Mark. “I'll make a row. | suppose some newly
enrolled policeman got drunk or something. W, hell be broken. I—’

“It was the chief of your police. Miss Hardcastle hersdf, who did it.”

“Veay wdl. I'll break her then.”

“Do you know Miss Hardcastle wdl?’ asked Dimble.

Mark thought that Dimble was reading his mind and seeing there his certainty that he had no more
power of cdling Miss Hardcastle to account than of sopping the revolution of the Earth.

Suddenly Dimblée s face changed, and he spoke in a new voice. “Have you the means to bring her to
book?’ he said. “Are you dready as near the centre of Belbury as that? If so, then you have consented
to the murder of Hingest, the murder of Compton. It is with your gpprova tha criminas—honest
ciminas whose hands you are urffit to touch—are being taken from the jals to which British judges sent
them and packed off to Bebury to undergo for an indefinite period, out of reach of the law, whatever
tortures and assaults on persond identity you cal Remedid Trestment. It is you who have driven two
thousand families from their homes. It isyou who can tdl us why Place and Rowley have been arrested.
And if you are as deeply init as that, not only will | not deliver Jane into your hands, but | would not
ddiver my dog.”

“Redly—redly,” sad Mark. “This is absurd. What have | ever done that you should make me
responsible for every action that any N.I.C.E. officd has taken—or is sad to have taken in the gutter
Press?’

“Gutter Pressl What nonsense isthis? Do you suppose | don't know that you have control of every
paper in the country except one? And that one has not appeared this morning.”

It may seem strange to say that Mark, having long lived in a world without charity, had nevertheless
sdldom met anger. Mdice in plenty he had encountered, but it dl operated by snubs and sneers and
gabbing in the back. The eyes and voice of this dderly man had an effect on him which was unnerving.
(At Belbury one used the words “whining” and “yapping” to describe any opposition which Bebury
aroused in the outer world.)

“I tdl you | knew nathing about it,” he shouted. “I'll raise hdl about it. I'll break the infernd bitch
who did it, if it means bresking the whole N.I.C.E.”

He knew that Dimble knew that he was now talking nonsense. Yet Mark could not stop.

“Sooner than put up with this” he shouted, “I’ll leave the N.I.C.E.”

“Do you mean that?” asked Dimble with a sharp glance.

To Mark this glance appeared accusng and intolerable. In redity it had been a glance of awakened

hope.



“l seeyou don’t trust me” said Mark.

Dimble was atruthful man. “No,” he said after alongish pause. “I don't quite”

Mark shrugged his shoulders and turned away.

“Studdock,” said Dimble, “thisis not atime for foolery, or compliments. It may be that both of us are
within a few minutes of death. You have probably been shadowed into the college. And |, a any rate,
don’'t propose to die with polite ingncerities in my mouth. | don’t trust you. Why should 1? You are (at
least in some degree) the accomplice of the worst men in the world. Your very coming to me this
afternoon may be atrap.”

“Don’'t you know me better than that?’ said Mark.

“Stop taking nonsensel” said Dimble. “Stop podturing and acting, if only for a minute. They have
corrupted better men than you or me before now. Straik was a good man once. Filogirato was & least a
genius. Even Alcasan—yes, yes, | know who your Head is—was a plain murderer: something better than
they have now made of him. Who are you to be exempt?’

Mark gaped.

“Neverthdess” continued Dimble, “knowing this—knowing that you may be only bait in the trap—I
will take arisk. | will risk things compared with which both our lives are a trividity. If you serioudy wish
to leave the N.I.C.E., | will help you.”*

One moment it was like the gates of Paradise opening—then, a once, caution and the incurable wish
to temporise rushed back. The chink had closed.

“I—I"d need to think that over,” he mumbled. “It's a question affecting my whole future career.”

“Your career!” said Dimble. “1t's a question of damnation or—a last chance. But you mugt come at
once.”

“l don't think | understand,” said Mark. “You keep on suggesting some kind of danger. What is it?
And what powers have you to protect me—or Jane—if | do bolt?’

“l can offer you no security. There is no security for anyone now. I’'m offering you a place on the
right Sde. | don’t know which will win.”

“Asamatter of fact,” said Mark, “1 had been thinking of leaving. But | mugt think it over. Supposing
| look you up again to-morrow?’

“Do you know that you'll be able?’

“Or in an hour? Come, that’s only sensible. Will you be here in an hour’ s time?’

“What can an hour do for you? Y ou are only waiting in the hope that your mind will be less clear.”

“But will you be here?”

“If you inggt. But no good can come of it.”

“I want to think. | want to think,” saidd Mark, and left the room without waiting for a reply.

Mark had sad he wanted to think: in redity he wanted dcohol and tobacco. And he wanted Jane,
and he wanted to punish Jane for being a friend of Dimble, and he wanted never to see Wither again, and
he wanted to creep back and patch things up with Wither somehow. He wanted to be admired for manly
honesty among the Dimbles and dso for redlism and knowingness a Belbury. Damn the whole thing!
Why had he such a rotten heredity? Why had his education been so ineffective? Why was the system of
society o irrational? Why was his luck so bad?

It was raining as he reached the College lodge. Some sort of van seemed to be sanding in the street
outsde, and there were three or four uniformed men in capes.

“Excuse me, dr,” said one of the men. “1 mugt ask for your name.”

“Studdock,” said Mark.

“Mak Gandy Studdock,” sad the man, “it is my duty to arrest you for the murder of William

Hingest”

Dr. Dimble drove out to St. Ann€e' s dissatisfied with himsdlf, haunted with the suspicion thet if he had
been wiser, or more perfectly in charity with this very miserable young man, he might have done
something for him.

“Here heis Here's Dr. Dimble” shouted Ivy Maggs as he drove up to the front door of the Manor.



“Don’t put the car away, Dimble” said Denniston.

“Oh Cedil!” sad hiswife; and he saw fear in her face.

A few moments later, blinking in the lighted kitchen, he saw that this was not to be a normd evening.
The Director himsdf was there, seated by the fire. There were Sgns that everyone dse had had an early
supper, and Dimble found himsdf dmogt a once seated at the end of the table and being rather excitedly
urged to eat and drink by hiswife and Mrs. Maggs.

“Don’t stop to ask questions, dear,” said Mrs. Dimble. “Go on eding while they tdl you. Make a
good med.”

“You have to go out again,” said lvy Maggs.

“Yes” sad the Director. “We' re going into action at last. I'm sorry to send you out the moment you
comein: but the battle has started.”

“l have aready repeatedly urged,” said MacPhee, “the absurdity of sending out an older man like
yourself, when here am |, a great strapping fellow Stting doing nothing.”

“It's no good, MacPhee,” said the Director, “you can't go. Put the other map on the table where
Dimble can see it while he goes on with his med. And now, Dimble Wha was under Bragdon was a
living Merlin. Yes, adeep, if you like to cal it deegp. And nothing has yet happened to show that the
enemy have found him. Last night Jane had the most important dream she's had. You remember that in
an earlier dream she saw (or so | thought) the very place where he lay under Bragdon. But—and thisis
the important thing—it's not reached by a shaft and a stair. She dreamed of going through a long tunnd
with a very gradud descent. Jane thinks she can recognise the entrance to that tunnd under a hegp of
stones a the end of a copse with .. what was it, Jane?’

“A white gate, gr. An ordinary five-barred gate with a cross-piece. But the cross-piece was broken
off about a foot from the top. I'd know it again.”

“You see, Dimble? There's avery good chance that thistunne comes up outside the area held by the
N.I.CE”

“You mean,” said Dimble, “that we can now get under Bragdon without going into Bragdon.”

“Exactly. But that's not al. Apparently we are dmost too late. He has waked aready.”

Dimble stopped esting.

“Jane found the place empty,” said Ransom. “Y ou mean the enemy have dready found him?’

“No. Not quite as bad as that. The place had not been broken into. He seems to have waked of his
own accord.”

“But what does it mean?’

“I think it means that the thing has been planned long, long ago,” said the Director. “That he went into
the para-chronic state for the very purpose of returning at this moment.”

“Ishe out?" asked Dimble.

“He probably isby now,” said the Director. “Tdl him whét it was like, Jane.”

“It was the same place” sad Jane. “The dab of stone was there, but no one lying on it; this time it
waan't quite cold. Then | dreamed about this tunnd ... doping up from the souterrain. And there was a
men in the tunnel. A big man. Breathing heavily. At fird | thought it was an animd. It got colder as we
went up the tunndl. 1t seemed to end in a pile of loose stones. He was pulling them about just before the
dream changed. Then | was outside, in the rain, at the white gate.”

“It looks, you see,” said Ransom, “asif they had not yet—or not then—established contact with him.
Our only chance now isto meet this cregture before they do.”

“Bragdon is very nearly water-logged,” put in MacPhee. “Where you'll find a dry cavity is a
question.”

“That's the point,” said the Director. “The chamber must be under the high ground—the gravely
ridge on the south, where it dopes up to the Eaton Road. That's where you'll have to look for Jane's
white gate. | suspect it opens on the Eaton Road. Or dse that other road—the ydlow one that runs up
intothe Y of Cure Hardy.”

“We can be therein hdf an hour,” said Dimble.

“l suppose it mugt be to-night?” said Mrs. Dimble shamefacedly.



“l am afraid it must, Margaret,” said the Director. “Every minute counts.”

“Of course. | see. I'm sorry,” said Mrs. Dimble.

“And what is our procedure, Sr?’ said Dimble

“Thefirg question iswhether he's out,” said the Director. “He may take hours getting out.”

“You'll need at least two strong men with picks—" began MacPhee.

“It's no good, MacPhee,” said the Director. “I'm not sending you. But he may have powers we
don’'t know. If he's out, you must look for tracks. Thank God it's a muddy night.”

“If Jane isgoing, dr,” said Camilla, “couldn’t | go too?”

“Jane has to go because she is the guide” said Ransom. “You mug stay a home. We in this house
aedl that isleft of Logres. You carry itsfuturein your body. As | was saying, Dimble, you must hunt. |
do not think he can get far. The country will be quite unrecognisable to him, even by daylight.”

“And ... if we do find him, Sr?’

“That is why it mugt be you, Dimble. Only you know the Great Tongue. Even if he does not
understand it he will, 1 think, recognise it. That will teach him he is deding with Masters. There is a
chance that he will think you are the Belbury people. In that case you will bring him here a once.”

“And if not?’

“Thet is the moment when the danger comes. We do not know what the powers of the old Atlantean
crde were some kind of hypnotism probably covered most of it. Don't be afraid: but don’t let him try
any tricks. Keep your hand on your revolver. Y ou too, Dennigton.”

“I'm a good hand with a revolver mysdf,” said MacPhee. “And why—7’

“You can't go, MacPhee,” said the Director. “He' d put you to deep in ten seconds. The others are
heavily protected and you are not. You understand, Dimble? Your revolver in your hand, a prayer on
your lips. Then, if he stands, conjure him.”

“What sdl | say inthe Great Tongue?’

“Say that you comein the name of God and dl angds and in the power of the planets from one who
gtstoday in the seat of the Pendragon, and command him to come with you. Say it now.”

And Dimble raised his head, and gregt syllables of words came out of his mouth. Jane fdt her heart
legp and quiver; it was as if the words spoke themsdves through him from some drong place a a
disance—or as if they were not words at dl but present operations of God, the planets, and the
Pendragon. For this was the language spoken before the Fall and beyond the Moon. Language hersdf,
as shefirg sprang a Maddil’s bidding out of the molten quicksiver of the star cdled Mercury on Earth,
but Viritrilbiain Degp Heaven.

“Thank you,” said the Director. “And if he comes with you, dl is well. If he does not—why then,
Dimble, say your prayers and keep your will fixed in the will of Maddil. | don’t know what he will do.
You can't lose your soul, whatever happens, at least, not by any action of his”

“Yes” sad Dimble “1 understand.”

“You are dl right, Jane?’

“I think so, dr,” said Jane.

“Do you place yoursdf in the obedience,” said the Director, “in obedience to Maddil?’

“Sr,” sad Jane, “1 know nothing of Maedil. But | place mysdf in obedience to you.”

“It is enough for the present,” said the Director. “Thisis the courtesy of Deep Heaven: that when you
mean wdl, He aways takes you to have meant better than you knew. It will not be enough for dways.
Heisvery jedous. He will have you for no one but Himsdf in the end. But for to-night, it is enough.”

“Thisisthe craziest busness ever | heard of,” said MacPhee.

Chapter Eleven. Battle Begun

“I CAN'T see athing,” said Jane.

“This rain is spailing the whole plan,” said Dimble from the back seat. “Is this dill Eston Road,
Arthur?’

“I think ... yes, there' sthe toll-house,” said Denniston, who was driving.



“l sy!"” sad Jane suddenly. “Look! Look! What's that? Stop.”

“l can't see awhite gate,” said Denniston.

“Oh, it'snot that,” said Jane. “Look over there”

“Do you mean that light?’ said Denniston.

“Yes, of coursg, that'sthefire”

“What fire?”

“It' sthelight,” she said, “the firein the hollow. Yes, | know: | never told Grace, or the Director. I'd
forgotten that part of the dream till this moment. That was how it ended. It was the most important part.
That was where | found him—Merlin, you know. Sitting by afirein alitle wood. After | came out of the
place underground. Oh, come quickly!”

“What do you think, Arthur?’ said Dimble.

“I think we mugt go wherever Jane leads,” answered Denniston.

“Oh, do hurry,” sad Jane. “Theré s agate here. It's only one fidd away.”

All three of them crossed the road and opened the gate and went into the fidd. Dimble said nothing.
He had, perhaps, a clearer idea than the others of what sort of things might happen when they reached
the place.

Jane, as guide, went firgt, and Denniston beside her, giving her his am and showing an occasond
geam of historch on the rough ground. Dimble brought up the rear.

The change from the road to the fidd was as if one had passed from a waking into a phantasma
world. They redised tha they had not redly believed in Merlin till now. They had thought they were
bdieving the Director in the kitchen; but they had been mistaken. Out here, with only the changing red
light ahead and the black dl round, one began to accept as fact this tryst with something dead and yet not
dead, something exhumed from that dark pit of history which lies between the ancient Romans and the
beginning of the English. “The Dark Ages” thought Dimble; how lightly one had read and written those
words.

Suddenly dl that Britain which had been so long familiar to him as a scholar rose up like a solid thing.
He could see it dl. Little dwindling cities where the light of Rome dill rested—little Chrigtian gSites,
Camaodunum, Kaerleon, Glastonbury—a church, avillaor two, a huddle of houses, an earthwork. And
then, beginning a stone s-throw beyond the gates, the wet, tangled, endless woods, wolves dinking,
beavers building, wide shdlow marshes, dim horns and drummings, eyes in the thickets, eyes of men not
only Pre-Roman but Pre-British, ancient creatures, unhappy and dispossessed, who became the dves
and ogres and wood-wooses of the later tradition. But worse then the forests, the clearings. Little
strongholds with unheard-of kings. Little colleges and covines of Druids. Houses whose mortar had been
ritudly mixed with babies blood.

Then came a check. They had walked right into a hedge. They had come to the end of afidd. They
went along way out of their course before they found a gate. It would not open, and as they came down
on the far dde, after dimbing it, they went ankle-deep into water.

Hitherto Jane had scarcely attempted to think of what might lie before them. As they went on, the
real meaning of that scenein the kitchen began to dawn on her. He had told the men to bid goodbye to
their wives. He had blessed them dl. It was likdy, then, that this—this sumbling walk on a wet night
across a ploughed fidd—meant death. Jane was trying to see death in the new light of dl she had heard
gnce she left Edgestow. She had long ceased to fed any resentment at the Director’s tendency, as it
were, to digpose of her—to give her, a one time or in one sense, to Mark, and in another to Maddil;
never in any sense to keep her for himsdf. But Maddil. Up to now she had not thought of Maddil
ether. She did not doubt that the ddils existed; nor did she doubt the existence of this stronger and more
obscure being whom they obeyed ... whom the Director obeyed, and through him the whole household,
even MacPhee. If it had ever occurred to her to question whether dl these things might be the redity
behind what she had been taught at school as“rdigion”, she had put the thought aside. But this time, if it
was redly to be desth, the thought would not be put aside. Because it now appeared that dmost anything
might be true. One might be in for anything. Mdddil might be, quite Smply and cruddy, God. There
might be alife after decth: a Heaven: aHell.



“But ... thisis unbearable,” she thought, “1 should have been told.”

“Look out, Jane,” said Dennigton. “That's atree.”

“I—I think it sa cow,” said Jane.

“No. It satree. Look. There's, another.”

“Hush,” sad Dimble. “Thisis Jan€e' s little wood. We are very close now.”

The ground rose in front of them for about twenty yards and there made an edge againg the firdight.
They walked dowly and quietly up to the edge and stopped. Below them a big fire of wood was burning
a the bottom of alittle dingle. There were bushes dl about, whose changing shadows, as the flames rose
and fdl, made it difficult to see clearly. Beyond the fire there seemed to be some rude kind of tent made
out of sacking and an upturned cart. In the foreground there was a kettle.

“Is there anyone here?’ whispered Dimble to Denniston.

“Look!” said Jane suddenly. “There! When the flame blew aside.”

“What?" said Dimble.

“Didn't you see hm?’

“| thought | saw aman,” said Denniston.

“l saw an ordinary tramp,” said Dimble. “A man in modern clothes”

“What did he look like?’

“l don’'t know.”

“We mug go down,” said Dimble.

“Can one get down?’ said Denniston.

“Not thissde,” said Dimble. “It looks asif a sort of path came into it over there to the right.”

Cautioudy they began to skirt the lip of the hollow, steding from tree to tree.

“Stop!” whispered Jane suddenly.

“Whet isit?’

“There's something moving.”

“Where?’

“In there. Quite close”

“Wait amoment,” said Dennigton. “1t’'s just there. Look!—damn it, it's only an old donkey!”

“That's what | said,” sad Dimble. “The man's a gypsy; a tinker or something. This is his donkey.
Siill, we must go down.”

Andin less than a minute dl three waked down into the dingle and past the fire. And there was the
tent, and afew miserable attempts a bedding indde it, and a tin plate, and some matches on the ground,
and the dottle of a pipe, but they could see no man.

“What | can’'t understand, Wither,” said Fairy Hardcastle, “is why you don't let me try my hand on
the young pup. All these ideas of yours are so hafhearted—keeping him on his toes about the murder,
areding him, leaving im dl night in the cdlls to think it over. Twenty minutes of my trestment would turn
hismind ingde out. | know the type.”

Miss Hardcastle was taking, at about ten o' clock that same wet night, to the Deputy Director in his
sudy. There was athird person present—Professor Frost.

“| assure you, Miss Hardcastle,” said Wither, fixing his eyes not on her but on Frost’s forehead, “you
need not doubt that your views on this, or any other matter, will aways receive the fulles consderation.
But you mugt excuse me for reminding you—not, of course, that | assume you are neglecting the
point—that we need the woman—I mean, that it would be of the greatest vadue to welcome Mrs.
Studdock among us—chiefly on account of the remarkable psychicd faculty she is sad to possess. In
usng the word psychicd, | am not, you understand, committing mysdf to any particular theory.”

“Y ou mean these dreams?’

“It is very doubtful,” said Wither, “what effect it might have on her if she were brought here under
compulson and then found her hushand—ah—in the markedly, though no doubt temporarily, abnorma
condition which we should have to anticipate as a result of your scientific methods of examinaion. One
would run therisk of a profound emotiondal disturbance on her part.”



“We have not yet had Mgor Hardcastl€' s report,” said Professor Frost quietly.

“No good,” sad the Fairy. “He was shadowed into Northumberland. Only three possible people left
the College after him—Lancadter, Lyly, and Dimble. | put them in that order of probability. Lancaster isa
Chridian, and a very influentid man. He's in the Lower House of Convocation. He had a lot to do with
the Repton “Conference’. He has ared stake in thar dde. Lyly is rather the same type, but less of an
organiser. Both are dangerous men. Dimble is quite a different type. Except that he's a Chridtian, there
it much againg him. He's purdy academic. Impracticd ... he'd be too full of scruples to be much use
to them.”

“You should tdl Mgor Hardcastle tha we have access to most of these facts dready,” sad
Professor Frogt.

“Perhaps,” said Wither, “in view of the late hour—"

“Wdl,” sad the Fairy, “I had to folow dl three. With the resources | had a the moment. You'll
redise young Studdock was seen setting off for Edgestow only by good luck. It was a bomb-shell. Half
my people were dready busy. | had to lay my hands on anyone | could get. | posted a sentry and had gx
others out of sght of the College, in plain clothes. As soon as Lancaster came out | told off the three best
to keep imin 9ght. We may be on to something there. | sent the next two of my lads to ded with Lyly.
Dimble came out last. 1 would have sent my last man to follow him, but a cdl came through at that
moment from O’ Hara, who wanted another car. So | sent my man up with the one he had. Dimble can
be got any time. He comes into college pretty regularly; and he' s a nonentity.”

“l do not quite understand,” said Frost, “why you had no one insde the College to see what staircase
Studdock went to.”

“Because of your damned Emergency Commissoner,” sad the Fary. “We're not dlowed into
colleges now, if you please. | said at the time that Feverstone was the wrong man. He' s trying to play on
both sdes”

“l am far from denying,” said Wither, “though without at dl dosng my mind to other possble
explandtions, that some of Lord Feverstone€'s measures may have been injudicous. It would be
inexpressbly panful to me to suppose that—"

“Need we keep Mgjor Hardcastle?” said Frogt.

“Bless my soul!” said Wither. “How very right of you! | had dmog forgotten, my dear lady, how
tired you must be, and how very vauable your timeis” He got up and held the door open for her.

“You don't think,” said she, “that | ought to let the boys have just alittle go at Studdock?’

And suddenly, as Wither stood with his hand on the door handle, the whole expression faded out of
hisface. Miss Hardcastle had the feding that a mere mask of skin and flesh was saring a her. A moment
later she was gone.

“I wonder,” sad Wither as he came back to his chair, “whether we are ataching too much
importance to this Studdock woman.”

“Allow me to remind you of the facts,” said Frost. “The authorities had access to the woman's mind
for only a very short time. They inspected only one important dream—which revealed, though with some
irrdevancies, an essentid dement in our programme. That warned us that if the woman fdl into the hands
of any ill-affected persons who knew how to exploit her faculty, she would congtitute a grave danger.”

“Oh, to be sure, to be sure. | never intended to deny—"

“That was the fird point,” said Frost. “The second istha her mind became opaque to our authorities
immediady afterwards. We know only one cause for such occultations. They occur when the mind in
question has placed itsdf, by some voluntary choice, however vague, under the control of some hodtile
organism. The occultation, therefore, while cutting off our access to the dreams, dso tdls us that she has
come under enemy influence. 1t aso means that to find her would probably meen discovering the enemy’s
headquarters. Miss Hardcastle is probably right in mantaining that torture would soon induce Studdock
to give up hiswife's address. But as you pointed out, a round-up at their headquarters, an arret, and the
discovery of her husband here in the condition in which the torture would leave him, would produce
psychologicd conditions in the woman which might destroy her faculty. That is the firg objection. The
second is, that an attack on enemy headquartersis very risky. They dmogt certainly have protection of a



kind we are not prepared to cope with. And, findly, the man may not know his wifeé's address. In that

“Oh,” sad Wither, “there is nothing | should more deeply deplore. Scientific examination (I cannot
dlow the word Torture in this context) in cases where the patient doesn’t know the answer is dways a
mistake. As men of humanity we should neither of us ... and then, if you go on, the patient naturdly does
not recover ...."

“Thereis, in fact, no way of implementing our ingtructions except by indudng Studdock to bring his
wife here himsdf.”

“Or dsg” sad Wither, a little more dreamily than usud, “if it were possible, by inducing in im a
much more radica dlegiance to our sSde than he has yet shown. | am spesking, my dear friend, of a red
change of heart.”

“l was saying that he must be induced to send for the woman himsdf. That can be done in two ways.
Either by supplying him with some moative on the indinctive leve, such as fear of us or dedire for her; or
else by conditioning him to identify himsdf so completely with the Cause that he will understand the redl
moative for securing her person and act onit.”

“Exadtly ... exactly,” said Wither.

“Whereis Studdock a present?’ said Frost.

“In one of the cdls”

“Under the impresson he has been arrested by the ordinary police?

“| presume he would be.”

“And how are you proposing to act?’

“We had proposed to dlow the psychologicd results of the arrest to mature. | have ventured ... of
course, with every regard for humanity ... to reckon on the vaue of some dight discomforts—he will not
have dined, you understand. They have ingructions to empty his pockets. One would not wish the young
men to relieve any nervous tension by smoking.”

“Of course. And what next?’

“Wdl, | suppose some sort of examingtion. | am indined to think that the appearance of examination
by the ordinary police should be maintained a little longer. Then at a later stage will come the discovery
that he is dill in our hands. It would be wdl to let him redise only gradudly thet this by no means frees
him from the—er—embarrassments arisng out of Hingest's death. | take it that some fuller redisation of
hisinevitable solidarity with the Inditute would then fallow ....”

“The weakness is that you are rdying wholly on fear.”

“Fear,” repeated Wither asif he had not heard the word before. “I do not quite follow the connection
of thought. | can hardly suppose you are fallowing the opposite suggestion, once made, if | remember, by
Miss Hardcagtle”

“What was that?’

“Why,” said Wither, “if | understand her right she thought of taking scientific measures to render the
society of hiswife more desirable to him. Some of the chemicd resources ...”

“You mean an gphrodisac?’ Wither Sghed gently and said nothing. “Thet is nonsense,” said Frost.
“Itign't to hiswife that a man turns under the influence of aphrodisiacs. But as| was saying, | think it is a
mistake to rdy whally on fear. But there are other dternatives. Thereis desire”

“l am not sure that | am folowing you. You have rgected the idea of any medicd or chemicd
approach.”

“l was thinking of stronger desires.”

Nether a this stage of the conversation nor a any other did the Deputy Director look much a the
face of Frost. But dther Frost or Wither—it was difficult to say which—had been gradualy moving his
chair, so that by thistime the two sat with their knees dmost touching.

“l had my conversation with Filostrato,” said Frost. “I used expressions which must have made my
meaning clear if he had any notion of the truth. His assstant, Wilkins, was present. The truth is, neither is
redly interested. What interests them is the fact that they have succeeded—as they think—in keeping the
Head dive and getting it to talk. What it says does not redly interest them. As to any question about what



isredly spesking, they have no curiogity.”

“You are suggedting, if | understand,” said Wither, “a movement towards Mr. Studdock aong those
lines | need hardly say thet | fully realise a certain disgppointment which serious minded people must fed
with such colleagues as Filogtrato.”

“That is the point,” said Frost. “One mugs guard againg supposing that the political and economic
dominance of England by the N.I.C.E. is more than a subordinate object: it is individuas we are redly
concerned with. A hard core of individuds redly devoted to the cause—that is what we need and are
under orders to supply. We have not succeeded so far in bringing many people in—redly in.”

“Thereis ill no news from Bragdon Wood?’

“No.”

“And you believe that Studdock might redly be a suitable person?’

“You mug not forget,” said Frost, “that his vaue does not rest soldly on his wife's clairvoyance. The
couple are eugenicdly interesting. And | think he can offer no resstance. The hours of fear in the cdl, and
then an gppedl to dedires that undercut the fear, will have an dmog certain effect on a character of that
sort.”

“Of course,” said Wither, “nothing is so much to be desired as the greatest possible unity. Any fresh
individud brought into that unity would be a source of the most intense stisfaction—to—ah—al
concerned. You need not doubt that | would open my arms to recelve—to absorb—to assmilate this
young man.”

They were now dtting S0 close together that their faces dmogt touched, as if they had been lovers
about to kiss. Suddenly there was a crash. Who's Who had fdlen off the table, swept on to the floor as,
with sudden, swift convulsve movement, the two old men lurched forward towards each other and sat
swaying to and fro, locked in an embrace from which each seemed to be sruggling to escape. And as
they swayed and scrabbled with hand and nall, there arose, dill and fant at firdt, a cackling noise that
seemed in the end rather an animd than a senile parody of laughter.

When Mark was bundled out of the police wagon and Ieft at length done in a little lighted room, he
hed no idea that he was a Belbury. Nor would he have cared grestly if he had known, for the moment he
was arrested he had despaired of hislife He was going to be hanged.

There came a sudden uprush of grdy detalls about execution, supplied long snce by Miss
Hardcadtle.

Because he fdt that he was choking, he looked round the cdl for any Sgn of ventilation. There was,
infact, some sort of grating above the door. All ese was white floor, white ceiling, white wall, without a
chair or table or peg, and one hard white light in the centre of the celing.

Something in the look of the place now suggested to him for the fird time the idea that he might be at
Bdbury and not in an ordinary police station. But the flash of hope aroused by thisidea was o brief as to
be instantaneous. What difference did it make whether Wither and Miss Hardcastle and the rest decided
to get rid of him by handing him over to the ordinary police or by making away with him in private? They
were dl his enemies, playing upon his hopes and fears to reduce him to savility, certain to kill him if he
broke away, and certain to kill him in the long run when he had served the purpose for which they
wanted him. It appeared to him astonishing that he could ever have thought otherwise.

Wha a fool—a babyish, gullible fool—he had been!

Why had he come to Belbury in the fird ingance? Ought not his fird interview with the Deputy
Director to have warned him. Feverstone' s guffaw, that day he had caled him an “incurable romantic”,
came back to his mind. Feverstone ... that was how he had come to believe in Wither: on Feverstone's
recommendation. Apparently hisfally went farther back. How on earth had he come to trust Feverstone?
Jane, or Dimble, would have seen through him at once. He had crook written dl over him. He was fit
only to deceive puppets like Curry and Busby. But then, at the time when he fird met Feverstone, he had
not thought Curry and Busby puppets. With astonishment he remembered how he had fdt about the
Progressive Element a Bracton when he was fird admitted to its confidence. Was there no beginning to
his folly? Had he been afoadl dl through from the day of his birth? Even as a schoolboy, when he had



ruined hiswork and haf broken his heart trying to get into the society caled Grip, and logt his only red
friend in doing so? Even as a child, fighing Myrtle because she would go and tak secrets with Pamea
next door?

There were no mora consderations at this moment in Mark’s mind. He looked back on his life, not
with shame but with a kind of disgugt at its dreariness. He saw himsdf as a little boy in short trousers,
hidden in the shrubbery beside the paing to overhear Myrtle€'s conversation with Pamela, and trying to
ignore the fact that it was not at dl interesting when overheard. He saw himsdf mking believe that he
enjoyed those Sunday afternoons with the ahletic heroes of Grip, while dl the time (as he now saw) he
was amogt homesick for one of the old walks with Pearson—RPearson whom he had taken such pains to
leave behind. He saw himsdf in his teens laborioudy reading rubbishy grown-up novels and drinking beer
when he redly enjoyed John Buchan and stone ginger. The hours that he had spent learning the dang of
each new circle, the assumption of interest in things he found dull and of knowledge he did not possess,
the sacrifice of nearly every person and thing he actudly enjoyed, the miserable attempt to pretend that
one could enjoy Grip, or the Progressive Element, or the N.I.C.E.—all this came over hm with a kind of
heartbreak. When had he ever done wha he wanted? Mixed with the people whom he liked? Or even
esten and drunk whet took his fancy? The concentrated ingpidity of it al filled him with sdlf-pity.

In his norma condition, explanations that laid on impersond forces outside himsdf the respongbility
for dl thislife of dust and broken bottles would have occurred a once to his mind and been a once
accepted. None of these occurred to him now. He was aware that it was he himsdf who had chosen the
dust and broken bottles, the heap of old tin cans, the dry and choking places.

An unexpected idea came into his head. This—this death of his—would be lucky for Jane. He now
knew, for the firg time, what he had secretly meant to do with Jane. If dl had succeeded, if he had
become the sort of man he hoped to be, she was to have been the great hostess. Wl ... it was lucky for
Jane. She seemed to him, as he now thought of her, to have in hersdf deep wells and knee-deep
meadows of happiness, rivers of freshness, enchanted gardens of leisure, which he could not enter but
could have spoiled. She was one of those other people—like Pearson, like Dennigton, like the
Dimbles—who could enjoy things for their own sake. She was not like him. It was well that she should
be rid of him. Of course she would get over it. She had tried to do her best, but she didn't redly care for
him. Nobody ever had, much.

At that moment came the sound of a key tumning in the lock of the cell-door. Ingtantly physicd terror
rushed back upon him.

It was not a policeman who came in. It was aman whose pince-nez, as he glanced towards the light,
became opaque windows conceding his eyes. Mark knew him at once and knew that he was a Belbury.
It was not this that made him open his own eyes even wider and dmogt forget his terror in his
adonishment. It was the change in the man's appearance—or rather the change in the eyes with which
Mark saw him. In one sense everything about Professor Frost was as it had dways been—the pointed
beard, the extreme whiteness of forehead, and the bright Arctic smile But Mark could not understand
how he had ever managed to overlook something about the man so obvious that any child would have
shrunk away from him and any dog would have backed into the corner with raised hackles and bared
teeth. Death itsdf did not seem more frightening than the fact that only Sx hours ago he would in some
measure have trusted this man, and made believe that his society was not disagreesble.

Chapter Twelve. Wet And Windy Night

“WELL,” said Dimble, “there s no one here.”

“He was here a moment ago,” sad Denniston.

“You're sure you did see someone?’ sad Dimble.

“Hudh! Ligen!” said Jane.

“That’s only the old donkey,” said Dimble presently, “moving about &t the top.”

There was another silence.

“He seems to have been pretty extravagant with his matches” said Denniston, glanaing at the trodden



earth in the firdight. “One would expect atramp—"

“On the other hand,” said Dimble, “one would not expect Merin to have brought a box of matches
with him from the Ffth Century.”

“I'm looking a this mud,” said Denniston, who had been stooping and using his torch. Now he
suddenly straightened himsdlf. “Look,” he said, “there have been severd people here. Look. Can't you
see, 9r?’

“Aren’t they our own footprints?’ said Dimble.

“Some of them are pointing the wrong way. Look at that—and that.”

“Might they be the tramp himsdf?’ said Dimble. “If it was atramp.”

“He couldn’t have walked up that path without our seeing him,” said Jane.

Come” said Dimble. “Let’s follow them up to the top.

As they reached the lip of the hollow, mud changed into grass under foot and the footprints
disappeared. It had turned into afine night: Orion dominated the whole sky.

The Deputy Director hardly ever dept. When it became necessary for him to do so, he took a drug,
but the necessity was rare, for the mode of consciousness he experienced & most hours of day or night
hed long ceased to be exactly like what other men cal waking. The manner and outward attitude which
he had adopted hdf a century ago were now an organisation which functioned dmost independently, like
a gramophone. While the brain and lips carried on his work, and built up day by day for those around
him the vague and formidable persondity which they knew so well, his inmogt sdf was free to pursue its
own life. A detachment of the spirit not only from the senses but even from the reason was now his,

Hence he was dill, in a sense, awake an hour after Frost had left him. His eyes were not shut. The
face had no expression; the red man was far away, suffering, enjoying, or inflicting whatever such souls
do suffer, enjoy, or inflict when the cord that binds them to the naturd order is stretched out to its utmost.
When the telephone rang at his elbow he took up the recelver without a start.

“Thisis Stone, Sr,” came a voice. “We have found the chamber.”

“Ves”

“It was empty, gr.”

“Areyou sure, my dear Mr. Stone, that you have found the right place? It is possble ...

“Ohyes, gr. Stonework and some Roman brick. And a kind of dab in the middle, like an dtar or a

“And am | to understand there was no one there? No sSgn of occupation?’

“Wel, gr, it seemed to us to have been recently disturbed.”

“Pray be as explicit as possble, Mr. Stone.”

“Well, gr, there was an exit—I mean atunnd, leading out of it to the south. We went up thistunnd at
once. It comes out about eight hundred yards away, outsde the area of the wood. We got out to the
open air. But something had been smashed-up there quite recently. It looked as if it had been done by
explosves. Asif the end of the tunnd had been walled up and had some depth of earth on top of it, and
asif someone had recently blasted hisway out.”

“Continue, Mr. Stone. What did you do next?’

“l used the order you had given me, dr, to collect dl the police avalable and have sent off
search-parties for the man you described.”

“l see. And how did you describe him to them?’

“Jud asyou did, gr: an old man with a long beard, probably in unusud clothes. It occurred to me at
the last moment to add that he might have no clothes at dl.”

“Why did you add that, Mr. Stone?’

“Wdl, gr, | didn't know how long he'd been there, and I'd heard about clothes preserved in a place
like that and faling to pieces as soon as the ar was admitted. | hope you won't imeagine for a moment
that I'm trying to find out anything you don’t choose to tdl me. But |—”

“You were right, Mr. Stone” sad Wither, “in thinking that anything remotdy resembling
inquiSitiveness on your part might have the most disastrous consegquences. And what did you ingtruct your



search-parties to do on finding any such—er—person?’

“Wdl, gr, | sent my assigtant. Father Doyle, with one party, because he knows Lain. And | gave
Inspector Wrench the ring you gave me and put imin charge of the second. The best | could do for the
third party was to see that it contained someone who knew Welsh.”

“Wdl, Mr. Stone, | am, on the whole, and with certain inevitable reservations, moderately satisfied
with your conduct of this affar. | believe that | may be able to present it in a favourable lignt to my
colleagues. If only | could persuade—say Miss Hardcastle and Mr. Studdock—to share my gppreciation
of your very red qudities, you would need to have no apprehensions about your career or—ah—your
security.”

“But what do you want me to do, Sr?’

“My dear young friend, there are only two errors which would be fatd to one placed in the peculiar
gtuation which certain parts of your previous conduct have unfortunately created for you. On the one
hand, anything like a lack of initigtive or enterprise would be disastrous. On the other, the dightest
approach to unauthorised action might have consegquences from which even | could not protect you. But
aslong as you keep quite clear of these two extremes, there is no reason (gpesking unoffiddly) why you
should not be safe.” Without waiting for areply, he hung up the receiver.

“Oughtn’t we to be nearly at the gate we climbed over?’ said Dimble.

It was lighter now that the rain had stopped, but the wind had risen and was roaring about them. The
branches of the hedge swayed and dipped and rose again asif they were lashing the bright stars.

“It sagood ded longer than | remembered,” said Dennigton.

“Hullo!” said Jane sharply. “What's this?’

All listened. Because of the wind, the unidentified noise which they were draining to hear seemed
quite distant at one moment, and then, next moment, with shouts of “Look out!”—"“Go away you grest
brute!” and the like, dl were shrinking back into the hedge as the plosh-plosh of a horse cantering on soft
ground passed close beside them. A cold gobbet of mud struck Denniston in the face.

“Oh, look! Look!”cried Jane. “ Stop him. Quick!”

“Stop him?” said Denniston, who was trying to dean his face. “What on earth for?’

“Oh, shout out to him, Dr. Dimble” said Jane, in an agony of impatience. “Come on. Run! Didn't
you see?’

“See what?’

“There’s aman on his back,” gasped Jane. She was tired and out of breath and had lost a shoe.

“A man?’ said Dennigon: and then, “By God, gr, Jan€'s right. Look, look therel Againg the sky ...
to your left.”

“We can't overtake him,” said Dimble.

“Hi!l Stop! Come back! Friends—amis—amici,” bawled Dennigton.

Dimble was not able to shout for the moment. And while he stood trying to get his breath dl the
others suddenly cried “Look”, for high anong the stars, looking unnaturdly large and many legged, the
shape of the horse appeared as it leaped a hedge some twenty yards away, and on its back, with some
greaming garment blown far out behind him in the wind, the grest figure of a man. 1t seemed to Jane that
he was looking back over his shoulder as though he mocked. Then came a splash and thud as the horse
dighted on the far sde; and then nathing but wind and garlight again.

“You arein danger,” said Frost, when he had finished locking the door of Mark’s cdl, “but you are
aso within reach of a great opportunity.”

“| gather,” said Mark, “I am at the Inditute and not in a police station.”

“Yes. That makes no difference to the danger. The Inditute will soon have offidd powers of
liquidation. It has anticipated them. Hingest and Carstairs have both been liquidated.”

“If you are going to kill me,” said Mark, “why dl this farce of a murder charge?’

“Before going on,” sad Frost, “lI mug ask you to be objective. Resentment and fear are both
chemica phenomena. Our reactions to one another are chemicd phenomena. You must observe these



fedingsin yoursdf in an objective manner. Do not let them distract your attention from the facts.”

“l see” sad Mark. He was acting while he said it—trying to sound at once faintly hopeful and dightly
aullen, ready to be worked upon. But within, his new ingght into Belbury kept him resolved not to believe
one word the other said, not to accept (though he might feign acceptance) any offer he made.

“The murder charge agang you and the dternations in your treatment have been part of a
programme with a wel defined end in view,” sad Frogt. “It is a discipline through which everyone is
passed before admisson to the Circle”

Only afew days ago Mark would have swallowed any hook with that bait on it; and even now ...

“l don’'t quite see the purpose of it,” he said aoud.

“It isto promote objectivity. A circle bound together by subjective fedings of mutud confidence and
liking would be usdless. Those are chemicad phenomena. They could al, in principle, be produced by
injections. In so far as there must be socid fedings between members of the cirde it is, perhaps, better
that they should be fedings of didike. Thereislessrisk of their being confused with the redl nexus”

“The cirde?’ said Studdock, acting a tremulous eagerness. But it was periloudy essy for im to act it.

“Yes” sad Frogt. “You have been selected as a possible candidate for admisson. If you do not gain
admisson, or if you rgect it, it will be necessary to destroy you.”

“It—it seems rather a formidable decison,” said Mark.

“That is merely a proposition about the state of your own body at the moment. If you please, | will go
on to give you the necessary information. | must begin by tdling you that neither the Deputy Director nor
| are responsible for shaping the palicy of the Inditute.”

“The Head?' said Mark.

“No. Filogtrato and Wilkins are quite deceived about the Head. They have, indeed, carried out a
remarkable experiment. But Alcasan’s mind is not the mind we are in contact with when the Head
speaks.”

“Do you mean Alcasan isredly ... dead?’

“In the present state of our knowledge,” sad Frost, “tha question has no meaning. But the cortex
and voca organsin Alcasan’'s head are used by a different mind. And now, attend carefully. You have
probably not heard of macrobes.”

“Microbes? sad Mark in bewilderment. “But of course—"

“| did not say microbes, | said macrobes. The formation of the word explains itsdf. Below the leve
of animd life we have long known that there are microscopic organisms. Ther actud results on humen life
have, of course, made up alarge part of higtory.”

“Go on,” sad Mark. Ravenous curiosity was moving benesth his conscious determination to stand on
guard.

“I have now to inform you that there are Smilar organisms above the leve of animd life When | say
‘above’ | am not spesking biologicdly. | mean that they are more permanent, dispose of more energy,
and have greater intdligence”

“They mugt be pretty nearly human, then.”

“You have misunderstood me. When | said they transcended the animds, | was induding the most
efident animal, Man. The macrobe is more intdligent than Man.”

“But how isit in that case that we have had no communication with them?’

“It is not certain that we have not. But in primitive times it was opposed by prgudice. But though
there has been little intercourse, there has been profound influence. Ther effect on human history has
been greater than that of the microbes, though equaly unrecognised. The red causes of dl the principd
events are quite unknown to the higtorians”

“I think I’'ll gt down, if you don’'t mind,” said Mark, resuming his seat on the floor.

“The voca organs and brain taken from Alcasan,” Frost continued, “have become the conductors of
a regular intercourse between the macrobes and our own species. The circle to which you may be
admitted is the organ of that co-operation between the two species which has created a new Stuation for
humenity. The change isfar greater than that which turned the sub-man into the man.”

“These organiams, then,” said Mark, “are friendly to humanity?’



“Friendship is a chemica phenomenon; so is hatred. Both of them presupposes organisms of our own
type”

“l didn't mean ‘friendly’ in that sense. | meant, were their ams competible with our own?’

“What do you mean by our own ams?’

“Wel—I suppose—the scientific recongruction of the human race—the dimination of war and
poverty—a fuller exploitation of nature—the preservation and extension of our species, in fact.”

“l do not think this pseudo-scientific language redly modifies the essentialy subjective and indinctive
bass of the ethics you are describing.”

“Surdy,” said Mark, “one requires a large population for the full exploitation of nature, if for nothing
ese? And surdly war is disgenic and reduces efficiency?’

“Thet ideais a survivd from conditions which are rapidly being dtered. A few centuries ago, a large
agricultura population was essentia; and war destroyed types which were then useful. But every advance
inindustry and agriculture reduces the number of work-people required. A large, unintdligent population
isnow a dead-weight. The importance of scientific war is that scientists have to be reserved. It was not
the great technocrats of Koenigsherg or Moscow who supplied the casudties in the sege of Staingrad.
The effect of modern war isto diminate retrogressive types, while sparing the technocracy and incressing
its hold upon public affairs. In the new age, what has hitherto been merdly the intdlectud nudeus of the
race isto become, by gradud stages, the race itsdlf. You are to concelve the species as an animd which
has discovered how to Smplify nutrition and locomotion to such a point that the old complex organs and
the large body which contained them are no longer necessary. The masses are therefore to disappear.
The body is to become dl head. The human race isto become dl Technocracy.”

“l see” sad Mark. “1 had thought that the intdligent nudleus would be extended by education.”

“Thet is a pure chimera The great mgority of the human race cannot be educated. Even if they
could, the day for a large population has passed. It has served its function as a kind of cocoon for
Technocratic and Objective Man. Now, the macrobes, and the sdected humans who co-operate with
them, have no further use for it.”

“The last two wars, then, were not disastersin your view?

“On the contrary, they were smply the firg two of the sixteen mgor wars which are scheduled to
take placein this century.”

Mark sat with his eyes fixed on the floor. He was occupied with the conflict between his resolution
not to trust these men, and the terrible strength of an opposite emotion. For here, here surdy at last (so
his desire whispered him) was the true inner circle of dl, the circle whose centre was outside the humen
race—the ultimate secret, the supreme power, the lagt initiation. The fact that it was dmost completely
horrible did not in the least diminigh its attraction. Nothing that lacked the tang of horror would have been
quite strong enough to saiisfy the delirious excitement which now set his temples hammering.

A knocking which had been obscurely audible for some time now became so loud that Frost turned
to the door. “Go away,” he said, rasng hisvoice. “What is the meaning of this impertinence?’ The noise
of someone shouting was heard, and the knocking went on. Frost’s amile widened as he turned and
opened the door. Ingantly a piece of paper was put into his hand. As he read it, he started violently.
Without glancing at Mark, he left the cdl. Mark heard the door locked behind him.

“What friends those two are!” said Ivy Maggs. She was referring to Finch the cat and Mr. Bultitude
the bear. The latter was dtting up with his back againg the warm wall by the kitchen fire. The cat, after
waking to and fro with erected tail and rubbing herself againg his bely, had findly curled up and gone to
deep between hislegs.

Mrs. Dimble, who sat farther back in the kitchen, darning as if for dear life, pursed her lips a little as
Ivy Maggs spoke. She could not go to bed. She wished they would dl keep quiet.

“When we use the word Friends of those two creatures,” said MacPhee, I doubt we are being
merdy anthropomorphic. There's no evidence for it.”

“What' s she go making up to him for, then?’ asked Ivy.

“Wdl,” sad MacPhee, “maybe there'd be a desire for warmth—she's away in out of the draught



there. And likdy enough some obscure transferred sexud impulses”

“Redly, Mr. MacPheg,” sad Ivy with great indignation. “To say those things about two dumb
animad I'm sure | never did see Finch—"

“l said transferred,” interrupted MacPhee dryly. “And anyway, they like the friction as a means of
rectifying irritations set up by parasites. Now, you'll observe—"

“If you mean they have fleas” said Ivy, “you know as wdl as anyone they have no such thing”

“What do you think, sr?’ added lvy, looking & the Director.

“Me?’ said Ransom. “I think MacPhee is introducing into animd life a distinction that doesn't exist
there, and then trying to determine on which side of that digtinction the fedings of Pinch and Bultitude fall.
Y ou've got to become human before physcd cravings are digtinguishable from affections—as you have
to become spiritud before affections are didinguishable from charity. What is going on in them isn't one
or other of these things it is one of Barfidd's *ancient unities.”

Mrs. Dimble leaned her head towards Camillaand said in awhisper, “I do wish Mr. MacPhee could
be persuaded to go to bed. It's perfectly unbearable a atimelike this”

“Was that only the wind?’ said Grace Ironwood.

“It sounded to melike ahorse” said Mrs. Dimble.

“Here)” said MacPhee jumping up. “Get out of the way, Mr. Bultitude, till 1 get my gum boots. It'll
be those two horses of Broad's again, tramping dl over my ceery. Why the man can't keep them shut up
..." he was bundling himsdlf into his mackintosh as he spoke.

“My crutch, please, Camilla” sad Ransom. “Come back, MacPhee. We will go to the door
together, you and |. Ladies, stay where you are.”

There was a look on his face which some of those present had not seen before. A moment later
Ransom and MacPhee stood donein the scullery. The back door was so sheking with the wind that they
did not know whether someone were knocking or not.

“Now,” said Ransom, “open it

For a second MacPhee worked with the bolts. Then the storm flung the door againg the wal and he
was momentarily pinned behind it. Ransom, leaning forward on his crutch, saw in the light from the
scullery, outlined againg the blackness, a huge horse, dl in a lather of sweat and foam, its ydlow teeth
lad bare, its ears flattened againg its skull, and its eyes flaming. It had nether saddle, stirrup, nor bridle;
but at that very moment a man legpt off its back. He seemed both very tdl and very fa, dmog a giant.
His reddish-grey har and beard were blown dl about his face so that it was hardly visble and it was
only after he had taken a step forward that Ransom noticed his clothes—the ragged, ill-fitting khaki coat,
baggy trousers, and boots that had logt the toes.

In agreat room at Belbury, where the fire blazed and wine and slver sparkled on side-tables, and a
great bed occupied the centre of the floor, the Deputy Director watched while four men carried in a
burden on a stretcher. As they removed the blankets and transferred the occupant of the stretcher to the
bed, Wither's interest became intense. What he saw was a naked humen body, dive, but apparently
unconscious. He ordered the attendants to place hot-water bottles at its feet and raise the head with
pillows when they had withdrawn he drew a chair to the foot of the bed and sat down to study the face
of the deeper. The head was very large, though perhaps it looked larger then it was because of the
unkempt beard and the tangled grey hair. For a quarter of an hour he sat thus then the door opened and
Professor Frost camein.

He waked to the bedside, bent down and looked closdy into the stranger’ s face.

“Ishe adegp?’ whispered Wither.

“I think not. It is more like some kind of trance.”

“You have no doubts, | trust?’

“Where did they find him?’

“Quarter of amilefrom the entrance to the souterrain. They had the track of bare feet dmog dl the
way.”

“Y ou will make provison about Stone?’



“Yes. But what do you think?’—he pointed with his eyes to the bed.

“I think it is he” said Frost. “The place is right. The nudity is hard to account for on any other
hypothess. The skull isthe kind | expected.”

“But the face?’

“Yes. There are certain traits which are alittle disquieting.”

“l could have sworn,” said Wither, “that | knew the look of a Master—even the look of one who
could be made into a Master. Y ou understand me ... one sees a once that Straik or Studdock might do;
thet Miss Hardcastle, with dl her excdlent qudities, would not.”

“Yes. Perhaps we must be prepared for great cruditiesin ... him. Who knows what the technique of
the Atlantean Circle was redly like?’

“Certanly, one mugt not be—ah—narrow-minded. One can suppose that the Masters of that age
were not quite so sharply divided from the common people as we are. All sorts of emotiona, and even
indinctive, e ements were perhaps dill tolerated in the Great Atlantean which we have had to discard.”

Insteed of replying. Frost Sgnalled to his companion. The Sleeper had opened his eyes.

As the seconds passed Wither's main impresson of the face was its caution. But there was nothing
intense or uneasy about it. It had an habitua, unemphetic defensiveness.

Wither rose to hisfeet, and cleared his throat.

“Magiger Mealing” he sad, “Sgpienlissme Britonum, secreti secretorum possessor, incredibili
quodam gaudio afiamur quod te domum nostrum accipere nobis—ah—contingit. Scito nos etiam haud
imperitos esse magnee artis—et—ut itadicam ...”

But his voice died away. It was too obvious that the Slegper was taking no notice of what he said.
Was there, then, some error in his own pronunciation? But he fdt by no means sure that this man could
not understand him. The totd lack of interest in his face suggested rather that he was not listening.

Frost took a decanter from the table and poured out a glass of red wine. He then returned to the
bedside, bowed deeply, and handed it to the stranger. The latter sat up in bed, reveding a huge hary
chest and lean, muscular arms. His eyes turned to the table and he pointed. Frost went back to it and
touched a different decanter. The stranger shook his head and pointed again.

“l think,” said Wither, “that our very distinguished guest istrying to indicate the jug.”

“It contains beer,” said Frost.

“Wl, it is hardly appropriate—dtill, perhaps, we know so little of the customs of that age ...”

While he was il spesking Frost had filled a pewter mug with beer and offered it to their guest. For
thefird time a gleam of interest came into that cryptic face. The man snatched the mug eagerly, pushed
back his disorderly moustache from his lips, drank, set it down, wiped his wet lips with the back of his
hand, and heaved along Sgh. Then he turned his attention once more to the table.

For about twenty minutes the two old men fed him. All sorts of ddicacies had been provided, but the
dranger devoted his attention entirdly to cold beef, chicken, pickles, bread, cheese, and butter. The
butter he ate nest, off the end of a knife. He took the chicken bones in both hands, placing them under
the pillow when he had done. When he had eaten, he Sgndled for a second pint of beer, drank it a two
long draughts, wiped his mouth on the sheet and his nose on his hand, and seemed to be composing
himsdf for further dumber.

“Ah—ea—domine” said Wither, “nihil magis mihi displiceret quam tibi ullo modo—ah—molestum
esse. Attamen, veniatua....”

But the man was taking no notice &t al. Frost and Wither exchanged enquiring glances.

“Thereis no approach to this room, isthere,” said Frost, “except through the next one?’

“No,” said Wither.

“Let us go out there and discuss the Stuation. We can leave the door gar.”

When Mark found himsdf left suddenly aone by Frost, his fird sensation was an unexpected
lightness of heart. In the very midst of hisfears, a Strange sense of liberation had sprung up. The rdief of
no longer trying to win these men's confidence, the shuffling off of miserable hopes, was dmost
exhilarating. He might lose the fight .. But & least it was now his Sde againg theirs. And he could tak of



“hissde’ now. Already he was with Jane and with dl she symbolised.

The gpprova of one's own conscience is a very heady draught; and specidly for those who are not
accustomed to it. Within two minutes Mark had passed from that firs sense of liberation to a conscious
atitude of courage, and thence into unrestrained heroics. It wasn't everyone, after dl, who could have
ressted an invitation like Frost’s. An invitation that beckoned you right across the frontiers of humen life
... atouch on that infinitdly secret cord which was the red nerve of dl hisory. How it would have
attracted him oncel

Would have attracted him once .... Suddenly, like a thing that leaped to him across infinite distances
with the speed of light, desire (sdlt, black, ravenous, unanswerable desire) took him by the throat. The
merest hint will convey to those who have fdt it the qudity of the emotion which now shook him, like a
dog shaking arat: for others, no description perhaps will avail. Many writers speak of it interms of lus: a
description illuminting from within, mideading from without. It has nothing to do with the body. But it is
in two respects like lugt. For like lug, it disenchants the universe. Everything else that Mark had ever
fdt—love, ambition, hunger, lugt itself—appeared to have been mere milk and water, toys for children.
Theinfinite attraction of this dark thing sucked dl other passions into itsdf. But it was like lugt in another
respect aso. Itisideto point out to the perverted man the horror of his perverson: while the fierce fit is
on, that horror isthe very spice of his craving. It is uglinessitsdf that becomes, in the end, the god of his
lechery; beauty has long Snce grown too weak a stimulant. And o it was here. These creatures of which
Frost had spoken—and he did not doubt now that they were locdly present with him in the
cell—breathed death on the human race and on dl joy. Not despite this but because of this, the terrible
gravitation sucked and tugged and fascinated him towards them. The image of Wither's face rose to his
memory; and thistime he did not merdly loathe it. He noted, with shuddering satisfaction, the sgns it bore
of a shared experience between them.

At the same moment it came back to him that he would probably be killed. As soon as he thought of
that, he became once more aware of the cell. He blinked his eyes. What had he been thinking and feding
while he forgot death?

Gradudly he redised that he had sustained some sort of attack, and that he had put up no resistance;
and with that redlisation anew kind of dread entered his mind. Though he was theoreticdly a materidid,
he had dl hislife believed quite inconagtently and even carlessly in the freedom of his own will. When he
hed resolved some hours ago to trust the Bdbury crew no farther, he had taken it for granted that he
would be able to do what he resolved. It had never occurred to him that his mind could thus be changed
for imin an indant of time, beyond recognition. If that sort of thing could happen ... It was unfar. Here
was a man trying to do what was obvioudy the right thing—the thing that Jane and the Dimbles would
have approved of. You might have expected that when a man behaved in that way the universe would
back him up. Y et the very moment you tried to be good, the universe let you down. That was what you
got for your pains.

The cynics, then, were right. But at this thought, he stopped sharply. Some flavour that came with it
hed given him pause. Was this the other mood beginning again? Oh, not that, a any price! He clenched
his hands. No, no, no! He could not stand this much longer. “Oh, don’t, don’t let me go back into it!” he
sad; and then louder, “Don't, don't!” All that could be called himsdf went into thet cry; and the dreadful
consciousness of having played hislast card began to turn dowly into a sort of peace. There was nothing
more to be done. Unconscioudy he adlowed his muscles to relax. His young body was very tired by this
time, and even the hard floor was grateful to it. The cdl aso seemed to be somehow emptied and
purged, asif it, too, were tired after the conflicts it had witnessed—emptied like a ky after rain, tired like
achild after weeping. He fdl adeep.

Chapter Thirteen. They Have Pulled Down Deep Heaven On Their Heads

“STAND! Stand where you are and tdl me your name and business” said Ransom.
The ragged figure on the threshold tilted its head alittle sdeways like one who cannot quite hear. The



inner door, between the scullery and the kitchen, clapped to with a loud bang, isolating the three men
from the women. The stranger took a pace farther into the room.

“Sta” sad Ransom in a greet voice. “In nomine Patris e Hlii e Spiritus Sancti, die mh qui ds e
guam ob causam de nins.”

The Stranger raised his hand and flung back the dripping hair from his forehead. The light fdl full on
his face, from which Ransom had the impresson of an immense quietness.

His eyes rested on Ransom for a second with no particular interest. Then he turned his head to his
left, to where the door was flung back dmost againg the wall. MacPhee was concealed behind it.

“Come out,” sad the Stranger, in Lain. What surprised Ransom was the fact tha MacPhee
immediatdy obeyed. He did not look a Ransom but at the Stranger. Then, unexpectedly, he gave an
enormous yawn. The Stranger turned to the Director.

“Fdlow,” he said in Latin, “tdl the Lord of this House that | an come.”

“l am the Master here” said Ransom, in the same language.

“To be sure!” answered the Stranger. “And yonder whipper-snapper (mavtigia) is without doubt
your Bishop.” He did not exactly amile, but a look of disquieting amusement came into his keen eyes.
“Tdl your master that | am come,” he repeated.

Ransom looked at him without the flicker of an eydid.

“Doyou redly wish,” hesad a lagt, “thet | cdl upon my Masters?’

“A daw that livesin a hermit's cdll has learned before now to chatter book-Latin,” said the other.
“Let us hear your cdling, mannikin (homuncio).”

“I must use another language for it,” said Ransom.

“A daw could have Greek dsoinitshill.”

“Itisnot Greek.”

“Let us hear your Hebrew, then.”

“It isnot Hebrew.”

“Nay,” answered the other, “if you come to the gabble of barbarians, it will go hard, but | shdl
out-chatter you. Here is excdlent sport.”

“It may happen to seem to you the speech of barbarians,” said Ransom, “for it is long since it has
been heard. Not even in Numinor wasiit heard in the streets.”

The Stranger gave no start, and his face remained as quiet as before, if it did not become quieter; but
he spoke with a new interest.

“Your Masters let you play with dangerous toys,” he said. “Tdl me, dave, what is Numinor?’

“The true West,” said Ransom.

“Wdl ...” sad the other. Then, after a pause, he added, “You see, | have dready crossed the
threshold.”

“l vdue tha a a sraw,” sad Ransom. “Shut the door, MacPhee” he added in English. But
MacPhee had sat down and was fast adeep.

“What is the meaning of thisfoolery?’ said Ransom, looking sharply a the Stranger.

“If you are indeed the Magter of this house, you have no need to be told. Do not fear; your
horse-boy will be none the worse.”

“Thisshdl be seen to shortly,” said Ransom. “In the meantime, | do not fear your entering the house.
| have more cause to fear your escaping. Shut the door if you will, for you see my foot is hurt.”

The Stranger swept back his left hand and dammed the door to. “Now,” he said, “what of these
Masters of yours?’

“My Masters are the Oyeresu.”

“Where did you hear that name?’ asked the Stranger. “Or, if you are truly of the College, why do
they dress you like a dave?’

“Your own garments,” said Ransom, “are not those of adruid.”

“Thet stroke was wdl put by,” answered the other. “Since you have knowledge, answer me three
questions, if you dare.”

“I will answer them if | can. But as for daring, we shdll see”



The Stranger mused for a few seconds; then, speaking in a dightly sing-song voice, he asked the
falowing question:

“Who is cdled Sulva? What road does she wak? Why is the womb barren on one sde? Where are
the cold marriages?’

Ransom replied, “ Sulvaiis she whom mortals cdl the Moon. She walks in the lowest sphere. Half of
her orb is turned towards us and shares our curse. On this side the womb is barren and the marriages
cold. There dwdl an accursed people, ful of pride and lust. There when a man takes a maiden in
marriage they do not lie together, but each lies with a cunningly fashioned imege of the other, made to
move and to be warm by devilish arts, for red flesh will not please them, they are so dainty (ddicate) in
their dreams of lust. Their red children they fabricate by vile artsin a secret place.”

“You have answered wel,” said the Stranger. “I thought there were but three men in the world that
knew this question. But my second may be harder. Where isthering of Arthur the King? What Lord has
such a treasure in his house?’

“The ring of the King,” said Ransom, “is on Arthur’s finger where he sts in the land of Abhdljin,
beyond the seas of Lur in Perdlandra. For Arthur did not die; but Our Lord took him to be in the bodly till
the end, with Enoch and Elias and Moses and Melchisedec the King. M chisedec is he in whose hdll the
steep-stoned ring sparkles on the forefinger of the Pendragon.”

“Wdl answered,” sad the Stranger. “In my college it was thought that only two men in the world
knew this. But as for my third question, no man knew the answer but mysdf. Who shal be Pendragon in
the time when Saturn descends from his sphere? In what world did he learn war?’

“In the sphere of Venus | learned war,” said Ransom. “In this age Lurga shdl descend. | am the
Pendragon.”

When he had said this he took a step backwards, for the big man had begun to move and there was
anew look in his eyes. Sowly, ponderoudy, yet not awkwardly, as though a mountain sank like a wave,
he sank on one knee; and dill his face was dmost on aleve with the Director’s.

“This throws a quite unexpected burden on our resources,” said Wither to Frost, where they both sat
in the outer room with the door gar. “I mugt confess | had not anticipated any serious difficulty about
languege.”

“We mug get a Cdtic scholar a once,” said Frost. “Ransom would be the men to advise us if he
were avalable”

“I met im once,” said Wither, hdf dogng his eyes. “He was a man whose penetrations might have
been of infinite value, if he had not embraced the cause of reaction. It is a saddening reflection—"

“Of course,” sad Frogt, interrupting him. “Strailk knows modern Welsh. His mother was a Welsh
woman.”

“It would certainly be much more satisfactory,” sad Wither, “if we could, so to speak, keep the
whole matter in the family. There would be something very disagreeable—about introducing a Cdtic
expert from outsde.”

“The expert would, of course, be provided for as soon as we could dispense with his services”
replied Frost. “It is the waste of time that is the trouble. What progress have you made with Straik?’

“Oh, redly excdlent,” sad the Deputy Director. “Indeed | an dmogt alittle disappointed. | had been
thinking that it would be specidly fitting and—ah—qratifying if your pupil and mine could be initiated
together. We should both, | am sure, have fdt ... But, of course, if Straik is ready some time before
Studdock, | should not fed mysdf entitled to stand in hisway.”

“l was thinking,” sad Frost, “that there must be someone on duty here. He may wake a ay
moment. Our pupils—Straik and Studdock—could take it in turns. There is no reason why they should
not be useful even before their full initigtion.”

“You think Mr.—ah—Studdock is far enough on?’

“It doesn’'t matter,” said Frogt. “What harm can he do? He can't get out. We only want someone to
watch.”



MacPhee found himsdf violently waked by someone sheking his shoulder. He suddenly perceived
that he was cold and his left foot was numb. Then he saw Denniston’s face looking into his own. The
scullery seemed full of people—Denniston and Dimble and Jane. They appeared extremey bedraggled,
torn, and muddy and wet.

“Areyou dl right? Denniston was saying. “I’ ve been trying to wake you for severd minutes”

“All right?” said MacPhee, swalowing once or twice and licking hislips “Aye, I'm dl right.” Then he
sat upright. “Ther€ s been a—aman here” he said.

“What sort of aman?’ asked Dimble.

“Wdl,” said MacPheg, “asto that ... it' snot just so easy ...”

The others exchanged glances. Next moment MacPhee jumped to his feet.

“Lord save ud” he exdamed. “He had the Director here. Quick! It was some kind of impostor or
oy. | know now what’s wrong with me. I’ ve been hypnotised, There was a horse, too.”

Thislagt detall had an immediate effect on his hearers. Denniston flung open the kitchen door and the
whole party surged in after him. The four women sat fast adlegp. Mr. Bultitude, stretched out on his Sde
across the hearth, dept dso.

“They'redl right,” said MacPhee from behind. “It's just the same as he did to me. We've no time to
wake them. Get on.”

They passed from the kitchen into the flagged passage. To dl of them except MacPhee the slence of
the house seemed intense after thar buffeting in the wind and rain. The lights as they switched them on
successively revealed empty rooms and empty passages which wore the abandoned look of indoor
midnight.

“Now for upgtairs” said Dimble.

“Thelights are on upgtairs,” said Jane, as they dl came to the foot of the Staircase.

“Excuseme” said Dimble to MacPhee, “I think perhaps I d better go firs.”

Up to thefirg landing they were in darkness; on the second and lagt the light from the firgt floor fell.
Looking down on them from the baustrade were two men, one clothed in sweepy garments of red and
the other in blue. It was the Director who wore blue, and for one indant a thought that was pure
nightmare crossed Jane's mind. The two robed figures looked to be two of the same sort ... and what,
after dl, did she know of this Director? And there they were, the pair of them, talking ther secrets, the
men who had been dug up out of the earth and the man who had been in outer space .... All this time she
hed hardly looked &t the Stranger. Next moment she noticed his sze. The man was monstrous. And the
two men were dlies And the Stranger was spesking and pointing at her as he spoke.

She did not understand the words: but Dimble did, and heard Merlin saying in what seemed to him a
rather strange kind of Latin:

“Sir, you have in your house the fasest lady of any & thistime dive”

And Dimble heard the Director answer, “Sir, you are misaken. She is doubtless like dl of us a
ganner: but the womean is chaste.”

“Sr,” said Melin, “know well that she has done in Logres a thing of which no less sorrow shdl come
than came of the stroke that Bdinus struck. For, dgr, it was the purpose of God that she and her lord
should between them have begotten a child by whom the enemies should have been put out of Logres for
athousand years.”

“Sheisbut lady married,” said Ransom. “The child may yet be born.”

“Sr,” said Merlin, “be assured that the child will never be born, for the hour of its begetting is passed.
Of ther own will they are barren: | did not know till now that the usages of Sulva were so common
among you. For a hundred generations in two lines the begetting of this child was prepared; and unless
God should rip up the work of time, such seed, and such an hour, in such aland, shal never be agan.”

“Enough said,” answered Ransom. “The woman perceives that we are speaking of her.”

“It would be grest charity,” said Melin, “if you gave order that her head should be cut from her
shoulders, for it isaweariness to look &t her.”

Dimble thrust Jane behind him and cdled out, “Ransom! What in heaven’'s name is the meaning of
this?”



MacPhee, who had followed the Latin even less than Jane, broke into the conversation.

“Dr. Ransom,” he said. “I don’'t know who the big man is and I’'m no Latinigt. But | know wel that
you've kept me under your eye dl this night againg my own will, and alowed me to be hypnotised. It
gives me little pleasure, to see yoursdf dressed up like something out of a pantomime and standing there
hand-in-glove with that shaman, or priest, or whatever he is. He need not look a me the way he's doing.
I'm not afraid of him. And as for my own life and limb—if you have changed sides after dl that’s come
and gone, | don't know that I’'ve much more use for ether. But I'm not going to be made a foal of.
We re waiting for an explanation.

The Director looked down on them in Slence for afew seconds.

“Hasit redly come to this?’ he said. “Does not one of you trust me?’

“l do, gr,” said Jane suddenly.

“Wdl,” said the Director, after a pause, “we have dl been mistaken. So has the enemy. This man is
Melinus Ambrosius. They thought that if he came back he would be on their sde. | find he is on ours.
Y ou, Dimble, ought to redlise that this was aways a posshility.”

“That is true” sad Dimble “l suppose it was—well, the look of the thing. And his gopdling
blood-thirgtiness”

“l have been dartled by it mysdf,” said Ransom. “But after dl we had no right to expect that his
pend code would be that of the nineteenth century. | find it difficult, too, to make him understand thet |
am not an absolute monarch.”

“Is—ishe a Chrigian?’ asked Dimble.

“Yes” sad Ransom. “As for my clothes, | have for once put on the dress of my office to do him
honour. In his days men did not, except for necessity, go about in shapeess sacks of drab.”

“Do | undergtand, Dr. Ransom,” said MacPhee, “that you are asking us to accept this person as a
member of our organisation?’

“l am afraid,” sad the Director, “I cannot put it that way. He isa member.”

“Wha enquiries have been made into his credentids?’

“It would be hard,” said the Director, “to explan to you my reasons for trusing Merlinus but no
harder than to explain to him why, despite appearances which might be misunderstood, | trust you.”
“ Ah—er—sar—nothing would be farther from my wish then to be in any way troublesome to you. At the
same time, with your pardon There was judt the ghogt of a smile about his mouth as he said this Then
Melin spoke to him again in Latin and he replied. After that Merlin addressed Dimble.

“The Pendragon tells me” he said, “that you accuse me for a fierce and crud man. It is a charge |
never heard before. A third part of my substance | gave to widows and poor men. | never sought the
death of any but felons and heathen Saxons. As for the woman, she may live, for me. | am not master in
this house. Even that gdlows bird (cruciarius) beside you—I mean you, fdlow; you with the face like
sour milk and the voice like a saw in a hard log and the legs like a crane€’ s—even that cut-purse (sector
zonariw), though | would have him to the gatehouse, yet the rope should be used on his back, not his
throat.”

“Mr. Director,” said MacPhee, when Melin had finished, “1 would be obliged if—"

“Come,” sad the Director suddenly, “we have none of us dept tonight. Arthur, will you come and
light a fire for our guest in the big room at the north end? And would someone wake the women? Ask
them to bring him up refreshments. A bottle of Burgundy and whatever you have cold. And then, dl to
bed.

“WEe re gaing to have difficulties with that new colleague of ours” said Dimble. He was done with his
wifein their room a St. Anne's late on the following day.

“| fdt that at lunch, you know,” said hiswife. “It was dlly not to have redised that he wouldn't know
about forks. But what surprised me even more (after the firg shock) was how—wdl, how degant he
was without them.”

“Oh, the old boy’s a gentleman in his own way—anyone can see that. But ... well, | don't know. |
suppose it'sdl right.”



“What happened at the megting?’

“Wdl, everything had to be explained. We'd a job to make him understand that Ransom isn't the
king of this country. And then we had to break it that we weren't the British, but the English—what he'd
cdl Saxons”

“l see”

“And then MacPhee had to choose that moment for embarking on an explanation of the relations
between Scotland and Irdand and England. MacPhee imagines he's a Cdt when, apart from his name,
there's nothing Cdtic about hm any more than about Mr. Bultitude. By the way, Merlinus made a
prophecy about Mr. Bultitude.”

“Oh! What was that?’

“He said that before Chrismas this bear would do the best deed that any bear had done in Britain
except some other bear that none of us had heard of. He keeps on saying things like that. As if something
like a camera shutter opened at the back of hismind and closed agan immediatdy.”

“He and MacPhee didn't quarrdl again?’

“Not exactly. | think Merlinus has concluded that he is the Director’ s fool.”

“Did you get down to actud business?’

“Wdl, in away,” sad Dimble. “We were dl a cross purposes, you see. The business about Ivy's
husband being in prison came up, and he seemed to imagine us just riding off and taking the County Jall
by storm. That's the sort of thing one was up againg.”

“Cedil,” said Mrs. Dimble suddenly. “Is he going to be any use?’

“He s going to be able to do things, if that's what you mean.”

“What sort of things?” asked hiswife.

“The universeis so very complicated,” said Dr. Dimble.

Hiswife waited as those wait who know by long experience the menta processes of the person who
istaking to them.

“I mean,” said Dimble, in answer to the question she had not asked, “if you dip into any college, or
schoal, or paridr—anything you like—at a given point inits higtory, you aways find that there was a time
before that point when there was more elbow-room and contrasts weren't so sharp; and that there's
going to be a time after that point when there is even less room for indecison and choices are more
momentous. Good is aways getting better and bad getting worse: the possihilities of neutrdity are dways
dminishing. The whaole thing is sorting itsdf out dl the time, coming to a point, getting sharper and
harder.”

“Like Browning'sline ‘Life s busness being just the terrible choice.’”

“Exactly! But not only in questions of mord choice. Everything is getting more different from
everything ese. Evolution means species getting less and less like one another. Minds get more spiritud,
meatter more materid. Poetry and prose draw farther apart.”

“y e

“Wdl, about Merin. Were there possbilities for a man of that age which there aren’t for a men of
ours? The earth itsdf was more like an animd. Mentd processes were more like physca actions. And
there were—well, Neutrals, knocking about.”

“Neutras?’

“l don’'t mean, of course, that anything can be a red neutrd. There might be things neutrd in relation
tous”

“Y ou meen ddils—angds?

“Well, the word angd rather begs the question. Even the Oyeresu aren't exactly angds in the same
sense as our guardian angds. There used to be things on this earth pursuing their own business. They
weren't minigering spirits sent to hep humeanity, but neither were they enemies preying upon us ... dl the
gods, dves, dwarfs, water-people, ya, longaevi.”

“You think there are things like that?’

“I think there were. | think there was room for them then, but the universe has come more to a point.
Not dl rationd things perhaps. Some would be mere willsinherent in matter, hardly conscious. More like



animds. Others—but | don't redly know. At any rate, that is the sort of Stuation in which one got a men
like Melin.”

“It sounds rather horrible”

“It was rather horrible. | mean evenin Merlin's time, though you could 4ill use that sort of lifein the
universe innocently, you couldn't do it safdy. The things weren't bad in themsdves, but they were
dready bad for us. They withered the man who dedt with them. Not on purpose. They couldn't help
doing it. Merlinus is withered. That quietness of his is jus a little deadly, like the quiet of a gutted
building.”

“Cedil, do you fed quite comfortable about the Director's usng a man like this? Doesn't it look a
little bit like fighting Belbury with its own wegpons?’

“No. | had thought of that. Merin is the reverse of Belbury. He is the last vestige of an old order in
which matter and spirit were, from our point of view, confused. For him every operation on Nature is a
kind of persona contact. After im came the modern man to whom Nature is a machine to be worked,
and taken to hitsif it won't work as he pleases. Findly come the Belbury people, who take over that
view undtered and Smply want to increase power by tacking on to it the aid of spirits—extra-naturdl,
anti-natural spirits. They thought the old megia of Merlin, which worked in with the spiritud qudities of
Nature, loving and reverencing them and knowing them from within, could be combined with the new
goetela—the brutal surgery from without. No. In a sense, Merlin represents what we've got to get back
to in some different way.”

“Good gracioud” sad Mrs. Dimble, “there's 9x o'clock. I'd promised Ivy to be in the kitchen at
quarter to. There' s no need for you to move, Cecil.”

Melin and the Director were meanwhile taking in the Blue Room. The Druid was 4ill robed, and
benesth the robe had surprisngly little dothing, for the warmth of the house was to him excessve and he
found trousers uncomfortable. His loud demands for ail after his bath had involved some shopping in the
village, which had produced, by Denniston’s exertions, a tin of brilliantine. Merlinus had used it fredy so
thet the sweet, sticky amdl filled the room. That was why Mr. Bultitude had pawed so inggently at the
door that he was findly admitted and now sat as near the magidian as he could get. He had never amdled
such an interesting man before.

“Sr,” said Melin, in answer to the question which the Director had just asked him, 1 give you great
thanks. | cannot, indeed, understand the way you live, and your house is strange. You give me a bath
such as the Emperor himsdf might envy, but no one attends me to it: a bed softer than deep, but when |
rise fromit | find I must put on my own clothes asif | were a peasant. | liein a room with windows of
pure crystd, but | lieinit aone, with no more honour than a prisoner in a dungeon. In dl the house there
iswarmth and softness and slence that might put a man in mind of paradise terrestrid; but no muscians,
no perfumes, no high seats, not a hawk, not a hound. Y ou live nather like a lord nor a hermit. Sir, | tel
you these things because you have asked me. They are of no importance. Now that none hears us save
the last of the seven bears of Logres, it istime we open counsels.”

He glanced & the Director’ s face as he spoke.

“Does your wound pain you?' he asked.

Ransom shook his head.

“Sr,” sad Malinus in a softer voice, “I could take dl the anguish from your hed as though | were
wiping it out with a sponge. Give me but seven days to go in and out and up and down and to and fro, to
renew old acquaintance. These fidds and |, thiswood and |, have much to say to one another.”

He was leaning forward so that his face and the bear’s were dmost Sde by sde. The druid's face
hed a strangdy animd appearance: not sensud nor fierce, but full of the patient, unarguing sagecity of a
beast.

“Y ou might find the country much changed,” said Ransom.

“No,” sad Melin. “Not much changed.” Merlin was like something that ought not to be indoors.
Bathed and anointed though he was, a sense of mould, grave, wet leaves, weedy water hung about him.
One might have bdlieved that he listened continudly to a murmur of evasive sounds; rudling of mice and



stoats, the samdl shock of faling nuts, creeking of branches, the very growing of grass. The bear had
closed its eyes. The room was heavy with a sort of floating anesthesia. “Through me” said Melin, “you
can suck up from the Earth oblivion of dl pains”

“Slence” sad the Director sharply. The magidan started and straightened himsdf. Even the bear
opened its eyes agan.

“No,” sad the Director. “God's glory, do you think you were dug out of the earth to give me a
plaster for my hed? We have drugs that could cheat the pain as wdl as your magic, if it were not my
business to bear it to the end. | will hear no more of thet.”

“l hear and obey,” said the magician. “But | meant no harm. If not to hedl your wound, yet for the
heding of Logres, you will need my commerce with fidd and water.”

Agan that sweet heaviness, like the smdl of hawthorn.

“No,” sad the Director, “that cannot be done any longer. The soul has gone out of the wood and
water. Oh, | dare say you could awake them—allittle. But it would not be enough. Y our wesgpon would
break in your hands. For the Hideous Strength confronts us, and it is as in the days when Nimrod built a
tower to reach heaven.”

“Hidden it may be,” said Merlinus, “but not changed. Leave meto work, Lord. | will wake it.”

“No,” sad the Director, “I forbid it. Whatever of spirit may dill linger in the earth has withdrawn
fifteen hundred years farther away from us since your time. You shdl not lift your little finger to cdl it up.
It is in this age utterly unlawful.” He leaned forward and said in a different voice, “It never was very
lanful, even in your day. Remember, when we firs knew tha you would be awaked, we thought you
would be on the side of the enemy. And because Our Lord does dl things for each, one of the purposes
of your reawakening was that your own soul should be saved.”

Merlin sank back into his chair. The bear licked his hand.

“Sr,” hesaid, “if | am not to work in that fashion, then you have taken into your house a slly bulk of
flesh, for | am no longer much of amean of war.”

“Not that way dther,” said Ransom. “No power that is merdy earthly will serve againg the Hideous
Strength.”

“Then let usdl to prayers,” said Merlinus.

“Cetanly, to prayers,” sad Ransom, “now and dways. But that was not what | meant. There are
celedid powers. crested powers, not in this Earth, but in the Heavens”

Merlinus looked a himin slence.

“You know well what | am spesking of,” said Ransom. “Did not | tdl you when we fird met that the
Oyeresu were my masters?’

“Of course” sad Melin. “And that was how | knew you were of the college. Is it not our
password?’

“A password?’ excamed Ransom, with alook of surprise. “I did not know that.”

“But ... but,” said Merlinus, “if you knew not the password, how did you come to say it?’

“| said it because it was true”

The magidian licked his lipswhich had become very pale.

“True as the plainest things are true,” repeated Ransom; “true as it is true that you gt here with my
bear beside you.”

Merlin spread out his hands.

“Suffer me to speek,” he sad at lagt, “for | amin the hollow of your hand. | had heard of it inmy own
days—that some had spoken with the gods. Blaise, my Master, knew a few words of that speech. Yet
these were, after dl, powers of Earth. For—I need not teach you, you know more than |—it is not the
vay Oyeresu, the true powers of heaven, whom the greatest of our craft meet, but only their earthly
wraiths. Only the earth-Venus, the earth-Mercurius. not Perelandra hersdlf, not Viritrilbia—"

“l am not speaking of the wraiths” said Ransom. “I have stood before Mars himsdf in the sphere of
Mars and before Venus hersdf in the sphere of Venus”

“But, Lord,” said Melin, “how can this be? Isit not agang the Seventh Law?’

“What law isthat?' asked Ransom.



“Has not our Fair Lord made it alaw for Himsdf that He will not send down the Powers to mend or
mar in this earth until the end of dl things? Or isthis the end?’

“It may be the beginning of the end,” said Ransom, “1 know nothing of that. Maedil may have made
it alaw not to send down the Powers. But if men by enginery and naturd philosophy learn to fly into the
Heavens, and come, in the flesh, among the heavenly powers and trouble them, He has not forbidden the
Powers to react. For dl thisiswithin the naturd order. A wicked man came flying, by a subtle engine, to
where Mars dwdls in Heaven and to where Venus dwels, and took me with him captive. And there |
spoke with the true Oyeresu face to face.” Melin indined his head.

“And so the wicked man brought about the thing he least intended. For now there was one man in
the world—even mysdf—who was known to the Oyeresu and spoke their tongue, neither by God's
miracle nor by magic from Numinor, but naturdly, as when two men meet in a road. Our enemies had
taken away from themsdves the protection of the Seventh Law. That is why Powers have come down,
and in this chamber where we are now discourang Mdacandra and Perdlandra have spoken to me”
Melin's face became paler. “I have become a bridge,” said Ransom.

“Sir,” said Melin, “if they put forth their power, they will unmake middle earth.”

“Their naked power, yes” said Ransom. “That is why they will work only through a man” The
megidan drew one large hand across his forehead. “Through a man whose mind is opened to be so
invaded,” said Ransom; “one who by his own will once opened it. | take Our Fair Lord to witness thet if
it were my task | would not refuse it. But he will not suffer a mind that dill has its virginity to be so
violated. And through a black magician’'s mind their purity neither can nor will operate. One who has
dabbled ... in the days when dabbling had not begun to be evil, or was only just beginning ... dso a
Chridian and a penitent. A tool (I must speak plainly) good enough to be so used and not too good. In
dl these western parts of the world there was only one man who had lived in those days and could il be
recdled. You ..

He stopped, shocked at what was happening. The huge man had risen from his chair. From his
horribly opened mouth there came aydl that seemed to Ransom utterly bestid, though it was only the ydl
of Cdtic lamentation. All the Roman surface in Merlinus had been scraped off.

“Slencel” shouted Ransom. “Sit down. You put us both to shame.”

As suddenly as it had begun the frenzy ended. Melin resumed his chair. To a modern it seemed
drange that, having recovered his sdf-control, he did not show the dightest embarrassment a his
temporary loss of it.

“Do not think,” said Ransom, “that for me either it is child's play to meet those who will come down
for your empowering.”

“Sr,” fdtered Merlin, “you have been in Heaven. Y ou have looked upon their faces before.”

“Not on dl of them,” said Ransom. “ Greater spiritswill descend thistime. We are in God's hands. It
may unmake us both. Thereis no promise that either you or | will save our lives or our reason.”

Suddenly the magicdian smote his hand upon his knee.

“Mehercule” he cried. “Are we not going too fast? If the Powers mugt tear me in pieces to break
our enemies, God's will be done. Bt is it yet come to that? This Saxon king of yours who dts a
Windsor, now—is there no hep in him?’

“He has no power in this matter.”

“Then is he not weak enough to be overthrown?’

“l have no wish to overthrow him. In the order of Logres | may be Pendragon, but in the order of
Britain | am the King's man.”

“Is it, then, his great men—the counts and legates and bishops—who do the evil and he does not
know of it?”

“It is—though they are not exactly the sort of great men you havein mind.”

“But whet of the true clerks? Is there no hdp in them? It cannot be that dl your priests and bishops
are corrupted.”

“The Faith itdf is torn in pieces snce your day and speaks with a divided voice. Even if it were
made whole, the Chridtians are but a tenth part of the people. There is no help there”



“Then let us seek help from over sea. Is there no Chrigtian prince in Neustria or Irdland who would
comein and cleanse Britain if he were cdled?’

“Thereisno Chridtian prince left.”

“Then we mugt go to him whose office is to put down tyrants and give life to dying kingdoms. We
mug cal on the Emperor.”

“Thereisno Emperor.”

“No Emperor ..." began Melin, and then his voice died away. Presently he said, “Thisis a cold age
inwhich | have awaked. If dl thiswest part of the world is apostate, might it be lawful, in our great need,
to look farther ... beyond Christendom? Should we not find some even among the hesthen who are not
whally corrupt? There were tdesin my day of some such: men who knew not the articles of our most
holy Faith but who worshipped God as they could and acknowledged the Law of Nature. Sir, | believe it
would be lanvful to seek help even there—beyond Byzantium. | know not where .. Babylon, Arabia, or
Cathay.”

Ransom shook his head. “The poison was brewed in these West lands, but it has spat itsdf
everywhere by now. However far you went you would find the machines, the crowded cities, the empty
thrones, the false writings men maddened with false promises and soured with true miseries, cut off from
Earth ther mother and from the Father in Heaven. The shadow of one dark wing is over dl Tdlus”

“Isit, then, the end?’ asked Melin.

“And this” said Ransom, ignoring the question, “iswhy we have no way |eft save the one | have told
you. The Hideous Strength holds dl this Earth in its fig. If of their own evil will they had not broken the
frontier and let in the cdestid Powers, this would be their moment of victory. Their own drength has
betrayed them. They have gone to the gods who would not have come to them, and pulled down Deep
Heaven on their heads. Therefore they will die. For though you search every cranny to escape, now that
you see dl crannies closed, you will not disobey me”

Sowly there crept back into Merlin's white face that dmogt animd expression, earthy and hedthy
with aglint of haf-humorous cunning.

“Wdl,” he said, “if the earths are stopped the fox faces the hounds. But had | known who you were
a our firg meeting | think | would have put the deep on you as | did on your Fool.”

“l am avery light deeper snce | have traveled in the Heavens,” said Ransom.

Chapter Fourteen. “Real Lifels Meeting”

MARK did not know whether it was minutes or hours later that he found himsdf once more awake,
once more confronting Frost, and ill fasting. The Professor came to ask if he had thought over their
recent conversation. Mark, who judged that some show of reluctance would make his find surrender
more convincing, replied that he did not quite understand what one stood to gain by co-operation with
the Macrobes. He saw tha the motives on which most men act were mere products of the animd
organiam. But he did not yet see what was to be subgtituted for these irrationd motives. On what ground
henceforward were actions to be judtified or condemned?

“The quedtion,” said Frogt, “is meaningless. It presupposes a means-and-end pattern of thought
which descends from Arigtotle, who was merdly hypodatisng dements in the experience of an iron-age,
agriculturd community. Moatives are not the causes of action but its by-products. When you have attained
red objectivity you will recognise al motives as subjective epiphenomena. Y ou will then have no matives
and you will find that you do not need them.”

“l see” said Mark.

The philosophy which Frost was expounding was by no means unfamiliar to him. He recognised it as
the logica concluson of thoughts which he had aways hitherto accepted and which at this moment he
found himsdf irrevocably rgecting. The knowledge that his own assumptions led to Frost’s postion
combined with what he saw in Frost's face and had experienced in this cdl, effected a complete
converson. All the philosophers and evangdigtsin the world might not have done the job so nextly.

“And that,” continued Frost, “iswhy a systematic training in objectivity mus be given to you. It is like



killing a nerve. That whole system of indinctive preferences, whatever ethicd, aesthetic, or logica
disguise they wear, isto be amply destroyed.”

After that Frost took Mark from the cdll and gave him a med in some neighbouring room. When the
med was over Frost led him to the ante-room of the Head and he was stripped and re-clothed in
surgeon’s overdls and a mask. Then he was brought into the presence of the gaping and dribbling Head.
Frost took not the dightest notice of it. He led him across the room to an arched door in the far wall.

Here he paused and said, “Go in. You will speak to no one of wha you find here. | will return
presently.”

Theroom, at firgt, was an anti-dimax. It appeared to be an empty committee room with a long table,
dght or nine chairs, some pictures, and (oddly enough) alarge step-ladder in one corner. There were no
windows, it was lit by an dectric light which produced, better than Mark had ever seen it produced
before, theilluson of a cold, grey place out of doors.

A man of trained senshility would have seen a once that the room was ill proportioned, not
grotesquely but suffidently to produce didike. Mark fdt the effect without andysing the cause, and the
effect grew as time passed. Sitting gtaring about him, he next noticed the door. The point of the arch was
not in the centre; the thing was lopsided. Once again, the error was not gross. The thing was near enough
to the true to deceive you for a moment and to go on teasing the mind after the deception had been
unmasked. He turned and sat with hisback to it ... one musin't let it become an obsession.

Then he noticed the spots on the caling; little round black spots at irregular intervas on the pae
mustard-coloured surface. He determined that he would not fdl into the trap of trying to count them.
They would be hard to count, they were so irregulaly placed. Or weren't they? They suggested some
kind of pattern. Their peculiar ugliness conssted in the fact that they kept on suggeding it and then
frudtrating expectation. He redlised that this was another trap. He fixed his eyes on the table. He got up
and began to wak about. He had alook at the pictures.

Some belonged to a school with which he was familiar. There was a portrait of a young woman who
held her mouth wide open to reved the fact tha the ingde of it was thickly overgrown with hair. It was
very kilfully painted in the photographic manner so that you could fed that hair. There was a giant mantis
playing a fiddle while being eaten by another mantis, and a man with corkscrews instead of arms bathing
inafla, sadly coloured sea beneath a summer sunset. But mogt of the pictures were not of this kind.
Mark was a little surprised & the predominance of scripturd themes. It was only a the second or third
glance that one discovered certain unaccountable details. Who was the person standing between the
Chrig and the Lazarus? And why were there so many besetles under the table in the Last Supper? What
was the curious trick of lighting that made each picture look like something seen in ddirium? When once
these questions had been raised the apparent ordinariness of the pictures became like the ominous
surface innocence a the beginning of certain dreams. Every fold of drapery, every piece of architecture,
had a meaning one could not grasp but which withered the mind.

He understood the whole business now. Frost was not trying to make him insane; at least not in the
sense Mark had hitherto given to the word “insanity”. To gt in the room was the firg step towards what
Frost cdled objectivity—the process whereby dl specificaly human reactions were killed in a man so
that he might become fit for the fastidious society of the Macrobes. Higher degrees in the asceticism of
anti-nature would doubtless follow: the eating of abominable food, the dabbling in dirt and blood, the
ritud performances of caculated obscenities. They were playing quite far with him—offering him the
same initiation through which they themsalves had passed.

After an hour, thislong high coffin of a room began to produce on Mark an effect which his ingtructor
hed probably not anticipated. As the desert fird teaches men to love water, or as absence fird reveds
affection, there rose up againd this background of the sour and the crooked some kind of vison of the
sweet and the raight. Something ese—something he vagudy caled the “Normal”—apparently existed.
He had never thought about it before. But there it was—solid, massive, like something you could touch,
or eat, or fdl in love with. It was dl mixed up with Jane and fried eggs and soap and sunlight and the
rooks cawing a Cure Hardy. He was not thinking in mord terms a dl; or se (what is much the same
thing) he was having hisfirs degply mord experience.



Whileit was dill at its height Frost returned. He led Mark to a bedroom where a fire blazed and an
old men lay in bed. Thelight gleamed on glasses and slver, and Frost told him that he must reman here
till relieved and must ring up the Deputy Director if the patient spoke or stirred. He himsdf was to say
nothing; indeed, it would be usdless, for the patient did not understand English.

Frost retired. Mark glanced round the room. He was reckless now. Do or die for it, he was going to
have a med. Perhaps a smoke fird.

“Damn!” he said as he put his hand into his pocket and found it empty. At the same moment he
noticed that the man in the bed had opened his eyes and was looking & him. “I'm sorry,” said Mark, “I
didn't mean—" and then stopped.

Themen sat up in bed and jerked his head towards the door.

“Ah?" he said enquiringly.

“I beg your pardon,” said Mark.

“Ah?’ sad the man again. “Foreigners, en?”’

“You do speak English, then?' said Mark.

“Ahl” said the man. After a pause of severd seconds he said, “Guv'ner!” Mark looked at him.
“Guv'ner,” repeated the patient with great energy, “you haint got such a thing as a bit of baccy about
you? Ah?’

“l think that's dl we can do for the present,” sad Mother Dimble. “WeIl do the flowers this
afternoon.” She was speaking to Jane, and both were in what was cdled the Lodge—a little stone house
beside the garden door a which Jane had been fird admitted to the Manor. Mrs. Dimble and Jane had
been preparing it for the Maggs family. For Mr. Maggs's sentence expired to-day, and Ivy had gone off
by train on the previous afternoon to spend the night with an aunt in the town where he was imprisoned
and to meet him at the prison gates.

In Mrs. Dimbl€'s hands the task became something between a game and a ritud. 1t woke in Jane
memories of Sxteenth century epithdamions—old superdtitions, jokes, and sentimentdities about bridd
beds and bowers. Mother Dimble, for dl her nineteenth-century propriety, struck her this afternoon as
being hersdf an archaic person.

Ivy had discussed her own story with Jane only the day before. Mr. Maggs had stolen some money
from the laundry that he worked for. He had done this before he met vy and at a time when he had got
into bad company. Since he and Ivy had started going out together he had gone “as sraight as draight”;
but the little crime had been unearthed and come out of the past to catch him. Jane had sad very little
during the tdling of this story. Ivy had not seemed conscious of the purdy socid stigma attaching to petty
theft and a term of imprisonment, so that Jane would have had no opportunity to practise, even if she had
wished, that dmost technicd “kindness’ which some people reserve for the sorrows of the poor. On the
other hand, she was given no chance to be revolutionary or speculative—to suggest that theft was no
more aimind than dl wedth was crimind. Ivy seemed to take traditiond mordity for granted. She had
been “ever so upset” about it. It seemed to matter a great ded in one way, and not to metter a dl in
another. It had never occurred to her that it should dter her relaions with her husband—as though theft,
likeill hedth, were one of the normd risks one took in getting married.

Mrs. Dimble went back to the house presently to fetch some little nicety which would put the finishing
touch to the bedroom in the Lodge. Jane, feding a little tired, kndt on the window-seat and put her
elbows on the sl and her chinin her hands. The sun was amogt hot. The thought of going back to Mark
if Mark were ever rescued from Bebury was one which her mind had long accepted; it was not
horrifying, but flat and ingpid. She mugt, of course, be very different with im when they met again. But it
was that “again” which so took the savour out of the good resolution—like going back to a sum one had
dready got wrong. “If they met again ...” she fdt guilty at her lack of anxiety. AlImogt at the same moment
ghe found that she was a little anxious. Hitherto she had aways somehow assumed that Mark would
come back. The posshility of his death now presented itsdf. She had no direct emotions about hersdlf
living afterwards; she just saw the image of Mark dead, that face dead, in the middle of a pillow, tha
whole body rigid, those hands and arms (for good and ill so different from dl other hands and arms)



sretched out sraight and usdess like a doll’s. She fdt very cold. Yet the sun was hotter than ever,
amog impossibly hot for thetime of year. It was very ill, too, so il that she could hear the movements
of a bird hopping dong the path outside the window. This path led to the door in the garden wal. The
bird hopped on to the threshold of that door, and on to someone's foot. For now Jane saw that someone
was gtting just ingde the door. This person was only a few yards away, and she mus have been very
quiet for Jane not to have noticed her.

A flame-coloured robe, in which her hands were hidden, covered this person from the feet to where
it rose behind her neck in akind of high ruff-like collar, but in front it was so low or open that it exposed
her large breasts. Her skin was darkish and Southern and glowing, dmaost the colour of honey. Some
such dress Jane had seen worn by a Minoan priestess on a vase from Cnossus. The head, poised
motionless on the muscular pillar of her neck, stared sraight a Jane. It was a red-cheeked, wet-lipped
face, with black eyes—amogt the eyes of a cow—and an enigmaic expression. It was not by ordinary
standards at dl like the face of Mother Dimble; but Jane recognised it. It was Mother Dimble's face with
something left out, and the omisson shocked Jane. “It is brutd,” she thought, for its energy crushed her;
but then she hdf changed her mind and thought, “It is| who am weak, trumpery.”

“It is mocking me,” she thought, but then once more changed her mind and thought, “It is ignoring
me It doesn't see me” She tried to look aside from the face—succeeded—and saw for the fird time
that there were other creatures present—a whole crowd of ridiculous little men: fa dwarfs in red caps
with tassels on them, gnome-like little men, insufferably familiar, frivolous, and irrepressible. There was no
doubt thet they, a any rate, were mocking her; nodding, mimicking, sanding on ther heads, turning
somersaulits. Jane was not yet frightened; partly because the warmth of the air made her fed drowsy. Her
man feding was indignation. A suspicion which had crossed her mind before now returned with
irresdible force; the suspicion that the red universe might be amply slly. It was closdy mixed up with the
memories of that grown-up laughter—loud, careless, masculine laughter on the lips of bachelor
uncles—which had often infuriated her in childhood.

The giantess rose. They were dl coming a her. With a great glow and a noise like fire the
flame-robed woman and the dwarfs were in the room with her. The strange woman had a torch in her
hand. 1t burned with terrible, blinding brightness, crackling, and sent up a cloud of dense black smoke,
and a gticky, resnous amdl. “If they're not careful,” thought Jane, “they’ll set the house on fire” The
outrageous little men began making hay of the room. In a few seconds the bed was a mere chaos, the
sheets on the floor, the pillows hurtling through the air, feethers flying everywhere. “Look out! Look out,
can't you?' shouted Jane, for the giantess was beginning to touch various parts of the room with her
torch. She touched a vase on the mantelpiece. Ingantly there rose from it a streak of colour which Jane
took for fire. She was just moving to try to put it out when she saw that the same thing had happened to a
picture on the wall. It happened faster and faster dl round her. The very top-knots of the dwarfs were
now on fire. But just as the terror of this became unbearable, Jane noticed that what was curling up from
evaything the torch had touched was not flame after dl, but vegetation. Ivy and honeysuckle were
growing up the legs of the bed, red roses were sprouting from the caps of the little men, and from every
direction huge lilies rose to her knees and waist, shooting out their ydlow tongues at her.

“Janel Jane!” said the voice of Mrs. Dimble suddenly. “What on earth is the matter?’

Jane sat up. The room was empty, but the bed had dl been pulled to pieces.

“Areyouill, child?" asked Mother Dimble,

“I mugt see the Director a once,” sad Jane. “It's dl right. Don’t bother. | can get up by mysdf ...
redly.”

Mr. Bultitude s mind was as furry and as unhuman as his body. He did not remember the provincid
zoo from which he had escaped during a fire, nor his firs snarling and terrified arrivd at the Manor, nor
the stages whereby he had learned to love and trust its inhabitants. He did not know that he loved and
trusted them now. He did not know that they were people, nor that he was a bear. Everything that is
represented by the words | and Me and Thou was absent from his mind. When Mrs. Maggs gave him a
tin of golden syrup, he did not recognise ether agiver or arecipient. His loves might, if you wished, be dl



described as cupboard loves. But if by a cupboard love you meant something cold or caculaing you
would be quite misunderganding the beast’ s sensations. He was no more like a human egoist than he was
like a humen dtruist. There was no prose in his life. The appetencies which a human might disdain as
cupboard loves were for him quivering aspirations which absorbed his whole being, infinite yearnings,
stabbed with the threat of tragedy and shot through with the colours of Paradise. One of our race, if
plunged for a moment in the warm, trembling, iridescent pool of that pre-Adamite consciousness, would
have emerged bdieving that he had grasped the absolute: for states below reason and states above it
have a superficda resemblance. But fathoms deeper than any memory can take us, right down in the
centra warmth and dimness, the bear lived dl itslife

Today an unusud thing had happened to him—he had got into the garden without being muzzled. He
was aways muzzled out of doors, not because there was any fear of his becoming dangerous but
because of his partidity for fruit and for the sweeter kinds of vegetables. But today the precaution had
been forgotten and the bear had passed a very agreeable morning investigating the turnips. Now—in the
early afternoon—he had approached the garden wadl. There was a chestnut tree within the wal which the
bear could easily dimb, and from its branches he could drop down on the far side. He was standing
looking up at thistree.

Mrs. Maggs would have described his state of mind by saying, “He knows perfectly wel he's not
dlowed out of the garden.” That was not how it appeared to Mr. Bultitude. He had no mords. but the
Director had given him certain inhibitions. A mysterious reluctance arose, a douding of the emotiond
weether, when the wal was too close; but mixed with this there was an opposite impulse to get beyond
that wal. If the pressure behind this impulse could be trandated into human terms at dl, it would appear
more like a mythology than a thought. One met bees in the garden. The bees dl went away, over the
wadl. And to follow bees was the obvious thing to do. There was a sense in the bear’s mind—one could
hardly cdl it a picture—of green lands beyond the wall, and hives and bees the Sze of sparrows, and
there, walking, trickling, oozing to meet one, something or someone tickier, sweeter, than honey itsdf.

Three times Mr. Bultitude turned away from the tree and the wal, but each time he came back. Then,
very cautioudy and quietly, he began to dimb the tree. When he got up into the fork he sat there for a
long time. He sat there for nearly hdf an hour. Sometimes his mind wandered from the point and once he
nearly went to deep. In the end he got down on the outsde of the wall. When he found that the thing had
redly happened he became o frightened that he sat ill at the bottom of the grassy bank on the very
edge of the road.

A motor van came into Sght. It was driven by ameanin the livery of the N.I.C.E., and another man in
the same livery sat beside him.

“Hullo ... I say!” said the second man. “Pull up, Sid. What about that?’

“What?' sad the driver.

“Haven't you got eyesin your head?’ said the other.

“Gor,” said Sd, pulling up. “A bloody great bear. | say—it. couldn’'t be our own bear, could it?’

“Get on,” said hismate. “She wasin her cage dl right this morning.”

“You don't think she could have done a bunk? There' d be hdl to pay for you and me.....”

“She couldn’t have got here if she had done a bunk. Bears don’t go forty miles an hour. But hadn’t
we better pinch this one?’

“We haven't got no orders,” sad Sid.

“No. And we haven't falled to get that blasted walf ether, have we?’

“Waan't our fault.”

“Course it wasn't our fault. But the boss won't take no notice of that. It's get on or get out at
Bdbury.”

“Get out?” sad Sid. “I wish to hell | knew how to.”

Len spat over the Sde and there was a moment's Slence.

“Anyway,” said Sid presently, “what’s the good of taking a bear back?’

“Wdl, ian't it better than coming back with nothing?’ said Len. “I know they want another one. And
hereitisfree”



“All right,” said Sid ironicaly, “if you're so keen on it, just hop out and ask him to step in.”

“Dope” sad Len.

“Not on my bit of dinner, you don't,” said Sid.

“You're abucking good mate to have” said Len, groping in a greasy parcd. “It's a good thing for
you I’'m not the sort of chap who'd split on you.”

“You doneit dready,” said the driver. “1 know dl your little games.”

Len produced a sandwich and dabbed it with some strong-amdling liquid from a bottle. When it was
saturated, he opened the door and went a pace forward, about Sx yards from the bear. He threw the
sandwich to it.

Quarter of an hour later Mr. Bultitude lay on his Sde, unconscious and breething heavily. They had
no difficulty in tying up his mouth and dl four paws, but they had great difficulty in lifting him into the van.

Mark’s waking life was now divided between periods by the Slegper’s bedside and periods in the
room with the spotted celling. The training in objectivity which took place in the latter cannot be
described; the details would be unprintable and had, indeed, akind of nursery fatuity about them which is
best ignored. There indeed lay the horror—to perform petty obscenities which a slly child might have
thought funny under the unchangingly serious ingpection of Frost, with a stop watch and a note-book and
dl the ritud of experiment. And day by day, as the process went on, that idea of the Straight or the
Norma which had occurred to him during his firg vigt to this room, grew stronger and more solid in his
mindfill it became a kind of mountain. He had never before known what an 1dea meant.

The other thing that helped to save him was the Man in the Bed. Mark’s discovery that he redly
could speak English had led to a curious acquaintance with him. It can hardly be sad tha they
conversed. The man was S0 very dlusve and used gesture so extensvely that Mark’s less sophigticated
modes of communication were dmost usdess. Thus when Mark explained that he had no tobacco, the
men had dapped an imaginary tobacco pouch on his knees a least Sx times and struck an imaginary
meatch about as often, each time jerking his head Sdeways with alook of such rdish as Mark had seldom
seen on ahumean face. Then Mark went on to explain that though “they” were not foreigners, they were
extremdy dangerous people and that probably the Stranger’s best plan would be to preserve his sllence.

“Ah” said the Stranger, jerking his head again, “don’'t get nothing out of me. | tdl 'ee. Don't get
nothing out of me. Eh? | tdl "ee. You and me knows. Ah?’ and his look embraced Mark in such an
goparently glesful conspiracy that it warmed the heart.

Bdieving this matter to be now suffidently clear. Mark began, “But, as regards the future—’

“Ah” said the men. “Foreigners. En?’

“No, no,” sad Mark. “I told you they weren't. They seem to think you are, though. And that’s
why—

“That’sright,” interrupted the man. “Foreigners, | cdl them. | know.”

“I"ve been trying to think out some sort of plan,” said Mark.

“Ah,” said the man gpprovingly, “I got a plan.”

“What isit?’

“Ah,” said the man, winking at Mark with infinite knowingness and rubbing his belly.

“Goon. What isit?” sad Mark.

“How'd it be)” said the man. “How’d it beif you and | made ourselves a nice bit of toasted cheese?’

“I mean aplan for escape,” sad Mark.

“Ah,” replied the man. “My old Dad, now. He never had a day’ s ilinessin hislife”

“It' saremarkable record,” said Mark.

“Ah. You may say s0,” replied the other. “On the road dl his life Never had a ssomach-ache. And
what did he attribute his hedth to?” He pronounced the word attribute with greet relish, laying the accent
on the firg syllable.

Mark was about to reply when the man indicated by a gesture that the question was purely rhetoricdl.

“He attributed his hedth, continued the speaker, “to edting toasted cheese. Keeps the water out of
the stomach, that's whet it does. Makes alining”



In severd interviews Mark endeavoured to discover something of the Stranger’s own higory and
particularly how he had been brought to Belbury. Thiswas not easy, for though the tramp’s conversation
was very autobiographicd, it was filled dmogt entirdly with accounts of conversations in which he had
made dunning repartees whose points remained wholly obscure. But by repeated and cautious
questioning, he couldn’t help getting the idea that the tramp had been made to give up his clothes to a
totd stranger and then put to deep. He never got the story in so many words. As for the identity or
appearance of the person who had taken his clothes, nothing whatever could be made out. The nearest
Mark ever got to it, after hours of tak and deep potations, was some such statement as “Ah. He was a
one” or “He was akind of—eh? Y ou know?” or “That was a customer, that was.”

Throughout the man's conversation, gusto was the most driking characteristic. He never passed any
kind of mora judgement on the various things thet had been done to him in the course of his career, nor
did he ever try to explain them. Much that was unjust and more that was Smply unintdligible seemed to
be accepted not only without resentment but with a certain satisfaction, provided only that it was driking.
Even about his present Stuation he showed very much less curiogty than Mark would have thought
possible. It did not make sense, but then the man did not expect things to make sense. He deplored the
absence of tobacco and regarded the “Foreigners’ as very dangerous people: but the main thing,
obvioudy, was to eat and drink as much as possible while the present conditions lasted.

Evay now and then ther téte-atéte was interrupted. Frost or Wither or both would come in
introducing some stranger who addressed the tramp in an unknown language, failed completely to get any
response, and was ushered out again. The tramp’s habit of submission to the unintdligible, mixed with a
kind of animd cunning, stood himin good stead during these interviews. It would never have occurred to
hm to undeceive his captors by replying in English. Undecalving was an activity whally foreign to his
mind. For the rest, his expression of tranquil indifference, varied occasondly by extremdy sharp looks
but never by the least 9gn of anxiety or bewilderment, Ieft his interrogators mytified.

And then, one day, there came an interview that was different.

“It sounds like a mythologica picture by Titian come to life” said the Director, when Jane had
described her experience in the lodge.

“Yes, but ...” sad Jane, and stopped. “I see” she began agan, “it was very like that. As if the ar
were on fire. But | aways thought | liked Titian. | suppose | wasn't redly taking the pictures serioudy
enough.”

“You didn't likeit when it came out into redl life?’

Jane shook her head.

“Wasit red, 9r?’ she asked presently. “Are there such things?’

“Yes” sad the Director, “it was red enough. Oh, there are thousands of things within this square mile
thet | don't know about yet. And | dare say that the presence of Merlinus brings out certain things. And
you yoursdf ... you are a seer. You were perhaps bound to meet her. She's what you'll get if you won't
have the other.”

“How do you mean, Sr?’ said Jane.

“You sad she was alitile like Mother Dimble. So she is But Mother Dimble with something left out.
Mother Dimbleis friendswith dl that world as Merlinusis friends with the woods and rivers. But he in't
awood or ariver himsdf. She has not rglected it, but she has baptized it. You are not a Chridian wife;
neither are you a virgin. You have put yoursdf where you must meet that Old Woman, and you have
rejected dl that has happened to her snce Maddil came to Earth. So you get her raw, untransformed,
demoniac. And you don't likeit.”

“You mean,” said Jane dowly, “I’ve been repressing something.”

The Director laughed; just that loud, assured, bachelor laughter which had often infuriated her on
other lips.

“Yes” he sad. “But don't think I’'m talking of Freudian repressions. He knew only hdf the facts. I'm
arad there' s no nichein the world for people that won't be ether Pagan or Chridian. Just imagine a man
who was too dainty to eat with hisfingers and yet wouldn't use forkdl”



His laughter rather than his words had reddened Jan€'s cheeks. Her femde dream of finding a man
who “redly understood” was being insulted. Some knowledge of aworld beyond nature she had dready
gained from living in his house, but she had been concaving this world as “spiritud” in the negetive
sense—as some neutrd, or democratic, vacuum where differences disappeared, where sex and sense
were not transcended but Smply taken away.

“No,” sad the Director, “there is no escape. If it were a virgind rgection of the mae, He would
dlow it. Such souls can by-pass the mae and go on to meet something far more masculing, higher up, to
which they mugt make a yet deeper surrender. But your trouble has been what old poets cdled Daungier.
Wecdl it Pride. You are offended by the masculine itsdf: the loud, irruptive, possessive thing—the gold
lion, the bearded bull—which breaks through hedges and scatters the little kingdom of your primness as
the dwarfs scattered the carefully made bed. The mde you could have escaped, for it exists only on the
biologicd levd. But the masculine none of us can escape. What is above and beyond dl things is so
mesculine that we are dl femininein rdaion to it. Y ou had better agree with your adversary quickly.”

“You mean | Sl have to become a Chrisian?’ said Jane.

“It looks likeit,” said the Director.

Faying for time, she asked. “Who was that Huge Woman?’

“I'm not sure,” said the Director. “But | think 1 can make a guess. Did you know thet dl the planets
are represented in eech?’

“No, gr, | didn't.”

“Apparently they are. There is no Oyarsa in Heaven who has not got his representative on Earth.
And there is no world where you could not meet alittle unfalen partner of our own black Archon, a kind
of other sdf. That iswhy there was an Itdian Saturn as well as a heavenly one, and a Cretan Jove as wdl
a an Olympian. What concerns you more, there is a taredrid as wdl as a cdedid
Venus—Perdlandra s wraith as well as Perdlandra”

“And you think ...7’

“l do: | have long known that this house is deeply under her influence. There is even copper in the
s0il. Also—the earth-Venus will be specidly active here a present. For it is to-night that her heavenly
archetype will redly descend.”

“l had forgotten,” said Jane.

“You will not forget it once it has happened. All of you had better stay together. Do not come
upgtars. To-night | will bring Merlin before my magers, dl five of them—Viritrilbia, Perelandra,
Malacandra, Glund, and Lurga. He will be opened. Powerswill passinto him.”

“What will he do, Sr?’

The Director laughed. “Thefirg step is easy. The enemies a Bdbury are dready looking for experts
inarchaic western didects, preferably Cdtic. We shdl send them an interpreter! Yes, by the solendour of
Chrigt, we will send them one.”

There was a sudden knock on the door and Grace Ironwood entered.

“Ivy isback, gr,” she said. “I think you'd better see her. She never saw her husband. The sentence is
over, but they haven't released him. He's been sent on to Belbury for remedid trestment. Apparently it
does not require a sentence from a court .... Sheisin grest distress.”

Jane had gone into the garden to think. She accepted what the Director had said, yet it seemed to her
nonsengcd. “Rdigion” ought to mean a redm in which her haunting femde fear of being treated as a
thing, an object of barter and desire and possession, would be set permanently a rest, and what she
cdled her “true sdf” would soar upwards and expand in some freer and purer world. For dill she thought
that “Rdigion” was a kind of exhdation or a cloud of incense, something seaming up from specidly gifted
souls towards a receptive heaven. Then, quite sharply, it occurred to her that the Director never taked
about Religion, nor did the Dimbles nor Camilla They talked about God. They had no picture in ther
minds of some mig seaming upward: rather of strong, skilful hands thrust down to make and mend,
perhaps even to destroy. Supposing one were a thing after dl—a thing desgned and invented by
Someone Else and vaued for qudities quite different from what one had decided to regard as on€e's true



sdf? Supposing dl those people who, from the bachelor undes down to Mark and Mother Dimble, had
infuriatingly found her sweet and fresh when she wanted them to find her dso interesting and important,
hed dl dong been smply right and perceived the sort of thing she was? Supposng Maddil on this
subject agreed with them and not with her? For one moment she had a ridiculous and scorching vison of
aworld in which God Himsdf would never understand, never take her with full seriousness. Then, a one
particular corner of the gooseberry patch, the change came.

What awaited her there was serious to the degree of sorrow and beyond. There was no form nor
sound. The mould under the bushes, the moss on the path, and the little brick border were not visbly
changed. But they were changed. A boundary had been crossed. She had come into a world, or into a
Person, or into the presence of a Person. Something expectant, patient, inexorable, met her with no vl
or protection between. In the closeness of that contact she percelved a once that the Director’s words
hed been entirdy mideading. This demand which now pressed upon her was not, even by andogy, like
any other demand. It was the origin of dl right demands and contained them. In its light you could
understand them, but from them you could know nothing of it. There was nothing, and never had been
anything, like this. And now there was nothing except this. Y et aso, everything had been like this only by
being like this had anything existed. In this height and depth and breadth the little idea of hersdf which she
hed hitherto called me dropped down and vanished, unfluttering, into bottomless distance, like a bird in
space without ar. The name me was the name of a being whose existence she had never suspected, a
being that did not yet fully exis but which was demanded. It was a person (not the person she had
thought) yet also a thing—a made thing, made to please Another and in Him to please dl others—a thing
being made at this very moment, without its choice, in a shape it had never dreamed of. And the making
went on amidst a kind of splendour or sorrow or both, whereof she could not tel whether it was in the
moulding hands or in the kneaded lump.

Words take too long. To be aware of dl this and to know thet it had already gone made one sngle
experience. It was reveded only in its departure. The largest thing that had ever happened to her had,
goparently, found room for itsdf in a moment of time too short to be cdled time a dl. Her hand closed
on nothing but a memory, and as it closed, without an indant’s pause, the voices of those who have not
joy rose howling and chattering from every corner of her being.

“Take care. Draw back. Keep your head. Don't commit yoursdlf,” they said. And then more subtly,
from another quarter, “Y ou have had ardigious experience. Thisis very interesting. Not everyone does.
How much better you will now understand the seventeenth-century poetsl” Or from a third direction,
more sweetly, “Go on. Try to get it again. It will please the Director.”

But her defences had been captured, and these counterattacks were unsuccessful.

Chapter Fifteen. The Descent Of The Gods

ALL the house a St. Anne' s was empty, but for two rooms. In the kitchen, drawn a little closer than
usud about the fire and with the shutters closed, sat Dimble and MacPhee and Dennigon and the
women. Removed from them by many a long vacancy of sair and passage, the Pendragon and Melin
were together in the Blue Room.

If anyone had gone up to the lobby outside the Blue Room, he would have found something other
then fear that barred his way—an dmost physica resistance. If he had succeeded in forcing his way
forward againd it, he would have come into a region of tingling sounds that were clearly not voices
though they had articulaion: and if the passage were quite dark he would probably have seen a fant light,
not like fire or moon, under the Director’'s door. | do not think he could have reached the door itsdf
unbidden. Already the whole house would have seemed to him to be tilting and plunging like a ship in a
Bay of Biscay gde He would have been horribly compelled to fed this earth not as the base of the
universe but as a ball spinning and ralling onwards, both at delirious speed, and not through emptiness but
through some densdly inhabited and intricately structured medium. He would have known sensuoudy,
until his outraged senses forsook him, that the vidtants in that room were in it not because they were a
rest but because they glanced and wheded through the packed redity of heaven (which men cadl empty



space) to keep ther beams upon this spot of the moving earth’s hide.

The Druid and Ransom had begun to wait for these vigtors soon after sundown. Ransom was on his
sofa Merlin sat beside him, his hands clasped, his body alittle bent forward. Sometimes a drop of swesat
trickled coldly down his grey cheek. He had at firg addressed himsdf to knedl, but Ransom forbade him.
“Seethou do it not!” he had said. “Have you forgotten that they are our fdlow-servants?’ The windows
were uncurtained, and dl the light that there was in the room came thence: frosty red when they began
their waiting, but later sar-lit.

Long before anything happened in the Blue Room the party in the kitchen had made thar ten-o’ clock
tea. It was while they sat drinking it that the change occurred. Up till now they had indinctively been
taking in subdued voices, as children tak in a room where ther elders are bused about some august
incomprehensble maiter, afunerd, or the reading of awill. Now of a sudden they al began taking loudly
a once, each, not contentioudy but ddightedly, interrupting the others. A stranger coming into the kitchen
would have thought they were drunk, not soddenly but galy drunk: would have seen heads bent close
together, eyes dancing, an excited wedth of gesture. What they said, none of the party could afterwards
remember. Dimble maintained that they had been chigfly engaged in making puns. MacPhee denied that
he had ever, even that night, made a pun, but dl agreed tha they had been extraordinarily witty. If not
plays upon words, yet certainly plays upon thoughts, paradoxes, fancies, anecdotes, theories laughingly
advanced, yet, on condderation, wel worth taking serioudy, had flowed from them and over them with
dazzing prodigdity. Even lvy forgot her great sorrow. Mother Dimble adways remembered Denniston
and her husband as they had stood, one on each sde of the fireplace, in a gay intdlectud duel, each
capping the other, each rigsng above the other, up and up, like birds or aeroplanes in combat. Never in
her life had she heard such tak—such eoquence, such toppling structures of double meaning, such
sky-rockets of metaphor and dlusion.

A moment after that and they were dl slent. Cdm fdl, as suddenly as when one goes out of the wind
behind awall. They sat saring upon one another, tired and a little self-conscious.

Updairs this fird change had had a different operation. There came an indant a which both men
braced themsdves. Ransom gripped the Sde of his sofa Melin set his teeth. A rod of coloured light,
whose colour no man can name or picture, darted between them: no more to see than that, but seeing
was the least part of their experience. Quick agitation seized them: a kind of bailing and bubbling in mind
and heart which shook ther bodies dso. It went to a rhythm of such fierce speed that they feared their
sanity mugt be shaken into a thousand fragments. And then it seemed that this had actudly happened. But
it did not matter, for dl the fragments—needle-pointed desires, brisk meriments lynx-eyed
thoughts—went ralling to and fro like glittering drops and reunited themsdlves. It was wel that both men
had some knowledge of poetry. The doubling, splitting, and recombining of thoughts which now went on
in them would have been unendurable for one whom that at had not dready indructed in the
counterpoint of the mind, the mastery of doubled and trebled vison. For Ransom, whose study had been
for many years in the redim of words, it was heavenly pleasure. He found himsdf gtting within the very
heart of language, in the white-hot furnace of essentid speech. All fact was broken, splashed into
cataracts, caught, turned insde out, kneaded, and reborn as meaning. For the lord of Meaning himsdf,
the herald, the messenger, the dayer of Argus, was with them: the angd that spins nearest the sun,
Viritrilbia, whom men cdl Mercury and Thoth.

Down in the kitchen drowsiness stole over them after the orgy of speeking had come to an end. Jane,
having nearly fdlen adeep, was startled by her book faling from her hand, and looked about her. How
wam it was ... how comfortable and familiar. She had dways liked wood fires, but to-night the smdl of
the logs seemed more than ordinarily sweet. She began to think it was sweeter than it could possibly be,
that asmdl of burning cedar or of incense pervaded the room. It thickened. Fragrant names hovered in
her mind—nard and cassia's bdmy amdls and dl Arabia breathing from a box, even something more
subtly sweet, perhaps maddening—why not forbidden?—but she knew it was commanded. She was too
drowsy to think deeply how this could be. The Dimbles were taking together, but in so low a voice tha
the rest could not hear. Thelr faces appeared to her trandfigured. She could no longer see that they were
old—only mature, like ripe fidds in Augugt, serene and golden with the tranquillity of fulfilled desire. On



her other side, Arthur said something in Camilla's ear. There too ... but as the warmth and sweetness of
that rich ar now fully mastered her brain, she could hardly bear to look on them, not through envy (that
thought was far away) but because a sort of brightness flowed from them that dazzled her, asiif the god
and goddess in them burned through ther bodies and through ther clothes and shone before her in a
young double-natured nakedness of rose-red oirit that overcame her. And dl about them danced (as
she hdf saw) not the gross and ridiculous dwarfs which she had seen that afternoon but grave and ardent
spirits, bright winged, their boyish shapes smooth and dender like ivory rods.

In the Blue Room aso Ransom and Merlin fdt about this time that the temperature had risen. The
windows, they did not see how or when, had swung open, but the temperature did not drop, for it was
from without that the warmth came. Through the bare branches, across the ground which was once more
diffening with frost, a summer breeze was blowing into the room, but the breeze of such a summer as
England never has. Laden like heavy barges that glide nearly gunwale under, laden so heavily you would
have thought it could not move, laden with ponderous fragrance of night-scented flowers, sticky gums,
groves that drop odours, and with cool savour of midnight fruit, it stirred the curtains, it lifted a letter that
lay on the table, it lifted the hair which had a moment before been plastered on Merlin's forehead. The
room was rocking. They were afloat. A tingling and shivering as of foam and bresking bubbles ran over
thar flesh. Tears ran down Ransom’'s cheeks. He done knew from what seas and what idands that
breeze blew. Melin did not: but in him aso the inconsolable wound with which man is born waked and
ached a this touching. Low syllables of prehistoric Cdtic sdf-pity murmured from his lips. These
yearnings and fondlings were, however, only the forerunners of the goddess. As the whole of her virtue
seized, focused, and held that spot of the ralling earth in her long beam, something harder, dhiller, more
periloudy ecstatic, came out of the centre of dl the softness. Bath the humans trembled—Merlin because
he did not know what was coming, Ransom because he knew. And now it came. It was fiery, sharp,
bright, and ruthless, ready to kill, ready to die, outspeeding light: it was Charity, not as mortals imagire it,
not even as it has been humanised for them since the Incarnation of the Word, but the trans-lunary virtue,
fdlen upon them direct from the Third Heaven, unmitigated. They were blinded, scorched. They thought
it would burn their bones. They could not bear that it should continue. They could not bear that it should
cease. S0 Perelandra, triumphant among planets, whom men cdl Venus, came and was with them in the
room.

Down in the kitchen MacPhee sharply drew back his chair so that it grated on the tiled floor like a
pencil squesking on a date. “Man!” he exclamed, “it's a shame for us to be stting here looking at the
fire. If the Director hadn’t got a game leg himsdlf, I'll bet you he'd have found some other way for us to
go to work.”

Camilld s eyes flashed towards him. “Go on!” she said, “go on!”

“What do you mean, MacPhee?’ said Dimble.

“He meansfighting,” said Camilla

“They'd be too many for us, I'm afraid,” sad Arthur Denniston.

“Maybe s0!I” said MacPhee. “But maybe they’ll be too many for us this way, too. But it would be
grand to have one go at them before the end. To tdl you the truth, | sometimes fed | don't greatly care
whet happens. But | wouldn't be easy inmy graveif | knew they’d won and I'd never had my hands on
them.”

“Oh,” sad Camilla, “if one could have a chargein the old style. I don’'t mind anything once I’'m on a
horse.”

“l can't undergtand it,” said Dimble. “I'm not like you, MacPhee. I'm not brave. But | was just
thinking as you spoke that | don't fed afraid of being killed and hurt as | used to do. Not to-night.”

“We may be, | suppose,” said Jane.

“Aslong as we' re dl together,” said Mother Dimble. “It might be ... no, | don’t mean anything heroic
... itmight be anice way to die”

And suddenly dl their faces and voices were changed. They were laughing again, but it was a
different kind of laughter. Their love for one another became intense. Each, looking on dl the rest,
thought, “I'm lucky to be here. | could die with these” But MacPhee was humming to himsdf: “King



William said. Be not dismayed, for the loss of one commander.”

Updars it was, a firg, much the same. Merlin saw in memory the wintry grass on Badon Hill, the
long banner of the Virgin fluttering above the heavy British-Roman cataphracts, the ydlow-hared
barbarians. He heard the snap of the bows, the click-clack of sted points in wooden shields, the cheers,
the howling, the ringing of struck mail. He remembered aso the evening, fires twinkling dong the hill, frost
meking the gashes smart, Sarlight on a pool fouled with blood, eagles crowding together in the pae sky.
And Ransom, it may be, remembered his long struggle in the caves of Perdandra. But dl this passed.
Something tonic and lusty and cheerily cold, like a sea-breeze, was coming over them. There was no fear
anywhere: the blood insde them flowed asif to a marching-song. They fdt themselves taking ther places
in the ordered rhythm of the universe, Sde by sde with punctuad seasons and patterned atoms and the
obeying Sergphim. Under the immense weight of their obedience their wills stood up sraight and untiring
like caryatides. Eased of dl fickleness they stood; gay, light, nimble, and dert. They had outlived dl
anxieties, care was a word without meaning. To live was to share without effort this processiona pomp.
Ransom knew, as a man knows when he touches iron, the clear, taut splendour of that celestid spirit who
now flashed between them: vigilant Maacandra, cgptain of a cold orb, whom men cdl Mars and
Mavors, and Tyr who put his hand in the wolf-mouth. Ransom greeted his guestsin the tongue of heaven.

But he warned Merin that now the time was coming when he must play the man. The three gods who
hed dready met in the Blue Room were less unlike humanity than the two whom they dill awaited. In
Viritrilbia and Venus and Maacandra were represented those two of the Seven genders which bear a
certain andogy to the biologicd sexes, and can therefore be in some measure understood by men. It
would not be so with those who were now preparing to descend. These adso doubtless had their genders,
but we have no due to them. These would be mightier energies ancient ddils, steersmen of giant worlds
which have never from the beginning been subdued to the sweet humiliations of organic life

“Stir the fire, Denniston, for any sake. That's a cold night,” said MacPhee in the kitchen.

“It must be cold outsde,” sad Dimble. All thought of that; of giff grass, hen-roosts, dark places in
the middle of woods, graves. Then of the sun’s dying, the earth gripped, suffocated, in arless cold, the
black sky lit only with stars. And then, not even dars. the heat-death of the universe, utter and find
blackness of nonentity from which Nature knows no return. Another life?

“Possbly,” thought MacPhee.

“I believe” thought Denniston.

But the old life gone, dl its times, dl its hours and days, gone. Can even Omnipotence bring back?
Where do years go, and why? Man never would understand it.

Saturn, whose namein the heavens is Lurga, stood in the Blue Room. His spirit lay upon the house,
or even on the whole earth, with a cold pressure such as might flatten the very orb of Tdlus to a wafer.
Matched againg the lead-like burden of his antiquity, the other gods themsdves perhaps fdt young and
ephemerd. It was a mountain of centuries doping up from the highest antiquity we can conceive, up and
up like a mountain whose summit never comes into sght, not to eternity where the thought can rest, but
into more and dill more time, into freezing wastes and sllence of unnamesble numbers. It was adso strong
like a mountain: its age was no mere morass of time where imagination can Snk in reverie, but a living,
sdf-remembering duration which repelled lighter intdligences from its sructure as granite flings back
waves, itsdf unwithered and undecayed, but able to wither any who approached it unadvised. Ransom
and Merlin suffered a sensation of unendurable cold: and dl that was strength in Lurga became sorrow as
it entered them. Yet Lurga in that room was overmatched. Suddenly a greater spirit came—one whose
influence tempered and dmog transformed to his own qudity the kill of legping Mercury, the clearness
of Mars, the subtler vibration of VVenus, and even the numbing weight of Saturn.

In the kitchen his coming was fet. No one afterwards knew how it happened, but somehow the
kettle was put on, the hot toddy was brewed. Arthur—the only musdan among them—was bidden to
get out his fiddle. The chairs were pushed back, the floor cleared. They danced. What they danced no
one could remember. It was some round dance, no modern shuffling: it involved beating the floor,
clapping of hands, legping high. And no one, while it lasted, thought himsdf or his felows ridiculous. It



may, in fact, have been some village measure, not ill-suited to the tiled kitchen; the spirit in which they
danced it was not so. It seemed to each that the room was filled with kings and queens, that the wildness
of their dance expressed heroic energy, and its quieter movements had saized the very spirit behind dl
noble ceremonies.

Updtairs his mighty beam turned the Blue Room into a blaze of lights. Before the other angds a man
might sink; before this he might die, but if he lived at dl he would laugh. If you had caught one breath of
the air that came from him, you would have fdt yoursdf taler than before. Though you were a cripple,
your walk would have become stately; though a beggar, you would have worn your rags magnanimoudly.
Kingship and power and festd pomp and courtesy shot from him as sparks fly from an anwil. The ringing
of bells, the blowing of trumpets, the spreading out of banners are means used on earth to make a fant
symbol of his qudity. It was like along sunlit wave, creamy-crested and arched with emerald, that comes
on nine feet tal, with roaring and with terror and unquenchable laughter. 1t was like the firgt beginning of
musc in the hdls of some king so high and a some fedtiva so solemn that a tremor akin to fear runs
through young hearts when they hear it. For this was great Glund-Oyarsa, King of Kings, through whom
the joy of creation principaly blows across these fidds of Arbol, known to men in old times as Jove and
under that name, by fatd but not inexplicable misprison, confused with his Maker—so little did they
dream by how many degrees the stair even of created being rises above him.

At his coming there was haliday in the Blue Room. The two mortas, momentarily caught up into the
Gloria which those five excdlent Natures perpetudly sng, forgot for a time the lower and more
immediate purpose of ther medting. Then they proceeded to operation. Melin received the powers into
him.

He looked different next day. Partly because his beard had been shaved: but aso, because he was
no longer his own man. No one doubted that hisfind severance from the body was near. Later in the day
MacPhee drove him off and dropped him in the neighbourhood of Belbury.

Mark had fdlen into a doze in the tramp’s bedroom that day, when he was dartled, and driven
suddenly to collect himsdf, by the arrivd of vistors. Frost came in fird. Two others followed. One was
the Deputy Director: the other was a man whom Mark had not seen before.

This person was dressed in a rusty cassock and carried in his hand a wide-brimmed black hat such
as priests wear in many parts of the Continent. He was a very big man, and the cassock perhaps made
him look bigger. He was dlean shaven, reveding a large face with heavy and complicated folds in it, and
he walked with his head a little bowed. Mark decided that he was a Smple soul, probably an obscure
member of some rdigious order who happened to be an authority on some even more obscure language.
It was rather odious to see him between those two birds of prey—Withers effusve and flattering on his
right and Frost, on his left, waiting with scientific attention but aso, as Mark could see, with a certain cold
didike, for the result of the new experiment.

Wither talked to the stranger for some moments in a language which Mark recognised as Latin. “A
priest, obvioudy,” thought Mark. “But | wonder where from? Wither knows most of the ordinary
languages. Would the old chap be a Greek?’ The stranger took a step nearer to the bed and spoke two
gyllablesin alow voice. For a second or two the tramp seemed to be &flicted with a shivering fit; then,
dowly, but with continuous movement, as when the bows of a ship come round in obedience to the
rudder, he rolled round and lay staring up into the other’s face. From certain jerkings of his head and
hands and from certain attempts to smile Mark concluded that he was trying to say something, probably
of a deprecatory and ingnuating kind. What next followed took his bresth away. The stranger spoke
agan: and then, with much fadd contortion, mixed with coughs and sammers and Soluttering and
expectoration, there came out of the tramp’s mouth, in a high unnaturd voice, syllables, words, a whole
sentence, in some language that was neither Latin nor English. All thistime the stranger kept his eyes fixed
on those of the tramp.

The sranger spoke again. Thistime the tramp replied a much greater length and seemed to manage
the unknown language a little more eedly, though his voice remained quite unlike that in which Mark had
heard him talking for the last few days. At the end of his speech he sat up in bed and pointed to where



Wither and Frost were standing. The stranger appeared to ask him a question. The tramp spoke for the
third time.

At this reply the stranger started back, crossed himsaf severd times, and exhibited every sgn of
terror. He turned and spoke rapidly in Latin to the other two, caught up his skirts, and made a bolt for
the door. But the scientists were too quick for him. For a few minutes dl three were wrangling there,
Frost’s teeth bared like an animd’s, and the loose mask of Wither's face wearing, for once, a quite
unambiguous expression. The old priest was beng threatened. Shaking his head and holding out his
hands, he came timidly back to the bedside. The tramp, who had relaxed during the struggle at the door,
suddenly diffened again and fixed his eyes on this frightened old man as if awaiting orders.

More words in the unknown language followed. The tramp once more pointed at Wither and Frost.
The gtranger turned and spoke to them in Latin, gpparently trandating. Wither and Frost looked a one
another as if each waited for his fdlow to act. What followed was pure lunacy. With infinite caution,
wheezing, and cresking, down went the whole shaky senility of the Deputy Director, down on to its
knees, and hdf a second later with a jerky, metdlic movement Frost got down beside him. When he was
down he suddenly looked over his shoulder to where Mark was standing. “Knedl,” he cried, and ingantly
turned his head. Mark never could remember whether he amply forgot to obey this order or whether his
rebellion dated from that moment.

The tramp spoke again, dways with his eyes fixed on those of the men in the cassock. And again the
latter trandated, and then stood aside. Wither and Frost began going forward on their knees till they
reached the bedside. The tramp’s hairy, dirty hand with its bitten nails was thrust out to them. They
kissed it. Then it seemed that some further order was given them. Wither was gently expostulating in
Lain againg this order. He kept on indicating Frost. The words venia tua (each time emended to venia
vestra) recurred so often that Mark could pick them out. But gpparently the expodulatiion was
unsuccessful: afew moments later Frost and Wither had both Ieft the room.

As the door shut, the tramp collapsed like a deflated baloon. He rolled himsdf to and fro on the bed
muttering, “Gor’, blimey. Couldn’'t have bdieved it. It's a knock-out. A far knock-out.”

But Mark had little leisure to attend to this. He found that the stranger was addressing him, and
though he could not understand the words, he looked up. Ingantly he wished to look away again and
found that he could not. A moment later he fdl into his chair and dept.

“Itis... er ... profoundly perplexing,” said the Deputy Director, as soon as they found themsdves
outsde the door.

“It certainly looked,” continued Frost, “as if the man in the bed were being hypnotised and the
Basgue priest were in charge of the Stuation.”

“And how on your hypothesis would a Basque priest come to invent the story that our guest was
Merlinus Ambrosus?’

“Thet is the point. If the man in the bed is not Merlinus, then someone else, someone quite outsde
our caculations, namdy the priest, knows our whole plan.”

“And that, my dear friend, iswhy the retention of both these persons and a certain extreme delicacy
inour atitude to both is required.”

“They mug,, of course, be detained.”

“I would hardly say detained. It has implications ... the most cordid welcome, the most meticulous
courtesy ..."

“Do | understand that you had dways pictured Merlinus entering the Inditute as a Dictator rather
than a colleague?’

“Asto that,” said Wither, “my conception had dways been eadtic. It would be avery red grief to me
if I thought you were dlowing any misplaced sense of your own dignity ... ah, in short, provided he is
Melinus...”

“Where are you taking us a the moment?’

“Tomy own apartments. The request was that we should provide our guest with some clothes.”

“There was no request. We were ordered.”



The Deputy Director made no reply. When both men were in his bedroom and the door was shut,
Frost said, “You do not seem to redise the dangers. We mug take into account the possibility that the
menisnot Merlinus. And if heis not, then the priest knows things he ought not to know. And where did
you get the priest from?’

“| think that isthe kind of shirt which would be mogt suitable,” said Wither, laying it on the bed. “The
slitsarein here. The ... ah ... dericd personage said he had comein answer to our advertisement.”

“What do you propose to do?’

“We will, of course, conault the Head a once. | use that term, you understand, purdy for
convenience”

“But how can you? Have you forgotten that thisis the night of the inaugurd banquet, and that Jules is
coming down? He may be here in an hour. Y ou will be dancing attendance on him till midnight.”

Wither had indeed forgotten. But the redlisation of this troubled him more than it would have troubled
another. It was like the firg breath of winter—the firg crack in that great secondary sdf which he had
built up to carry on the business of living while he floated far away on the frontiers of ghosthood.

“You have to consider a once,” said Frost, “what to do with these two men this very evening.”

“Which reminds me that we have dready left them done—and with Studdock, too—for over ten
minutes. We must go back.”

“And without a plan?’ enquired Frost.

“We mug be guided by circumstances,” said Wither.

They were greeted on their return by a babble of imploring Latin from the man in the cassock. “Let
mego,” he said; “I entreat you do not do violence to a harmless old man. | will tdl nothing—God forgive
me—but | cannot say here. This man who says he is Merlinus come back from the dead—he is a
diabolist, a worker of infernd miracles. Look! Look wheat he did to the poor young man.” He pointed to
where Mark lay unconscious in his chair.

“Slence” sad Frost in the same language, “and ligen. If you do what you are told, no harm will
come to you. If you do not, you will be destroyed.”

The man whimpered.

Suddenly, not as if he wished to but as if he were a machine that had been worked, Frost kicked
him. “Get on,” he said.

The end of it was that the tramp was washed and dressed. When this had been done, the man in the
cassock sad, “Heis saying that he must now be taken through your house and shown the secrets.”

“Tdl him,” said Wither, “that it will be a very greet pleasure and privilege—’

But here the tramp spoke again. “He says,” trandated the big man, “firg that he mus see the Head
and the beasts and the ciminds who are being tormented. Secondly, that he will go with one of you
done. With you, sr,” and here he turned to Wither.

“I will dlow no such arrangement,” said Frost in English.

“My dear Frost,” sad Wither, “this is hardly the moment ... and one of us must be free to meet
Jules”

Wither thought that Frost had intended to say something but had grown afraid. In redity, Frost found
it impossible to remember any words. Perhaps it was due to the shifts from Latin to English which had
been going on. Nothing but nonsense syllables would occur to his mind. He had long known that his
intercourse with the beings he cdled macrobes might have effects on his psychology which he could not
predict. In a dm way the possihility of complete destruction was never out of his thoughts. Now, it
seemed to be descending on him. He reminded himsdf that fear was only a chemicd phenomenon. For
the moment, clearly, he mugt step out of the struggle, come to himsdf, and make a new Start later in the
evening. For, of course, this could not be find. At worst it could only be the firgt hint of the end. Probably
he had years of work before him. He would outlast Wither. He stood aside, and the tramp, accompanied
by the rea Merlin and the Deputy Director, left the room.

Frost had been right in thinking that the agphasia would be only temporary. As soon as they were
aone he found no difficulty in saying, as he shook Mark by the shoulder, “Get up. What do you meen by



degping here? Come with me to the Objective Room.”

Before proceeding to ther tour of ingoection Merin demanded robes for the tramp, and Wither
dressed him as a Doctor of Philosophy of the Universty of Edgestow. Thus arrayed, waking with eyes
haf shut, the bewildered tinker was led upgtairs and downdtairs and through the zoo and into the cdls.
Now and then his face underwent a pasm asif he were trying to say something; but he never succeeded
in producing any words except when the real Merlin asked him a question and fixed im with his

Meanwhile, in the Objective Room, something like a criss had developed. As soon as they arrived
there Mark saw that the table had been drawn back. On the floor lay a cruafix, dmogt life-9ze, a work
inthe Spanish tradition, ghadlly and redlidtic.

“We have hdf an hour to pursue our exercises,” said Frost. Then he ingructed Mark to trample on it
and inault it in other ways.

Now, whereas Jane had abandoned Chridianity in early childhood, dong with faries and Santa
Claus, Mark had never believed it at dl. At this moment, therefore, it crossed his mind for the firgt time
thet there might concalvably be something in it. Frost, who was waiching him carefully, knew perfectly
wal that this might be the result of the present experiment. But he had no choice. Whether he wished it or
not, this sort of thing was part of the initiation.

“But, look here)” said Mark.

“What isit?’ said Frost. “Pray be quick.”

“This” said Mark, “thisisdl surdy a pure superdtition.”

“Wdl?

“Wel, if so, whét is there objective about samping on the face? Isn't it just as subjective to spit on a
thing like this as to worship it?’

“That is superficid. If you had been brought up in a non-Chrigtian society, you would not be asked to
do this Of course it is a superdtition, but it is that particular superdtition which has pressed upon our
society for many centuries. It can be experimentdly shown that it dill forms a dominant system in the
subconscious of many whose conscious thought appears to be whally liberated. An explicit action in the
reverse direction is therefore a necessary step towards complete objectivity. We find in practice that it
cannot be dispensed with.”

Mark was surprised at the emotions he was undergoing. He did not regard the imege with anything
like a rdigious feding. Most emphaticaly it did not belong to thet idea of the Straight or Normal which
had, for the last few days, been his support. The horrible vigour of its redian was, indeed, as remote
from that Idea as anything ese in the room. That was one source of his reluctance. To insult even a
carved image of such agony seemed abominable. But it was not the only source. With the introduction of
this Chrigtian symbal the whole Stuation had atered, and become incaculable. His smple antithesis of the
Norma and the Diseased had obvioudy failed to take something into account. Why was the cruafix
there? Why were more than haf the poison-pictures rdigious?

“Pray make haste,” sad Frost.

He was on the verge of obeying and getting the whole dlly business over, when the defencelessness
of the figure deterred him. Not because its hands were nailed and helpless, but because they were only
meade of wood and therefore even more helpless, because the thing, for dl its redism, was inanimate and
could not in any way hit back, he paused. The unrediaing face of a doll—one of Myrtl€' s dolls—which
he had pulled to piecesin boyhood had affected himin the same way.

“What are you walting for, Mr. Studdock?’ said Frost.

Mark was aware of rigng danger. Obvioudy, if he disobeyed, his last chance of getting out of
Bedbury dive might be gone. Even of getting out of this room. He was himsdf, he felt, as hdpless as the
wooden Chrigt. As he thought this, he found himsdf looking at the crudfix in a new way—nether as a
piece of wood nor a monument of superdtition but as a bit of higtory. Chrigianity was nonsense, but one
did not doubt that the man had lived and had been executed thus by the Belbury of those days. And thdt,
as he suddenly saw, explained why this image, though not itsdf an imege of the Straight or Normal, was
yet in opposition to crooked Bebury. It was a picture of what happened when the Crooked met the
Straight—what would happen to him if he remained draight. It was, in a more emphatic sense than he



hed understood, a cross.

“Do you intend to go on with the training or not?’ said Frost.

His eye was on the time. He knew that Jules must have very nearly reached Bebury, and that he
might be interrupted at ay moment. He had chosen this time for this stage in Mark’ s initiation partly in
obedience to an unexplained impulse (such impulses grew more frequent with im every day), but partly
because he wished, in the uncertain Stuaion which had now arisen, to secure Mark a once. He and
Wither and possibly (by now) Straik were the only ful initiatesin the N.I1.C.E. On them lay the danger of
meking any fdse step in deding with the men who damed to be Melin and with his mysterious
interpreter. For him who took the right steps there was a chance of ouding dl the others. He knew that
Wither was waiting eagerly for any dip on his own part. Hence it seemed to him of the utmost importance
to bring Mark as soon as possible beyond that point after which there is no return, and the disciple’s
dlegiance both to the macrobes and to the teacher who has initiatled him becomes a matter of
psychologica necessity.

“Do you not hear what | am saying?’ he asked.

Mark was thinking, and thinking hard. Chrigtianity was a fable. It would be ridiculous to die for a
reigion one did not believe. This Man himsdlf, on that very cross, had discovered it to be a fable, and
hed died complaining that the God in whom he trusted had forsaken him—head, in fact, found the universe
acheat. But this raised a question that Mark had never thought of before. Was that the moment at which
to turn againg the Man? If the universe was a chesat, was that a good reason for joining its Sde?
Supposing the Straight was utterly powerless, aways and everywhere certain to be mocked, tortured,
and findly killed by the Crooked, what then? Why not go down with the ship? He began to be frightened
by the very fact that his fears seemed to have vanished. They had been a safeguard ... they had prevented
him, dl hislife, from making mad decisions like that which he was now making as he turned to Frost and
sad, “It'sdl bloody nonsense, and I'm damned if | do any such thing.”

When he said this he had no idea what might happen next. Then he saw that Frost was lisening, and
he began to ligen himsdf. A moment later the door opened. The room seemed suddenly ful of
people—amanin a red gown (Mark did not recognise the tramp) and the huge man in the black gown
and Wither.

In the great drawing-room a Bedbury a sngulaly uncomfortable party was by now assembled.
Horace Jules, Director of the N.I.C.E., had arrived about haf an hour before. Conversation was hanging
fire

Conversation with Mr. Jules was adways difficult, because he ingsted on regarding himsdf not as a
figure-head but as the red Director of the Inditute, and even as the source of most of its ideas. And
gnce, in fact, any science he knew was that taught him at the Univeraty of London over fifty years ago, it
was not, in fact, possible to tak to him about most of the things the Inditute was redlly doing. That was
why the absence of the Deputy Director was so disastrous, Wither alone was master of a conversationd
dyle that exactly suited Jules.

Jules was a cockney, a very little man, whose legs were so short that he had unkindly been compared
to a duck. He had a turned-up nose and a face in which some origind bonhomie had been much
interfered with by years of good living and conceit. His noves had firg raised him to fame and affluence;
later, as editor of the weekly cdled We Want to Know, he had become such a power in the country that
his name was redlly necessary to the N.I.C.E.

“And as | said to the Archbishop,” observed Jules, “you may not know, my lord, said |, that modern
research shows the temple a Jerusalem to have been about the Sze of an English village church.”

“God!” sad Feverstone to himsdf, where he stood slent on the fringes of the group.

“Have alittle more sherry, Director,” said Miss Hardcastle.

“Wdl, | don't mindif | do,” said Jules. “It'snot at dl bad sherry, though | think | could tel you of a
place where we could get something better. And how are you getting on. Miss Hardcastle, with your
reforms of our pend sysem?’

“Making red headway,” she replied. “I think—"



“What | dways say,” remarked Jules, interrupting her, “is, why not treat crime like any other disease?
Wha you want to do is to put the mean on the right lines—give him a fresh gart—give him an interest in
life | dare say you've been reading alittle address | gave a Northampton.”

“| agreed with you,” said Miss Hardcagtle.

“That'sright,” sad Jules. “I tdl you who didn’t, though. Old Hingest—and by the by, that was a
queer business. You never caught the murderer, did you? Very last time | met him one or two of us were
taking about juvenile offenders, and do you know what he said? He said, ‘ The trouble with these courts
for young ariminds nowadays is that they’re dways binding them over when they ought to be bending
them over.” Not bad, wasit? Sll, as Wither said—and, by the way, where is Wither?’

“I think he should be here any moment now,” said Miss Hardcastle.

“l think,” said Filogtrato, “he have a breakdown with his car. Hewill be desolated, Mr. Director, not
to have given you the welcome.”

“Oh, he needn’t bother about that,” said Jules, “though | did think he'd be here when | arrived.
You're looking very well, Filogtrato. I’'m following your work. | look upon you as one of the makers of
mankind.”

“Yes yes” sad Filodrato, “thet is the red business. Already we begin—"

“l try to help you dl | can on the nontechnicd dde” said Jules. “It's a battle I've been fighting for
years. The whole question of our sex-life. What | dways say isthat once you get the whole thing out into
the open, you don’'t have any more trouble. | want every boy and girl in the country—"

“God!” sad Feverstone to himsdf.

“Forgive me” sad Filogtrato, who, being a foreigner, had not yet despaired of trying to enlighten
Jules “Buit that is not precisely the point.”

At this moment the clock struck a quarter. “I say,” asked Jules, “what timeisthis dinner at?’

“At quarter to eight,” said Miss Hardcastle.

“You know,” said Jules, “this fdlow Wither redlly ought to be here. | mean to say. It ign't the kind of
thing a chap expects, isit?’

“Ecco,” sad Filodrato. “ Someone come.”

It was indeed Wither who entered the room, in company which Jules had not expected, and Wither's
face had certainly good reason to look even more chaotic than usud. He had been bustled round his own
inditute as if he were akind of footman. He had not even been dlowed to have the supply of ar turned
on for the Head when they made him take them into the Head's room. And “Melin” (if it was Merlin)
hed ignored it. Worst of dl, it had gradudly become clear to him that this intolerable incubus and his
interpreter fully intended to be present at dinner. No one could be more keenly aware than Wither of the
absurdity of introducing to Jules a shabby old priest who couldn't speak Engligh, in charge of wha
looked like a somnambuligt chimpanzee dressed up as a Doctor of Philosophy. To tdl Jules the red
explanation—even if he knew which was the red explanation—was out of the question. It was a minor
nuisance that ever snce their vist to the Objective Room he had been compelled to have both Frost and
Studdock in attendance. Nor did it mend matters that as they approached Jules, and dl eyes were fixed
upon them, the pseudo-Merlin collapsed into a chair, muttering, and closed his eyes.

“My dear Director,” began Wither, alittle out of breath, “this is one of the happiest moments of my
life It has been most unfortunate that | was cdled away. A remarkable coincidence ... another very
disinguished person has joined us at the very same moment. A foreigner ...”

“Oh,” interrupted Julesin adightly rasping voice, “who’s he?’

“Allow me” said Wither, stepping alittle to one side.

“Do you mean that?’ said Jules. The supposed Merlin sat with his arms hanging down on each sde
of the chair, his eyes closed, his head on one side, and a weak smile on his face. “Is he drunk? Or ill?
And who is he, anyway?’

“Heis, as | was obsarving, aforeigner,” began Wither.

“Wdl, that doesn’t make him go to deep the moment heisintroduced to me, does it?’

“Hush!” said Wither, drawing Jules a little out of the group. “There are circumstances—it would be
vary difficult to go into it here—I have been taken by surprise. Our disinguished guest has, | admit,



certain eccentricities, and ...”

“But who ishe?’ persisted Jules.

“Hisnameis... er ... Ambrosius. Dr. Ambrosius, you know.”

“Never "eard of him,” snapped Jules.

“Very few of us have heard of him yet,” said Wither. “But everyone will have heard of him soon.
That iswhy, without inthe least ...”

“And who's that?’ asked Jules, indicating the red Merlin. “He looks asif he were enjoying himsdf.”

“Oh, that ismerdy Dr. Ambrosius s interpreter.”

“Interpreter? Can't he tak English?’

“Unfortunately not. He lives rather in aworld of hisown.”

“And can't you get anyone except a priest to act for hm? We don't want that sort of thing here at dl.
And who are you?’

The last question was addressed to Straik, who had thrust hisway up to the Director.

“Mr. Jules” he said, fixing the latter with a prophetic eye, “1 am the bearer of a message to you
which you mugt hear. |[—”

“Shut up,” said Frost.

“Redly, Mr. Straik, redly,” said Wither. They shouldered him aside.

“Now look "ere, Mr. Wither,” sad Jules, “I tdl you draght I'm very fa from satisfied. Here's
another parson. | don't remember the name of any such person coming before me, and it wouldn't have
got past me if it had done, see? It seems to me you' ve been making appointments behind my back and
tuning the place into akind of seminary. And that’s athing | won't stand. Nor will the British people.”

“I know, | know,” said Wither. “1 understand your fedings exactly. | am eager and waiting to explain
the gtuation to you. In the meantime, perhaps, as Dr. Ambrosius seems dightly overcome and the
dressing-bdll has just sounded ... oh, | beg your pardon. Thisis Dr. Ambrosius”

The tramp, to whom the red magician had recently turned, was now risen from his chair, and
goproaching Jules, hdd out his hand sulkily. Dr. Ambrosius, looking over Jules's shoulder and grinning in
an inexplicable fashion, seized it and shook it, asif absent-mindedly, some ten or fifteen times. His breath,
Jules noticed, was strong and his grip horny. He was not liking Dr. Ambrosius.

Chapter Sixteen. Banquet At Belbury

IT was with great pleasure that Mark found himsdf once more dressing for dinner. He got a seat with
Filograto on his right and an inconspicuous newcomer on his left. Even Filodstrato seemed humen
compared with the two initiates, and to the newcomer his heart postivey warmed. He noticed with
urprise the tramp gtting a the high table between Jules and Wither, but did not often look in tha
direction, for the tramp, catching his eye, had imprudently raised his glass and winked a him. The srange
priest stood patiently behind the tramp’s chair. Nothing of importance happened until the King's hedth
hed been drunk and Jules rose to make his speech.

For the firs few minutes anyone glancing down the long tables would have seen what we aways see
on such occasions: the placid faces of bons viveurs whom food and wine had placed in a contentment
which no amount of speeches could violate, the patient faces of diners who had learned how to pursue
their own thoughts while attending just enough to respond wherever a laugh or a rumble of assent was
obligatory, the fidgety faces of young men unappreciative of port and hungry for tobacco, the
over-elaborate attention on the powdered faces of women who knew their duty to society. Buit if you had
gone on looking down the tables you would presently have seen a change. You would have seen face
after face look up and turn in the direction of the speaker. Y ou would have seen fird curiogty, then fixed
atention, then incredulity. Findly, you would have noticed that the room was utterly slent, without a
cough or a creak, that every eye was fixed on Jules, and soon every mouth opened in something between
fascination and horror.

To different members of the audience the change came differently. To Frost it began at the moment
when he heard Jules end a sentence with the words “as gross an anachroniam as to trust to cavary for



svaion in modern war”. Cavary, thought Frost. Why couldn’'t the fool mind what he was saying.
Perhaps—but hdlo! what was this? Jules seemed to be saying that the future dengty of mankind
depended on the imploson of the horses of Nature. “He's drunk,” thought Frost. Then, crystd clear in
artticulation, beyond dl possibility of mistake, came “The madrigore of verjuice must be tathibianised.”

Wither was dower to notice what was hgppening. He had never expected the speech to have any
meaning as a whole, and for a long time the familiar catchwords rolled on in a manner which did not
disturb the expectation of his ear. Then he thought: “Come! That's going too far. Even they mugt see that
you can't talk about accepting the chdlenge of the past by throwing down the gauntlet of the future” He
looked cautioudy down the room. All was wdl. But it wouldn't be if Jules didn’t St down pretty soon. In
that last sentence there were surdy words he didn't know. What the deuce did he mean by aholibate?
He looked down the room again. They were atending too much, aways a bad sgn. Then came the
sentence, “The surrogates esemplanted in a continua of porous variaions.”

Mark did not at firg attend to the speech at dl. Once or twice some phrase made him want to smile
What firgt awoke him to the redl Stuation was the behaviour of those who sat near im. He was aware of
their increasing tillness. He noticed that everyone except himsdf had begun to attend. He looked up and
saw their faces. And then firgt he redly listened. “We dhdl not,” Jules was saying, “we shdl not till we can
secure the erebation of dl prostundiary initems” He looked round again. Obvioudy it was not he who
was mad—they had dl heard the gibberish. Except possbly the tramp, who looked as solemn as a
judge. He had never heard a speech from one of these red toffs before, and would have been
disappointed if he could understand it. Nor had he ever before drunk vintage port, and though he did not
much like the taste, he had been working away like a man.

Wither had not forgotten that there were reporters present. That in itsdf did not matter much. If
anything unsuitable appeared in to-morrow’s paper, it would be child's play for hm to say tha the
reporters were drunk or mad and break them. On the other hand, he might let the story pass. Jules was a
nuisance, and this might be as good an opportunity as any other for ending his career. But this was not
the immediate question. Wither was wondering whether he should wait till Jules sat down or whether he
should rise and interrupt him with a few judicious words. He did not want a scene. Glancing & his watch,
he decided to wait two minutes more. Almost as he did so he knew tha he had migudged it. An
intolerable fasetto laugh rang out; some fool of a woman had got hysterics. Immediatdy Wither touched
Jules on the arm and rose.

“Eh? Blotcher bulldoo?” muttered Jules. But Wither, laying his hand on the litle man’'s shoulder,
quietly but with al hisweight, forced him into a Stting position. Then Wither cleared his throat. He knew
how to do that so that every eye in the room turned immediaidy to look a him. The woman stopped
screaming Wither looked down the room for a second or two in slence, feding his grip on the audience.
He saw that he aready had them in hand. There would be no more hysterics. Then he began to speak.

They ought to have dl looked more and more comfortable as he proceeded; and there ought soon to
have been murmurs of grave regret for the tragedy which they had just witnessed. Tha was what Wither
expected. What he actudly saw bewildered him. The same too attentive slence which had prevailed
during Jules's speech had returned. The woman began to laugh again—or no, this time it was two
women. Cosser bolted from the room.

The Deputy Director could not understand this, for to him his own voice seemed to be uttering the
speech he had resolved to make. But the audience heard hm saying, “Tidies and fulgemen—I| shed foor
that we dl—er—most steeply rebut the defensible, though, | trudt, lavatory, aspasia which gleams to
have sdected our redeemed ingpector this decaiving. It would—ah—be shark, very shark, from
anyone' s debenture ...”

The woman who had laughed rose hadtily from her char. The man next to her heard her murmur,
“Vood wooloo.” He took in the meaningless syllables and her unnaturd expression a one moment. Both
for some reason infuriated him. He rose to help her to move back her chair with one of those gestures of
savage politeness which often, in modern society, serve instead of blows. He wrenched the chair, in fact,
out of her hand. She screamed, tripped, and fel. The man on the other 9de of her saw the fird man's
expresson of fury. “Bot are you blammit?’ he roared, leaning towards him. Four or five people in that



part of the room were now up. They were shouting. There was movement elsewhere. Severa men were
meking for the door. “Bundlemen, bundlemen,” said Wither gternly, in a much louder voice.

He was not even heard. At least twenty people present were at that very moment attempting to do
the same thing. To each of them it seemed plain that things were jugt at that stage when a word or so of
plain sense, spoken in a new voice, would restore the whole room to sanity. As a result fresh gibberish in
agreat variety of tones rang out from severd places a once. Frost was the only one of the leaders who
attempted to say nothing. Instead he pencilled a few words on a dip of paper, beckoned to a servant,
and made him understand by sgnstheat it was to be given to Miss Hardcastle.

By the time the message was put into her hands the camour was universd. Miss Hardcastle
smoothed out the paper and stooped her head to read. The message ran: Blunt frippers intantly to
pointed bdeluroid. Pwgent. Cost.

Miss Hardcastle had known before she got the message that she was three parts drunk. She had
expected and intended to be so: she knew that later on in the evening she would go down to the cdls and
do things There was a new prisoner there—a little fluffy girl of the kind the Fairy enjoyed—with whom
she could pass an agreeable hour. The tumult of gibberish did not darm her: she found it exciting.
Apparently Frost wanted her to take some action. She decided that she would. She rose and walked the
whole length of the room to the door, locked it, put the key in her pocket, and then turned to survey the
company. She noticed for the firg time that neither the supposed Merlin nor the Basgue priest were
anywhere to be seen. Wither and Jules, both on their feet, were druggling with each other. She set out
towards them.

So many people had now risen that it took her dong time to reach them. All semblance of a
dinner-party had disappeared: it was more like the scene a a London terminus on a bank holiday.
Everyone was trying to restore order, but everyone was unintdligible, and everyone, in the effort to be
understood, was talking louder and louder. She shouted severd times hersdf. She even fought a good
ded before she reached her godl.

There came an ear-splitting noise and after that, at last, afew seconds of dead slence. Mark noticed
fird that Jules had been killed: only secondly thet Miss Hardcastle had shot him. After that it was difficult
to be sure what happened. The ssampede and the shouting may have concealed a dozen reasonable plans
for disarming the murderess, but it was impossble to concert them. She fired again and agan. It was the
smdl more than anything ese which recalled the scene to Mark in later life the smdl of the shooting
mixed with the sticky compound smdll of blood and port and Madeira.

Suddenly the confuson of cries ran dl together into one thin, long-drawn noise of terror. Everyone
hed become more frightened. Something had darted across the floor between the two long tables and
disappeared under one of them. Perhaps hdf the people present had not seen what it was—had only
caught agleam of black and tawny. But Mark had recognised it. It was a tiger.

For the firg time that evening everybody redised how many hiding-places the room contained. The
tiger might be under any of the tables. It might be in any of the deep bay windows, behind the curtains
There was a screen across one corner of the room, too.

It is not to be supposed that even now none of the company kept their heads. With loud appedls to
the whole room or with urgent whispers to their immediate neighbours they tried to stem the panic, to
arange an orderly retreat from the room, to indicate how the brute could be lured or scared into the
open and shot. The doom of gibberish frustrated thar efforts. They could not arrest the two movements
which were going on. The mgority had not seen Miss Hardcastle lock the door: they were pressng
towards it, to get out a dl costs. A large minority, on the other hand, knew that the door was locked.
There must be another door; they were pressing to the opposite end of the room to find it. The whole
centre of the room was occupied by the meeting of these two waves—a huge scrum, at first noisy with
efforts a explanation, but soon, as the struggle thickened, slent except for the sound of labouring breath,
kicking or trampling feet, and meaningless muttering.

Four or five of these combatants lurched heavily againg a table, puiling off the cloth in their fdl and
with it dl the fruit-dishes, decanters, glasses, plates. Out of that confuson with ahowl of terror broke the
tiger. It happened so quickly that Mark hardly took it in. He saw the hideous head, the cat’s snarl of the



mouth, the flaming eyes. He heard a shot—the last. Then the tiger had disappeared again. Something fat
and white and bloodied was down among the feet of the scrummers. Mark could not recognise it at fird,
for the face, from where he stood, was upside down, and the grimaces disguised it until it was quite dead.
Then he recognised Miss Hardcastle.

Wither and Frost were no longer to be seen. There was a growling close a hand. Mark turned,
thinking he had located the tiger. Then he caught out of the corner of his eye a glimpse of something
sndler and greyer. He thought it was an Alsatian. If so, the dog was mad. It ran dong the table, its tall
between itslegs, davering. A woman, standing with her back to the table, turned, saw it tried to scream,
next moment went down as the creature legped a her throat. It was a wolf. “Ai—a!!"” squealed
Filogtrato, and jumped on the table. Something ese had darted between his feet. Mark saw it stresk
across the floor and enter the scrum and wake that mass of interlocked terror into new and frantic
convulsons. It was some kind of snake.

Above the chaos of sounds which now awoke—there seemed to be a new animd in the room every
minute—there came at last one sound in which those ill capable of understanding could take comfort.
Thud-thud-thud; the door was being battered from the outsde. It was a huge folding door, a door by
which a amdl locomoative could amogt enter, for the room was made in imitaetion of Versalles. Already
one or two of the panels were splintering. The noise maddened those who had made that door their godl.
It seemed a0 to madden the animds. Asif in imitation a greet gorilla leaped on the table where Jules
hed sat and began drumming on its chest. Then, with aroar, it jumped down into the crowd.

At ladt the door gave. Both wings gave. The passage, framed in the doorway, was dark. Out of the
darkness there came a grey snaky something. It swayed in the ar: then began methodically to break off
the splintered wood on each sde and make the doorway clear. Then Mark saw didinctly how it
swooped down, curled itsdf round a man—Stede, he thought—and lifted him bodily high off the floor.
After that, monstrous, improbable, the huge shape of the dephant thrugt its way into the room. It stood
for a second with Steele writhing in the curl of its trunk and then dashed him to the floor. It trampled him.
After that it raised head and trunk again and brayed horribly, then plunged sraight forward into the room,
trumpeting and trampling—ocontinuoudy trampling like a gifl treading grapes, heavily and soon wetly
trampling in a mash of blood and bones, of flesh, wine, fruit, and sodden table-cloth. Then everything
went black and Mark knew no more,

When Mr. Bultitude came to his senses he had found himsdf in a dark place full of unfamiliar samdls
The amdls were, on the whole, promising. He perceived that food was in the neighbourhood and—more
exdting—afemde of his own species. There were a great many other animas about too, apparently, but
that was irrdevant. He decided to go and find both the femde bear and the food. It was then he
discovered that wals met him in three directions and bars in the fourth: he could not get out. This
combined with an inarticulate want for the human companionship to which he was accustomed, gradudly
plunged him into depression. Sorrow such as only animds know—huge seas of disconsolate emation
with not one little raft of reason to float on—drowned him fathoms deep. In his own fashion he lifted up
his voice and wegpt.

And yet, not far away from him, another captive was amost equaly engulfed. Mr. Maggs, seated ina
little white cdll, chewed steadily on his great sorrow as only a smple man can chew. An educated man in
his circumstances would have been thinking how this new idea of cure instead of punishment, so humane
inseeming, had in fact deprived the crimind of al rights and by taking away the name punishment made
the thing infinite. But Mr. Maggs thought dl the time smply of one thing: that this was the day he had
counted on dl through his sentence, that he had expected by this time to be having his tea at home with
Ivy (she'd have got something tasty for him the firg night) and that it hadn’t happened. He sat quite 4ill.
About oncein every two minutes a sngle large tear trickled down his cheek. He wouldn't have minded
30 much if they' d let im have a packet of fags.

It was Merlin who brought release to both. He had |eft the dining-room as soon as the curse of Babel
was well fixed upon the enemies. No one saw him go. Wither had heard his voice cdling loud and
intolerably glad above the riot of nonsense, “Qui Verbum De contempserunt, s auferetur etiam verbum



hominis”
“They that have despised the Word of God, from them shdl the word of man aso be taken away.”
After that he did not see him again, nor the tramp ether. Melin had gone and spoiled his house. He
hed liberated beasts and men. The animds that were aready maimed he killed with instantaneous power,
awift as the mild shafts of Artemis. To Mr. Maggs he had handed a written message. It ran asfollows

“DEAREST TOM,—I do hope your wel and the Director here is one of the right sort and he says to
come as quick as you can to the Manor of St. Anne's. And don't go through Edgestow Tom whatever
you do but come any way you can. No more now. Lots of love ever your own IVY.”

The other prisoners he let go where they pleased. The tramp, finding Merlin's back turned on him for
a second, made his escape, fird into the kitchen and thence, reinforced with dl the edibles his pockets
would hold, into the wide world.

The beasts, except for one donkey who disappeared about the same time as the tramp, Merin sent
to the dining-room, maddened with his voice and touch. But he retained Mr. Bultitude. Even without the
brilliantine there was that in Melin which exactly suited the bear. He lad his hand on its head and
whispered inits ear, and its dark mind filled with excitement; long forbidden and forgotten pleasures were
suddenly held out to it. Down the long, empty passages of Bebury it padded behind them. Sdliva dripped
from its mouth and it was beginning to growl. It was thinking of warm, st tastes, of the pleasant
resistances of bone, of things to crunch and lick and worry.

Mark fdt himsdf shaken; then the cold shock of water dashed in his face. With difficulty he sat up.
The room was empty except for the bodies of the distorted dead. The unmoved dectric light glared
down on hideous confuson—food and filth, spoiled luxury and mangled men, each more hideous by
reason of the other. It was the supposed Basgue priest who had roused him. “Surge, misdle” he sad,
heping Mark to hisfeet. “Get up, wretched boy.”

Mark rose; he had some cuts and bruises and his head ached. He looked with bewilderment on the
face of the stranger and found that a letter was being put into his hand.

“Your wife awaits you”, it ran, “a the Manor a St. Anne's on the Hill. Come by road as best you
can. Do not go near Edgestow.—A. DENNISTON.”

Melin laid a hand on his shoulder, and impelled him over dl the tinkling and dippery havoc to the
door. Hisfingers sent a prickly sensation through Mark’ s skin. He was led down to the cloakroom, made
to fling on a coat and hat (neither were his own) and thence out under the stars, bitter cold and two
o' clock in the morning, Sirius hitter green, a few flakes of dry snow beginning to fal. He hesitated. The
stranger, with his open hand, struck him on the back; Mark’s bones ached a the memory as long as he
lived. Next moment he found himsalf running as he had never run since boyhood; not in fear, but because
his legs would not stop. When he became magter of them again he was hdf a mile from Bebury, and
looking back, he saw alight in the sky.

Wither was nat killed in the dining-room. He knew dl the possible ways out of the room, and before
the coming of the tiger he had dipped away. He understood what was happening, not perfectly, yet
better than anyone ese. He saw that the Basgue interpreter had done the whole thing. And, by that, he
knew that powers more than human had come down to destroy Belbury; only onein the saddle of whose
oul rode Mercury himsdf could thus have unmade language. And this told him something worse. It
meant that his own dark Masters had been out in ther caculaions. They had taked of a barrier, had
assured him that nothing from outside could pass the Moon's orbit. All ther polity was based on the
bdief that Tdlus was blockaded. Therefore he knew that everything was log.

It is incredible how little this knowledge moved him. It could not, because he had long ceased to
believe in knowledge itsdf. He had passed from Hegd into Hume, thence through Pragmatism, and



thence through Logicad Postivism, and out a last into the complete void. The indicative mood now
corresponded to no thought that hismind could entertain. Now, even the imminence of his own ruin could
not wake him. The last moments before damnation are not dways dramatic. Often the man knows that
some dill possible action of his own will could yet save him. But he cannot make this knowledge red to
himsdf. With eyes wide open, seeing that the endless terror is just about to begin and yet (for the
moment) unable to fed terrified, he watches, not moving a finger for his own rescue, while the lagt links
with joy and reason are severed, and drowsly sees the trap close upon his soul. So full of deep are they
a the time when they leave the right way.

Straik and Filogtrato were aso dill dive. They met in one of the cold, lighted passages, so far from
the dining-room that the noise of the carnage was but a fant murmur. Filostrato was hurt, his right am
bedly mauled. They did not speak—both knew that the attempt would be usdess—but walked on sde
by sde. Filogtrato was intending to get round to the garage by a back way: he thought that he might ill
be able to drive, in afashion, at least as far as Sterk.

As they rounded a corner they saw what they had expected never to see agan—the Deputy
Director, stooped, cresking, pacing, humming his tune. Filogtrato did not want to go with him, but
Wither, as if noticing his wounded condition, offered him an arm. Filostrato tried to dedline it: nonsense
gyllables came from his mouth. Wither took his left arm firmly; Straik seized the other, the mauled arm.
Squeding and shivering with pain, Filostrato accompanied them perforce. But worse awaited him. He
was not an initiate, he knew nothing of the Dark Eldils. He believed that his skill had redlly kept Alcasan’s
brain dive. Hence, even in his pain, he cried out with horror when he found the other two drawing him
through the ante-room of the Head and into the Head's presence without pausng for any of those
antiseptic preparations which he had dways imposed on his colleagues. He tried vainly to tdl them that
one moment of such carelessness might undo dl his work. But this time it was in the room itsdf that his
conductors began undressing. And thistime they took off dl their clothes.

They plucked off his, too. When the right deeve, diff with blood, would not move. Wither got a knife
from the ante-room and ripped it. In the end, the three men stood naked before the Head. Then the high
ridge of terror, from which Filostrato was never agan to descend, was reached; what he thought
impossible began to happen. No one had read the dids, adjusted the pressures or turned on the ar and
the artifida sdiva Y et words came out of the dry mouth of the dead man’s head. “Adore!” it sad.

Flodrato fdt his companions forcing his body forwards, then up agan, then forwards and
downwards a second time. He was compelled to bob up and down in rhythmic obeisance, the others
meanwhile doing the same. Almost the last thing he saw on earth was the skinny folds on Wither’s neck
sheking like the wattles of a turkey-cock. Almog the last thing he heard was Wither beginning to chant.
Then Straik joined in. Then, horribly, he found he was Snging himsef—*Ouroborindral Ouroborindral
Ouroborindra ba-ba-hee!”

But not for long. “Ancther,” said the voice, “give me another head.”

Filostrato knew at once why they were forcing him to a certain place in the wal. He had devised it dl
himsdf. In the wall that separated the Head's room from the ante-chamber there was a little shuiter.
When drawn back it revedled a window in the wdl, and a sash to that window which could fdl quickly
and heavily. But the sash was a knife. The little guillotine had not been meant to be used like thid They
were going to murder him usdesdy, unscientificaly! If he were doing it to one of them, dl would have
been different; everything would have been prepared weeks beforehand—the temperature of both rooms
exactly right, the blade gterilised, the attachments dl ready to be made dmog before the head was
severed. He had even cadculated what changes the terror of the vidim would probably make in his
blood-pressure: the atificid blood-stream would be arranged accordingly, so as to take over its work
with the least possible breach of continuity. His last thought was that he had underestimated the terror.

The two initiates, red from top to toe, gazed a each other, breathing heavily. Almogt before the fat
dead legs and buttocks of the Itdian had ceased quivering, they were driven to begin the ritud again—

“Quroborindral Ouroborindral Ouroborindra ba-ba-hee!”

The same thought struck both of them a one moment—“It will ask for another.” And Straik
remembered that Wither had that knife. He wrenched himsdf free from the rhythm with a frightful effort;



claws seemed to be tearing his chest from insde. As Straik bolted, Wither was dready after him. Straik
reached the ante-room, dipped in Filostrato’s blood. Wither dashed repeatedly with his knife. He had
not strength to cut through the neck, but he had killed the man. He stood up, pains gnawing & his old
man's heart. Then he saw the Itdian’s head lying on the floor. It seemed to him good to pick it up and
cary it into the inner room: show it to the origind Head. He did so. Then he redised that something was
moving in the ante-room. Could it be that they had not shut the outer door? He could not remember. He
put down his burden and stepped towards the door between the rooms. A great bear, rigng to its hind
legs as he came in gght of it, met him in the doorway—its mouth open, its eyes flaming, its forepaws
spread out asif for an embrace. Was thiswhat Straik had become? He knew (though even now he could
not attend to it) that he was on the very frontier of a world where such things could happen.

No one that night had been cooler than Feverstone. He was neither an initiate like Wither nor a dupe
like Filogtrato. He knew about the macrobes, but it wasn't the sort of thing he was interested in. He saw
a avery early stage that something was going wrong. One had to guess how far wrong. Was this the end
of Belbury? If so, he mugt get back to Edgestow and work up the position he had aready prepared for
himsdf as the protector of the Universty againg the N.I.C.E. On the other hand, if there were any
chance of figuring as the man who had saved Bebury at a moment of crigs, that would be definitdy the
better line. He would wait as long as it was sife.

He found a hatch through which hot dishes were passed from the kitchen passage into the
dining-room. He got through it and watched the scene. He thought he could pull and bolt the shutter in
time if any dangerous anima made for the hatch. He stood there during the whole massacre, something
like a amile on his face, amoking endless cigarettes and drumming with his hard fingers on the sl of the
hatch. When it was dl over he sad to himsdf, “Wdl, I'm damned!” It had certainly been a most
extraordinary show.

The beasts had dl streaked away somewhere. He worked hisway to the back of the house and into
the garage; there were far fewer cars there than he had expected. Apparently other people had had the
idea of getting away while the going was good, and his own car had been stolen. He fdt no resentment,
and sat about finding another of the same make. It took him a longish time, and when he had found one
he had congderable difficulty in sarting her up. It was after two o' clock when he got going.

Jugt before he started he had the odd impresson that someone had got into the back of the car
behind him. “Who's that?’ he asked sharply. He decided to get out and see. But to his surprise his body
did not obey this decison: ingteed it drove the car out of the garage into the road. Snow was fdling. He
found he could not turn his head and could not stop driving. He was going ridiculoudy fad, too, in this
damned snow. He had no choice. He' d often heard of cars being driven from the back seat, but now it
seemed to be redly hagppening. Then he found he had left the road. The car, Hill a a reckless speed, was
bumping and legping dong what was cdled Gipsy Lane or (by the educated) Wayland Street—the old
Roman Road from Bdbury to Edgestow, dl grass and ruts.

“Herel What the devil an | doing?’ thought Feverstone. “Am | tight? I'll break my neck at this game
if I don't ook out!”

But on the car went as if driven by one who thought this track an excellent road and the obvious
route to Edgestow.

Frost had |eft the dining-room a few minutes after Wither. He did not know where he was going or
what he was about to do. For many years he had theoreticaly believed thet dl which appears in the mind
as motive or intention is merely a by-product of what the body is doing. But for the last year or so—saince
he had been initiated—he had begun to taste as fact what he had long held as theory. Increasingly, his
actions had been without mative. He did this and that, he said thus and thus, and did not know why. His
mind was a mere spectator. He could not understand why that spectator should exis a dl. He resented
its existence, even while assuring himsdf that resentment also was merdy a chemica phenomenon. The
nearest thing to a human passion which dill existed in him was a sort of cold fury againgt dl who believed
inthe mind. There were not, and must not be, such things as men.



Thus the Frost whose existence Frost denied watched his body go into the anteroom, watched it pull
up sharply at the 9ght of a naked and bloodied corpse. The chemicd reaction cdled shock occurred.
Frost stooped, turned the body over, and recognised Straik. A moment later his flashing pince-nez and
pointed beard looked into the room of the Head itsdlf. He hardly noticed that Wither and Filogtrato lay
there dead. His attention was fixed by something more serious. The bracket where the Head ought to
have been was empty: the metd ring twisted, the rubber tubes tangled and broken. Then he noticed a
head on the floor: stooped and examined it. It was Filogtrato's. Of Alcasan’s head he found no trace,
unless some mess of broken bones beside Filogtrato’s wereit.

Sill not asking what he would do, or why, Frost went to the garage. He came up with as many petrol
tins as he could carry. He piled dl the inflammeables he could think of together in the Objective Room.
Then he locked the outer door of the ante-room. Something compelled him to push the key into the
speaking-tube which communicated with the passage. When he had pushed it as far in as his fingers
could reach, he took a pencil from his pocket and pushed with that. He heard the dink of the key fdling
on the floor outside. Theat tiresome illuson, his consciousness, was screaming in protest: his body had no
power to attend to those screams. Like the clockwork figure he had chosen to be, his iff body, now
terribly cold, walked back into the Objective Room, poured out the petrol and threw alighted match into
the pile. Not till then did his controllers dlow him to suspect that death itsdf might not cure the illuson of
being a soul—nay, might prove the entry into a world where that illuson raged infinite and unchecked.
Escape for the soul, if not for the body, was offered him. He became able to know (and smultaneoudy
refused the knowledge) that he had been wrong from the beginning, that souls and persond responsibility
existed. He hdf saw: he whally hated. The torture of the burning was hardly fiercer then his hatred of that.
With one supreme effort he flung himsdf back into hisilluson. In that attitude eternity overtook him.

Chapter Seventeen. Venus At St.-Anne's

DAYLIGHT came with no vishle sunrise as Mark was dimbing to the highest ground in his journey.
The snow-shower was just then coming to its end in a flurry of larger and dower flakes. A hig lorry,
looking black and warm in that landscape, overtook him. The man put out his head.

“Going Birmingham way, mate?’ he asked.

“Roughly,” said Mark. “At leest I'm going to St. Anng's”

“Where s that, then?’ said the driver.

“Up on the hill behind Pennington,” said Mark.

“Ah” said the man, “I could take you to the corner. Save you a bit.” Mark got in beside him.

It was mid-morning when the man dropped him at a corner beside a little country hotd. The snow
hed dl lain, and there was more in the sky, and the day was extremdy slent. Mark went into the little
hotd and found a kind ederly landlady. He had a hot bath and a capita breakfast, and then went to deep
ina char before aroaring fire. He did not wake till about four. “I suppose | must get on soon,” he said to
himsdlf.

His dight reluctance to do so did not proceed from weariness—he fdt, indeed, perfectly rested and
better than he had fdt for severd weeks—but from a sort of shyness. He was going to see Jane, and
Denniston, and (probably) the Dimbles as well. In fact, he was going to see Jane in what he now fdt to
be her proper world. But not his. Everything about them was different. They could not even fling
themsdvesinto chairs without suggesting by the very posture of ther limbs a certain lordliness, a leonine
indolence. There was elbow-room in therr lives, as there had never been in his They were Hearts: he was
only a Spade. Still, he must be getting on .... Of course, Jane was a Heart. He must give her her freedom.
It would be quite unjust to think that hislove for her had been basely sensud. Love, Plato says, is the son
of Want. Mark’s body knew better than his mind had known till recently, and even his sensud desires
were the true index of something which he lacked and Jane had to give When she had firs crossed the
dry and dusty world which hismind inhabited she had been like a oring shower; in opening himsdf to it
he had not been mistaken. He had gone wrong only in assuming that marriage, by itsdf, gave him ether
power or title to appropriate tha freshness. As he now saw, one might as wel have thought one could



buy a sunset by buying the fidd from which one had seen it. He rang the bl and asked for hishill.

That same afternoon Mother Dimble and the three girls were upstairs in the big room which occupied
nearly the whole top floor of onewing at the Manor, and which the Director cdled the Wardrobe. If you
hed glanced in you would have thought for one moment that they were not in a room at dl but in some
kind of forest—a tropicad forest glowing with bright colours. In fact, they were sanding amidst a
collection of robes of state—dozens of robes which hung, each separate, from itslittle pillar of wood.

“That would do beautifully for you, Ivy,” sad Mother Dimble, lifting with one hand the folds of a
vividy green mantle over which thin twists and spirds of gold played in a fedive pattern. “Come, lvy,”
she continued, “don’t you like it? You're not dill fretting about Tom, are you? Hasn't the Director told
you hell be here to-night or tomorrow midday at the latest?”’

Ivy looked at her with troubled eyes. “’ Tian't that,” she said. “Wher€ Il the Director himsdf be?’

“But you can't want him to stay, lvy,” sad Camilla “not in continud pain. And his work will be
done—if dl goeswel a Edgestow.”

“He has longed to go back to Perdlandra,” said Mother Dimble. “He s—sort of home-sick. Always,
aways ... | could seeitin hiseyes”

“Will that Merlin man come back here?’ asked Ivy.

“l don't think s0,” said Jane. “I don't think ether he or the Director expected him to. And then my
dream last night. It looked asif he was on fire ... | don’t mean burning, you know, but lignt—al sorts of
lights in the most curious colours shooting out of him and running up and down him. That was the last
thing | saw: Merlin sanding there like a kind of pillar and dl those dreedful things heppening dl round
him. And you could see in his face that he was a man used up to the last drop—that he'd fdl to pieces
the moment the powers let im go.”

“WEe re not getting on with choosing our dresses for to-night.”

“What is it made of 7’ said Camiilla, fingering and then smdling the green mantle. It was a question
worth asking. It was not in the least transparent, yet dl sorts of lights and shades dwelled in its rippling
folds, and it flowed through Camilla s hands like a waterfdl. lvy became interested.

“Gor!” she said, “however much ayard would it be?’

“There)” said Mother Dimble as she draped it skilfully round Ivy. Then she sad, “Oh!” in genuine
amazement. All three stood back from Ivy, saring at her with ddlight. The commonplace had not exactly
gone from her form and face: the robes had taken it up, as a great composer takes up a folk-tune and
tosses it like aball through his symphony and makes of it a marve, yet leaves it il itsdf. A “pert fary”
or “dapper df”, asmdl though perfect gorightliness, stood before them: but ill recognisably Ivy Maggs.

“Ia't thet like aman!” exclamed Mrs. Dimble. “There s not a mirror in the room.”

“l don’'t believe we were meant to see ourselves” said Jane. “He said something about being mirrors
enough to one another.”

“l would just like to see what I'm like at the back,” said lvy.

“Now, Camilla” said Mother Dimble, “there' s no puzzle about you. Thisis obvioudy your one”

“Oh, do you think that one?’ said Camilla

“Yes, of course,” sad Jane.

“Youll look ever so niceinthat,” sad Ivy.

It was along dender thing which looked like sted in colour, though it was soft as foam to the touch.
It wrapped itsdf close about her loins and flowed out in a glandng train a her heds. “Like a mermaid,”
thought Jane, and then “Like a Vakyrie”

“I'm afraid,” said Mother Dimble, “you must wear a coronet with that one.”

“Wouldn't that be rather ...?7”

But Mother Dimble was dready setting it on her head. That reverence (it need have nothing to do
with money vaue) which nearly dl women fed for jewelery hushed three of them for a moment. There
were, perhaps, no such diamonds in England. The splendour was fabulous, preposterous.

“Wha are you dl garing a&?’ asked Camilla, who had seen but one flash as the crown was raised in
Mrs. Dimbl€ s hands and did not know that she stood “like Starlight, in the spoils of provinces’.



“Treasure of Logres, dears, treasure of Logres,” said Mrs. Dimble. * Perhaps from beyond the Moon
or before the flood. Now, Jane.”

Jane could see nothing specidly appropriate in the robe which the others agreed in putting on her.
But when she saw the others dl clap ther hands, she submitted. Indeed, it did not now occur to her to do
otherwise, and the whole matter was forgotten a moment later in the excitement of choosing a robe for
Mother Dimble.

“Something quiet,” she said. “I’'m an old woman, and | don’t want to be ridiculous.”

“Thiswouldn't do at al,” said Camilla, walking down the long row of hanging splendours, hersdf like
ameteor as she passed. “That'slovdy,” she said, “but not for you. And oh!—look at that.”

“Herel Oh, do come and look! Come here” cried lvy.

“Oh! Yes, yes, indeed,” said Jane.

“Certanly,” sad Camilla “Put it on. Mother Dimble” said Ivy. “You know you got to.”

It was of that dmost tyrannous flame colour which Jane had seen in her vison down in the lodge, but
differently cut, with fur about the great copper brooch that clasped the throat, with long deeves and
hangings from them. And there went with it a many-cornered cap. And they had no sooner clasped the
robe than dl were astonished. For now this provincid wife, this respectable and barren woman with grey
har and double chin, stood before them, not to be mistaken, as akind of priestess or syhil, the servant of
some prehistoric goddess of fertility—an old tribd matriarch, mother of mothers, grave, formidable, and
augud. A long gtaff, curioudy carved asif a snake twined up it, was gpparently part of the costume: they
put it in her hand.

“Am | awful?’ said Mother Dimble, looking in turn at the three dlent faces.

Jane took up the old lady’s hand and kissed it. “Darling,” she said, “aweful, in the old sensg, is just
what you do look.”

“What are the men going to wear?’ asked Camilla suddenly.

“They can't very wdl go in fancy dress, can they? sad Ivy. “Not if they’re cooking and bringing
thingsin and out dl the time. And | mugt say if thisis to be the lagt night and dl | do think we ought to
have done the dinner, anyway. Let them do as they like about the wine. And | don't beieve Mr.
MacPhee ever roasted a bird in hislife, whatever he says.”

“You needn’t be in the least worried about the dinner, girls” said Mother Dimble. “He will do it very
wadll. Let’s go and enjoy ourselves. How very warm it isin here.”

“’Slovdy,” sad Ivy.

At that moment the whole room shook from end to end.

“What on earth’s that?” said Jane.

“If the war was ill on I’d have said it was abomb,” sad Ivy.

“Come and look,” said Camilla, who had regained her composure sooner than any of the others and
was now at the window which looked west towards the valey of the Wynd. “Oh, look!” she said again.
“No. It'snot fire. And it's not searchlights. And it's not forked lightning. Ugh! ... there's another shock.
And there ... Look & that. It's as bright as day there beyond the church. What am | taking about, it's
only three o’ clock. It's brighter than day. And the heat!”

“It has begun,” said Mother Dimble.

At about the same time that morning when Mark had climbed into the lorry, Feverstone, not much
hurt but a good ded shaken, climbed out of the stolen car. That car had ended its course upside down in
a deep ditch, and Feverstone reflected that things might have been worse—it might have been his own
car. The snow was deep in the ditch, and he was very wet. As he stood up and looked about him he saw
that he was not done. A tadl and massve figure in a black cassock was before him, about five yards
digant. Its back was towards him, and it was aready waking steadily away. “Hi!” shouted Feverstone.
The other turned and looked a him in slence for a second or two; then it resumed its walk. Feverstone
fdt he had never liked the look of anyone less. Nor could he, in his broken and soaking pumps, follow
the four-mile-an-hour stride of those booted feet. The black figure came to a gate, there stopped and
made awhinnying noise. He was apparently taking to a horse across the gate. Next moment (Feverstone



did not quite see how it happened) the man was over the gate and on the horse's back and off at a canter
across awide fidd that rose milk-white to the skyline.

Feverstone had no idea where he was, but dearly the fird thing to do was to reach a road. It took
him much longer than he expected. It was not freezing now, and deep puddles lay hidden benesth the
show in many places. At the bottom of the firg hill he came to such a morass that he was driven to
abandon the track and try driking across the fields. The decison was fatd. It kept him for two hours
looking for gaps in hedges and trying to reach things that 1ooked like roads from a distance but turned out
to be nothing of the sort. He had dways hated the country and adways hated westher, and he was not at
any time fond of waking.

Near twelve o' clock he found a road. Here, thank heavens, there was a far amount of traffic, both
cars and pededtrians, dl going one way. The firg three cars took no notice of his Sgnads The fourth
stopped.

“Quick, inyou get,” sad the driver.

“Going to Edgestow?” asked Feverstone, his hand on the door.

“Good Lord, no!” sad the other. “There s Edgestow!”—and he pointed behind him—"if you want to
go there.” The man seemed surprised and excited.

There was nathing for it but waking. Every vehide was going awvay from Edgestow, none going
towards it. We have, naurdly, hardly any firg-hand evidence for wha happened in Edgestow that
afternoon and evening. But we have plenty of stories as to how so many people came to leave it at the
las moment. Behind dl the exaggerations there remains the undoubted truth that a quite astonishing
number of citizens did. One had had a message from a dying father; another had decided quite suddenly,
and he couldn’t just say why, to go and take alittle holiday; another went because the pipes in his house
hed been burgt by the frost and he thought he might as well go away till they were put right. Not a few
had gone because of some trivid event which seemed to them an omen—a dream, a broken
looking-glass, tea-leavesin a cup. Omens of amore ancient kind had aso revived during this crigs. One
had heard his donkey, another her cat, say “as clear as clea”, “Go away.” And hundreds were dill
leaving for the old reason—because tharr houses had been taken from them, their liveihood destroyed,
and therr liberties threstened by the Indtitutiond Police.

It was at about four o' clock that Feverstone found himsdf flung on his face. That was the first shock.
They continued, increasing in frequency, during the hours that followed—horrible shudderings, and soon
heavings, of the earth, and a growing murmur of widespread subterranean noise. The temperature began
to rise. Snow was disappearing in every direction, and a times he was knee-deep in water. Haze from
the mdting snow filled the air. When he reached the brow of the last steep descent into Edgestow he
could see nathing of the dty: only fog through which extraordinary coruscations of light came up to him.
Another shock sent him sprawling. He now decided not to go down: he would turn and follow the traffic
... work over to the railway line and try to get to London.

He was dready a few paces down the hill when he made this decison, and he turned a once. But
insead of going up he found he was dill descending. As if he were in shae on a mountain dope, the
ground dipped away backwards where he trod on it. When he arrested his descent he was thirty yards
lower. He began again. This time he was flung off his feet, rolled head over heds, stones, earth, grass,
and water pouring over him and round him in riotous confusion. It was as when a great wave overtakes
you while you are bathing, but thistime it was an earth wave. He got to his feet once again; set his face to
the hill. Behind him the valey seemed to have turned into Hell. The pit of fog had been ignited and burned
with blinding violet flane, water was roaring somewhere, buildings crashing, mobs shouting. The hill in
front of im was in ruins—no trace of road, hedge, or fidd, only a cataract of loose raw earth. It was
aso far steeper than it had been. His mouth and hair and nodtrils were full of earth. The dope was
growing steeper as he looked at it. The ridge heaved up and up. Then the whole wave of earth rose,
arched, trembled, and with dl its weight and noise poured down on him.

“Why Logres, 9r?’ said Camilla
Dinner was over a St. Anne's and they sat & their wine in a circle about the dining room fire, dl



diversdy splendid: Ransom crowned, at the right of the hearth, Grace Ironwood in black and slver
opposite him. It was so warm that they had let the fire burn low, and in the candidight the court dresses
seemed to glow of themsalves.

“Tel them, Dimble” said Ransom. “1 will not talk much from now on.”

“Areyou tired, Sr?’ said Grace. “Isthe pain bad?’

“No, Grace,” he replied, “it ign't that. But now that it's so very nearly time for me to go, dl this
begins to fed like a dream. A happy dream, you understand: dl of it, even the pain. | want to taste every
drop. | fed as though it would be dissolved if | talked much.”

“| suppose you got to go, Sr?’ sad Ivy.

“My dear,” sad he, “wha dseisthere to do? | have not grown a day or an hour older snce | came
back from Perelandra. Thereis no naturd death to look forward to. The wound will only be hedled in the
world where it was got.”

“All this has the disadvantage of being clean contrary to the observed laws of Nature,” observed
MacPhee.

“Itisnot contrary to the laws of Nature,” said Grace Ironwood. “The laws of the universe are never
broken. Your migake is to think that the little regularities we have observed on one planet for a few
hundred years are the red unbreakable laws, whereas they are only the remote results which the true
laws bring about more often than not.”

“And that,” said Denniston, “iswhy nothing in Nature is quite regular. There are dways exceptions.”

“Not many exceptions to the law of deeth have come my way,” observed MacPhee.

“And how,” said Grace with much emphads, “how should you expect to be there on more than one
such occasion? Were you afriend of Arthur’'s or Barbarossa' s? Did you know Enoch or Hlijah?”

“Do you mean,” said Jane, “thet the Director ... the Pendragon ... is going where they went?’

“Hewill be with Arthur, certainly,” said Dimble. “1 can’t answer for the rest. There are people who
have never died. We do not yet know why. We know a little more than we did about the How. There
are many places in the universe where an organism can lagt practicdly for ever. Where Arthur is, we
know.”

“Where?" said Camilla

“In the Third Heaven, in Perdlandra. In Aphdlin, the distant idand. Perhaps done ...7" He hestated
and looked at Ransom, who shook his heed.

“And that is where Logres comesin, isit?’ said Camilla “Because he will be with Arthur?’

“It dl began,” said Dimble, “when we discovered that the Arthurian story is modtly true history. There
was a moment in the sxth century when something that is dways trying to break through into this country
nearly succeeded. Logres was our name for it—it will do as wdl as another. And then ... gradudly we
began to see dl English history in a new way. We discovered the haunting.”

“What haunting?’ asked Camilla

“How something we may cdl Britain is dways haunted by something we may cdl Logres. Haven't
you noticed that we are two countries? After every Arthur, a Mordred; behind every Milton, a Cromwell:
anation of poets, anation of shopkeepers; the home of Sidney—and of Cecil Rhodes. Is it any wonder
they cdl us hypocrites? But what they mistake for hypocrisy is redly the struggle between Logres and
Britain.”

He paused and took a gp of wine before proceeding. “It was long afterwards,” he sad, “after the
Director had returned from the Third Heaven, that we were told alittle more. Ransom was summoned to
the bedside of an old man then dying in Cumberland. His name would mean nothing to you if | told it.
Tha man was the Pendragon, the successor of Arthur and Uther and Cassibelaun. Then we learned the
truth. There has been a secret Logresin the very heart of Britain dl these years, an unbroken succession
of Pendragons. That old man was the seventy-eighth from Arthur: our Director received from him the
office and the blessing; to-morrow we shdl know, or to-night, who is to be the eghtieth. Some of the
Pendragons are wel known to history, though not under that name. Others you have never heard of. But
in every age they and the little Logres which gathered round them have been the fingers which gave the
tiny shove or the dmaost imperceptible pull, to prod England out of the drunken deep or to draw her back



from the find outrage into which Britain tempted her.”

“Thisnew higtory of yours” said MacPhee, “is abit lacking in documents.”

“It has plenty,” said Dimble with a smile “But you do not know the language they’ re written in. When
the higory of these lagt few months comes to be written in your language, and printed, and taught in
schools, therewill be no mention in it of you and me, nor of Merlin and the Pendragon and the Planets.
And yet in these months Britain rebelled most dangeroudy againgt Logres and was defeated only just in
time”

“Aye” said MacPhee, “and it could be right good history without mentioning you and me or most of
those present. I'd be greatly obliged if anyone would tdl me wha we have done—aways apart from
feeding the pigs and rasing some very decent vegetables.”

“Y ou have done what was required of you,” said the Director. “Y ou have obeyed and waited. It will
often happen like that. But don’t jump to conclusions. You may have plenty of work to do before a
month is passed. Britain has logt a battle, but she will rise again.”

“So that, meanwhile, is England,” said Mother Dimble. “Just this swaying to and fro between Logres
and Britan?’

“Yes” sad her husband. “Don’'t you fed it? The very qudity of England. If we've got an ass's head
itis by waking in afary wood. We ve heard something better than we can do, but can’t quite forget it ...
can't you see it in everything English—a kind of awkward grace, a humble, humorous incompleteness?
How right Sam Weller was when he caled Mr. Pickwick an angd in gaiters Everything here is ether
better or worse than—"

“Dimble” said Ransom. Dimble, whose tone had become a little impassioned, stopped and looked
towards him. He hesitated and (as Jane thought) dmost blushed before he began again.

“You're right, Sr,” he said with a amile. “I was forgetting what you have warned me dways to
remember. This haunting is no peculiarity of ours. Every people has its own haunter. Ther€ s no nonsense
about a chosen nation. We speak about Logres because it is our haunting, the one we know about.”

“All this” said MacPhee “seems a very roundabout way of saying tha there’'s good and bad men
everywhere”

“It' snot away of saying that at dl,” answered Dimble. “You see, MacPheg, if one is thinking Smply
of goodness in the abstract, one soon reaches the fatd idea of something standardised—some common
kind of life to which dl naions ought to progress. Of course there are universa rules to which dl
goodness mugt conform. But that's only the grammar of virtue. It's not there that the sap is He doesn't
make two blades of grass the same: how much less two saints, two nations, two angels. The whole work
of hedling Tellus depends on nurang thet little spark, on incarnating that ghost, which is dill dive in every
red people, and different in each. When Logres redly dominates Britain, when the goddess Reason, the
divine clearness, is redly enthroned in France, when the order of Heaven is redly followed in
China—why, then it will be spring. But meantime, our concern is with Logres. We ve got Britain down,
but who knows how long we can hold her down?? Edgestow will not recover from what is hgppening to
her to-night. But there will be other Edgestows.”

“l wanted to ask about Edgestow,” said Mother Dimble. “Aren’'t Melin and the ddils a trifle ... well,
wholesdle. Did dl Edgestow deserve to be wiped out?

“Who are you lamenting? said MacPhee. “The jobbing town council that’d have sold their own
wives and daughters to bring the N.I.C.E. to Edgestow?’

“Wel, 1 don't know much about them,” said she. “But in the university. Even Bracton itsdf. We dl
knew it was a horrible College, of course. But did they redly mean any great harm with dl ther fussy little
intrigues? Wasn't it more slly then anything else?’

“Och aye” said MacPhee. “They were only playing themsdlves. Kittens letting on to be tigers. But
there was a red tiger about, and ther play ended by ldting her in. It'll learn them not to keep bad
company.”

“Wel, then, the fdlows of other colleges. What about Northumberland and Duke s?’

“I know,” said Dennigton. “One's sorry for aman like Churchwood. | knew him wel; he was an old
dear. All hislectures were devoted to proving the imposshility of ethics, though in private life he'd have



walked ten miles rather than leave a penny debt unpaid. But dl the same ... was there a sngle doctrine
practised a Belbury which hadn’'t been preached by some lecturer a Edgestow? Oh, of course, they
never thought anyone would act on ther theories! But it was their own child coming back to them: grown
up and unrecognisable, but their own.”

“I'm afrad it'sdl true, my dear,” said Dimble. “Trahison des clercs. None of us are quite innocent.”

“You are dl forgetting,” said Grace, “that nearly everyone, except the very good (who were ripe for
far dismissd) and the very bad, had dready |eft Edgestow. But | agree with Arthur. Those who have
forgotten Logres snk into Britain. Those who cal for Nonsense will find thet it comes.”

At that moment she was interrupted. A dawing and whining noise at the door had become audible.

“Open the door, Arthur,” said Ransom. A moment later the whole party rose to its feet with cries of
welcome, for the new arival was Mr. Bultitude.

“Oh, | never did,” sad Ivy. “The pore thing! I'll just take him down to the kitchen and get him
something to eat. Wherever have you been, you bad thing? Eh? Just look at the State you'rein”

For the third time in ten minutes the train gave a violent lurch and came to a anddtill. This time the
shock put dl the lights out.

“Thisis redly getting a bit too bad,” sad a voice in the darkness. The four other passengers in the
compartment recognised it as beonging to the wdl-informed man who had told everyone where they
ought to change and why one now reached Sterk without going through Stratford.

Sill the train did not move. The noise of two men quardling in a neighbouring compartment became
audible.

Suddenly a shock flung them dl together in the darkness. It was asif the train, going a full speed, had
been ungillfully pulled up.

“It' sdl right,” said the wdl-informed man in aloud, cam voice. “Putting on another engine”

“Hullo!” said someone. “We're moving.” Slow and grunting, the train began to go. Once more a
vident shock hit them. It was worse than the last one. For nearly a minute everything seemed to be
rocking and rattling.

“Thisis outrageous!” exclamed the wdll-informed man, opening the window. “There s some sort of
light aheed,” said he.

“Sgnd againg us?’ asked another.

“No. Not a bit like that. The whole sky’slit up. Like afire, or like searchlights”

Another shock. And then, far away in the darkness, vague disastrous noise. The tran began to move
agan, dill dowly, asif it were groping its way.

About hdf an hour later the lighted platform of Sterk dowly loomed aongside.

“Station Announcer cdling,” said a voice. “Please keep your seats for an important announcement.
Sight earthquake shock and floods have rendered the line to Edgestow impassable. No detalls available.
Passengers for Edgestow are advised ...”

The wdl-informed man, who was Curry, got out. Such a man dways knows dl officids, and in a few
minutes he was standing by the firein the ticket collector’s office.

“Wdl, we don't exactly know yet, Mr. Curry,” said the man. “There' s been nothing coming through
for about an hour. It's very bad, you know. They’re putting the best face on it they can. There's never
been an earthquake like it in England from what | can hear. And there's the floods, too. No, dr, I'm
afrad you'll find nothing of Bracton College. All that part of the town went dmogt a once. | don’'t know
what the casudties |l be. I'm glad | got my old Dad out last week.”

Curry dwaysin later years regarded this as one of the turning-points of hislife. He had not up till then
been a rdigious man. But the word that now ingantly came into his mind was “Providentid”. He'd been
within an ace of taking the earlier train: and if he had ... The whole College wiped out! It would have to
be rebuilt. There'd be a complete new set of Fellows, a new Warden. It was Providentid again that
some responsible person should have been spared. The more he thought of it, the more fuly Curry
redised that the whole shaping of the future college rested with the sole survivor. 1t was dmogt like being
asecond founder. Providenti—providentia.



vy Maggs, it will be remembered, had left the dining-room for the purpose of atending to Mr.
Bultitude's comfort. It therefore surprised everyone when she returned in less than a minute with a wild
expression on her face.

“Oh, come quick, someone. Come quick!” she gasped. “ There' s a bear in the kitchen.”

“A bear, Ivy?’ sad the Director. “But of course—"

“Oh, | don’'t mean Mr. Bultitude, sir. There' s a strange bear; another one.”

“Indeed!”

“And it's eaten up dl what was left of the goose, and now it's lying dong the table eating everything
as it goes dong and wriggling from one dish to another and a-breaking dl the crockery. Oh, do come
quick!”

“And what is Mr. Bultitude doing?’

“Wdl, that's what | want someone to come and see. He's carrying on something dreadful Sr. | never
see anything likeit. Firgt of dl he stood lifting up his legs in a funny way as if he thought he could dance.
But now he's got up on the dresser on his hind legs meking the most awful noise—squesking like—and
he's put one foot into the plum pudding and he' s got his head mixed up in the sring of onions, and | can't
do nathing with him, redly | can't.”

“Thisisvery odd of Mr. Bultitude. Y ou don't think, my dear, that the stranger might be a she bear?”’

“Oh, don't say that, Sr!” exdaimed Ivy with extreme dismay.

“| think that’s the truth. Ivy. | strongly suspect that thisis the future Mrs. Bultitude”

“Oh dear, what Sdl we do?’ sad Ivy.

“I am sure Mr. Bultitude is quite equd to the Stuation,” replied the Director.

“No doubt, no doubt,” said MacPhee. “But not in our kitchen.”

“Ilvy, my dear,” said Ransom, “you must be firm. Go into the kitchen and tell the sirange bear | want
to see her. You wouldn't be afraid, would you?’

“Afrad?I'll show her who's the Director here”

“What's the matter with that jackdaw?’ said Dr. Dimble The bird had hitherto been adeep on
Ransom’s shoulder.

“I think it'strying to get out,” said Denniston. “Shdl | open the window?’

“It'swarm enough, anyway,” sad the Director.

And as the window was opened the daw hopped out and there was a scuffle and a chattering just
outside.

“Another love afar,” said Mrs. Dimble “It sounds as if Jack had found a Jll .... What a ddlicious
night!” she added. For as the curtain swelled and lifted over the open window, dl the freshness of a
midsummer night seemed to be blowing into the room. At that moment, a little farther off, came a sound
of whinnying.

“Hullol” said Dennigton, “the old mare is excited, t00.”

“That's adifferent horse,” said Denniston.

“It saddlion,” sad Camilla

“This” said MacPhee with greast emphasis, “is becoming indecent!”

“On the contrary,” said Ransom, “decent, in the old sense, decent, fitting, is just what she is. Venus
herdf isover St Anne's”

“She comes more near the Earth than she was wont,” quoted Dimble, “to make men mad.”

“She is nearer than any astronomer knows,” said Ransom. “The work is done, the other gods have
withdrawn. She walits, and when she returns to her sphere | will ride with her.”

Suddenly in the semi-darkness Mrs. Dimbl€' s voice cried sharply, “Look out! Look out! Cecil! I'm
sorry. | can't stand bats” Cheep cheep went the voices of the two bats as they flickered to and fro
above the candles.

“You'd better go, Margaret,” said the Director. “You and Cecil had better both go. | shdl be gone
vay soon now. Thereis no need of long good-byes.”

“I redly think | must go,” said Mother Dimble. “I can't stand bats.”



“Comfort Margaret, Cecil,” said Ransom. “No. Do not stay. Seeing people off is dwaysfally.”

“You mean usto go, Sr?’ sad Dimble,

“Go, my dear friends. Urendi Mdddil.”

He lad his hands on their heads. Cecil gave hisarm to hiswife and they went.

“Here sheis gr,” sad vy Maggs, re-entering the room a moment later, flushed and radiant. A bear
waddled a her side, its cheeks gticky with gooseberry jam. “And—oh, Sr?” she added.

“What isit. lvy?’ sad the Director.

“Please, g, it's poor Tom. It'smy husband. And if you don’t mind—"

“Y ou' ve given him something to eat and drink, | hope?’

“Wdl, yes, | have. | give him the cold pie and the pickles (he dways was a great one for pickles) and
the cheese and a bottle of stout, and I’ ve put the kettle on so as we can make ourselves—so as he can
make himsdf a nice cup of tea. And he's enjoying it ever so, S, and he said would you mind him not
coming up to say how d'you do because he never was much of a one for company if you take my
meaning.”

The gtrange bear had been standing with its eyes fixed on the Director. He lad his hand on its flat
head. “Urendi Mdddil,” he said. “You are a good bear. Go to your mate—but here he is” for at that
moment the door, which was aready gar, was pushed farther open to admit the face of Mr. Bultitude.
“Take her, Bultitude. But not in the house. Jane, open the other window, the French window. It is like a
nightin uly.”

The window swung open and the two bears went out into the warmth and the wetness. Everyone
noticed how light it had become.

“Are those birds dl daft thet they’re Snging at quarter to twelve?’ asked MacPhee.

“No,” said Ransom. “They are sane. Now, lvy, you want to go and talk to Tom. Mother Dimble has
put you both in the little room hdfway up the stairs, not in the lodge after all.”

“Oh, gr,” sad lvy, and stopped.

“Of course you want to go,” he said. “Why, he's hardly had time to see you in your new dress yet.
Don't cry. Go and hed this man. Urendi Mad dil—we shdl meet again.”

“What's dl yon squeding? sad MacPhee. “I hope it's not the pigs. There's dready as much
carying on about this house and garden as | can stand.”

“I think it's hedgehogs,” said Grace Ironwood.

“Thet last sound was somewhere in the house,” said Jane.

“Ligen!” sad the Director, and for ashort time dl were dill. Then his face relaxed into a amile. “It's
the mice behind the wainscot,” he said. “ There are reves there, too.”

“l suppose,” sad MacPhee dryly, “I suppose we may think oursaves lucky that no giraffes,
hippopotami, elephants, or the like have seen fit to—God dmighty, what's that?' For as he spoke, a long
grey flexible tube came in between the swaying curtains and helped itsdf to a bunch of bananas.

“In the name of Hdl, where s dl them beasts coming from?’ he said.

“They are the liberated prisoners from Bebury,” said the Director. “Perdlandra is dl about us, and
Man is no longer isolated. We are now as we ought to be—between the angds who are our elder
brothers and the beasts who are our jesters, servants, and playfdlows”

Whatever MacPhee was atempting to say in reply was drowned by an ear-splitting noise from
beyond the window.

“Elephantd Two of them,” said Jane weakly. “Oh, the cdery! And the rose beds!”

“By your leave, Mr. Director,” said MacPhee gernly, “I'll just draw these curtains. You seem to
forget there are ladies present.”

“No,” sad Grace Ironwood in avoice as strong as his, “there will be nothing unfit for anyone to see.
Draw them wider. How light it id Brighter than moonlight: dmost brighter than day. A great dome of light
gtands over the whole garden. Look! The eephants are dancing. How high they lift their feet. And they
go round and round. How ceremonid they are! It islike aminuet of giants”

“They are moving away,” said Camilla

“They will be as private as human lovers” said the Director. “They are not common beasts.”



“l think,” said MacPhee, “I'll away down to my office and cast some accounts. There d better be
one man about the place keep his head. Good night, ladies.”

“Good-bye, MacPhee,” said Ransom.

“No, no,” sad MacPhee, sanding wel back but extending his hand. “You'll speak none of your
blessngs over me. If ever | take to rdigion, it won't be your kind. My unde was Moderator of the
Generd Assambly .. But there's my hand. What you and | have seen together ... but no matter for that.
You ... you and | ... but there are the ladies crying. I'm away this minute. Why would a man want to
lengthen it? God bless you. Dr. Ransom. Ladies, I'll wish you a good night.”

“Open dl the windows,” said Ransom. “The vessdl in which | mudt ride is now amogt within the arr
of this World.”

“It is growing brighter every minute” said Denniston.

“Can we be with you to the very end?’ said Jane.

“Child,” said the Director, “you should not stay till then.”

“Why, Sr?’

“You are waited for.”

“Me, Sr?’

“Yes. Your hushand is waiting for you in the lodge. It was your own marriage chamber that you
prepared. Should you not go to him?’

“Mugt | go now?’

“If you leave the decison with me, it is now that | would send you.”

“Then | will go, gr. But—but—am | a bear or a hedgehog?’

“More. But not less. Go in obedience and you will find love. You will have no more dreams. Have
children ingtead. Urendi Mdddil.”

Long before he reached St. Anne's, Mark had redlised that either he himsdf or ese the world about
hm was in a strange condition. The journey took longer than he expected, but that was perhaps
accounted for by one or two mistakes that he made. Much harder to explain was the horror of light to the
west, over Edgestow, and the throbbings and bouncings of the earth. Then came sudden warmth and
torrents of melted snow. Everything became a mis: and then, as the lights in the west vanished, this migt
grew softly luminousin a different place—above him, as though the light rested on St. Anne's. He had the
curious impresson that things of very diverse shapes and sSzes were dipping past him in the
haze—animals, he thought. But in spite of dl perplexities, he was conscious of extreme well-being. His
mind wasill a ease, but as for his body—hedth and youth and pleasure seemed to be blowing towards
him from the cloudy light upon the hill.

Hismind was not at ease. He knew that he was going to meet Jane, and something was beginning to
happen to him which ought to have happened to him far earlier. That same laboratory outlook upon love
which had forestaled in Jane the humility of a wife, had forestdled in him, during what passed for
courtship, the humility of a lover. Or if there had ever arisen in him a some wiser moment the sense of
“Beauty too rich for us, for earth too dear,” he had put it away from him. Now, belated, after dl favours
hed been conceded, the unexpected misgiving was coming over him. He tried to shake it off. They were
married, weren't they? And they were sensble, modern people? What could be more natura, more
ordinary?

But then certain moments of unforgettable falurein their short married life rose in his imegination. He
had thought often enough of what he caled Jan€'s “moods’.

Thistime a last he thought of his own dumsy importunity. Inch by inch dl the lout and clod-hopper in
hm was reveded to his own reluctant ingpection; the coarse made boor blundering in where greet lovers,
knights, and poets would have feared to tread. How had he dared? Her driven snow, her sacrosanctity,
the very style of dl her movements ... how had he dared? The very thoughts that crossed her face from
moment to moment, dl of them beyond his reach, made (had he but had the wit to see it) a hedge about
her which such as he should never have had the temerity to pass.

All this, which should have been unessy joy, was torment to him, for it came too late. He was



discovering the hedge after he had plucked the rose. How had he dared? And who that understood
could forgive im? He knew now what he mugt look like in the eyes of her friends and equas. Seeing that
picture, he grew hot to the forehead.

WEel, he would release her. She would be glad to be rid of him. It would now amost have shocked
hm to believe otherwise. Ladies in some noble and spacious room, discoursing in cool ladyhood
together, with exquiste gravity or siver laughter—how should they not be glad when the intruder had
gone?—the loud-voiced or tongue-tied creature, dl boots and hands, whose true place was in the stable.
What he had cdled her coldness seemed now to be her patience. Whereof the memory scal ded.

Suddenly the diffused light brightened and flushed. He looked up and perceived a great lady standing
by a doorway in awadl. It was not Jane, not like Jane. It was larger, dmog gigantic. It was not human,
though it was like awoman divindy tdl, part naked, part wrapped in a flame-coloured robe. Light came
from it. It was opening the door for him. He did not dare disobey. (“Surdy,” he thought, “I must have
died’) and he went in: found himsdf in some place of sweet amdls and bright fires, with food and wine
and arich bed.

And Jane went out of the big house with the Director’s kiss upon her lips and his words in her ears,
across the wet lawvn (birds were everywhere) and down dl the time, down to the lodge, descending the
ladder of humility. First she thought of the Director, then she thought of Maddil. And she thought of
children, and of pain and death. And she thought of Mark and of dl his sufferings. She came to the lodge
and was surprised to see it dark and the door shut. As she stood with one hand on the latch, a thought
came to her. How if Mark did not want her—not to-night, nor in that way, nor any time, nor in any way?
How if Mark were not there, after dl? Then she noticed that the window was open. Clothes were piled
on a char indde the room s0 cardedy that they lay over the dll; the deeve of a shit—Mark's
shirt—even hung over down the outsde wal. And in dl this damp, too. How like Mark! Obvioudy it
was time she went in.

The End.

W “ Ah—er—sir—nothing would be farther from my wish than to be in any way troublesome to you. At the same
time, with your pardon ...



