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WaeN I was quite small I would sometimes dream of a city -
which was strange because it began before I even knew whata
~ city was. But this city, clustered on the curve of a big blue bay,
would come into my mind. I could see the streets, and the
. buildings that lined them, the waterfront, even boats in the
- harbour; yet, waking, I had never seen the ses, or a boat. . ...
And the buildings were quite unlike any I knew. The trafhc
in the streets was strange, carts running with no horses to pull
them; and sometimes there were things in the sky, shiny fish-
shaped things that certainly were not birds.
Most often I would see this wonderful place by daylight, but
occasionally it was by night when the lights lay like strings of
glow-worms along the shore, and 2 few of them seemed to be
sparks drifting on the water, orintheair. =
It was a beautiful, fascinating place, and once, when 1 was
ill young enough to know no better, I asked my cldest sister,
Mary, where this lovely city could be. .. ..
She shook her head, and told me that there was no such

place - not now. But, perhaps, she suggested, I could somehow
be dreaming about times long ago. Dreams were funny things, |
" and there was no accounting for them; so it might be that what
I was seeing was a bit of the world as it had been once upon a
time — the wonderful world that the Old People had lived in;
as it had been before God sent Tribulation.
' But after that she went on to warn me very seriously not to
" mention it to anyone else; other people, as far as she knew, did
not have such pictures in their heads, either sleeping or waking, -
so it would be unwise to mention them. . N\
That was good advice, and Juckily I had the sense to take I
Yeoplé:in our district had a very sharp eyc for the odd, or the
unusual, so that even my left-handedness caused slight disap-
roval, So, at that time, and for some years afterwards, 1 did not
ention it to anyone — indeed, I almost forgot about it, forasI
greweSiderahe dream came less frequently, and then very rarely.
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But the advice stuck. Without it I mig ht have mentioned the
curicus understanding I had with my cousin Rosalind, and that
would certainly have led us both into very grave trouble - if
anyone had happened to believe me. Neither I nor she, I think,
paid much attention to it at that time: we simply had the habit
~ of caution. I certainly did not feel unusual. I was a normal

~ little boy, growingup ina normal way, taking the ways of the

world about me for granted. And I kept on like that until the
* day I met Sophie. Even then, the difference was not immediate. _
It is hind-sight that enables me to. ﬁxthataatheday when my, |

first small doubts started to germinate, -
That day I had gone off by myself, mldftend1d Im,l
suppose, nearly ten years old. My next sister, Sarah, was five

years older, and the gap meant that I played a great deal alone..

I had made my way down the cart-track to the south along the

borders of several fields until I came to the high bank and thﬁn

along the top of the bank for quite a way.
The bank was no puzzle to me then: it was far tm big fm- me

to think of as a thing that men could have built, nor had it ever
occurred to me to connect it with the wondrous doings of the

Old People whom I sometimes heard about. It was smlply the
~ bank, coming round in a wide curve, and then running straight
"as an arrow towards the distant hills; just a part of the world,
and no more to be wondered at than the river, the aky, or the

hills themselves.
1 had often gone along the top of i it, but aeldom qxplored on

the farther side. For some reason I regarded the country there
as foreign — not so much hostile, as outside my territory. But

there was a place I had discovered where the rain, in running
down the far side of the bank, had worn a sandy gully. 1f one
sat in the start of that and gave a

the air to land ini a pile of soft sand at the bottom.

" 1 must have been there half a dozen times before, and there
" had never been anyone about, but on this occasion, when I was
picking myself up after my third descent. md prepanng fdf a
fourth, a voice 3aid ‘Hiflo!*

T looked round. At first I muld not tell whcre it mm fmm
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a good push off, one could go
swishing down at a fine speed, and finally flya few feet. thmugh -

then a shaking of the top twigs in a bunch of bushes caught my
eye. The branches parted, and a face looked out at me, It was

a small face, sunburned, and clustered about by dark curls. The

expression was somewhat serious, but the eyes sparkled We
regarded one another for a moment then ‘

"“Hailo I responded. o T
‘She hesitated, then pushed the bushes farther apart. I saw

‘a'girl a little shorter than T was, and- perhaps a little younger.

She wore reddish-brown dungarees with a- yelldw shirt. The

~ cross stitched to the front of the dungarees was of a darker

brown material. Her hair was tied on either side of her head
with yellow ribbons. She stood still for a few seconds as thtmgh
uncertain about leaving the secunty of the bushes; then cum--

..' GSit) got the better of her caution, and she stepped out.

I stared at her because she was completely a stranger. me

- time to time there were gatherings or parties ‘which brought'
~ together all the children for miles around, so that it was
~ astonishing to encounter one that I had never seen before

‘What's your name?’ I asked her, =~

‘Sophie,’ she told me. ‘What's ydurs?’ o

“David,’ T said. ‘Where's 1 your home?* I
“Over there,’ she said, waving her hand vagucly mwards the

| faretgn country beyond the bank.

Her eyes left mine and went to the sandy runnel down whtch- _
I had been sliding.

~“Is that fun?’ she mquu‘ed with a wistful lodk
" I hesitated 2 moment before mwtlng her, then
‘Yes,’ 1 told her. ‘Come and try.” =~

- She ‘hung back, turning ‘her attention to me agam She'
studied me with a serious expression for a second or two, then

made up her mind quite suddenly. She scrambled to the top -
 of the bank ahead of me. '

She sped down the runnel with curls and nbbons ﬂymg o
When 1 landed she had lost hgr serwus lmk and her cyes were -

dancmg with excitement.

‘Again,’ she said, and panted back up the bank .
It was on her third descent that the misadventure occurred.
She sat down ar{d shoved off as before. I watched her swish _



down and come to a stop in a flurry of sand. Somehuwshehad _

contrived to land a couple of feet to the left of the usual place.
I made ready to follaw, and waited for her to get clear She did

not.

‘Go on,’ 1 told her mpatwntly IR

~ She tried to move, and then called up, :

¢1 can’t. It hurts.’ -
I risked pushing off, anyway, and landed c]me beslde her.. _
“What’s the matter?’ I asked. L o

- Her face was screwed up. Tears stood in her eym

 ‘My foat’s stuck,’ she said.

* Her left foot was buried. I scrabbled the saft md clear wtth

my hands. Her shoe was jammed in a narrow space between
two up—pomted stopes. I tned to move it, but it woulcl net

budge. -

‘Can’t you sort of twmt 1t out?’ I suggested

She tnad, lips valmntly mmpressed. -

‘It won’t come.’ )

‘'l help pull,’ I uﬁered

‘No, no! It hurts,’ she pmtested o - -

"1 did not know what to do next. Very. clea.rly her predtca-
 ment was painful. I considered the problem.

‘We’d better cut the laces so you can pull ymu foot out of
the shoe. I can’t reach the knot,’ I decided.

‘Nol’ she said, alarmed. ‘No, I mustn’t.’ |

She was so emphatic that I was baffled. If she were to pull

the foot out of the shoe, we might knock the shoe itself free

with a stone, but if she would not, 1 didn’t see what was to be
done. She lay. back on.the sand, the knee of the trapped leg

ticking up in the air.
> 'Oh, glt i hurtmg so,” she satd She ceuld not hald back the

tears any longer. They ran down her face. But even then shft

didn’t howl: she made small puppyish noises..
- *You'll have to take it off’ Itold her. . e
~ ‘Nol’ she. protested agam ‘No, 1 mustn t. No{; ever. I

mustn t.]

I sat down beside het;'at a loss. Both her hands held on to
one of mine, gripping it tightly while she cried. Clearly the
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- pam of her foot was: 1hcremng' For almost ‘the first time in

my life I found mywlf in charge of a sttuatmn W hrch needed a
decision. I made it,

‘It’s no good. You ve got to get it oﬂ' ’ I told her ‘If you
don t, you'll prabably stay here and die, I'expect.’ |
She did not give in at otice, but at last she consented. She

watched apprehensively while I cut the lace Then she sa:d

‘Go away! You mustn’t look.” |

I hesitated, but childhood is a time thlckly beset w:th incom-
prehensible, though important, conventions, so 1 withdrew a
few yards and turned my back. T -heard her breathmg hard
'Then ‘shie was crying again. I turned round. _
‘Trean’t,” she said, looking at me fearfully thrﬁugh her tears, |

80 I knelt down to see what I could do about it."

“You mustn’t ever tell she satd ¢ N ever, uwerf Promxse? g
| Iprommcd R B T R
- She was very brave. Nathlng more than the puppy noises.
‘When I did succeed in getting the foot free, it-looked queer:
I mean, it was all twisted and puffy - I didr’t even nottce then
that it had more than the usual number of toes. ... -
-1 managed to hammier the shoe out of the cleft and handed
it to her. But she found she could not put it on her swollen
foot. Nor could she put the foot to the ground. T thought I
might carry her on my back, but she was heavier than I ex-
pected -and it was clear that we should not get far like that.
~ “I'll have to go and fetch somebody to help-, I toid her B
" *No. I'll crawl,” she said.

* T'walked bemde her, carrying the shoe, and feelmg useless '

. She kept going gamely for a surprisingly long way, but she had

to give it up. Her trousers were worn through at the knees, and

the knees themselves were sore and bleeding. I had- never o
known anyorie, boy or girl, who would have kept on till'that

pitch; it awed me slightly. T helped her to stand up on her
sound foot, and steadied her while she pointed out where her

~home was, and the trickle of smoke that marked it. When I

looked back ahe was on all fours agam dlsappeanng mto the

e heuse mthout much difficulty; and knocked a '
9



httle nervously. A tall woman answered. She had a fine, hand-~

some face with large bright eyes. Her dress was russet: and 2
tittle shorter than those most of the women at home wore, but
it carried the conventional cross, from neck to hem and breast
~ to breast, in a green that matched the scarf on her head
~ ‘Are you Sophie’s mother?’ I asked.. .

She looked at me 3harply and fmwncd She smd vmh

anxious abruptncss

‘What 1s n'? ’ .
| ‘Ohl’ ahe exclaune ‘Her [PV

She looked hard at me agam fora rzmment, then ahe leam the
brmm she was holdmg agamst the wall and. asked bmkly

‘Where is she?’
I led her by the way I had come. At the sound af her voice

S@ hie crawled out of the bushes. |
II-)Ier mother leeked at the mrollen, Im_sshapen fmt and the

bleeding knees.
o ‘Oh my. poar darhngl’ ahe sasd holdmg h*‘-f a“d k‘““‘g

‘her. Then she added: ‘He’s seen i’
*Yes,’ Sophte told her. ‘I'm sorry, Mummy I med hard, but
I couldn’t do it myself, and it did-hurt so.” ~ o
_ Her mother nodded. slowly. She sighed. - -
‘Oh, well, it can’t be helped now. Up you get” .
‘Sophie climbed on to her mother’s back, and we all went
backtothc house mgether SRR

The wmmandments and precepts one leams as a chlld
can be remembered by rote, but they mean little until there

is example - and, even then, the exampl.e needn 10 be

ecognized. - -
1' Tﬁ?xa, 1 was able m sit patnently and watch the hnrt fmit

bemg washed, cold-poulticed, and bound up, and perceive no

connexion between it and the aﬁrmanon whtch I had hem:d --

almost every Sunday of my life. .
‘And God created man in His own 1W And G@d

' that man should have of¢ body, one head, two arms and. tm_ |
legs: t.hat each armahnuldbejmnted in two plamam;lmdm
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one hand: tlntmhhmdthouldhavefourﬁrxgerumdbne‘

thumb: that each ﬁnger shou}d bear a ﬁat ﬁngtr-nml
"And o on until; | o
“Then God created woman, also a.nd in the same mge,
I;ut with these differences, according to her nature: her voice

should be of higher pitch than man’ 8: she should grow no
beard ‘she should have two breasts .

~And so on again. ‘ '

- I knew it all, word for word - and yet the s:ght af &phle 8
8iX toes: atlrred nothing in my memory. I saw the foot resting
in her mother’s lap. Watched her mother- pause to look down
at it for a still moment, lift it, bend to kiss it gently, and then
look up with tears in her eyes. I felt sorry for her distress, and
for Sophie, and for the hurt foot ~ but nothing more.

~ While the bandaging was finished I looked round the room
cunously The house was a gre:at deal smaller than my home,
a cottage, in fact, but I liked it better. It:felt friendly. And
although Sophie’s mother was anxious and worried she did not
give me the feeling that I was the one regrettable and unrekiable -
factor in an otherwise orderly life, the way most people did at
home. And the room itself seemed to me the better, too, for not

. hmnng groups of words hanging on the wall for people to point

to in disapproval. Instead, this room had mral draw of
horses, which I thought very fine.

Presently, Sophie, tidied up now, and With the tear-marks
washed away, hopped to a chair at the table. Quite restored,

but for the foot she mqtured thh grave hospltahty thther 1

hked eggs.
Aft marda Mrs Wender told me to wait where I was whlle
she carried her upstairs. She returned in a few minutes, and
sat dawn beside me. She took my hand in hers and looked at
uely for some moments. T could feel her anxiety
strengiy though qurte why she should be so worried was not,
first, clear to me. I was surprised by her, for there had boeﬂ '

 no sign before that she could think i 'that way. I thought back
to her, trying to reassure her and show her that she need not

be ankious about'me, but the thought didn’t reach her. She
went on lmkmg at me wath her eyes s!umng, much as Sophie’s

11



had when she was trying not to cry. Her own thoughts were all

worry and shapelessness as she kept looking at me. I tried -

again, but still couldn’t reach them Then she aodded slﬁwly,
and said in words: - -

““You're a good boy,-,. Da\rld You were very kmd to Sophxe _.f

I want to thank you for that.’

I felt awkward, and looked at my ahoes. ' § eouldn't rememhar -

anyone saying before that I was a good bay I knew no: fﬂrm of
response designed to meet such an event.

~ ‘You like Saphle, dan t you?’ she went tm, atﬂl lookmg at.

me

“Yes’ I told her. And I added: ‘T thmk she’s awfully 3

'bmve, too. It must. havc hurt a lot.’

‘Will you keep a secret an: mportaﬁf -secrct fm. her sake?’ .

“she asked.

‘Yes ~ of cmn'se, I agmed but a httlc uncertmn in my tane .

_ fm not realizing what the secret was,

‘You - you saw her foot?’ ahe sasd Mng steaehly mto my -

face “Her - toes?’
1 nodded. Yes, I said agam

‘Well, that is the secret, David, Nebady elae must knﬁw. .

about that. You ‘are the only person who does, except her
father and me. Nobody else must know Nabod]r at all. not

ever.’
b No, I agreed and nodded senously agmn

‘There was.a pause ~ at least, her voice paused but her'
thoughts went on, as if ‘nobody’ and ‘not ever’ were making
desolate, unhappy echoes there. Then that changed, and she

became tense and fierce and afraid inside. It was no good think-

ing back to her, so I tried clumsxly to emphasxze n worda that

I had mcantwhatlsald |
“Never - not anybody at all,’ I assured her ear

*It’s very, very important,’ she insisted. ‘How can 1 explmn .
you? ’ But she didn’t really need to explain. Her urgent, -
nce was ven:y plam Her

t:ght-strung feeling of the import
words were far less potent. She said:

‘If anyone wereto find out, they'd - they’d be ternbl}f ua-;ﬁ

kind to her. We ve got to see that that never hap ens,’ ..
12 |

o

It was as if the anxious feehng had tumed mto sometmng '
hard like an 1ron rod. S -

BecauseshehaamxtmsP’Iaaked o S
© “Yes. That's what nobed}r but us must ever know It must
be a secret between us,’ ahe repeated dnwng it home ‘Yﬂu’ll o

- promuse, David?’

R YIS pmmzsc I can swear, if you like,’ I ﬁﬁﬁmé
~ ‘The promise is en&ugh gshetoldme, -~ .
It was so heavy a promise that I was quite resoIved to keep |

it completely ~ even from my cousin, Rosalind. Though, un-
‘derneath, I was puzzled by its evident importance. It seemed

a very small toe to cause such a degree of anxiety. But there
was often a great deal of grown-up fuss that seemed dispro-
portionate to causes. So I held on to the main. pomt - the '
need for secrecy. |
Sophze s mother kept on loohng at me with a sad but un-
seeing expression until I became uncomfortable. She hutnced
when I fidgeted, and smiled. It was a kind smile,
Al nght then,” she said. ‘We'll keep it secret and never

talk about it again?” .

‘Yes,’ I agreed. - -
On the way down the path from the door, 1 turned mund
- “May I come and see Sophie again soon?’ I asked. =
She hesitated, gmng the questmn some thaught then she ”"
said: _ _
‘Very well - but only 1f you are sure you can come mthout -.
anyene knowmg, she agreed ' o -

‘Not untﬂ I had reached the bank and was makmg my home-

ward way along the top of it did the monotonous Sunday pre-
~ cepts join up with reality. Then they did it with a click that -
‘was almost audible. The Definition of Man recited itself in my

head: ‘. ..and each leg shall be jointed twice and have one

- foot, and each foot five toes, and each toe shall end with a flat
nail ... And 8o on, until finally: ‘And any creature that shall

seem t{} be human, but is not formed thus is not human. Itis

- neither man nor woman. It is a blasphemy against the true
N Image of God, and hateful in the sxght of God.’ '

13



I was abruptly perturbed - - and considerably puzzled, too.
A blasphemy was, as had been impressed upon me often
enough, a frightful thing. Yet there was nothing frightful about
Sophie. She was s:.mply an ordinary little girl - if a great deal
more sewble and braver than ‘most. Yet mrdmg 10 th#.

| Deﬁnmon eat
- Clearly there must be a mistake somewhem Surely havmg

one very small toe extra — well, two very small toes, because I

sumed there would be one to match on the other foot -

aumly tlmt coulda't be enough to maka her ‘ hateful in thc s:ght .

of God ...t
The myu of the worlcl were very pmzlmg
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I EACHED home by my usual method. At a point where the
woods had lapped up the side of the bank and grown across-it
I scrambled down on to a narrow, little-used track. From

~ there on 1 was watchful, and kept my hand on my knife. I was

supposed to keep out ‘of the woods, for it did occasionally -
thmxgh very rarely — happen that large creatures penctrated as
far into civilized parts as Waknuk, and there was just a chance
that one might encounter some kind of wild dog.or cat. How-
ever, and as usual, the only creatures I heard were small ones,
hurriedly making off. - --

After a mile or so I reached cultwated land wz.th the heuse-
in sight across three or four fields. I worked along the fringe
of the woods, observing carefully from cover, then crossed all
but the last field in the shadows of the hedges, and paused to
prospect again. There was no one in sight but old Jacob slowly
shovelling muck in the yard. When his back was safely turned
I cut swiftly across the bit of open ground, climbed in through
a window, and made my way cautiously to my own room. .

Qur house is not easy to describe, Since_my grandfather, '
Elias Strorm, built the first part of it, over fifty years earlier, it
had grown new rooms and extensions at various times. By now
it rambled off on one side into stock-sheds, stores, stables, and
barns, arid on the other into wash-houses, dairies, cheese-
rooms, farm-hands’ rooms, and so on until it three-quarters

~ enclosed a large, beaten-earth yard which lay to leeward of the

main house and had a midden for its central feature. _
Like all the houses of the district, it was constructed on a
frame of solid, roughly-dressed timbers, but, since it was the
oldest house there, most of the spaces in the outer walls had
been filled in with bricks and stones from the ruins of some of
the Old People’s bulldings, and plastered wattle was used only

~ for the internal walls,

- My grandfather, 1n the aspef;t he wore when presented to

‘me by my father, appeared to have been a man of somewhat



tediously unrelieved virtue. It was only later that I pieced to-
gether a portrait that was more credible, if less creditable.
" Flias Strorm came from the East, somawbar'e near the sea.
Why he came is not quite clear. He himself mam{amﬁd that it
for a less sophisticated, stauncher-minded fegion; though I
have heard it suggested that there came a point when his native
parts refused to tolerate him any longer. Whatever the cause,
it persuaded him to Waknuk ~ then unc!w lope d, al'{r;ost -. fmn--»=
 tiercountry - with ait his worldly goodsina train of six wagons,
at the age of forty-five. He was a husky man, a dominating man,
and a man fiexce for rectitude. He had eyes that could flash with
evangelical fire beneath bushy brows. Respect' for. God was
- frcque'ntly on his lips, and fear of the devil wnstantly mhw
heart, and it seems to have been hard to say which inspired him
N RO LR PP o
thesx after hie had started the house he went off on a journey
and brought back a bride. She was shy, pretty in the pink and
golden way, and twenty-five years younger ttar himself. She
" moved, I have'been told, like a lovely colt when she’ thqught _
herself unwatcheéd; as timorously as a rabbit when she felt her
d's eve upon her. oo
humi: axwepr:,' poor thing, were dusty. :?hg dld not ﬁnd
that 2 marriage service generated love; she did not enable her
husbarid to recapture his youth through l}cts; normuld _...sh;c
compensate for that by running his hore in the _man.ng;..--.af an
" Elias was not a man to let shortcomings pass unremarmess -
" In a few seasons he straitened the cﬁltn_alfn;essﬁ;wuh; admoni-
tions. faded the pink and gold ‘with .:pfeachmg,' and -Pméuced a
sad, grey wraith of wifehood who died, unprotesting, a year
after her Sewnﬂ mﬂ ‘Waﬁbom. T , . . o N
 Grandfather Elias had never a moment.8 doubt of the prope

-

oattern for his heir. My father's faith was bred into his bones, .

his principles were his sinews, and both mspended to a mind
richlljy stofcd with examples from the Bible, an from Nichel-

son’s Repentances.. In faith father and son were at one; the.
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flash did not appear in my father’s eye; his virtue was more
-Joseph Strorm, my father, did not marry until Elias was
dead, and when he did he was not a man to repeat his father’s
mistake. My mother’s views harmonized with his own. She
had a strong sense of duty; and never doubted where it lay..
Our district, and, consegquently, our house as the first there,
was called Waknuk becausé of a tradition that there had been
a place of that name there, or thereabouts, long, long ago, in
the time of the Qld People. The tradition was, as usual, vague,
but certainly there had been some buildings of some kind, for
the remnants angd foundations had remained until they were
taken for new buildings. There was also the long bank, running

~ away until it reached the hills and the huge scar that must have

been made by the Old People when, in their superhuman
fashion, they had cut away half a mountain in order to.find

s

something or other that interested them. The place may ha

i N

~ been called Waknuk then; anyway, Waknuk it had become;

an orderly, law-abiding, God-respecting community of some
hundred scattered holdings, large and small, .-

x

L

My father was a man of local consequence, When, at the age -

L
' :
s

of sixteen, he had made his first public appearance by giving a
Sunday address in the church his father had built, there had
still been fewer than sixty families in the district. But as more
land was cleared for farming and more people came to settle,

he was not submerged by them. He was still the largest land-
owner, he still continued to preach frequently on Sundays and
to ‘explain with practical clarity the laws and views held in
heaven upon a variety of matters and practices, and, upon the
appointed days, he administered the laws temporal, as a magi-
strate. For the rest of the time he saw to it that he, and all

within his control, continued to set a high example to the

- Within the house ,.life cfentred,-aswa_sthe local i custom, upon

 the large living-roora which was also the kitchen. As the house
mtlw largest and best in Waknuk, so was the room. The
great fireplace there was an object of pride — not vain pride,

of course; more a matter of being conscious of having given



......

worthy tre atment to the excellent materials that the Lord had

provided: a kind of testament, really. ‘The hearth was solid

stone blocks. The whole chimney was built of bricks and had -

never been known to catch fire. The area -about its point of
emergence was covered with the only tiles in the district, so

that the thatch which covered the rest of the roof had never
caught fire, either. -

My mother saw to it that the big room was kept very clean

' aind tidy. The floor was composed of pieces of brick and stone
and artificial stone cleverly fitted together. The furniture was:

 whitely-scrubbed tables and stools, with a few chairs,. The '
~ walls were whitewashed. Several bu rnished pans, too big to go

in the cupboards, hung-against them. The nearest approach to

decoration was a number of wooden panels with sayings, mosﬂy _
from' Repentances, artistically burnt into them. The one on'the -

left of the fireplace read: ONLY T HE IMAGE OF GOD 15 MAN,

The one on the right: KEEP PURE TH E STOCK OF THE

LORD; On the opposite wall two more said: BLESSED 18 THE
NORM; and IN PURITY OUR SALVATION. The largest was

" the one on the back wall, hung to face the do&r which led mthe |
yard. ' It reminded everyone who came in: WATCH THOU

" Frequent references to these texts had made me familiar
with the words long before I was able to read, in fact I am not
sure that they did not give me my first reading lessons. 1 knew

i them by heart, just as I'knew others elsewhere in the house;

which ‘said things like: THE NORM IS THE WILL OF GOD,
and, REPRODUCTION 1S THE ONLY HOLY PRODUCTION and,

b

 THE DEVIL 1S THE FATHER OF DEVIAT ION, and a mmm of

others about Offences and Blasphemies. -~ . = -
- Many of them were still obscure to me: others I had learnt

something about. Offences, for instance. That was because the, |
" occurrence of an Offence was sometimes quite an 1mMpressive

oveasion. Usually the first sign that one hadhaPPemdm
that my father ceme into the house in a bad temper. Then, in

" next morning we would all be up before daylight and gather

in the yard. As the sun rose we would sing a hymn while my
father ceremonially slaughtered the two-headed calf, four-
legged chicken, or whatever other kind of Offence it happened
to be. Sometimes it would be a much queerer thing than

t}m- o

"Nor were Offences limited to the livestock. Sometimes there

‘would be some stalks of corn, or some vegetables, that my

father produced and cast on the kitchen table in anger and
shame. If it were merely a matter of a few rows of vegetables,
they just came out and were destroyed. But if a whole field had
gone wrong we would wait for good weather, and then set fire .
to it, singing hymns while it barnt. I used to find that a very
Tt was because my father was a careful and pious man
with a keen eye for an Offence that we used to have more
slaughterings and burnings than anyone else: but any sugges~
tion that we were more afflicted with Offences than other
people hurt and angered him. He had no wish at all to throw
good money away, he pointed out. If our neighbours were as

conscientious as ourselves, he had no doubt that their liquida-

~ So I learnt quite early to know what Offences were. They

were things which did not look right — that is to say, did not
look like their parents, or parent-plants. Usually there was only
some small thing wrong, but however much or little was wrong
it was an Offence, and if it happened among people it was

~ a Blasphemy -~ at least, that was the technical term, though

commonly both kinds were called Deviations.
‘Nevertheless, the question of Offences was not always as
simple as one might think, and when there was disagreement

~ the district’s inspector could be sent for, My father, however,

seldom called in the inspector, he preferred to be on the safe

~ side and liquidate anything doubtful. There were people who

approved of his meticulousness, saying that the local Devia-

| ﬁm*mfei which ‘had shown a 3te'a-dy‘0vfe'ra]1 improv'_j_emem and
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would havebembettefshﬂ,but for my father., Al;lthesame,
the Waknuk district had agreatnm&}rl’umy

~ Qurs was no longer a frontier region. Hard work and sacnﬁm
had produced a stability of stock and crops which could be
envied even by some communities to the east of us. You could
‘now go some thirty miles to the south or south-west before
you came to Wild Country ~ that is to say parts where. the
charmfofhrcedmg true was less than fifty per cent. After that,

thing grew more erratic across a belt which was ten miles

m in some places and up to.twenty in others, until you came
to the mysterious Fringes where nothing was dependable, and
where, to quote my father, ‘the Devil struts his wide estates,
~ and the laws of God are mocked.’ Fnagw country, {00, Was
said to be variable in depth, and beyond it lay the Badlands
about which nobody knew anything. Usually anybody who
went into thq Badlands died there, and the one or two men
who had come back from them did not last lcmg

- It was not the Badlands, but the Fringes that gave us 'trouble

fmm time to time. The people of the Fringes — at least, one

calls them people; bmam although they were really Devia-

tions they.often looked quite like ordinary human people, if
nothing had gone too much . wrong with them - these people,

then, had very little where they lived in their border country,
" so they came out into civilized parts to steal grain and livestock

and clothes and tools and weapons, too, if they could and
sometimes they carried off children, = .

- Occasional small raids used to happen two m: t,hree tlm a
year, and nobody took much notice of them as a rule — except
- the people who got raided, of course. Usually they had time
to get away and lost only their stock. Then everybody would
contribute a little in kind, or in money, to help them set up

- again. But as time went on and the frontier was pushed back

there were more Fringes people trying to live on less country.
Some years they got very hungry, and after a time it was no
longer just a matter of a dozen or sa making a quick raid and
then running back into Frmgﬁs eountry;. they came. ms_ ead-
hrge,orgmuzcdbandsanddldalutef lamage. - ST
. In my father’s childhood mothers used to. qmtm aml awe

troublesome infants by th:eatemng “Be Md now, of I’Il
fetch Old Maggie from the Fringes to you. She’s got four eyes
to watch you with, and four ears to hear you with, and four
arms to smack you with. So you be careful.’ Or Hau'y Jack was
another ominous ﬁgure who might be called in ‘. .. and he’ll
take'you off to his cave in the Fringes where all hm famﬂy lives.
They’re all hairy, too, with long talls* and they eat a little boy
each for breakfast every morning, and a little girl each for
supper every evening.’ Nawadays, huwever, it was not only
small children who lived in nervous-awareness of the Fringes
people not so far away. Their existence had become a danger-
ous ritrisance and their depreﬂatmns the cause ef mmy wpre- |
sentafiﬁns to the Government in Rigo.. '
“For all the good the ‘petitions did; they mfght never hwe
been sent. Indeed, ‘with nio one able to tell, over a stretch of

five or six hundred ‘miles, where the next attack would come,

it is difficult to see what practical help could have been given.
What the Goverament did do, from its comfortable situation
far, far to the east, was to express sympathy in emuragmg
phrases and suggest the formation of a local militia: a sug-

gestion which, as all able-bodied males had as a matter of
coursé been members of a kind' of unofficial’ militia’ since

-frontler days, was felt to amount to disregard of the situation

-As far as the Waknuk district was concerned the threat from
the Fringes was more of a nuisance than a menace. The deepest
raid had come no nearer than ten miles, but every now and

then there were emergencies, and seemingly more every year,
which called the men ‘away, and brwght all the farm work to

a stop. The interruptions were expensive and wasteful; more-

over, they always brought anxiety if the trouble was near our
sector: nabody could be sure that they rmght not come fa:thm
one time. .

Mostly, however we ‘fed a wmfomblee aet‘tked mdmmm

-emti:nce Our household was extensive. There were my father
and mother; my two sisters, and my Uncle Axel to. make m
family, but also thére were the kitchen girls-and dairyms

some ofwhem%remmedt&thefarmmn,mdthmrchl—
“dren, and, of course, the men themselves, so when we were all
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gathm'ed for the meal at the end of the day’s work there were
over twenty of us; and when we assembled for prayers there
were still more because the men from the adimnmg cottages

- came.in with their wives and chlldren
“Uncle Axel was not a real relative. He had marned Qne of

my mother’s sisters, Elizabeth. He was a sailor then, and she

had gone East with him and died in Rigo. while he was on the

voyage that had left-him a cripple. He was a. useful all-round
man, though slow in getting about because of his leg, so my

father let him live with us: he was also my best friend. -

‘My mother came of a family of five girls and two boys. Four
af the girls were full sisters; the youngest girl and the two boys
were half-sister and half—bmthers to the rest. Hannah, the
eldest, had been sent away by her husband, and nobody had
heard of her since. Emily, my mother, was next in age. Then
came Harriet who was married to a man with a big farm at

- Kentak, almost fifteen miles away. Then Elizabeth, who had
married Uncle Axel. Where my half-aunt Lilian and my half-

uncle Thomas were I did not know, but my half-uncle, Angus

Mortor, owned the farm next to us, and a mile or more of our

‘boundaries ran together, which annoyed my father who could

mrcely agree with half-uncle: Angus about anything. His
ter, Rosalind, was, of course, my cousin.

" Although Waknuk itself was the biggest farm in the district,

| mest of them were organized along the same lines, and all of

them gromng larger, for with the improving stability-rate

there was the incentive to extend; every year felling of trees and
clearing went on to make new fields. The woods and spurs of

 forest were being nibbled away until the countrys:de was
begmmng to look like the old, long-cultwated land in the

' It was aald that nowadaya even people in ngo knew where_

Waknuk was without looking it up on the map.

‘I lived, in fact, on the most prosperous farm in a p'raﬁpenng

-dtstnct At the age of ten, however, I had little appreciation of

that. My impression was of an uncomfortably industrious place
‘where there always seeed to be more _;obs than people, unless
one was careful, so on this particular evening I commred to he,_; _
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low until routine sounds told me that it was near enough to the

" mealtime for me to show myself safely.

I hung about, watching the horses being unharnessed and
turned out. Presently the bell on the gablc-end tolled a couple
of times. Doors opened, and people came into the yard, making
for the kitchen. I went along with them. The warning: WATCH
THOU FOR THE MUTANT! faced me as I went in, but it was
much too familiar to stir a thought. What mterwtcd me ex-

'duswely at the moment was the smell of food.



1 USUALLY went over to see Sophie once or twice ‘a week
after that. What schooling we had — which was a matter of half
'a dozen children being taught to read and write and do some
sums by one or another of several old women - took place in
the mornings. It was not difficult at the midday meal-.ta*-ghp
-away. from the table early and disappear until everyone wquld |
think someone else had found a job for me. o
When her ankle was quite recovered she was able to shgw
" me the favourite corners of her territory.. -~ .~
| m_One day I took her over our side of the big bankto see -:the |
‘steam-engine. There wasn’t another steam-engine -mtl'un a
hundred miles, and we were very proud of it. Carky,: -w!m
" looked after it, was not about, but the doors at th:: end qf its
shed were open, letting out the sound of a rhythmic groaning,
creaking, and puffing. We ventured on to the threshold and
peered into the gloom inside. It was fascinating to fvétch the
‘big timbers moving up and down with wheezing noises while
‘up in the shadows of the roof a huge cross-beam rocked alow_ly
" backwards and forwards, with a pause at the end of each tilt
as tl'mugh it were summoning up energy for the next eﬂ-brt.
cinating — but, after a time, monotonous. | |
Fa’?[‘en nlifutﬁ:_s of it were enough, and we withdrew to chr}ib
to the top of the wood-pile beside the shed. We sat there with
the whole heap quivering beneath us as the engine chugged
nderouslyon. | _
it 131}: Unzle Axel says the Old People must have had much
better engines than this,’ I told her.. R
~ “My father says that if one-quarter of the thmgs they say
“about the Old People are true, they must have been magicians:
not real people, at all,” Sophie coufltered. _ |
‘But they were wonderful,’ I insisted.
‘T'oo wonderful to be true, he says,’ she told me.

~ asked. | |
| 24

. And no wonder. Only some years 'Iatérl'-"muld I -a“pﬁféciate
‘how badly troubled he must have been when he came home
~to find Sophie had sprained her ankle, and that it had been

Perhaps Mrs Wender saved me. . ..

‘No. That’s silly, If they could’ve, we'd be able to.

"But there are lots of things they could do that we are learn-
ing to do again,’ I protested. - o

“Not flying.” She shook her head. ‘Things can either fly, or

“they can’t, and we can’t,’ she said. -

~ I thought of telling her about my dream of the city -and'--the.

 things flying over it, but after all, a dream isn’t much evidence
- of anything, so I let it pass. Presently we climbed down, leaving
 the engine to its panting and creaking, and made our way over

- John Wender, her father, was back from one of his tri ps. A
sound of hammering came from the outside shed where he was
stretching skins on frames, and the whole place smelt of his
operations. Sophie rushed to him and flung her arms round

. his neck. HemEhtened up, haidmg heragainst h:m Wl‘th

one arm.,

~ ‘Hullo, Chicky," he said.

He greeted me more gravely. We had an unspoken 'uﬁﬂefa
standing that we. were on a man to man basis. It had always
been like that. When he first saw me he had looked at meina

~ way that had scared me and made me afraid to speak in his

presence. Gradually, however, that had changed. We became
friends. He showed me and told me a lot of intteresting things -
all the same I would look up sometimes to find him watching
me uncasily.f'-r. S B .

David Strorm, the son of Joseph Strorm, of all people, who
had seen her foot. He must, I think, have been greatly tempted
by the thought that a dead boy could break no promise. ;..

But I think he could have been reassured had he knawn of

“an incident at my home about a month after I met Sophie.

- I bad run a splinter into my hand and when I pulled it out

it bled a lot. I-went to the kitchen with it only tofind everybody
- too busy getting supper to be bothered with me, so I rummaged
. astrip out of the rag-drawer for myself. I tried clumsily fora
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minute or two to tie it, then my mother noticed. She made

tchk-tchk noises of dxsapproval and insisted on it being washed.

Then she wound the stnp on neatly, grumbling that of course

I had to go and do it JUSt when she was busy | salcl I was
sorry, and added:

‘I could have managed it all nght by myself 1f I’d had

. another hand.”

My voice must .l-lave camed for snlence fell on the whole |

room like a clap.
My mother froze. I looked round the room at the sudden

qmet Mary, standing with a pie in her hands, two of the farm
men waiting for thelr meal, my father about to take his seat at
the head of the table, and the others; they were all. ‘staring
at me. I caught my father’s expression just as it was turmng

from amazement to anger. Alarmed, but uncomprehending, 1
watched his mouth tighten, his jaw come forward, his brows

press together over his still incredulous eyes. He demanded
‘What was that you said, boy?’

I knew the tone. I tried to think m a dwperate hurry how I

'had offended this time. I stumbled and stuttered.

‘I-1s-ad I couldn’t manage to tie tlus far myself’ I tdd
him.

‘His eyes had become less mcredulous, more accumng

‘And you wished you had a third hand!’ -'

‘ No father. I only said if I had another hand -
you would be ablc to tie it. If that was not a wwh what

was it?'
~ “I only meant 1f ' I pmtested I was alarmcd and too con-

~ fused to explain that I had only happened to use one way of
expressing a difficulty which might have been put in several
ways, I was aware that the rest had stopped gaping at me, and
~ were now lookmg apprehens:vely at my fathcr Hls expressmn
was grim. | . }
‘You — my own son — were calhng upon the Devﬂ tu gme
you another hand!’ he accused me. | T
‘But I wasn't. I only ~ DR
‘Be quiet, boy. Everyone in th:s room- haard yau You 1%
certainly make it no better by lying.’ . e
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“‘But - L R
“Were you, or were yuu not, e:xpressmg dmsansfacnan thh

~ the form of the body God gave you ~-the ferm in Hm own’

image?’
‘T just said th -

~ “You blasphemed, boy. You found fault thh the Narm
Everybody here heard you. What have you to. say to. that? Yau _
know what the Norm is?’ '
I gave up protesting. I knew well encmgh that my father in
his present mood would not try te understand I muttered
pﬂﬂ?ﬂt"hke R C o
“The Norm is the Image ef God” R
“You do know - and vyet, knowmg thls, yuu dehberately

_ wxshed yaumlf a Mutant, That is a terrible thing, an out-

rageous thing.- You, my son, committing blasphemy, and

- before his parents!’ In his sternest pulpxt vmce, he added

“What is a Mutant?’

- ‘“A thing accurscd in the s:ght Gf God and man” .
mumbled o '
‘And that is what you Wl&hed to. bel What have you to aay?’ .
- With a heart-sunk certainty that it would be useless to say _
anythmg, I kept my lips shut and my eyes lowered.
‘Down on your knees!’ ke commanded. ‘Kneel and pmy! ’
The others all knelt, too. My father’s voice rose:
‘Lord, we have sinned in omission, We. beg Thy fergweness :
that we have not better instructed this child in T hy laws ., .

- The prayer seemed to go booming on for a long time. After the

‘Amen’ there was a pause, until my father said:
- ‘Now go to your room, and pray. Pray, you wretclwd boy

'fer a forgweness you do not deserve, but which God, in His

mercy, may yet grant you I w:ll come to yau, later.”

In the mght when the angulsh which had follawed my
father’s visit was somewhat abated, I lay awake, puzzling. T
had had no idea of wishing for a third hand, but even if I
had . . .? If it was such a terrible thing just to think of having
three hands, what would happen if one really had them —- or

-anything else wrong; such as, for instance, an extra toe -7
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And when at last I fell asleep I had a dream.

We were all gathered in the yard, just as we had been at the
last Purification. Then it had been a little hairless calf that
stood waiting, blinking ‘stupidly at the knife in my father’s
hand; this time it was a little girl, Sophie, standing barefooted
‘and trying uselessly to hide the whole long row of toes that
everyone could sée on each foot. We all stood leekmg at her,
and waiting, Presently she started to run from one: person to
another, imploring them to help her, but none of them moved,
and none of their faces had any exprmwn My father started
to walk towards her, the knife shlmng in his hand. Sophie grew
frantic; she flitted from one unmoving person to anotier, tears
rmmmg down her face. My father, stern, implacable, kept oh
coming nearer; still no one ‘would move to help her, My father

came closer still, with leng arms oumpread to prevcnt her

boltmg as he cmnered her. -
- He caught hcr, and dragged her back to “the mlddle of the
yard. The sun’s edge began to show above the horizon, and

everyone started to sing a hymn. My father held Sophie with
orie arm just as he had held the struggling calf, He raised his

other hand high, and as he swept it down the knife flashed in

the light of the rising sun, Just as rt hﬁd ﬂaahcd when he cut

the calf's thmat ._

- If ]ohn and Mary Wender had been there when I woke
up struggling and crying, and then lay in the dark trying to
~ convince myself that the terrible picture was nothing more
" than a dream, they wcmld 1 ﬂunk have fclt qulte a lot easier

mthelr mmds.
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| THIs Was a tlme when I passed out af a plac:d penod mto one

where things kept on happening. There wasn’t much reason
about it; that is to say, only a few of the thmgs were connected
with one another: it was more as if an active cycle had set in,
just as a spell of different weather might come along.

My meeting with Sophie was, I sup .
pose, the first incident;
the next was that Uncle Axel found out about me and my half-

cousin, Rosalind Morton. He - -and it was lucky it was he, and

no one else — happcncd to come upen me whm I was. talkmg
to her.

It must havc bmn a aelf-presemng mstmct w}uch had made
us keep the thing to ourselves, for we’d no active feeling of
danger ~ I had so little, in fact, that when Uncle Axel found
me sitting behind a rick chatting apparently to myself, I made
very little effort to dissemble. He may have been there a minute
or more before I became aware of somebody just round the
corner of my eye, and turned to see who it was. '

‘My Uncle Axel was a tall man, neither thm nor fat, hut
sturdy, and with a seasoned look to him. I used to think when
I watched him at work that his weathered hands and forearms
had some sort of kinship with the polished wood of the helves
they used. He was standing in his customary way, with much
of his weight upon the thick stick he used because his leg had
been wrongly set when it was broken at sea. His bushy eye-
brows, a little touched with grey, were drawn closer by a half-
frown, but the lines on his tanned face were half-amused as he
regarded me. -

‘Well, Davie boy, and who would you be chatterm awa
80 hard to? Is it fairies, or gnomes, or only the rabblfs? ’ hz

Ij Just shook my head. He limped closer, and sat down beside
me, chewing on a stalk of grass from the rick.

‘Feeling lonely?’ he mqmred '

‘ No, I told him.,
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wned a bit again. ‘Wouldn’t it be more fun to do
yofxlre cf}::ttenng with siar;e of the other kids?’ he suggwted.
‘ More interesting than just sitting and talking to yourself?’
I hesitated, and then because he was Uncle Axel and my
' bcst fnend among the grown-ups, I smd o
¢ Was what? * he asked, puzzled.

“Talking to one of them,’ I told hlm
He frowned, and went on lookmg puzzled.

o iWho?l

~ *Rosalind,’ 1 tald hxm "

~ He paused a bit, lcokmg at me harder

¢ H’m - T didn’t see her around,’ he remarked

‘Oh, she isn’t here. She’s at home —at least, she’s near .
in a little secret tree-house her brothers bmlt in the spmney
I explained. ‘It's a favourite place of hers .
" He was not able to understand what 1 ‘meant at first. He
kept on talking as though it were a make-believe me . ‘but
ofter I had tried for some time to explain he sat quiet, watching

my face as I talked, and presently his expression became very
sei{lous After I'd stopped he sald notiung for a mmute or tvm,

:'i!'l"

“This isn’t lay-stuﬁ it’s the real truth you're telhng me,
Davie boy?’ Aid he locked at me hard and steadily as he spoke
~ “Yes, Uncle Axel, of course,’ 1 assured him. _ |

‘And you never told anyone else — nobody at all?’
*No. %rt 'g a secret.” I told him, and he looked relieved.

d ulled
He threw away the remains of his grass- -stalk, and p
another out of the rick. After he had thoughtfully bitten a few

pieces off that and spat them out he looked directly at me ag_am
‘Davie,’ he said, ‘1 want you to make me a prormse -

‘Yes, Uncle Axel? e e g e -. s fe

1mportant later on youill undemtand better lmw important it
is. You mustn’t do anythmg that wculd even let anyune guess :

- about it. Will you promise me that?’ -
30

. His gravity 1umssed me. greatly I had never kmwn him

~ to speak with so much mtenslty It made me aware, when I

gave my promise, that I was vowing something more important |
than I could understand. He kept his cyes on mine as I spoke,
and then nodded, satisfied that I meant it, We shm;k hands on
the agreement. Then he said:

“It would be best if you wuld forget it altogether

I thought that over, and then shook my head. -

‘I don’t think I could, Uncle Axel. Not really. I mean, it

just #s. It'd be like trying to forget - I bmke aﬂ unable to
express what I wanted to.

‘Like trymg to forget lww to talk or hew to hear perhaps?’
he suggested, _ -
- ‘Rather like that only dtﬂ’erent, I adl:mttcd
He nodded, and thought again.
~ “You hear the words inside your. head?’ he asked SRR
“Well, not exactly “hear”, and not exactly ‘“see”,’ I told
him, ‘There are ~ well, sort of shapea and if you use words
you make them clearer so that they’re easier to understand,’ -
‘But you don’t have to use words — not say them out loud_

" as you were doing just now?’

‘Oh, no - it just helps to make it clcarei' sdmetlméé i
‘It also helps ! to make things a lot more dangemus, for both -

of you. I want yau to. make :mﬂther pmnnae ~ that you’ll never
do it out loud any more.’ o

‘All right, Uncle Axel,’ I agreed agam _ o
“You’ll understand when you're older how 1mportmt it is,’
he told me, and then he went on to insist that I should get

Rosalind to make the same promises. I did not tell him any-

thing about the others because he seemed so worried already,
but I decided I'd get them to promise, too. At the end he put
out his hand again, and once more we swore secrecy very

' saly

1 put the matter to Reaalmd and the others the same evemng

_- _.-_It crystallized a feeling that was in all of us. I don’t suppose
- that there was a single one of us who had not at some time

- made a shp or two and brought upon himself, or herself, an
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odd, suspicious look. A few of these looks had been warnings

enough to each; it was such looks, not comprehended, but

_ clear eneugh as signs of disapproval just below the verge of

suspicion, that had kept.us out of trouble. There had been no
acknowledged, co-operative policy among us, It was simply as

individuals that we had all taken the same self-protective,

- secretive course, ‘But now, out of Uncle Axel’s anxious insis-
tence on my promise, the feeling of a threat was strengthened.
It was still shapeless to us, but it was more real. Furthermore,
in trying to convey Uncle Axel’s seriousness to them I must

have stirred up an uneasiness that was in-all their minds, for

there ‘was ‘no dissent. They made the promise willingly;
eagerly, in fact, as though it was a burden they were relieved
to share. It was our first act as a group; it made us a group
by its formal admission of our responsibilities towards one

another. It changed our lives by marking our first step in cor-

porate self-preservation, though we understood little of that
at the time. What secmed most 1mportant just then was the
feehng of shanng .. - . SRR

- Then, almost on top of that personal event came anﬁthcr
which was of gcneral concern; an invasion in force from the
Fringes, :

As usual therc was no detalled plan to deal w1th it. As near
. as anyone came to organization was the appointment of head-
quarters in the different sectors. Upon an alarm it was the duty

“of all able-bodied men in the district to rally at their local head-

quarters, when a course of action would be decided according
to the location and extent of the trouble. As a method of dealing
with small raids it had proved good enough, but that was all it
“was intended for. As a result, when the Fringes people found
leaders who could promote an organized invasion there had

been no adequately organized system of defence to delay them.

‘They were able to push forward on a broad front, mopping up
little bands of -our militia here and there, and looting as they

liked, and meeting nothing to delay them seriously unnl they' -

were twenty-five miles or more into civilized parts,
- By that time we had our forces in somewhat better erder,

and neighbouring districts had pulled themselves together to
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head off a further widening, and harry the flanks. Our men
were better armed, too. Quite a lot of them had guns, whereas
the Fringes people had only a few that they had stolen, and
depended chiefly on bows, knives, and spears. Nevertheless,
the width. of their advance made them difficult to deal with.
They were better woodsmen and cleverer at hiding themselves
than proper human beings, so that they were able to press on

" another fifteen milm bcfare we cmlld contatn them and brmg -
them to battle, -

- It was exciting fﬂ!’ a boy. Wlth the legas la httle more
than seven miles away, our yard at Waknuk had become one
of the rallying points. My father, who had had an arrow
threugb his arm early in the campaign, was helping to organize
the new volunteers into squads. For several days there was a

great bustling and coming and going as men were registered
and sorted, and finally rode off with a fine air of determination,

- and the women of the houschold waving handkerchiefs at them. .

‘When they had all departed -and our workers, too, the plme
seemed quite uncannily quiet for a day. Then there a

single rider, dashing back. He paused long enough to te];l us

that there had been a big battle and the Fringes people, with
some of their leaders taken prisoner, were running away as fast _

as they could, then he galloped on with his good news.

~ "That same afternoon a small troop of horsemen came ndmg

“into the yard, mth two of the captured Frmges l&adem in the -
. mzlaafthem o

DEC what I was dmng, and ran across to see. It was'a
b:t disappointing at first sight. The tales about the Fringes had
led me to expect creatures with two heads, or fur all over, or
half a dozen arms and legs. Instead, they seemed at first glance
to be just two ordinary men with beards — though unusually

I dropp¥é

dirty, and with very ragged clothes. One of them was a short

man with fair hair which was tufted as though he had trimmed

it with'a knife. But when I looked at the other I had a shock
~ which brought me up dumbfounded, and staring at him. I was
80 jolted I just went on staring at him, for, put him in decent

clothes, ndy np hts beard and he’d be the 1mage of my
father. . e o .
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Ashcsathlshﬁme, looking round, he noticed me; casually o Whatayourmme, boy?'heasked

at first, in passing, then his gaze smtchedhact and he+.-atnred - ‘David,’ I told him. ‘David Strorm.” -
hard at me. A strange flook- ;: that -..I -~did - n_ot -' -mdtmtm& # all | -He nodded, as if that were samfmtory 3
came into his eyes. ... = | _ - ‘The man at the door, with his arm in a slmg, t.hat Wld be
He opened his mauth as 1f to speak but at that moment YW!' father, Joseph Stm?, .
people came out of the house — my father, with his arm sttll in- “‘Yes,” I told him. |
a sling, among them - to see what was goingon. . o Again he nodded He looked round the housc and thc aut-
I saw my father pause on the step and survey tha Wp af - . bmldmg&
horsemen, then he, too, noticed the man in the m&ddh of them:. “This place, then wmﬂd he Waknuk?' b e. mked
" For a moment he stood staring, just as 1 had done - thcn all *Yes,’ I said again.

—_— .

his colour drained away, and his face went: bletch}‘ grey. . - I don’t know whether he would havc asked mm'e, fer at that
1 looked quickly at the other man, He was siting ﬂbﬁ@lm&?’ ~ point somebody told me to clear off. A little later they all re-
rigid on his horse. The expression on his face made something mounted, and soon they moved away, the spidery man with

clutch suddendy in my chest. T had never seen hatred naked his arms tied together once more. I watched them ride off in the
before, the lines cut deep, the eyes glittering, the teeth sud- Kentak- direction, glad. to_see them go. My first encounter

“denly looking like a savage animal’s. It struck me with aslap, a ! ~with someone from the Fringes had not, after all been cxcmng,
horrid revelation of something hitherto unknown, and. hxdwus ’ but it had been unpleasantly disturbing. -
it stamped itself on my mind so that I never forgotit. .v. - " 1 heard later that both the. capture 4 Fn ngea men manage J
Then my father, still looking as though he-were ill, P“t out ~ to escape that same mght I can’t remember who told me; but
his good hand to steady himself agamst the ‘1001"?93*: and I am perfectly certain it was not my father. I never once heard
turned back into the house. - him refer to that day, and I never had the courage to ask hlm -
One of the escort cut the rope which held thﬁ Pmﬂef 8 about it. - -
arms. He dmnwunted and I was able to see then what was . S _ _ _ S
wrong with him.. He stood some eighteen inches taller than Then scarcely, it aeemed had we settled down aftcr the in-
anyone else, but not because he was a big man. If his legs had vasion and got the men back to catching up with the farm work,
been right, he would have stood no taller than my father’s five- than my father was in the mlddle of a new row mth my half-
feet-ten: but they were not: they were monstrously ‘long and ;_ uncle, Angus Morton,
thin, and his arms were long Md thm, too. It made hxm look ' ~Daifterences of temperament and outlook had kept them in-
half-man, half-spider. . ternuttcntly at war with one another for years, My father had
. His escort gave him food and a pot of beer He sat down on been heard to sum up his opinion by declaring-that if Angus
a bench, and his bony knees stuck up to seem almost level with ‘ had any principles they were of such infinite width as to be 2
bis shoulders. He looked round the yard, noticing everything : menace to the rectitude of the neighbourhood; to which Angus

as he munched his bread and cheese. In the course .of his

was reputed to have replied that Joseph Strorm was 2 flinty-
inspection he percewed me again. He beckoned. I lumg bmck

souled pedant, and bigoted well beyond reason. It was not,

—— At L ———

pretending not to-see. He beckoned again. 1 becam . therefore, difficult for a-row to blow up, and the latest one
of being afraid of hlm 1 went closer, and then & lltﬁle clam o occurred over Angus’ acquisition of a pair of great-horses.
still, but keepmg wani} out- ef raﬂgen I yudged @f thme | .Rumours of great-horses had reached our district though
spidery arms. - none had been seen there. My father was already uneasy in
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his mind at what he had heard of them, nor was the fact tha
Angus was the importer of them a commendation; conse-
quently, it may have been with some prejudice that he went
to inspect them. A I
His doubts were confirmed at once. The moment he set

-

~ eyes on the huge creatures standing twenty-six hands at the .

shoulder, he knew they were wrong. He turned his back on |
‘them with disgust, and went straight to the inspector’s house .
with a demand that they should be destroyed as Offences.
‘You're out of order this time,’ the inspector told him'cheer- -
fully, glad that for once his position was incontestable. ‘They’re
Government-approved, so they are beyond my jurisdiction, - J
- *T don’t believe it,” my father told him. ‘God never made
horses the size of these. The Government can’t have approved
- *But they have;’ said the inspector. ‘ What's more,’ he.added -
with satisfaction, ‘Angus tells me that knowing the neighbour- |
hood 8o well he has got attested pedigrees for them.” -
$Any government that could pass creatures like that is cor- |
rupt and immoral,’ my father announced. - e e
‘Possibly,’ admitted the inspector, ‘but it’s still the Govern-
My father glared at him. -
- *It’s easy to sce why some people would approve them,’ he
said. ‘One of those brutes could do the work of two, maybe -
~ three, ordinary horses — and for less than double the feed of -
one. There’s a good profit there, a good incentive to ‘get them
passed - but that doesn’t mean that they’re right, I say a horse
like that is not one of God’s creatures — and if it isn’t His, then
it’s an Offence, and should be destroyed as such.” = .
" “The official approval states that the breed was produced
simply by mating for size, in the normal way. And T'd dety
you to find any characteristic that's identifiably wrong with
them, anyway,’ the inspector told him.
" “Somebody would say that when he saw how profitable they . |

- Govern

could be. There’s a word for that kind of thinking,’ 'my father
replied. L S

Tl.h:l 'ihspector- shrugged, = = S B
: U JOCRELY. MG WIC, 1gnt,’” my father persisted.
A horse that size is not right - you know tl?lrat unﬂfﬁli:el:lsfl;t ead; _

- well as I.do, and there’s no getting away from it. Once we allow

ﬂ}il?gs that we know-are not right, there’s no telling where it
P’f'h"f’d'A god-fearing community doesn’t have to deny its
aith just because there'’s been pressure brought to bear in a
m;m;mntciﬁnﬁmg office, There are plenty of us here who
know how God intended his creatures to be. even if (h

spector srmlcd ‘As with the Dakers’ cat}’ hesugs |

The in

My father glared at him again. The affair of the Dakers’ cat

‘rankled.

- About 8 year previously it had somehow come to his kno

ledge that Ben Dakers’ wife housed a tailless cat, He mves:‘
g_ate.-d,_ and _when he had collected evidence that it had n ;
simply lost its tail in some way, but had never possessed Gﬁﬂ.
he condemned it, and, in his capacity as a magrsttate order:&,
the inspector to make out a warrant for its destmct;tma 1
Offence.The inspector had done 'aa,-.-_-with-re‘luc'tém*;e,' whei‘efuiazz -

- Dakers promptly entered an- appeal. Such shilly-shallying in

an obvious case outraged my father’s princi

_ itr y father’s principles, and .
sonally att_endfd to the demise of thePDa_keEa' cat \dvﬁaptira -
mitter ‘was still sub Judice, His position, when a notification
s? swumﬂyar;:wed stating that there was a recognized breed
of tailless cats with a well-authenticated history, was awkward

and somewhat expensive, It had been with very bad grace that

he had chosen to make a public apology rather than resi gn -

his magistracy. o ST .
This,’ he told the inspector sharply, ‘is an altogether mm'e

important affair,’

L .oty sald the inspector patiently. ‘The type is approved.
gol::lcsl Pamcﬁli‘r pair has confirmatory sancﬁayriélf tll:aptl;:v; -
toe what happens toyou. hem yourself - and
- ‘It is your moral duty to issue an order against these. so.
mﬂ_ed_ horses,” my father insisted. | 8 I_ISt thesg S0
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My father did not actually hit the inspector, but it must have
been a near thing. He went on boiling with rage for several
days and the next Sunday we were treated to-a searing address
on the toleration of Mutants which sullied the Purity of our
community. He called for a general boycott of the owner of the
Offences, speculated upon immeorality in. high places, “hinted
that some there might be expected to have a fellow-feeling for
Mutants, and wound up with a peroration in which a certain
official was. scathed as an unprincipled hireling of unprin-
cipled masters and the local representative of the Forces of
~ Though the inspector had no such convenient pulpit for
reply, certain trenchant remarks of his on persecution, ©On-~
‘tempt of authority, bigotry, religious mania, the law of slander,
and the probable effects of direct action in opposition. to
Government sanction achieved a wide circulation. -~
It was very likely the last point that kept my father from
doing more than talk. He had had plenty.of trouble over the
Dakers’ cat which was of no value at all: but the great-horses
were costly creatures; besides, Angus would not be one to
waive any poesible penalty. ... ST
So there was a degree of frustration about that made home
a good place to get away from as much as possible. ..
Now that the countryside had settled down again and was
not full of unexpected people, Sophie’s parents would let her
go out on rambles once more, and I slipped away over there
when I could get away unnoticed. BN I
- Sophie couldn’t go to school, of course. She would have
been found out very quickly, even with a false certificate; and
her parents, though they taught her to read and write, did not
have any books, so that it wasn't much good to her. That w
why we talked - at least I tatked - a lot on our expedi
trying to tell her what 1 was learning from myows r
" The world, I was able to tell her, was generally thought. to
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e a pretty big place, and probably round. The civilized i

2 pretty b » and probably round. T} civilized part
ti.f ali: de W%?Wﬁmk_mqnly a small district — was -*ca;;led
- f;: or. This was thm!gght to be the Old People’s name for
it; th ughthatwwnmm certain. Round most of Labrador
_th;re ‘was agreat deal of water called the sea; which was im- :
i:;tlm;:;n Wﬂtﬁffthobﬂdy that I knew, except Uncle
ut t “you:were to go. three hundred miles or so east, north,
mmﬂh -wmtm would come to it sooner or later. But muth:
west or south, you wouldn’t; you'd get to the Fringes and then

th? Badlands, which would kil you. = - _
- Tt.-was said, too, thongh nobody was sure, that b e Yy
the Old People Labrador had been a cold land, so cold -i:ha: r?;

‘one could live there for long, so they had used it then only for

growing trees and doing their mysterious mining in. But

‘sand years? — even more, perhaps? People guessed, but nobody

really knew. -The:re ‘was no telling how many. generations of
people had .passed: their lives like savages between the coming
of Tribulation and the start of recorded history. Only Nichol-

wle Pk | . »
son’s Repentances had come out of the wilderness of barbarism,

and that only because it had lain for, perhaps, several centuries

‘sealed in a stone.coffer before it was discovered. And only the

Bible had survived from the ti e Ol '
seives, e rom the time of the Old People them-
Except for what these two books told, the past, further back

- than three recorded centuries, was a long oblivion. Out of that

blankness atretched a few strands of legend, badly frayed in
their passage through successive minds. It was this lcm;g line of
tongues that had given us the name Labrador, for it was un-
mentioned in either the Bible or Repentances, and they may

‘have been right about the cold, although there were only two

cold months in the year now - Tribulation could account fo
that, it could account for almost anything. ... account for

. For a long time it had been disputed whetheér any part# ef

the ;.world other than Labrador and the big island of Newf

were populated at all. They were thought to be all Badl
Lo 1 o - thoug : dlands
which had ;ai;ﬁ.ercd_the full Wﬁgight of Tribulation, but it had
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been found that there were some stretches of Fringes vountry

in places. These were grossly deviational and quite godless, of
course, and incapable of being civilized at present, but if the
Badland borders there were withdrawing as ours were, it might
one day be possible to colonize them.

- Altogether, not much seemed to be known about the world,
but at least it was a more interesting subject than Ethics which
an old man taught to a class of us on Sunday afternoons.
Ethics was why you should, and shouldn’t; do things. Moat of
the don’ts were the same as:.my father's, but some -of the
reasons were different, so it was confusing: ¢

~ According to Ethics, mankind — that was us,
parts — was in the process of climbing back into grace; we were
following a faint and difficult trail which led up to the peaks

from which we had fallen. From the true trail branched many
false trails that sometimes looked easier and more attractive;
all ‘these really led to the edges of precipices, beneath which
lay the abyss of eternity. Th
following it we should, with God’s help and in His own good
time, regain all that had been lost. But so faint was the trail, so

~ get with traps and deceits, that every step must be taken with

caution, and it was 100 dangerous for a man to rely on his own
judgement. Only the authorities, ecclesiastical and lay, were in
~ ‘a position to judge whether ‘the next step was a rediscovery,
and so, safe to take; or whether it deviated from the true
re-ascent, and so was sinful. - | S
The penance of Tribulation that had been put upon the
world must be worked out, the long climb faithfully retraced,
and, at last, if the temptations by the way were resisted, there
would be the reward of forgiveness — the restoration of the
Golden Age. Such penances had been sent before: the expul-
sion from Eden, the Flood, pestilences, the destruction of the
Cities of the Plain, the Captivity. Tribulation had been another
such punishment, but the greatest of all: it must, when it
struck, have been like a combination of all these disasters.
Why it had been sent was as yet unrevealed, but, judging by
precedent, there had very likely been a phase of irreligious
arrogance prevailing at the time.
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- as the image of God, it was set.

in civilized

ere was only one true trail, and by

M s fecen
Eeh: :ss;?f the numerous precepts, arguments, and examples in
e ‘erehclondense(! for us into this: the duty and purpose
in this world is to fight unceasingly against the I<=;.=vils

. that Tribulation loosed upon it. Above all, he must see that

the h . | :
ane:.d{;m?:] forrnb s kept true to the divine pattern in order that
. y it may be permitted to regain the high place in which

Solgl?i\:e?; Iidi!?' not talk much nbbﬁt this part. of Ethics to
. Not, 1 think, because I ever actually classified her in

my mind as a Dé¢viation, but it had to be admitted that she did

not quite qualify as a true ima |
. _ as a e 1n: - 1t 9 :
avoid that .as age, so it seemed more tactful to

tal‘k-about;.s-, e

pect.-ﬁArfd ﬁthe.re were plenty of other things to
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N d B.Obf .-.3.1 W_ékﬁuk seemed to trouble about me if T was out
of sight. It was only when I hung about that they thought
of jobs that needed doing. B S A

The season was 2 good one, sunny, yet well watered so '-th-a‘_t
even farmers had little to complain of other than the pressure

to catch up with the work that the invasion had interrupted.

Except among the sheep the average of Offences in the spring
births had been ‘quite unusually low. The impending crops
were so orthodox that the inspector had posted only a single
field, belonging to Angus Morton, for burning. Even among

the vegetables there was little deviation;'the solonaceae as usual

provided most of what there was. All in all, the season looked
‘like setting up a Purity record, and condemnations were so
 few that even my father was pleased enough to announce
- guardedly in one of his addresses that Waknuk would seem to
be giving the forces of Evil quite a setback this year ~ and it
was a matter for thanksgiving that retribution for the importa-
tion of the great-horses had been -'visited_ upon their owner
himself, and not upon the whole community. - _
With everyone so busy I was able to get away e.arily,h and
during those long summer days Sophie and I roamed more
widely than before, though we did our adventuring - with
caution, and kept it to little-used ways in order to avoid en-

counters. Sophie’s upbringing had given her a timidity to-

wards strangers that was nearly an instinct. Almost before one
was visible she vanished noiselessly. The only adult she had
made friends with was Corky, who looked after the steam-
engine. Everyone else was dangerous. S

‘We discovered a place up the stream where there were banks
of shingle. I liked to take off my shoes, roll up my trousers, and
paddle there, examining the pools and crannies. Sophie used
to sit on one of the large, flat stones that shelved into the water,

and watch me wistfully. Later we went there armed with two

small nets that Mrs Wender had made, and a jar for the catch.
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I waded about fishing for the little shrimp-like creatures that
lived there while Sophie tried to scoop them up by reaching
from the bank. She did not do very well at it. After a time she
gave up, and sat watching me enviously. Then, greatly daring,
she pulled off a shoe, and looked at her naked foot reflectively.
After a minute she pulled off the other. She rolled her cotton
trousers above her knees, and stepped into the stream. She
stood there for a thoughtful moment, looking down through
the water at her foot on the washed pebbles, I called to
~ ‘Come over this way. There’s lots of them here.’
- She waded towards me, laughing and excited. ~
‘When we had had enough of it we sat on the flat rock, letting
- “They’re not really horrible, are they?’ she said, regarding
hers judicially. A SR S
“They’re not horrible at all. They make mine lock all
knobbly,’ I told her, honestly. She was pleased about that,
A few days later we went there again. We stood the jar on
the flat stone beside our shoes while we fished, and industri-
ously scampered back to it now and then with our catch,
oblivious of all else until a voice said: -

‘Hullo, there, David!’ . S '
I'looked up, aware of Sophie standing rigid behind me.
~The boy who had called stood on the bank, just above the
rock where our things lay. I knew him. Alan, the son of John
Ervin, the blacksmith; about two years older than I was. I kept

my head. - o | o ' |
~ ‘Oh, hullo, Alan,’ I'said, unencouragingly.-

I waded to the rock and picked up Sophie’s shoes.

‘Catch!’ I called as I threw them to her. S o
- One she caught, the other fell into the water, but she re-
- ‘What are you doing?’ Alan asked. : o
I told him we were catching the shrimp-things. As I said it
I stepped casually out of the water on to the rock. I had never
ared much for what I knew of Alan at the best of times, and

. hﬂwaﬁ by no means welcome now.
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_ “They’re no good. Fish are what you want to g0 after, he
ously.
sailc-ll:t: tz:-f::m att};ntmn to Sophte, who wa.s wadmg to the
bank, shoes in hand, some yards farthﬁr up- .
Whossht?‘ he inquired.
I delayed answering while 1 put qn my shoes Sophte had

d into the . bushes now. = ,
dwri she?’ he repeated. ‘She’s not one of the - He

broke off suddenly. 1 looked up and saw. that he was stanng

fhere as she bént over o tip her catch into the ja'n The mark

' enough to show the print of all six toes clearly.
?:cit;g g:f:fhc jar. gA cascade of water and struggling shrimps
poured down the rock, obliterating the footprint, but 1 k;icw,
~ with a sickly feeling, that the harm had been done. th t_ FI dld
“Ho!’ said Alan, and there was a gleam in his cya a
not like. *Who is she?’ he demanded again. o
‘She’s a friend of mine,’ I told him.

‘What’s her name?’

I did not answer that.
| ‘H:;h I'll soon find out, anyway, he satfl thh a gnn

- business of yours,” I told him. |
}ite smTk nl:)mmtlcc otY that; he had turned and was standmg

looking along the bank towards the point where Sophte had
disappeared into the bushes.

him. He was blgger
I ran up the stone and flung myaelf on.
thanml w:fs but it took him by surprise, and we went down

i I knew of fighting was
ether in a whirl of arms and legs. All
:zﬁzt Iﬁhad learnt from a few sharp scuffles. I simply hit out,

10 gain a few

4 did my furious best. My intention was.
::mut;s foz Sophie to put her shoes on and hide; if shef had
a little start, he would never be able to find her, as I knew from

d got
- Then he recovered from his first surprise an _
:: P:S:t;l;fc of blows on my face which made me forget about

Sophie and sent me at.it, tooth and nail, on my own account.

" We rolled back and forth on a patch of turf. I kept on hitti t:*ng _
and struggling furiously, but his weight started to tell. He be-

ey
— -

gan to feel more sure of himself, and I, more futile. However,
I had gained something: I'd stopped him going after Sophie
straxght away. Gradually he got the upper hand, presently he
was sitting astride of me, pummelling me as I squirmed. I
kicked out and struggled, but there wasn’t much I could do
but raise my arms to protect my head. Then, suddenly, there

was a yelp of anguish, and the blows ceased. He flopped down
on top of me. I heaved him off, and sat up to see S@phle

standmg there with a large rough stone in her hand. -

- *“I hit him,” she said proudly, and. wrth a tmch af wonder—
ment.. ‘Do you think he’s dead?”

~Hit htm she certainly had. He lay whte-faced and stl.ll mth

the blood trickling down his- cheek but he was breathmg all
right, so he certainly wasn't dead.

*Oh, dear, sald Sophle in sudden reactmn and dropped the

| stcme

- We loeked at Alan and then at one another Both of us, I

thmk had the meulse to dc wmethmg for hlm but we were
afraad.

‘No one must ever know No m” Mrs Wender had smd

so intensely. And now this boy did know. It frightened us.

I got up. I reached for Sophie’s hand and palled her away
o Cemc along, I tol& her ’urgently

John Wendcr hstened carefully and patlently whzle we told

him about it.

~ “You’re quite sure he saw? It wasn 23 slmply that hg was I

curious because Sophie was a stranger?’ he asked at the end.

‘No,’ I said. ‘He saw the fmtrnark that’s why he wanted

to catch her.’

He nodded slowly

‘I see,” he said, and I was sﬁrpnsed how calmly he sazd it.
- He lmked steadily at our faces. Sophie’s eyes were big with

a mixture of alarm and excitement. Mine must have been pink-

rimmed, with dirty smears trailing from them. He turned hts
_headmﬂmethumfeagazesteaddy -

- “Pm:afraid it’s come, my dear. T his is 1t,. he séud

‘Oh, Johnny -’ Mrs Wender’s face was pale and distx;éssed
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‘I'don’t know - a long way, though,’ she told me.
We sat on, Sophie prattled between mouthfuls; I found it
hard to swallow because of the lump. Everything was abruptly
bleak to the horizon, and beyond. Nothing, I knew, was going

e Soerr Martie, but it is, you know. ‘We knew lt had’tacl:i}mc
sooner or later, Thank God it’s happened | wh:lg- - Im -. ';“"_'

Iow long will it take you tﬂ be 'fﬂafly??f ey
H‘:ﬁﬁ‘: lgng, Johnny. I've kept. things nearly :aadY; alwaya |

 ‘Good. Let’s get busy, then." - - =
N I?:;jt up and went round the table to her. He put his arms

round her, bent down and kissed her. Tears stood in he;eyiii
o ‘Oh, '}o.hnnyw-.dea‘-r.-_ Why are you 80 -swef_et; to me, W eﬁss |
I've brought you is - ?* He stopped. tha't _: ‘W!th -;_mther. K1 m
o They looked steadily into one another g.eygﬁ fa:__- a ml?me ,
théﬁ,_ .'Withaut a word, they bm:h {curned to look at Sophie. -
. Mrs Wender became her usual e e
to a cupboard, took out some food, and put it on the tabie _
" <Wash first, you dirty things,’ she told us. ‘Then eat this up

Fv%t{ilell washed I put the question I had vg_ant-ed to askaften

bef{;;[; chder,lf | :t’s j.ust Sdphiei-s tﬂes, muldt;:t you ’h”_':
" cut them off when she was a little baby? I don t expect
* would have hurt her much then, and nobody 1_‘_’“‘1’_"_ };ave
o Ehere'd have been marks, David, and. when peopls saw
 them th'ey‘-d know why. Now hurry up and eat that Sl_lppﬁl' ,
<he told me, and went busily off into the '-=other_:-rmm. e
 ¢We're going away,  Sophie confided to me pwsent ¥s
through 2 mouthfaill of pie'd eakly, - S

, K A awa2: --repeate blankly. . ._‘ . N
- SGh:lggddcdjf‘Mummy said we’d have t,tohio rf a_nybp_dy ever
found out. We nearly did when you saw them, - = .
fm“uéut(}--~-~ you mean, right away? Never come baqk?: I asked

in dismay. N - L
Lot been hunery, but T suddenly fost my appetite. I sat

'ﬁd-dling---.\vith the food on my plate. ‘The sot nds of bustling

| ‘¢ ata took on an ominous
\d bumping elsewhere in the house took on an omino
' thlalit;ﬁﬁlookg ed acroas the table at Scphie. Ian mthete ;

was a lump that wouldn’t b;e.ﬁa;ewal.lowed-; R
- “Where?’ I asked, unhappily. - R .

self again. She went briskly

-
- e

——r

to be quite the same ever again. The desolation of the prospect
engulfed me. I had to struggle hard to keep back tears.
Mrs Wender brought in a series of satchels and packs. I
watched glumly as she dumped them close to the door, and
went away again. Mr Wender came in from outside and col-

lected some of them. Mrs Wender reappeared and took Sophie

away into the other room. The next time Mr Wender came for
some more of the packs I followed him out. L
The two horses, Spot and Sandy, were standing there pa-
tiently with some bundles already strapped on to them. I was
surprised not to see the cart,and saidso. @~
John Wender shook his head. @~ = -
- ‘A cart keeps you to the tracks; with pack-horses you go
where you like,” hetoldme. =~ L
- I watched him strapping more bundles on while I gathered

‘Mr Wender,’ I said, ‘please can’t I come too?® |
~ He stopped what he was doing, and turned to look at me.
We faced one another for some moments, then slowly, regret-
fully, he shook his head. He must have seen that tears were
close behind my eyes, for he put his hand on my shoulder and
let 1t rest there. - e
"Come along inside, Davie,” he said, leading the way back
to the house. SR ' R
Mrs Wender was back in the living-room, standing in the
middle of the floor, and looking round, as if for things for-
gotten. | o
‘He wants to come with us, Martie,” said Mr Wender,

- She sat down on a stool, and held her arms out to me. I went
to her, unable to speak. Looking over my head, she said: -
- -‘Qh, Johnny. That awful father! I'm afraid-for him.”" =

~ Close to her like that I could catch her thoughts. They came
faster, but easier to understand, than words. I knew how she
felt, how she genuinely wished I could go with them, how she
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s, to g that I
without examining the reasons, to knowing
2!521 ogt,}t and must not go with them. 1 had the complete
answer before John Wender had put the ﬁrst sentence af hls
to ordi words.
re?llyklt?oweranraurz But it’s Soph.w I m afratd for - :md you.
If we were to be caught we’d be c:harged w1th ktdnappmg as

concealment, . . . -
we‘li fazh:y take Soplm: mthmg Cﬂu‘d make thmgs W‘:’m ff’r

nn
me"BJutichxt ay,nm. just that daar. Once they are samsﬁed that we
are out of the district we 'l be someone else’s responsibility,
and they’ll not bother. much more about us. But if Strart:
were to lose his boy there’d be hue and cry for miles. am;lr:ar ;
and 1 doubt whether we'd have a chance of gcttta% ’t
They’d have posses out everywhere looking for us. e can

| to increase the risk to Sophie, can we!’
| aﬁgf;;is g‘llenndﬂ was silent for some moments. I could feel her

fitting the reasons into v;hat she had known alraady.. Presently _
ed roun -

hef;?: :ilog}::ﬁerstand that, don't you Dawdz Your fatheﬁ'

would be so angry if you came with us that we d havc m_uﬂx:e

Jess chance of getting Sophie away safely. ] want you to m;mu;:

but for Sophie’s sake we daren’t do it. Please be braveha Gb

it, David. You're her only friend, and ycu can help er by

b brave. You will, won't you?’
E'i;'lgc words were like a clumsy repetition. Her thoughts had

had to accept the in-
been much clearer, and 1 had already .
evitable decision. I could not trust myself to speak. I noddl;:d
dumbly, and let her hold me to her in a way my. ﬁwn mot .er

never did.

The- packing-up was finished a little bcfm: dusk. When -
hi as ready Mr Wender took me aside.
ev?gtm i!elg l‘fc said, rflan to man, ‘I know how fond you are of |
Sophie. {’ﬁu ve looked after her like a hero, but 1'ms?.w there’s . i
one more thing you ¢an do to help her. Will you?” - |
‘Yes,’ I told him. ‘What is it, Mr Wender?’ | |

“stay here till tomorrow mormng? That’ll give us more tlme to
get her safely away. Will you do that? b
- “Yes,’ I said, rehably

'We shook hands on it. It made me feel stfdnger and mbrc B

responsible - rather like I had on that first day when she_
~ twisted her ankle,

Sophie held out her hand wzth wmethmg cancealed in it
as we came back.
- “Ths 18 for you, Dav;d she sald putting it into my hand
I looked at it. A curling lock of brown hair, tied with a piece
of yellow ribbon. I was still staring at it when she flung her
arms round my neck and kissed me, with more determination

than judgement. Her father picked her up and swung her hlgh
on top of the leading horse’s load.

Mrs Wender bent to kiss me, too.

! Good-bye, David; dear.’ She touched m}r brutsed cheek
with a gentle foreﬁnger ; We’ll never ferget, ahe said, and her
eyes were shiny, -

They set off. Jﬁlm Wender led the homea, mth hzs gun
slung across his back, and his left arm linked in his wife’s. At
the edge of the woods they paused and turned to wave. I waved
back. They went on. The last I saw of them was Sophi¢’s arm
wavmg as the dusk beneath the trees swa]lawed them up. -

The sun was gettmg l'ugh and the men were long ago out in
the fields when I rea_ched home. There was no one in the yard,

but the inspector’s pony stood at the hitching-post near the
door, so I guessed my father would be in the house.

T hoped that I had stayed away long enough. It had been a
bad night. I had started with a determinedly stout heart, but
in spite of my resolutions it weakened somewhat when dark
ness fell. I had never before spent a night anywhere but in-my
own room at home. There, everything was familiar, but the
Wenders’ empty house seemed full of queer sounds. I managed

to find some candles and light them, and when I had blown

up the fire and put some more wood on, that, too, helped to
make the place less lonely — but only a little less. Odd noises

kept on occurring inside and outside the house.
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For 2 long time I sat on a stool, pressing my back against
the wall so that nothing should approach me unaware. More
than once my courage all but gave out.-1 wanted painfully to
run away. I like to think it was my promise and the thought of
~ Sophie’s safety that kept me there; but I do remember also

how black it looked outside, and how full of inexplicable -

sounds and movements the darkness seemed to be. .
The night stretched out before me in a prospect of terrors,
yet nothing actually happened. The sounds like creeping foot-

steps never brought anything into view, the tapping. was no

prelude to anything at all, nor were the occasional dragging
noises; they were beyond explanation, but also, luckily, appar-
ently beyond manifestation, too, and at length, in spite of them
all I found my eyes blinking as I swayed on my stool. I sum-
moned up courage and dared to-move, very cautiously, across
to the bed. I scrambled across it, and very thankfully got my
back to a wall again. For a time I lay watching the candles and
the uneasy shadows they cast in the corners of the room, and
wondering what 1 should do when they were gone, when, all
of a sudden, they were gone — and the sun was shining in. . ...
I had found.some bread for my breakfast in the ‘Wenders’
house, but I was hungry again by the time I reached home.
That, however, could wait. My first intention was to get to my
room unseen, with the very thin hope that my absence might
not have been noticed, so that 1 would be able to pretend that
I had merely overslept, but my luck was not running: -Mary
caught sight of me through the kitchen window as 1 was
slipping across the yard. She called out: | | S
 “You come here at once. Everybody’s been looking all over
for you. Where’ve you been?’ And then, without waiting for
an answer, she added: ‘Father’s on the rampage. Better go to
him before he gets worse.’ , L
My father and the inspector were in the scldom-used, rather
formal room at the front. I seemed to arrive at a crucial fime.
The inspector looked much as usual, but my. father, was
thunderous. - oo
“Come here!l’ he snapped, as soon as I appeared in the door-
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to your room,’

1 went neamr,.'teluct'antly; o o
‘Where’ve you been?’ he demanded. ‘You've been out all
night. Where?’ S -
- I did not-answer. ==

 He fired half a dozen questions at me, looking fierier every

second when I did not answer them. -

‘Come on now. Sullenness isn’t going to help you. Who was |
this child — this Blasphemy ~ you were with yesterday?’ he
-+ I'still did not reply. He glared at me, I had never seen him
angrier. I felt sick with fright. .

- 'The inspector intervened then. In a quiet, ordinary voice

he said tome: -

“You know, David, concealment of a Blasphemy - not re-
porting a human deviation - is a very, very serious thing.
People go to prison for it. It is everybody’s duty ta report a;ny
kind of Offence to me ~ even if they aren’t sure — so that I can
decide. It’s always important, and very important indeed if it
is a Blasphemy. And in this case there doesn’t seem to be any
doubt about it — unless young Ervin was mistaken. Now he
says this child you were with has six toes. Is that true?’

‘No,’ I told him.. S |

‘He’s lying,’ said my father, N -

‘I see,’ said the inspector calmly. ‘Well, then if it isn’t true,
it can’t matter if we know who she 1s, can it?’ he went on in a .

reasonable tone. =

I made no reply to that.’ It seemed the safe.st. ﬁvay; We .léoked

at one another.

‘Surely, you see that’s so? If it is not true -’ he Wés 'go'iqng

on persuasively, but my father cut him short.

‘T’ll dea! with this. The boy’s lying.’ T'o me he added: ‘Go

I hesitated. I knew well enough what that meant, but I

knew, too, that with my father in his present mood it would
happen whether I told or not. I set my jaw, and turned to go.
My father followed, picking up a whip from the table as he
came. n - o -

“That,’ said the inspector curtly, ‘is my Whip.’
o __ ‘r |



My father seemed not to hear him. The inspector steod up.
*1 said that is my whip,’ he repeated, Wlth a hard ominous
“note in his voice.

My father checked his step. ‘With an 1ll—tempered gesture
he threw the whip back on the table He glared at the mspector,
and then turned to follow me. S

I dan t know whcre my mother was, perhaps she was afrmd
of my father. It was Mary who came, and made little comfort-
ing noises as she dressed my back. She wept a little as she
helped me into bed, and then fed me some broth with a spoon.
I did my best to put up a brave show in front of her, but when
she had gone my tears soaked into my pillow. By now 1t was
not so much the bodily hurts that brought them: it was bitter-
ness, self-contempt, and abasement. In wretchedness and
misery’ I clutched the yellcw nbbon and the bmwn curl t:ght_
inmy hand.

‘I couldn’t help 1t Sophle, ’ I sobbed ¢ I couldn’t help it.”



