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John Wyndham was born in zgc. Until 1911 he lived
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peparaory school he was at Bedales from 1918 till
1921. Careers which he included farming,
law, commercial m and advertising, and he first
started writing short stories intended for sale in
1925 From 1930 till 1939 he wrote stories of vario
kinde under different names,, almost exclusively for
American publications, lie also wrote detective novels.
During the war he was in the Civil Service and after-
wards in the Army. in 1946 he went back to writin
stories tr publication in the U.S.A. and decided to
try a modified form of what is unhappily known as
'science fiction'. He wrote The Dyo/d Tr/ and
The Kraken Wakes(both ofwhich have been translated
into several lanuaRes), the Chrysdids, The Mid
Cuckoos (filmed as The Fille of the damned) the
Seed of time The putward Urge (with Lucas Parkes),
Tro with Lichen, consider Her Ways ad Others,
Choky and web all of which have been published .as
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when I, Was quite small I would sometimes dream of a city -
which was strange because it began before.I even knew what a
city Was. But thiscity, clustered on-the curve ofa 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 sea, or a boat. ....

And the buildings were quite unlike any I knew. The trat
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 uiglrt when the lights lay like strings of
glow-worms along the shore, and afew of them seemed to be

drifting water,sparks on the or in the air.
It was a beautiful, faseiaating place, and once, when I was

su'll young enough to know no better, I asked my eldest 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 waling,
so it would be unwise to mention them.

That was good advice, and luckily I had the sense to take it.
people in our district had a very sharp eye for the odd, or the ,
unusual so that even my left-handedness caused slight disap-
proval. So,at that time, and for some years-afterwards, I did not

it to anyone - indeed, I almost forgot about it, for as I
dream came less frequently, md then very rarely.



But the advice stuck. Without it I might have mentioned the
curics understanding I had with my cousin Rosalind, and that
would certainly have led us both into very grve trouble - if
anyone had happened to believe me. Neither I nor she, I think,
paid much attention to it at that time: we impty had the habit
of caution. I certainly did not feel unusual. I was a normal
little boy, growing up in a normal way, taking the wys of the
world about me for granted. And I kept on like tha until tim
day I met Sophie. Even then, the difference was not Lmediate.
It is hind-sight that enables me to fix that as t/ day when my
ft small doub to germinate.

That day I had gone off by myself, as. I often did. I was, I
supple, 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 muth, ong the
borders of several fields until I came to the high bank, and than
along the top of the bank for quite a way.

The bank was no puzzle t me then: itw far too big for me
to think of as a thing that men could have built, nor had it ever
occurred to me to connect it with the wondrodoh of the
Old People whom I sometimes heard about. It wa mply the
bank, coming round ina wide ce, and then runaiug straight
as an arrow towards thedistant hills; just a part of the world,
and.no more to be wondered at than the river, the sky, or the
hills themselves.

I had often 'gone along the top of it, but seldom eplored 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. If one
sat in the start of that and gave a good push off, one could go
swishing down at a fine speed, and finally fly a few feet through
the air to land if I a pile Of soft sand at the botton

I mut have been there half a dozen times before, and there
had never been anyone about, but on this occasion, when I wa
picking myself up after mY third descent i preparing for a
ourth, a voice eaid: hullo! .

I looked round. At first I could not tell where it came from

then a shaking of the top twigs in a bunch of bushes caught my
eye. The branches parted, and a face looked outat me It was
a small face, sunburned, and clustered aboutby dark curls. The
expression was somewhat serious, but the eyes sparkled. We
regarded one another for a moment, then:

'Hallo,' I responded.
She hesitated, then pushed the bushes farther apart. I saw

a girl a little shorter than I was, and perhaps a little younger.
She wore reddish-brown dungarees with a yellow 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 secondsas though
uncertain about leaving he security of the bushes, then curb
osity got the better of her caution, and she stepped out.

I stared at her because she was completely a stranger. From
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 yours?'
'David' I said. 'Where's your home?'
' Over there,' she said waving her hand vaguely towards the

foreign country beyond the bank.
Her eyes left mineand went to the sandy runnel down whiCh

I had been sliding.
' Is that fun?' she inquired, with a wistful look.
I hesitated a moment before inviting her, then:
'Yes,' I told her. 'Come and try.'-
She .hung back, turning her attention to me again, the

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 ribbons flying.
When I landed she had lost her serious look, and her eyes were
dancing with excitement.

'Again,' she said, and panted back up the bank.
It was on her third descent that the. misadventure occurred.

She Sat down and shoved offas before. I watched her swish



down and come to a stop in a flurry of sand. Somehow she had
contrived to land a couple Of feet to the left of the usual place.
I made ready to follow, and waited for her toget clear. She did
not.

'Go on,' I told her impatiently,
She tried to move, and then called up,
'I can't. It hurts.'
I risked pushing off, anyway, and landed close beside her.
'What'a the matter?' I asked. .
Her face was screwed up, Tears stood in her eyes,
'My loot's stuck,' she said.
Her left foot was buried. I scrabbled the soft sand with

my hands. Her shoe was jammed in a narrow space between
two up-pointed stones. I tried to move it, but it would not
budge.

'Can't you sort of twist it out?' I.suggeted.
She tried, lips valiantlycompressed.
'It won't come-'
'I'll help pull,' I offered.
'No, no! It hurts,' she protested.
I did not know what to do next. Very. cleaxly her predica-

ment was painful I considere the problem,
'We'd better cut the laces soyou can pull your 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, I didn't see whatwas tobe
done. She lay back on. the sand, the knee of .the trapped leg
sticking up in the air.

'Oh, it is hurting so,' she said. She could not hold back the
tears any longer. They ran down her face. But even then she
didn't howl: she madesmaIl puppyish noises.

'You'll have to take it off,' I told her.
'Nol' she protested again. 'No, I mustn't. Not ever. I

mustn't.'
I sat down beside he: at a loss. Both her hands held on to

one of mine, gripping it tightly while she. cried. Clearly the

pain of her foot was increasing. For almost the first time in
my life I found myself in charge Of a situation which needed a
decision. I made it.

'It's no good. You've got to get it off,' I told her. 'If you
don't, you'll probably stay here and die, I expect.'

She did not give in at oce, but at last she consented. She
watched apprehensively while I cut the lace. Then she said:

'Go away! You mustn't look.'
I hesitated, but childhood is a time thickly beset with incom-

prehensible, though important, conventions, so I withdrew a
few yards and turned my back. I heard her breathing hard.
Then .she was crying again.I turned round.
'I' Can't,' she said;looking atme fearfully through her tears,

so I knelt down to see what I could do about it,
'You mustn't ever tell,' She said. 'Never, never/Promise?'
I promised.
She was very brave. Nothing more than the puppy noises.
When I did succeed in getting the foot free, it looked queer:

I mean, itwas all twisted and puffy - I didn't even notice then
that it had more than the usual number of toes....

I managed to hammer 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. I thought I
might carry her on my back, but she was heavier than I ex-
pected, and it was cIear that we should not get far like that.

'I'll have to go and fetch somebody to, help;' I old her:
'No. I'll crawl,' she said.
I walked beside her, carrying the shoe, and feeling 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
known anyone, boy or girl, who would have kept on till that
pitch; it awed me slightly. I helped her to stand up on her
sound foot, and steadied her while she pointed oat where her
home was, and the trickle of smoke that marked it. When I
looked back she wa on all fours again, disappearing into the
be?......

I found the house without much difficulty, and knOcked a



little nervously. A tall woman amwered. She ia fme hand-
some face with large bright eyes. Her. drewas russet .and a
little shorter than those most of the women st home wore, but
it carried the conventional cross, from neck to hem and breast
to breast, in t green that matched the scarfort her head.

'Are you Sophie's mother?' I asked.. .
She looked at me sharply and frowned. She said, with

anxious abruptness:
'What is it?'
I told her. .
Oh! she exclaimed Her foot

She looked hard at me again for amoment, then she leant the
broom she wae holdingt the waft, and asked briskly.

'Where i she?
I led her by the way I had come. At the sound of her voice

Sophie crawled out of the bushes.
Her mother looked at the swollen, misshapen foot and the

bleeding knees.
'Oh, my poor darling l' she said, holding her and kiting

her. Then she added: 'He's seen it?'
Yes,' Sophie told her.' I'm sorry, Mummy. I tried hard but

I culdn't do it myself, and it did hurt so.'
Her mother nodded dowly. 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

back to the house together.

The commandments and precepts one learns as. a child
can be remembered by rote, but they mean little urttil there
is example - and, even then, the example need to be
recognized.

Thus, I was able to sit patiently and watch the hu. foot
being washed, cold-poulticed, and bound up, atd perceive no
connexion between it and the affirmation which I had heard
almost every Sunday of my life. .....

'AndGod created man in his own image and God
that man should have of body, one head, two arms and two
leg: that eacharmdumld be jointed in two place and end in

one hand: that each hand hould have four fingers and one
thumb: that each finger should bear a fiat finger-nail...'

And on until:
'Then God created woman, also, and in the same image,

but with. these differences according to her nature: her voice
should be of higher pitch than man's: she should grow no
beard: she should have two breasts...'

And so on again.
I knew it all, word for word - and yet the sight of Sophie's

six toes stirred nothing in my memory. I saw the foot resting
in her mother's lap. Watched her mother pause to look down
at it fer 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
curiously. The house was a great 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 unreliable
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
having groups of words-hanging on the wall for people to point
to in diasppmval. Instead, this room had several drawings of
horses, which I thought very fine.

Presently, Sophie, tidied up now, aid with the tear-marks
washed away, hopped to a chair at" the table.Quite restored,
but for the foot, she inquired with grave hospitality whether I
liked eggs.

afterwards, Mrs Wender told me to wait where I was while
she carried her-upstrs. She returned in a few minutes,-and
sat down beside me. She took my hand in hers and looked at
me seriously for some moments. 'I could feel her anxiety
strongly; though quite why she should be so worried was not,
at-flt clear to me. I was surprised by her, for there had been
no sign before that she could thinkiithat way. i thought ba
to her trying to reassure her and show her that she need not
be anxious about me, but the though didti't reach her. She
went on looking at me with hereyes shining; much as Sophie's



had when she was trying not to cry. Her own thoughm were all
worry and shapelesane as she kept looking at me. I tried
again, but still couldn't reach them. Then the nodded slowly
and mid in words: "

'You're agood boy, David. You were very kind to Sophie.
I want to thank you for that.'

I felt awkward, and looked at my shees. I couldn't remember
anyone saying before that I was a good boy, I knew no form of
response designed to meet such an event.

'You like Sophie, don't you?' she went on, looking at
me.

'Yes,' I told her. And I added: 'I think she's awfully
brave, too. It must have hurt a lot.'

Will you keep a secret - an important secert ,for her asked?'
she asked.

ifYes- courseI agreed,but alittle uncertainin mytone
for not realizing what the secret was

' You - you saw her foot?' she mild, looking steadily into my
face..' Her - toes?'

I nodded. 'Yes,' I said again.
'Well, that is the secret, David. Nobody must know

about that. You are the only person who does, except her
father and me. Nobody else must. know. Nobody at all - not
ever.'

'No,' I agreed, and nodded seriouy again.
There was a pause- at least, her voice patmed, 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 clumsily to emphasize in words that
I had meant what I said.

'Never - not anybody at all,' I assured her earne.
It's very, very important,' she insisted. 'How can I explain

to you?' But she didn't really need to explain. Her urgent,
tight-strung feeling of the importance was very plain. Her
words were far less potent. She said:

If anyone were-to find out, they'd - hey be, terribly un-
kind to her. We've got to see that that never happens.'

It was as if the anxious feeling had turned into something
hard, like an iron rod.

Because she has six toes?'. I asked.
'Yes. That's what nobody but us must ever know. It must

be a.secretbetween us,' the repeated, driving it home. 'You'll
promise, David?'

'I'll promise. I can swear, if you like,' I offered.
'The promise is enough,' she told me.
It was so heavy a promise that I was quite resolved to keep

it completely- even from my comin, rosalind Though, un-
derneath, I was puzzled by its evident importance. It eemed
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. point - the
need for secrecy.

Sophie's mother kept on looking at me with a sad but un-
seeing expression until I became uncomfortable. She noticed
when I fidgeted, and smiled. It was a kind smile.

'All right, 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, I turned round.
'May I come and see Sophie again soon?' I asked.
She hesitated, giving the question some thought, then she

said:
'Very well - but Only if you are sure you can come without

anyone knowing,' she agreed.

Not until I had reached the bank and was making 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 so on, until finally: 'And any creature that shall
seem to be human, but is not formed thus is not human. It is
neither man nor woman. It is a blasphemy against the true
Image of God, and hateful in the sight of God.'



I was abruptly perturbed - and considerably puzzled, too.
A blasphemy was, as had been impresd upon me ofte
enough, a frightful thing. Yet there was nothing frightful about
Sophie. She was simply an ordinary little girl - if a great deal
more neible and braver than mast. Yet, according to the
Definition...

Clearly there mut he a mistake somewhere. Surely having
one very unall toe extra - well, two very amall toes, because I
auppoeed there would be one to match on the other foot -
surely that couldn't be enough to make her 'hateful in the eight
of God...'?

The way of the world were very puzding....

2

I reached home by my usual method. At a point where the
woods had lapped up the side of the bank and grown acroes lt
I scrambled down on to a narrow, little-used track., -From
there on I was watchful, and .kept my hand on my.knife, I was
supposed to keep out of the woods, forit did occasionally -
though, we rarely - happen that |argecreatures penetrated a
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 cultivated hnd, with the house
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.

Our 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, and 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 buildings, and plastered wattle was used only
fro" the internal wails.

My grandfather in the aspect 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, iflesscreditable.

EliasStrorm camefrom theEast, somewherenearthe sea.Why he came is not quite clear. He himself mintainedthat it
was the ungodlyways ofthe Eastwhich drovehim to search
for alesssophisticated,stauncher-minded regionthoughI
haveheard itsuggested thatthere camea pointwhen hisnative
parts refused to tolerate him any longer. whatever the cause,
it persuaded him to Waknuk - then undeveloped, almostfron-tiercountry- withall hisworldly goodsin atrainof sixwagons,
atthe age of forty-five. He was a husky man, a dominating man,
anda manfierce forfierce Hehad eyesthat couldflastt with
evangelicalfirebeneath bushy .brows.Respe forbrows." was
frequently on his lips, and fear of the devil constantlyhis
heart, and itseem tohave beenhard tosay whichinspired him
the more.Seonafter hehad startedthe househe wentof ona journey
and brought backa bride.She wasshy, prettyin the pink and
goldenway, andtwenty-fve years youngerthan himself.Shemoved, Ihavebee told,like alovely coltwhen she thought
herself unwatched;as timorouslyas arabbit whenshe felther
husband's eye upon her.

All heranswers, poorthing, were dusty.She didnot find
thatmarriage servicegenerated love;shedid notenable herhusband torecapture hisyouth throughhers; norcouldshe
compensatefor thatby running hishome in themanner of an
experienced housekeeper.Elias wasnot aman tolet shortcomingspass unreroarked
In a fewseasonshestraitened thecoltishness withadmoni-tions,fadedthe pinkandgoldwith preaching,and produced a
sad, grey wraith of wifehood who died, unprotesting, a year
after her second son was horn.GrandfatherElias hadnever amoment, sdoubt ofthe pror
pattern for his heir. My father's faith wasbred into his.bones,
his principleswerehis sinews,and bothresponded toamiadrichlystored withexarcples from theBible, from Nicbo|
son's Repentances. Infaith fatherand ecru wereat one;thedifferencebetween themwas Onlyin approach;the evangelical

flash did not appear in my father's eye; his virtue was more
legalistic.

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/ami never doubted where it lay..

Our district, and, consequently, our house as the first there,
was called Waknuk becanso a tradition that there had been
a place of that name there, or thereabouts, long, long ago, in
the time of the Old People. The tradition was, as usual, vague,
but certainly there had been some buildings of some kind, fer
the remnants an foundations had remained until they were
taken for new buibiings. There was the longbank, runnir
away until it reached thehills and the huge scar that must have
been made by thf Old People when, in their superhuman
fashion, they had cut away half a mountain in order to find
something or other that interested them. The place may have
been called Waknuk then; anyway, Wakmdt it had become;
an orderly, law-abiding,-God,respecting community of some
hundred scattered holdings, large and small.,

My father was a run of local consequence, When, at the age
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
district.

Within the house, life centred, as was the local custom, upon
thelage livmwhich was also the kitchen. As the house
Wa the largest and best in Waknnk, so wasthe 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 treatment to the excellent materials that the Lord had
provided: a kind of testament, realiy. The hearth was solid
stone blocks. The whole chimney was built of bricks and had
never been known to catch fire, The ares aboutits 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
and tidy. The floor was composed of pieces of brick and stone
and artificial stone cleverly fitted together. The furniture was
whitely-serubbed ables and stools, with a few chairs. The
wails were whitewashed. Several burnished pans, too big m go
in the .cupboards, hung aganist them. The nearest approach to
decoretion was a number of wooden panels with sayings, mostly
from Repentances, artistically burnt into them. The one on he
left of the fireplace read: ONLY THE IMAGE of god is man.
The one on'the right: KEEP PURE THE STOCK OF THE
LORD. 'On the Oposlte wall two more said: BLESSED is THE
NORM, add IN purity OUR SALVATION, The largest was
the one on the back wall, hung tofsce the door which led to the
yard. It reminded everyone who came in: watch THOU
FOR THE mutant!

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 hat they did not give me myfirst readLng lessons. I knew
them by heart, just as I.knew others elsewhere in the houae,
which said things like: THE NORM IS THE WILL OF GOD,
and, REPRODUCTION IS THE oNLY HOLY PRODUCTION1d
THE DEVIL IS THE FATHER OF DEVIATION, find a number of
others about Offences and Blasphemies.

Many of them were still obscure to me; other I had learnt
something shout. Offences, for instance. that because the
occurrence of an Offence was sometime quite an impressive
occasion. Usually the first sgn that one hd happened was
that my father came into the house in a bad temper. Then.;in
the evening, he would,ll us all together;ng everyor
who worked on the farm. We would all kneel whRe he pro
claimed our repentance and led prayers for forgiveness, The

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 he a much queerer thing than

Nor were Offences limited to the livestock. Sometimes there
would be some stalks of corn, or some vvgetables, that my
father produced and cast on the kitcher table in anger and
shame. If it were merely a matter of a few rows of vegetablea,
theyjust came out and were destroyed. But if a whle field had
gone'wrong we would wait for good weather, and then set fire
to it, singing hymns while it brnt. I used to find that a very
fine sight.

It 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 burnlngs than anyone else: but any sugges-
tion that we were more afflicted with offences than other
people hurt and angered him. He had no at all to throw
good money away, he pointed out. If our neighbours were as
conseientioua as ourselves, he had no doubt that their liquidao
flops would far outnumber ours: unfortunately there were
certain persor with elastic principles.

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.

Neverthele, the question of Offences was not always as
simple as one might think, and when there was disagreement
the district's inspector could he sent for. My father, however,
seldom called in the inspector, he preferred to he on the safe
aide and liquidate anything doubtful. There were people who
disapproved of his meticulousness, saying that the local Devia-
tion-rate, which had shown a steady overall improvement and
now stood at half what it had been in my grandfather's time,



would have been better still, but for my father. All the same,
the Waknuk district had a great name Purity.

Ours was no longera frontier region. .Hardwork and sacrifice
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
chance of breeding true was less than fifty per cent. After that,
everything grew more erratic across a belt which was ten miles
wide in some places and up to twenty in others, un you came
to the mysterious Fringes where nothing was dependable,, and
where, to quote my father, ' the Devil struts his wide esmte
and the laws of God are mocked.' Fringes country, too, was
said to be variable in depth, and beyond it lay the Badlands
about which nobody knew anything. Usually anybody who
went into th Badlands died there, and the one or two men
who had come back from them did not last long.

It was not the Badlands, but the Fring that gave us trouble
from time to time, The people of the Fringes - at least, one

them people becasue 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
mmetimes they carried off children. _.

Occasional small raids used to happen two or three times a
year, and nobody took much notice of them sa 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 a time went on and the frontier was pushed back
there were more Fringes people trying to live on test country.
Some years theygot very hungry, and after a time it wno
longer just a matter of a dozen or so making a quick raid rout
then running back into fringes country; they came instea
large, organized band anddid a lot of " -:

In my father's childhood mothers treed to quiete and awe

troublesome infants by threatening: 'Be good now, or I'll
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 Hairy Jack was
another ominous figure who might be called in and he'll
theyou off to his save in the Fringes where all his family lives.
They,re all hairy, too, with long tails; and they eat a little boy
each for breakfsat every morning, and a little girl ea for
upper every evening.' Nowadays, however 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-
ousnuisance and their depredations the cause of many repre-
sentation to the Government in Rigo. "

for all the good the petitions did, they might never have
been sent. Indeed, with no 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 haw been given.
What the Government did do, from its comfortable situation
far, far to the east, was to express sympathy in encouraging
phrases, and suggest the formation of a local militia: a suggeation

which, all able-bodied males had as a matter of
CoUrse been members Of a kind of unofficial militia since
frontier days, was felt to amount to of the situation.

A far as the Waknuk district wtm cotmerned the threatfrom
the Fringes wsa more of a nuisance than a menace. The deepest
raid had come no nearer than ten miles, lint every now and
then therewere emergencies, and seemingty more every year,
which called the men away, and brought all the farm wok to
a stop. The interruptiotm were expensive and wasteful; more-
over, they always brought anxiety if the trouble was near our
sector: nobody could be sure that they mightnot come farther
One time....

Mostly, however, we led a comfortable, settled, industrious
existence. Our household waa extensive. There were my father

mother, my two sisters, and my Uncle Axel to make the
family but also Were the kitchen girls and dairymaid
some of whom were married to the farm andtheir chil-
dren, and, Of course, the men themselves, so when we were all



gathered for the meal at the end of the day's work there were
over twenty of us; and when we assembled for prayers the
were still more because the men from the adjoining cottages
came in with their wives and children.

Uncle Axel was not a real relative. He had married, one 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
of the girls were full sisters; the youngest girl and the two boys
were half-sister and half-brothers 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 m a man with a big farm at
Kenmk, almost fifteen miles away. Then Elizabeth, who had
married Uncle Axel. Where my half-aunt Lilian and my half-
uncle Thomas wereI did not know, but my half-uncle, Angus
Morton, owned the farm next m us, and a mile or more of our
boundaries ran together, which annoyed my ather who could
scarcely agree with haff-uncle Angus about anything. His
daughter, Romlind, was, of course, my cousin.

Although Walmuk itself w the biggest farm in the district,
most of them were org along the same lines, and all of
them growing larger, for with the improving stability-rate
there was the centive to extend; every year felting of trees and
clearing went on to make new fields. The woods and spurs of
forest were being nibbled away until the countryside was
beginning to look like the old, long-cultivated land in the
east.

It was said that nowadays even people in Rigo knew where
Waknuk was without looking it up on the map.

I lived, in fact, on the most prosperous farm in a prospering' \

district. At the age of ten, however, I had little appreciation Of
that. My impreionwas of an uncomfortably industrious place
where there always seefied to be more job than people, unles
one was carefi, so on this particular evening I contrived to lie

low until routine unds 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. Presentlythe bell on the gable-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 interested me ex-
clusively at the moment was the smell of food.



3
I USUALLY went over to see Sophie once or twice a week
after that. What schooling we had - which was a matter of half
adozen 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 to slip
away from the table early and disappear until everyone would
think someone else had found a job for me.

When her ankle was quite recovered she was able to show
me the favonrite corners of her territory.

One day I took her over our side of the big bank to see the
steam-engine. There wasn't another steam-engine within a
hundred miles, and we were very proud of it. Corky, who
looked after it, was not about, but the doors at the end of 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 watch the
big timbers moving up and down with wheezing noises while
up in the shadows of the roofa huge cross-beam rocked slowly
backwards and forwards, with a pause at the end of each tilt
as though it were summoning up energy for the next effort.
Fascinating - but, after a time, monotonous.

Ten minutes of it were enough, and we withdrew to climb
to the top of the wood-pile beside the shed. We sat there with
the whole heap quivering beneath us as the engine chugged
ponderously on.

'My Uncle Axel says the Old People must have had much
better engines than this,' I told her.

'My father says that if one-quarter of the things they say
about the Old People are true, they must have been magicians:
not real people, at all,' Sophie countered.

'But they route wonderful,' I insisted.
'Too wonderful to be true, he says,' she told me.
' Doesn't he think they were able to fly, like people say?' I

asked.

'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.
'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
to her home.

John Wender, her ,father, was back from one of his trips. A
sound ofhammering 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. He straightened up, holding her against him-with
one arm.

Hullo, Chieky, -he said.
He greeted me more gravely. We had an unspoken under-

standing that we were on a man to man basis, It had always
been like that. When he first saw me he bad'looked at me in a
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 interesting things -
all the same I would look up sometimes to find him watching
me uneasily.

And no wonder. Only some years later could I appreciate
how badly troubled he must have been when he came home
to find Sophie had sprained her ankle, and that it had been
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....
Perhaps Mrs Wender saved me....

But I think he could have been reassured had he known of
an-incident at my home about a month after I met Sophie.

I had 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 withme, so I rummaged
a strip out of the rag-drawer for myself. I tried clumsily for a



minute or two to tie it, then my mother noticed. She made
tchk-tchk noises of disapproval and insisted on it being washed.
Then she wound the strip on neatly, grumbling that of course
I had to go and do it just when she was busy. I said I was
sorry, and added:

'I could have managed it all right by myself if I'd had
another hand,'

My voice must have carried, for silence fell on the whole
room like a clap.

My mother froze. I looked round the room at the sudden
quiet. Mary, standing with a pie in her hands, two of the farm
men waiting for their meal, my father about to take his seat at
the head of the table, and the others; they were all stating
at me. I caught my father's expression just as it was turning
from amazement to anger. Alarmed, but uncomprehending, I
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 in a desperate hurry how I

had offended this time. I stumbled and stuttered.
'I - Is -aid I couldn't manage to tie this for myself,' I told

him.
His eyes had become less incredulous, more accusing.
'And you wished you had a third hand!'
'No, father. I only said if I had another hand...'
'... you would be able to tie it. If that was not a wish, what

was it?'
' I only meant if,' I protested. I was alarmed, 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 looking apprehensively at my father. His expression
was grim.

'You - my own son - were calling upon the Devil to give
you another hand! he accused me.

' But I wasn't. I only
'Be quiet, boy. Everyone in this room heard you. You'll

certainly make it no better by lying.'

' But -'
'Were you, or were you not, expressing dissatisfaction with

the form of the body God gave you - the form in His own
image?'

' I just said if I -'
'You blasphemed, boy. You found fault with the lIorm.

Everybody here heard you. What have you to say to that? You.
know what the Norm is?'

I gave up protesting. I knew well enough that my father in
his present mood would not try to understand. I muttered,
parrot-like:

" The Norm is the Image of God".'
'You do know- and yet, knowing this, you deliberately

wished yourself a Mutant. That is a terrible thing, an out-
rageous thing. You, my son, committing blasphemy, and
before his parents !' In his sternest pulpit, voice, he added:
'What is a Mutant?'

'"A thing accursed in the sight of God and man",' I
mumbled.

'And that is what you wished to be! What have you to say?'
With a heart-sunk certainty that it would, be usdess to say

anything, I kept my llps shut and my eyes lowered.
' Down on your knees !' he commanded. ' Kneel and pray!'
The others all knelt, too. My father's voice rose:
' Lord, we have sinned in omission. We beg Thy forgiveness

that we have not better instructed this child in Thy 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 wretched boy
for a forgiveness you do not deserve, but which God, in His
mercy, may yet grant you. I will come to you later.'

In the night, when the anguish which had followed my
father's visit was somewhat abated, I lay awake, puzzling. I
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 realiy had them - or
anything else wrong; such as, for instance, an extra toe -?



And when at last I fell asleep I had a dream.
We were all gathered in the yard, just sa we had been at the

last Purification. Then it had been a little hsirle 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 usely to hide the whole long row of toes .that
everyone could ase on each foot. We all stood fooling at her,
and waiting. Presently she started to run from orte person to
another, imploring them to help her, but none of them moved,
and none of their faces had any expression. Myfather started
to walk towards her, the knife shining in his hand. Sophie grew
frantic; she flitted from one unmoving person to another, tears
framing down her fae. My father, stern, implacable; kept or
coming nearer; still no one would move to help her. My father
came closer still, with long arms outspread to prevent her
bolting as he cornered her.

He caught her, and dragged her back to the middle 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
one 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 it had flashed when he cut
the calf's throat....

If John and Mary Wender had been there when I woke
up struggling and erring, and then lay in the dark trying to
convince myself that the terrible picture was nothing more
than a dream, they would, I think, have felt quite a lot easier
in their minds.

4
THIS was a time when I passed out of a placid period into one
where things kept on happening. There wasn't much reason
about it; that is to say, only a few of the things were connected
with one another: it was me a if an active cycle had set in,
just as a spell of different weather might come along.

My meeting with Sophie was, I suppose, 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 - happened ,to come upon me when I was talking
to her.

It must have been a self-preserving instinct which 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
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 thin nor fat, but
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 standingin his customary way, with much
of his weight upon e 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 he chattering away
so hard to? Is it fairies, or gnomes, or only the rabbits?' he
asked.

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

'Feelin lonely?' he inquired.
'No,' I told him.



He frowned a bit again. 'Wouldn't it be more funto do
your chatteringwith someof theother kids?'he suggested.
' More interesting than just sitting and talking to yourself?'

I hesitated, and then because he was Uncle Axel and my

best friend among the grown-ups, I said:
'But I was.'
"Was what?' he asked, puzzled.
'Talking to one of them,' I told him.
He frowned, and went on looking puzzled.
'Who.'
Rosalind,' I told him.

He paused a bit, looking at me harder.
'H'm - I didn't see her around,' he remarked.
' Oh, she isn't here. She's at home- at leat,she's near home,in a little secret tree-house her brothers built in the spinney,'

I explained. ' It's a favourlte place of hers.'
He was not ableto understandwhat Imeant at first.Hekept onasthough it werea make-believe game;but

after Ihad triedfor some timeto explain hesat quiet, watching
my face as I talked, and presently his expression became very
serious. After I'd stopped he said nothing for a minute or two,
then he asked:

'This isn't play-stuff - it's the real truth you're telling me,
Davie boy?' And he looked at me hard and teadily as he spoke

'Yes, Uncle Axel, of course,' I assured him.'And you never told anyone else- nobody at all?'
No. It's a secret,' I told him,and helookedrelieved.He threwaway theremains ofhis grass-stalk,and pulled

another out of the rick. After he had thoughtfully bitten afew
pieces off that and spat them out he looked directly at me again.

'Davie,' he said, 'I want you to make me a promise.'
'Yes, Uncle Axel?'
'It's this,' he said, speaking very seriously. 'I want you to

keep it secret. I want you to promise that you will never, never
tell anyone else what you have just told me - never.It's very
important: onunderstand better how importantit
is. You mustn't do anything that would even let anyone guess
about it, Will you promise me that?'

His gravity impressed me greatly. I had never known him
to speak with so much intensity It made me aware, when I
gave my promise, that I was vowing something more important
than I could understand, He kept his eyes on mine as I spoke,
and then podded, satisfied that I meant it, We shook hands on
the agreement. Then he said:

'It would be best if you could 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 is. It'd he like trying to forget -' I broke off, unable to
excess what I wanted to.

' Like trying to forget how to talk, or how to hear, perhaps?"
he suggested.

'Rather like that - only different,' I admitted.
He nodded, and thought again.
'You hear the words inside your head?' he asked.
'Well, not exactly "hear" and not exactly. "see",' i told

him. 'There are - well, sort of shapes - 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 clearer sometimes.'
' It also helps to make things a lot more dangerous, for both

of you, I want you to make another promise - that you'll never
do it out loud any more.'

'All right, Uncle Axel,' I agreed again.
'You'll understand when you're older how important 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
solemnly.

Iput thematter to Rosalind and the others the same evening.
It crystallized a feeling that was in all of us. I don't suppose
th there was a single one of us who had not at some time
made a slip or two and brought upon himself, or herself, an



odd, suspicious look. A few of these looks had been warnings
enough to each; it was such looks, not comprehended, but
clear enough as signs of disapproval just below the verge of
suspicion, that had kept us out of trouble. There had been no
acknowledged, co-operative polivy among us. It was simply as
individuals that we had all taken the same self-protoctive,
secretive course. But now, out of Uncle Axel's anxious insis-
tence on my promise, the.feeling of a threat was strengthened.
It was stir 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 wss our first actas agroup; it made usa 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 seemed most important just then was the
feeling of sharing...

Then, almost on top of that personal event came another
which was of general concern; an invasion in force from the
Fringes.

As usual there was no detailed plan to deal with 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 peolde found
leaders who could promote an organized iawasion there had
been no adequately organized systemof defence to delay them.
They were able to push forward on a broad font, mopping up
little bands of our militia here and there, and looting as they
liked, and meeting nothing to delay them seriously until they
were twenty-five miles more-into civilized parts.

By that time We had our forces in somewhat better order,
and neighbouring districts had pulled themselves together to

bead 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 edvance made them diffcult to deal with.
They were better woomen and cleverer at hiding themselves
than proper human-beings, so that they were able to press on
another fifteen miles before we could contain them and bring
them to battle.

It was exciting for a boy. With the. Fringes people little more
than seven miles away, our yard at Waknuk had become one
of the rallying points. My father, who had had an arrow
through his arm early in the campaign, was helping to organize
the new volunteers into squads. For several days therewas 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 housebold waving handkerchiefs at them.

When they had all departed, and our workers,too, the place
seemed quite uncannily quiet for a day. Then there came a
single rider, dashing back. He paused long enough to tell 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 riding
into the yard, with two of the captured Fringes leaders in the
middleof them.

I dopped what I was doing, and ran across to see. It was a
bit 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
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 witha knife. But when I lookedat the other I had a shock
which brought me updumbfounded, and staring at him. I Was
so jolted I just went on staring at him, for, put him in decent
clothes, .tidy up his beard, and he'd be the image of my
father....



As he sat his horse, looking round,.he noticed me; casmly
at first, in passing, hen his gaze switched backand he. storedhardat me.A strange lookthat I didnot understand atall
eame into his eyes..... "

He opened his mouth as if to speak,, but atthat moment
peoplecame outof thehouse -my father,with hisarm stillin-
a sting, among them - to see what was going on

I sawmy fatherpause onthe stepand surveythegmup of
horsemen, thenhe, too,noticed theman inthe middleof them.For a moment he stood staring, jUSt as I had done - then all
his colour drained away, and his face went blotchy grey...

I looked quickly atthe otherman. Hewassing absoltttey
rigid on his horse. The expression on his face made something
clutchsudderdy inmy chest.I hadnever seennever naked
before, the lines cut deep,the eyesglittering,the teeththe
dly looking like a savage- animal's Itstruck mewith a slap,aenly lokking use a
horridrevelation ofsomething hitherto unknown, hideous;
it Stamped itself on my mind so that I never forgot it ..

Then my father, still looking as though he were ill, put out
his goodhand tosteady himselfagainst :thedoor-post, and
turned back into the house.

One of the escort cut the rope which held the prisoner's
arms. He dismounted, and I was able to see then whatwaswrong with him. He Stood some eighteen inches tallerthan
anyone else, but not because he was a big man, If hislegs had
been right,he wouldhave stoodno tallerthan myfather's five-
feet-ten;but theywere not:theywere monstrously long and
thin, and hisarms werelong andthin, too.It madehim look
half-man" half-spider....

His escort gave him food and a pot of beer: He sat downon
a bench,and hisbony knees stuckup to seemtlmost levelwith
hisshoulders. Helooked roundthe yard,noticing 'everything
as he munched his bread and cheese. Inthe course of hisinspectionhe perceivedme again.He beckoned.I hungback,
pretending not to-see. He beckoned again. I became ashamed
of being afraid of him. I wentcloser, and then a little close
still, but keeping' warily out of range, I judged, of those
spidery arms.

'What's your name, boy?' he asked.
' David,' I told him..' David Strorm.'
He nodded, as if that were satisfactory.
'The man at the door, with his arm in a sling, that would be

your father, Joseph Strorm?'
'Yes,' I told him.
Again he nodded. He looked round the house and the out-

buildings.
'This place, then, would be Waknuk?' he asked.
'Yes,' I said again.
I don't know whether he would have asked more, for at that

point somebody told me to clear off. A little later they all re-
mounted, and soon they moved away, the spidery man with
his arms tied together once more. I watched them ride off in the
Kentak direction, glad to. see them go. My first encounter
with someone from the Fringes had not, after all, been exciting;
but it.had been unpleasantly disturbing.

I heard later that both the captured Fringes men managed
to escape that same niglt. I can't remember who told me, but
I am perfectly certain it was not my father. I never once heard
him refer to that day, and I never had the courage to ask him
about it,...

Then scarcely, it seemed, had we settled down after the in-
vasion and got the men back to catching up with the farm work,
than my father was in the middle of a new row with my half-
uncle Angus Morton.

Differences of temperament and outlook hadkept them in-
termittently at war with one another for years. My father had
been-heard to sum up his opinion by declaring.that if Angus
had any principles they were of such infinite width as to be a
menace to the rectitude of the neighbourhood ; to which Angus
was reputed to have replied that Joseph Strorm was a flinty-
souled pedant, and bigoted well beyond reason. It was not,
therefore difficult for a row to blow up, and the latest ne
earred over Angus' acquisition of a pair of great-horses.

Rumours of great-horses had reached our district though
none had been seen there. My father was already uneasy in



his mind at what he had heard of them, nor was the-fact that
Angus was the importer of them a commendation; conse-
quently, it may have been with some prejudice that he went
to inspect them.

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,
anyway.'

'I don't believe it,' my father told him. ' God never made
horses the size of these. The Government can't have approved
them.'

' But they have' said the inspector. 'What's more,' he,added
with satisfaction, 'Angus tells me that knowing the neighbour-
hood so well he has got attested pedigrees for them:

'Any government that could pass creatures like that is cor-
rupt and immoral,' my father announced.

'Possibly,' admitted the inspector, 'but it's stir the Govern-
ment.'

My father glared at him.
It's easy to see 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 'I'd defy
you to find any characteristic that's identifiably wrong with
them, anyway,' the inspector told him.

'Somebody would say that when he saw howprofitable, they
could be. There's a word for that kind of thinking,' my father
replied.

The inspector shrugged.
' It does not follow that they are right my father persisted.

'A horse that size is not right - you know that unofllcially,as
well as I do, and there's no getting away from it. Once we allow
things that we know. are not right, there's no telling where it
will end. A god,fearing community doesn't have to deny its
faith just because there's been pressure brought to hear ina
government, licensing office. There are plenty ofus here who
know how God intended his creatures to be, even if the
Government doesn't.,

The inspector smiled. *As with the Dakers' cat?' he
suggested.

My fatherglared at him again. The affair of the Dakers' cat
rankled.

About a year previously it had somehow come to his know-
ledge that Ben Dakers' wife housed a tailless cat. He investi-
gated, and when he had collected evidence that it hadnot
simply lost its tail in some way, but had never possessedone,
he condemned it, and, in his capacity as a magistrate ordered
the inspector to make out a warrant for its destructionasan
Offence.The inspector had done so, with reluctance, where upon
Dakers promptly entered an appeal. Such shilly-shallying in
an obvious case outraged my father's principles, and heper-
sonally attended to the demise of the Dakers' cat while the
matter was still sub judice. His position, when a notification
subsequendy arrived 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 gracethat
he had chosen to make a public apology rather thanresign
his magistracy.

'This,' he told the inspector sharply, 'is an altogethermore
important affair.'

' Listen,' said the inspector patiently.' The type isapproved.
This particular pair has confirmatory sanction. If that'snot
good enough for you, go aheadand shoot them your,elf- and
see what happens to you.'

'-It is your moral duty to issue an order against theseso-
called horses,' my father insisted.



The inspector was suddenly fired of it.
'It's part of my official duty to protect them from harm by

fools and bigots,' he stropped.
My father did not actually hit the inspector, but it mast have

been a near thing. He went on boiling with rage for several
days and the next Sunday we were treated to a searning adress
on the toleration of Mutants which sullied the Parity ofour
community. He called for a geaeral boycott of the owner ofthe
Offences. speculated upon immorality in high places hinted
that some there might be expected to have a fellow-feelingfor
Mutants,and woundup witha perorationinwbicha certain
official was scathed as an unprincipled hireling of unlin
cipled masters and the local representstlve of forcesof
Evil

Though the inspector had no such convenient pulpit for
reply, certain trenchant remarks of his on perseeutioa, con-
tempt of authority, bigotry, rdigious mania, the law of slander,
and the probable effects of direct action inopposition to
Government sanction achieved a wide circulation:

It was very likely the last point that kept myfather from
doing morethan talk.He hadhad plentyof troubleover the
Dakers' cat which wasof no value at all: but the great-horses
were costly creatures; besides, Agus would not be one to
waive any possible penalty....

SO there was a degree of frustration about that made home
a good place m get away from as much as possible.

lqowthat thecountry side hadsettled downagain and.was
not fall of unexpected people, Sophie's parents would let her
go oat on rambles once more, and I slipped away over there
whenI could get away unnoticed.

Sophie couldn'tgo toachnol, ofcourse. Shewould have
been found out very quicklyeven witha falsecertifuate; and
her parents, thoughthey taughther toread and write, did not
have any books, so that itwasn't much good to her. That was
why wetatked -at leastI talked- alot onour expaditions,
trying to tell her what I was learning from my own reading
book,

The world, I was able to tell- her, was generally thought to

be a pretty big place, sad probably round. The civilized part
of it - of which Walumk was only a small district - was called
Labrador. This was thought to be the Old People's name for
it, thongh that was not very certain. Round most of Labrador
there was a great deal of water called the sea, which was im-
portant on account of fish. Nobody that I knew, except Uncle
axel, had seen this sea becauseit was a long way off,
bat if you.wea to go three hundred milch, or so east, north,
or north-west you would come to it sooner or later but south,
west or south, you wouldn't; you'd get to the Fringes and then
the Badlands, which would kill you.

It was said too though nobody was sure, that in the time of
the Old People Labrador hadbeen a cold land, so cold that no
one could live there for long, so they had used it then only for
growing trees and doing their mysterious mining in. But that
had been a long, long time ago. A thousand years - two thou-
sand years? - even more, perhaps? People guessed, but nobody
really knew. There was no telling how man generations of
people had passed their lives like savages between the coming
of Tribulation and the start of recorded history. Only Nichol-
son's Repentances had come out of the wilderness ofbarbarism,
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 time of the Old People them-
selves.

Except for what these two books told, the past, further hack
than three recorded centuries, was a long oblivion. Out of that
blankness stretched a few strands of legend, badly frayed in
their passage through successive minds. It was this long line of
tongues that had given us the name Labrador, far it was un-
mentioned in either the Bible or Rpentances, and they may
have been right about the cold, although there were only two
cold months in the year now - Tribulation could aount for
that, it Could account for almost anything.....

For along time it had been disputed wbethex any parts.of
theworld other than Labrador and the big island of Newf
were populated at all They were thought to be all Badlands
which had suffered the full weight of Tribulation, but it had



been found that there weree tretches of Fring country
in places..Theseweregrossly deviational andquite godless, ofcourse,and incapableof beingcivilized at present,but if theBadland bordersthere were withdrawingas ours were,it might
one day be possible to colonize them.Altogether,notmuch seemed tobe knownabout theworld,
but at least it was amore interestingsubjec thanEthics which
an old man taught to a class of us on,
Ethics was why you should, and shouldn t, do things.the don'tswerethe sameas myfather's, but some of. the
reasons were different, so it was confusingAccordingtoEthics, mankind- thatwas us, incivilized
parts - was in the process of climbing back intograce; we.werefollowingafaint anddifficult trailwhichled up tothe peaks
from which wehad fallen.From thetrue trailbranched many
false trailsthatsometimeslooked easierandmore attractive;all thesereally ledto the edgesof precipices, beneathwhich
laythe abyssof eternity. Therewasonly one trueThere andbyfollowingitwe should,with God's helpand inHis own good
time, regain allthat had beenlost. But sofaint wasthe trail, soset withtrapsanddeceits, thatevery stepmust be taken with
caution,and itwas too dangerousfor a manto relyon hi own
judgement. Onlythe authorities,ecclesiastical and lay,were in
a position tojudge whetherthe extstep wasa rediscovery,
andso, safeto take;or whether itdeviated fromthe true
re-ascent, and so was sinful.

The pananceofTribulation thathad beenputupontheworld mustbe workedout, the long climbfaithfully retraced,
and, atlast, ifthe temptationsbythe way were resisted,therewouldbe therewardof forgiveness- therestoration of the
Golden Age.Such panances hadbeen sent before:the expul-sion fromEden, theFlood,pestilences,the destruction oftheCitiesof thePlain, the Captivity.Tribulation had been another
such punishment,butthe greatestof all: itmust,when it
i;truck,have beenlike acombination of allthese disasters.Why it hadbeensent.was as yet unrevealed,but, judging by
precedent,therehad verylikely been a phase of.irreligious
arrogance prevailing at the time.

Most of the numerous precepts, arguments, and examples in
Ethics were condensed for us into this: the duty and purpose
of man in this world is to fight unceasingly against the evils
that Tribulation loosed upon it. Above all, he must see that
the human form is kept true to the divine pattern in order that
one day it may be permitted to regain the high place in which,
as the image of God, it was set.

ttoweeer, I did not talk much about this part of Ethics to
Sophie. Not, I think, because-I ever actually classified her in
my mind as a Deviation, but it had to be admitted that she did
not quite qualify as a true image, so it seemed more tactful to
avoid that aspect. And there were plenty of other things to
talk about.



5
NOBODY at Waknuk seemed to trouble about me if I was out
of sight. It was only when I hung about that they thought
of jobs that needed doing.

The season was a good one, sunny, yet well watered so that
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 Offence, in the spring
births had been quite unusually low. The impending crops
were so orthodox that the inspector had posted only a slngle
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 eondemnatiom 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 early, 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.

We discovered a place up the stream where there were banks
of shingle. I liked to takeoff 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.

I waded about fishing for the little shrimp-like creatures that
lived there while Sophie tried to scp 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 dating,
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
her:

'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

our feet in the sun.
'They're not really horrible, are they?' she said, regarding

hers judicially.
'They're not horrible at all. They make mine look 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 '
I lookedup, 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.

' 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.
One she caught, the other fell into the water, but she re-

trieved it,
'What are you doing?' Alan asked.
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
cared much for what I knew of Alan at the best of times, and
he was by no means welcome now.



'They're no good. Fish are what you want to go after,' he
told.contemptuously-

He turned his attention to Sophie, who was wading to the
bank, shoes in hand, some yards farther up.

'Who's she?' he inquired.
I delayed answering while I put on my shoes. Sophie had

disappeared into the bushes now.
'Who is she?' he repeated. 'She's not one ofthe -' He

broke off suddenly. I looked up and saw that he was staring
downat somethingbeside me. Iturned quickly. Onthe fiat
rock was afootprint, stillundried. Sophiehad rested one foot
thereas shebent overto tip hercatch into the jar.The merk
was still dampenough toshow theprint of all sixtoes clearly.
I kickedoverthe jar. A cascadeof water andsruggling shrimps
poured down therock, obliteratingthe footpint, butIknew,
with a sickly feeling, that the harm had been done.

'Ho! said Alan, and there was a gleam in his eye that I did
not like. 'Who is she?' he demanded again.

'She's a friend of mine,' I told him.
'What's her name?'
I did not answer that.' Huh, I'll soon find out, anyway,' he said with a grin,
'It's no business of yours,' I told him.He tookno noticeof that;he hadturned andwas standing

lookingalong thebank towardsthe point where Sophiehad
disappeared into the bushes.

I ran up the stone and flung myself on him. Hewas bigger
thanI was,but it tookhim by surprise,and wewentdown
togetherin awhirl ofarms andlegs. AllI knewof fightingwas
what I hadlearnt froma fewsharp scues.I simplyhit out,
and didmy furiousbest. Myintention was to gainafew
minutesfor Sophieto put hershoes on andhide; ifshe had
a little start, he would neverbe able tofind her,as I knewfromexperience.Thenhe recoveredfrom his first surpriseandgot
in a couple, of blows on my face which made me forgetabout
Sophie and sent me atilt, tooth and halt, onmy own account.

We rolledbackand forthon apatch of turf. I kepton hitting
and strugglingfuriously, buthis weightstartedto tell.He be-

gun to feel moresure of himself, and I, more futile. However,
I had gained something: I'd stopped him going after Sophie
straight 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 Sophie
standing there with a large rough stone in her hand.

"I bit him,' shesaid proudly, and whh a touch of wonder-
ment. 'Do youthnk he's dead?

Hit him she certairdy had He lay white-faced and still, with
the bloodtrickling down his cheek, but he was breathing all
right, so hecertalnly wasn't dead.

'Oh, dear,' said Sopbie in sudden reaction, and dropped the
stone.

We looked at Alan; and then at one another. Both of us, I
think, had the impulse to do something for him: but we were
afraid.

'No one must ever know. No one!' Mrs Wender had said,
so intensely. And now this boy did know. It frightened us.

I got'up. I reached for Sophie's hand and pulled.her away.
'Come along,' I told her urgently.

John Wender listened carefully and patiently while we told
him about it.

'You're quite sure he saw? It wasn't simply that he was
curious because Sopbie was a stranger?' he asked at the end.

'No,' I said. 'Hesaw the footmark; that's why he wanted
to .catch her.'

He nodded slowly.
'I see,' he said, and I was surprised how calmly he said it.
He looked steadily at our faces. Sophie's eyes were big With

a mixture of alarm and excitement. Mine must have been pink-
rimmed, with dirty srnears trailing from them. He turned his
head and met his wife's gaze steadily.

'iI'mafraid it's come, my dear. This is it,' he said.
"Oh, Johnny-' -Mrs Wender's face was pale and distressed



' Sorry, Martie, but it is, you know. We knew it had tocome
sooner or later. Thank God it's happened while I'm here.

will it take to beready?'How you
Notlong, Johnny.I'vekept thingsnearlyready, always.

' Good. Let's get busy, then.'
He got up and went round the table to her. Heput hisarms

round her,bent downand kissedher. Tearsstood inhereyes.
'Oh,Johnny dear.Why areyou sosweet tome, when all

i'vebrought you is? Hestod that withanother kiss..we Drougn you
Theylookedsteadilyinto one another'seyes for amoment,

then, without a word, they both turned to look atSophie.
MrsWenderbecameher usual selfagain. she wentbriskly

to a cupboard, took out some food, andput it on thetable.
Washfirst, youdirty things,' shetold us.' Theneat thisup.

Every bit of it.'
WhileI washedI putthe questionI hadwanted toask often

before. Sophie'stoes, couldn't youhave' Mrs Wender, if it's just
cut them off when shewas alittle baby?I don'texpect it
would have hurt her much then, and nobody need have
known.'

'There'd have been marks, David, and when people saw
them they'd know why. Now hurry up and eat that supper,'
she told.me, and went busily off into the other room.

'We'regoing away,'Sophie confuiedto mepresently,
through a mouthful of pie.

'Going away?' I repeated blankly.
She nodded. 'Mummy said we'd have to go if anybody ever

found out. We nearly did when you saw them,'
'But- youmean, rightaway? Nevercome back?'I asked

in dismay.
'Yes, I think so.'
I had been hungry, hut I suddenly lost my appetite. Isat

fiddling with the food on my plate. The sounds of bustling
and bumping elsewhere in the house took on an ominous
quality.I looked acrossthe tableat Sophie.In mythroat there
was a lump that wouldn't be swallowed.

' Where?' I asked, unhappily.

'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
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 asshe 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.

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 said so.

John Wender shook his head.
'A cart keeps you to the tracks; with pack-horses you go

where you like,' he told me.
I watched him strapping more bundles on while I gathered

courage.
'Mr Wender,' I said, 'please can't I come too'
He stopped what be 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 it rest there.

'Come along inside, Davie,' he said, leading the way back
to the house.

Mrs Wender was back in the living-room, standing in the
middle of the floor, and looking round, as if for things for-
gotten:

'He wants to come with us, Martie,' said, Mr Wender.
She sat down on a stooli and held her arms out to me. I went

to her, unable to speak. Looking over my head, she said:
-'Oh, Johnny. That awful fatherl I'm afraid for him.'
Close to herlike that I could catch her thoughts. They came

faster, but easier to understand, than words. I knew ho she
felt, how she genuinely wished I could go with them, how she



leapt on, without examining the reasons, to knowing thatIcouldnotandmtmtnot gowith them. Ihad the complete
armwerbefore JohnWenderhadput the firstsentence ofhis
reply into ordinary words.'I know,Martie.But it'sSophie I'm afraidfor - andyou.
If wewere tobe caughtwe'dbe charged with kidppingas
well as concealment,.' IftheytakeSophienothing could makething worse for
me, Johnny.'

' Butit's notjust that,dear. Once theyare satisfied thatwe
i'll else's responsibility,are out of the districtwe be someoneandthey'llnotbother muchmoreabout us. ButifStrormwere tolose his boy there'dbe hue andcry for miles around,and Idoubtwhether,we'dhave achance of gettingclear,

They'dhave possesout everywherelooking for us.We can't
afford to increasethe riskto Sophie,can we?'

MrsWenderwassilent forsome moments.I couldfeel herfitting the reasonsinto what shehad known already,Presently
her arm tightened round me.'Youdounderstand that, don't you,David? Your father
would be soangry ifyou camewith usthat we'dhavemuch
less chance of getting Sophie away safely.I wantyou to come,but orSophie'ssakewe daren'tdoit. Pleasebe braveaboutit, David.You're heronly friend,and you canhelp her by
being brave. You will, won't you?'Thewordswerelikeaclumsy repetition.Her thoughts hadbeen much clearer,and I hadalready had toaccept thein-
evitabledecisionIcould not trustmyself to speak.I noddeddumbly andletherhold mem herin away myown mother
never did.

The packing-up was finished a little before dusk. Wheneverythingwas readyMr Wender tookmeaside.' Davie,' hesaid,man to man, know howfond you are of
Sophie.You've lookedafterher likea hero, butnowthere's
one more thing you can do to help her. Willyou?'

'Yes,'I toldhim. 'Whatis it, Mr Wender'this. Whenwe we gone dont go home aonce. Will you

stay here till tomorrow morning? That'll give us more time to
get her safely away. Will you do that?'

'Yes,' I said, reliably.
We shook bands on it. It made me feel stronger and more

responsible - rather like I had on that first day when she
twisted her ankle.

Sophie held out her hand with something concealed in it
as we came back.

'This is for you, David,' she said, 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 ather picked her up and swung her high
on top of the leading horse's load.

Mrs Wender bent to kiss me, too.
'Good-bye, David, dear.' She touched my bruised cheek

with a gentle forefinger. 'we'll never forget,' she said, and her
eyes were shiny.

They set off. John Wender led the horses, with his gun
slung across his bask, 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 Sophie's arm
waving as the dusk beneath the trees swallowed them up.

The sun was getting high and the men were long ago out in
the fields when I reached 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.

I 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 relutious it weakened somewhat when darkness

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 le lonely - but only a tittle less. Odd noises
kept on occurring inside and outside the house.



For a long time I sat on a stool, pressing myback against
the wall so that nothing should approach me unaware. More
than once my courage all but gave out.--I 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-
stops 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 eyesblinking as I swayed on my stool, t 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 walt-again. For atime I lay watching the candles and
the uneasy shadows they cast in the corners of the room, and
wondering what I should do when they were gone, when, all
of a sudden, they'ore gone - and the sun was shining in....

I had foundsome 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 I 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 I was
slipping across the yard. She called out:

'You come here at once. Everybody's been looking all over
for you. Where've you been?' And then, without waiting for
an answ, she added: 'Father's on the rampage. Better go to
him before he gets worse.'

My father and the inspector were in the seldom-used, rather
formal room at the front. I seemed to arrive at a crucial time.
The inspector looked much as usual, but my father was
thunderous.

' Come here!' he snapped, as soon as I appeared in the door-
way.

I went nearer, reluctantly.
'Where've you been?' he demanded. 'You've been out all

night. Where?'
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
shouted.
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

hesaid to me:
'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 to report any
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.
'He's lying,' said my father.
' I see,' said the inspector calmly. 'Well, then if it isn't true,

it can't matter if we know who she is, cart it?' he went on in a
reasonable tone.

I made no reply to that." It seemed the safest way. We looked
at one another.

' Surely, you see that's so? If it is not true -' he was going
on persuasively, but my father cut him short.

'I'll deal with this. The boy's lying.' To me he added: 'Go
to your room.'

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.

'That,' said the inspector curtly, 'is my whip.'



My father seemed not to hear him. The inspector stood up.
' I said that is my whip,' he repeated, with a hard, ominous

note in his voice.
My father checked his step. With an ill-tempered gesture

he threw the whip back on the table. He glared at the inspector,
and then turned to follow me.

I don't know where my mother was, perhaps she was afraid
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.
Idid 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 it. 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 yellow ribbon and the brown curl tight
in my hand.

'I couldn't help it, Sophie,' I sobbed, 'I couldn't help it.'


