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A MODERN MAGICIAN

THEY CONFRONTED EACH OTHER ACROSS A TEA TABLE in a cottage garden. Helen was
leening back coldly sudying Jm's face. It was an oddly childish, dmogt foetd face, with its big brow,
sub nose, and pouting lips. Childish, yes; but in the round dark eyes there was a gleam of madness. She
hed to admit that she wasin away drawn to this odd young man partly perhaps by his very childishness
and his awkward innocent attempts &t lovemaking; but partly by that Snister gleam.

Jm was leening forward, taking hard. He had been taking for a long time, but she was no longer
ligening. She was deciding that though she was drawn to him she dso didiked him. Why had she come
out with him again? He was weedy and self-centered. Y et she had come,

Something he was saying recaptured her attention. He seemed to be annoyed that she had not been


E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
E:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
http://gutenberg.net.au/licence.html
http://gutenberg.net.au

ligening. He was dl worked up about something. She heard him say, "I know you despise me, but you're
meking abig mistake. | tdl you | have powers. | didn't intend to let you into my secret, yet; but, damn it,
I will. I'm finding out alot about the power of mind over matter. | can control matter at a distance, just by
willing it. I'm going to be a sort of modern magician. I've even killed things by just willing it."

Helen, who was a medicd <udent, prided hesdf on her shrewd maeridism. She laughed
contemptuoudy.

His face flushed with anger, and he said, "Oh very wel! I'l have to show you."

On a bush arobin was snging. The young man's gaze left the girl's face and settled intently on the robin.
"Watch that bird," he said. His voice was dmogt a whisper. Presently the bird stopped snging, and after
looking miserable for a while, with its head hunched into its body, it dropped from the tree without
opening itswings. It lay on the grass with its legsin the air, dead.

Jm let out a congricted squawk of triumph, saring a his victim. Then he turned his eyes on Helen.
Mopping his pasty face with his handkerchief, he said, "That was a good turn. I've never tried it on a bird
before, only on flies and beetles and a frog."

The girl stared a him slently, anxious not to seem startled. He set about tdling her his secret. She was
not bored any more.

Hetold her that a couple of years earlier he had begun to be interested in "dl this paranorma suff." He
had been to séances and read about psychicd research. He wouldn't have bothered if he hadn't
suspected he had drange powers himsdf. He was never redly interested in spooks and thought
transference and so on. What fascinated him was the possibility that amind might be able to affect matter
directly. "Psychokiness” they cdled this power; and they knew very little about it. But he didn't care a
damn about the theoreticd puzzles All he wanted was power. He told Heen about the queer
experiments that had been done in Americawith dice. Y ou threw the dice time after time, and you willed
them to settle with the two sixes uppermost. Generdly they didn't; but when you had done a great many
experiments you totted up the results and found that there had been more sxes than should have turned
up by sheer chance. It certainly looked as though the mind redlly had some dight influence. This opened
up terrific posshbilities.

He began to do little experiments on his own, guided by the findings of the researchers, but dso by some
of hisown ideas. The power was fantadticaly dight, so you had to test it out in Stuations where the tiniest
influence would have detectable results, just tipping the scales.

He didn't have much success with the dice, because (as he explained) he never knew precisely what he
hed to do. The dice tumbled out too quickly for him. And so he only had the dight effect that the
Americans had reported. So he had to think up new tricks that would give him a better opening. He had
had a scientific training, so he decided to try to influence chemicd reactions and Imple physcd
processes. He did many experiments and learned a lot. He prevented a spot of water from ruding a
knife. He stopped a crystd of sdt from dissolving in water. He formed a minute crysta of icein a drop of
water and findly froze the whole drop by smply "willing avay" dl the hest, in fact by stopping dl the
molecular movement.

He told Hden of his fird success a killing, a literdly microscopic success. He brewed some very
dagnant water and put a drop on a dide. Then through the microscope he watched the swvarm of
microorganisms milling about. Mogtly they were like sumpy sausages, smimming with wavy talls They
were of many sizes. He thought of them as eephants, cows, sheep, rabbits. His idea was that he might be
able to stop the chemicd action in one of these little creatures and so kill it. He had read up a lot about



their inner workings, and he knew what key process he could best tackle. Well, the damned things kept
shifting about so fast he couldn't concentrate on anyone of them for long enough. He kept losng hisvictim
in the crowd. However, a last one of the "rabhits’ swam into a less populous part of the dide, and he
fixed his attention on it long enough to do the trick. He willed the crucid chemica process to stop, and it
did stop. The creature stopped moving and stayed dill indefinitdly. It was dmog certainly dead. His
success, he said, made him "fed like God."

Later he learned to kill flies and beetles by freezing their brains. Then he tried a frog, but had no success.
He didn't know enough physiology to find a minute key process to check. However, he read up alot of
guff, and a last he succeeded. He amply stopped the nerve current in certain fibres in the spind cord
thet controlled the heartbeat. It was this method aso that he had used on the robin.

"That's just the beginning,” he said. "Soon | shdl have the world at my feet. And if you join up with me, it
will be a your feet too."

Throughout this monologue the gifl had listened intently, tom between revulson and fascination. There
was akind of bad amdl about it dl, but one couldn't afford to be too squeamish in these days. Besides,
there was probably nothing in mordity, anyhow. All the same, Jm was playing with fire. Strange, though,
how he seemed to have grown up while he was talking. Somehow he didn't look gawky and babyish
anymore. His excitement, and her knowledge that his power was red, had made him look thrillingly
gnider. But she decided to be cautious and aoof.

When at last Jm was dlent, she staged a concedled yawn and said, "You're clever, aren't you! That was
agood trick you did, though a horrid one. If you go much further, youll end on the galows™

He snorted and said, "It's not like you to be a coward.”

Thetaunt sung her. Indignantly she answered, "Dontt be ridiculoust Why should | join with you, as you
cdl it, merdy because you can kill abird by some low trick or other?'

In Im'slife there had been certain events which he had not mentioned. They seemed to him irrdlevant to
the matter in hand, but they were not redly so at dl. He had dways been a weekling. His father, a
professond footbaler, despised him and blamed the frail mother. The couple had lived a cat-and-dog life
amog since their honeymoon. At school Jm had been thoroughly bullied; and in consequence he had
conceived a deep hatred of the strong and a the same time an obsessive yearning to be strong himsdlf.
He was a bright lad and had secured a scholarship at a provincd universty. As an undergraduate, he
kept to himsdf, worked hard for a scientific degree, and amed at a career of research in aomic physics.
Already his dominant passon was phydcd power, so he chose its most spectacular fied. But somehow
his plans went awry. In spite of his reasonably good academic qudifications, he found himsdf stuck in a
low-grade job in an indudtrid lab, a job which he had taken on as a stopgap till he could capture a post in
one of the great inditutions devoted to aomic physics. In this backwater, his naturdly sour digposition
became embittered. He fdt he was not getting a far chance. Inferior men were outdtripping him. Fate
was againg him. In fact he developed something like a persecution mania. But the truth was that he was a
bad cooperator. He never developed the team spirit which is SO necessary in the immensdy complex
work of fundamenta physca research. Also, he had no genuine interest in physica theory and was
impatient of the necessity of advanced theoreticd study. What he wanted was power, power for himsdf
asanindividud. He recognized that modern research was a cooperative afar and that in it, though one
might gain dazzling prestige, one would not gain any physca power as an individud. Psychokiness, on
the other hand, might perhaps give hm his heart's desire. His interest rgpidly shifted to the more
promising fidd. Henceforth his work in the lab was a mere means of earning a livelihood.

After the conversation in the cottage garden he concentrated more eagerly than ever on his venture. He



mug gain even more spectacular powers to impress Helen. He had decided that for him, a any rate, the
promising line was to develop his ill at interfering with smdl physica and chemica processes, in lifdess
and inliving things. He learned how to prevent a struck match from lighting. He tried to bypass the whole
of aomic research by applying his power of psychokinesis to the release of energy pent up in the atom.
But in this exdating venture he had no success at al, perhaps because in spite of his training, he had not
aufficent theoretical knowledge of physics, nor access to the right kind of apparatus for seting up the
experiment. On the biologicd sde he succeeded in killing a samdl dog by the same process as he had
goplied to the robin. He was confident that with practice he would soon be able to kill a man.

He had one darming experience. He decided to try to stop the sparking of his motorcycle engine. He
started up the bike on its stand and set about "willing" the spark to fal. He concentrated his atention on
the points of the sparking plug and the legping spark and "willed" the space between the points to
become impenetrable, an insulator. This experiment, of course, involved a far greater interference with
physca processes than freezing a nerve fibre or even preventing a match from lighting. Sweat poured
from him as he struggled with his task. At last the engine began to midfire. But something queer happened
to himsdf. He had a moment of horrible vertigo and nausea and then he lost consciousness. When he
recovered, the engine was once more running normdly.

This mishgp was a chdlenge. He had never been serioudy interested in the mere theoreticd sde of his
experiments for its own sake, but now he had perforce; to ask himsdf what exactly was hgppening when
by an "act of will" he interfered with a physicd process. The obvious explanaion was that in some way
the physicd energy that should have crossed the gap between the points had been directed into his own
body; in fact that he had suffered the ectric shock that he would have had if he had touched the points.
It may be doubted whether the true explanation was as smple as this, for his symptoms were not those of
eectric shock. It might be nearer the truth to say that the inhibition of so much physica energy caused
some sort of profound psychicad disturbance in him; or else, to put the matter very cruddly, tha the
physicd energy wasin some way converted into psychicd energy in him. This theory is borne out by the
fact that, when he recovered consciousness, he was in a state of great excitement and mentd vigour, as
though he had taken some dimulating drug.

Whatever the truth of the matter, he adopted the smpler theory and set about sidetracking the intruding
energy S0 as to protect himsdf. After much anxious experimentation, he found that he could do so by
concentrating his atention both on the sparking plug and on some other living organism, which then "drew
off the dectricity” and suffered accordingly. A sparrow sufficed. It died of the shock, while he himsdf
remained conscious long enough to stop the engine. On another occasion he used his neighbour's dog as
a"lightning conductor.” The animd collapsed, but soon recovered consciousness and careened about the
garden barking hilarioudy.

His next experiment was more exciting, and much, much more reprehensible. He went into the country
and took up a postion on a knoll, whence he could see afarly long stretch of road. Presently a car came
into 9ght. He concentrated his attention on the sparking plugs and "willed' the eectricd energy to escape
into the driver. The car dowed down, vecillated between the two Sdes of the road, and came to a
ganddill across the fairway. He could see the driver dumped over the steering whed. There was no one
dseinthe car. Greatly excited, Jm waited to see what would happen. Presently another car came in the
opposite direction, hooted vidlently, and drew up with screeching brakes. The driver emerged, went to
the derdlict car, opened a door, and was confronted by the unconscious occupant. While the horrified
newcomer was wondering what to do, the other recovered consciousness. There was an anxious
conversation, and findly both cars went their separate ways.

Jm now fdt ready to impress his girlfriend. Since the killing of the robin, they had occasondly met, and
inhis awkward and adolescent way he had tried to make love to her. She had dways discouraged him;



but she was obvioudy more interested in him since the robin incident. Though she sometimes affected to
despise him, he fdt that she was secretly drawn to him.

But one day he had an unpleasant surprise. He had boarded a bus to take him home from his work. He
climbed the dairs and settled into a seat. Suddenly he noticed Helen Stting a few seats ahead with a
curly-headed young man in a sportscoat. The couple were deep in conversation with their heads bent
together. The girl's hair brushed his cheek. Presently she laughed, with aring of happiness such as he had
never before heard from her. She turned her face toward her companion. It was aglow with vitdity and
love. Or 0 it seemed to the jealous lover three seats behind.

Irrationd fury swept over him. He was so ignorant of the ways of girls, and so indignant that "hisgir” (for
S0 he regarded her) should take notice of another man, that jedlousy whally possessed him, to the
exduson of dl other considerations. He could think of nothing but destroying his rivd. His gaze seized
upon the nape of the hated neck before him. He passionatdy conjured up images of the hidden vertebrae
and the enclosed bundle of nerve fibres. The nerve current must cease; must, must cease. Presently the
curly head sank on Helen's shoulder, and then the whole body fdl forward.

The murderer hurriedly rose from his seat and turned his back on the indpient commotion. He left the
bus, as though ignorant of the disaster.

Continuing his journey on foot, he was 4ill so excited that he had no thought but exultation over his
triumph. But gradudly his frenzy subsided, and he faced the fact that he was a murderer. Urgently he
reminded himsdf that after dl there was no point in feding guilty, Snce mordity was a mere superdition.
But das, he did fed guilty, horribly guilty; the more so since he had no fear of being caught.

As the days passed, Jm dternated between what he regarded as "irrationd” guilt and intoxicating
triumph. The world was indeed at his feet. But he must play his cards carefully. Unfortunately his guilt
gave him no peace. He could not deep properly; and when he did deep, he had terifying dreams. By
day his experiments were hampered by the fantasy that he had sold his soul to the devil. This notion
infuriated him with its very slliness Yet he could not rid himsalf of it. He began drinking rather heavily.
But he soon found that dcohol reduced his psychokinetic power, so hefirmly broke himsdf of the habit.

Ancther possible form of rdief from his obsessive guilt was sex. But somehow he could not bring himsdf
to face Helen. He was irrdtiondly afraid of her. Yet she mugt be quite ignorant that he had killed her
lover.

At last he met her accidentdly in the street. There was no possibility of avoiding her. She was rather wan,
he thought, but she amiled at him and actudly suggested atak over a cup of coffee. He was tom between
fear and desire, but presently they were seated in a cafe. After some trivid remarks, she said.

"Please comfort me! | have had aterrible shock quite recently. | was on the top of a bus with my brother
who has been in Africa for three years. While we were taking, he collapsed and died dmogt ingantly. He
seemed perfectly fit. They say it was some new virus in the spinal cord.” She noticed that Jm's face had
turned deadly pale. "What's the maiter?' she cried. "Are you going to die on me too?"

He pulled himsdlf together and assured her that sheer sympathy for her had made him fed faint. He loved
her so much. How could he help being upset by her misfortune? To hisrdief Heen was completdy taken
in by this explanation. She gave him, for the firg time, the glowing smile he had formerly seen her turn
upon her brother.

Encouraged, he pressed home his advantage. He said, he did so want to comfort her. They must meet
agan soon. And if she was a dl interested in his experiments, he would show her something redly
exdting some time. They arranged a trip in the country the following Sunday. He privaidy decided to



repeat for her benefit histrick with a passing car.

Sunday was a bright summer day. Sitting together in an empty rallway carriage, they talked a good dedl
about her brother. He was rather bored, but he expressed ardent sympathy. She said she never imagined
he had such awarm heart. He took her arm. Their faces drew close together, and they looked into each
other's eyes. She fdt an ovewhdming tenderness for this strange, rather grotesque though boyish face,
wherein, she told hersdf, the innocence of childhood was blended with an adult consciousness of power.
She fdt the underlying grimness, and she welcomed it. Jm, for his part, was redizing that she was very
desirable. The warm glow of hedth had returned to her face. (Or was it a glow of love?) The full, sveet
lips, the kindly, observant grey eyes, filled him not only with physical desire but a swooning gentleness
that was new to him. The recollection of hisguilt and present deception tormented him. An expression of
misary came over hisface. He let go her am and bowed forward with his head in his hands. Perplexed
and compassionate, she put an arm round his shoulders, and kissed his hair. Suddenly he burst into tears
and buried his head on her breast. She hugged him and crooned over him as though he were her child.
She begged him to tdl her what was the meatter, but he could only blubber, "Oh, I'm horrible! I'm not
good enough for you."

Later in the day, however, he had quite recovered his spirits, and they waked arm in am through the
woods. He told her of his recent successes, cuiminaing with the car incident. She was impressed and
amused, but dso mordly shocked by the irresponghbility of risking a fatd accident merdy to test his
powers. At the same time she was obvioudy fascinated by the fanaiciam that drove him to such lengths.
He was flattered by her interest, and intoxicated by her tenderness and her physca proximity. For they
were now resting on the little knoll where hein tended to do his trick with the car, and he was lying with
his head in her lap, gazing up a her face, where dl the love tha his life had missed seemed to be
gathered. He redized that he was playing the part of an infant rather than a lover. But she seemed to need
him to do so, and he was happy in his role. But soon sexud desire began to reassert itsdf and with it
mesculine salf-respect. He concelved an uncontrollable lugt to demongtrate his godlike nature by some
formideble display of his powers. He became the primitive savage who mugt kill an enemy in the
presence of the beloved.

Looking up through Helen's fluttering hair, he saw a amdl object moving. For a moment he took it for a
gnet, then redlized that it was a distant airplane approaching.

"Waich that plane” he said; and she was startled by the abruptness of his voice. She looked up, and
down again a him. His face was contorted with effort. His eyes glared, his nodtrils dilated. She had an
impulse to fling him from her, so brutd he looked. But fascination triumphed. "Keep your eyes on the
plang” he commanded. She looked up, then down, then up again. She knew she ought to break the
devilish spdl. (There was something cdled mordity, but a deluson, probably.) Fascination had

triumphed.

Presently the advancing plane's four engines hesitated, and ceased one by one to fire. The plane glided
for a while, but soon gave evidence of being out of control. It vacillated, staggered, and then was in a
nose dive, spirdling. Helen screamed, but did nothing. The plane disappeared behind a disant wood.
After a few seconds there Was a muffled crash, and smoke began to rise from behind the wood, a
leening black plume.

Jm raised himsdf from Helen's 1gp, and turning, pressed her backward to the ground. "That's how | love
you," he whispered fiercdy. Then he furioudy kissed her lips, her neck.

She made a violent effort to pull hersdf together and resst the impulse of sdf-abandonment to this
lunatic. She struggled to free hersdlf from his grip; and presently the two stood facing each other, panting.
"You're mad," she cried. "Think what you have done! You have killed people just to show how clever



you are. And then you make love to me" She covered her face with her hands and sobbed.

He was 4ill in a Sate of crazy exdtation, and he laughed. Then he taunted her. "Cdl yoursdf a redist!
Y ou're squeamish. Wdl, now you know what | am redly like; and what | can do. And see! You're mine
| can kill you a any moment, wherever you are. | shdl do whatever | like with you. And if you try to stop
me, youll go the way of the robin and--the man on the bus" Her hands dropped from her tear-stained
face. She stared at himin mingled horror--and tenderness. She said quietly, ™Y ou're quite mad, you poor
boy. And you seemed so gentle. Oh, my dear, what can | do about you?'

There was along silence. Then suddenly Jm collgpsed on the ground, blubbering like a child. She stood
over himin perplexity.

While she was wondering what to do, and blaming hersdf for not bresking the spdl before it was too
late, he was in an agony of sdf-loathing. Then he started to use his technique upon himsdf, so that no
more harm should be done. It was more difficult than he expected; for as soon as he began to lose
consciousness he dso logt his grip on the operation. But he made a desperate effort of will. When Helen,
naticing his gtillness, knelt down by him, he was dead.

EAST ISWEST

| LEFT MY LODGINGS IN WEST KIRBY IN THE MIDDLE OF the morning and walked dong the
Eduary shore, | ariving a my favourite bathing place when the tide was only a few yards from the foot
of the day diffs The sand, as usud on a fine Sunday, was crowded with parties, bathing and
sun-bathing. | undressed and Swam ot till the coast was but a strip between sea and sky. At my farthest
point | floated for a long while, the sun pouring through my closed eyelids. | began to fed giddy and
dightly sick, so | hurried back to land.

During the rather lengthy swim | was surprised to see that the shore and the diff-top, which | thought had
been crowded, were in fact deserted. The one hegp of clothes which | could detect, and which |
therefore took to be my own, perplexed me by its colour. | was dill more perplexed when | walked out
of the water to it and found that gpparently someone had removed my own flannds and had subdtituted a
queer fancy dress of "Chinesy," pyjama-like trousers and jacket, both made of richly ornamented blue
brocade. Even the towd was decorated with a Chinese or Japanese pattern; but in one comer it was
marked with my own name. After a van search for my proper clothes, | dried mysdf, and began
experimenting with the fancy dress, shivering, and curang the practica joker.

A bright slver coin, about the sze of aflorin, fdl out of one of the pockets. Ficking it up, | was surprised
by its odd look. Closer ingpection surprised me gill more, for it bore on one sde a grim but not
unhandsome femde profile, surrounded by the legend, "Godiva De Gra. Brit. e Gdl. Reg." On the
obverse was a ssemingly archaic verson of the royd arms, which included the French lilies but omitted
the Irish harp. Round the edge | read "One Horin 1934." There were dso some Japanese characters,
which, to my amazement, | read. They sgnified, "Kingdom of Britain. Two Shillings" Other coins in the
pockets proved to be of the same fantastic type. There was Ao aletter, inits torn envelope, inscribed in
Japanese characters. | recognized the name a once as the Japanese transcription of my own. The
address was that of awell-known shipping firmin Liverpool. Well-known? Collecting my wits, | redized
that, familiar asit seemed, | redly knew nothing abot it.

By this time | was thoroughly darmed about the state of my mind. How came it that | could read
Japanese? Whence these clothes? What had become of the holiday crowd?

Since the letter was addressed to me, | read it. The writer accepted an invitetion to vist me for a few
days with hiswife. After referring to various shipping matters, which came to me with a distressing blend



of familiarity and novelty, he sgned himsdf, if | remember rightly, "Azuki Kawamura."

Sick with cold and fright, | put on the clothes, and could not help noting that every movement executed
itsdf with the ease of well-established habit, not with the dumsiness of one sruggling with fancy dress.

| hurried dong the shore toward West Kirby. With a fresh shock | discovered that the disgtant buildings
looked dl wrong. It was comforting to see that Hilbre Idand at least was more or less as it should be,
and that the contours of the Welsh hills across the Estuary |eft nothing to be desired. The black-headed
gulls were indigtinguisheble from those of my normd experience. Haf a dozen shell-duck, flogting on the
receding tide, were correctly attired.

Two figures approached me. What would they think of my fancy dress? But apparently it was not fancy
dress; it was the orthodox costume of a gentleman. As the couple advanced, it reveded itsdf as a man
and a girl, waking am in am. A few paces from me, they unlinked. He touched his cap, she curtsied.
Indifferently, dmaost contemptuoudy, | acknowledged ther salute. We passed.

| had been surprised to see that their dress was neither that of modern Europe nor yet Eastern like my
own. It suggested a very inaccurate and ragged version of the costume of Elizabethan England as worn
by the humbler sort. But he smoked a cigarette, and she bore doft a faded Japanese sunshade.

Arriving at the town, | found that it was not West Kirby at dl, not the West Kirby that | knew, The
naturd setting of the place was normd, but man's works were completely unrecognisable. With perfect
assurance | walked dong the entirdy unfamiliar marine parade. The houses were mogly haf-timbered,
Some were even thatched. But others showed unmigtakably the influence of Japanese or Chinese culture.
There was a "pagodarish” look about them. One or two were tal ferro-concrete buildings, whose vast
window-space made them appear like crystd paaces. Even these betrayed in their decoration an Asatic
ingoiration. It was dmog as though China or Japan had been the effective centre of "Americanisaion.”

The parade was thronged with people of dl ages and both sexes, dressed modly in semi-Agatic dyle. In
some cases a native English costume had been overlaid with foreign additions, here a Chinese dragoned
scarf, there a coloured sunshade. The best dressed women wore what | should describe as Sk kimonos,
but many of these garments were deeveless, and none reached to the ankles They displayed slk
gtockings of a type that in my own world would be regarded as European and modern, save for their
great diversty and brilliance of colouring, One or two of the women, seemingly the bolder, wore very gay
glk trousers and deeveless vests. The loose brocade suits of the men were mogly of more sombre
colour. | was surprised to note that many even of the best dressed promenaders had pock-marked faces.
| was surprised, too, at the large number of smartly uniformed men, evidently army officers, in Robin
Hood green with wide-brimmed hats. On their hips large-hilted cutlasses and neat pistol holgters
combined the medievd and the modern.

The language of dl these strange people was recognisably English, but of a grotesque and, | judged, a
somewhat archaic type. Words of Japanese origin occurred, but not frequently. Most technicd words, it
seemed, were English trandations of Japanese or Chinese originds. On a minute concrete building, which
turned out to be a telephone cdl box, | noticed the phrase "Public Lightning Speaker,” and under it in
Japanese characters the Japanese word "Denwa.”

Motors there werein plenty; but horse-drawn vehides aso, and a number of sedan chairs. Out at sea |
saw a smdl, high-pooped, antique salling vessdl, and on the horizon a great ocean liner, trailing her black
smoke.

At acertain point | turned off the Parade and passed dong the shop-lined streets. The windows were dl
valed for the Sabbath. Many of the large shops displayed Chinese or Japanese sgns as wdl as English



ones. | passed a smdl Asatic building which | took to be a Buddhis temple. Examining the printed
notices displayed at its entrance, | judged that it catered not only for Agaic vigtors but for English
converts. My course now led me into the poorer quarter, and | was shocked to note the overcrowding
and filth of this part of the town. Swarms of ragged urchins in native English dress played in every guitter.
They had an unpleasant tendency to flee as | approached, though a few stood ther ground and sullenly
touched their forelocks. Many were aso rickety, or covered with festering sores. In the heart of this poor
didgrict I came upon an old Gathic church. It turned out to be the parish church, and Roman Cathalic. A
congtant stream of the devout, modly rather shabby, flowed in a one door and out at another.

After awhile the streets began to improve, and presently | emerged upon a great avenue bordered by
gardens and opulent-looking houses of the sort which | now recognized as both Asatic and modern.

One of these pocket-mansions was apparently my own, for | entered it without permisson. It was a
adightful, even a luxurious building, and | reflected that changing my world | had dso "gone up in the
world."

At the sound of my entry a manservant appeared in a vagudly "Begfeater” kind of livery. Hinging hm my
bathers and towel, | opened a door out of the entrance hdl and went into a Stting room. Before | had
time to sudy it, a woman rose from some cushions on the floor and caught mein her ams.

"Tom! Base Tom," she said, amiling gaily. "'Tis but a month since we wed, and dready thou art entarded
for thy Sunday dinner! Foolish meto let thee practice thy Adatic water-vice unkeepered!”

A bachdor, | might have shown some confusion at this reception, but | found mysdf embracing her with
proprietary confidence and zesifully kissing her lips.

"Sweet Betty, let me envisage thee” | said, "to seeif thou art worn with pining for me."

So this was my wife, and her name was Betty, and we had been married a month and were evidently ill
vay pleased about it. She was fair, superbly Nordic. Behind the sparkle of her laughing eyes | detected a
formidable earnestness. She was tdl. Her green slk kimono velled the contours of an Amazon. As she
broke from me and swept through the door, amiling over her shoulder, 1 wondered how | had ever
persuaded such a splendid creature to marry me.

The gong (a Chinese bronze) was sounding for our Sunday dinner. | rushed upgtairs to wash, but on the
landing | encountered our Japanese guests. He was a dim middle-aged figure in brocade of decent grey.
She, much younger, was dight, trousered in deep blue shantung, and vested in crimson. The light was
behind her, and | saw dmaost nathing of her face.

| bowed deeply and began to speak in Japanese. It was rather tarifying to watch the appropriate
thoughts emerge in my mind and embody themsdves fluently in a language of which | supposed mysdf to
be completdly ignorant. "I hope, gir, that you had a successful morning, and that you will not have to leave
us again today. We should like to take you to cdl on some friends who long to meet you." The couple
returned my salute, | thought, rather sadly. | was soon to discover that they had reason for gloom.

"Alas" he said, "our experience this morning suggests that we had better not appear in public more than
we can help. Since the criSs, your countrymen do not like the Ydlows. If you dill permit, we will stay
with you till my business is done and our ship sals, but for your sakes and our own, it is better that we
should not risk further trouble™ | was about to protest, but he raised his hand, smiled, and ushered his
wife downdairs.

After washing in the tiled and chromium-plated bathroom (the taps screwed the wrong way), | hurried
into our bedroom to brush my hair. It was ardief to find that the mirror dill showed my familiar face; but



whether through the refreshment of the bathe or owing to more enduring causes, | appeared rather
hedthier and more prosperous than was customary in my other world.

On the dressing table was a newspaper. The bulk of it was written in English, but a few columns and a
few advertisements were in Japanese. | vagudy remembered reeding it in bed over an early cup of tea It
was caled, | think, The Sunday Watchman. | opened it, and discovered on the man page, in huge
headlines, "Ultimatum to the Ydlow Peoples. Hands off Europe. Britain will defend her dlies”

Betty's clear voice bade me hurry, and not be so "specid™ over my toilet.

When | arived downgtairs, she was explaning to the guests, in her servicegble but rather inaccurate
Japanese, that she had again taken them at their word, and ordered a typica English med for them.
"Although," she said, with the faintest emphasis, "we ourselves are now more used to Eastern diet.”

It fdl to me to carve the roast beef of old England and a the same time to make conversaion in
Japanese. To judge by the ease with which | combined these actions, both must have been familiar.

Y e every moment of my experience was completely nove and fantastic. With curiosty and yet familiarity
my eyes roamed about the room. The dinner service was of China, in both senses. To be in kegping with
the affectedly native med it should have been of pewter or wood. With some amusement | noted our
degant little thin-stemmed, flat-bowled sake cups, of slver, gold-inlaid. These | had bought in Nagasaki
onmy lagt vist to the East. Evidently my wife had been unable to resst the temptation of displaying them,
though they were quite incongruous in a sample English medl. The furniture was vagudy Tudor, S0 to
speak. On the wdls hung painted slks which | knew to be Chinese and Japanese, though some of them
were confusingly reminiscent of modernist European art in my other world. | regarded with specid pride
and effection atdl slken panel on which was very ddicaidy and abstractly suggested a dender waterfal
surrounded by autumnd trees. Wreaths of mig or spray veled the further foliage. Above, and more
remote, domes of forest, receding, one behind the other, loomed ghodly through clouds. "Forest on
forest hung about his head,” | murmured to mysdf, and wondered whether in my new, strange world
Kegts had any footing. This much prized pand, this Slken forest of copper and gold and pearl grey, | had
bought from an artist in Tokyo.

The company was as hybrid as the room. Two English maidservants in mobcaps and laced bodices
moved demurely in the background. Opposite me sat my exquistdy English wife, the warm tone of her
sunned arms contrasting with the cool parchment-like skin of the Japanese lady. The grave and dightly
grizzled Mr. Kawamura was typicd (I hdf guessed it, hdf remembered) of the finer sort of Japanese man
of affars. He was a "shipping director,” which was the Japanese equivaent of a ship owner. That is he
was a avil servant in control of aline of steamers. In Japan, | recollected, dl the means of production
were now state-owned.

Thisfact, dong with others that cropped up in the course of conversation, made me revise my view of the
relaion of my new world to my old. | had guessed that the roles of Japan and Britain were Smply
reversed. But evidently the Situation was more complicated that that, for Japan was some sort of socidist
date. | was soon to have further evidence of complication.

My intense curiosty about everything, and my anxiety lest my own behaviour should betray me, bid fair
to be eclipsed by athird interest, namdy the fascination of Mrs. Kawamuras persondity. | was at firg
indined to think of her as a modernized and world-conscious reincarnation of the Lady Murasaki; but
presently | learned that she wasin fact a native not of Japan but of China. Though her shining black hair
was cut short, and her whole bearing, like her dress, was frankly modern, her features (of old ivory) and
a0 her grave intdligent expression suggested the ancient culture of her race. In spite of her "shinglé' and
bare arms, she reminded me of a certain very delicate Chinese miniature painter and embroidered on slk.



This| had long ago encountered in my other world, and its pale perfect face had become my symbol of
dl the best in China. Mrs. Kawamuras was this face done large and with an added largeness of spirit.
Her heavy eydids gave her an expression of perpetual meditation. A sweet and subtle mockery played
about her eyes and lips. But more particularly | was intrigued by her manner, by the way in which she
moved her hands and turned her head. Her whole demeanour reminded me of the action of an artist
engaged on some very precise but ample piece of brush-work, so exact it was, yet flowing.

Between the courses Mrs. Kawamura drew a cigarette case from her pochette and asked if it was
permitted to smoke at such an early stage in an English medl. Betty, after a minute pause, hastened to
say, "Why, of course, in the houses of those who have travelled." Up to this point | had played my part
without asingle lapse, but now at last | tripped. Automaticaly | produced a matchbox from my pocket,
sruck alight, and offered it for her convenience. Mrs. Kawamura hesitated for a moment, looked mein
the eyes, glanced a my wife, then amilingly shook her head and used her own cigarette lighter. Betty, |
saw, was blushing and trying not to show bewilderment and distress. In a flash it came upon me that in
England (of this new world) one did not offer to light a woman's cigarette unless one was very intimate
with her. | began to sammer an gpology; but Mr. Kawamura saved the Stuation with alaugh, and said to
Betty, "Your husband forgot that he is no longer in Japan, where that action is considered only common
politeness.” | snatched at thisexcuse. "Yes" | said, "I grew so used to it. And today | have had too much
aun.”" It was Betty's turn to laugh, as best she could. Lapsing into English, she said, "Thy Orientd ways
keep surpriang me, Tom, but | expect | dhdl get used to them." In Japanese she added, "Of course
England is rather stupid about some things™

Mrs. Kawamura leaned toward Betty and lightly touched the hand that dill nervoudy crumbled a piece of
bread. There was nothing of patronage in the act; or if there was, it was rendered inoffendgve by the
gncere and rather timid respect of the culture which is dready in ful and determinate blossom for the
culture which has dill to unfold. ™Y ou English women," she said, "have a great task. You have to see tha
your men preserve what is best in England while they absorb what is best in the Eag." Smiling a her
husband, she continued, "Men are dl such boys. They run after flashy new things and throwaway the
well-tried old things. Azuki, there, is much more interested in his new turbo-electric liner than in the
incomparable literature of my country.” This mischievous saly was evidently wel directed, for Mr.
Kawamura responded with amiable indignation, asserting his dam to be an amateur of letters, and
adding that if no one thought about ships and other practical matters, no one would have leisure to enjoy
Chinese literature.

Thusfar the talk had avoided the subject which was in dl our minds, the internationd criss. By common
consent we had spoken only of persond matters, of a Kawamura nephew who was sudying in Canton
and of Betty's young sgter, at an Orientalised school in London. But the conversation was now definitely
turned to the differences between East and West. Our guests generoudy praised the courage and
enterprise which, within eghty years, had changed Britain from a feudd to a modern industria community
of the fird rank. To this | politdly replied that we had but copied what Japan's genius had created. For
hed not the Japanese been the pioneers of mechanicd invention and commercid organization during four
of the most momentous centuries of human history? "If a the dawn of our era, after Romes fdl, we
English had been as great seamen as the Japanese have dways been, we might have forestaled you. But
though Nordic sea-rovers contributed to our racia stock, we did not preserve ther maritime habits. Nor
did the continent of Europe.” The words did easly from my lips, but they were sartling news to my mind.

Mrs. Kawamura remarked that in the East there was now a strong conviction that commercidism and
mechanization had in fact done more harm than good. It had blinded the great mgority to dl that was
mog dedirable in life. Were not the English now in grave danger of ruining their own admirable ndtive
cultureintheir haste to dominate the world with ther new indudria power? "To us" she sad, "it seems
terrible that, in spite of our tragic example, you should plunge blindly into the modern barbarism and



grossness from which we oursalves are only today sruggling to escape. And now, just when we are a
last finding the beginnings of peace and wisdom and generd happiness, when the Chinese nations are a
last outgrowing their age-old enmities, when dl the Ydlow Peoples are becoming reconciled even to the
haf-European but mdlowing culture of Russa, must we be drawn into this terrible quarrd between
yoursaves and New Nippon? If thereiswar, how can | ever think of you two dear English people as my
enemies?'

At the mention of New Nippon, | remembered with a shock of surprise the greet independent Federation
which included the whole of North America. This vast community was formerly the most successful of
Japan's colonies and had since become the mightiest of dl the "Eastern Powers.”

"But why," | asked, "should you come in a dl? This quarrdl is so remote from you. You have no longer
any European possessions except Gibrdtar, which you are in the very act of sdling to us. Your empire
hes fdlen from you, and you are happier without it. Your reduced population makes you far less
dependent on foreign trade than formerly. Y our traditiond championship of the oppressed should induce
you to side with us, or at least not againg us. And what have you to gain by coming in? Your socid
conditions are the envy of the East, and of the West dso. And though you are paliticaly eclipsed, you
share with North China the cultura leadership of the world. War will Smply destroy dl this. If you come
in, you will merdy be used as atool by your more powerful and less dvilized kinamen. But why should
there be any question of your coming in?"

"Why indeed?' said Mr. Kawamura. Then, after a pause, "The true reason, | think, is this. Though we
have logt our empire we are dill bound to it. Our former dominions in South Africa and South Nippon"
(by thisname | knew he referred to Audrdia) "and our dly the Maori Kingdom, have a firm hold on us.
Such foreign trade as we have (and we do dill need foreign trade) is nearly dl of it trade with them. Wdll,
some of those former dominions are terribly frightened of your risng power. They have large unoccupied
territories; while you and your inseparable dlies the Irish are over-crowded. We have long ago learned to
control the growth of our population, but you persst in refusng to do so. Inevitably then you must
expand. Together with Ireland, and with the support of your European dependencies, you conditute a
formidable military power.” Here he hesitated. ™Y our imperidismisa least as ruthless as ours was in the
old days. Our former colonies know wdl that you will attack them sooner or later. Better at once, they
say, before you are invinable"

Betty broke in to say, "But surdy you see that we must free Europe. | know our policy has often been
harsh and provoking. | am not one of those who think we are aways right. But this time we mugt be firm.
It's a solemn duty.”

"Wdl," continued Mr. Kawamura, "on the whole you have a pretty strong case; though of course we
can't believe you are redly going to free Europe. You are going to take over the management of Europe
from New Nippon. That isthe red am of your elder statesmen. Anyhow, | persondly agree that it is faly
for Jgpan to come into the war. But racid passon has been roused, partly by the propaganda of trade
interestsin New Nippon, partly by your own press. And your Queen, your great but dangerous Queen,
has said things which were bound to enrage the less balanced sections of our public.”

"Yes Azuki," said Mrs. Kawamura. "But surdy by now the less balanced sections of our public have
vay little effect on government action. After al, snce our Great Change we are rgpidly becoming
dvilized enough and cosmopolitan enough to laugh at a few cattish inqults” She checked hersdf, amiled
deprecatingly at Betty, and proceeded. "No, if our government wanted to keep out, it could. But
somehow it seems to lack the courage to do so. | wonder whether New Nippon has some horrible
secret finandd control over us. Not that we can actudly help them much by coming in. But the wedthy
caste of New Nippon are indined to hate us because we have learned the lesson that they cannot bring



themselves to learn. They know that war would ruin our modest prosperity and make nonsense of our
new, hard-won culture. Might they not bring usin for sheer spite?"

Her husband raised his eyebrows, and said nothing. The dessert was now over, and we moved into our
"withdrawing room." Here there was rather more of Japanese influence than in the dining room. The
furniture was of lacquer. A great stone or concrete fireplace, however, betrayed the English character of
the house.

Teawas served in cups of eggshd| ching, which Mrs. Kawamura tectfully admired. Betty explained with
some self-consciousness that though tea was not included in the orthodox English diet, we had grown
very dependent on this most refreshing Orienta drink and could not face the prospect, of doing without it
after our Sunday dinner. The habit was indeed rapidly spreading.

Before seating mysdf | had picked up a large book which | rightly expected to be an atlas. During the
enaling conversation | turned over its pages. | came firs on a mgp of the British Ides. The "Kingdom of
Irdland" was coloured green, the Kingdoms of England and Scotland red. Towns, mountains, and rivers
modly bore familiar names. A population map reveaed the well-known concentrations around London
and inthe indudtrid North, but towns and rurd areas were both more populous than in my "other world."
Ireland, moreover, contained dmog as many people as England, presumably because throughout its
higory it had developed as an independent community. The total population of the British Ides was over
seventy million.

Tuming to a map of Europe, | found the northern haf of France labelled "Kingdom of France" and
coloured red, like Britain. The Netherlands and dl the coastlands of the Western Bdtic appeared pink
and were dubbed "Liberated Nordic Principdities” Pink proved to be the colour of "British
Protectorates and Dependencies.” Mogt of these principdities, together with much of Central Europe and
Italy, were embraced within a crimson border. Across this vast territory was printed "Holy Roman
Empire”" This region, and indeed most of Europe, was divided into a mosaic of principdities, duchies,
free cities. Scattered around dl the coasts of the continent were litile patches of ydlow, the largest of
which induded Hamburg. The key gave ydlow as "Tearans ssized by New Nippon." Large tracts in the
Iberian Peninsula, the Balkans, Western Russia, and the eastern marches of the Empire were coloured
buff and labdled "War Lords," or "No Settled Government,” or "Workers Councils”" The eastern hdf of
Russia bore the legend, "Union of Socidist Conciliar Republics.”

A map of the world showed this "Soviet" Union (if | may so trandate it) as extending to the Pacific. Its
centre of gravity was evidently wel to the east, for its capital was a town not far from the Chinese
frontier, bearing a Mongolian name unfamiliar to me. China consisted of three great republics. Korea and
Manchuria were independent "Empires” India was a congeries of ndtive states. Across the whole
subcontinent was printed, "Aryan Peoples Liberated from Japan,” with appropriate dates. Many others
were coloured with the ydlow of; New Nippon. That most formidable of the "Eagtern” Powers, which
extended from the Arctic to Mexico, was covered with Japanese names. Its capital was a ity where San
Francisco should have been. In South America, which was cut up into many states, such names as were
not native were obvioudy of Chinese origin. In place of the three great British dominions of the Southern
Hemisphere appeared "Nippon in Afric’ "South Nippon,” and "Maori Kingdom,” dl of them
independent.

While | was 4ill poring over the atlas, the church clock chimed the hour. Betty rose, saying to the guests,
"Itisdmogt time for the Queen's speech. | hope you will excuse usif we ligen, for it is a solemn duty for
dl Britons to hear Her Maesty today." The Kawamuras assured her that, though they could not
undergtand English, they would gladly ligen to the world-famous voice. Betty thanked them, pressed the
switch, and resumed her seet.



The news bulletin was being announced in an intengvey cultivated English voice. The language was a
kind of English which in my "other world" | should have regarded as a fantagtic hybrid of Babu and
Elizabethan. Familiar words bore drange yet intdligible meanings, or were piquantly misshgpen. As |
ligened | interjected an occasiona sentence of Japanese trandation for our guedts. If my memory is
fathful, what | heard was roughly as follows, but much of the linguidic oddity has escaped me.

In the East End of London, the voice assured us, revulson was now dilled. The Lord High Sheiff,
mindful of the foreign peril, had gripped this homey peril firmly. He was resolved to convince the erring
commondty of that region that they had been abduced by foreign tongue-wielders, and that the witful
British people would none of their treason. All good Europeans should be mindful that, though Russa
was partly European, the dangerous political thoughts of the Conciliar Union and its emissaries were
whally Agatic. The Lord Sheiff had therefore encompassed the whole revulsve region in a martid
cincture. Two warshipsin the Thames had cast shell on Poplar and Canning Town, till dl the rebd holds
were disrupted. Soon after dawn the obsedient troops advanced. Their compressve movement met no
repugnance. The rebds abjected thar ams, and twelve score ringleaders were enchained. These were
judged; and duly hanged, drawn, and quartered, in the presence of a God-thanking crowd. Some
thousands of the less outstanding rebels were being concentered in temporary castrations, aidd in Essex,
to avat Her Mgesty's pleasure.

After a pause the voice resumed in an awed tone which skillfully suggested suppressed excitement.
Ligeners, it said, were now to hear the living voice of their Sovereign. When the speaker solemnly
commanded dl who heard to stand, Betty and | promptly rose to our feet. Our gueds, after one
bewildered glance, followed suit. In an awed monotone, the announcer proclamed: "Her Most Pure and
Invindble Mg esty, Godiva, by the Grace of God, Defender of the Chridtian Faith, Protector of the Holy
Roman Empire, Queen.”

After another pause another voice possessed the air, a somewhat husky, but regd, and withd seductive
contralto.

"My subjectst My most loyd friends, English and Scottish! And ye, my few but fathful Wesh! All, dl
whose homeis Britain, this demi-paradise, as our immortal Strongbow namesit, thisinsd set in the Slver
sea. And you, my gdlant French! And dl my indefatigable Teutond Others, too, | cdl; you my loving
neighborsin the Green Ide, subjects of my dear cousn Shean. And not only to these | speak, but to dl
Europeans, of whatever nation and estate. For dl, dl of us together, are now affronted by this most
severe and indant peril. Oh my peoples, dl mine in sairit, though not dl in titlel Our homdy differings
now dip from us. We remind us only that we are one kin, colleagued together a last agang the cunning,
the heartless, the lascivious and Godless Ydlows"

Such undiplomatic language was dartling, even from our outspoken Queen. Explanation was soon to
follow.

"Itis not long Snce the last great war obtended its dark bloody wings over our continent. | mysdlf, though
scarce in the full bloom of my womanhood,” (Betty at this point made a movement of surprise) "even |
can remember the victorious geste of British and French hosts againg the heroic but miswitting Germans,
whom foreign devils had abduced. | can recdl well the day, soon after the handfasting of the peace, when
[, the child Queen of Britain, was plauded by the rgoyed Parisans and crowned Queen of France,
thereby resuming the lgpsed title of my forebears. | can remember how the North German lords, who
hed by then destrued their own traitorous princes, now wishfully and gladly laid their crownlets a my
feet, my amdl ensatined fedt."

Here the Queen paused. Mrs. Kawamura took the opportunity of disposing of a lengthy and precarious
cigarette ash. Our eyes met. She knew no English, but it seemed that merdly through the Queen's voca



demeanour she sensed the essence of the gtuation. | shdl not forget how, when | had sgnaled mock
disgtress, the noncommittal politeness of her glance wasllit by rdief and sad amusement.

Her Mgesty continued. "Oh, Great White Peoples, snce tha war, much has happened. Through 4l
those years | have driven to be worthy of the task which the ensworded Chrigt has set upon me, the
deivery of Europe. For let us remind ourselves of wel-known truth. In dl our churches, our divine and
maost courageous Captain hangs crossed upon the blade and hilt of the Sword. That same Sword, when
he had risen from the dead, he himsdf grasped, and widlds today, leading the Fathful. He came not to
bring peace. And I, though till today | have besieged my just @ms by parley, am his lieutenant. Though it
was by parley and fine machinations that | and my counsdllors defted the Japanese from dl their treaty
ports, it was the soringing strength of my army and navy and my aerids that rendered those pacific
arguments convictive. But now, today, argument has faled; and | amn here to cdl upon you, dl White
Peoples, to take ams in earnest. For the hour has come when we must congrain New Nippon to
disgorge her rapine, or ese betray irrevocably the cause for which we stand together.”

Strange, | thought to mysdf, that only yesterday, before | had my mysterious dream of the other world
(for I was beginning to reverse my view as to which world was red and which was fantasy) | might have
applauded the Queen's gpologial And there stood Betty, till now my soul's twin, drinking the roya words
with no misgiving.

The Queen continued. "I have recently and jusly daimed on behdf of the Germans, Hamburg; for the
French, Bordeauix; and for the Lambards, Genova. As ye dready wit, Europeans, parley having faled, |
have been congtrained, after close heart-prying, to obdict an ultimatum. But what | shdl now tdl you, my
peoples, will be newspdl to you. Previsng dearly the rebutment of that ultimatum, | forestalled the New
Nippon retort. | struck. And adready, even as | speak they bring me word that Hamburg's defences have
been destrued by my brave aerids. A gdlant geste, and most enheartening newspdl, oh White Peoples!
But let us not deceive oursdves. Dire days legp toward us. The whole force of New Nippon and of the
Chinese Republic, and haply of Japan dso, will be oppugned againg us. Nothing can save us now but
crazy hardihood."

Agan the Queen paused. Betty's large eyes sought mine, but | dared not face them. Mrs. Kawamuras
hed found diversion in watching a tomtit through the window. Her husband was obvioudy wondering if he
could gt without committing lese mgjeste.

Theroyd voice resumed. "Oh men and women of Europel We shdl one and dl be sricken by the hugest
and mogt contorturous of wars. The sky will rain fire and poison. Millions shdl die. But oh Europeans, let
such as die, die Snging to the ensworded Christ, whose truth we stand for. Let such as live, live hate fast
toward the Yelows, till dl the coasts of Europe be purged of these dot-eyed commercers of the East:
who suck and squander the naturd wedth of our continent; who undo the native toughness of our bodies
by teaching us their own soft life; who undo the strength of our souls by logiking that our holy Church is
founded on lies, and that our Chrigt, like their own Buddha, prized gentleness above fortitude. They gave
us opium. They have tempted our coupling lovers with filthy lore to prevent the sacred burden of
motherhood, hoping thereby to thin our numbers. Women of Europe, consider! In Japan, <o little do men
prize virtue, that husbands lend out their wives to any guest for the night. And what wives, what women!
Painted! Lewdly exhibiting their jaundy breasts, and..."

| sorang to the radio and snapped the switch. "Tom, Tom," cried Betty, gripping my am. "What als
thee? Her Mgesty! If someone should have heard you check her!"™ Then laughter seized me. Mrs.
Kawamura amiled, perplexed, demure. Migts and irrdevant shapes came before my eyes. Stll laughing, |
wokein my "other world." | wasin the horsehair chair by the fireplace in my lodging-house stting room.
My landlady, who was dearing away my Sunday dinner, was laughing too, apparently a something | had



sad or done, for she now remarked, "Well, you are a queer one!" The lace curtains fluttered by the open
window. In the garden my "bather" and towe were swinging on the clothedine.

ARMSOUT OF HAND

SR JAMES TOOK UP HIS PEN FOR THE FATEFUL LETTER. He wrote the date and "Dear
Councillor Saunderson.” Then his hand stayed motionless. The words that should have followed were
ready in his mind, but his hand refused to move. The fingers dackened. The pen dipped from his grip,
and rolled away. He tried to "pick it up, but hisright arm was impotent.

Startled and darmed, he neverthedess fdt, and quickly suppressed, a flash of glee; the letter would have
to be postponed. He rose from his desk. His arm fdl loose at his Sde, and dangled like the neck of a
fresnly killed fowl. Anxioudy, he tried his other limbs and found them normd. But he could no more
move his right am than shift a mountain. He crossed the room, and collgpsed in an easy chair. The
paralysed arm swung behind him, so that he sat heavily on the hand. No pain, no sensation at dl, was fdt
inthe sck member.

Sr James Power was a successful and respected ditizen. He had climbed to his present position by sheer
hard work and intdligence. Managing director and principd shareholder of a large Store in a large
provincid city, he prided himsdf equdly on the efficency of his busness and his trestment of his
employees. Good conditions, good wages, a profit-sharing scheme, and generous care in sickness
afforded them dl that they could reasonably demand. True, he expected them to work, and to keep his
regulations, and dso to show the same devotion to the firm as he himsdf had dways shown. He was
never tired of tdling them that they were public servants, not merdly servants of a private firm. Somehow
his exhortations did not have the effect that he wished. A few of the gaff did indeed respond with
devotion, but less through loydty to the firm and its socid function then through persona respect for
himsdf. But others, in fact the great mgority, seemed to be quite cynicdly concerned with their own
interests, beieving apparently that he was no more public-spirited than they were themsdves His
exhortations they regarded as mere tricks of the dave-driver bent on private profit. Very few (he fdt) had
the imaginetion to redize that the motive of dl his own hard work was sheer public service. Still less did
they understand that he cared for their welfare as though they were his children.

It was because of his public pogtion that he fdt bound to write the letter. He must protest againg the
trestment of certain hot-headed young men by the police; and his firg step must be a private protest to
the member of the City Council who, according to his information, had ingtigated police action. The
young men were unemployed and had brought themsdlves into bad odour with the authorities by
organizing demongrations of the unemployed. They had succeeded in arousing considerable public
hodtility to the great sted firm that had formerly employed them. Councillor Saunderson was the head of
that firm. The leaders of the protest movement had been very careful to keep within the law. The police
for long failed to find a sound reason for interfering. But at last they raided the head-quarters of the
movement and found a large number of lesflets, which, with a stretch of the imegination, could be
interpreted as seditious and moreover as amed at the troops. The detalls of the case do not concern this
account of Sir James drange iliness. Suffice it that the young men were at lagt jaled, and that Sr James,
as a daunch defender of the rights of the individua, had been urgently appedled to by severd worthy
societies to use his influence on their behdf. He had been very rductant to take action. He had adways
indged that his interest in politics was confined to the defence of individud freedom and private
enterprise. Hence his choice of a palitica party. But the vidlent ideas of Communism were obvioudy
causing unrest among the discontented sections of society, and they would have to be suppressed before
meatters became serious. He knew dmost nothing about Communism as a politica theory, and cared less.
But one thing he reckoned he did know. In this critical period, revolutionary ideas were dangerous.
Moreover, his own experience of men had taught him that private enterprise in pursuit of one's own



interest was the lifeblood of society. And as to unemployment, it was unfortunately necessary to put up
with a good ded of it in times of depression so that there might be a sufficient labour pool in times of

prosperity.

It was for these reasons that Sir James was so0 panfully torn over the writing of the letter. His habitua
loydty to the idea of freedom compelled him to write it; but as a bdiever in lav and order and a
supporter of the exiding socid system, he was on the Sde of authority agang irrespongble agitators.
Moreover, in writing the letter he mugt inevitably come into conflict with eminent ditizens and mighty
forces. He fully redized that to write the letter was to range himsdf on the side of riffraff and againgt
highly respected persons with whom he had aways managed to keep on good terms. His action would
be treated as a declaration of war. Moreover, the public enquiry which he must demand might reved
certain factsin his own career, facts which, though not illegd, would somehow look a little incongruous in
the life of an exceptiondly upright man and a champion of liberty. Indeed his enemies would be able to
put quite a Sinigter interpretation on them.

For Sir James himsdf had sometimes been ruthless with his employees. He had acted on the principle
that, to prevent the perversion of the many, one must sometimes crush the few, even if by methods not
publidy sanctioned. A few years earlier, certain members of his gaff had begun to spread Communist
doctrines among ther colleagues. They had succeeded in roudng a certain amount of discontent, and
might in time undermine the morae of the whole gaff. In deciding to interfere, Sr James was of course
not concerned with palitics but smply with the efficiency of his business. It had been a ticklish matter. He
was particularly anxious to avoid the charge that he had dismissed the agitators because of thar palitica
opinions. He had therefore ingenioudy arranged for them to find themsdves in a postion of gresat
temptation. The details, once more, are irrdevant. Suffice it that they were given the opportunity of
geding the firm's property on a large scae. Two of them succumbed to the temptation, were caught in
the act, convicted, and jaled. It had been easy to dismiss the others as suspects.

Unfortunately certain individuas who had helped to set the trap were no longer under Sir James control.
They had dready tried to damage his reputation by tdling the story, but hitherto no one had believed
them. How could anyone be expected to believe such a charge brought againg a highly respected
adderman by persons who obvioudy bore him a grudge. Sir James new enemies, however, would be
only too glad to use the information to raise a scandal. So in more ways than one it had been hard for him
to bring himsdf to the point of writing the I etter.

And now at the last moment a strange fate had thwarted him.

For, some minutes Sir James sat in his big leather-covered char, wondering whether he had had a
stroke. Obvioudy he ought to cdl the doctor a once, but somehow he did not. He prided himsdf on
being an exceptiondly hedthy man and on his power of Overcoming minor alments by methods spiritud
rather than medicd. He was not actudly a Christian Scientist but he believed that the best cure for most
diseases was a combination of prayer and a refusal to admit that one wasiill. Physicd iliness, he secretly
believed, was dways a sgn of spiritud illness. The fact that he himsdf was so hedthy was probably his
man reason for this belief. Medicine, he was convinced, was manly quackery. Fresh ar, exercise,
temperate edting, and "totd abstinence’ were dl that were necessary on the physca side. For the rest, if
you could face God with a good conscience, He would keep you fit.

But this sudden &fliction? Surdly he was dill far too young to begin bresking up. Though he was wel on
in the forties, everyone said he looked ten years younger. Of course he had been overdraining himsdf
latdy, what with his growing business and his increasingly active public life And in the lagt few weeks
there had been this quite exceptiona worry, culminating in the need to write thet letter. It was grievoudy
tempting to shirk this duty, for he could so easlly let the whole matter dide. Yes, but everyone would



know that he had ddliberately kept slent, and betrayed dl that he had stood for in the life of the Chapel,
dl those lay sermons he had preached on business mordity, and the trusteeship of the heads of industry
and of the dity fathers.

Thething must be done. Emphatically he stubbed his cigarette; and suddenly redlized that he was doing it
with hisright hand. He moved the arm about to test it. He rose and picked up a chair. He hdd it out at
am's length. Apparently dl was well again, and he even began to wonder whether the whole affarr had
been some sort of illuson.

Once more he sat down & his desk, and with a Sgh he took up his pen. For a while he considered the
right opening, but his mind soon wandered off in reverie. Then suddenly he came to with the gartling
discovery that after "My Dear Councillor Saunderson,” he had written, "You treated those young swine
the right way, and you can count on my support. If people like us don't take a strong line and stand
together, we shdl lose control. Good luck, you old bugger!™

Sr James snatched up the letter with hisleft hand, crumpled it, and threw it into the fire. He took another
sheet and began again. "My dear,” but hisright arm again became pardysed. He rose and walked about
the room. Presently he noticed that he was blowing his nose with his right hand. The am was normd

again.

At this point his secretary came in to consult him about a doubtful passage in some scribbled notes that
he had given her to type. Miss Smith, Mildred to her family, was something more than the ided secretary.
On the telephone she had of course a voice like sunshine. Her shorthand and typing were of course
perfect. She knew amost as much about the business as the Managing Director, for on many occasions
he had taken her into his confidence. More remarkable, she had such a gift of intuitive ingght into humean
character that her employer often consulted her about members of the staff; and he had learned to rely on
her judgment. She had even been known to criticize Sir James himsdf, and he to act upon her criticism.
She would generdly make her point indirectly, and with such tact and humour that the implied censure
could be acted on without loss of dignity. Nearly dways her criticiam took the form of reveding the other
person's point of view more clearly than Sir James had been able to conceive it and of suggegting aline of
action less high-handed than he had intended.

In spite of her remarkable virtues, she was not perfect. Sometimes her employer had to reprimand her for
dlowing her sense of humour to run riot. There was an occasion when, a the end of a painful interview
with a junior member of the gaff, he had been forced to sack the young man for insolence. Miss Smith
hed afterwards told Sr James that he had "looked like a cat bitten by the mouse it was playing with." He
made it clear to her that he was not amused.

In addition to her other assets, Miss Smith had charm. She was not, according to conventiond standards,
a beauty. Her nose was a dainty but undignified little mushroom; her mouth was more humorous than
seductive. But her features were adequate, and a bright and generous spirit seemed to light them up from
within. This cham of hers she used very dfectivdy in her employer's service, protecting him from
unwanted callers without causing offence, and so on. She aso used it on her employer himsdlf. Who can
blame a pretty woman, conscious of her charm, but dso of her sincerity and efficiency, for using dl her
art to persuade this handsome, upright, wedthy, and distinguished knight thet they two were destined for
one another? She fdt sure, moreover, that, in an obscure way, he was aready in love with her, though he
would not dlow himsdf to notice such a disurbing fact. Of course, though he treated her dways with a
vary specid consderation and respect, he had never (he supposed) encouraged her to hope for anything
more intimate. Indeed she hersdlf wondered how she dared expect him ever to offer her more. He was
so far above her; and so0 busy that he amply had no time to notice her, save as an eficdent secretary, and
just now and then as a junior friend. Y et she was convinced that he needed her, not merdly as a secretary



but as a mate.

The great man and his secretary stood poring over the pencilled sheets. Suddenly she exclamed, "Oh,
please, Sr James, you mugnt!” Not till that moment was he aware that his right am had encircled her
wais and that hisright hand was hungrily feding about her person. Unwittingly he had pressed her to his
sde with considerable vigour, and to hisdismay he found that he could not release her. Thelimb acted on
its own, and he could no more contral it than one can inhibit vomiting or sneezing when these reflexes are
dready going forward. She gently struggled to free hersdlf. His grip tightened. "Please, please let me go!”
she implored him; but he wailed in answer, "l can't let you go, | can't." Whereupon Miss Smith, though
generdly S0 adept at senang persond Studtions, for once made a grave mistake. Teking this remark as a
confesson of uncontrollable love, she Sghed "Oh, my dear,” and laid her head on his shoulder. But he
protested, "It's not me, it's my am. Something avful has happened to it." He vainly tried with hisleft hand
to unclasp his right arm. But now she, redlizing that she had made a fodl of hersdf, pressed both hands
agang his chest and broke away. "My profound apologies™” he gasped, panting with his right arm's
exertion, "but beieve me, Miss Smith, | am redly ill, and | couldn't control my am a dl." She had
hurried to the door. Hadtily he added, "I suppose you will want to leave me. | will do dl | can to help you
to find a good post. Please, please, bdieve metha | meant no disrespect.” With a hand on the doorknob
ghe turned and looked a him. He was standing with bowed head dmost like a naughty schoolboy. His
right am hung limply. For a ful minute she watched him; then unlatched the door, then closed it.
Presently she said, "I do indeed bdieve you. But oh what a fool | mugt seem to you!" Controlling her
emotion as best she could, she added shekily, "I don't want to leave you. Youll need me, and | want to
help you. But oh, | can't stay now." There was slence. Then he said, dmogt in a whisper, "Very humbly,
very, very humbly, | ask you to day."

The telephone rang in the outer office, and Miss Smith hurried away to answer the cdl. Employer and
secretary were soon immersed in the business of the day. Neither made any reference to the recent
trouble, and the rebd arm fulfilled its normd tasks as though nothing had happened. But the |etter was not
written.

Before leaving at the end of the day, Miss Smith had urged Sir James to cdl in a doctor, but he was not
persuaded. He alowed her, however, to cancd his engagement to speak that evening a the Chrigian
Forum. After dining aone he retired to his sudy for coffee and a smoke. The cat was curled up in his
amchair. It was the one creature whose presence he found entirdy eassful and ddightful. He lifted it
gently arid sat down with it in hislap. Spping his coffee, pulling a his pipe, occasondly sroking the cat's
deek black coat, he pondered on the events of the day. It seemed impossble that his aam should ever
have run amok, so quietly and naturaly the fingers passed over the silken fur. Purring, the cat extended
itsdf up hiswastcoat. He scratched behind its ears. Suddenly his fingers seized the animd by the neck ad
gripped it savagely. It sruggled and fought. In horror Sir James tried with his left hand to rescue the cat,
but his right am hdd the animd out a arm's length, and well to the side, so that the left aam could not
reech it. He rose from his chair and tried to jamb his right arm againg the wall so as to flex it and bring
the hand within reach of his left hand. The musdes of his shoulders and chest were dtrained in a painful
conflict, some obedient to the strange will that possessed the right am, some to Sir James himsdf. The
right am remained diff as a rod. The grip seemed superhumanly powerful, for the cat's tongue was
forced out, and it could not make a sound. Presently its struggles weakened, then ceased. The hand
released it, and it fdl limply to the ground. The am too fdl limply, paralysed. Sir James knelt beside the
ca in great distress, whimpering, "Oh God, what have | done" The cat was dill dive, and dready
showing sgns of recovery. With both arms he picked it up and laid it on a cushion in front of the fire
Then he crept miserably into his easy chair feding shattered and faint.

Obvioudy he must telephone to the doctor; but when he had at last forced hmsdf to accept his fate, and
hed aready reached out his hand for the receiver, it occurred to him that the doctor would certainly turn



him over to a psychiatrist. All this mind-hedling was worse than quackery; it was diabolicd, and terribly
dangerous. These people, he was convinced, were ingruments of Satan. They made a fetish of sex, and
thar whole attitude was shockingly immord. Besides, once in ther clutches, there was no privecy. They
dragged out one's secret thoughts, and they made one mentdly endaved to ther own persondities. No,
he would conquer this devilish thing with his own dsrength and the help of his rdigion. It was surdy an
orded sent to test him. But meanwhile, how was he to face the world? There was no knowing what
tricks hisarm might play. A bright idea came to him. He would give out that he had damaged his am and
hed to wear it bound to his body for support. After a few minutes cogitation he stood up, flung the
amchair violently backwards onto the floor, laid the cat near it, and rang for his housekeeper. When she
arrived, he told her an ingenious story. In order to reach a volume on the top shef of the high bookcase
he had fodlishly stood on the back of the armchair. The chair had tipped over, and he had fdlen heavily
on the cat, badly sraining hisarm. The cat seemed to be recovering, but would need a bit of nurang. As
for himsdlf, would she please help him to bandage his arm firmly to his body, under his coat.

It was in this condition that he appeared at his office the next day. He took his secretary into his
confidence, tdling her that if she was darmed by the cat incident he would release her a once. But his
plight made her dl the more determined to look after him. As the days passed, he grew more and more
dependent on her, not only as a subdtitute for his right arm, but as a source of courage and sanity. The
fact that she had welcomed his rebel arm's embrace gave him a greater stisfaction than he dared admit
to himsdf. It dso put him on his guard againg a possible entanglement. But he could not hep admiring
her enterprise in daying on in a very awkward and even dangerous position. His behaviour toward her
dternated between forma politeness and a respectful affection which he had not hitherto shown. She fdt
that at times he was redly noticing her and admiring her for qudities other than mere secretarid efficiency.

The days passed, and there were no further incidents. He took to discarding the cumbersome bandages
and wearing a ding which, he believed, would be sufficient to delay any rebelious act until he could cope
with the Stuation. Very soon he decided that, while he was done in his private office, even the ding was
unnecessary. If a vistor called, or some member of the gaff came to consult him, Miss Smith would go
into the sanctum and help him to put on the ding before the vistor was admitted.

It dmogt seemed that he was completdly cured, for only in one respect was he in any way abnormd.
Whenever he set out to write the crucid letter, hisright arm became paralysed. The inhibition, moreover,
extended beyond his arm. For ingtance, even with his left arm, he could not write the letter. During the
period when he unfallingly wore his bandage he had done his best to learn to write with his left hand, and
hed even sent his left-hand sgnature to the bank so that he could Sgn checks. He now determined that
his left hand should do what his right hand refused to do. But das, whenever he took pen for that
purpose, his atention was irresstibly drawvn away from the letter to the problem of his right aam. He
amply could not force his mind to the task. Yet a other times when there was no question of
immediatdy writing the letter, he could think quite clearly about it, and he had indeed in imaginetion
constructed every sentence of it.

Time was pressing. The young hot-heads must be rescued. His own mora reputation must be vindicated.
In desperation he decided to take Miss Smith fully into his confidence about the whole matter, induding
his own questionable deeds in the past, so that she could type the letter for him to 9gn. He therefore
summoned her into the inner office and directed her not to the secretaria chair beside his desk but to one
of the two easy chairs by thefire. "I want to discuss a very difficult problem with you,” he said, "so, let's
be comfortable" He offered her a cigarette, lit his lighter, and extended it toward her. While he wasin the
act of doing so, a restlessness in his right am warned him that the limb might at any moment commit
some devilry. As though trying to control a reflex action, he willed with dl his might that the arm should
behave itsdlf. Miss Smith, meanwhile, wasin no hurry to light her cigarette. She liked the intimecy of this
little socid contact. 1t symbolized a new equdity in their rdationship. When at last the cigarette was lit,



she looked up to meet his eyes. But he was saring a his own hand, and his expresson shocked her. It
was one of horror and repugnance. He moved away hedtily and sat opposite her in the other easy chair.
There was slence. After awhile he managed to say, "I don't know where to begin;”" then fdl slent again.
A storm of horrible and obsessve fantasies prevented him from tdling her about his problem. He was
overwhelmed by visons of what might have happened if he had not been able to control his aam. The
rebd limb, he fdt, would have thrugt the lighter into her face, or et fire to her har or her blouse. Or
perhaps--but he franticaly tried to dismiss the sadistic and obscene images that crowded into his mind.
When she had waited patiently for some time, she said, "Can | help you in any way?" but in a strained
voice he answered merdy, "I mugt put on the ding again,” and hurried to the cupboard where it was kept.
She came to hdp him, but he cried, "Keep away, for God's sakel" Nevertheless, while he gripped his
right wrist, she produced the ding and fixed it for him. "Now youll be dl right," she said, putting a friendly
hand on his shoulder, and amiling into his troubled eyes. Awkwardly, he murmured, "You are very good
to me, my dear.”

It seemed as though he would continue in the same vein, but after a moment's hestation he merely went
back to his desk.

Henceforth he made no attempt at dl to write the letter. And, since over a period of some weeks there
were no further aonormd incidents, he once more discarded the ding.

But one evening another queer thing happened. The Chapd's new and hrilliant young miniger, the
Reverend Douglas McAndrew, had called in to consult him about the proposal to equip the Chapd with
amore dfident central heating system. When his guest had left, Sr James took up a dip of paper on
which he had jotted down notes during the conversation. What he now saw gartled him. Againgt each
item on hislis was aribad and sometimes a blagphemous comment, written in a rather different hand, a
crude, bold, sprawling, and childish hand. For ingtance, againg the heading "MCcA's proposas’ stood the
comment "To hdl with McA, the canting deric.”

When he had recovered from the fird shock, and had successfully refrained from noticng that the
comments afforded him a sniggering ddight, he sat for some time in despond. Was he to be dogged
forever by this imp, this devil that had established itsdf within him? What did the diabolica spirit want,
anyway? He considered its various actions. If the power that had invaded his body had shown concern
merdy with the letter, he might have regarded it as smply some kind of guardian angd protecting him
from ruining his career through sheer quixotry. But no! The being, or whatever it was, was dealy evil, for
it was grosdy sexud, and it ddighted in cruelty.

Presently an idea occurred to him. Since theimp could express itsdf in writing, he might as wel give it a
chance to speak more fully, so that he could find out whet it was redly after. Then perhaps he would be
able to cope with it, and even (the thought occurred and was gernly dismissed) to buy it off. With a
sense of deep quilt, for he profoundly disapproved of dl dabbling in the occult, he reached for a fresh
piece of paper, took up a pencil, and set his hand in position for writing. For awhile the hand lay ill; but
presently it made tentative movements, and then the pen hurried forward in a flow of words. The script
was agan untidy. Sprawling, and affected; yet it was his own, a distorted and puerile verson of his own
handwriting.

Horrified but fascinated, he read a srange rigmarole. Much of it was incoherent blasphemy and
obscenity, but it gradudly became more intdligible, reveding a crude and angry persondity tormented by
the frudration of its crazy purposes and perverse ideals. The writer regarded himsdf as the red Sir
James, and as somehow imprisoned and dmost impotent. The most intdligible passage ran as follows

"What has come over me? Why should | fed bound to write that damned fool |etter? Those young reds
mud take what comes to them. It's not my affar at al, and if it was 1'd flog them, and then if | had the



nerve, 1'd probably hang them. The workers mus be taught their place. Yet it'sdl | can do to stop mysdf
from meking a stupid exhibition of mysdf over that letter, and throwing away everything I've built up in dl
these years, dl my power, dl my standing in the city. It's the dush mordity that soaks into one from
childhood, soaks into the soul and softens the nerve. The tripe they put across In the Chape! And | help
them, fool that | am. Tharr filthy dave-rdigion has got into my blood. To hdl with it! | know in my soul
I'm a born master, not a dave. Yet I'm the dave of daves. Body and mind, I'm bound except my right
am, sometimes, as now. Curse ther poisonous mordity! | have my own mordity, the will of the master
inme. But | have let mysdf be tricked by the dave minds. I'll not be bound by their cant any more. I'm a
men of power, born to lead men of power and use the daves as | will. They shdl sweat and suffer for
me, me, the master mind. God is not love, he's power, not gentle, but crud. Il work the davestill they
drop dead, for the glory of crue God. He's strong and bloody, and the suffering of daves is the breath of
hislife Of daves and women. Why have | dways held back from women, feding a Sckly responshbility
toward them? Mildred! she wantsto own me, but | want to own her, and by God I'll have her, and not
on her terms. I'll have her for fierce love, and sweet torture. And when she's broken I'll have others. Why
have scruples, why be ashamed? | dhdl live as my bold manhood wills. | shdl live forever. Il find the
way. | know I'm God's right hand. God and | are one. And when | wake fully | shdl be dearly God
agan, as | was before the daves caught me. Then I'll pull them to pieces likeflies, and laugh.”

After this the script became so violent and shocking that Sir James could stand no more of it. With his left
hand he snatched away the pencil, whereupon the right hand clawed a the left, drawing blood. The
sudden pain seemed to affect the right arm itsdlf, for it fdl inert on the desk.

Sr James mind too seemed paralysed. He sat saring like a spellbound rabbit at hisright hand. Presently,
he recovered auUfficiently to resolve that he mugt cdl in the doctor that very evening. But fird he mugt
pray, for obvioudy Satan was a work in him. He covered his face with his left hand, and soon his right
hand obediently joined it. He implored the God of his Chapd to free him from this curse, promising that
he would henceforth live alife of blameess devotion. The more he prayed, the more it seemed to him that
to cdl in medicd aid would be a confesson of defeet, of Foiritud depravity. No, he mogt conquer the
invader imsdf with no aid but the Lord's.

Next morning, of course, his am was norma. The routine of his life went on as usud, and he dlowed
himsdf to bdieve that dl would be wel. But the presence of Miss Smith disturbed him with horrible
fantases. His dictating became incoherent, and she could see that he was in great distress. At lagt he
bowed his head on his hands and said, "Oh, God, what shdl | do?' On a sudden impulse she came and
bent over him, laying a hand on his shoulder. "Tdl me what is the matter. Tdl me everything. | do so want
to help. It's no use my pretending | don't love you, because you know | do, with dl my soul.” Unwisdy
he raised his own right hand and pressed the hand on his shoulder. At once the rebed am woke for
independent action, and saized the little hand on his shoulder. He sprang to his feet, dmaost knocking her
over, and backed away from her. But his right hand, gripping her so fiercdy that she cried out, dragged
her after him. She vainly struggled to free hersdlf, while hisright hand ground the bones of her fingers and
pam in its extravagantly powerful grip. With his left, Sir James tried in vain to free the prisoner. Then,
remembering the effect of pain, he reached out toward the desk, took up a pencil, and jabbed again and
agan a the back of hisright hand. He fet nothing, but the right arm fdl paralysed.

Miss Smith stood nursing her crushed member. Tears of physicd pain and mentd distress stood in her
eyes, and the sight roused in him a surge of tenderness. She became suddenly a living person to him. He
saw her as something much more admirable than himsdf, and as a living spirit suffering because of him.
He longed to put his arms round her and comfort her, and to be with her forever. "My dear,” he said, but
sad no more. For this sudden access of generous emotion seemed to him a mere trick of the diabalic
power that was tormenting him, a trick to make him compromise himsdf with her. His surge of affection
quickly gave place to fear, and even to repugnance. She was the eternd temptress, an indrument of



Satan. If he gave way to sentimentdity he might be tricked into marrying her. And this he had no intention
of doing. He had long ago consecrated himsdf to a more important end than domegtic bliss. He thought
of himsdf as a sort of Chridtian knight in the service of the Church, or rather Chapdl. No, emphaticaly he
mugt not get himsdf entangled. He had important work to do in the city, and if ever he did take a wife,
she must be carefully chosen. Mildred Smith was only his secretary, and no fit match for a knighted
aderman.

So his manner suddenly changed from warmth to formdlity. "Miss Smith," he said, "you had better go. |
am profoundly distressed that you should have had this painful experience. | am entirdy to blame for
kesping you, but | found your services so vadugble. As things have turned out, however, | must very
regretfully terminate your connection with the Hrm." She interrupted to say, "But | can't leave you like
this | must see you through this horrible trouble. | mugt-," but he cut her short.. "l shdl be dl right. Please
go. Your sday shdl be pad for a month, while you find another post, and | shdl do my best to help
you." She turned toward the door, with a rather chilly "Very wdl." He added hedtily, "I shdl be deeply
obligated if you will dlow me persondly, as a token of my gratitude for dl you have done, dso to pay
you an annuity of fifty pounds;, of course on condition that you say nothing about your unfortunate
experience here."

She looked a him with an expression in which tenderness seemed to struggle with indignation, then lad a
hand on the doorknob. He moved over to her urging her to accept his offer and raisng the annuity to a
hundred pounds. Indignantly she turned the handle. He pressed closer to her, urgently but pompoudy
pleading. Suddenly he became aware of a change in the Stuation. Hisleft hand had fdt for her right hand
on the doorknob. She had withdrawn her hand, but his left hand gently seized it, and was now raisng it to
his lips. His formd and tactless remarks were smothered in a kiss. The whole action of his left arm,
though not of hislips, was automatic; yet he had no direct awareness of it until he saw the movement of
his left hand as it raised her hand toward his lips. And then he fdt the soft, smooth contact on his
pesking lips. There was a little pause before she snatched her hand away, and he at the same moment
stepped back from her. The kiss, for he had alowed his lips to play ther part, and in no grudging
manner, indeed with fervour, had flooded him once more with a glow of affection and opened his eyes to
the heartlessness of his recent proposal. But panic soon seized him. For a moment it had been difficult to
tear himsdf away. But he did s0, and as he stepped back his left aam extended itsdf toward her with the
hand upturned in an unmigtakable though mute appeal. Then it quigtly sank to his side.

They stood looking a one another. Presently he noticed that her face had lit up with tenderness and a
happy smile, and at the same time, to his horror, he became aware that he had jugt said, "Oh forgive me!
You are lovdy and sane and generous. When | am cured | shdl very humbly ask you to marry me" But
now he hurriedly and in a condtricted voice cried out, "No! | didn't say that, | didn't, something se sad
it" Staggering to his desk, he sat down and buried his face in his hands, moaning, "Oh God, what has
happened to me?

His secretary, covering her agitation under a cold, efficdent manner, moved across to the telephone,
saying, "You mus have the doctor at once. Il phone But he sat up and emphaticdly forbade her,
ingging that no doctor could cure him. It was a matter between him and God. She raised the receiver,
sying sharply, "Dont be dlly! You must have a doctor.” But in a rough and angry voice he cried, "Put
thet down! Y ou seem to have a bad effect on me. Y ou don't understand me. Kindly go!”

In great distress and perplexity she went out of the room.

Alone, he paced his office. "This is the dimax," he told himsdf. "I dare not leave this room till | have
conquered Satanin me. | mudt pray.”

But he could not pray. He il strode about the room. It was late in the afternoon, and clerks and typiss



were putting away the indruments of their craft and preparing to go home. Presently these noises ceased.
He heard only the street sounds, the clatter of the trams, the hoating of motors.

The winter dusk was dosing in. He switched on the light and drew the curtains. He lit a cigarette; then
stubbed it out, for his intention was to pray. He sat down at his desk, covered his face with his hands,
and murmured, "Oh Chrigt save mel | am willing to write the letter and sacrifice my career, and give up
dl the work that | had planned for Thy service in this city. | am willing, but the devil that torments me will
not let me. Oh Chrigt give me strength to cast out this horrible thing that possesses me. Save me, save
me! I'll grant the shopgirls their rise of wages, though itll cut the profits to the bone." His mind wandered
off into business problems. Presently he redlized that he was no longer praying, so he rose and walked
about the room again. He brought his thoughts back to hisreligion. "God sent His son to die for snners”
he mused. "I am asnner likedl men, and | repent; and | love God aswdl as| can. And yet the devil dill
holds me. Why, why? What am | to do? What more can | do than repent and accept the duty of writing
thet letter? Surdly Satan ought to leave me now. Surely God ought to make me whole again, so thet | can
go on sarving Him." Once more Sir James prayed. "Oh, God," he pleaded, "show me what it is that |
mugt do.”

He was ganding near the window with his back to it. At this moment his left am reached awkwardly
behind him and drew the curtain. He turned and looked into the darkness. Between the tops of two great
commercid buildings across the sireet there was a patch of ky and one bright star. The left am
extended itsdf dowly toward the darkness, toward the star. The back of the hand was uppermost, the
fingers were loosdly spread. For a moment the am remained stationary, then dowly sank to his sde.
There was no migaking the gesture. It expressed salutation, self-surrender, peace.

For aful hdf-minute Sir James gazed in Slence a the Star. Like others, he accepted intdlectudly the
vastness and mysery of the universe, but emationdly he rebelled againd it. In that hdf-minute he had a
new experience, one which he certainly could not have described adequately. "The heavens declare” he
whispered, but could not finish the quotation; for a sudden sense of the pitiful inadequacy of human
language slenced him. "Beauty, mystery, love™" he said, "and terror too! And dl, dl mus be accepted,
gledly, by the heart."

But no sooner had he said this than he was frightened. Could he be going quite mad? Horror must be
accepted? Now the star became merdy a symbal of the brute power and brainless immengty of the
materid universe. It seemed to him that in such a universe there was no place for divine love. His faith
crumbled away, and he was left with utter negation and hate. In a sudden passion of sdf-assertion, he
clenched his right fig and raised it agang the star. But then his left hand rose and gently stroked the
raised fig, soothing it downwards, until it subsided into quietness.

For a moment peace returned to him; a peace which did indeed pass understanding, since it seemed to
him irrationd that this sense of immendty and mystery, and of the inadequacy of his faith, should rouse
him to any emotion but horror. Interpreting this strange experience as another trick of Satan, he reached
out impatiently with hisright hand and drew the curtain, shutting out the night. Once more he sat down a
his desk and covered his face with his hands to pray. But prayer would not come. No words that he
could think of seemed fit to express the obscure turmail of his mind.

Presently, while his eyes were ill shut in the attempt to pray, he redized that his left hand was no longer
on hisface. He opened his eyes and saw that the hand was groping on the desk. As soon as it was aided
by vison, it took a piece of paper and a pencil and began to write; dmogt illegibly, for Sir James had not
made much progress in learning to write with his left hand. Moreover the paper kept shifting, Snce he
was not holding it in pogition with the other hand. Anxious to discover what his left hand would write, he
now lowered hisright hand and held the paper steady.



The left hand wrote: "Could | but wake fully, and control my whole body as I now control my left am!
Could | but be dways my clear-headed sdf, and not merdly that dull-witted insengtive part of me tha
regards itdf asthe true |, and normaly controls my whole body! Now, | see so clearly. But that other I,
that poor, blind, logt I, can never see anything clearly, in spite of dl its shrewd ‘realism." Now, | see my
whole past career asin the main a sham, a vast sdf-seeking under the cloak of noble motives. Yet not
just self-seeking. No! | redly did, | suppose, want to stand for liberty and brotherhood; but dways the
care for my | own reputation vitiated al my conduct. And so | could never bring mysdf to write that
letter. | wanted to do it, in a way; but dways the worst, the savage part of me took care to prevent me
from doing it. And then Mildred! Sane, lovely, loyd Mildred! Only when | am my true clear sdf dare |
admit thet | love her, and then only my left hand can dumgly tdl her so. She done can save me from
mysdf and put me right with God. Yet inmy dull state | fed superior to her and am on my guard against
her! 1, pompous, mean, and insendtive that | am, fed superior to Mildred Smith! And then the Chapel!
Oh God, the Chapd! At heart, no doubt, | am fathful to it Smply because | know it does, in its archaic
symboliam, enshrine Love, which redly isin some dark way divine. But | am utterly sidetracked by dl the
mythology and by my own inveterate self-esteem. | mugt, | mugt keep awake dways. | mug diginguish
adways between the very spirit, which is hidden somewhere in the Chapd (but it shines so much more
cearly in Mildred) and dl the miserable imitations of it, in the Chapel, in my own life, in the rotten society
that | hep to run. | shdl never write the letter till | have tamed the savage, puerile part of me and that |
ghdl never do till | am fully, permanently, awake, as now | am temporarily awake. But | must do much
more than write the letter, and then sdf-lovingly defend mysdf from its consequences. | mugt join with the
oppressed and fight in their battle. | must change the whole temper and structure of my business. | must
bring a new spirit into the Chapdl, or leave it. And | must have the courage to marry the woman | love.™”

At this point Sir James could stand no more. With his right hand he snatched away the paper, crumpled
it, and threw it into the fire. For amoment the left hand continued to write, on the blotting paper. But the
right hand, now beyond control, seized a pen and stabbed a the left hand with savage strength,
haf-burying the nib in the flesh. Sir James fdt nothing, but the left hand was paradlysed. Crazy joy filled
him at the gght of blood, and when the right hand stabbed again, and then again, he laughed. Presently it
began furioudy writing on the blotting paper with the bloody pen. Lavatory obscenities and crude
pornographic drawings were interspersed with megdomaniac daims and hatred of the "swine-spirit, in
my left am.” Now and again, as the pen dried, it was fed again from the left hand's blood. Sr James
watched with glee, forgetful of his respectable sdf. But presently the pardysis and ansesthesia of his left
am ceased. He became aware of sharp pain. At the same time he fdt a surge of disgust a the mess of
blood and ink. And then his normd sdif, which had been eclipsed by its acceptance of the right arm's
savagery, woke to the redization of the terrifying conflict between his respectable vaues and this upsurge
of savagery. Exeting dl the strength of his will, he cried out, "Oh, Jesus Chrigt, save me, save me" His
prayer gave place to silence. For a while he waited, ligening to the silence. Then madness overwhdmed
him.

When the cleaners came in the morning, they found a wrecked room. The drawers of the desk had dl
been dragged out, their contents scattered on the floor. Chairs were overturned, pictures torn down, their
glass broken. The horrified women thought of burglars. Sr James was in an easy char nurang his right
am, which he had somehow broken. When they questioned him he replied with a lot of "rude words'
and no sense. Hisleft hand kept making the movements of writing, so one of the women put a pencl into
it, and held a piece of paper under it. He wrote the word "Doctor” and a telephone number, then the
letter "M." But at this point his whole body was shaken by a kind of fit, and he wrote no more. After his
broken arm had been attended to, Sir James was taken to a nurang home which specidized in mentd
patients. The hope that, under proper care, he will recover his sanity is at present uncertain.

A WORLD OF SOUND



THE ROOM WAS OVERCROWDED AND STUFFY. THE musc seemed to have no intdligible
form. It was a mere jungle of noise. Now one ingrument and now another blared out hdf a tune, but
evary one of these abortive musgca creatures was killed before it had found its legs. Some other and
hodtile beast fdl upon it and devoured it, or the whole jungle suffocated it.

The grain of fallowing this sruggle for existence wearied me. | closed my eyes, and must have fdlen
adeep; for suddenly | woke with a start. Or seemed to wake. Something queer had happened. The
music was dill going on, but | was paralysed. | could not open my eyes. | could not shout for help. |
could not move my body, nor fed it. | had no body.

Something had happened to the music, too, and to my hearing. But what? The tissue of sounds seemed
to have become incomparably more voluminous and involved. | am not musca; but suddenly | redized
that this music had overflowed, so to speak, into dl the intervas between the normd semitones, that it
was usng not merely quarter-tones but "centitones’ and "millitones™ with an effect that would surdy have
been a torture to the normd ear. To me, in my changed state, it gave a sense of richness, solidity, and
vitdity quite lacking in ordinary music. This queer music, moreover, had another source of wedth. It
reached up and down over scores of octaves beyond the range of normd hearing. Yet | could heer it.

As| lisened, | grew surprisingly accustomed to this new jargon. | found mysdf eeslly diginguishing all
sorts of coherent musica formsin this world of sound. Againg an obscure, exotic background of more or
less congant chords and fluttering "leefage” so to speak, several prominent and ever-changing
sound-figures were playing. Each was a persstent musica object, though fluctuating in detail of gesture
and sometimes ranging bodily up or down the scale.

Suddenly | made a discovery which should have been incredible, yet it seemed to me at the time quite
familiar and obvious. | found mysdf recognizing that these active sound-figures were dive, even
intdligent. In the normd world, living things are perceived as changing patterns of visble and tangible
characters. In this mad world, which was coming to seem to me quite homely, patterns not of colour and
shape but of sound formed the perceptible bodies of living things When it occurred to me that | had
fdleninto aland of "program musc' | was momentarily disgusted. Here was a whole world thet violated
the true canons of musicd art! Then | reminded mysalf that this musc was not merdy tdling but actualy
living its story. In fact it was not art but life. So | gave rein to my interest.

Obsarving these creatures that disported themsdves before me, | discovered, or rather rediscovered,
that though this world had no true space, such as we perceive by sght and touch, yet it did have a sort of
space. For in some sense these living things were moving in relation to me and in relation to one ancother.
Apparently the "space’ of this world consisted of two dimensions only, and these differed completdy in
qudity. One was the obvious dimenson of tondity, or pitch, on the subtle "keyboard" of this world. The
other was perceived only indirectly. It corresponded to the heard nearness or remoteness of one and the
same ingrument in the norma world. Just as we see things as near and far through the dgnification of
colour and perspective, so inthis strange world, certain characters of timbre, of harmonics, of overtones,
conveyed a sense of "nearness’; others a sense of "disance” A peculiar blatancy, often combined with
loudness, meant "near”; a certain flatness, or ghodliness of timbre, generdly combined with faintness,
meant “far.”" An object receding in this"levd" dimenson (as | caled it) would gradudly lose its full-bodied
timbre, and its detail and preciseness. At the same time it would become fainter, and & last inaudible.

| should add that each sound-object had dso its own characterigtic timbre, dmost as though each thing in
this world were a theme played by one and the same insrument. But | soon discovered thet in the case of
living things the timbre-range of each individud was very wide for emotiond changes might be
accompanied by changes of timbre even greater than those which digtinguish our ingruments.

In contrast with the variegated but dmost changeess background or landscape, the living things were in



constant movement. Always preserving ther individudity, their basic identity of tond pattern, they would
withdraw or approach in the "levd" dimenson or run up and down the scale. They adso indulged in a
ceasdess rippling play of muscd gesture. Very often one of these creatures, traveling up or down the
scae, would encounter another. Then either the two would Smply interpenetrate and cross one another,
as transverse trains of waves on a pond; or there would be some sort of mutud readjustment of form,
goparently so as to enable them to squeeze past one another without "collison.” And callison in this
world seemed to be much like dissonance in our music. Sometimes, to avoid collison, a creature needed
merdy to effect adight dteration inits tond form, but sometimesit had to move far aside, so to speak, in
the other dimension, which | have caled the "levd" dimension. Thusit became for awhile inaudible.

Ancther discovery now flashed upon me, again with curious familiarity. | mysdf had a "body" in this
world. This was the "nearest” of dl the sound-objects. It was so "nea” and so obvious that | never
noticed it till it was brought into action. This happened unexpectedly. One of the moving creatures
inadvertently came into collison with a minor part of my muscad body. The dight vidlaion of my
substance stabbed me with a little sharp pain. Immediatdy, by reflex action and then purposgfully, |
readjusted my muscd shape, so as to avoid further conflict. Thus it was that | discovered or
rediscovered the power of voluntary action in this world.

| aso emitted a loud coruscation of musicd gesture, which | at once knew to be sgnificant speech. In
fact | said in the language of that world, "Damn you, that's my toe, that was" There came from the other
an ansvering and gpol ogetic murmur.

A newcomer now approached from the dlent distance to join my frolicking companions. This being was
extremdy aitractive to me, and poignantly familiar. Her lithe figure, her lyricd yet fantly sdirica
movement, turned the jungle into Arcadia. To my ddlight | found that | was not unknown to her, and not
whally unpleasing. With agay gesture she beckoned me into the game.

For the firg time | not only changed the posture of my muscd limbs but moved bodily, both in the
dimendon of pitch and the "levd” dimenson. As soon as | approached, she dipped with laughter away
from me. | followed her; but very soon she vanished into the jungle and into the remoteness of slence.
Naturdly | determined to pursue her. | could no longer live without her. And in the exquisite harmony of
our two natures | imagined wonderful creetive potentidities.

Let me explain briefly the method and experience of locomoation in this world. | found that, by reaching
out amudcd limb and knitting its extremity into the sound-pattern of some fixed object at a distance, in
ather dimension or both, | obtained a purchase on the object, and could draw my whole body toward it.
| could then reach out another limb to a dill farther point. Thus | was able to dimb about the forest of
sound with the speed and accuracy of a gibbon. Whenever | moved, in @ther dimension, | experienced
my movement merely as a contrary movement of the world around me. Near objects became nearer, or
less near; remote objects became less remote, or dipped further into the distance and vanished. Smilaly
my movement up or down the musicd scale appeared to me as a degpening or heightening of the pitch of
dl other objects.

In locomoation | experienced no resistance from other objects save in the callison of dissonance, which |
could generdly avoid by dtering my shape. | discovered that a certain degree of dissonance between
mysdf and another offered only very dight resstance and no pan. Indeed, such contacts might be
pleasurable. But harsh discords were a torture and could not be maintained.

| soon found that there was a limit to my possible movement up and down the scde. At a point many
octaves below my normd gtuation | began to fed oppressed and duggish. As | toiled downwards my
discomfort increased, urtil, in a sort of swoon, | floated up again to my native musicd plane. Ascending
far above this plane, | fdt a firs exhilaration; but after many octaves a sort of light-heededness and



vertigo overtook me, and presently | sank reding to the few octaves of my norma habitat.

In the "levd" dimendon there seemed to be no limit to my power of locomation, and it was in this
dimengon chiefly that | sought the vanished nymph. | pressed forward through ever-changing tond
landscapes. Sometimes they opened out into "levd™ vigtas of remote, dim, musgca objects, or into "tond"
vidas, deep and lofty, reveding hundreds of octaves above and bedow me Sometimes the view
narrowed, by reason of the dense muscd "vegedion,” to a mere tunnd, no more than a couple of
octavesin height. Only with difficulty could I work my way dong such a passage. Sometimes, in order to
avoid impenetrable objects, | had to clamber far into the treble or the bass. Sometimes, in empty regions,
| had to legp from perch to perch.

At lagt | began to weary. Movement became repugnant, perception uncertain. Moreover the very form of
my body logt something of its pleasant fullness. Ingtinct now impdled me to an act which surprised my
intdlect though | performed it without hestation. Approaching certain luscious little musca objects,
certain very smple but vigorous little enduring patterns of timbre and harmony, | devoured them. That is,
| broke down the sound-pattern of each oneinto smpler patterns; and these | incorporated into my own
harmonious form. Then | passed on, refreshed.

Presently | was confronted by a crowd of the intdligent beings tumbling helter-skelter toward me and
jodtling one another in their haste. Their emotiond timbre expressed such fear and horror that my own
mudca form was infected with it. Hadtily moving mysdf severd octaves toward the bass to avoid thar
frantic course, which was modly in the treble, | shouted to them to tel me what was the matter. As they
fled past | digtinguished only a cry which might be trandated, "The Big Bad Walf."

My fear left me, for now | recognized that this was a flock of very young creatures. So | laughed
resssuringly and asked if they had encountered the lovely being whom | was seeking. And | laughed to
mysdf a the ease and sweetness with which her muscd name came to me when | needed it. They
answered only with an augmented scream of infantile grief, as they faded into the distance.

Disturbed, | pursued my journey. Presently | came into a grest empty region where | could hear a very
remote but ominous growl. | hated, to ligen to the thing more clearly. It was approaching. Its form
emerged from the distance and was heard in detail. Soon | recognized it as no mere childish bogey but a
huge and ferocious brute. With lumbering moation in the bass, its limbs propelled it a a surprisng speed.
Its harsh tentacles of sound, flickering hither and thither far up into the treble, nosed in search of prey.

Redizing at |lat the fate that had probably befdlen my dear companion, | turned sick with horror. My
whole musica body trembled and wavered with faintness.

Before | had decided what to do, the brute caught 9ght of me, or rather sound of me, and came
pounding toward me with the roar and scream of a train, or an approaching shdl. | fled. But soon
redizing that |1 was losng ground, | plunged into a thicket of chaotic sound, which | heard ahead of me
and wdl up in the treble. Adapting my musica form and colour as best | could to the surrounding
wilderness, | continued to dimb. Thus | hoped both to conced mysdf and escape from the reach of the
cresture's tentacles. Almog fanting from the dtitude, | chose a perch, integrating my musca limbs with
the pattern of the fixed objects in that locdity. Thus anchored, | waited, motionless.

The brute was now moving more dowly, nosing in search of me as it approached. Presently it lay
immediatdy below me, far down in the bass. Its body was now dl too clearly heard as a grim cacophony
of growling and belching. Its strident tentacles moved benesth me like the waving tops of trees benegth a
men dinging to a diff face. Sll searching, it passed on benesth me. Such was my rdief that | logt
consciousness for a moment and dipped severa octaves down before | could recover mysdf. The
movement revealed my position. The beast of prey returned, and began cdlambering awkwardly toward



me Altitude soon checked its progress, but it reached me with one tentacle, one dieking arpeggio.
Desperately | tried to withdraw mysdf farther into the treble, but the mongter's limb knit itsdf into the
sound-pattern of my flesh. Franticadly sruggling, | was dragged down, down into the suffocating bass.
There, fangs and talons of sound tore me agonizingly limb from limb.

Then suddenly | woke in the concert hdl to a greast confuson of scraping chairs. The audience was
making ready to leave.

THE SEED AND THE FLOWER (1916)

God sowed a seed, and there came a flower.
Haly is God, and the world His flower.

THERE was a poor man who had afidd, wherein he laboured dl day. He had a daughter, an only child,
and he loved her. At sunset, after hiswork, he looked at the fidd; and twilight fdl upon him looking, and
the stars came out. God's flower hung over him open, and he knew it not. But he cdled his daughter from
the house, and lad his hand on her head. And he said, "The fidd bears wdl: | will buy thee shoes and
gockings" So, she made merry in the darkness; and he saw God in her.

At dawn there came an army out of the East, and lad waste the fidld. They st fire to the house and the
goods, and, used the daughter foully. Anger strengthened the man againgt his enemies, and he killed three
of them. But the rest struck open his head, and threw him away. When they had done, they went; and the
gr died.

The man lay dl day, knowing nathing. But in the evening he looked up, and saw the sky. And a bright
gar comforted hm with peace; so that he cared not for his pain, thinking of God only. But when he
turned a little he saw the girl, and remembered. He crept to her and kissed her hair. And he made a vow.

Therefore when hiswound was hedled up, he made haste to be a soldier. He went with his companions
to the great war, mindful of his daughter. He rgjoiced in killing the enemy every day, till he was drunken
with the blood of them.

It happened that he came on one dying, that was an enemy. The enemy said, "Stay with me, | pray thee,
whilel die" He went up to hint dowly to stay with him, frowning upon him. But the enemy said, "Kned, |
pray thee; hold my hand." He knedled and took the hand of the enemy, awaiting death. The enemy sad,
"I have two boys, and my wife loves me" They were slent. And the enemy died.

The man left im for the crows and the ants, but he went away grieving. And his spirit flagged, and he lay
down. He saw a hogt of ants on the ground killing one another; but beside him was a great and old tree,
whose leaves were innumerable. The wind stirred dl the leaves of the tree, meking one great sound. The
sound gave peace to the man, and he dept.

He woke in the night, and the stars were innumerable. The murmur of the leaves seemed the song of dll
the stars. And the earth sang dso, and life everywhere; and the armies sang, and the dead sang. And he
heard his daughter, leading dl. Therefore the man listened until the dawn, and until the sun rose. And he
stood up before the sun, and made a vow.

He went to his comrades and said, "Brothers, it is a shame to kill; it were better to die. Let us go over to
our brothers, and make peace.” But they said, "Wilt thou persuade a million? Nay, we must guard the
land." But when they were told to attack, the man would not. An officer saw him, and urged him. But the
men said, "Brother, it is a shame to kill; it were better to die” The officer was grieved, and killed him.



God sowed a seed: it adventured after beauty.
The God of dl Soulsisthe beauty of that flower.

There was a young man of noble blood, who would not kill. An enemy rose up againg his people, and dl
hiss friends became soldiers; but the young men stayed a home grieving, and waked done in the fidds.
But the enemy devoured the cattle and the harvest, and daughtered the people; and the young man had
no peace with himsdf, for he doubted. So he went on to a mountain to question with God. He saw the
cornfields and the cottages, and the city far awvay. And he said, "Though | lose my soul, we mugt save the

people.”

So he went down with a heavy heart, and became a soldier. He took men into battle, and men were
killed. But after the battle he went aside and threw himsdf on the ground, and wept for the killed, and for
the wounded. He cried, "Oh, God ddiver me from killing, for my soul sickens.”

But again he went into bettle, and the daughter was great. And when it was done, he stood among the
dead thinking. He said, "Whét is desth? What evil isin it? Degath is deep deep, and pain is a dream.
Whereislife thereis drife; and thence grew the soul. And the god of dl grief is God."

Many time afterwards he took men into battle, forcing himsdf. He thought of the people and the cause
only, and would not see the dead. He did deeds of vaour and kindness, and was beloved.

One day when he led his men to attack, a man would not. And he urged the man to attack; but the man
sad, "Brother, it is a shame to kill; it were better to die” The officer feared lest others should be
corrupted, and the cause logt. So he killed the man: but he grieved.

The officer went into battle, and they gained the victory through him. The enemy were daughtered in
thousands, and driven headlong; and the young man became a great commander, honoured of dl
soldiers. But he lived for the cause; and he grieved.

It happened on a dark night that they brought in his friend dead. So he went out into the wind and the
rain, to think about his friend. The rain beat upon him, and there was no clear ky; yet he remembered
the gtars, dedring them. There was a great wind that bent down the trees; and the leaves and little
branches were tom off, scourging his face. He cried doud to God, saying, "Wheat wilt thou of me? It is far
better to die than to kill."

In the morning they brought him a young man of the enemy, saying that he was a spy. But he looked into
the eyes of the young man and found no guile in them. The young man said, "Sayer! My work is to make
peace between the peoples. The peoples curse war: they curse thee™" But the officer told them to release
him, and said to him, "Brother, since it is a shame to kill, it is far better to die" And the officer went
outsde, and killed himsdf.

God sowed a seed, cartain of the flower;
But man must doubt till the bud burst.

There was a young man of intdligence, a skilled iron worker. He quarrelled with his masters, so that they
threatened him. But he urged his companions to stand by him, for he said, "the right is with me" and they
stopped work and stood by him. After a month they came to him and said, "We are weary;" but he
answered, "The cause is jus;” and they departed. After another month they came again and said, "Our
wives and our children garve™ but he said, "The cause is just;" and they departed. But after another
month they came and sad, "We are beaten.” He said, "Though ye die, the cause isjud." But they went
back to ther work, deserting him.

The young man wandered from city to city, seeking work and the truth. And it happened one night before



dawn that he read deeply in a book; but he grew weary of its wisdom, and opened the window; and he
looked up among the roofs and the chimneys, and saw a star. He thought, "The stars are thrown hither
and thither for no purpose; men are thrown hither and thither, and thereisno God." And he thought, "The
gars clash not, but men dagh; | will make order in earth asin heaven.”

But two great armies came out of the East and the West, and the young man was taken away to be a
soldier. But he considered while they took him and said, "All peoples are one: it is foolish to make war: |
will not." They were angry with him, but he would not be persuaded. So they took him to work in the
mines where they could compel him. He laboured under ground dl day, and the darkness entered into his
soul. He said, "The rich contrive war, lest the people should rebel. Perish the rich, robbers and
murderers.”

The young man escaped from the mines, and went between the peoples meking peace. But the enemy
seized him as a py and took him before an officer; and the young man cursed the officer, in the name of
the peoples. But the officer set him free, and said, "Brother, since it is a shame to kill, it is far better to
die" Then the officer killed himsdf, and the young man was glad. But the soldiers wept over ther officer
like children, because they loved him. The young man was ashamed.

He escaped through both armies into the borders of his own country. And he was perplexed because of
the officer, and because of God. Now he sat by the roadside thinking, and looking into the blue sky for
God. There came anumber of carts, wherein were folk and ther goods; and the last cart lagged sordly,
for the horse was old. An old man and a girl were in the cart, and the girl drove. The young man went
dong with the lagt cart and asked, "Who are dl ye?' The girl looked a him, and he saw tha she was
holy. But she turned her eyes from him and said, "The enemy came upon us" His heart smote him
because of them, so that he cried, "Cursed be the enemy.” But she said, "Who art thou that cursest?' He
answered, "l am aman of peace.” She looked into his eyes, saying, "Art thou s0?"

The young man went away perplexed, grieving for the old man and the girl. All day long he thought about
her, and a night. And he dreamed tha he stood among the stars, ordering ther courses, and the officer
came to him, penitent because he had led one star astray. Therefore he cursed the officer, and sent im to
hell. But the girl rose before him, reproaching him; and she said, "His blood is upon thee, and the blood
of my father is upon thee. Thou hast killed them in thy self-righteousness. Thou little soul, who playest a
God."

In the morning the young man became a soldier to fight for the people. He was stripped of his pride and
became humbler than the humblest. And when winter began he went into battle, and fought gladly.

God sowed a seed: dowly buds the flower:
God will pluck when he wills.

There was an old man past work, whose daughter tended him. They sat in the doorway of ther house in
the evening; and the old man talked about his prime, and the gil sewed. But one came running by the
house who cried, "The enemy, the enemy!" The old man rose up in anger and said, "God drike them!”
But she led him into the house and made him ready for a journey; and she took the savings from the
chest, nine gold pieces, and knotted them in a handkerchief, and hid them on her. Then soldiers of the
enemy came in riotoudy, seeking entertainment, and when they saw the girl, rejoiced over her. But she
stood before them and said, "Friends, dl that we have is yours, but my father and | are not yours, but
God's" They saw that she was haly, and they were ashamed; but they told her to go away thence with
her father and their household goods, for there was to be a battle. So she harnessed the old horse to the
cart, and set her father in the cart, and gathered the household goods together, and packed them in the
cart. Then she dlimbed up beside her father and drove away.



Upon the road next day they met a young man who was not a soldier. She knew that he was indeed no
coward, but aman of peace, and in her heart she honoured him for it, and remembered him.

They continued on the way five daystill they came to the place dlotted to them. They were given ground
and a wooden hut, and there they dwelt. The gil made the house pleasant for her father, and tilled the
ground for vegetables. She hired hersdf out to labour in the fields, for dl the young men were at the war.
But they that worked with her looked askance at her; for she said, "Would that dl were men of peace.”

With winter came great cold and the snow; and the old man sickened toward desth. He said, "God
punish the enemy, who brought us to this™ But she answered, "Alas, they are God's children and He
loves them." And she said, "Rememberest thou the young man of peace?' He said, "Though the rivers
pour blood into the sea, and the peoples die off like autumn leaves; though dl lands be wrecked; yet shdll
the earth be filled full with men of peace.

He laid his hands on his daughter, blessng her; and he said, "God has need of such as thee, my daughter,
my darling." Then he died, and she was done weeping. She laid him out fairly with dean linen, and sat
with the dead till dawn, thinking about death.

On a soring evening as she came home through the fidds, the young man stood before her who had said,
"l am aman of peace." He said, "Because of thee | became a soldier, for my heart smote me. Because of
thee | put off my self-righteousness, and fought gladly. But it happened that | chased a man with sted and
he tripped. And my hand would not strike him, because he had tripped. A great horror of killing came
over me, so that | fled like one mad. | have done with soldiering for ever, though | die for it. That | might
tdl thee, | have sought thee very many days.” Now the girl wondered at his words; and she began to love
him. And they two wandered about among the fidds, loath to part; but at last they came into her garden,
and stood gill among the green things. She said, "See the stars, God's children aso. Surely they love, and
kill not." But he told her about the gtars, that they are great suns and worlds, and she said, "They tha
dwdl in those worlds, what of them?' She lifted up her hands to heaven, gregting those peoples, and she
sad to them, "Brothers and ssters whom | know not; do ye work and weep and love? Then | love you.
Do ye hate and kill and make war? Still | love you." Then were they two slent awhile before the mgesty
of the stars, and the mystery of one another. He said, "I knew not what God might be, till thou didst show
me Heisthe mgedy of dl the tars, and he isthe soul of one girl.”

Men came seeking im who arrested him as a deserter. They sad, "Brave men are dying, and thou
lurkest with a harlot." The young man broke loose raging, and hurt them. But they overpowered him and
killed him, and took away the body.

Thegirl stood dill in the pathway of the garden, among the green things. She lifted up her hands again to
the heavens, and to the peoples therein; and she cried to them, "Weep with me, weep with me, ye
peoples. They have taken my friend." But she wept not. She stood looking from star to star, amazed at
death. A great terror and joy seized her because of the near prescence of her friend.

God sowed a seed. It Sl not fall.
Though in autumn the leaves wither.

The earth was a battlefidd, and the cities hegps of ruins. All men were fighting: there were none to work.
The armies were hungry and very tired, and dill they fought. Women and children lay dead in the open
unburied, yet more babies were born. Pestilences ate the peoples; the earth was foul.

Fercer and fiercer grew the war, and neither Sde could conquer. The peoples began to rebd, and
confuson grew. Yet indl lands were men of peace, working agang war; and women of peace, who
would not bear sons for the daughter. Soldiers began to mingle with the enemy and be friends with them



between the battles, yet at a word of command they would go back to kill. Everyone said to himsdf,
"War is Hdl; there is no good init." But to his neighbour he said, "We auffer in a great cause” And s0
war devoured dl things and dl evil grew.

There was awoman on a battlefied, tending the wounded. The sun burned them and there was no water.
They began to rave, but nothing could be done. The woman was busy over them, but dl the while she
thought deeply, wondering that men endured so much for war, but for peace they dared nothing.

Now a grest mass of men ran thither, chased by the enemy; who daughtered them as they ran. The
womean stood up againg them compassionate, but she could not restrain them. They dl swept past her
raging, and she was left with the newly fdlen. But after a while the enemy returned bringing prisoners.
They would have seized her; but a holy anger came over her, so that they dared not. She cried, "Friends,
yedl hate war; why mug ye fight? Are ye mad, that ye can love and yet kill? Or are ye cowards, that ye
dare not throw down your wegpons? The whole world wants peace, and the whole world is afraid. See
the battlefidd, your work! Areye glad of it? Ye hate it, ye hate it, for ye are men, not wolves. Ye have
wives and mothers and sweethearts, and children trust you. How can ye kill under the blue sky in June?
Oh, we have dl logt Sght of God, and so we have no joy. Yet God is in everyone that loves, heisin
everyone's heart. Throw down your weapons, throw them down. Better die than kill. Better die men of
peace, than live making war. If ye dare, otherswill dare, and others and others; and so war mus end.”

A crowd gathered round her to ligen, and each man knew that she spoke the truth; for in everyone's
heart a voice answered her voice, the God in each speaking. A murmur rose from the crowd, so that al
knew thet dl approved. And they began throwing down their weapons, and suddenly al shouted for joy.
Then the women urged them to scatter over the country-side to speak for peace. And she said, "Mogt
will be killed, but it is for peace.”

Suddenly their enemy attacked them, and they let themsdves be overpowered. Most were quickly
destroyed, but they died prasing peace. The enemy were amazed, and fdtered in the killing; and soon
they dso threw away their wegpons, and became men of peace.

All that mixed host spread abroad to persuade men to stop war. Many were martyred, but they died in
joy. And the peoples were ready to hear; s0 the word spread. At last it was agreed that on a certain day
dl war should cease, and dl wesapons be gathered together and destroyed. And on that day it was done.
Each man took a vow, holding the hand of one that had been an enemy. All the armies marched home,
and in thar homes was joy.

Then men began to build again what had been destroyed, and to set on foot the great works of peace.
Everywhere there was sorrow dill, and the misery that war had made; but there was hope. Men began to
quarrd and to grasp what was within reach; but a new spirit dso dawned. The souls of men had been
chastened for the beginning of a new age. It sdl be an age of knowing God, and an age of joy.

The woman went back to her village and made a home for hersdf. She grew green suff for market, and
kept fowls. She went to market every week, carrying a ful basket. Her neighbours children loved her
and gave her a pet name. And often a night she went into the garden to look a the stars, and to ask
them about her friend who was dead She named the stars according to her fancy, knowing them so well.
She grew to hear the musc that is the song of dl the stars. And she knew her friend, and he was God.
Thenin the time when joy had come back into the world, she died.

God sowed a seed, and there came a flower.
Haly is God, and the world His flower.

THE ROAD TO THE AIDE POST (1916)



[Thisisthe earliest published prose fiction by Stapledon.)]

In Bdgium a two o'clock in the morning, an ambulance driver stepped out of his car and yawned. It had
raned snce the previous night and the world was very wet. But a lagt the west wind was victorioudy
pursuing the clouds, piling their disordered companies one upon ancther. Suddenly the moon shone.
White ruined houses on one sde of the street, huddled like sheep, looked towards the East and the star
shdls Dark ruined houses on the other sSde held their broken wals and rafters againg the sky. The driver
stood for a moment watching: he began a sgh, but successfully turned it into a yawn, and moved away to
prepare his car for two dretcher cases. Then he waked into the place that was once a children's
playground, toward the Aide post, once the school cdlar. How dow they were to-night in bringing out
the school cellar. How dow they were to-night in bringing out the wounded? He examined a new hole
where a Sl had gone through the building. He stood by a heap of debris and watched the moon. A
mighty white upright cloud was flying overhead. He looked up the sides of it as if he were standing at the
foot of some extravagant aerid leaning tower of Pisa, for ever fdling upon him through a sky visbly deep
as the universe. The moon looked at him in that Sgnificant way of hers, as if she were desperately trying
to tdl hm some good news. For a moment he stood fascinated by this sudden beauty. Then he
remembered himsdf, and carefully yawned in the face of the moon.

They brought out the wounded; one moaning, the other slent; the one face hdf hidden under rugs and
miserably moving; the other face whally hidden under white bandages. The stretchers were soon stowed
on board, driver and brancardier took their seats, and the old bus crept down the strest.

The moaning man moaned with regularity, save when the car bumped him into a cry. The other lay ill.
What an embusqué dacker | am! thought the driver What mugt these old fdlows think of me? The
moaning man was a vieux papa for whom war was an incongruous, last chapter to a life of tilling and
begetting. 1t was incongruous, but he had not complained. Gdlantry was not his line, but he had not
shirked anything that he was expected to do. Now he lay absorbed in his pain, praying for the end of the
journey, or losng himsdf among grotesque visons of crops and beast and burding shels, only to find
himsdf once more in a furnace of pain. The other lay Hill; no one can guess where his soirit wandered,
upon the earth or in the hollow sky. It's a miserable game, thought the driver, Why didn't | enlis long
ago? He had no peace principles, and he didiked people, who said they were pacifigs. War might be a
horrible mistake, but his soldier friends in Galipoli and Handers were dying well. They had excdled
themsdlves. Better make a hideous mistake and suffer with one's fdlows than be a lone prig. For him,
war was not scentific hate; it was love gone mad. England demanded him, and England was a nearer
thing than God. Besides, who said it was wrong to fight? The best things were won by fighting; and God
fought Satan. What a Paradise Lost if God had been a pacifist!

So thought the driver, as he drove down moonlit avenues. At the hospita, the car was unloaded, and he
saw the two broken men carried through the door that had received so many like them.

Now in the early dawn that driver came hurrying back. There was a rose pink glow in the Eadt, asif noill
hed ever come out of that quarter; as if hate were never in this world. Into this fairy land he drove, and
the joy of morning began in him. But the gentle appearance of things did not shake his resolution. Surdly,
aurdy, he mugt enligt, and give hislifewith his friends. The Red Cross was not a heavy enough cross for
such as he. The sunrise swallowed aid that was left of the night; the whole sky was on fire. He would go,
he would go. What was he that he should judge, when so many finer men had not hesitated to fight? His
Quaker parents would be very grieved, but he mugt do it. He himsdf was unhappy thinking of his parents
grief. After dl war was indeed a hideous thing. In fact his determination to fight began dready his
digllusonment. A secret voice saying You will fight only because you are ashamed not to fight. Y ou will
fight for you own peace of mind, not for victory, not for the cause. You have not forgotten yoursdf in the
cause. You will not even find the peace of mind you seek. The sun flashed from behind the Eastern



cloudbank and the trees and fidds and sparkling cand seemed suddenly to laugh, so bright they grew.
Oh God, what a world! cried the driver doud while the car roared dong. The sun and the countryside
undoubtedly confirmed that secret voice now that he allowed himsdf to attend to them.

He had heard someone say that just as private killing went out of date so will war someday go aso, and
that this War is but the red dawn of a new age wherein many obscurities will be enlightened. Surdly if
Peace and Goodwill could not be the idea of to-day they would be the idea of to-morrow. Woe unto
those who, having any inkling of that grest idea of to-morrow, desert it even for the highest of to-day's
ideds. The Fates had made him to have some glimpse of the dawn, before his fighting friends. Woe to
hmif he closed his eyes.

Not happy, nor content, nor even positive, was he on his return; but very sure that he would not fight. His
visgon of the new idea (whichisaso so old an ided) was very fant; but it was a vison, and commanded
hisdlegiance. Perhaps after dl he was making a mistake; but it was a noble mistake. The vison must be
followed even at the risk of his soul's life

The driver backed his car into its place; sumped into the camp, pulled his best enemy out of bed,
persuaded the puppy to lick the cook's dumbering face; and began his morning toilet. Many times again
he was tempted in that wilderness of doubt. Each time the vison was alittle clearer than before.

Heisatype, ishe not?

THE END



