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CHAPTER 1. Tiee ﬂ“‘f ‘3 Sl S

\ ft%(fkmk} Yiee

the train from the coast he talked loudly and the other

passengers Aooked a bit intimidated under&b‘ direct fire ontB—questions.-

| L T U U Y

Wﬁm\hem—(ghey blinked and shifted -{-h all except a quiet,

6\7 19 —
well-bred young woman i who was evidently Cg;)"’"

Srnl B - Jnid A)

used to men shouting[( and a woman from Johannesburg, her face dry and lmed/
from_the suq, who sat_af hig\table apd looked at him with admiration -e3%
the time because he seemed to her such a striking representative of the

0ld Country, which she’ y?d never visited before. When he told her that he
didn't think "5b1acks” should necessarily live apart from {ﬁhites”she

HE bdgcited
looked stunned and turned away for a moment. But-he—went—o6h-asking-his

it : st in his seat as

if the buffet-car was too small for his energies. .
Kond s W KT
They entered tgg Stlll, grey outskirts of-:.’cm —===f&/deathly

S
shadow that—sbole over the train M 80 it seemed to h:Lm 4 (4—2 Flow o

Attt

umderneath his ener P i ; e
0\\»’“9 M Hor And s
A window becausrhew&n%ed—éo—keep%a—t—bay‘a*httle@nger; ﬁle ';'_shadow

Sww emowp L —
would steal over Mmfmfm—jmm tra-m—«-and@

darken M;Wre many hours

went‘*cn‘tai:ktng‘rtke—a robust Englishman --- well, he was robust and he was
(,)a,)d/(u
EngllshL But it—wes—deliberate, he was acting up all the time a8 there
!
was a note of danger in his voice, which perkaps was what made people glance

at him curiously, their eyes slightly narrowed.

He told the quiet young woman about his house in Basrah and the



irrigation scheme that was being planned by the government ‘out there',

‘!nw'usually he would never think of using those words 'out there'()it-made

tothink-like-thats But it seemed more English to say *sut—thes¥el and he

was being very assiduously the Englishman.

Not hwam vy WA o P
only-five years before he*%Lfelt ashamed of being so ¥English¥®.

Everybody had told him, either as ﬁ'compliment or criticism, "You're so
. '70 Niw e corvd ’
English!" fnd-held-always—teken—it-as-a-eritieion. Z_;ﬁimeant stiff and

aloof, like a man with ice down his back. If you were 'English' and, _says 3 Land
W s
put your hand on another man's shoulder in a reassuring movement, the

movement wouldn't come ofﬂ:{fﬁe other man would look at you with a half-
3 AW [waed Tocese wemil,, L no W berins
frightened expression as if death had tounehed himj}) It—was ridiculous_but
A Qe o\ ?
h v # (e
thax;amu+4ﬁmd;4haui_£e}t;Z,,ﬂé'd never felt stiff and aloof insideg)inﬁe961

Qmite the opposit% —~~ bubbling over; in fact, too hot-to_;Laak. not knowing

<fc. -

where to put his hands But the sound of those words, "You're

80 Englisghl" --- or it might be|a glance a foreigner gave him, especially

a swarthy'foreigner with undistyrbed black eyes --~- always paralysed"him and
fixed his body in a stiffness foreign to it. Try as he amight to ease his—
limbs, and look in front of himinaturally, he couldn't, and got stiffer and
étiffer, seeing himself as the c¢ondescending Englishman used to being
served, especially by foreignersg. He would try terribly hard sometimes,
smiling and gesticulating and sgy 'Yes' and 'No' prematurely, and kicking

his feet about in a funny way, put it was no good, it only gave an

impression of strangeness. Now a gentleman, an_ﬁhglish gentleman, a real N
‘jﬁbe$X) \$u.Gn¥L?§ “vkb.ihpwrx~ Y
one, behaved quite differently. He always—t=d easelv ﬂ% 3 condescend, —

!%;;giz (dhe o
not if he was the genuine article. - But 3 Granville wag—an

otherwise—~=- you had to fight your way slowly. It didn't matter
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incredibly fast, staring at the sky with his head pushed forward, his
long, pale hand c¢lutchirig the stem of the microphone; and as abruptly he
stepped aside. The young man in the fountain was arrested and carried
shoulder=high through the cro;d by two policemen, without his shoes and
socks; he kept calling to someone in the crowd by the fountain, craning
his neck round, "Bring 'em to the station, cock! Oy, cock! Bring 'em -
to the station!" Tﬁen he looked down at one of the &éweating policemen
underrneath him and said, "Constable,. you're hurting my leg, I'll screw
you when I get downl" The crowd was laughing, and some of them began
singing, ';gzgg'all goc down the Strand, Have a bananal'

On the other side of the square there was something unpleasant.

A police-horse had swept somebody off his feet and he'd started to attack
the policeman, trying to pull him down from the saddle. There was a
scuffle, and some angry cried, and the crowd in that area moved backwards
and forwards as if being pulled as a whole to and fro; some police vans
came round quickly, their bells going, and by the look of it a few people
were arrested.

Speakers assembled on the platform and an appeal was put out for
the Arab refugee fund. Then-the speeches started, the usual political
stuff where the moral vehetmence had its effect on the crowd like clockwork.
He walked away, down Whitehall. The voices echoed behind him, rising to
the point of moral climax and then failing again. It was all rotten
underneath! It was tue same with Dick and Linger-Longer, the same with
the newspapers, with the solemn, measured, admonitory leading articles
that cashed in on every crisis to double and treble the sales =-- robten!
And Whitehall was strangefy silent and deserted and ancient, without even

buses, like a street malle suddenly into a church, with idiot-cries for
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blood coming in from outside on the wind.

A woman spoke. He heard her call for a 'Middle East Charter'
to be signed by all the powers with interests in that area. VWhat a
hope! The séuhd of the crowd, listening to her with rapt silence, then
making a subdued murmur of approval, made not a great political roar as
it had done with the other speakers, but a more iitimate one of outraged
decency. Her voice sounded wild, but in a touching way, also ragging,
a bit shrewish; she seemed to be grappling with male sex, not just
politics --- male sex wazs to hlame at bottom. "I was told last week ===!"
Her voice drifted to and fro. ''One of our boys -~«'" The crowd made
its roar and he heard her words, sudderly shouted above this roar, "I
wonder vwhat his mother =--!" And then there was, "Crying shamel"

Granville hurried along past Westminster Abbey, no longer within

éarshot .
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CHAPTER 25

“ As quickly as the panic was off about Hanni's child it was on
again: the blue medicine hadn't worked, and she was already in the

'operating room' few=

when he heard about it

from Pinkie. The operation was a success and Dick had to attend her
”
all night with hot water and swabs, after the doctor had left; again‘
e .
GEEE%Q%EE was supposed not to know, and Pinkie bound him to secrecy.

"Dick rang her up to say that Hanni was doing well? 'Tomb' was really
done for this time, Re sard.

Then Hanni was on her féet again. She

3

aq\a;{@:mm—aawog»u-'mncm-ﬁuii-

ffdTreand began coming to the house nearly every day; she sat with him

in the kitchen and sometimes they went for walks together by the river,

'

gpe said she didn't want to see anyone else, only ,/Cﬂfg
him and Pinkie; she'd had a b;d 'stomach-upset', she 'told him, perhsps
from the wine; but at the same time she appeared to realise that he knew
and was quite relieved that this was so.

The newspapers had promised correctly: the weather was now dark
and windy, with an unpleasant bit#in the air, and clouds lay in a thick
blinding mass over the roof-tops. On¢ their walks he took Hanni's arm

protectively: the life was’knockeé out of her; she looked limp and

frozen; the comparison with Pinkie was extraordinary --- between a

M 0l Y st = 0 0 1T 100 BT S B0 4 4 By e o
; 5

withered figy:r and a rich, swelling fruit. Errtws

tgﬁﬁ:g::ﬁ::;gjﬁ:agatg;;fhere was a staleness round her, something cut short /4&34

el
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and stunned; she hadn't the confidence of her body and walked awkwardly;

she looked round her with a hesitating, blinking glance, trying to

marshal her old steadiness. But bit by bit the dignity returned to her
ug’umﬁlt -

face; Pinkie said she”?{burst into tears one evening and couldn't tell

B why. Dick called for her every day;-

o8 e MNP OIO ) BN A1 S MMV (01 AN ORI R 10RO 4

Sz he was quiet and serious, ahd brought her little presents. 1 She

hl/‘o'

P ¢ othir nieiams

told CrmxxeddX® during one of their walks that Clockwork, whq wasced=o

P AR o o 10 oy e et vy @ o) B8 T ST 112 W 2 5

g o 0 | e b o) SN G L

exXI3® 'Virginia Creepers'

o R e

because he always told women lhe was a virgin) was in love with her, but
Re—wzs 'homosexual at heart'g) slie said homosexuality was fashionable
n Gt ipndan z
these days amemp-vyouns-mems it provided a cover under which to get women
A

without 'the direct male approach'} it was a good excuse if 'you couldn't

make love properly'.

thing, she said, especially sex; she wanted a long holiday somewhere

sunny; she even wouldn't mind going back to Kurdistan for a bit; she could

Yol

go to see her mother in Beirut but hadn't the money; shetalpome a long

way in life, it seemed, for ‘a 1ot of /dirﬁ;aagsauahaﬁggﬁuu_-

=~ ey Vs wid vanawiGdy o ngke

SRR SHIITTS 6 om0 102 0 % 14 8 N SO L WM L 0 gy o o 25 i o e i 0 o 58 OO R0 i )

/et



. 377

There was no.reply from Nevinson so far, and Dick gave no sign

that he knew anything about it. The letter must have arrived, as he'd
.registered it. He thought it was strange but it fitted in with the
dreamy and broken quality of the rest of his life now. Pinkie looked
at him searchingly one evening when she came in and asked, '"What about
your ticket back?" ' He ought to have been gone three or four days
before ®

"Oh, yes?" he said, turning away from her, "I must see about that 5
gg added, to waylay her suspicions, "I might hang on EEEE for a week. /‘:4%9
They wouldn't mind. I've gét a lot of things to hammer out with |
Nevinson before I go."

This seemed to satisfy her; she was the easiest person in the
world to lie toAg

"Won't you miss m;?" he asked in a sudden gay mood.

"Of course I'll miss you,'" she said defensively, '"but if you've
got to go back you've got to, haven't you?"

He laughed. ''Well, that's true enough!"

He' took long walks again, full of a sense of being unseen and
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-3 One eveﬁing he walked into the bathroom and sgw her standing in

front of the mirror naked down to her waist, powdéring her breasts.

"What on earth are you doing?'" he asked in surprise.

He was about to laugh but she said between her teeth without
looking round, "Get out!'" Her nipples were hard and unusually dark,
protruding from the massive whiteness of her breasts, but perhaps that
was an illusion due to the shadows of the bathroom; waé.she painting
them with lipstick, of all things? He left the room meekly; she'@ fod
never spoken to him in such a rasping way. She was out 6} the house
until about eleven that evening, but such was his state of quiet, now he

could nurse the secret of his resignation, that he was numb to hurts.

One evening whem Dick and Hanni were there Pinkie told him that

the pullover he wore & 'stank to high

heaven'.
anduaskod=Dickaifutimwasstrueyrandthereswassa~pauserss=Dicksoonsidereds

bmandtheneroddetzshonlyprmwitioutarsmibeyrardHormt i thewsamne)

""For God's sake take it off and get another one!" Rismiesk said.
. C e nexk
There followed some talk about smells, E&nkigiranged on Dick

e
and said she®™ noticed his breath stank whexy he was nervous; she had
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smelled it standing on one side of the kitchen while he was on the
rother. Dick bit his lip and murmured, looking down, "All right, old

girl. That's enough!" and he added, still looking down, trying to

smile, '"Halitosis runs in the Pollocke family, didn't you know?"

a—.\'fkﬂ-m ]

wieak A
2 was s€§d:to remove EPEmt¥¥rodours.

red, which s

There was suddenly a plethora of these tablets in the house, and the
four of them would suck themAcontinuously; it stained the tongue and
lips a delicate pink, 'the spring-time colour for spring-time people';
He—gdvertimememtermattdy there were boxes of them, round and decorated

with rose-buds, all over the house, .on the bables and mantelpi?fff;)

theyena—trmowmeiyrrr oo™  The strange thing was, Granville

3

noticed, that the more upset his iife became, and the more lonely his
situation, the more conscious he was of sﬁells, and of the possible
smells on his own person. And he wondered if the same applied to the
others. All of them had theif mouths stained delicately now, which
gave them a peculiar puckish and sensual look. He noticed when Hanni
was i1l that she sat taking her own scent, drawing her own breath into
her nose, fushing out her lo;ér lip ever so slightly. Dick did it when
he was in a thoughtful and inward mood, his index finger touching his
upper lip; it happened when he seemed to be regretting something, to be
nursing a lingering, backward-giancing sorrow in him. , And Granville

noticed that he himself did it when he was pent-up in his feelings and
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‘

hadn't touched Pinkie for some time; contact with her would be like a '
release of all his organs, back to their flowing state, and this morbid
self-awareness --~ that Seemed.an endemic part of their life --- would
depart from him.

He had-noticed this self-smelling most strongly at T.I.M. when
he went to the office; people would sit at their desks making a little
twitch of their lips,bor a movement of their finger under their noées;
one of the clerks he sometimes had to deal with in the exports-department
would actually stop in the middle of a sentence, and a tiny, melanchdly
and yet fascinated gleam: --- hardly noticeable --- would come into his
eye as he took his own scent, as if discovering a new intimacy with
himself that was hidden to the outside world --- his unique and solitary

He Y 12 Ak W owes e Sﬂ.-gdh ol d’&o?ﬂh ’M“g

possession - :"'-n-.-.......»..__..,m;.-.A..;fr‘-—-hwsun.was.'—-aa.; 3% gt o e an.—w-:.--qu;w.,a.w;h__nf:n.l:;-ﬁ.nii-uqnnk

Ve, .
ﬂﬁ.al:ﬁeﬂﬂikﬂ’&il,ﬁg&gu&.ﬁg:la-,r’é'i—ié’!'nii-.E:.sl»';-—i'-ezﬁk'n&ewapi-.“,"é'!oet;';":.‘{-'n-,s e LTI U L oy

23 T S i e S0 ek by S i 3 A b S T
" oo et M . S IR e e e & e oo
RS S et

U\ o o e o e - 4D 4 = P 2 42 G LS

S o= 4 90 o i s i i U R 8 OV % S B o




Gt 383,

(yraronerermEneesrooncs Opngrosef erypereaiioge e egewa BN ptaeb e bimeonfrats SPvhat-khies R bt 2 ajmier

o il 18 0 e ok 900 0 ¢ e .5 0 e @ S 2 @ O B R 4y ey o3 0 el 4  1 HST Er 004 tl—dsd-.-aa;-.a.-, Vo orrrme: -\ihH-ulr g (S ESaad pR s 4
. '
j = g s s - pe g . g 9 . Ve .
S o e 1 @ A B AT b €& 6 7y 51 gy 1 1 Sosmetemue woontenteds o Yyt ] ®) 41l o5 S

e —ire v o S 9. 4 5 P ot 0 S 5 W 2 et 1 60 O | 3 o 63 5 o
Vv - “ " — Ratied
oo -

I

A little party developed at Chaworth Road one Saturday aftéQQZZZ“"“-~m

which included the hair-girl; Dick and Hanni suddenly appeared with her;]

J e P T peedrsom
oy b 3 e o B, A IS R

Zae 3y e o o e kst o i 0 B A

it made a curious fascinating atmosphere, this sudden afternoon party in

. the gloomy weather which every now and then let a quick, golden blaze of

sunshine through, before the racing clouds closed again. Pinkie wasn't
P
there and G¥smwaskl®y was nervous all the tlme that she'd come in and
M u.aJ\

assume he'd arranged it all

aaﬁithls increased the

.excitement for him.

‘ The hair-gifl was morose and paie at first, her shoulders hunched-

up, and she hardly glanéed at him; B she looked at eyesydkine—edw=en
: Gudcoadd

at all the furniture) b—dse—wemm, from under her eyebrows, and fingered
through the dance-records which had been accumulating iately; she was
wearing_slacks with a bl{ilck/ shawl SERe=ay; suddenly
she said to him, still without looking at him, only frowning at the
coffee-table, "Your wife's uncle's a lord?'"; to which Hanni replied on
his behalf, '"Yes, -- fun, isn't it?" with an ironical smile. Miraculously
she énd the hair-girl had become 'friends', so Dick said, and Hanni had
discovered that there was.good to be found even in Arabs, though she
qualified this by saying/the hair-girl had been brought up in Lbndogpaﬁhﬂz
==

A Pt
Hanni had been to &u;:?ftﬂ:tnta flat and found it all neat and

‘urban'; no 'night-club tattiness' at all; lace curtains and a nice
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1

persian carpet in the sitting-room, and a real drinks-sideboard; her

wardrobe was quite large and didn't stink, in fact the place was cleaner

e Clausrth Roval ﬂ,nq,g

than --:_q--qo. @ e o Paid Y2y e P o & G ek

P

‘A dance-record was put on and Gzaaz:&is brought two bottles of
wine out of the kitchen-cupboard which belonged to-Pinkie; he was out of
~money again and looked forward to the superannuation he'd be getting;
he worked it out --- two years of overseas-service at five pounds a
month, it made quite a tidy sum, enough to live on for a few more weeks,
until a further decision presented itself; Pinkie could look after the
'bills for a bit; he resolved to ask her what the state of her finances
was now; perhaps Grove had paid her back; he found he assumed quite
naturally that she'd given all her savings to 'Grove Publicity Management
Ltd.! He tobk the two bottleé out of the cupboard with a childish sense
of tﬁeft and realised how afraid of her he was.

The muscular-looking girl came along later with a friend of the
hair-girlis, a young man called‘Larry Vice. Vice wasn't his real name,
it turned out. He was called Vice, Hanni said, because he was vice-
president of the Marquis, an honorary titlej his real name was kept ?jéark
as the hajr-girl's. She was all eyes the momént he came in; she forgot

everything else and kept asking him questiomns, "You all right, sweetheart?"

"Like this place?", "Don't want to go, uiéi;ﬁggée?",

"Like this wine?", "Want to play the piano, honey?hp

o AP1P oo (018 o = = 649 3 ¢ e sy 1753 tHé;.yuﬁauaﬂﬂzﬁ She didn't move from her
fe

position on the divan and WX® never once replied to her questions, but

stayed leaning against the piano, nodding and smiling, and sipping his

wine. He was tall and wild-looking with a hanging jaw and clipped,
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flaxen hair} and had his mouth perpetually open in a kind of silent
laugh; he never did laugh outright, only made a strange 'Hoo!' noise
when anything amused him, which almost everything did. He was someone
from show-business, a crooner and tap-dancef, Hanni said. All through

the afternoon there was a sustained patteq) -«g«nu—~w-v~“--~«~w"**'ﬂ72?»
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The muscular-looking girl said as little as she had done when
Pip ‘
Seemrpistbie first met her; she only turned to him once and said in her

gentle Eockney voice, "That girl of yours is a peach." /f.!c
7 - .

He didn't understand this, since she was looking straight at
Hannifz)

"Who?" he asked.

"She looks a peach," she repeated, still looking at Hanni. And after

Jon mofes .’

a pause she added, “Uhat a good couple sﬁegzmzzhﬂ#% He glanced at Dick
who was sitting two feet away)f:zm::nzm5 but his face was telling no
stories; Hanni also must have heard it, and she a%sp was saying nothingv( )

Later whén more wine was brought in 1

'Creole Shake' wam blar% through the house, the muscular-looking girl went
across to Hannixand saidy; "I think your husband's‘sweet! What's it like
out there ip Basrah?" To which Hanﬁi replied without turning a hair,
"Oh, it gets a bit hot in the heat, but apart from that it suits us down
to the ground 5

A game started, while Hanni was upstairs getting sandwiches, in

which Dick lay on the floor pressing his middle up so that he wasibalanced

4
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on his heels at one end and the back of his E%?é‘at the other; the idea
was to see how many times he could do it; he wasn't allowed to rest his
arms- on the floor. Then»&éy Celesfe CENE ST, jump%ég up from the
divén, and said, "Half a mo! See if you caé carry a passenger, ‘Dick!";
whereupon éhe lowered herself over him so that her body was exactly resting
1elensod foom o otker side of-
on his while endleés Hoo, hooszwere beln%lbeééewed-&erossthe room.
"This is awfully nice," Dick said quietly, his eyes alight, gazing
straight into hers, "just relax and we'll be all set for the joy-ride!"
'"No, you don't, randy pants!" she cried, keeping her head up and laughing
with a deafening bellow which seemed impossible f? her timy, thin figure.
"All right, then", Dick sai&, ""here we go!" He lifted his middle slowly,
straining, and up she came as well, while the room was silent; then he
subsided so that his behind hit the floor sharply, and she was knocked
sharply against him; it was well-de;ised, and he repeated it, up slowly,

straining, then down with a wallop. "Hey!'" she cried. "This is good!"

And she added with another bellowing laugh, "What d'yer keep Hr-yomr—primicres=-

aystick, Dick?" With his eyes closed Dick mﬁrmured, "That's my field-
marshal's baton, owesddwezets there's one in every corporal's knapsack!';
and he went on raising and lowering himself.

Hanni came back in the middle of it, bearing the sandwiches, and
said with a slightly abashed lo;k, "What are you two up to?" And there
the game ended; the hair-girl was sweating; ;;;Fwent and had a whispered,
confidential talk with Hanni while everyone else attacked the sandwich
plate. Vice played the piano, and Dick danceﬂ&ith the muscular-looking
girl, putting his cheek close to hers while she gazed ahead of her with a

wes

perfectly vacant expression. When it heemme dark they didn't switch the

lights on and the room was in a dim twilight from the street-lamp outside.
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Pinkie came in about midnight and looked thoughtful at firs%g
Eyt she never put a damper on %F;arty andconce a drink was in her hand /Qy»{ﬁ
she FEB joined in, dancing with Dick. When it was all over Hanni asked
ﬂ:;:;;ttn wasn't it amusing that 'Alice the girl-with-the-snake-called-
Sidney' 4%‘<§he muscular-looking giri)#%/ had thought she was Mrs. Granville?
She hadn't contradicted her because she'd seen a 'closed look' on Dick's
face and thought he was up to one of his 'little games'; so she'd kept
mum,  Dick murmured to this, "Well, you never know, her little mistake
might come in useful one day.'" Pinkie was intrigued: 'Who did she think

was your wife, then?" she asked Dick. He paused, gazing acréss at her in

.. ”
a level way, and said, ''You, =

o e e e o i o et $

Afterwards in the bedroom Pinkie said that Dick was showing her

'attentions' of late and she didn't know how seriously to take him; she
: ?4’ skl
couldn't believe it, in factﬂg Gramrt¥I® Iesgied and said that anything
A A
ettt was believable coming from Dick. They slept happily; he was
glad she'd found a party in progress --- she thought he was responsible
for it, and Hanni B2 let her think so. He tried to see if her nipples
wlam
were in fact painted with lip-stick wis» she was undressing but as always
she turned away from him with a quick demure movement, slipping her night-
ok Lo Some et

dress.over her headfas she slipped her petticoat off. The image of her
standing in the bathroom painting herself returned to him in a quick,
voluptuous flash, and he ‘burned with fascinated curiosity as to the love
she might have given someone else that evening; if he imagined her
submitting to love it brought a quick, stabbing pain of desire in him. He

could visualise himself pleading with her to continue her infidelity so

that he might have this stabbing desire like a white flame licking his

-
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body and consuming-him.

He felt so em=y in his new life that the—friddewimg-wesk he went’
A
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Bowe-fiet was hidden behind the Strand and he searched for it with
A

chill féelings; or rather the chill was in his guts and organs, separate
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mﬁuhlﬁgaand'1ﬁe staircase was dingy and uncarpeted; but the door itself

was that of a luxury-apartment.

» as he waited/
Z

he felt thin of heart, exposed

G

et - e i 820

g frightfully young, oo Young Bl
E‘ihe was there --- a tiny, wan figure in a dark ddorway --- /Cﬂlé

and after looking at him briefly she shouted "Hil!" and at once turned her

back and rushed into one of the rooms, leaving him to shuffle in and close

the door himself.

"Something's cookin'!”she cried from the kitchen, and he went in

after her.



mf' m.

Everything there gleamed, the pots and unstained saucepans and
new plates. He told her what a nice place she seemed to have but as
he said it in an uncertain voice, coughing at the same time, she only
glanced at him and said n;thing, assuming he hadn't spoken at all;
there was no paiﬁt oﬁ her lips; he was aware that she'd made no effort
for ﬁim at all, and again he asked himself whether he was infatuated

with her or noQg

.‘ - 2, . . -
pnoe=oratwicesabzthanorthrRoadohaggingrher~avitrtirerenaltdngrher~eyes
s . ] . .
beihmahanpepsendemeneskavisiminmexpressionyvandterrhateebiacicermwhiner
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was no scent in the air. She clearly wasn't conscious of him as an
admirer; what was their relation, thén?  Up=x=sSmmENPTo?  What had

happened during their visit to the zoo? Had they warmed to éach other?

Why héd Dick congratulated him on
taking her to the zoo? Surely that indicated something? Heltried to
keep Pinﬁie out of his mind; the stabbing pain of desire for her closed
his mind to everything and everyone else; he forced himself to show an
interest in the hair-girl and even took herlhand while she was trying to
get a hot frying-pan off the fire, burning her slightly on the elbow and
nearly getting a cﬁp—fzii of steaming fat down his trousersg) ["Hey, look

7
out!" she screamed, andx "Well, fuck that ‘for a lark!"

HeArememberéd 'dad' for the first time and wondered if that

)n};.

deafening 'fuck' had travelled to his paternal ears. He T=3g#sl/sheepishly
(" ,j

R e e AT
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582 told herv%;;t water was good for a burn, 'contrary to usual belief',

N

to which she said, "Yak-er-ti-ygk—yakfyak—!" and put her tongue out at him
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while she grabbed a little pat of butter and rubbed it on her elbow.

She told him she'd ==&g=g=t up half-an-hour BEESE® as she'd had

a late night at the club; he glanced in at the bedroom and saw that the

bed was still unmade, the llght outside depressed h1m, 8 low, dazzling

He asked whether her father was
in’ and she said, moving swiftly from the kitchen £o the room where they
were going to eat, "Are you crazy?" He said, "Why ha; he moved?"  And
the reply was, '""Do you know what you're talking about?'" .

Then she became charming; he felt. sick aqd giddy; she asked him
in a small voice if he'?{help'her carry the food in, there wasn't much but
if he didn't mihd a 'scrap 1uhch{ there was enough; He gazed at her;
she was preoccupied and ruffled, the hair @33 round her face, uncombed;
g%& there was an anxious look in her eyes; they were screwed-up painfully.
She murmured, '"I only see dad when he's asleep.,"  She hurried out of the
room again, her hair lifting gently off her back.

There were a few potatoes, some scraps of tinned ham and cheese;
also she had to hurry uﬁ to be aﬁz;ehearsal. She ate fast and made her
dgafening, clapping laugh once or twice Qh;n she remembered the party and
how sheégiiain on top of Dick; 'How is old randy—pants?" she asked him.
He saidt "Working hard," and nothing: more; he found he was in an. itritableé

sodl

frame of mind. She made no effort to serve him and he forked hiﬁZway

through the tiny meal;Zimmmetys

She said that Hanni had arranged the Saturday afternoon party

rtte—detrhermhedy as a Rimdswsf 'rebuff' to Pinkie; his ears pricked up

at once --- "What do ‘you know about Pinkie?'" he asked in a protective way.
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But she was unaware of anything sharp in his voice. She said, "That
party was to show your wife where she got off!" Hanni was determined,
she added, to try and do something for Granville in his present
'ignominious' life; he was astonished at how quickly and fluently she
spoke, like an educated woman; the words 'rebuff' and 'ignominious' 5
surprised him’c) Then she fell inte a quiet vein of talk; she'd become
friends with Hanni, she said, and now she knew better what his 'position'
was. He could: hear Hanni's voice in hers; she was certain of her
information as if she'd lived through it herself, and she sm;ked her
cigarette a little like Hanni, narrowing her eyes. He wanted to ask far
what she knew about his 'position' but she went on talking, this time
about Hanni: Hanni hsd told Dick &he wasn't going to stand the sort of
treatment from hlm that Pinkie 'handed out' to &mn:‘::ﬂﬂ she had more /y /avg

pride, and he'd better start revising his ways soon!

She suddenly jumped up from the table and dashed next door, where

EEEE; Ege subject was a 'big man' in the night-club world who had to be /4J72

treated nicely; he might get her out of the Kaaba company into a show all

. and therefore would the

her own QnTrE
¥
person she was talking to mind if 'we called it off for tonightS?
poc ] Ehe returned to the table preoccupied and closed to him, an //Ckfg
T L
anxious frown on her face; her shoulders were hunched timidly as when she'®
[palled u:&ﬁ:ﬁh::nxhzna on Saturday afternoon, making her look like a 1little
girl. There was a hissing sound- in the kitchen and he started, thinking

it was 'dad', but it was the kettle boiling for coffee and she clattered

*out again. The moment coffee was over she jumped up again and grasped
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hold of her hair, looking round for grips to tie it up with, and said
without looking at him that she was about an hour late and had to dashg)

a petty mood swept over him and he shouted, "Damh! Why the hell couldn't‘/ézé/

o

Jere

you let me know that before you invited me over?" He was &% surprised

at himself;

insulted, but she did nothing of the kind; she ran next door, five or

six hair-grips between her teeth, and began humming; and from next door

.4

she called out to .him, ""Come in here, swéetheart, and watch me dfésé!"

He thought thi's wgm a change of tune and went in'====E==:=====§nm. She
was combing‘out her long hair, standing near a dressing table, bending
down to see herself; he sat &¥ on the bed while.she told him that this
'big man' was taking her out to tea followed by drinks and that she had
to look a lady, which was easier in the cool weather than the hot because
her arm-pits seemed to have 'automatic douches' inside them the way they
sweatedj%) And 'they' didn't like to see you sweat, unlessiit was between
your legs, and then, boy, they weren't so keen on you being a ladmﬂg She
spoké as if she hated the 'big man' but at the same time flinched from

him and would do anything for him.

The idea entered his head that he ought tﬁze'~“
Iz te

his visit was - n‘otla shameful and empty episode@iz::d::i::h

e . - . N
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Sertebroctwaedes  The flat felt lonely and desolate to him; while she combed
her hair the melancholy, dazzling light poured in through the window
behind her, and every object in the room looked cold and bare. He didn't

feel the slightest inclination to touch her but his mind persisted, and
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began slipping off her dressing gown he pulled her gently towards him
with a:laugh, to ligh£en the misery of it, and kissed her on the cheek;
. she leaned towards him stiffly, not as surprised or anxious as he expected
her to be; then slie tried to push away from him by levering her arms

against his shoulders --- '"Hey, I'1l be late, éweetheart! Now come on!"

But suddenly she laughed énd kissed him full on the lips; he had a totally
different impression of her for an instant, as someone soft; the skin of

her mouth actually changed for a moment, yielding and warm where it had

been scaly before, pursed and withdrawn from him. "hy, you dirty old man}!"
she :;gggg?‘ But once'again it was, "Hey, look at that time, you'll lose
me my j;bl” She said it dn a jarring tone, her lips hard again, trying
to push herself away from Him. She managed to break free and ran into
the bathrb;m,)where she remained for a few minutes washing her face; he
glanced in and saw her wiping her armpits with.a towel and spraying
something; he called out to her; "What are you spraying?'| and she shouted

4

her voice echoing in the tiled bathroom,

"Sweat-neutraliser, honey!'" When she returned she wanted to mgke the
bed and told him, "Get up, gee-gee!'', which he did; but as she pulled the
top sheet dff he again made a sally towards her and this time pulled her over
with an awkward movement and they both came down in a sprawl on the bed.
"Hey, be careful!" She paused: 'Dad'll be in!" "What?" he said,
. . ; seud, -
lifting his head., SIEE=SE=Ef® "Yeah,'" she eteds 'he comes in round
about now!'"  But he was less diffident of 'dad' now- and remeined lying
on top of her; there was a sharp clang of the bed-springs under thém and

she tried to struggle free; he laughed again, this time genuinely; she

tried to tickle him but he pinned her hands down; he was beginning to
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enjoy it. To his surprise she had a rough pullover on under her dressing
gown, and its flimsy little strands weré worrying his mostrils and.mouth,
but be dared not move in case she wriggled free; she waslquick and muscular.
She appealed to him more quietly, '"Now, then, sweetheart, fair's fair."
Herjhair fell like a great black shadow over the sheet and she lqoked into
his eyes meditatively for the first time as if trying to find out who he
was from a great distance; he had the sensation that it was the first
time sheéé?iooked,at him; she had her head a little to one sidé, like an
animal puzzled. She moved sideways and he took this as a movement of
ona
desirg, though he =il felt nnfhégg himgelf; the only pleasure he was
aware of was from her hair, its endless black shadow and its deep smell;.
apaftlfrom»that he was deéd of heart, and lay there a dead weight on her,
and only stayed there for fear of being ridiculous if he got up.

Suddenly, getting angry, a dark shadow seeming to flit across
Her face and twist its expression for a moment, she made another heave;
aﬁ? £e plunged hiS,face towards her, trying to kiss her again, but with
such speed that their noses collideé with a painful thud; they sat up
with a springing movement, nursing their faces. "Jesusi' she crooned;
behind his hand he asked if hers was bleeding and she shook her head and
then took the chance of getting off the bed.

She was again dressing, fixed the grips in her hair with an
extraordinary speed like a machine; she flung her dressing-gown into the
wardrobe, pulled off her gweater, stepped into some high-~heeled shoes and
put a flowery, loose-sleeved dress on which made her look fraig and thin,
with her head and hands and legs peeping .out of it; she asked him if it
was 'aristocratic'® enough and he said it looked 'on the big side', but

3

she didn't wait to listen to him and ran next door to get her bag. He
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- Wet&v &W
remembered that her chest had felt ex::an:ﬁ:aa::&g hard underneath him, ~

and ghat her hips had been sharp, as if t@ey had thin armour rouqd‘them.
vShe had painted her lips, a Bright, savage mark across her face; s
‘otherwise her face was drawn, flat and sallow, made more so by the red.

He happened to glance at ﬁhe mantelpiece for the first time and
noticed a quaint cylindrical bottle with an object dimly shining inside,
floating in liquid, like a piece of skin; he went closer andvto his )
astonishéeht saw Giesdbmwms the embryo of a tiny child, no bigger than a
man's fist, the umbilical chor;Nfloating away, waving lightly in the water
as the’hair—girl thumped thfough the flat, disturbing it. The embryo was
a few months old from the wgmb, itsxtiny legs bent, and its hand held up
to its mouth, with the tiniest suggestion of a thumb. When she came in
he asked, pointing at it, '"What's that?" .

All her haste.disappearea at once and she approached the mantél—
piece softly; yes, she faid, it was hers; didn't he think it was ligg'her?
It was a 'little boy'; she knew he would have been a darling! Itzwas
Larry Vice;s! Couidn't he see Larry's face there; he only-had to look
closely; put his face right up to the glass and he'd see?

He did so and, indeed, there was the shadow of Vice's hanging jaw,
‘and the shadow of his silent laugh, combined with the darkness of the
hair-girl's eyes. ' He raised himself up again, not knqwing what to say.
She had to 'get rid' of him, she éaid, she haﬂ::tgg;g;;;;$5==3 afford a
child)azﬂ she had rehearsals all day; sheééZﬁried alf night afterwa:&;?'qumiﬁ;ﬁ;
every morning she came in and said hullo to him, and she never went to
bed gt night without im;gining he was at his prayefs, bent up in that way.

They le?t the flat and he said good-bye te==hwre at a bus-stop in

the Strand; as she got on the bus she gave him a little glance as if to
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confirm what she'd told him ahd to underline the sadness; she made a
hardly percepﬁible nod, with a serious look in her eyés; as the bus sped
away. At night he thought of the.embryo again and imagined the knife
cutting the chord; Pinkie was at his side, already asleep; he put his arm
round her; hér cheeks were flushed 'with health and her stomach was just

beginning to swell; he had a placid

0 S £ s 91 e i e i 81 e P 4
sensation of thanksgiving, that fhe child was coming further and further
to the light, while her breasts swelled, waiting for the birth, without

fear of a knife; nothing else was important.

Next day Hanni congratulated him with a chuckle on 'penetrating’

to Joy's flat, which only Vice had .done; Joy had ‘phoned her and said that

P P
ramrtdde certainly 'knew a trick or two'j; a&sn:thsfhstsﬁgzni had put
a3
clean sheets on the bed that morning, and there'd be 'extra laundry' this
P'
weekfo The inference was clear: they'd slept togéther, and Sr==mrildm said
A
nothing to contrgdict it.
wek Plia
Dick lkmth also wes® told, and he invited E:azfziis for a drink that
A
evening; he said he was 'relieved', with a little twinkle in his eye; zm®
ry
a lot of fun was in store for them both! jhsa?===b asked Hanni afterwards

what Dick meant by saying he was relieved, and she said they were both
glad he was 'standing up for himself at last'; ridiculously, a tremor of
pity for Pinkie went through him when she;said this, though he nodded with
a laugh; he was getting into the habit of making an ineffectual little
laugh nowadays, and he wondered how long it would be before his mouth
looked like Vice's. There wasn't real amusement in the laugh but on the
other hand it wasn't hollow; it stated a general rippling attitude to life,

of detached; frivolity; particular amusement wasn't necessary, it seemed to
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say.
Pinkie also got hint of the news; it came to her that the hair-
girl had .'fallen head over heels' for him and that he was|next in line
after Vice'. When they were alone. in the music-room she asked him, a
frown flickering painfully on her brow while she gazed at a point half-
(9 tae
way between them on the floor, her lips tight together, "How is'your !

girlfriend, by the way?" He was confused and had the impulse to laugh

under her gaze; it was liKe being tickled, awmmmimrchedetrmeerfetis
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su-asu:asﬁssass== He asked her who she meant by 'girlfriend'. | "Oh, well,"
was- the reply, "if yod don't know who your various girlfriends are, I'm
“sure I don't!" |

She stalked up to the kitchen; he felt an oda rnausea. . Vondering

if his own jealous rages had made her feel the same, he resolved not to

. _ ‘ wos cworlalble.
.indulge them again even if the energy Cmm—bmeirebersivwiers It was a grim
A
nausea at the pit of his stomach, TR Eme—rarretneI T oty He wanted,
to do something immensely free; was that w=t sheEalfelt when she® !

suddenly dashed out of the house that morning straight from his bed?
ﬁd&ﬁa»ﬂkLm~Utaauk=§.ﬁ4n Roand Joresl
He went upstairs and begag&imitating everything she‘?Lsaid‘uznﬁﬁ

in a burlesque way while she cooked the evening meal; | "TRythErinneis

»
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forpeee—temaedsr he thawed her out.quickly, and she laughed.

om
She said that Elizabeth had rung up about i annual ball she=westes

ety , 'the most fabulous and fashionable thing' that happened
Eodd For tham all
in the yearﬁp She 'ToS32BTAT got &&= ticketsAand it was to be a 'Tail-and-

+
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Hoof!' ball; It amsRimt=owasscaidwds ;{ou had to come wearing a tail / -
of some kind — it might be a donkey or a lion, an elephant, a horse ~---

and hoofs. ' Granville asked if the hoofs were obligatory, supposing you

waent as a lion or elephant, for instance; and she said she thought so, yes.

She added that she wanted him to go as a faun, with a little fluffy tail .

and pointed ears;

e S e e Lt ey though
she hadn't worked out the details yet.

What would‘sgg)go as? She hadn't made up her mind but it would //GQJVZL(
be something that hid 'a huge belly'. (EEE isn!t huge at all!" he said. L!:/a,
"You can hardly see it!" [:EFE felt enormous, she‘replied, but didn't mind h, %9
it if a nice-looking child came into the world4 he asked with a laugh
if she .thought it was going to look like him. She blinked and said
quietly, '"Well, one always hopes so, doesn't one?"

There was a problem of where they were to get their tail§,£6;==iiz ‘
e, and Pinkie- decided against trying to make them herself; she would
go to a theatrical costumers.  She then announced casually tas: she broke
two eggs into a bowl that Grove was coming round for a drink the following
evening and he, ‘trying to answer with the same casual air, said, '"Oh, good!",
so loudly that he seemed to be crying out with pain; they had the light
on, because of the gloomy weather, and it glittered for a moment in her
eyes as she turned to glance at him quickly; but she seemed not to notice
anything unusual in his tone. [EEEre followed a burst of relief for him

conlolilt oo ol e L e thars cede

that GrOV%[ﬂEEBit:!ﬁtzm:a&%(intimate with her, since IErPEtTEadsimmmohive-
T, she-cléarly wouldn't invite him round}%, At the same time, together
with this rélief, %Z:;ééggx a little spasm of disappointment, fouched with

the pain of yearning and desire that she was still his owg)in:tbs flesh,

and hadn't been transported into mystepry by another man's touch{ it made
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her look dull for a moment, standing by the stove; her body B&& lost its
gtow for him; its secret light inside, of the forbidden sexual touch, had

gone; he was aware even of resentment --- how could she stand in the

bathroom putting lipstick on her nipples for no purpose; CoEHRtog=m

fs how could she snatch the mystery away like this?  And
he was to have a child in the ordinary circumstances of family-life; how
"disgusting! It would go on, year after year, the two (or threéﬁ) o;ﬁihem
=izt together in a tiny house, revolving round each other; and she 'az had
this remarkable offer from fate -4+ from 'Grove' --- which she'd turned
down, of a journey into the. jungles of voluptuous and forbidden touch!
And what were Dick's 'attentions' to her? .Were they only polite and
_ frivolous?’ Was he going to be robbed of them as well?

There was no wine in the house and he asked if she'd beeﬂ to the
bank recently; she,said, no, she hadn't a sowﬂ; So he was without wine,
without a job, without a womén)’c> Just a faithful wife! It was the
flaftest evening he could remember since his arrival; the trembling he'd
done in the last two or three months appeared to him ecstatiq'and desirable
now. '

ﬁut the following afternoon he had his wish, and the familiar
tre&biing seizéd him as the hour of Grove's arrival drew nearer. He sat
'éuivering in the kitchen. Hanni and Dick wére to come as well. Grove
arrived be%ore thém, smiling at the door. There was something so boyish
and fr?endly about'éi;:;; the moment he presented himself downstairs, that
G:a:i;;;H:s trembling went at once and he féﬁnd to his surprise th;t the
other man was in a most peculiar way a solace to him; he felt no resprictions

on his own behaviour; nor was there any need to explain himself. It was

like having his own brother in the house; he at once thought of what fhey

3
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were gding to do together, not immediately that evening, but in general,

in the future, as their friendship developed. Grove gave off the

these

promise of future activities --- tiegp=were—=2%}* round him, like a fresh
A

scent. A party might develop, he might go off somewhere, he might get |,

tickets for the theatreksomeone he knew --- just come back from a big

tour) --- you didn't know what might not happen; but one  thing was clear,

that youl&[pe included; his presence gave you thelassurance that you // 7[0“2

wouldn't be left outto He was available; even his fixed appointments,

when he talked about them, seemed to have something =efi—mrm¥ pliable about

+
passion. All this Srsmwddr was aware of in the first few seconds of

seeing him again, and the EE¥e that had lain dormant in him for the last
A

W
few ’eeks flooded back solely under Grove's influence. And 'Grove' was
a
tEe name he'd been afraid of:

At the street-door Grove EEE said to him, "Hullo, there! We met
on the stairs once, remember? You 10011 miserable!"
Granville stared at him for a moment, unable to collect himself:
"Did I?" he asked in a helpless way; and at once Grove was in the house,
as if he'd been there a twelve-month. |
‘ Hanni and Dick followed a few minutes later, and they all greeted

ol pots, :

each other 1like and settled at once into chatter in

o * . ’
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A
the music-room. He remembered Grove as deathly pale but couldn't imagine

how heE%(got the impression; he was quite brown in the face, with slightly

flushed cheeks, and his eyes had a keen, heaithy light! He still had
P:{a’-d

masses of shining, black hair, and Gramsdildmis first impression of the back

of his neck, with soft, curly hair like a baby's, was true; and his nose
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was not unlike Pinkie's, small and fine, but sharper. He pulled off his
jacket at once; Hanni smiled and asked him why he always liked to show off
his 'waép-waist', to which Grove only laughed in é good-natured way; it
was quite chilly in the room, and the electric fire was on; Hanni ragged
him gently, speaking between tight lips, and asked was it true that he
wore a corset? He said quickly, '"Only on my transvestist nightsi!", and
turned at once &o Pinkie, giving her a little smile. There waé a certain
pallor in his black eyes; Granville noticed it again; it was in the nature
of his.gaze, which was always beyond people even when he l&oked at them in
an intimate fashion, as just now with Pinkie. It wasn't that his eyes
passed quickly over objects or were superficial in their attention, on the
contrary, he was in the habit of gazing long atythings, but he seemed to
be looking at. a vague point behind and beyond people, even while he looked
at them fixedly; nor was it that he was reflecting about them; he haan't
reflective eyes, and his attention £are1y strayed from people; he seemed
to be looking at something universal behind people, where there was no
colour. Also his eyes were sad. He kept up a volley of jolly talk,

>

leaning against the mantelpiece; his fingernails were bitten and nervous,
Py

Gramridie noticed. :

"When are you off again?' Grove asked hiq/ prrrreertetrim with his
universal charm. . .

Pinkie answered for him: "It should have been about a fortnight
ago." . ‘

But Grove didn't look at her, only gave him another polite glance

and said, "Oh,'" non-committally.
qub

Pinkie's interjection qguite took - A' aback; he really had

assumed that she, like Dick, had overlooked the expiry of his leave; he'd
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thought life had become a dream for them as welll
Whenever Grove joked with. her she smiled in a tired and slightly
. F' ’d
exasperated way, astwith a boisterous child; this, too, was to ezaang;iaﬁs

satisfaction; it showed that they didn't share a real intimacy. Later

they all went aldng to the Jazz-club Ersem R o, in / €. <.
P ale
Islington, and there Gram=td®s saw that, on the contrary, she was = -
A

28 Grove's pmemewew: the familiar contained trembling started in him,

H

which gave the evening a tone of forbidden excitement as strong as in the

pre-Meedham days.

their relation approached the intimacy he ™ shared with her himself.

1

Whenever Grove made a movement towards the tiny dance-floor she got up in

obedience; the others were remote for her; he watched Hanni ask her a
question and get no reply.

There was a hOpeléss. flickering look in Pinkie's eyes; she was
,floating‘ip misery, it seemed --- but this was & tragic mask, she was
dramatising £ herself; there was happiness and thrill underneath. Grove,
on the other hand, paid equal attention to Hanni, not that the relation
between thém was particularly good. She looked at him in a lé&el way and
spoke to him disbelievingly; 'I know your game', she seemed to say. This

hurt Grove's pride and he tried to joke all the more with her; but his

4 P .
antics fell flat with her. Geaéi;iis and Dick laughed --- though Dick
~ .
in a reserved way.
ZD“":“S‘ _

Lan unusually slow mmmbrer he h '%-'

saw Grove lean over and kiss her neck softly, wheréupon an old giddiness

:
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took hold of him, like the blood suddenly rushing up to his head, and he
‘ﬁ.&.o.i
had to grip himself tight in his chair to heses

P1nk1e
had her eyes closed in the tragic expression and her mouth was trembling;
sbe seemed to see herself under the gaze of numberless people who were
following her tragic development with sympathy. He found he felt an
irritated anger against her but not again§t Grove at all; about Grove there
was something so disarming and boyish that you couldn't take offence. His
kiss seemed universal like his charm; dancing with him was like dancing with
anyone, that was the impression --~ there were no narrow interests contained
in him; the dancing was a gesture beyond people, at the same time as i@
contained and enveloped Pinkie; G?Uféia lips wereh't personél, they didn't
make a predatory asséult. There was no interested, personal thrust behind
his actions.. VWhen they sat down again‘Grove kept his arm round her, with
a gl;nt of uni&ersal satisfaction at the back of his eyes. Meanwhile
Quzggékis whistled to himself and made deliberate conversation with Dick
and Hanni, trying to. make the arm.on Pinkie's shoulder seem an ordinary
thing; there was only a telltale, livid flush on his face, and his lips
were puffy and quivering. His eyes bulged out of his head. There was no
drink, only lemonade and Coca-Cola. He and Dick decided to slip out to
a pub®§§=¢2==tﬂ=582E=; ,

"What the hell ate you up to?"mDick suddenly said to him in an
alarmed way as soon as the& were outside.

© e - 2ok

Gm::m?iin,knew what he meant at once =--- heEaLfound out about his
resignation!

But then Dick was surprisingly cool. There was eveh ; twinkle in

his eye, perhaps of admiration. "Do you know what you're doing, you boob?

I hope you do!l"
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"I don't know what I'm doing, no!" Gzegfikie told him with an
'obstinate pout. "I haven't any jdea!™ And then when they were standing
at the bar, after their beer was in front of them, he.said, "Buy me a
whisky."

When it arrived he tipped it into his beer with a reckless motion,
while Dick watched him.

"What are you going to live on?"

. O
""Oh, there'll be enough for a couple of weeks or sol“ezanfm&%e said.
"Then what?"
"I'11l seel"

o

"Well, I admire your guts!" Dick said with a little breathless

a
chuckle, giving him tire=s=me look of intimacy combined with curious

o o AT A 9 BN ey e = U6 8108 PR S

He didﬁ't deny that his resignation had taken 'guts'; he needed
all the good opinion he could scavenge. Whaf_did Pinkie feel about 1?3
Dick wanted to know.

"I haven't told her."

This impéessed Dick;_ﬁe laughed aﬁd said he'd like to see her face
when he broke the newsﬂy

The drink put G:a;i;hke in g a devii—may-care mood for a few
moments and when they were back in the hall he danced gaily with Hanni.

Grove began telling storieé about his powers ovér women; that very
day, he said, he'd been sitting on aApark bench and the 'mést fabulous'
woman he éz'e‘ver seen FEA passed him and thr?w#.a not,e"at his feet,asking

him to.come up to her hotel-room. -

Dick intervened quickly, a sharp look on his face, and said,

N



"What humber?"

"What do you mean?'" Grove asked with a smile.

"The number ofrthe room, tell me quick!"

"Four hundred and ninety seven!"

They all laughed, including Grove.

"A large hotel!" said Hanni.

Pinkie smiled in a lazy fashion and without looking at Grove
extended her hand and murmured, '"Where's the slip of paper?"

"In my other.coat!".

She took him gently under the chin and pulled his face round
towards hers$ '"You bloody liar," she said slowly, with tﬁe same smile, and
then let his face go.

Another story was that he'd once had a job as an insurance agent
and & woman he'd called on EZR found him so attractive that she almost
fainted and had to sit down, all without saying a word.

"What did you do?' Dick asked. / S 1lad
1" F‘/ -

The impression was that these stories, invented or not, weren't
. . Kook : . : SN
about him in any particular way; solthey weren't real boasting; nor did
7 [NVIY Y
they mean vanity; =m=again a kind of universal gesture, with a vein of
g A

Aodienrs,
sadness, @ perhaps ancient dhmesdmenas underneath.
Py
On the way back Grove walked ahead of Gﬂaﬁ¥$2%a with his arm round

He
Pinkie, kissing her hair now and then. CGrzprwitde wanted to rush up and

tear them apart; he blinked and felt giddy, unable to walk properly.
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Anger subsided; then it rose again, and went down again. All the while,
as they walked along; Hanni held him in conversation, télking quietly; it

was impossible to tell from her expression how much she saw of his feelings

at the moment --- how much he hid them, as well. W=k myenther !

- et '
pepore-eny he was alone with Pinkie)he said &

When £

Fishmao B Mo hiad wetarz

#¥2® in a hissing way, 'Are you suré that's my baby, you filthy bitch?2"
She asked him what he meant byﬂ'filthy bitch'; this was in a controlled
voice; the tragic misery --- which had been soft ——- had left her face,
and a set look, touched with hardness, replaced it. He asked her, couldn't
she 'behave' even when he was sitting in front of her, walking behind hér —_—
" did she have to turn the knife in the wound? Why didn't she made a clean
sweep, not keep him dangling in the middle of this ambigﬁous situation, one
man's wife and another man's mistress? He prevented himself raging af
her; he held himself back, remembering the nausea sheE%?;jde him feel when
she'8 asked him about the hair-girl;, he—refused to be responsible for
neuser

creating nausea in her; he would&??[limit her freeﬂomj@

nBut at the same time that was exactly what he wanted to do. Free, |

she was an insult to him; imprisoned --- dull! ' He said to her, "Surely

} can't be just an empty thing for you? I must have a heart like other //Covp
« .

people, don't you think so? How can you bear to do that sort-of thing?"

He meant accepting Grove's embraces while in front of him. But she asked

with a pale face, her mouth open, '"What sort of thing?'"  And now he found //Irﬁw(

¥
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he couldn't bring himself to mention it; though he knew that she knew
he'd witnéssed it, he had to treat it as a closed subject which might not
have taken place; he allowed it to fall into the dream-zone of so much
else that had happened in the last two or three .months.

He hardly slept that night: aching for someone to tal# to. Dick
had a talk with him next day, trying to persuade him to go back to the
firm, but Gea;;;iiﬁrshrugged ezz:%;;izg off. How did he like Grovez,
Dick asked him. He said, 1553%32”1 liked him!'" Dick said é%:: 'old

Grove' was an amusing fellow but he certainly carried a 'big load of corn'

around on his shoulders.

R

That evening after Dick had gone, found some nude

lerove
photographs of Pinkie in one of his own drawers; he imagined Z%%8y must have
4N
B=gn taken By:ﬁzﬁﬁn: One showed her with her breasts thrust out in a
gently challenging and yet submissive way; one of her nipples was pointed

straight into the camera, dark and round, and he wondered if that was why

she had painted them; another showed her from behind, low down, Witir—hex

.-;;;.---q-.:«-gip‘-g-a qg—qv;v&sq‘-mﬂ"e-é'a-»g-’-4.;,.,,5-;-.,;-&égug-‘ her flank round and White@) ,:s:‘;“&ﬁge‘n;

As he looked from one to the other his legs
= tremblgég so violently that he almost toppled over. But still his
mind was clear, working in its thin and satisfied way, apart from him, and
though he was troubled he was also intrigued --- and t‘hrilledg(but he took
this for granted noé)--- and perhaps, slightly, with a fierce edge, amused;
this thin self went on so much in separation from him that he had to
concentrate hard sgmaszaga before he knew what he felt.

When she came in he told her heE%Zoffered @is resignation and would
be staying on in London in view of éhe baby. She didn't take it very

seriously, contrary to Dick's expectation. The first thing she said was,
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"Well, I hope to Christ we'll have money enough to live on."  Oh, he
replied, he'd find something soon. She even seemed happy that he was
staying; '"That means we can have lots of fun this winter," she said.

"Don't you care about the Basrah office?" Dick asked him when they
P#r
were together again. To delay an answer §==§zi&ia asked what he meant.

"Well, do you mind leaving it like that," Dick went on, "without winding

it up properly? It must be in chaos! There's been nobody there. for a
wonld
couple or three months!” He added that it wasn't what heﬁ%iexpect of
Lot o4
Granville; heﬁ%{always known hiezthorough and hard-working. Didn't it

offend FE his sense of tidiness to leave the job in this way, apart from

2,
throwing away &2 his years of training, and his references? Gﬂ:ﬁggé&a
A

&}
answered that he was worried, yes, but only about Mohammed; that was all.
- 'Pk:f’
Dick asked him who that was, unless he meant the Prophet himself? Gramwiiie
A

said, "My assistant out there."
"Why don't you fly out there and wind things up?" Dick asked him
: P

suddenly.
Oy

It was a strange question and EE@&;% gave him a look. After a
pause he said, "Why, is that what they want at the office?"

Dick turned away from him: "God knows. I haveh't- spoken to anyone."
(3 ?{4’
But he left SrumeEIT with the impression that he had.

- 2 v - " — o 2 o )
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Elizabeth sent %Ea tickets for the Tail-and-Hoof ball, and he

hired a tail and a pair of cloven hoofs for thirty shillings; Pinkie decided
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G
to go as a 'devil-ess' and worgzgorkéd tail and a horn with pointed ears;

cloven hoofs were too much, she said, szxk=ge® went in high heels. All

legs would be uncovered, she'd heard; she wore a pair of tights, with a
‘blouse tucked into them, and her- tail swished about behind her, attached

by a belt she usually used when she had the curse.

Most attention she concentrated on ané%ﬁéﬁ:, when the night came.

She said she wgnted him as he¥ own 'faun' tonight; and Hanni rema?ked that
if only he kept his mouth shut more and justﬁﬁiked round him in a mysterious
fashion he'd make a 'first-class faun' and all the girls would 'want to
rape' him. Pinkie nodded as if'tﬁis was more than é light remark; she

busied herself smoothing his hair down at the sides so as to make it like

a faun's head; she made him wear a pair of her tights, darker than hers

and all over these she ﬁainted faun-like hair; his arms and neck had to be

s

/@s a roughly

bare; he must wear a shirt

faun colour, and she cut the collar off, then the sleeves; she painted
red lips all o%qr him, on hié arms, his chest and his stockinged legs;
and fiﬁally the cloven hoofs w;nt on.’

"T wish you.were like that every day," she said to him. And she
€8x started on his face; by the use of mascara she ‘gaverhim long, faunlike,
ejes, and his lips a touch of red; the eyes inferested Hanni most and éhe
helped by making them even longer, cuéling his eyelashes witﬁ’an instrument
she always carried in her cosmeticé—bag. To their surprise Bhe was coming
to the ball as well, but later; Clockwork was taking her; he never missed
anything féshionablej she said. She hadn't started dressing yet; she ‘
hated fancy dress, sﬁe said, and‘hqd to work herself up to it by drinking
a little beforehand; Clockwork wouid be coming round to Chaworth Road with

)

a bottle of whisky and she would see what the mood brought her by way of
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ideas. Pinkie looked delicate, her eyes small and glittering, as usual

. when she dressed up; she took no pains to hide her slightly swollen

stomach; she was 2@ proud of it, she said. She stalked aroung on her
high heels, skirtless, her tail protuding fEmsin® at the back; her

pointed ears kept coming off and Hanni clipped them on,fZEfer after much

with nervousness and whenever she looked at him she chuckled or leaned

forward and kissed him; she said it would be her one night with a fauq)

and she meant to enjoy it.

5~ =01 %175 TV 6 41 i 3 5 e 3 0 01 6 s~ 2 0 Ehey)\let themselves go "‘%/CA/}
2.8 . i w‘cﬂx ’ .
withivengeance. He danced with a yoting woman called Helen whmshed dark,
Friming Ras .

greasy hair down to her shoulder§)aﬁﬂzﬁZdeathlygpale face; her nickname,
apparently, was Hell. Everyqsg called her that. She kept her eyes
closed all the time ah::ﬁ:nﬁaﬁ and whirled round blindly, holding on to
him with @&E¥ one hand. Her head was lowered so that her hair fell in
two long strands round her cheeks, sometimes hiding SHEWRRIIETT her face(
-and she made a moaning noise under her breath, smiling in the strangest

a
way; whenever §§§ dance came to an end she woke up slowly and would smile

her thanks at him and drift off at once, then would appear in- front of

‘him again, her eyes already closed, the moment the music started again; once

« she dragged him off to the bar and shouted(%o a group of people who showed

nb sign of hearing her))m&v—}ae-kéimz—mmﬁ‘hi—um "Tt's Hester

M’4

Gt faun!''; she swung round as she said this, smiling in her strange
A »

way, and, having a glass of something in her hand swished most of it in
¥ =
his face and over his bare neck. He decided not to notice &k and,  to
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save himself embarrassment, tried $o behave in as blind a way as she,

[ Y- TVIN
drifting off back to the f=mmiws room, dabbing a handKerchief over his face.
Y .

Occasionally someone bellowed at her while she danced, '"Helll!" and she

waved her hand blindly; ==& once a young man with immense shoulders and
a red, moist mouth strode on to the dance floor and thrust his hand into
hers with, "Hell! 1It's Giles! You look wonderful! Where's Cerberus?z
and without getting a reply strode off again, a fixed expressioﬁ on his

face; he was dressed for dinner and had no tail or hoofs.

Hell had drunk half a bottle of gin before coming; Pinkie,1nzcn
Rod '

S -_.,.W;-;-i-'y—n:-—hﬁnn-umy--!-i- .

said sheﬁ%l'passed out' downstairs

but was always quick to recover; once she'd passed out with a full bottle
of brandy in her hand and when a young man tried to get it out of her grip
she woke up and swiped him across the face with it, then passed out again.

She had a boy-friend known as Cerberus because he was always 'at the gates

Qf Hell' M 'l:-—lr‘u—'lilld.«—ll-ﬁt't"\t—vll:-l.':lhl».*c!r~—=-~~:—-'&ﬁ:a:.u--:u—--aﬁ—ﬂmntml"-l‘-.'ml--n—v'-n-

———— pet
MW habit az,lgoa.ng to the wrong house for a

party and staying there all night. ° He had a mother universally called
'moms' who sent him a packet of fifty pound-notes every month e== which
he was in the habit of 'handing out to people' when he got them; 'moms'
appeared in London rarely but when she did she had a 'three-~day drunk'; once

she'd vomited her false teeth down the lavatory and pulled the chain ---

that was in Belgravia on a Sunday morning, and by the time she®® got in
o fel Kom oub of Ha sew-r
touch with the s:nge people}the teeth were Jjust passing under Hyde Park
IRV
-«-«~~4-~nn-a-~h~—m~a—»~-Zunharmed and the joke €E§§
L adting b
circulated afterwards g that 'moms' had been E;n:::ng:h:::=n===:n other

Corner; thgg'

people's business again'.

a_
Hell k=@l cpme as a nanny-goat with a little fluffy tail which was
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only partly there now, and a flimsy white beard was stuck under her chin

3

so that sometimes when she had her eyes closed she looked like an

Armenian priest. Th?Jaanc£§g====m=a== a kind of banquetting hall at the

top of an imposing flight of stairs,. where people sqy and drank; the long
ot

windows opened anﬂ:m:nt:nﬁt on to a balcony whierz—thestightsoefoChmeiny
G:n:s::mﬂ:inti Mall‘ccaiﬂ:ha:a::n: the band was mounted high up on a

platform b=themciirer=ivams in tiers nearly to the ceiling; ez there weré

tmrw glowing lights all round the dance-floor;

S
many of ¥TRS=XEtpimhs had been pulled over or their wires torn, and there were
~

.

broken glasses.and forgotten hand-bags uﬁ:th:a?:h&:a:
The bar was working at a ferocious speed, with all the drinks
prepared in rows; a number of rollers had been installed, éperated by the
bar-waiters, on which 3;1 the drinks stood;\wﬁen &ou took a glass the
waiter gave the roller a slight turn and the gap you E= made é;;; filled;
likewise, when empty glasses were to be returned they were put on a roller
that worked the other way, and ﬂhe bar~man rolled them towards him to
wash them up. But'after an hour or so this system had turned in on itselfy
serbo—smmmies filled glasses were being taken haphazardly from anywheré on
the roller, so that the waiter had to lean, swearing quietly under his
breath, and put B newly-filled glasses iéfthe haphazard gaps; and then,
having taken a drop or two himself, he would move the roller a bit too
smartly towards. the customer and push a few of thé end ones over the side
of the bar; also a customer discovered that all the rollers worked both
ways and that there were interesting results if he gave one of them a
push or two towards the bar-man. This grew into a sport and a police-
officer had to be called up from the street; he took his helmet off and

[ 1t

was at once surrounded by people who said he must have a tail and hoofs,
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and pinned hair and fur on to him from behind. He suggested 'paralysing
the action of the rollers in some way', t6 which the head barman Siij(he'd
like to bloodywell paralyse the guests, one by one. The man whoE;lhitron
the idea of ?evolving the rollers the wrong way said that the head barman,
@*&clost control of the steering wheellz:d should have his
licence endorsed,\the bastard.' He was a big, flushed, burly man with

immense dewlaps, and a deep county accent. It was surprising that the

policeman didn't touch him --~ but somebody in the crowd said that the

"police didn't like arresting 'big' men, this man being something 'big'

in politics.
.Suddenly a small, slim young man pushed through the crowd and,

clutching the policeman by one of his chest-buttons, shouted, "Arrest nme,

e e

| -4
I'm quger!"  And the policeman said, "Do you mind

e o e it it b e
T s o vt fo 4 i 5 R G

« .
j'st taking your hands off my button?" "Listen to that --- he made a

proposal!l' the young man shouted back.

e o, 04 e P 0 i o e
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Theré was a smiling throng round the bar, and glasses were being
smashed on the floor. The policeman was lost sight of, and a game of
tail~-pulling started; nearly everyone's tail was off in a jiffyﬂj

"I've got an elephant!' came a cry.

"Bag's a pony!"

Cory . . X4
A eare—ams, 1've got the sweetest little deer, CuoTytmwImttr
‘ [Euv : hip
[ In the body of the hall there were still many St tails --- /
buffalo-tails, donkey-tails, cow-tails and golden horse-tails; the hoofs
were of every colour and design‘--— some weEe wooden}q&ggg, others high-

heeled: shoes adapted, others short rubber boots with hair painted on them;

one man had a great hairy hump on his back and a camel-cloth; a woman had
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come dressed as a giraffe with two little M=¥xy horns between her ears
and a blouse coloured orange with dark spots. Most of the women had

taken advantage of the required animal-element and were without skirts;

some had dyed or hair-covered knicker§‘-» d bthers

wore tights of every colour like Pinkie's. ! Hanni suddenly appeared at

the top of the stairs in fa:hags the most fantastic costume of the evening:

she was a zébra, striped all over, sEusImm=her—stockbmgfseait-gone in
such a thorough way that her black eyebrowé meeting together over her
nose looked like another stripe; she had two vast ears and a long, thick

tail which she could operate and turn one way or the other without touching

it, directly. She came in supported.by Clockwork who was also a faun, but
without the red kisses that had been painted all over Granville. A crowd
collected roﬁnq the@)ah:nﬂnzz cheering and lifting their glas§es to Hanni;
she Smtrt—mm laughed as if she'd had her full share of Clockwork's

whisky, HDersbmemdwirisiiemd® while Clockwork softly and expertly pilot£ed her
. through the drunk;; a high-heéled shoe suddenly appeared ané then a bottle
of champagne; Hanni'was‘beiﬁg invited to drink out of the shoe, but she

shook her head with a grimace; the champagne was poured into the shoe

unsteadily and then it spurted out of the toe in a fizzy spray, through a

Clockwork tookz all &8 with
a slight, easy smile, his eyes seeking out the people he knew; then
Granville saw him usher her ®B to one of the tables where there was a

quiet group; people stood up and shook hands with her, none 6f them in

fancy dress. 775»3 seehad K onkouwnce 4L44T' &uv a»e*f_ Vc{%

W 1:4,«}@@; PN ’/)»e,;a« '&':ttia W-P]“qdbf uh"&-—d—&)  thnttanaaam
¢ :

I e B e rrrnirass el couad ’f{:&‘h. ¢

m/é,
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Elizabeth looked superb, her hair done up in a kind of mantilla,
with long ear-rings; she wore a long black gown and had maede no effort
at fancy dress apart from a flimsy horse~hair tail, also black, that
hung from a lace bow at the backe Pip whirled her round the floor
at a breathless spedd. The band lookied down from their tiers in a
gingerly way, not showing the slightest amusement and seeming to go
higher and higher as the evening went on.

Pinkie said that Clockwork's set regarded fancy dress as an
'uncool' thing to doy they wore dinner jackets and their expressions
were tired and easual, as if (but only as if) from repletion of the
sensesy she said that 'pallor' was 'the thing' now-—you couldn't even
‘sunbathe when you found yourself in the south of France; you had to
look 'fainting'. Hell was more or less in this set but she danced
too muchy if she could just sit and 'sort of wilt' at a card table
for four or five hours in the evening she would qualify. Hanni's
brilliant zebra costume stood out in the dark card-room like a precious
carpet; Pinkiﬁ'said that this was quite all right because Hanni, being

14 2
'exotic'y could do nothing 'uncool', sh?‘as almost pure decoratiom.
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BOOK II

CHAPTER 8.

Philip Granville was born in Abbott's Road in West Ham, not far
from where he lived now; his parents had moved there from Bethnal Green
just before the 1914 war, when there were sfill'traces of the old village,
thpugh even then there were few. When they moved in there was an orchard
opposite their home but by the tiﬁe he was born streets covered more or
less the whole district, formed into oblong blocks, one door after another
with a few feet of garden in f;ont for evergreen bushes, then iron railings
and tlie pavement, stratching for milés, with nearly all the trees felled.

Abbott's Road houses were a better class than those of Bethnal
Green, where the front door operned straight out on to the pavement and the
streets were much longer and bleaker; also the houses of Bethnal Green
were smaller, with a tiny asphalt yard in the back instead of a garden.
Abbot£'s Road had quite nice back-gardens. Some of the old village trees
were still intact there, by an oversight or perhaps by the contractor's
mercy, standing in the middle of the narrow strips of garden, huge elms
casting their shade on the roofs and swaying sliéhtly in the wind with a
grand, solemn movement that always seemed to give warning of storms.

There was always talk of pulling them down but it never came to anything.
He noticed as a child that sometimes people talked about them with

grudging dislike, as if they were human, a moral affront one didn't talk

about loudly. '"Those damned trees,'" they would say. ''Those blasted trees, .

when are they going to pull them down?" But in the summer they would
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lean out of the backs~windows gazing at ‘them, smoking; the mén in their .
shirtisleeves. o ‘ .
The village had been called Abbott's Blenchley. It had straggled
along the Sanks of a delightful little river called the Abbott which was
dark and rank now, hardly more than a stream and completely hidden by
shops and houses, with the waste from the Blenchley Road factories pouring
into it. But here and there a grassy bank remained, strangely qﬁiet, like
someone peeping out from the past. An orphanage also remained, and the
original Green behind Abbott's Road, made square now with iron railings
round it, and the Common at the top of the hill near Tatlin Broadway.
The Common was rough, with untidy bushes and little ridges and hillocks,
and as a child he used to go to the centre so that he could look all round
him and see no buildings at all, only trees and goérse grass.
 Cattle still ‘grazed in the orphanage grounds and it was possible’ .
to standjiin Taflin“Roaé, which ran by the side éf it, and imagine oneself
in the country. Even Tatlin Road had a country-look at times; there
were oﬂly houses down bﬁe hiée and these were detached, atanding in their
own gardens, =~ Lo o
’ Tatlin Bfoadway was a shacky, crowded shopping-centre Qhe;e’
éverythiné used to be squeezed into one narrow street =-- trams, wheelbarrows,
Woolworths and Marks and Spencérs, cinemas and cake-shops and crowds of
peopie. He was always excited when they went there on Saturday’afternoons
to do' the big shopping for the week. ' The lights blazed on both sides,
one bright shop-front after ahother; ana pedpie ﬁreased together on the -
pavement, talking and smiling, calling after their children in the
wonder ful glow. There were long, roofed-in markets leading from dark

archwaﬁ;s, like immense corridors with blazing gas~-jets, and there one could .
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see everything, vegetables, toys, clothes, furnituro, sweets and tall .

boxes of blscuits and shining glassware all in a massive array, while the

b

market-men's voices rang out, exhorting the women to buy, "Now come on,

!

sweetheart, you won't get a chance like this again!"

’ One algays came back from Tatlin Broadway loaded with bags;
everything would be put out on the table first, then checked with the
shopﬁing list and put into the larder. | ﬁis mﬁther would mix a cake for
Sunday, while.the fire shgne white-hot in tﬁe grate, before they allswent

down to the local Co-op for a dance or whist-drivej these usually took

place at a school at the end of the road, called Abbott's Road Junlor

School, where he and his brother; went until they wvere eleven.
At the end of Abbott's Road there was still the village inn féom -
two hundred and fifty years Sefof;,lwifh a cobbled ya}d i£ front of it.
The river ran behind, at the foot of the garden, where there were .tables .

€

and a bowling pitch in the sﬁmmer. Even the stables were still there:
also the Smithie, in a small barn ;haded by a huge oak He always heard
the hammering from his classroom in the junior school, which was exactly
opposite; and sometimes he wou1§ go across and watch the horses being

A shoed. He was always astonishedgtbat they didn't cry out, having long
'hails driven int§ their feet. They stood‘there p&acidly, old cart horses'
uith éat bell1es and lovely 1ong manes; blinking and shaking the flies off,

. their brlght coats twitching, with one leg tucked up, while the trams

.k

- rocked and screeched outslde. That was abou* tcn years before the 1939 war.

Afterwarda one saw few horses about, unless they were the huge brown dray-
horses that were still kept by some of the breweries for old times' sake.
The stables were torn down after an incendiary bomb caught one of hhe

timbers during an air-raid. Also the junior school was removed by a
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land-mine in-1944. All the windows in the street were blown out when . .
that land-mine fell and the road was knee~deep in rubble for nearly a

week afterwards. The windows of the inn had'been blown out, too, and

much of tﬁe roof destroyed. But the tiles were put back carefully and

it all looked much the same as before, except that it was clegner, like
everything else in the distriét, without the old griminess, and the

. éobbles in front.wére.removed to make an ealier parking space for cars.

The .walls in Abbott's Road before the war were more smoﬁy and dingy, and

this had éiven them a more mysterious look:

Every house was divided into flats, one upstairs and one d&wn;
and his family used to live in an upper one. The back-rooms lookeh;across
the gardeis and were level with the thickest branches of theigreat elms.

They were hot and tiny, and all the family-lifé went on in them. Along

rails over the fireplace handkefshiefs and socks were hung to dry, and in .
front there was a brass fender where his father's slippers:vere left to-
warm before he came in from work. 1In the middle of the room there was

a table big enough for eight people at & squeeze, with a thick brown cover
over it, under a tasselled gésrlight. And along one wall was a big
dresser where all the crockery showed, and opposite this, set in the wall
over the back stairs, was the larder, where he and his brother hid when
they were playiﬁg hide~and-seek. In that larder there were bags of dried
fruit that his father brought ﬁome f?om the docks on Fridaf hights. -

He and‘his brother did their school-work in the back room,
spreading their booké;Qver’the tabie and telling each other "Shut up!"
now and tﬁéﬁ or-'"Put a sock in itl!" Next door, by the larder, thefe was -
-a scullery with a deep copper for boiling clothes, and a gas stove. His

mother had the boiler removed, to the distress of the landlord; but soon .

I

t
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after the war started the rest of fhe street followed-suit; she was often
quicker in her ideas than other people. - She said the boiler was a
'blasted- old-fashioned thing' and 'the only creatures who liked it were
the micel!

Tr%ms ran along at the end of the street and he coild hear their
heavy clanging noise.from Qﬁere he 'sliept. Opposite his window there was
a line of roof that stretched uninterrupted the whole length of the street.
Everything was regular and fiked like this. There were chimney-pots at
regular intervals and beyond them the empty sky. But even so the street
had a small, intimate look sometimes and on' suimer evenings when thg sky
was angry and low it would seem to be indoors, exciting, as if an enormous
glass r;of had been constructed over it, like the Crystal Palace. And
when there was thick snow it looked like a tiny village-street. He hated
people to come out and shovel the snow into’the gutter, which they neérly
always did, making nasty black marks on the pavement; but then sometimes
the snow came again and made'what they did ridiculous. One day the
Crystal Palace burst into flames and he went out into, the street and saw
the glow of its fire rising and falling in ?he sky, making the evening red.

The street was néarly always quiet, like the countryside. Now and
then, in the evening, gSpeciaily in the winter, there came the sound of
a piano from behind drawn curtains on the other side, hesitant and out of
tune, melancholy like someone crying, without an audience. He and his
sister, younger than he was, slept in the apare room overlooking the street,
‘while their two brothers shared a bigger room overlooking the side=yard,
where drains gurgled all ‘day.

One of the family got to a university --= that was a great event;

it was his eldest brother, and all hopes were centred on him, as the
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cleverest of the four. Granmville tried to repeat the success but failed.
His other brother went into a stockbroker's office at the age of seventeen
and later became quite a successful business-man.

In a way Granville had an easier time then either of his brothers.
They felt protectively towards him and were always trying to groom him

and prepare him for the world. Both he and his sister basked in grown-up

adoration. - By the time they were tén and twelve his brothers were already

bringing momey into the house. The first struggles were over and things
felt safer.
Through his brothers he met middle-class people when he was only

a child, so that he came to know soomer than they did that outside.
Abbott's Road there was a world quite different from his own. H? was
bettér prepared for the shocks than they were. ' '

| After the university his.eldest brother was almost crushed. He
became a drunk and went down: to Abbott's Road asking for money. He had
filled Granville with his dreams of ;ﬁat life could be like outside

Abbott's Road. It was to be so glorious! Then the dreams collapsed, or

rather they were worn slowly down, and he almost went to pieces. But then

as sudden;y he mended and became quiet and sober., He started a family
and took up a job with a mining company in South Africa, in mathematics.
His learning always intimidated Granville.. He had a natural grasp which
he, Granville, couldn't initate. As for his sister, she married and he
hardly saw her now. Sometimes he remembered hef quiet face from his

childhood and wished he'd married a girl from Abbott's Road.

The family often used to go over to Bethnal Green when they were

children to see his father's family. At first they used to go every
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Saturday night. Life was more in the open at Bethnal Green; there were
ragged children ever}where. in loud, scrgmbling groups. And the streeté.
looked wider and more hollow, flattened oﬁt to the sky, with a raw, smoky
air that grimed everything and get made it like a new lurid Eountryside,
ironhcplonrgd‘apd‘dusty, very still and solemn like a strénge ghaétiy ana
fascinating ﬁonument. The rooms there were dark and small, and in the
summer people sat in their dtorways or on benches put out on the paVeﬁent,
the women suckling tﬁeir babies.. At night about ten o'clock old women
with laced-up boots used to shuffle down to the off=licence for their jug
of stout. Hls grandmother used to pull the shawl roundi her shoulders and
set off with her flower-palnted Jug gripped tight in her hand, her 11ps
pursed mutely together and an obstlnate look in her eyes. She was small
and pale, with an extraordlnary iron obstinacy.

After the pubs closed there were usually fights, too. Thé police
kept out of the district tn'the whole, ;nd it was a law to itself. There
waé the smell of}cOoking:from the faggots-and-peas-pudding shop round the
corner, and outside the pub where his unclé went there was always a man
with a horse~and-cart selling cockles and winkles; he used to call out;
"COCK-les end WINK-les!"™ in a sing-soné voice like someone yo&elling.

The trams rumbled past with their yellow lights, up on the big road, where

the darkness of these streets, that rose and fell in deep hills as if they'd

been poured on to the earth like lava, ceased for a time. The streets
were always dim at night with a wonderful mysteriousness, because the lamps
were‘feﬁ, much fewer than at Abbott's Road. It was still really the
Viétoriap world, whereas Abbott's Road belonged to the eré of the first
war when peoplé.wnated to end the old scrambling life. His mother's

ambition had always been to achieve the new order, of clean streets and
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doors that remained closed. She said the words 'Bethnel Green' with a .
touch of contempt, as she said 'King George's Dock', where his father worked. .
She wanted an end to the ould rough llfe. And those were her words for
roughness. ,

In Bethnel Green there was a dusty, vagabondish,.warm atmosphere.
When he was a baby th; women gtill wore wide hats and veils over their
faces, and gaitered boots which. they used to do up with eye-hooks. The
men wore dark suits wlth high collars and bowler hats.

Going over to Bethnel Green on Saturday nights was an unquestloned
habit at first, but his mother always seemed to want to draw her children
back from the life there; with a certain grim distaste. And he hated
going there more and more, as if in obedlence to her. He and his sister
would be taken while the older brothers atayed at home., Even as a child
he felt his ;a;other was giving him and his sister a silent directive about '
Bethnel Green life. She joined in it, singing and laughing, but she seemed
to be teliing them, as they kept close to her, that she was reserving
another future for them.

They all cfowded into one tiny, stifling room =--- his cousins,
his grandmother, Aunt May who was his father's sister, and sundry husbands
and other sisters. The men were slow and blinking, except Ha&'s husband.

Granville went there with a divided fascination even as a child, beeling
the division in his mother. ; _

Aunt May, next to his father in age in a family of eleven, vas a
kind of quéen to tﬁem all. éﬁe had golden hair which she did in braids,
and a soft, long, béautiful face. Sqmetimes he watched her tak; out

her braids until she stood there like a child with golden hair down to the

middle of her back. He adored her with that haunted physical passion of '
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childhood. He followed -her wherever she went, listening to her voice,

. that seemed to ‘be etermal. She shouted everything, her head lifted up,
.with moist, red lips, 'but her voice never lost its gentleness; she séemed
to be crying or singing. She swore with nearly every sentence, with a
deep, ribald look in her eyes. ' The name 'May‘' always had a special sound,
seeming to cover things deep in the past of the family, like a wonderful,
golden memory of something long ago, not a person at sll. She and his
,.father were the closest in ‘the family; he had a clean, wholesome look
,which-Hay~admired, and when he appeared in the doorway she would shout,
"Well, bless my arse! There's Alfred! Come and give your sister a kiss,
duck!" Everything she said had a tone of rich, sad, understanding love.
Together she and his father used fo smile at the rest of the family for

being 'doughy'. They were both quick, with the best looks as well.

Granville's father was spellbound by her like everybody else, though they'd '
grown up- together, and a dreaming look came into his eyes when he said

'old May'. She used to make lavish suppers, and once he heard his mother

ask as they were going back home, "Where the devil does o0ld May get the

money to do all that?" His father said she'd always been the same. She'd

got the knack! ‘ ' ‘

May would swing him up in the air when he was a baby so that he
caught his breath, then hold him above her and shout, "He belongs to May,
doesn't he, the little bugéer, eh? Eh?", her eyes flashing. Outside,
dark smoke woulé drift across the street from a shunting yard round the
corner. Men would pass in heavy boots, from work, with silver chokers
round their necks. Then she would turn and shout at one of his cousins,
"Now put that bloody iron down!" or "For Christ's sake leave off, I'll put

my hand round your mouth in a miriute!" The irons were on the stm}e’ and ‘

1
o
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her two sons used to pick them up when they were feeling devilish, and menace

q
people with them. Yet her voice seemed to encourage them. " .
By the kerb there were carts with their shafts up, and in the next
street there were stables for the hqrses. May's eldest son worked on a
cart when he was old enough and so}d vegetables. His legs wére weak when
he was a4qhild and he had éo‘wear iron struts: He was big—Bongd, with a
bulbous nose and a rather adengid way of speaking, gnd ée was.always.getting
into trouble. He was clumsy and lanky. -His faéher useé to take him into
the back-yard and give him a good hidlng with his belt, and come back
smiling. - All the chlldren had pale, sanen faces but clear and quick
eyes. The beatings had no effect on him and he slouched about 1nsolently
when they were over. May used to say between her teeth, "That boy s a proper

little sod!"

.The last time Granville saw Hay was when he was about s:.xteen, in ‘ '
Abbott's Road. She'd come on a visit and he went downstalrs with his
mother and fathgr to see her off. The Saturday evening viéits had stopped
%y thatxfime. It was a summef evening and she was wearing a light gét and
a print dress,,rathér 1oo;e and flowery. He could still‘remember watching
her back as she walked slowly away from them down the street after éaying
good-bye. She had an easy, soft walk. Only it was a littie-gtiffer now,
compared with her young days. And as if she knew what they were thinking
she stopped .and turned round to them with a smile, snd and at the same time
jaunty. Her cheeks were smooth and,slighfly flushed, as aiways. Her
eyes had a steady, dark gleam,gnd there wefe wisps of light brown hair
over her brow. 'And she said, putting her hand lightly on he¥ hip, "Not
too bad, is she?" Then she walked on and didn't turn round again.

Her favourite swear-word was 'bleed'n’. "Mind my bleed'n corns!" '
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she would cry if one of the children came too near. This word had a .
vicioﬁs, forbidden sound to his ears. His mother forebade its use at .
Abbott's Road and only said it herself, shyly, when she was with May.
She would try to loosen up in May;s-company. She would lean forward and
talk with narrowed eyes, using all the swear-words she could think of.
"I said to her, I said, now don't you come your sodding larks with me,"
she would murmur. She had a delicacy that was crushed when she used
these words deliberately. She needed to be angry, but in May it was an
understood manner of speech. It ran in f;he' family, perhaps, for his
father was the same. He was fond,of the words 'shit~house®, applied to
people. "He's a real shit=house,' he would say during one of his dockyard
stories, and his mother would'iower her eyes and mu'rr;mr reprovingly, ™"All
right, King George's dock ..." At other times mhe would say, '"That's
enough, Bethnel Green!" His fatl:rer would look at her with his mouth '
open and his eyes bewildered, as if unco;:scious of what he'd said.
Sometimes May would talk about her husband. "I do love my Sid,"
she would say. '"He's 10ve1yf .‘ I don't know what I'd do without that.
bugger!" And, "Sid does me good!" They mever seemed to quarrel. Sid
was a lean, handsome_ man, not unlike Granville's father to look at, and
on Saturday nights he set out to get as drunk as he could. They would
all start drinking at the pub, with the children waiting outside eating
potato-crisps and sipping ginger beer. Then at closing time everybody
would pour out, stumbling and singing. There‘ would be froups of people
all along the road, rolling and bumping into each other. Sid would always
bring some more beer home with him, in bottles. The men would }‘all about,
leaning over the women and shouting. Usually Sid looked for someone "'_to

take into the yard'. He always liked a fight with bare fists when he was '
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drunk and hé‘would choose one of ‘the men who might be getting 'na;ty'.
Together they would go out and there would be sounds of scuffling from
the yard, and dull blows. Granville and his sister would cling to their
mother, trembling. . Then Uncle Sid would come back, smiling as he did
after beating his son, and say, "He's out!" He was always the victor and
once or twice left the other man quite unconscious in the yard. After a
time the other man would return with a bleeding nose or a black'eye;'éober.
May had a daughter called Eve, who was a little older than
Granville and was a special friend of his sister! May always caliedAher
‘young Eve', .in the same lingering way as she talked about her husband.
grom the earliest times May and Eve went shopping and did tﬁe houséwork
together, and were allies in everything. There was the ;ame spftpéss in
Eve‘as in her mother, and one could even see in her, as & child, some of
the jauntiness as well. She protected her mother against the boys in the
family and hated Bethnel Green in the same spirit as Granville's mo%her did.
She had the same kind of delicacy in her, toc. She never swore like the
others and had a gracious, quiet manner. On Saturday nights she woul& ‘
kay, the supper. in the kitchen and see the you?gest children to bed. Now
and then someone would ask, "Where's young Eve?" There was a gfeat deal
of sadness in hér eyes, and she gazed at things for a long time as if trying
to see: their méaning. She was a little ashamed of her lolling.brothers,
who said 'bu'er' instead of 'butter'. Granville's mother'u;ed to;imitate
them on.the way home froﬁ Bethnel Green sometimes: “'Bu'er, bu'er, wa'er,
‘wa'er!' Thoée boys are proper gentlemen, aren't they?" |
Aunt May had a special game for the boys-of the family, to éhasé

them round the room and make a sudden dive for their-trousers, to catch

their 'little winkles'. Then she would hold up her hand; showiﬁg them
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her thumb sticking out between her fingers, and cry, "I got it! I got it!" ‘

And the boys always looked down at their trousers, half-believing. This .
game excited him. One evening, without any consciousness of what he was
doing; in the passage-way near the door, he suddenly stopped while she
was chasing him andﬂturned round to face her as if to say, 'You needn't
chase me, it's yburs for tﬁe asking!' She stopped, too, and }aised
herself up slowly,‘gazing at him with a slowly dawning expression; then a'
look of utter disgust céme into hér eyes, the only one he ever saw, and
she walked slowly away.

Everas the only one of the family he'd seen since the war, She
livéd neér Wimbledon now, in a suburb like the U.K. Compound in Basrah,
with a husband and four children. Her cheeks were r;sy now and she was

quite plump. Much of the sadness had gome out of her eyes but they still

had & baffled, searching looks Aunt May had died some years before, . '
sudden1§. Whenever Granville talked to Eve he saw flashes of her mgther's
'face in her and almost gasped. .Therekyas the old rich tone, and the
Jauntiness. It was in the way she lifted up her head sometimes, smiling,
with bright eyes, when she dade a Jjoke or shouted ét her chiidrep; seeming
to encourage them just as hef mother did. Her children were quiet and
well cared for, with her rosy look. She'd coolly made it the ambition
of her life to get May and the rest of the family out of Bethnel Green,‘
and she'd succeeded. The 1939 war gave her the chance, when the bomblng
got really bad. She levered them slowly out of the distr‘ct they 1oved,,
from the tiny dark house they belofiged to. By that time she and her
father were earning decent'moaéy aﬁd she found the Wimbledon house. It
was a detached house and nobody could imagine May living thgré. But.she

loved it and even started looking after the garden. After her death Sid ‘
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movedAaway and Eve was héw alone with her own family. . She had a spotlessly:
clesn home, with mice furniture, mot'at all suburben in taste. o
. Eve turned to him once when he weént over for tea and said, "Do you
‘know, I can't help feélingréwindledfuith life? Do you ‘know what I mean?:
I feel vae gggggg-something - been swindled out of it! Perbhaps I'm just
getting old!ﬁ Maf's shadow, jaunty and sad at the éame time, came into
her face' for a moment. "Then I think it might'have been the war. But I
don't know ===! I've got everything I want but I'm not satisfied and I
don't know what it is!"
Her husband said he thought it was the war: It had taken five
years off people's lives, he said. But she wasn't satisfied with this.
" Granville thought he understood her. Buf her husband denied it. They

had everything: they wanted, he said, and they must be grateful; there were

other peoplé in the world, many of them, less fortunate than they were!

"Bat I wasn't thinking about other people," Eve said quietly. "I
was thinking about myself! And I'm sorry to say it I don't care about
other people!- We're always being‘told about other people, it seems."

And she gave her husband a sharp look.

At‘Tatlin Broadway theré were- two cihemés. one of them like a huge,
gilt palace inside with thick twirling columns and an organ that came out
of the ground. Sometimes there was a stage sﬁow as well, and once even
a circus. He used to be ﬁaken there once a month or so, usually on
Saturday afternoons for the one o'clock performance. But sometimes his
mother would taike him and his sister to the other less grandiose cinema on
a week-day; the fact that it wasn't huge and gilt like the other one seemed

to affect the film and made it less convincing for nim.. - ‘
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. Once when he was about thir_teen his father came home helplessly

drunk, on a Friday night after he'd been paid. He had to crawl up the
stairs and made a frightful clattering noise. It was two or three hours
after his usual time and Granville and his sister were already in bed.
They heard their mother rush down from the back-room gnd shout from the
top of the stairs, "God Christ almighty, look at this!" Then she said
in a scolding volce that sent a shiven down their spines, "Come on!
Come on!'", and more quietly, 'What the devil have you beén up to?" ' They'd
ﬁever heard her speak to their father like this before =-- just as if he
were a child! And-so she went on while he madelé grotesque mumbling noise,
tryiﬂglto keep his balance on the stairs and pulling the rods out. . "Look
what you're doing!" she cried. '"Why, you rotten drunken bugger!" But at
the same time her voice was mild,:with pity and a touch of rapt interest.
. .- .~ '"ou ought to be damned-well ashamed of yourselfl" Then one of Granville's ’
brothers came out.and helped him up, saying quietly, "Come on, dad, that's
all right." He wasn't a bit alarmed and after that their mother said
little: She only murmured, "I don't know, I don't know!" to herself while
their brother hurried vp and down the corridor getting hot water and a
face;flannel,’after they'd got him 6n to a bed., Neither Granville nor
| his sister dared get up. They only'sat quite still on their beds staring
before them, their mouths.open, nudging each other when the;e was a new
"sound. They heard their mother say briskly in the bedroom, "Turn over!
It serves you dammned-well rightil" andntheir brother murmured, "That's all
right, mum, leave him alone now."
Apparently; his face was covered with glood because his glasses had
been smashed. There were still tiny pieces of glass embedded in his fore-

. head and their brother spent a long time getting them out, with his usual '



175.

. patience and kindiy' good will, while his father snored. "He's just h'ad

a good time, éh&t's all," they heard him teli their mother. The next day
ihey found out that he'd faiien down fhe whole length of the stairs gt
Tatlin Road station; these thairs were very steep, and were edged with
little‘steel studgs. He'd landed on the asphalt at the bottom and said
that as far as he could remember he'd slept there for scme time.: Anyway,
no one had helped him up and he'd had to crawl home on all fours =e-
"keeping’to the wall of coufse," he said. He waited whenever he had a
road to cross, looking left and right as the safety-first posters advised.
His knees we;e cut and his trousers torn. "It was that damned cider

did it!h he said. The next morning, it being Saturday, he brought tea
round to everybody. Granville took his in silence and didn't say good

morning; this was about the time when his horror of Abbott's Road was

. beg,inning. His sister asked quietly, "How do you feel, dad?" for there '
were scars and a graze on the upper part of his face. Then Granville
regretted not saying hulloc and laughed. But their father was ashamed,
like a child. He went about the house quietly and codked a huge breakfast
of sausages, eggs, tomatoes, bacon and fried bread for them all. Ina
way the episode was a fling into the old life, which he never repeated
again; or perhaps it was only the cider!

The visits to Bethnel Green gradually stopped. Now and then they
went géck into the mystery of the old 1life. He remembered being taken
,£6 a men's club and seeing music~hall turns on a tiny stage; the room was
tdll and Victoria'x; with a massive fire-place, and the ceiling had elaborate
plaster-work.all over it. Ever&body Joined in the songs that slways

‘ made;him feel say --- "Hold:syour _ha__qt_i_ out, you naughty _;_b_ctx;.;", "My old man

. 8aid foller the ®an!" and "Who were you with, last night?" They were '

[
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. ’ rollicking and genmerous, with:such unbéarable tenderness and SHeefngsg

in them, The gas-lamps had gaudy.tasselled shades with beads, and the-
room had a_hot. dark, -solid feeling. A
A Every night when they went to bed Gf;nbille's mother took him and
his sister to her lap, standing by the bed while they kneeled on it,
leaning against her, and said the Lord's prayer in a soft voice, with
another little prayer that went} 'God bless mummy and daddy, uncles and
;unties, soldiers and sailors, tinkers and tailors, gran'mas and gran'dads.'
] ‘The God she}spoke to seemed a different God from the one in church. This
God in her prayer was deep in the past, of enormous volume like the sun'A
or the wind or the dawn, with unlimited patience and pity,klooking after
everything in a kindly way.
. '

When his father talked about the docks, they also seemed far in the

‘ past, though he might have been there only an hour before. He would talk

about the biting winds that came down the river past King George's wharf,
and_tqé grimy brick walls of Silvertown, and the swaying tram that toock
ﬁim through Blackwell tunnel soon after dawn every day, while the sky was
heavy with smoke and river-mist. He would stand at the back door for a
moment after he got up in the morning, gazing into the blackness of the
gérden that was like a éreat beast outside. His movemé;ts as he made tea
and put scalding water into his shaving bowl all had something devout
about them, with an extraordinary relish and glow. ‘He would stand by the
kitchen table with his cup of tea, his eyés lost as he blew the steam
away before each sip, making a loud sucking noise of which he was unaware.
_Then there was the brisk walk down to the trams and the sQaying voyage
. through the dim, mysterious streets of West Ham and Plaistaw and Canning

Town, with people 3ust stirring about, yawning and étamping their feet, ‘
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muffled up. (

His moyher always talked about the old days in a grudging numbed
way. fSome people talk about the good old days," she would say, "not
me!" But when she talked about her father, whose nickname had been ‘the
gent', there was a sing~song richness in her voice that reminded him of
Aunt May. A

She had a dream of what it was like to be rich. It was a
compound of all the ordinary things whose taste and touch were cosy —
the table-cioth that went on for tea, the breat-and-cheese and picklgs at
bed-time, the sound of the crowds at the Tatlin dog-track on Thuraday
evenings like a vast sigh drifting across the béckegardens, the crackling
of Guy Fawkes fires on the Fifth of November, the fillets of plaice she
sqmetimes,b:ought in for tea as a special treat, the front-room which was
used on Sundays when there were visitors with its deep armchairs and’
settee and bowl of nuts on the taﬁle while the street lay silent outside
and the sound of the muffin-man ﬁith his bell came through the window
closgr and closer.” Richness-wasvthe accumulation of all those little
.moments into one long pause withoutrény more worrying or skimping. She
couldp't believe that rich people had any worries; some people had it
perfect! That was her dream and she stuck to it grimly. Money solved
everything.

In thg old days, she sﬁid, people were 'just?goods and chattels’,

You never dared to raise your voice against the ‘higher~-ups'; she said.

You had to bow down to nearly everybody - to your own parents, to~policemegg:

to ahop-keepers,Aeven to well-dressed passers-by in the street! Bvéry

little pleasure was a Egivilege in those days! A privilege to be éméloyed

4

at half-a-crown a week! She'd been sent out to work at_ the age of twelve, ‘
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working as a kitchen-scivvy, and her mother had waited at the corner

every Friday night to take her half-a-crown.

Granville was taken to see his maternal grandmother a.short time
before she died, and remembered a tall, gloomy’and yet awescme and
fascinating room full of knick-knacks and velvet curtains and lacework.
She wouldn't part with her money and died on it, they said. One of the
brothers called Charlie, a regular in the army, whom Granville's mother
called ‘'doughy’, cut the money ont of her mattress a few hours after she
died and went oversea back to his unit with it. Nobody knew how much
there was but it was said between fifty and a hundred pounds, quite a tidy
1ittle sum for thosepdays. Other pegfle said that the old girl couldn't
have.séved s0 much because 'the gent' liked his drop too much. Ever&
Friday night when the money was in his pocket the gent used to leave the
house in a top hat, with a smart cane in hJ.s hand, tall and impeccably ’
dreased and would return after midnight 'as drunk as a fiddler's bxtch"
the children would hear him pass their door in his socks. He never got
a speck of dirt on his evening clothes, it was said. Like Granville's
father he used to work at King George's Dock; when he was drunk he called
dockers 'a lot 6f bloody riff-raff and bugger the lot of them!' He was
éféafiy loved at his work and it was said that hé could bring barges into
dock like a magician. At the end Qf his 1ife he was a tug-gan and the
rough work, which ékposed.him to river-mists and gof, killed him.

Granvillb's mather was a slim, good-looking man with smooth, dark
A#i;. He loved the huge elms that swayed with the wind in the Abbott's
Road back-gardens, and said he'd like a forest full of themuou_tside the

window; he used to lean on the window-sill gazing out on summer evenings.

Other people's gardens were always mysterious; some were ;qell cared-for and ‘

o el - S e
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. others iike tropical écrub; 'Some .had an unknowable, dark look because
their owne£s were upknown. These gardens were most exciting on Guy Fﬁwkes
night when tall boﬁ;fires were 1lit and fireworks whizzed into the air,
lighting up the st;ill trees, and sparks drifted about, and silver
St. Cathering's Wheels hisséd and whirled roﬁnd and round while all the '
windows glittered and there wags the sound of children's voices and repeated
crashes and smart bangs:ahd pops that were like a man franticall§ beating
on drums in the sky!. Effigies’of Guy Fawkes with a wide-brimmed black
hat, his. jacket swollen out like a pumpkin, vere raised up and then let
fall with a last reclining movement into the flames, which always made.

’ him catch his breath. ' - '
Granville's father only had to think about flowers at night to fall
asleep. Sometimes on the trame~journey to work he would start planning

. . next year's garden in his mind, "I think of all the cclours," he would
say, "and I feel all right!" He was against picking flowers‘for the
house and said the garden was a place for’flowers to life and breathe in.
Halfhway up Tatlin Road, opposite the orphanage grounds, he had an
allotment for vegetables, one of many little narrow plots covering a whole
‘field that always looked untidy and bleak. In the summer Granville and
his sister would go up and help him with the lettuces and radishes for
‘Sunday tea. They would bring everything back in a wheelbarrow. Sometimes
Granville lay in the sun with his eyes closed, at. the side of thé allotment
iwhere there was a grassy path; listening to the oak~trées swaying in the
greeze onvthe other side of the road and imagining hiﬁself in hilly,
spacious country ;ar'from London with the sea glittering near by. He

. connected the countryside with summer weather‘ and never thought of it

- otherwise. ) : ﬁ

S
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There was a bitter scrape for money‘at one time, ‘during th'e .
Depression; his father was laid off at the docks. Strangely, hié mother
stopped grumbling about money as she usually did, and Qas mute and pale
instead. She was rigid with an old fear that chilled her bones and
"pluﬁged her in doom and shame. There was a superstitious horror of
unemployment in Abbott's Road, and while this period lasted they got no
visits from the neighbours at all. Unemployment was like smallﬁox or
fever.

Uncle Sid, May's husband, said that the Granvilles were fools to
keep their children at school so long. ™"I'd give them education!"zhe
said in a vehement way. "They woﬁ't thank you for it! They'll only
turn up their noses at youl" His parents were quiet and firm. They
listened, and his mother nodded her head in agreement. But in his father's
-eyes there was a gleaming, distant look, almost smiling, impgrvious to Sid's .
arguments.

But}things got better just before the war; the'old‘pinched feeling
went. His two brothers were now at work; and the whole.district roupd
'”Abhptt's Road seemed t6 share the bell-being. The Aiétrict had a life quite
it§ own: the lending library glowed cosily in the evenings, and sometimes
the street-lamps gave the impression with their intimate twinkle of
numberless exciting things about to happen. Saturday evening was the
most exciting, before a dance:‘his father would hurry up and down the
corridor asking for his cuff-links or a new starched collar, while his
mother sat quietly in the bedroom before the mirror powdering herself with
ﬁily a petticoat on, queenly and still: And this-bustlé ga#g everything.
>a luscious, thriving look, especially in the~back-ro;m’wheré the fire

blazed white and the tasselled lamp-shade cast a shrouded-light over the ’
. « /.v
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1

table. At the school where the dance was held there would be ham-
sandwiches, cakes and lemonade in one of the class-rooms, and someone
would be sprinkling french chalk on the floor when they arrived, and the
women in the cloak-room would be talking and laughing in undertones,
opening and closing their hand-bags with a sharp clicking noise in the
silence before the band started. The hall would look bareiand‘seem to
be holding its breath, with chairs along éaéh,wall. Once his father was
Master of Ceremonies, and there was nearly chaos. Ie got the Paul Jones,
the 'spot' and Sir Roger de Coverley mixed up in some way, and in the
raffle the seriasl-numbers of the tickets in the hat were different .from
those he'd sold to the audience. But it was much more comic than an
ordinary evening and éhe band stood him three pints of best winter ale in
the pub oppogite during ;he interval, and he could hardly keep to his
feet for the rest ofxthe evening. He preferred to watch people, his

eyes glowing, with a smile from ear to ear, than arrange things.
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CHAPTER 9.

Granville‘s horror of Abbott's Road grew like a ghost over his
life, from outside, independent of him. It happened after he ieft the
_junior school at the bottom of the street; he stépped looking atx
Abbott's Road as his natural home. In a few years he wag quite torn out
of it and couldn't go back: his consciousness was chaéged for good.

It wasn't what he'd expected at all. When he was eleven he took
his scholarship to the secondary school eagerly, thinking it would be
much like the school at the bottom of the road, where you were a;ways happy
mbre of less. He took the exam in a dream. He wrote an essay about
snakes and what lovely colours they had, though he'd never seen one, And
éffew weeks later, at prayers, in the ‘hall with ﬁall windows at one end
ﬁnd“a parquet floor, the headmaster read out a list of those who had passed
and gaVe them permission to run home at once and tell their mothers., It
ﬁq;s a clear, wintry, sun=lit ééy and everything looked extraordinarily
widéaopen to the sky. Sitting on the floor of the hall listening to the
gaﬁéa being read out slowly and clearly he had the impre%sion of a great
flash when the letter G arr1ved and then, after two or three other names,
h: heard ‘Philip Granville'. The flash seemed to extend, in an instant,
across his whole future life, that was now quite changed,

When he got home with the news his mother had aust finished

cleanlng the stairs and the front door was open. He’d run all the way

along the kerdb with one foot on and one foot off, bouncing up and down

Sy ¥ o
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with happiness. He called up from the door, "Mum! I won a scholarship!" '
Shé turned slowly at the top of the stairs and a long time passed while
she gazed down at him in silence, and then she murmured almost in a whisper,
"Ch, my son, you'have ... That's a good boy! Come upstairs and let me
give you a kiss.” And he saw tears beginning to fall down her face.

Then, afterwards, he became aware of Abbott's Road as a locality
for the first time, apart from him. The glow went out. It became
physical: there were just roofs, tram&iines. pavemenis like a hard picture
in. front of him! A frightful emptiness and drought fell on his life.

The ﬁigher school was called a ‘'public day school', which meant it
wasn't a real public school but an imitation. And this was the whole
atﬁosphere, of imitation; conducted by people who didn't know the‘original,
either. A 'gentleman' was someone who never said anything spontaneous
or rash. . ‘l'

| He was miserable as he'd never been before in his life and never

was again. A numbing wretchedness of spirit persisted from hour to hour
every day under the eyes of adults who rarely vouchsafed a glimpse of
their humanity, though there were one or two exceptions ==~ poor devils
who‘d sold their livesg to this little fake~castle of ignorance! It was
more an ipnorance of the possible graciousness in life than lack of book-
learning, though this was mostly faked, too. Learning was dished=-up in
“the 8tyle of highe-class goods not to be’touched easily by the sons of
Bethnel ureen, Mile End, Stepney and Walthamstow, of whom the school
‘_consmsted. The moment he got there he felt the shadew of a kind or
Nor1g£na1 sin: 1t was the street where he was born -~ a matter of
~fbackground‘. That word had an unpleasant ring, rather like syphilis.

.And this gradually had to ‘bé wiped out and the manners associated with it .
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gradually replaced gy an air of‘halfwsneeriné irony. Those who got on
best’ were the boys who locked everythlng ingide them and spoke staccato
little sentences like pettets being spat out of their mouths; also they
had to play sports, though with ascetic grzmness === muddy and hard-eyed;
even on the playing field gg;igg wasn't allowed. Nothing ‘'soft'! 1In
the summer there was a choice of two sports, roﬁing or cricket. Rowing
was frowned-on, perhaps bec¢ause of the grace a boat had when it skimmed
through the water, like a delicate sheath of wood. The headmaster was
a quiet, charming man who gave the impression of smothering his real life
behind pale, fixed lips; he glanced about him nervously and sometimes
yelled at the top of his voice,wbetween the same fixed 1lips, as he swept
through the corridors in the lunch-hour, pencil in hand, his gown flowing
behind him. He -had a hard job grooming the sons of working people into
class~hab1ts that weren't even the best class-habits!

The headmaster always wanted to 'raise the tone', as he called it..
Strav boaters were worn in the-suﬁmer. There were Field'Days, 01d Boys®
Dinners and House meetings‘every Friday evening after school, and houses
called 'Hafekiné’ or Punjab'. There was a dining hall, a %uck shop, a
cﬁgpel with an érgan, and once, ﬁefore the 1914 war, there had even Seen a
few boarders. The grounds and the school itself, which was Victorian
gothic, red brick, with ivy over the front and mullioned windows, wére
quite pleasant. Sometimes they had the ai?, especially in the evening,
with the tall trees and bright green lawns, of being in the_cbunéry and of
being fealiy.oldl The foundation of the school reached‘back to Tudor

times' and this was made much of by the headmaster. In a way, the boys had

i -

to make up for the soccial disappointments of the ueachers.

He lost his confldences He saw his mother and father as some. of
e - . B ey
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his teachers might see them: The back—room’ at Abbott's Road seemed  tiny .
and stifled him. He was bored. The old life was suall and uneventful.
Nothing happened in the street; he was always waiting for somethinginew to
happen; a nervous concept of life as on a rapidly méving belt of time vas
being implanted in him. He couldn't read a sentence 1n a book without his
mind wandering. He'd been given a mind, but it did none of the things
education required it to do. It spent most of -its time thinking about
women. [Enjoyment was suspect iﬁ any case =-— one really had to do better
’than»enjoxing books!. |
Abbott's Road was now a kind of prison-yard for him. 'Town' was

the centre of London where everything important want on. In his own
district nothing counted. What people said and what they did hadn't the
eiightest influence. The neuspapers decided everything:; they came to
Abbott's Road from outside, like the radio. Everything came from outside, ‘ .
informing one about the real state of thinge. But education had elected

| him to a new position --= supposedly, at any rate: he was now among those

. who could influence matters! Excep% that notedy, including himself, really

"i?hought 50. ) . l
| R He was always being criticised at school for his-accent. He was
‘e;ked how verse could be recited in such a voice. He started having
dreams that his real voice broke through hls genteel voice and talked
obscenlties which showed everytody where he tcame from’ Everythlng was

- "

now part of a map in his consciousness, even his oim existence and his
. own body‘ He watched life from outside, in stllluessu ”here vwas no

. - ®

further movement in his llfe. He was bleeding for the'ﬁbuéh of another

R

creatnre, there wag no one e could speak to any more, after all. PRery-—

];anguage -of HisfmotHercand father was foreig’n. Everyﬁody in the district .
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was a foreigner. He started to fear going outside the door. The .
district was like a huge monument with nothing growing in it ==- terribly
hard, made of concrete and slate, angular, without a soft curve anywhere.
ﬁis whole spirit sank down and everyday was like the opening of a severe
crosg~examination. This was so in term-time; during the holidays there
were a few pleasant and even happy days as before. He had a growing
sense of unworthiness and wrong-doing. He felt he hadn't the slightest
human status. He blushed helplessly in front of people and stood
paralysed and speechleses with fear, guite giddy, his eyes staring out of
'his head. These were some>of the glorious effects of education, which
the middle classes were holding up as a passport to health and joy!

Not. that there was any slave-driving at the school. It was quite
liberal, in fact. There was an Up-to-date theatre with the best stage
equipment. Russian was taught, before most schools started it. The .
caning was moderate, but energetic when it happened. ' One was 'taken to
the bathroom' for a caning., The master ran the length of the bathroom
to get a decent momentum. But this practice was dying out. Granville
had it only once, and went abonﬁ with four cuts across his arse for a
week afterwards. On the whole, masters shrank from doing it. The
atmosphere was kindly; or rather; it was hesitant, as if nobody was quite
sure of his authority.

His mind was a complete mess. He had no idea what they were trying
to teach him! All he got was #he names of things! In history there was
the divine right of kings, mercantilism, the rotten boroughs, the balance
of power, the rise of nationalism, electoral reform, the factory acts, the
Irish question, all in one big dirty heap! Not a face, not a human

creature to be seen! Well, Henry VIII and Elizabeth were allowed faces == .
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but that was from his first school. Now they were squasyed undéf‘a S@ar
Chamber —-- He never knew what the devil that was! He gdt-;iiﬁthe |
Jameses mixed up. And the word 'Jacobeah' —— that'beaf every other
word in the curriculum! It was 56 like ‘'Jacobin', which seemed to mean
something absolutely different, even French! There was also 'Jacpb?te'.
By association with the Freach word 'Jacobin’, and because of an iﬁgge

that persisted in his mind of James 1z escaping from England without his

trousers on, having just thrown the Great Seal (whatever that was) in the

river Thames, he thoughtg&ansculotées were the king's supporters, namely,
Jacobites --- a bizarre mixture!

He even had the samsculottes fight a pitched battle -—-4without

their trousers of course, but perhafé‘they wore kilts ew- ;t Killjecrankie
against William and Mary. There was another James called the Pretender
but that was best left alome. A sentence he found, *'the grace ?nd
elegﬁnce of the Jacobean', had him baffled for over five years. He
couldn't see th bloodthirsfy French‘radicéls should pe called graceful
and elegant. ; ‘

But the name that intrbducea our epoch =—- ah, that was something!
The Industrial Revolution! Like a huge cloud so vague and da;k that you
could say what you liked about it and it was luck if you weré right or not.
That name gave off thousands of others like a heap of rotten garbage
proliferating with white‘ﬁorms. ' Also there was a new master. He was
going to teach history the modern way! No more kiigs and queens and
prime ministers -— the people had to be studied, the lives of ordinary
Qggpgg!' But that was even worse! They turned into even longer némes,
such as Wage Levels, Mortality Rates, Sanitation and Livihg Conditions!

And, of course, the Industrial Revolution wasn't really a revointion.
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But of course not? Did you think that in our high-class school we .
actually said what we mean? Oh, no! It was a "'pxloceas'. That was
the name you used if you wanted to'belreally superior «e- and under it,
quite inexplicably; there w;s a little crowd of mem called Arikwright,
Watt, Murdock, éte‘phenson, jumbled up with’ls‘pinning jennie;s., the . Stockton=-
Darlington line, a 'Rocket', and God knows what e}se! " Then there were
the 9Fa<£tors'. These were the worst of all! When you heard that word you
knew there'd be a list a mile long. The 'Factors' were Speenhamland (but
of course! this was so c;bvious that he never knev.t what it was!), Cottage
Craftsmen, Turnpike Roads, Canals, Coal and the Steam Engine! As for the
spinning jenny he didn't even know it was comnécted with yarn or cloth in
any way. It was just -~~ well, the spinning jenny, you know! aYears later,
by accident,. he obened a child's encyclopedia and read that the wife of a
poor weaver had one day dropped her spinning wheel on the floor and her .
husband had noticed how it spun round and round ag it lay there; which
gave him the ‘idea of the first spinning machine; and the wife's name was
Jenny! Simple! But not if you're a bit of a cut above everybody gélse,
of course you don't tell 1;2__33;_’ sort of thing! And Arkwri:ght had been a
hairdresser! When he heard this he asked himself with astonishment how
a hairdresser had been allowed in such an importantesounding list of
Factors! A hairdresser —-—- sfarted the Indnstrial‘Re,volutio‘nf

No wonder he felt he wasAfloating above lif§ all the time instead
of learning about it. He began to get a sense 6f the world not as men
and women and trees and things like that but a éystem of names held high
above real life. =I"irzst the system, then the things themselves! Even
his mother and father changed =-- they were now little units in a vast

'working class®. - .
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It seemed that all life was only an example of something higher
that had no taste, no sound, no heart and no face; And a chill grew
in him.,” It was living in a worldcof ghosts. His1mo£her énd father
gradually began to seem a bit childish and innocent in his eyes, and they
felt this new attitude.in him.’ They lived s0 deeply and wholly in the
street where he was born that he now secemed == in his knowledge of all
the other ‘streets that existed, and the map of names that covered them all---
far in advance-of them!' His eyes had been opened! He could see the’
whole map on which they we£é only a tiny mark! At the same time he saw.
that they were better people than himself; better than his teachers, too.
‘A~frightful neutral misery came into his life.

- Hé had the impression éven at the time that he wasn't learning to-
think at all, only how to think in a certain way; and Hé had an inkling
that perhaps this wasn't the way people had thought in the past or a natural
way of thinking at any time. It was special in some way. He felt he'd
inherited one world through his birth and another one through his education;
and they were different from each other to the point of reduiring entirely

new ways of perceiving, even of smelling, seeing and hearing.

There was ;nly one thing of interest at scgool = masturbation, ‘It
was the great school sport. There was no need to take an examination in
it; everybody would have passed with honours, anyway. But it was still
competitive. A team was started once in which prizes were given for the
wuickest orgasm =<~ selfw-abuse to start from the gop-watch. It was funny
to hear the headmaster talk about'raising the tone' to a stupendous male
whorehouse whére a brisk and noisy tiade went on all day. ©Occasicnally

the staff issued a warning about 'bull«fighting', a euphemism for 'ball-
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- fighting', in which a groﬁp of boys would tear someone's trousers off .
and toss him off, watching his struggles turn into grateful acquiesenc;.
One boy, a vast rugger-playing 'man;, said there was nothing better than
a pound of liver nailed to the wall for the pleasures of a wife. He did
it every evening and went round to the butcher's every week to get his
" tpound of pleasure’.

Sex was the only pleasure school left intact. It was the only
little frail power and dignity left to you. Otherwise you were just a poor,
pale, wilted thing crammed with facts.. You didn't have to learn it. It
was something you could actualiy.db yourself, without having some pot-faced
migery telling you you needed more style! You could do it with your own
harids!"

There were a few serious ‘marriages' at school: a couple would
stay together and have an agreement about being faithful to each other. .
These affairs seemed to have more passion and tenderness thaﬁ one saw
later in life. Oneufamoué"marriage' took place while he was at school
between a good-looking boy nicknamed étfumpelpeter, because of his shock
of blond hair, and another called ‘*the Gordian knob' because his real
name was Knott and he was reticent and cifficult to fathom. These nicke
names ran through the school and lasted a certain time. One master, a
shy, vorried-looking man, was nicknamed 'The Hand' because when he called
out a boy to his-desk to run through an e;say he always put his hand up
his trousers and fondled gis balls., Another, the geography man, was
called 'The Kipper' because he liked to erganise camping holidays and
would ask any boy he had his eye on to 'kip down' next to him at night.

' Boys with real homosexual appetités often did well at their work.

Theyﬁﬁﬁdn;t ache to get away home as the others did; they lingered in the
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changing-rooms and the dining hall afterwards, watching their fellow=-
voluptuariés walk by. They lived in an atmoéphere-of Latin primers and

' glowing Victorian rooms with coloured shields on the mantelpiece, and
gas-fires at dusk wheh there was .extra study, and the smell of.stale tea
in the evening fréom the kitchens. They had everything they wanted. ?ut
Granville was among the majority whose sexual pleasures at schooi were only
vicarious, and usually solitary; Only when a local girl's school paid

a courtesy visit did he come to life: he poured a cup of hot tea down the
headmaster's wife's back in1his nervousness and blushed so much that his
face tingled afterwards. His ears were still bright red when he woke up
next morning. He tripped over people's feet, grinned sheepishly and’-
gawped at the girls, completely. speechless.

' H;s failing matriculation was the first real blow. Theré'd been
hopes that he might go to a university, but failing matric put the-kibOSh
on that! He was too shy even to walk along the strgey,properly and he
spent hours tr;ing to pluck up‘Qhe courgge just to leave the houae;- ﬁe
blushed and faltered if a passer-by happened to throw him a glance. The
bug-rides tbeschool were a real torture. He spent five years at school
virtually listening for the bell at the énd of each lesson.

His only other pleasure was rebellion. He was known at school
as a 'fire-eater' and 'against' almost eve;ything. Bg hated England and
he hated the Church. "~ Those were his two platforms, One term-report ended
.with the words, 'Lack of patriotism is not enough.' It ﬁtqu him because
it was true; the cut went home. | | ‘

He turnedto music. He first listened to ons or two records his
brotherS'bro@ght‘home,,thenfhe started going to concgrté. | Music always

made him feel 'calm and resolved afterwards. He began to need it like
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fresh air =--- to keep him-alive! ’ ‘ .
He started having what he called giddy fits. He couldn't describe
them because they weren't physical., :But tﬁey had physical effects. They
always started when he was»along; “'He might be sitting in a chair reading,
then slowly he would seem to lose connection with the things round‘him and
would go into a state where his self would actually seem to disappear and
his mind float high above his body. He banged things furiously to bring
nimself back. Or he shouted for the people downétairs‘ 'The sight of a
person would restore him to life again at once.
Even to'his parents and his brothers and sister he seemed a
stranger now. They looked at hiia in a puzzled way. The fun he'd always
had with his sister stopped. He g;ve her' the same look of loneliness
that he éave everyone else. ‘
He went to Cambridge to see his brother and this had a devastating ‘
effect on him. For the first time he actually camé face to face with
that other world he'd dreamed about so much! So his Qision of it was
true! It did abound with grace and love, ‘just as his brother had always
promised.
He loved the narrow cobbled side-streets and walked along King's
Parade again and again. There was nothing to remind him of Abbott's Road.
Not one grimy wall! The lawns were neatly kept -« extraordinarily bright!
And the quadrangles:of the colleges, -enclosed and utﬁerly quiet Qith'some ‘
of the windows glowing warmly and casting a light oﬁ to the cobbl;s below, were
like a dream he'd always had but never been able to define! He iived in
one of these rooms on the second floor =-- they were the guests' rooms -;-
and spent hours sitting over:the fire imagining himself ancundergraduate.

While his brother went to lectures he walked' by the river behind the .
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colleges where everything was laid out like a superb garden and‘noéhing
seemed to, move; even, from a:distance,vthe rivery shining like glass
between the lawns. - The dons had quiet and reflective faces as he'd always
imagined the faces of those who belonged to the bther world! . Every time
he passed one of them he tried to make his own features as gentle and lost
as possible.  He imagined them living magnificent lives with everything
they said and thought subtle and quiet, their manners always perfect.

'They understcod all thoughts! No delicacy escaped them. It was as

much as he could do ;to speak if one of them addressed him!

His brother's college had a fountain in the middle of the front
quadranglé, and the trees near the river were just visible over the roofs.
The scout built him a big fire every evening when he came in, and he t;ok
tea in his armchair, gazing across at the latticed window, a tremendous
luxury. The room,ltoo, was a dream, It was small with a low ceiling
and:heavy beams, at the top-of a very narrow wooden staircase. ° Qn arched
window overlooked the quadrangle, tiny and high in the wall so that little
light came through and the room wasnalways mysterious. By the door there
was a bookcase and near it an ink-stained desk. The carpet was worn bﬁt
thick, and there were two great armchairs and a settee. He could think
- of nothing méfe wonderful and wanted to stay in the room all his life! It
was specially marvellousﬂon‘thexéecond morning when he woke up and found
bright sdnlight'str;aming through the. window on to the carpet so'that
everything,glittereé and the whole city outside seémed to exist inside a.
kind of sparkling eternity and to promise extraordinary happenings. during
the day. The traffic had a special sound in the distance and he felt
sure, by a peculiar!prémonition, that a room like this would one day be.

his.
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‘He imagined sitting in hall at dinner in the evening yith a gown .
+ over his.shoulders, and going back to his room afterwards with a: friend
and sitfing talkiné over the fire all through the night, surrdunded by
books aﬂd papers, his 1egs4étretched out; they Qﬁuld meke tea or cocoa in
the wooden corridor Lutside, where the gas-ring was, and make qqigt joke;
while the rest of{£he college slept. He would think about books all day,
and the sun would come glittering fhrough the windowj there would never
be a painful thought in his life again!

There was agfeeling.in him he'd never be able to shake‘off.
perhaps =-- tha£,he’couldn't understand things that came easily to other
people! He watche& the other b;ys in hall and wondered how they could

behave so0 bqnfidéntly, so much as if the world was comprehensible! He

had to work harder than anybody.else, so he thought «-— because he could
\ .

understand less! = . . .

He was told by his historyAteacher at school that he must stop
‘flying too high' in his essays. VWhen he talked === when something
interested him --- he ran on hotl&, in the manneir of Abbott's Road. But
that wouldn't do for school! You had to be neat and cool. So he tried
* to write bluntly and to cut his feelings as short as possible. To
achieve the ﬁistory teacher's coolness, which was only mediqcrity,,hg
distorted and damag?d the thing that was besﬁ iﬁ him. . At the same time
he knew this wasn't‘natural or good. He hegan to find that when he wrotk
palely, witﬂAéaly a’small part of his energies, he got good marks, So he
.went through all his essa&s aftervards cutting out the. strong and direct-
sounding ;ords~énd_putting hesitant ones in, like 'on the whole' and 'so
'to-;peak'.and 'perhaps' and ‘réther' and 'quite' and ‘taking all in all'.

!
.He imitated. what he thought was the necessary cool style. It felt like .

t
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blasphemy and self-betrayal.
N But=whi;e he was sure-something was wrong,; he knew no othei vay
of learning. .And.ﬁe was influenced by his school énough not to be able
to credit .anyone he read about with a realilife like his own. If he

learned the word accidie or a phrase like the night of the soul from a

potted history of the Middle Ages he would never connect them with the
feelings of emptiness he himself had at Abbott's Road! So he barred !
himself from real learning before he started. ‘The moment he set foot
in the world out81d; Abbott's Road S-- by going to high school ——— A

mental world started in him in which his own flesh and exper1ence, not only

his accent, were flung out of service: both were infra dig!

?he attitude grew up in him at this tim;e that his parénts lacked
full moral responsipility for their own actions. Compared with the
people of the hféhep world, few of whoﬁ he'd met and none of whom he knew,
they were blind to life and were moved along by it in an automatiq way.
The people higher up carried about a conscious moral map of the world: in
their heads and applied the principles deliberately, while his mother
and father were Vagﬁe as to what they stood for. They didn't approach.
other people with a;deliberate air. They.only did what seemed rigﬁt to
them, apparently in blindness, when the occasion arose: but: before and
afternsuch an occas;on their morality was hidden. And this didn't seem
to him a real morality. "

Definife percepfual differén@es begah to érow up betweenihim and. "’
them. He no 1ongef,had any idea what it felt like to be them. He °

couldn't imaginé, for instance, what it was like to do the same work every

day and live in the' same street and not ache for‘something more. He knew
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it was poséible and he knew he'd felt the same in his early years: but he
couldn't remember what it was like. How far did his parents have his
insight into things? Had they a deeper or a lesser inéight? For while
he attributed a leséer mo£a1 consciousness to them, he also suspected -
that in fheir silence there was something deeper he could no longer grasp.
They had a steadiness, both of them, which he knew he'd lost.' He‘'relied
ou their goodness every day as a constant and unchangeable factor. Yet
he couldn't see it as full moral responsibiiity. Tﬁey were 'blind'.

And he had no inéig@t into this blind world’ he had .once occupied; he could
only see his childhégd like a wonderful landscape in the farthest dis?ance.

The*peopl? from the other world looked at you clearly. That is,
their eyes showed a'q;ick sensitivity to everythingiyou did. This he
called having a delitate understanding. But in Abbott‘'s Road there was
alWays a certain vagueness in people's eyes. lis owﬁ eyes had it, too,
and he begaﬁ to regﬁet it while he was at school and to try to diminish it,
by pinching his look into what he thought was a down-to-earth look. And
there was this‘vaguenésa in his work, too,.he thought —~- the same thing --
'flying high', as the history~teacher called it. One mustn't fly!

When he stood in front of someone from the higher world he felt
acutély and morbidly aware of himself. More than this, he felt that
hidden'questions were being asked about him, in the silence of the other

| . .
person's head. Deductions were being made from his appearance. These
questions concerned his true personality, underneath =~-- what was his

character like? was he clever? was he good?' That was what he meant by

théir approaching people deliberately, unlike his parents! He was dazzled

by this! It . was a curiosity about other people which he'd never found in

|
Abbott's Road. He thought of it as an acute appreciation of other people,

1
|



197.

though at the same time he was disquieted by the process that took place
inside him when he was faced with it. One thing was clear: the moment he
stood in front of sémeoné from the other world he knew, even without - them
speaking, that they were from that world!  They c;eated a tense
psychological relation. It waé even in the form of their eyes, which »
had a more scrutinising quality than those he was used to. He was aware,

of middle-class people as creatures entirely distinct from himself whom .-

he reébgnised by the state of lowered energy,his best self neutralised,

into which he at once fell. Their presence was like an invisible wave
paralysing hisf;ctions, which he attributed to his not being worthy of
their level of underatanding.

‘Whenever he met a middle-class person he softened himself unduly,
to the point of lisping. He hung back, smiling and nodding agreement.
He was never at full strength in their company. Often, far from .
attributing 'roughnéss' to him,as he thouéht, they put him down as soft in
the head. FromlabQut his twelfth year on,it'became his constant discipline
to curb his real sel%. © Only with intimate friends did he érgue and shout
and move about freely. But the moment someone from the other world
appeared he went quiét. l And a1l the time he smiled and lisped -he thought
they were divining his real feelings perfectly. He included in that other
~world everyone from the local priest to the conservative M.P. ‘who called
at gLe door at election-times. They were all 'nice’. There was.something
of the .same awe in his mother's vggce when she said someone was ‘a real
gentleman?®. He washtongu?~tied in their prbsence as if undef a great
beneficent light.

Once he saw a 'well-dressed man step out of a car with a young girl,

apparently his.daughter. "Now ~ are you all right for money, darling?"
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the man asked. She was about to go into a gateway that might have been
a school or convent. "Yes, thank you," the girl said, "I think so!" .
But the man looked into her eyes searchingly and then put his haid in his
pocket., - "I think_ybu'é better have a bit more," he said, "to be on the
‘ safe side." It wa;'such a safe world, so exclusive of the terrors. that
went on outside, and for a moment Granville felt included in the safety,
so0 strong was the atmosphe£e~round the car, the man and the girl! _ 'She
can't feel naked to the world like I do,' he thought. What a marvellous

life it must be, wiﬁh someone above you who- could provide for,everything!_
How wonderful never;to have to aspire beyond your own parents but think of
them as the leaders of your world! Tears came to his eyes as he stood
there. He always ﬁemembered the incident as a little image of the world
EéyondFAbbott's Road in its beneficence and strength. There was also a
touch of cruelty in its exclusiveness and it might well have been this
that brought the tears to his eyes; but he wasn't conscious of it at the
 time. .
His brother ;talked glowingly about everyoné he knew at college.
It seemed to Granviile that his brother was invested with the same bright-
ness as those other people., Granville couldn't imagine his brother being
i
defeated or thwarted in any way. All the world outside Abbott's Road
seened to him a unity, of which his brother was now an accepted part. He,
too, with luck would move into that;world. It wasn't the world of a
better class for him; on the contrary,'he was full of socialism at this
time. Just a world in which grace and love abounded!’
¢

The visit to Cambridge made Abbott's Road even worse for him, .

It was like the death of all the impulses. He was numb, void of anything
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like desires: there ;seeiled no chance for them, no way out! The silence

! I Wh Pt

over ‘the streets was worse than éver before. The moment he, was back
everyihing became unreal for him, even t£e memory.of Cambridge. The
raw industrial light, glaring ard yet never really sunny, made the streets
look dead and forlo;n. He watched pieces of paper drift along the gutter.
He wandered about .for hours, his hands in his pockets. Cambridge was .
now liKe all the ‘6ther useless*daydreéms he'd had. He tried to.read but
‘the'activity now seémed absurd. How could he ever get out of these
streets now? ' He had no money in his pocket! A friend of his brother's
{
at Cambridge had said to him, "JhsF leave! Just run away!™ A nice
suggestion with a couple of shilliggs in your pocket!

And getting ; job would ;ondemn him to the streets once and for
all, He knew no one outside these streets he could go to.

"His mother and father were silent at this time. They had n;
suggestions. They only knew their own world, not ways of getting intor
the other, except through school and scholarships. The Bethnel Green
camp had won., Hisvmother wanted hinm ﬁo-get en office~job at least. But
Granville refused. He would work with his hands, in the open air, or not

at all! So it looked like the docks, where he would start at a lower

wage even than his grandfather, -who'd never known how to read or write!
1 v
{
|
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CHAPTER 10.

'

War suddenly brought this to an end. Nothing so miraculous had
happened in his life;* 211 the sixth-formers of the school were sent to
the country as potential officer-cadets, to act as lookouts in the hills
near the south cogst ir. case of Gerﬁan invaders. They would get classes
as at schqolibut fewer of them,!aﬂd they would look after themselves more
or less. A'coﬁtingént of twenty boys, of which he was oﬁe, travelled
down to a villagé.in{West Sussex and were Qistributed among the houses,
gbout three to a house. It‘éil.happened so suddenly that he couldn't
s believe it! “

It was a ti?x, silent village fitted shugly in to the-side of a
hill. A1l of a sudden it was full of life, like a city in which trees
and hills had been preserved so that coloured lights fell on the leaves
outside and homely voices‘could be heard across the fields! His life
changed at once as iT he'd only been waiting for this moment all his life!
He sa£ in his room upstairs iooking out of the window while he wound the
khaki putties round ;is leg. All at once he was a soldier as weIi. It
vas marvellous! There was a slight mist below hig window on the first
day, and beyond a narrow gravel path he could gee apple trees, the earth
black between thehs : There were cheerful flowery curtains acréss the

* window and .a glowing Persian carpet. A fire had been 1lit., The house

had a sturdy, oaken look, with a wood-panelled bathroom, When he was in
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.his-room he rarely heard a sgund from yhe rest of the house except the
creaking of boards.1 .‘ |
The house w%s at the edge of the village, where the road sloped
round the side of a:hill, and behind it were steep woods protecting it
from the bitter winds‘that ca;; in from the sea. ' The owner, whom they
were told to call Major, was retired from the Indian civil service and
.lived quietly with his wife. They went for long‘walks eve?y afternoon
dressed in tweeds, with stout walking sticks..followed by:dogg. At meal-
‘times a great gol&e% gong from India was beaten in the hall downstairs by a
pale, sturdy-armed gaid, andvthe three cadets would sit down between the
Major at one end of the table and his wife at the other. By her foqt was
an electric bell for the kitchen. Everything was done in a quiet and
formal way, and little was said at mea;s. They heard the swish of the
gardener's scythe outside, or the farm-tracéor up the hill. The Major
was tall and grey-haired, wity a stern yet kindly expression in his eyes.
He treated them with perfegély consistent respect as if they wereé his own
age. It was the figst time he'd come really near the cqol£ess_§f th;
other world and he yéb\fasginated, The rooms seemed s0 spaciOusé’ For
. nearly three days, apart from meals and his stints at the guardhousg; he
did little but sit at his window looking out. ,
The dgcks were bombed, and his father's job endéﬁ. It happened
on a beautiful, sun-lit Saturday afternoon, and the German planes, one
wave ‘after the other in perfect formgéion, looked like tiny, silve; fish
high in the blue sky. When his father went to work on Monday morning he
found the whole of his area cordoned off by the police. One of the
policemen asked him, "Did you work there, mate?", énd when his father said

yes he told him grimly, "Well, I reckon you can take a year's holiday

b
1
o
{
1
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-without pay, mate +~- there's a million or more money gcne down the drain
there!” The yard where his father worked, and the whole of dockland
from Woolwich to Tilbury, was & mass of twisted girders and rubble, and
burning food. All the workers were laid off that day and his father

took a job in Fast Ham with a catering firm connected with the army.

The guardhouse was in an.outbuilding belonging to a farm, and when
he was on night-duty he slept on the floor, 'doing two hours on and two hours
off. The job of the cadets was to guard an area of railway line about a
mile long. The farm stood among trees with a cobbled courtyard, and near
by there was a fenc;d briéle-path that ran straight across country, with
flat fields on eithér side, He looked at everything dreamily, seeing
only vague outlines.

At night, when he was on guard, he climbed to éhe top of a steaming
silo and sat there staring before him, sometimes imagining a movement in
the darkness below.| A breeze would stir the leaves and sometimes a cow
would cough or low sofily in the next field. A wornderful warmth came up
from underneath him and his cheeks were flushed with health. He always
looked forward to tﬁe huge breakfast of eggs and bacon énd tomatoes soon
after dawn, and the slow walk home when the day-guard came on, along the
fenced bridle—path;‘past the mossy church at the edge of the village. The
maid would just be'up when they got in, lighting the stove and shivering
a little. He felt strong and clear-headed.

One morning about six when the sky was already sunny and clear,
with the slightest éist lingering among the trees, he walked to the
railﬁ?y line as par? of his dawn inspection. He liked.this spot eépecially.

A bridge ran across' the tracks, which were in a deep, grassy embankment.



203.

He looked down on to these lines from the bridge as into a deep, endiess
ravine going in a berfectly straight line north'and south as far as -he
could see. And something in the ngture,of a baptism into the cauntryside
took place on this bridge. It was all so immense, and the fields were
laid out so splendidly to tﬁe sky! He'd never known such spaciousness!
The bridge was only used by farm vehicles going from one field to another,
so that an intimacy hung about it. Its walls were of brick, mellow?d by
the weather, golden and red in the early sun; And between - the bricks
grass and moss had grown in places. It wasn't a bit like a bridge in the
Abbott's Road dist?ict where the intimacy had been taken away and great
trucks roared through. He could ‘hear birds singing in the near by trees.
And he had the impression that this immensity round‘him, unlike the
immensity of thingsqin Abbott's Road with their iron struts and spans,
didn't exclude him.l It was quite a discovery! Despite the massive early
1light falling on everything like a shroud he had an intimate sense of
ownership. This bridge, too, had stopt spans underneath, but they were
made of brick and éhe size didn't confuse or belittle him. Some of the
fields were yellow qith corn not yet h;;vested, and. the morning breeze made
slight ripples across them. He could see the sea, a hazy blue in the
distance beyond the hills. There wasn't a sound except for the birds.
How strange that it could have been missed out of his life all this time,,
since early childhood! . '

He started t;king long walks when he was off-duty. Then there
were club meetings in the village to which the cadets were invited, Films
were shown there, in é héll'with huge beams that had once been a barn, and
lecturers came down from London. Onc; or twice a week.they went to the

nearest marke%—town,iwhere there was a bookshop with a low ceiling and
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Tudor-style windows, and'a snug room where you could have coffee. 1In
the village there we{e two pubs, one of them with deep black-leather
armchairs and settees where they éometimes sat in.the evening, gazing into
the fire. The leaves were just starting to fall, and the¥e was a touch
of winter chill on the air. Some teachers .from the school had been
evacuated to the market-togn,Aand they came to the village geveral times
a week to give lessons. But they weren't ;ike real lessons. They were
held in ord;nary ro%ms, usually in one of the cadet's billets, with a
blazing fire in thelhearth, for only five or six cadets at a time. He
seemed not to belong to school any longer. The world was up to something
much bigger, and some of the teachers would be called up like the cadets
after a year, and so there was an equality and freedom he hadn!t known
before. | |

One room where they took lessons had a great sycamore outside the
window with dark-<green spreading arms, motionless like a monument. He
aiways sat with his back to the window, in an armchair, and the éilence
was so great that turning over the ieaves of his book made a sharp sound.
Nothing was too small for bim to notice now. In London everything ﬁe'd
read about had become Just ideas, floating over him in a dead and neutral
way! But here the leaves and'tﬁe silence === which was quite unlike the
silence in Abhott's;Road, perhaps because of the birds and the rustling
sound in the trees whenever a slight wind blew --- made thinking and
reading seem naturai, even necessary! He found he could really enjoy a
book for the first éime. leaning back in his chair and letting his mind
go where it wanted to. He used his eyes more. The world outside was
closer: he.could touch the leaves and in the morning he sniffed the air

deliberately like a farmer. )
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He séarted really reading and learning for the first time.-
Knowledge poured into him. He always took a book to bed with him when
he wasn't on duty; books were liée listening to people talk;'but in the
silence; without time pre§sing'doyn on you! And he listened for the
first time in his life. He really listened, all poised, and quiet, not
strained as he'd been in London. , There hadn't been this leisure in
Londbﬁ, this rhythm of léiéﬁre, slow and pausingj there'd only been an
underground roar all the time, of the city, taken for granted like the
smoke. He thought he could even hgye got a Cambridge scholarship now if
he'd tried! It was ;emarkable for him to be able to read what he liked
withbut‘feelihg.gggggg on account of it! ‘

The shadow began to 1ift from his life. He made new friends.
There was a teacher at the local school called Philby and his wife, and
a few people his ow; age who camé to the club, not cadets. Thehﬁhilbys
had a small house at the far end of theé village and he started going there
when he ha&'a sparé'hour. They had two babies and a child of five.
Quite a crowd’gathereﬁ there sometimes. Usually Philby-went up to £ed
early and left them télking. Jeén, his wife, would be curled up on some
cushions by the fire listening. ‘'She wasg the centre of the éroup and
said‘once that she felt cheated of her youth by having children too early;
yet she was only t;enﬁy—ééven'or so,  Sometimes they talked all night,
four or'five ofttheé together, dfinking one‘cnp of tea after anothef; it
uas~a sélect group to which only Granville, of gll the cadets, was admitted.
Sémetimes Philby would béng his shoe on the floor in the middle of the
night if the télking was too loud, but he never came down, and Jean took
90~notiée. |

Jean Philby‘had a soft, smiling face and uncannily pale eyes.
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There was a hurt look in them that came and went. She always gave
Granville her special attention as if he were her charge. Once at table
she asked her husband, "Don't you think Philip looks very un-English?"!
Being un~-English implied romantic qualities. And Philby snapped, "No!

I think he looks like an ordinary English schoolboy!" But she took no
notice as usual and replied to this, ""Oh, I think he looks like somebody
who's just come fron abroad!™ It was the first time anyone had shown
appreciation not of his qualities b&t of his .being a;perSOn in himself at
all! Really she brought him to life! When he was with her he never
felt the old lurking sense of unworthiness, for the first time..

. He became friends with a giri in the group called Kit and they
fell in love. She lived in fhe village but her parents were usually in
London, due to her father :being an archivist for the yar-bffiCe. ~ She was
. usually at. Jean Philby'sﬂfor the all-night ialking. But for weeks at the
beginning he and she hardly spoke to each otherj they would only gaze at
each other somet;meé@n -Then one hot night the fbllbwing sumner they
stayed talking until nearly dawn, alone =-- Jean had slipped up to.bed
with some excuse. They -didn't put the ligpts on and he was aware of her
as a shadowy form, mysterious in a way that made him catzh his breath.

It was nearly full moon and a vague silver light came from outside." Now
and then there was thé hoot of an owl, straight and neat-sounding, followed
at once by the silence.. " Behind the house was a steep hill with wqods.a§
the top, now a tall black shadow: And there was high graés:outgide that
cdame as far as the walls. ' They left the house together and kept a fOOt

or B0 aparﬁ, afraid to touch each other, and took a path across the fields,
going round the village to get to where he lived. They passed through

a copse of young trees with a stream running through it, and there they

“
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suddenly kissed each othe;' shyly and uncomfortably, and stood there until .
they were chilled to the bone. fThe dawn was just starting to come up{'
for the first time they reallf looked into each other's eyes, and Kit said
it made her feel giddy, like looking into a chasm that was marvellous and
inviting but yét‘at.the”ﬁamé'time dangerous because oﬁe would never come
back if.oné feli into it.‘ She was still a tom-boy, with a lively and |
pretty face. She threw little stones at him and laughed. Before them
there was a gravél Lath which became more and more yellow as the light
grew, revealing bushes on the other side. The birds sang louder and
loudér in the branches above theﬁ, startling in the morning silence. She
had black, glittering eyes and very white teeth that flashed when she smiled.
They ran home shivering aa the sun appeared ~=- to the Major's house,
because her mother was at home., They tiptoed through to the kitchen
where he wrapped aml overcoat round her shoulders and put the kettle on for .
tea. He prayed the maid wouldn't come down but at the same time didn't
care if she dié: life was so different for him now === a stupendduszlight
had spread o%er everything and he was in a state of trembling ecétésy which
he'd never even iﬁagined before.

Kit was slower to say she waé in love. He went through a week or
more of frightful apprehension, during which he hardly slept; but even
that was ecstatic, and at night when the warm air drifted across his room
" from the fields he Had the satisfaction of dreaming about her face and of
the way éhe walked.' He always remembered the kitchen afterwards with its
scrubbed wooden table and tiled floor’and the perfect stillness of evérything
in it «== the cups and uillow—éaintéd plates on the tall dresser, the -
marble sink aﬁd the wooden ladles and spoons hanging by the stove ;~-~and

how the brightness growing outside made the copper pans glow with a .

RN
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wonderful mellow warmth. That day, in the afternoon when there was hot
sunlight, and the d;owsy clip-clipping sound of the gardener's shears
drifted in through the window, he wéote-her a little note beginning,

'The beast has reared its ugly head! -I'm in love with you.' .He didn't
know why he meﬁtioned a beast: There was something fabulous about the
phrase, helfelt; and it made it clear that‘he'wasn't regponsible for his
love in case it inconvenienced her. ’ The following day she came to the
house and stared at him for minutes on end, sitting on his bed while he
lay back on the pillows. She.said she could feel no#hing‘ But slowly
she came round and one afternoon iopked.at bim with sudden recoghition,
smiling brilliantly. .

A year or so after;ards, when they were hardly- friends any more;
she working in a fadtory in Liverpool and he a soléi@p'now, Jean Pﬁilby
told him that she'd always seen them as belonging together from the first; -
and now she regretted having 'made -it easy' for them! '"Look at the
suffering you've both been through!" she said. But this annoyed Granville.
He felt the suffering was part of his love, the other side of it, so to
speak. But Jean Philby clung to an ideal view of lifej and saw it only
as a mistake. ' .

He and Kit met at her house continually in the first months,
sometimes staying the night'on & narrow divan.. When they did so she went
up to bed early. . The all-night talking became less. One morning Philby
came downstairs eafly when the heavy dew was dripping from the trees outside
and, leanigg over the divan, gave them aﬁ intimate wink., Sometimes Kit
came to the Major's house and sat in his room with him. Usually no one
saw her because he had a key of his n;n. But once the Major's wife passed

them on the stairs and looked right through her. She said nothing
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afterwards but the Major gave hin 'an embarassed glance 'at dinner that
evening.' Probably éhéy didn't care to puli him up because he'd be a
soldier éoon; beople expecte&'aﬁother trenchewar when all the:yoﬁné'men‘
would be wiped out, &s in 1914, ‘ " *

. The Méjor'é wife5was'frieﬂdiier to the otlier two cadets than to
him. They took the dogs out for long walks and in the evenirg joinedn
her and the Major for cocktails and bridge. The Major 6fter told anecdotes
about the 1914 war over dinmer, déscribing‘plané of attack with the help of
playing cards, and ad%féssed most ‘of his rediarks to the other two. His
wife described Granville as 'dreamy', with a trace of bitterness, though
she also smiled; ihé Hajor always showed disapproval of personal remérks -
he would purse his 1lips and look down, quite stiff. ‘ She said once at '
table to the other éadets,,"Granville seems to have packed up his ir;ubles
in his old Kit-bag, doesn't he?" And she laughed and sang, "Oh, smile,
smile, smile!" ' To her mind ﬁe took'not neafly enough interest in the war
and so there was a double meaning here. There was also sométhiné

delicate and melancholy in her.  She would gaze before her in her armchair
for minutes on end sometimes. Shé had no children; perhaps that was‘why.

One day he was astonished when Kit said to him, "You're always on

top of the world so, aren't you?" And once in London when theijere
walking through the gro;nds of Kensington Palace a unifOrmed.attendant
crossed their path, h&lding up his band and said, "I'm sorry, there's no
way through here!" And for no reason at all Granville began blushing,
rooted helplessly to the spot as he'd been in Abbott's Road! Kit,and‘the
attendant stared at him, for a moment united in a common human curiosity.

And afterwards when they were walking away she whispered to him, "Phil!

That's the first time I've seen you go red! I didn't kmow you could!"
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She seemed to think of him as an impregnable sort of person! He was
astonished and didn't correct her. He wanted to seem uncﬁring and gay
all the time! And ironically, it'was the main reason why Kif left him
later on. He refused to be Sefious. she said ~=-- for insiance, about

politics.

He spent quite a lot of his time with a fellou»teacher"of‘Philby's
called Walsh, who had a small, neat cottage néar the church and was often at
the local film-shows and discussions. He was a dark, reticent young man
with a loping walk, and usually he had a pipe in his mouth. Something in
Granville intrigued him, though there was little real sympathy between
them, He was much more Kit's friend -~ she was the éne who introduced
them to each other. | B

Walsh would watch him in silence, sucking his pipe. He never .
raised his voice; and spoke in a precise way, cornsidering eVerythiﬁé he
said and sometimés taking the pipe out of his mouth to scrutinise its bowl
while he thought something over, as if the idea he was after lay somevhere
in the dirty ashes. He was the son of a big corn-merchant in the north .
country and could have had a large private income if he'd wanted it, but
he preferred to teach at a small village-school and live on whét‘he'earned.
His rooms, three of them, plus a kitchen, were religiously simple. He
never took a firét-class railway ticket = or a taxi, even late at night
when there was a-mile and a half to walk from the railway-stagion. His
clothes were old but neat. He even refused to go into the saloon bar of
the local pub, and preferred drinking mild beer in the public. He
disapproved strongly if a friend of his took a short drink there - gin or

whisky. He would say in a cutting voice, "I always used to like this

-
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place; you know, when it was a four-ale bar and no more!" And he tried
to blunt his accent‘into a common one. The farmhands and Qorkers who
collected in the public bar.were‘heyond critig%sm or reproach for him?
and when with them he would try to disowﬁ his owﬁ past.. He seemed to be
ashamed of Granville if they wént th;re togethé;. and he would iry.not to
notice fellow-teachers sitting in the saloon bar, which was visible through
a large hatch. He would call out; "A pint of old-and-mild, Tom!" to thg
publican in the same style as tﬁe others. And his pipe would begin to
look like a ¢lay pipe from th; way he sucked at‘it there.

The Major's wife called Walsh 'the village-bolshie’, and‘ﬁe described
himself as a 'militant socialist'. This was the cause of his intrigued
éuriosity abouF Granvilie, as someone who had come from the ‘right' class;
and it was the ground he shared with Kit; who was beginning to believe in
communism, partly ﬁnder his influence, Philby said with a dry laugh that
Valsh wouldn't mind a bloody revolution if other peOpie shed the blood and
didn't tell him about it beforehand! Of course; the Philby house was
looked on as a nest of thieves gy the bigger houses. Russia's pact with
Germany was a big blow to Walsh and he lost face for a time. The Major's
- wife made capital but of it and told Granville she wondered he had time
for a friend of the Naxis! ‘

Granville never knew when he was going to say something of which
Walsh would disapprove.' Sometimes Walsh would be silent for mi;utes on
end, sucking his pipe, his eyes fixed on a point in.front of him, and
Granville, his stomach turning over with a quaint feary would go backiover .
the conversation in his ﬁind trjing to find out what he'd said wrong. '
Walsh's silence made him feel sheepish and sometimes frightened but he

never thought of reproaching him, much less of getting up and leaving;
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nor; for that matter, diduhe reproach himself or change any of his own .
ideas! Walsh only showed inner anger: it made his eyes glaring and a
little smoky, with'a terrible fixity. He never bad an outburst. On

the contrary, his voice was quiétéf'when‘he vas furious.

set fade. And the puffs he took at his pipe seemed to mark time to his
silent thoughts. He would gaze at a point on the ground, shoéting a

quick glance now and then at the other 'person. " If Granville spoke without
preparing his words carefully beforehand; or in a precipitous way, with
conviction, leaning forward, he would recoil at once and dppear strangely
exhausted, his eyes wandering away. S0 Granville tried to curb his

manner in his presence with the result that, just as VWalsh sat with a fixed

expression, his th6ughts going on in silence, so did he! This was, perhaps,

his first real contact with the psychology of the other world. hnd_he
even seemed to realise this, but only as a dim feeling, not at all
aréicnlately. When they were toéether a third element was always present.
There wasn't just the two of them in direct talk, saying whatever passed
through their heads. There was this third ghost in the &ilence of the brain
‘that made Granville's occasional departures into direct speech == his
words getting the better of him ~-- geem strange and unhinged. This ghost
followed them wherever they went; and he knew guite well tﬁat it was
started by Walsh, since he'd never expérienced it before and hadn't found
it in anyone else. The moment he was away from the man. this ghost was
gone also. ~ He was in the true world againj; his blood flowed properly and
kis joints were no longer stiff!

Walsh planned every day neatly. That was another thing Granville

noticed: he always seemed to be sniffing life 'in order to form a plan for .
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the next stgp forward; he seldom juz'st went to a place. If he had to go .
to London, as he sometimes did on a teaching job for the Ministry of Food,
he reserved his seat well ahead. ' Before they went for a walk he would
look up at the sky in a careful way, wondéring whether to take a macintosh.
He kept a large stock of medicines in his bathroom cupboard to cover any
enéntuality‘ He knew where every hospital in the district was and what
mean$s of transport was available in case of an aireraid.. Even whén they’
were actually out walking there had to be plan behind it, to see a church |
that had excellent stained-=glass windows, 6r the ruins’of a Roman villa
that had just been unearthed. .'ifiheahad to stay at a hotél he would book-
up beforehand and discuss the price.in a firm way. Granville felt quite
ashamed of himself sometimes =~<- he was so untidy by comparison, and he
did drift along so! ' Walsh had a neat way of dismissing ail his practical
suggestions. - : .

It was sometimes difficult to get Walsh's attention, because he
was so wrapped-up in his thoughts. Once they walked up a hill c%lled the .
Mountain locally «w- Walsh, Kit and Granville =~<-.but Walsh talked and
sucked at his pipe all the time and looked perfectlyvastonispbd whgn Kif
pointed out the view of Chichester hdarbour in the farthest distance. It
was best to be in a réom with him; alone. Then a certain snugness was
poséible. It brought all the world within the compass of the brain.
There were consolations in that. Once Granville asked him, "Don't yoﬁ )
think Kit's simply lovely?" and he looked away at once with, "Oﬁi I've
known her a long time, you know!"

Only after he was in the army and a long way from Sussex did
Granville know, ihrough a letter he got from Jean Philby, that Walsh had

been in love with Kit but had refused to let this interfere with his : .
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liking for Granville, or what he thought was his liking. They never met
again. éhere was_something moving about Walsh which he always remembered
affeQWards. ‘ He wasn't a happj éerson nor even was he good-willed, but

yet he had this moral preoccupation.that made him like a servant for others:
he allowed himself no tantrums apg he nevén turned people éway from his
door even half-way through thg night. Morality was like a monster

sitting on his shoulders. He had no real‘friegds-and spent hours gl9ne

in his front room. Every visit to him was'a fresh beginning: Granville
was as shy of going into his cottage after a year as he had been»the first
day. .

Granville's nickname in the Philby group was ‘the drifter', and
Walsh was always on about this.

"Are you a socialist or are you not a socialist?" he would ask.
"In our world you have to decidel" |

There would be a pause and Granville wo?ld say with a laugh, "Yes,
I suppose I am!"

Walsh talked a great deal about the revolution that would
inevitably come at £he end of the war. He went through a list of social
schemes that would have to be effected tq make the coud&ry happy.
Granville nodded earnestly when these schemes were discussed. But really
he was bored! He helped Walsh at the local political meetings and
>sometimes.went to Chichester with him to pick up propaganda-pamphlets from
the labour party headquarters. Kit was in her element in that sort of
work. She didn't believe tye-rEVOIution would be bloodless and said she
didn't care much if it wasn't. She alqo told him when they were alone
once that Walsh was a 'compromiser', one of fﬁose who would be used as a

'stepping-stone' to the dictatorspip~of-the-proletariat and dispensed with

\
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afterwards.

She and Walsh rounded on granville together for not being more
'class-conscious': He had taken ‘her up to Abbott's ﬁoad once and it was
this visit that caused her to introduce him to Walsh, as a néw 'working-
class contact'.

Once when they were walking together &cross the fields to Philby's
house he suddenly said to Walsh with a yawn, "Gosh, I'm so tired! Let's
sit down for a bit!" He'd been on g;ard part of the night and promptly
iay down with his eyes closed@h~ Walsh was annoyed.

‘"What dd you want to sit down for?" he asked. "There are things
to do!" ‘ |
"What do ysu_mean?ﬁ Granville laughed. "wé're going t0~h§ve tea
at Jean's, aren't we?" . .

Walsh was at a loss for words and after studying the bowl of his
pipe said, "It's your attitude =~=i"

MWhat's wrong with my attitude?"

"Well, you can't just drift! You've got to help the others you.
left behind in your class =-- you can't just drift off from them like that!"

"How can I help them?"

"By political action!"

He was perplexed. He didn't believe in political action but he
had no argument against it! 'All he sould do was shrug! Aand again
Walsh started talking about the future, his eyes f%xed‘ It was,a wonderful
dream for him, the time when all Enélishmen would be brothers and there
would 'no longer be classes. Sometimes when he talked Granville did catch
a glimpse.of this future and for a day or two afterwards hé concentrated

on political work. But it never lasted long.
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He tried hard to become class-conscious. He read 'State and
Revolution!.l But he soon fpgg;t it. He ﬁook long wa;ks alone and read
. ‘other books such as Pepys'g.Diagy aﬁd ihe letters of the ducheés of
. Devonshire, which he hid wheneyér Walsh came to his room. Kit was
amused by the letters and dreﬁ no political conclusions, thankfully. He
felt a growing resistance in h§mse1f to the other two, tﬁough he waslin

love with one of them: he wasn't going to be swindléd out of his new life.

He would enjoy the countryside!

Kit enchanted him with her lively, dark, glittering manner, so
quick and soft at the same time.l Her eyes always seemed to blaze goléenly,
from the moment she opened tﬁem in the morning. She strode éloné when
they were out together, bent}forward a little and her chin pushed out”with
determination. He loved the way the skin went across her nose, like a
little freckly bridge to her cheeks, so childish and delightful! Her skin
was dark and she went brown easily in the sun, her eyes more searching than
before. Her lips tasted of fruit,.and indeed her whole face had something
scrumptious and fruity abéut it. They ragged each other like children.
But she became §‘§oung woman quickly, from a girl. Her body changed.

Her waist grew slimmer and her hips and breastes larger. Her face lost
its chubbiness and began to wear a more deterdiged and aware look.

He was astonished to find himself a gay person. ‘ That seemed to
take place in a moment, a_fey days after he arrived at the Yillage. He
romped across the field with Jean Philby's iittle girl and pulled faces
at her. 'Why aren't I shy and ashamed?' he asked himself. But he wasn't
It was like standing Séck and givin€>way to something inside him which had

always been there. It was the easiest thing in the world! He only had
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to forgef himself, and Lhen*a sélf poured out which he'd never known
before! Also it had something to do with the air, cool and clear, some-
times smelling of the sea; it belonééa to the wide fields and the steep, -
wooded hill outside Jean Philby's window. Sometimes, for a moment or
two, the past would suddenly fall on him again like a black shadow and he
would stand paralysed with fright and embarrassment, wondering at hls own
audacity, trying to stop a blush climbing up his neck from under'bis
collaé, talking very fast to hide it, but unable to move or turn away.
These mdﬁents were unnoticed, luckily. Hemalways managed Fo laugh,
calculating that his flush would be put down to merriment. There was
fréedom, most of all, in the way Jean Philby looked at.him; nothing in her
gaze limited him. He watched his own nature unfold, with surprise. It
was like starting life all over again. He began to notice that other
people iooked at him with attention when he' spoke. All his ideas that
had seemed outlandish and extravagant at school were now, apparently, sane,
and sometimes other people even shared them!

If, when he was alone, the old Abbott;s Road nervousness threate£ed
him, or a hint of the 'giddy fié',,he left his.roo£ at once and went for a
smart walk through the valley south of the village, and gradually the air
would fill him again, and strength would come back. His surroundingsiwere
alive now, and that saved him; in Abbott's Road they'd been dead -——- hard,
bare, sharp! The 'giddy fits' ceased almost entirely. He never felt
lonely now, though he spent more time alone than ever before.

Sometimes when he was reading quietly in bed at night a ghostly
whisper would come into his mind, 'You can't;do it! You can't concentrate
on that book,‘you're not good enoughl!' And for a moment he would shudder

and be dislodged. That voice would go on.for years, he thought. If only
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he could have a cool life; taking an easy relish in things like the Major
and his wife! Why did he have to be ravish;d and torn ali the time?

It would take him years to learn that attitude of léaning back from the
world in cool thought, instead of straining forward all the time, driven
on my the mond!

Living so freely was like living without death; there were no
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