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With the ambulance sedled and the Rutherford counter ticking nice and dowly, we cleared the hospita
checkpoint and sped through the lanes to Sandhurst and Rye, then took the main road east to Walland
Marsh and the junction at Brenzett to New Romney. It had been sunny when we departed, but aswe
neared the coadt, the sky turned leaden and overcadt, with asilvery-gray mist keeping visbility toamile
or s0. The coast road to Dungeness was a patchwork of repairs, with the newest craters either
barricaded off or spanned by temporary metd plates. Raph took it al in his stride, swerving the
ambulance thisway and that asif he had driven this road athousand times, never once letting our Speed
drop under forty miles per hour. | held onto the dashboard as the ambulance lurched from side to Side,
creaking on its suspension. Ralph wasn't my normal driver, and hetook a bit of getting used to.

“Not getting seasick are you, Wally?’ he asked, with abig amile.
“Inan ambulance, Sr?’

“It'sjust that you look abit green!”

“I'mfine, dr—right asrain.”

“You'rein safe hands, don’t worry about that.”

Between jolts| asked: “Been driving long, haveyou, Sr?’

“Twenty years or S0, on and off. Started off a sergeant with the Specid Congtabulary Unit, then got
mysdlf Sgned up as aprivate with the London Field Ambulance.”

“In France wereyou, Sir, before the retreat?’

“Steadly, lad. If the Patriotic League catches you cdling it that, they’ll have your gutsfor garters. It' sthe
‘consolidation,” remember. Well, | was there—doing this job. So was Ravel—he was driving for the
French, though, and we never met again.”

“Ravd, Sr?’
“Old teacher of mine. A long time ago now.”

| didn’t know much about Ralph, truth be told. Mr. Vaughan Williams was his name, but no one ever
cdled him anything other than Ral ph, or sometimes Uncle Ralph. He was afamiliar face at Cranbrook,
always organizing a Singsong around the mess piano. They say he used to be acomposer, and quitea
good one, athough I’ d never heard of him. Most of the chaps liked him because he didn’t have any airs
and graces, even though you could tell he was from a good background. | guessed he was about sixty,
but strong with it, asif he could go on for afew more years without any trouble. There were plenty like
him around: men who had signed up at the start of the war, when they were dtill in their early forties, and
who had hung on ever since. Sometimes when | listened to Mr. Chamberlain’ s speeches on the wirdless,
| wondered if I'd till be around in twenty years, with an ambulance mate young enough to be my son.

We passed a gun emplacement that was il in use, two barrels sticking out at an angle, like apair of
fingerstdling the Huns where to shoveit, and then another one that had been bombed, so that it was just
abroken shell, like a concrete-gray hat box that had been stepped on; then we slowed for a checkpoint
at agtriped kiosk hemmed in with sandbags. The guards had boxes hung around their necks, stuffed with
masksin case the gas darm went off. We were waved through without stopping, and then it was a clear



dash dong another mile or so of chalky road with barbed wire on both sides. Out of the mist loomed a
tall shape, the same gray color asthe gun emplacements, and alittle further along the road wasasimilar
shape and athird barely visble beyond that. From a distance they looked like tall gray tombstones
gticking out of theland. Drawing nearer | saw that the structures were dl dike, athough | till had no idea
of what they were. | couldn’t see any doors or windows or gun dits, a least not from the angle we were

approaching.

“I don’t suppose you have much ideawhat thisisal about,” Ralph said. “Never having been to
Dungeness, after dl. There are some other stations at Hythe and up the coast at Sunderland, but | don’t
imagine you' ve been there either.”

“No, gr,” | admitted.

“What were you doing before you ended up with the Corps?’

“Artillery, dr. Antiaircraft emplacement at Selsey.”

* Shoot down much?’

“A few spotter planes. One flying wing and a couple of zeppelins. Then | got wounded in Sevenoaks.”

We passed the first shape. Because the road snaked a bit, | was able to see that the front of the object
didn’'t have any doors or windows either, and no sign of gun dits. The main part was abig concrete bowl
with athick rim, tilted dmost onto its Side so that it faced out to sealike agreat curved ear. The bowl
was eadlly fifty or Sixty feet across, and itslower rim was about thirty feet off the ground. It was
attached—or cast as part of—a heavy supporting wall with doping sides made of the same dreary gray
concrete. A windowless hut was positioned under the rim of the bowl, and rising from the roof of this hut
was ameta tower that ended in apole, sticking up so that it wasin front of the middle part of the bowl.

“They’ve built them big now,” Ralph said. “They were only about haf the szewhen | washerelagt.”
“I'veno ideawhat thisisdl about, Sr.”

“Redlly, Waly?’

“Not aclue, gr.”

The ambulance dowed alittle, and we passed a concrete plinth on which was mounted a curious object,
resembling aflattened searchlight on a cradle that could be aimed in various directions. Two men were
stting on chairs attached to either side of the moving part of the cradle. In addition to their gas masks
they were wearing heavy black headphones. The men were gripping levers and steering whedls, and as
we passed the cradle, it tilted and rotated, making me think of adeepy dog suddenly waking up to follow
awasp. A third man was standing next to them holding a portable telephoneto his ear.

“The name of the game s acoustic location,” Raph said, before looking at me expectantly. “I expect it's
al asclear ascrysta now?’

“Not redlly, dr. But you said ‘ acoustic’ —I presume this has something to do with sound?’

“Very good. Thisisone of the main gtations on the south coast. Those chaps we just passed are listening
to the sky; that thing they’ re Sitting on can pick up sounds from tens of miles away.”

| thought about that for amoment. “Won't they have been deafened by us driving past?”’



“No more than you'’ d be blinded by the sun if you were looking in the opposite direction. The receiver
only amplifies the sounds coming into it dong the direction it’ s pointed—nothing € se matters. Those
chaps steer it around until they pick up the drone of an incoming airplane, and then they nod it back and
forth and sde to side until they know they’ ve got the strongest possible signd. Then athird chap reads
off the devation and directiond angle and telephones that information straight to the coastd defense
coordinator, who can then telephone ingtructions to the big guns or the Flying Corps.”

“When we were told to point our guns, Sir, | dways assumed it was down to spotters.”

“Which was undoubtedly what they wanted you think. Not that the Huns didn’t have their own stations,
but we aways reckoned our coordinating system was superior. On aclear day, when the airplanes are
within visua range, aspotter will aways do a better job than the sound men—it'sall aquestion of
wave engths and the problem of building sound mirrors much bigger than the oneswe aready have. But
when it’sdark, or the weather’ s closed in like this, and the aircraft are along way out, the fix provided
by the sound stations gives us several minutes of advance warning.”

The second concrete shape was now to our right. | noticed that the rim of the dish was missing abig
chunk and some concrete rubble was lying on the ground under it—it was asif someone had taken a
nibble from abiscuit. A man with white gloves and a gas mask was standing by the hut directing usto
continuedriving.

“Lookslike they took adirect hit,” | said. “What do you suppose it was?’

Raph steered for the third shape. “Flying wing or long-range shells. Doesn’'t make much difference
now—the one' s as bad asthe other.”

“ Are the concrete things the same as the one the men were steering?’

“Same generd idea, just scaed up. The men call them sound mirrors, which iswhét they are,
redly—giant mirrorsfor collecting al that sound and concentrating it on atiny spot just in front of the
dish”

“| don’'t see how you can steer one of those, gir, let alone nod it back and forth.”

“You can't, obvioudy. But you can move the pickup tube alittle, which hasa smilar effect. The three of
them are pointed in dightly different directions, to cover likely angles of gpproach. On agood day they’ll
pick up the bombers when they’ re still grouping over France.”

| couldn’t see any shapes beyond the third one, so | assumed thiswas the limit of the Dungeness station.
Beyond was a colorless tract of marshy scrub, asfar asthe mist would allow meto see. Thefina shape
was even more badly damaged than the second one, with two chunks missing from it. A big piece of
concrete had even falen onto the roof of the hut, though the structure appeared undamaged. A guard
with agas mask box around his neck was ushering usto park alongside the hut, gesticulating with some
urgency. He had a beetroot-red face and pockmarked cheeks, and he looked thoroughly fed up with his
lot.

Ra ph brought the ambulance to a hdt, and the engine muttered itself into sllence. Even through the
artight windows| could hear the dow rise and wail of asiren. The sSrenswent on for solong and so
often that the only thing you could do in the end was pretend not to hear them. If you didn’t, you'd go
witlesswith worry.

We got out of the ambulance, collected our gas mask boxes from under the seats, and took two
rolled-up stretchers from the rear compartment, carrying one apiece. We didn’t know how many injured



we would have to deal with, but it dways paid to assume the worst—if we had to come back for more
sretchers, we would.

“Inthere,” the beetroot-faced guard said, before stalking off in the general direction of the second shape.
“Bequick about it—after ashdlling like thisthe flying wings usudly comein.”

“How many injured?’ Ralph caled after him, but the man was dready fixing hismask into place and
appeared not to hear him. A seagull flew overhead and seemed to laugh at us.

“He shaving an off day,” | said, aswewaked over to the hut.

“Your nerveswouldn't bein fine fettle after spending long out here. The Huns have been bombing these
listening stations to smithereensfor years. Of course, we build ’em up again as soon asthey’re
done—the thing about concreteisit’s cheagp and quick—but for some odd reason that only encourages
them to keep coming back.”

“Pardon my asking, but how do you know al about this stuff, Sr? Isn't it top secret?’

“It was, athough it won’t be for much longer. | don’t doubt you' ve noticed those wirdess towersthat are
springing up everywhere?’

“Yes? | answered cautioudy, for | had seen the spindly constructions with my own eyes.

“Rumor mill saysthey’re something that’ Il put these listening posts out of businessin pretty sharp fashion.
Pick up planesfrom hundreds of miles away, not tens. But until they’ ve got ' em strung across the south
coast and wired together properly, these acoustic locators are dl we ve got.” Raph put his hand on the
door to the hut. “To answer your first question . . . well, let’ s attend to the chapsin herefirgt, shal we?’

The door to the hut was stiff with rubberized gas sedl's, but after agood tug it swung open easily enough.

| followed him inside, not quite sure what to expect. Despite the sedls, the hut was damp and cold, likea
dimy old cave by the sea. Although there were no windows, therewas an ectric light in the celling, a
bulb trapped behind ablack metal cage, with ared one next to it that was't on. Thelit bulb gave off a
squdid brown glow that it was going to take my good eye afew momentsto adjust to. There was some
furnitureingde: agray metal desk with ablack bakelite telephone, some chairs, some shelves with boxes
and technical books, and alot of secret-looking radio equipment, most of which was aso black and
bakelite. And aman sitting in one of the chairs at an angle to the desk, with abandage around his head
and another around hisforearm, his shirt deeverolled up. Aswe camein, he tugged headphones from his
head and put them down on the desk. He also closed a big green log book he had open on the desk,
diding it to the back. I'd only had aglimpse, but I’ d seen loose papers stuffed into the log book, with lots
of scratchy lines and blotches on them. | noticed there was afountain pen on the desk next to an

inkstand.

The man was agood bit older than me, dthough I’ d ftill have said he was ten years younger than
Raph—fiftyish, give or take. He still had amoustache even though they weren't in fashion nowadays. He
looked at us groggily, asthough he' d been haf adeep until that moment, and waved usaway ina
good-natured kind of way. “I’'m dl right, lads—just afew scratches, that’sdl. | told’em it wasn't worth
sending out for an ambulance.”

“WEll be thejudges of that, won't we, Wally?’ Ralph said to me, asif we' d been working together for
years.

| closed the door behind us.



The man stiffened in his chair and peered at the door with squinty eyes. “Raph? Good lord, it can't be,
canit?’

“George?’

“One and the same, old boy!”

Ra ph shook his head in delighted astonishment. “ Of dl the places!”

A smile spread across the other man’sface. 1 presume you found out | was working here?’

“Not at al!”

The man laughed. “But it was you that put the word infor me!”

He had quite a posh way of speaking, like Raph, but therewas abit of Y orkshirein there aswell.

| placed my gtretcher againgt thewall, coming to the conclusion | wouldn't be needing it, even though the
man would still need to come back to Cranbrook.

“Well, yes” Ralph said. “ But that was awhile ago, wasn't it? Y ou'l| have to make alowancesfor me,
I’ m afraid—getting abit doddery in my old age.” He put down his own stretcher and shook his head
agan, asif hedill couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. Sowly he moved to examine the seated
man. “Wdl, what happened? Did you get knocked down in here?’

“No,” our patient said. “1 was outside, coming down the ladder from the pickup tube, when some shells
hit the dish. Got knocked off the ladder by a couple of splinters. Dashed my head on the side of the hut
and grazed my am.”

Raph gave him aseverelook. “Y ou were outsde during ashelling? Y ou silly old fool, Butterworth.”
“The pickup tube needed adjustment. Y ou know how it is—someone had to do it.”

“But not you, George—not you of all people. Well, better get you back to Cranbrook, | suppose. The
fellow outside said we can expect flying wings. Don't expect you'll be too sorry to missthem, will you?’

“That' saways how it happens,” George said. “ Berthas take out our listening posts, then the planes can
comeinand pick their targets at leisure. Y ou' reright, Ralph, you chaps had best be moving. But you can
leave me here—I’ll mend.”

“Not a chance, old man. Can you stand up?’

“Honedtly, I'mfine”

“And we have aduty to look after you, so there’ sno point in arguing—right, Waly?’
“Right, sir,” | said.

Raph offered him a hand, and the seated man moved to stand up. Seeing that he didn’t like having to put
weight on hisforearm, | wondered if hisinjury was abit more serious than just agraze.

Just a that moment there was adistant whump that madeitself felt more through the ground than the air.
It was followed in quick succession by another, alittle closer and sharper sounding. Accompanying the
sound of the bombs was amournful droning sound.



“That' syour flyingwings,” George said, standing on his own two feet. “ They were quick about it this
time—give’ em credit. Probably got U-boats watching the station from the sea.”

| heard the boom of our own antiaircraft guns—you can’t mistake a seventy-five millimeter cannon for
anything else, once you’ ve worked on them. But something told me they were just taking potshots,
lobbing shellsinto the sky in the vain hope of hitting one of those droning, beatlike horrors.

“Righty-ho,” said Ralph. “Let’ s get you to the ambulance, shall we?’

| moved to the door and opened it again, just enough to admit adiver of overcast daylight. At that
moment another bomb fell, much closer thistime. It was only twenty or thirty yards from the barbed wire
on the other side of the road, and the blast launched afan of sand and soil and rubbleinto theair. | felt as
if someone had whacked a cricket bat against the side of my head—for amoment my good ear went
pop, and | couldn’t hear anything at dl. Suddenly the distance to the ambulance looked immense. My
hearing came back in amuffled way, but even so the siren managed to sound more insstent than before,
asif it weretdling us Now you'll believe me, won't you?

| closed the door hard and |ooked back at the other two. “1 think it sabit risky, sir. They seem to be
concentrating the attack around here.”

“We d best st tight and hope it passes,” George said. “We Il be safe enough in here—the hut’ salot
Surdier than it looks.”

“I hope you'reright about that,” Ralph said, sitting down in the other chair. Then he looked at me. “I
don’t suppose you have the faintest ideawhat’ s going on, Wally?’

“Not redly, sir. | mean, | gather you two know each other, but beyond that . . .”

Raph said, “George and | go back along way, although we haven't clapped eyes on each other
in—what? Ten years, easly.”

“| should say,” George said.

“ThisisWally Jenkins, by theway. He' sagood sort, athough | don’t think he much caresfor my
driving.” Raph leaned toward me with aknowing look in hiseye, asif hewere about to offer mea
sweet. “George and | were both interested in music beforethe war. Very interested, | suppose you might

sy.
“I heard you were acomposer, sir,” | said.
“Aswas George here. Great things were expected of Butterworth.”

| racked my brains, but | didn’t think I’ d ever heard of anyone caled George Butterworth. But, then
again, I’d never heard of Ralph Vaughan Williams, and I’ d heard from the men a Cranbrook that he
really was something, that people used to go to concerts of his music before the war.

“Actudly,” Raph went on, “there were three of us back then—George, me, and dear old Gustav.”
“Is't that a German name, Sr?’
“GussewasasEnglishasyouor |,” George said sternly.

“Y ou did hear what they did to him, didn’t you?’ asked Ra ph. “Locked away by the Patriotic League
for having latent Germanic sympathies. They say he hung himsdf, but I’ ve never been sure about that.”



“It wasjust aname, for heaven’s sake. He' d stopped calling himsalf Von Holst. Wasn't that enough for
them?’

“Nothing was ever good enough,” Ralph said.

A brooding slencefdl acrossthe room, interrupted only by the occasionad muffled explosion from
somewhere outside. Raph turned to me again and said, “ George and | were both members of the Folk
Music Society. Now, | don't imagine that means very much to you now. But back then—thisisthirty
years ago, remember—George and | took to traveling around the country recording songs. We were
quite the double act. We had an Edison Bell disc phonograph, one of the very few in the country at the
time. A brute of amachine, but at least it provided ataking point, away of breaking theice.” He nodded
at the equipment on the shelves. “ Of course, it meant that we had some basic familiarity with recording
gpparatus—microphones, cables, that kind of thing.” He paused, and for the first time | saw something
closeto painin his otherwise boyish face. “In twenty-three | was shellshocked while on ambulance duties
in the Sdlient. | was no good for battlefield work after that, so | was transferred here, to Dungeness. |
was one of the operators, listening to the sounds picked up by these dishes, straining to hear the first faint
rumble of an incoming airplane. In the end, | was no good for it, and | had to go back to ambulance
work; but I got to know some of the namesin charge, and when | heard that dear old Butterworth had
beenshot...”

“I was wounded by asniper,” George said. “Not the first time, either—took one in the Somme in sixteen.
That second was my ticket out of the war, though. But do you know the funny thing? 1 didn’t want it.
What was | going to do—go back to music, with dl thistill going on?” He shook his head, asif the very
ideawas as ludicrous as staging aregattain the English Channd.

“I know how you felt,” said Ralph. “I had so many things unfinished when thisal began and so many
morethings | wanted to do. Lark Ascending—that needed more work. That operal keep talking
about—I fed asif Fstaff’ s been standing a my shoulder for twenty years, urging meto get Sir John
down on paper. And another symphony . . . I've had the skeleton of the Pastoral in my head ever since |l
was in the Somme, dl those years ago.”

“Thebugle player,” George said, nodding—he must have heard the story severd times.
“They sill won't understand it—they’ Il think it sal lambkinsfrolicking in meadows.”
“Givethemtime. They’ll work it out eventualy.”

“If | ever writeit, old man. That' sthe clincher. Find myself a spare half hour here, a spare hour there, but
if I'm not scribbling lettersto Adeline, I' m filling out requisitions for bandages or sparetires, or organizing
raucous sSingsongs around the mess piano. | have tried, but nothing good ever comes of it. Mogt of the
timel can hardly hear the music in my head, let done think about getting it down on paper.”

“How isAddine now?’ George asked.
“Aswadl as can be expected, old man.”

After asilence George said: “ At least we re doing something useful. That’ swhat | keep telling myself.
Music was a pleasant dream, but now we' ve grown up, and there are other things we have to
do—proper, seriousthings, like listening for enemy airplanes or driving ambulances.” Something seemed
to sngp in him then, asif he had been waiting a very long time to unburden himself. “ The damageis done,
Raph. Evenif you gave me ayear off to go and Sit in some quiet country cottage and scribble, scribble,
scribble, it wouldn't achieve a blessed bit of good. There' stoo much noisein my head, noise that won't
just go away because I’'m not in France or not in earshot of the coastal guns. Why, there are timeswhen



| think the only place| can concentrateis here, in this cold little hut, listening to the noises across the sea.”

At that moment the red bulb, which had been dark when we came in, starting flashing on and off. There
was a harsh buzzing sound from one of the black boxes on the shelf. Raph looked at it worriedly.

“That'stornit,” George said. “ Gas detectors have gone off.”
“One of those bombswas carrying gas?’ | asked.

“Mustard, phosgene or radium fragments—there’ s no way of telling from here.” George looked a me
with narrowed eyes. “Been in agas attack, Wdly?’

“Once, gr. But it snot redly gasin the radium shells. It’ slittle particles, but they get carried on thewind
just asif they were agas. They say there are parts of Woolwich no onewill be ableto livein for years,
because that stuff can Hill get insdeyou.”

“Wdll, we' re better off than they werein Woolwich,” George said, with akind of stedly determination
that told me he was going to take charge. “Now, the bad newsisthe seals on this hut aren’t going to help
us much if the gas drifts our way. They’re old and perished, and we couldn’t spend long in here anyway
beforetheair got stade.”

“What about the ambulance, Sir?’ | asked.

Ralph shook his head dowly. “No better, I'm afraid.”

“Buttheseds...”

“Aren’t what they used to be. If weran into athick cloud, we wouldn't have much of achance.”
“That’ snot what they told usin Dorking, Sir.”

“No, | don’t doubt that. But they can’t very well have ambulance drivers going around scared out of their
wits, can they?’

“I don't suppose s0,” | said, without much conviction.

“Never you mind about the ambulance anyway,” George said. “ There' s an underground shelter on the
other side of the compound, just before the first mirror—you’ d have driven past it on your way in. That's
safe, and it hasitsown air supply.”

“Will they till let usin?’ Ralph asked.

“If wedon't dillydaly. | see you' ve both got your masks—that’ |l save us ajog back to the ambulance.”
Still not quite steady on hisfeet, he went to one of the shelves and pulled down aregulation gas mask
box. “Now, you two go ahead of me. You'll find the shelter easily enough, and | won't be far behind
you.”

“Y ou can comewith us” Raph said.

“I can’t move very quickly—must have sorained my ankle when | fell off the ladder. Didn’t notice until
now, what with the head wound and everything.”

“WEl carry you,” | said. “We can even take you in one of the stretchers—that’ [l be faster than al three
of us hobbling along likeacrab.” | opened my box and dragged out the gas mask. For somereason |
didn't fed asgrateful to be carrying it as| usudly did. | waswondering if what they had told usin



Dorking aso applied to the gas masks.

“Open the box, George,” Raph said quietly.

“Y ou two go ahead,” George said, asif we hadn’'t heard him the last time.

“There' sno mask in that box, isthere?

George had hisback to us, like aboy who didn’t want anyone to see his birthday present.
“Thebox,” Raph said again, with afirmness| hadn’t heard before.

“All right, it' sempty,” George said, turning around dowly. He had the lid open, showing the box’ sbare
interior. “ There was amistake. | took the mask to the compound dressing station, then Ieft it there by
accident when | came back to the hut.”

“Why did you come back instead of going straight to the shelter?” Ralph asked.

“Because| till wanted to listen, all right? The sound mirror still works, even with those chunks taken out
of it. | felt I could till be some use.” He gestured helplesdy at the headphones. “1 gtill wanted to listen,”
he said again, more quietly thistime.

“You hear it too,” Raph said, wonderingly.
“Hear what?’

“Themusic. Don't pretend you don’t know what I’ m talking about, old man. Y ou said thiswas the only
place you could concentrate. Y ou meant more than just that, didn’t you? Thisisthe only place where it
comes back—the music—asif thiswar weren't standing between us and everything we ever thought
mattered. It swhy | couldn’t work here any longer, why | had to go back to the ambulance service.”

George stared at him without saying anything. So did 1.

“I thought | was going insane at firsd—a delayed effect of the shellshock,” Raph said. “Well, perhaps|
was, but that didn’t make the music go away. If anything, it just got stronger. It was like hearing someone
hum atune in the next room, atune you almost recognized—you could pick out just enough of the
melody for it to be maddening. | talked to some of the other chaps, thinking there must be some kind of
interference on thewires. . . but when | got funny looks, | learned to keep my mouth shut.”

“What was the music like?' George asked.

“Beautiful beyond words—what | could hear of it. Enough to break your heart. Well, mine anyway. The
Pastoral, how | dways meant it would sound. | could hear it, asif it were being played to me by an
orchedtra, asif | werejust alistener in the audience. But not just the Pastord . . . therewas aso the
London, done differently—I aways did mean to take another stab at that one, you know . .. Lark . . .
and music | don't even recdl intending to write but that seemsto have medl over it.”

“It'sour music,” George sad.

“I know, old man. That' swhat I’ ve been hardly daring to admit to mysdlf, dl thistime. It' sal themusic
we would have madeif thiswar weren't in theway. | think we did write that music, in some weird way,
and it smaking itsalf known to us here. No one e se hearsit, of course. Butyouand | . . . | think we're
like antennae, or microphones, ourselves. | hear the music | would have made, and | suppose you hear
your own tunes.”



“I hopethey' remine. | couldn’t bear theidea of them being yours.”
“That good, eh?’

“Lovely. Lovely and sad and gtirring . . . everything | ever wanted music to be.” He closed hiseyesfor a
moment. “But it'sso terribly quiet. Somedays| don't hear it at al. Today it seemed to be coming
through stronger than mogt. If | could only get it down. ..

“Y ou mean on paper, Sir?’ | asked. Ralph gave me ablank look, and | said: “It’ s just that when we came
in, | thought | saw some papersin Mr. Butterworth’slog book. | didn’t make much of it the time, but
now that | know about the music, | wondered if you' d been trying to write it down.”

George gave ashort, weary laugh. “Y ou don’t miss much, Wally. | thought | was much too quick for
yw.”

“Can | see?’ Ralph asked.

George did thelog book across the desk and opened it again, revealing the loose papersinsde. He
passed one of them to Ralph. 1t was a pink form with typewriting on one side. “Never was much good at
transcription,” he said. “Y ou’ d be faster and more accurate. But then it wouldn’t be my music you'd be
hearing, would it?’

Ralph tapped hisfinger dong the music, making akind of low tum-te-tum noise. He wasn't exactly
snging dong withiit, but | could tell he wasimagining it properly, just asif aband were playingin his
head, with dl theright instruments. “Well, it' s got the Butterworth stamp,” he said eventudly. “No doubt
about that.”

George leaned forward alittle. “What do you think?’
“I think I’d like to hear therest of it. Thisisobvioudy just afragment, afew bars of amuch larger work.”

“I canonly writewhat | hear. Asyou say, it'sasif achap next door ishumming atune. You can't dictate
which tune he' [I hum, you just have to go along with him and hope for the best.” George paused and
looked serious. “Did you ever write any of it down, old boy?’

“Transcribeit, you mean?’ Ralph shook hishead dowly. “I wastoo scared to. Scared that if | wrote it
down, the music might stop. And that if | put that music down on paper and convinced mysdlf that it
redlly was something I’d come up with, I’ d have to admit to mysdlf that | was going quite insane.”

“Or that themusic’ sred,” George said quietly.

“Now you know why | stopped working here, of course. No use to man nor boy if al | kept hearing was
music ingtead of arplanes.”

“I hear the airplanesaswell. It sjust that the music comes through when they’ re not there.” Heturned to
me sharply. “Well, Wally, what do you make of it? Are we both for the nuthouse?’

“l don't think so gr,” | said.

But in truth | wasn't sure. George might have been younger than Ralph, but they were ill old men, and
they had both had their share of unpleasant experiencesinthewar. Sohad |, inasmaler way, and | ill
felt that | had my marbles. . . but what kind of condition would my head bein twenty or thirty yearsfrom
now if thewar just kept on the way it had?



Perhaps | would start hearing secret music aswell.

“Waly,” Raph sadto me, “I want you to listen very carefully. We re Roya Army Medica Corps men.
We have a patient here and a duty to protect him. Understood?’

| nodded earnestly, just asif | were till taking ambulance classesin Dorking. “What are we going to do,
ar?’

“Y ou're going to take him to the shelter. George will use my gas mask, and you will use your own.”
“Andyousr?’

“| shdl wait here, until you can return with a second mask.”

“Buttheseds gr...”

“Will hold for now. Be sharp about it—we don’t have al afternoon.”

“No,” George said, moreto methan Raph. “Heisn't staying here. It' s his gas mask, not mine—he
should bethe oneusingit.”

“And you're thirteen years younger than me, old boy. One of these days, for better or for worse, thiswar
isgoing to be over. When that day comes, I’'m not going to be much good for writing music—I’mworn
out asitis. But you've dtill got somelifeinyou.”

“No on€ll bewriting much music if the Hunstake over.”

“We thought the world of German music before dl this sarted—Bach, Brahms, Wagner—they al meant
S0 much to me. It seemsfunny to start hating all that now.” Raph nodded at the till-flashing red light.
“But we can discuss this later—provided we keep our voices down. In the meantime, Waly’ sgoing to
take you to the shelter. Then he'll come back for me, and we can al sit around and joke about our little
adventure.”

“I"'m not sure about this, sr,” | said.
“RAMC, lad. Show some spine.”

“Sr,” | said, swalowing hard. Then | turned my attention to George. “I don’t think there’s much point
arguing, Sr. Perhapsit isn't such abad plan after dl, anyway. | can sprint back with another gas mask

pretty sharpish.”
“Takethemask,” Ralph sad.

Something passed between them then, some unspoken understanding that was not for meto interpret.
Time weighed heavily and then George took the mask. He said nothing, just fitted it over his head without
aword. | put on my own mask, peering a the world through the grubby little windows of the mica
eye-pieces.

We left the hut, closing the door quickly behind us. George could not run, but with my bad knee| was
not much better. We started making for the first dish, with the promise of the shelter beyond it. Through
the mask al the colorslooked as yellowy as an old photograph, but George looked back at me and
pointed out something, aband of darker yellow lying inthe air across our path. Phosgene, |
thought—that was the yellow one, not mustard gas. Phosgene didn’t get you straight away, but if they
mixed it with chlorine, it wasalot quicker. | pressed the mask tighter against my face, asif that were



going to make any difference.

It took an age to reach the shelter, with the distance between the sound mirrors seeming to stretch out
crudly. Just when it began to cross my mind that perhaps the shelter did not exi<, that it was some
figment of George' s concussi on-damaged imagination, | saw the low concrete entrance, the steps leading
down to ameta door that was il partly open. A masked guard, who might have been the same man
Raph and | had spoken to earlier, was urging us down the steps.

When the door wastight behind me, | whipped off my mask and said, “ Give me yours, George—it'll do
for Raph.”

George nodded and dragged the mask from his face, which was dick with sweat and dirt where the
rubber had been pressing againgt his skin. “Good man, Wally,” he said, between breaths. “You'rea
brave sort.”

But the guard would not let me leave the shelter. The red light above the door was telling him that the gas
concentration was now too high to risk exposure, even with amask.

“I havetogo!” | said, shouting at him.

The guard shook his head. No arguing from me was going to get him to change his mind. We had been
lucky to make it before they locked the shelter from theinside.

Looking back on it now, I’'m sure Raph knew exactly what would happen when | got to the shelter—or
he had a pretty shrewd idea. What he said to George kept ringing in my head—about how the younger
man would still be able to get some of that music down when the war was over. It was like one runner
passing the baton to the other. | don’t think he would have said that if he had expected me to come back
with another mask.

Because there was no wind that day, the gas dert remained high until the middle of the evening. When it
was safe, | went out with two masks and atorch, back to the hut, just in case there was ill a chance for
Ra ph. But when | got to the hut, the door was open and the room empty. Everything was neat and
tidy—the box back on the shelf, the headphones back on their hook, the chair set back under the desk.

Wedidn't find him until morning.

Hewas Sitting in one of the seats attached to the steerable locator we had driven past on our way in. He
must have known what to do because he had the headphones on, and one of his hands was still on the
whed that adjusted the angle of the receiver. The other chair was empty. The flattened disk wasaimed
out to sea, out to France, afew degrees above the horizon.

Thething was, they never did tell mewhat killed him—whether it wasthe gas, or being out dl night in the
cold, or whether hejust grew tired and decided that was enough war for one lifetime. But what | do
know iswhat | saw on hisface when | found him. His eyeswere closed, and there was nothing in his
expression that said he’ d been in pain when the end came.

Now, | know peopl€ Il tell you that faces relax when people die, that everyone ends up looking cam and
peaceful, and as an ambulance man | won’t deny it. But thiswas something different. Thiswas the face of
aman listening to something very far away, something he had to redly concentrate on, and not minding
what he heard.

It was only later that we found the thing he had in his hand, the little piece of pink paper folded like an
envelope.



Four dayslater | was ableto vist George. He was in bed in one of the wards at Cranbrook. There were
about five other men in the ward, most of them awake. George was looking better than when I’d last
seen him, al messy and bandaged. He still had bandages on his head and arm, but they were much
cleaner and neater now. His hair was combed, and his moustache had been trimmed.

“I’'m glad you're dtill here, sir,” | said. “1 was frightened you' d be transferred back to Dungeness before |
could get to seeyou. I'm afraid we' ve been a bit stretched the last few days.” | had to raise my voice
because Mr. Chamberlain was on the wirdessin the corner of the ward doing one of his encouraging
“onelast push” speeches.

“Pull the screens” George said.

| did as| wastold and sat down on the little stool next to his bed. The screens muffled some of Mr.
Chamberlain’s speech, but every now and then his voice seemed to push through the green curtains asiif
he were trying to reach me personally, the way ateacher might raise hisvoice to rouse a daydreaming
boy at the back of the class.

“Y ou'relooking better, sir,” | offered.

“Nothing timewon't hedl.” He touched the side of his head with his good arm, the one that wasn't
bandaged. “I'll be up on my feet in aweek or two, then I'll get my new posting. No use for mein
Dungeness anymore, though—my hearing’ s no longer tip-top.”

“Won't it get better?”’

“Perhagps, but that won't make much difference in the long run. They’ re getting rid of the sound mirrors.
We dways knew it was coming, but we thought we' d be good for another year. It turns out that the new
system won't need men listening on headphones. The new breed will stare &t little screens, watching dots
move around.”

Mr. Chamberlain said something about “over by Christmas,” followed by “looking forward to abright
and prosperous Nineteen Thirty-Six.”

“Andthemusic, Sr?’ | asked.

“Therewon't be any more music. Wherever it came from, whatever it wasthat let usheer it . . . it sgone
now, or it will be gone by thetime they tear down the mirrors. Evenif it’s still coming through to
Dungeness, there won't be anyone there who can hear it. Best to forget about it now, Wally. I've no
intention of speaking about it again, and with Ralph gone, that only leavesyou. If you' ve an ounce of
common sense—and | think you' ve rather more than an ounce—you' |l say no more of this matter to any
livingsoul.”

“I"'m sorry about Mr. Vaughan Williams, sr.” I'd cadled him Raph al thetime | had known him, but
gtting next to George | found mysdf coming over dl formal. “He was awayskind to me, sr, when we
were doing our ambulance duties. Alwaystreated melike an equa.”

“Hewas agood man, no doubt about that.” George said, nodding to himself. Then he patted the
bedshest. “WEell, thank you for coming to vigit, Wally. Knowing how busy you ambulance chaps are, |
appreciate the gesture.”

“There sanother reason | came, Sir. | mean, | wanted to see that you were al right. But | had something
for you aswell.” | reached into my pocket and withdrew the folded piece of pink paper. “We found this
on him. It'sone of your transcriptions, | think.”



“Let mesee” George took the paper and opened it carefully. His eyes scanned the markings he had
made on it, the scratchy lines of the staves and the little tadpol e shapes of the notes. There were lots of
blotches and crossings-out. “Did you see him do this?’ he asked, looking at me over the edge of the

paper.
“See him do what, Sr?”’

“He' s corrected me! Y ou wouldn’t have noticed, but not dl of those marks were made by me! The
beggar must have sat down and taken the time to correct my transcription of my music!”

“When we were on our way to the shelter, sir?’

“Must have been, | suppose.” George shook his head in what | took to be amixture of dismay and
amusement. “ The absol ute bare-faced effrontery!” Then he laughed. “He sright, though—that’ sthe

gdling thing. He sbloody well right!”
“I thought you ought to haveit, Sir.”
He began to fold the paper away. “ That' s very kind of you, Wally. It meansalot to me.”

“Thereis something else, sir. When we found that sheet of paper on him, he' d folded something into it.” |
reached into my pocket again and drew out asmall brasskey. “I don’t know what to make of this, gr.
But I've apersond effects locker, and my key looks very smilar. | think thismight be the oneto his
locker.” | felt asif | were about to start tsammering. “Thethingis, thereisalocker, and noone's
managed to get into it yet.”

| passed the key to George.

“Why would he put hiskey in that piece of paper? Anything persond, he' d have wanted it sent on to
Addine”

“He must have known what he was doing, sir. Y ou being acomposer and al thet . . . | just wondered . .
" | swallowed hard. “Sir, if therewas music in that locker, he' d want you to seeit first, wouldn't he?’

“What makes you think there might be music, Wdly?’

“When you asked him if he’ d written any of it down, he said he hadn't.”
“But you wonder if hewastdling afib.”

“It saposshility, sr.”

“Itisindeed.” George' s hand closed dowly onthe key. “1 wonder if him correcting my music wasasign,
you know? A way of giving me permission to correct hisif | saw somethinginit | didn’t think wasright?
Or a the very least giving me permission to tidy it up, to put it into some kind of order?’

“I don’'t know, Sir. | suppose the only way of knowing would be to open the locker and seewhat’siniit.”
“And you haven't dready done s0?’
“I thought that would be abit impertinent, sr, ashe' d clearly meant for you to openiit.”

George passed the key back to me. “I can’'t wait. Go and see what’ sinside now, will you? | assume
they'll et you?’



“I was hisambulance mate, sir. They'll let me anywhere.”

“Then go to the locker. Open it and find hismusic, and bring it to me. But if you don't find anything . . . |
should rather you didn’t come back. | wouldn't like to see your face come through that door and then be

disappointed. If there’ s something in there | must have, correspondence or suchlike, then you can haveit
sent to my bedside by one of the orderlies.”

My hand closed on the key. “1 hope I’ m not wrong about this, sir.”
“Metoo,” George said softly. “Metoo.”

“I won't belong.”

| opened the curtain. The key was hard against my pam, digging into the flesh. Mr. Chamberlain was il
going on, but no one seemed to be listening now. They had heard it dl before.



