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Prequel to the Tripods Tril ogy

1. The White Muntains
2. The Gty of Gold and Lead
3. The Pool of Fire

Chapter ONE

An expl osi on of noise woke ne. It sounded as if a dozen express trains
were about to hit the shed. | rolled over in ny blanket, trying to get out of
the way, and was aware of a blaze of orange, lighting up boxes and bits of old

farm equi pment and tackle. An ancient rusting tractor |ooked briefly like an
over grown insect.

"What was that, Laurie?" Andy asked. | could see himsitting up, between
me and the w ndow.

"I don't know. "

Both |ight and sound faded and died. A dog started barki ng-deep-throated,
a Labrador maybe. | got up and wal ked to the wi ndow, banging ny shin on
something in the dark. It was dark outside, too, nobon and stars hidden by
cloud. Alight canme on in the farmhouse, which was a couple of hundred neters
away, just below the ridge.

| said, "lIt's not raining. What was it?"

"Didn't soneone at the canp say sonething about an artillery range on the
nmoor ?"

"Nowher e near here, though."

"What ever they were firing could have gone astray."

Rubbi ng ny shin, | said, "It didn't sound like a shell. And a shel
woul dn't produce fireworks like that." "A rocket, maybe." He yawned
loudly. "It's all quiet now, anyway. No sweat. Go to sleep. W've a long trek
in the norning."

| stood by the window for a while. Eventually the light in the house went
out: the farnmer presumably took the same view as Andy. In the pitch black
felt my way to the pile of straw which served as a bed. This was | ess fun than
it had seened the previous evening; there was little protection fromthe
hardness of the earth floor, and once awake | knew all about the aches in ny
nuscl es.

Andy was al ready asleep. | blanmed himfor our being here-for volunteering
us into the orienteering expedition in the first place, and then for insisting
on a left fork which had taken us mles out of our way. It had | ooked as
t hough we woul d have to spend the night on the noor, but we'd come across this
i sol ated farmas dusk was thickening. The rules were not to ask for help, so
we' d settled down in the shed.

I thought ny aches, and resenting Andy, would keep ne awake, but | was dead
tired. W& had set out
early from sumrer canp, and it had been a long day's slog. Drifting into sleep
again, | was half aware of another explosion, but it was a distant one, and
was too weary really to wake up--1 couldn't even be sure | wasn't dreaning

Andy woke me with the gray light of dawn filtering in. He said, "Listen."
"What ?"
"Li sten!
| struggl ed i nto wakeful ness. The noi se was coning fromthe direction of



t he farmhouse, but further away, a succession of |oud thunpings, heavy and
nmechani cal .

"Farm machi nery?" | suggested.
"l don't think so."
Listening nore carefully, | didn't either. The thunps cane at intervals of

a second or less, and they were getting nearer. There was even a sensation of
t he ground shaki ng under ne.

"Somet hi ng heading this way," Andy said. "Sonething big, by the sound of
it."

We crowded together at the small wi ndow of the shed. The sun hadn't risen
but to the east the farmhouse was outlined against a pearly sky. Snmoke from a
chi mey rose alnost straight: farmers were early risers. It |ooked like a good
day for the trek back to canp. Then | saw what was conming into view on the
ot her side of the house.

The top appeared first, an enornous gray-green hem spherical capsule, flat
si de down, which seened
to be floating ponderously in mdair. But it wasn't floating: a weird
stiltlike leg noved in a vast arc across the sky and planted itself just to
the right of the farmhouse. As it crashed down a second | eg appeared, passing
over the house and | anding between it and the shed. | could see a third |eg,
too, which if I it followed suit would cone to ground close to us, if | not on
top of us. But at that point, it stopped. The gigantic object, nore than
twenty meters high, stood | straddling the house.

A band of bright green gl assy panels ran horizontally along the side of the
capsule. It produced an effect that was a cross between multiple staring eyes
and a grinning nouth. It wasn't a pleasant grin.

"Someone's making a film" Andy's voice was unsteady. | turned to him and
he | ooked as scared as | felt. "That nust be it. A science-fiction novie."

"So where are the caneras?" | felt nmy voice was | com ng out w ong, too.

"They probably have to get it into position first." | didn't know whet her
he believed it. | didn't.

Sonet hi ng was novi ng beneath the capsule, curling and tw sting and stretching
out. It was like an elephant's trunk, or a snake, except that it was silvery
and metallic. It corkscrewed down towards the roof of the house and brushed
lightly against it. Then it noved to the chimey stack and grasped it with a
curling tip. Bricks sprayed |like confetti, and we heard them crashing onto the
sl at es.

| was shivering. Inside the house a wonan screanmed. A door at the back
burst open, and a man in shirt and trousers cane out. He stared up at the
machi ne | oom ng above himand started running. Inmediately a second tentacle
uncurled, this time fast and purposeful. The tip caught himbefore he'd gone
ten neters, fastened round his waist, and plucked himfromthe ground. He was
scream ng, too, now.

The tentacle lifted himup in front of the row of panels, and his screans
turned to muffl ed groaning.

After a few nmonents the tentacle tw sted back on itself. A lenslike opening
appeared at the base of the capsule; it carried himtowards it and thrust him
t hrough. 1 thought of someone hol ding a norsel of food on a fork before
popping it into his mouth, and felt sick

Hi s groans ended as the tentacle withdrew, and the opening closed. The
worman in the house had al so becone quiet; but the silence was even nore
frightening. Resting on its spindly legs, the machine had the | ook of an
i nsect digesting its prey. | remenbered ny glinpse of the derelict tractor in
the night; this insect was as tall as King Kong.

For what seened a long time, nothing happened. The thing didn't stir, and
there was no sound or novenent fromthe house. Al was still; not even a bird
chirped. The tentacle hovered in mdair, notionless and rigid.

VWen, after a minute or so, the tentacle did nove, it raised itself higher
as though making a salute. For a second or two it hung in the air, before
sl amm ng down violently against the roof. Slates scattered, and



rafters showed through a gaping hole. The worman started to shriek again.

Met hodi cally the tentacl e smashed the house, and as nethodi cally picked
over the ruins, like a scavenger going through a garbage can. The shri eking
stopped, leaving just the din of denolition. A second tentacle set to work
al ongside the first, and a third joined them

They probed deep into the rubble, lifting things up to the level of the
panel s. Most of what was picked up was dropped or tossed aside-chairs, a
si deboard, a double bed, a bathtub dangling the netal pipes fromwhich it had
been ripped. A few were taken inside: | noticed an electric kettle and a
tel evision set.

At last it was over, and dust settled as the tentacles retracted under the
capsul e.

"I think we ought to get away from here,’
could hardly hear him

"How far do you think it can see?" "I don't know. But if we dodge out
qui ckly, and get round the back .. "

| gripped his arm Sonething was nmoving at the base of the rubble that had
been the farmhouse: a black dog wiggled free and started running across the
farnmyard. It covered about ten neters before a tentacle arrowed towards it.
The dog was lifted, howing, in front of the panels, and held there. | thought
it was going to be taken inside, as the nan had been; instead the tentacle
flicked it away. Briefly the dog was a black blur against the dawn |light, then
a crunpl ed silent heap
The sick feeling was back, and one of ny legs was trenmbling. | thought of ny
first sight of the Eiffel Tower, the sumrer ny nother left and Ilse canme to
l[ive with us-and ny panicky feeling over the way it stretched so far up into
the sky. This was as if the Eiffel Tower had noved-had smashed a house to bits

Andy said. Hi s voice was so | ow

and swallowed up a man . . . tossed a dog. to its death the way you m ght
t hrow away an appl e core.

Ti me passed nore draggingly than | ever remenbered. | |ooked at ny watch,
and the display read 05:56. | |ooked again after what seened |ike half an

hour, and it said 05:58. The sky was getting lighter and there was first a
point of gold, then a sliver, finally a disk of sun beyond the ruins of the
house. | |ooked at nmy watch again. It was 06: 07.

Andy said, "Look!"

The [ egs hadn't noved but the capsule was tilting upwards and begi nning a
slow rotation. The row of panels was noving to the left. Soon we m ght be out
of the field of vision and have a chance of sneaking away. But as the rotation
continued, a second row of panels cane into view It could see all round.

VWhen it had traversed a hundred and ei ghty degrees, the rotation stopped.
After that, nothing happened. The nonster just stayed there, fixed, as |eaden
m nutes crawl ed by.

The first plane came over soon after eight. A fighter made two runs, east
to west and then west to east at a lower level. The thing didn't nove. A
quarter of an hour later a helicopter circled round, taking photographs,
probably. It was neary m dday before the arnored brigade arrived. Tanks and
ot her tracked vehicles drew up on open farm and, and, in the bit of the farm
lane in view, we could see an inportant-Ilooking car and sone trucks, including
a TV van, all keeping a careful distance.

After that, nothing happened for another long tinme. We learned later this
was the period in which our side was attenpting to nake radi o contact, trying
different frequencies without result. Andy got inpatient, and agai n suggested
making a run for it, towards the tanks.

| said, "The fact it hasn't noved doesn't nean it won't. Renenber the
dog."

"I do. It might also decide to smash this hut."

"And if we run, and it starts something and the arny starts sonething
back. . . we're likely to catch it fromboth sides."

He reluctantly accepted that. "Wy has't the armnmy done sonet hi ng?"

"What do you think they ought to do?"



"Well, not just sit there,"

"l suppose they don't want to rush things.

| broke off as an engine started up, followed by a runble of tracks. W
ran to the window. A single tank was noving forward. It had. a pole attached
toits turret, and a white flag fluttering fromthe pole.

The tank lurched across the field and stopped al nost directly beneath the
capsul e. The engine switched off, and | heard a sparrow chirruping outside the
shed. Then, unexpectedly, there was a burst of classical nusic.

| asked, "Wiere's that com ng fronP"

"From the tank, | think."

"But why?"

"Maybe they want to denonstrate that we're civilized, not barbarians. It's
that bit from a Beethoven synphony, isn't it-the one that's sung as a European
ant hen?"

"That's crazy," | said.

"I don't know." Andy pointed. "Look."

The machi ne was showi ng signs of novenent. Beneath the capsule a tentacle
uncurled. It extended down towards the tank and began wavi ng gently.

"What's it doing?" | asked.

"Maybe it's keeping tine."

The weird thing was, he was right; it was moving in rhythmw th the nusic.
A second tentacl e energed, dipped, and brushed against the turret. As though
it were getting the hang of things, the first tentacle started noving faster
in a nore positive beat. The second felt its way round the tank fromfront to
rear, then made a second approach fromthe side, noving over it and probing
underneath. The tip dug down, rocking the tank slightly, and reenerged to
conpl ete an enmbrace. The tank rocked nore violently as it was lifted, at first
just clear of the ground, then sharply upward.

Abruptly the nmusic gave way to the stridence of machine-gun fire. Tracer
bull ets flamed against the sky. The tank rose in the tentacle's grip until it
was |level with the panels. It hung there, spitting out sparks.

But pointlessly; at that angle the tracers were scouring enpty sky. And
t hey stopped abruptly, as the tentacle tightened its grip; arnorplate crunpled
like tinfoil. For two or three seconds it squeezed the tank, before uncurling
and letting it drop. The tank fell like a stone, landing on its nose and
bal ancing for an instant before toppling over. There was a furrow al ong the
side where it had been conpressed to less than half its original w dth.

Andy said, "That was a Chal |l enger." He sounded shaken, but not as shaken as

| felt. I could still see that terrible carel ess squeeze, the tank dropped
like a toffee paper.

VWen | | ooked out again, one of the tentacles had retracted, but the other
was waving still, and still in the rhythmit had picked up fromthe nusic.
wanted to run-sonewhere, anywhere, not caring what came next-but | couldn't
nmove a nuscle. | wondered if anyone in the tank had survived. | didn't see how

t hey coul d have.

Then, unexpectedly and shatteringly, there was a roar of aircraft as the
fighter-bonmbers, which had been on standby, whooshed in fromthe south,
[ aunchi ng rockets as they came. O the six they fired, two scored hits. | saw
the long spindly | egs shatter, the capsule tilt and sway and crash. It |anded
between the ruins of the farmhouse and the wecked tank, with an inpact that
shook the shed.
| could hardly believe how quickly it was overand how conpletely. But there
was the capsule lying on its side, with broken bits of |leg sticking out. As we
stared, a second wave of fighter-bonbers swooped in, pulverizing the remains.

Chapter TWD
The school termstarted three weeks later. By then the big excitenent-with

Andy and me being interviewed on television and | ocal radio and all that-was
over, but people at school were still interested. They fired questiqgns at



us-nmostly ne, becallse Andy was less willing to talk. | talked too nmuch and
then regretted it. When WId Bill brought the subject up in physics class,
no | onger wanted to discuss it, least of all with him

He didn't look wild and his name wasn.'t Bill;, he was a snall, neat
gray-haired map with a clipped voice and a sarcastic manner. H s nanme was
Hockey, and he had a habit of sw nging round fromthe board and throw ng
what ever was in his hand--a piece of chal k usually-at soneone he thought m ght
be m sbehavi ng behind his back. On one occasion it was the board eraser, which
was wooden and quite heavy, and he hit a boy in the back row on the forehead.
W called himWId Bill Hockey after Wld Bill Hi ckock

"Come on, Cordray," he said, "don't be shy. Now that you're fanmous you owe
something to those of us who aren't." Sone of the girls tittered. '''The
first person to see a Tripod, as | gather the nedia has deci ded we shall cal

them . . . You'll be in the history books for that, even if not for the Nobe
Prize in Physics. "
There was nmore tittering. 1'd been second from bottomthe previous term
"It throws an interesting |ight on national psychology," WId Bill went on

"to consider the various reactions to man's first encounter with creatures
from anot her part of the universe."

He had a tendency, which nost of us encouraged, to launch into discourses
on things that interested him some of themquite renote from physics. | was
happier still if it got himoff my back

He said, "As you know, there were three landings; one in the United States,
in Montana, one in Kazakhstan in the Soviet Union, and Cordray's little show
on the edge of Dartnoor. The | andi ngs were roughly simultaneous, ours in the
m ddl e of the night, the Anerican |l ate the previous evening and the Russian in
time for breakfast.

"The Americans spotted theirs first, after tracking it in on radar, and
just surrounded it and waited.

The Russians located the one in their territory fairly quickly too, and
promptly liquidated it with a rocket strike. W played Beethoven to ours, sent
in a single tank, and then smashed it after it had destroyed the tank. I|s that
a testinony to British noderation? Cordray?"

"1 said unwillingly, "I don't know, sir. After it wecked the farnholl se,
| didn't care how soon they finished it off."
"No, | don't suppose you did. But presunably you had no nore notion than

the mlitary of what a pushover it was going to be. And that, of course, is
the fascinating part." He ran his fingers through his thinning hair.

"When | was your age there was a war on. W had a physics class sinlar to
this interrupted one afternoon by a V -2 rocket that. |anded a quarter of a
mle away and killed fifteen people. It was alarning, but | didn't really find
it interesting. Wat interested ne nore than the war was what | read in the
sci encefiction magazi nes of those days. Rockets being hurled from Germany to
Engl and to kill people struck ne as dull, conmpared with the possibilities of
their being Ilsed to take us across interplanetary space to di scover exotic
life fornms-or maybe bring themhere to us.

"Science-fiction witers have portrayed that second possibility in a
variety of ways. We have read of, or nore recently watched on screen, alien
i nvaders of every shape and size, color and texture, from overgrown
bl oodsucking spiders to cuddly little creatures with I ong snouts. Their
arrival has been shown as bringing both disaster and revel ati on. Wat no one
anticipated was a C ose Encounter of the Absurd.

Kind, a cosmc farce. Wiy do |I. say farce, Cordray?"
"l don't know, sir."
"Well, you sawit, didn't you? Consider the Tripods thenselves, for a

start. What sort of goons would dream up sonething so clunsy and inefficient
as a nmeans of getting around?"

Hi | da Goossens, a tall, bony redhead who was the class genius and his
favorite, said, "But they nmust have had very advanced technol ogy. W know t hey
couldn't have come fromw thin our solar system so they nust have travel ed



light-years to get here."

WIld Bill nodded. "Agreed. But consider further. Al though the Americans
didn't approach their Tripod, they did try the experinent of driving animals
close in. Night had fallen by that time. And the Tripod switched on ordinary
white |ight-searchlight beans, you could say-to find out what was happeni ng
beneath its feet. So it |ooks as though they don't even have infrared!

"And havi ng gone to the considerable trouble of dropping these three
machi nes at various points of the planet, think of what they Ilsed them for
Two out of three just sat around; the third denolished a farnihollse and then
sat around. And a single sortie froma single air force squadron was sufficent
to reduce it to mechani cal garbage. The other two put up no better defense;
the: one in America actually self-
destructed w thout being attacked. In fact, altogether the dreaded invasion
fromouter space proved to be the conmic show of the century.”

Sone | aughed. Although I'd done my bit of crawming to Wld Bill in the
past, | didn't joinin. | could still see it too cleady-the insectlike shape
towering above the ruins of the farmhollse, the snaky tentacles plucking up
pathetic bits and pieces and tossing themaway. . . . It hadn't been funny
then, and it wasn't now

Pa and | noved in with nmy grandnother after nmy nother left us. G andpa had
di ed not |long before, and she was glad to have us take over part of the
bi ghollse. It was a long, |low granite building, and you reached her w ng
t hrough a conncting door, which | was nostly Ilsed fromher side. She didn't
like us going through to her w thout prior warning. She was very positive
al t oget her about what she liked and didn't like. |I had to call her Martha, for
i nstance, not Granny. She was in her seventies, but very active;
she took sonme keeping up with on wal ks.

After ny father married Ilse, | think our being on tap suited her even
better. Becallse Il se was Swiss, she spoke several |anguages, which Martha
found Il seful in her business. She had an antiquesshop in Exeter and travel ed
around a lot, on the Continent sometinmes, |ooking for things to buy. Ilse
often went with her, and hel ped out generally.

Grandpa, who had been an arny officer, was in poor health for several years
before he died, and one of nmy earliest menories was of being shushed if |I made
any noi se around him Martha wasn't one of those warm cozy granni es you read
about, and things didn't change after we noved into the hollse. She wasn't
someone to chat with. Wien | asked her about mny nother once, she headed the
conversation off briskly, and went on about how lucky |I was having Ilse. If
she was fond of anyone it was ny hal fsister, Angela, and, in a bossy way, of
my father. There was al so ny Aunt Caroline, but we didn't see much of her. On
the whole, | always felt Martha was nore at hone with antiques than people.
She and Il se were in the sitting roomwhen Andy and | came in froma bike ride
one Saturday afternoon-we'd cut it short when it started raining. They were
pricing antiques, with Angel a hel pi ng. Angel a was seven, blonde and pretty and

quite bright, | suppose. Pa was dotty about her. She was hol ding a china dog
and sayi ng how beautiful it was, and Martha was smiling at her. She |oved
peopl e |l oving china and stuff. | could never work out how nuch of a creep ny

hal f sister was.

| asked, "OKif | turn on the TV?"

Ilse said, "lIs it all right, Martha?"

"No," Martha said crisply. "I cannot be distracted while |I'm doing this.
What did | give for the warmng plate? My menory's going totally."

Il se gave nme one of her hel pl ess placating | ooks that always maddened ne.

She wasn't going to argue
with Martha, but she wanted to put things right with ne sone other way.

"Lowee, in the kitchen are some chocol ate chip cookies | nmake fresh this
morning. |If you wish, you find themin the little stone jar. "

| cut across. "No, thanks."

Actually they were one of the few things she cooked | really liked, but I



wasn't in the nmood for accepting bribes. | thought how rmuch | hated the way
she called ne Lowee, and that accent of hers altogether. It really nade ne
cringe when |I heard her talking to teachers at school on open days.

Besi des, we'd bought Mars bars at the village shop on the way back from
the ride. Andy | ooked as though he still wouldn't mnd taking chocolate chip
cooki es on board, so as a distraction | renewed a wangle we'd been havi ng
earlier. He'd read sonething about the destruction of Tripods being the
greatest crine in history: first contact with another intelligent species, and
we'd blown it. | didn't caie that rmuch, but didn't feel |ike agreeing, either

I remi nded himhe hadn't felt so friendly towards the Tripod when we were
in the hut. He said that didn't nean one couldn't look at it in a balanced way
af t erwar ds.

| said, "And don't forget the Tripod did the attacking in the first place.
You saw what happened to the farmhouse.” "Qur people could still have taken
time to find out nore about it. It was obviously on a scouting expedition
Destroying the farmhouse coul d have been just a m stake."

"The tank carried a white flag."

"And pl ayed classical nusic," Andy said, sneering. "That's bound to be a
big deal for creatures from another solar system™

| was the one who'd thought it crazy at the tine, but it wasn't unusua

in argunents with Andy for us to switch sides. | said, "They may have got it
wrong, but at least they were trying to be civilized. And the Americans didn't
do anything to theirs, but it still blewitself up."

"I should think two out of three destroyed would be enough to brand this a
hostile planet. They called it off, and exploded the |ast one so as to | eave
as few clues as possible to their own technology. In case we cane after them
| suppose. They knew we had rockets, so we were obviously on the verge of
i nterplanetary flight."

I was tired of the subject. Maybe we had passed up our one chance of
establishing contact with aliens. | hadn't been worrying about it at the tine,
and it didn't bother nme too nmuch now.

| said, "Anyway, it's finished. They won't conme again after a battering
like that. Feel like a go on the conputer? |'ve got a new Dragons gane."

Andy | ooked at his watch. "l1'd better be getting back. It's nearly five,
and | told Mranda |I'd be honme early. She's going out."

M randa was his nother; |ike Martha, she insisted on Christian nanmes. She
went out a lot, which was why Andy came to our place so much. I'd heard Pa and
Il se tal king once about his not having a secure honme. They were very keen on
secure hones. If Andy's was insecure, it didn't-seemto bother him

Angel a nmust have been listening. "That new show s on at five," she said,
and switched on the television. I watched in silence, thinking what Mrtha
woul d have said if I1'd done it. Martha stretched and yawned.

"I think that finishes the pricing. Quite a good batch, really. Wich show
is that, Angel?"

"The Trippy Show. "

Behind the credits the screen was full of cartoon Tripods whirling round
in a crazy dance. The program was supposed to have been inspired by the Tripod
i nvasion. The nmusic was wild, too--blasts of heavy netal and rock m xed up
with traditional, including one quite catchy tune.

"I don't think it's going to be quite nmy kind of thing," Mrtha said.

Angel a, sitting cross-legged on the carpet, paid no attention. Martha
didn't say. anything about sw tching off.

| said to Andy, "I'll cycle over with you. Nothing better to do."

My father was wiry, not very tall, and wore gl asses. He | ooked like an
athletic version of Whody Allen, but didn't talk so fast. He was a real -estate
agent and spent a lot of time out, weekends incl uded.

| couldn't recall much of the way things had been between himand ny
not her, except for the silences, which sonmetines |asted days. And | could
renenber themtal king separately to nme, as though they were at the end of two



different bowing alleys with a single set of pins, ne being the pins. There
was nothing like that with Ilse. He talked his head off both to her and to
Angel a. He never seened to talk nuch to ne, though. | reckoned | got about
three percent of his conversation, and even that he had to work at.

One Sunday | found nyself al one becall se he was showi ng a house to clients
and Martha had taken the others to a nmobile antiques market. She asked ne if |

wanted to come, and | said no, | had a | oad of homework. That was only partly
true; I'd done npbst of it on Friday evening.

When |'d finished the rest, I was at a | oose end. | made nyself a bacon
sandwi ch, played the Dragons game a bit, skinmmed through the com c section of
the Sunday paper. It was still only a quarter to el even. | was wondering about

t el ephoni ng Andy when | heard Pa's car in the drive.

He said, "Where's everybody? Ch yes, the antiques market. Feel |ike going
along to surprise them Laurie?"

"W wouldn't find them"

"It's at Budlake, isn't it? On the Geen."

"There are a couple of other places Martha said they mght go on to."

"W mght still catch themthere.” | didn't say anything. He | ooked at ne
with a slightly bothered expression.

"Somet hi ng el se you'd rather do?"

"W haven't been on the boat lately."

"It's a bit late in the year. And not the best weather."

There'd been a gale in the night. It was dyi ng down, but the w nd was
gusting sharply and the sky full of gray clouds chasing each other's tails.

| said, "W could check the nooring."

He paused. "Sure, Laurie, we could do that."

We'd had the boat for two years. It was a Mody 30, with seven berths in
three cabins. It had bil ge keels, a Bukh 20 h.p. diesel engine, Decca
navi gation and Vigal radar, with a big refrigerator in the galley, and a
shower. Pa had bought it, secondhand, on the strength of his firmhaving a
good year through the boomin house prices.

Pa talked a bit on the way to the river. | didn't mind just |istening.
Then gradually he dried up, and we were back into the usual silence. | found
nmysel f resenting it as usual, too, then decided to do sonething about it.

| said, "Did you see the report about the body they found in the Tripod
wreck havi ng been dissected? Wll, its head, at least. | suppose they kept
that part back at first so as not to scare people.”

"You could be right."

"But there was no sign of anything that could have done the dissecting.”

"Renot e-control robot, probably. Part of all that nelted-down machinery
they found in the capsule.”

| said, "He just happened to run out of the farmhouse. If it had been Andy
or me, running out of the shed, it could have been one of us that got
di ssected. "

Pa was silent.

| said, "You've never said how you felt about it when it was happening."

"Didn't |?"
| said sharply, "I'd have renmenbered if you had."
"I remenber that nmorning," Pa said slowmy. "I renmenber it very well.

woke early, and there was a bit on the six o' clock news about a strange object
on Dartnoor. They gave nore at six thirty, mentioning how big it was and the
three legs, and that there was a report of sonmething sinmilar from America.
Then at seven they dropped it conpletely, except to say there was a Mnistry
of Defense order banning traffic fromcertain roads. | worked out they were
sealing off an area of Dartmoor. Remenbering what you' d said on the tel ephone
about orienteering, | also worked out you were probably inside it."

| felt a bit unconfortable. "It was a big area. There were half a dozen
other teams who didn't see anything. "

"The point was, | was pretty sure you were sonme where around there, and it
| ooked as though some thing nasty was happening. | started making calls-to the



police first, then the BBC-in the end to the Mnistry of Defense. They were so
bl and and cagey | knew it nust be serious. | lost ny tenper and shouted. It
didn't get me anywhere."

Normal |y Pa was easy tenpered and anxious tc please with people he didn't
know. The thought of himlosing his tenmper nmade ne feel better

He went on, "I was on the point of getting the car out and driving
there-seeing if | could force a way in. Then there was the news of the air
strike, and that whatever it was had been destroyed. | thought 1'd better hang
on by the tel ephone for news of you. It was a long wait."

| said, "We were all right in the shed.”" He took a hand off the wheel to
squeeze my shoul der.

"You did the sensible thing, Iying low Andy said you argued hi mout of
making a run for it. Wien | was talking to Ilse, she said we could rely on you
bei ng sensible.”

| nmoved away from his hand.

He said, "You know, Laurie, llse's very fond of you." | didn't say
anything. "As fond as she is of Angela. " VWich made it silly.

| said, "I hope the boat's all right. It was wild in the night."

"Qur bit of the river's sheltered except froma true southerly. The wi nd
was wel |l west of south.”

W' d used the boat a |lot the first season, but nuch |less since. Ilse
wasn't keen-maybe because the only boating in Switzerland was on | akes. She
usual ly got sick. She didn't conplain, or refuse to come out on the
Edel wei ss-what a nane for a boat!-but trips tailed off.

"W never did make that trip to Guernsey."

| don't know if | sounded accusing. He was apol ogetic. He tal ked about the
work tying himup, and his partner being away sick. And Martha had been busy,
too, and we needed to fit in with her. Martha had a small property in the
Channel 1sland of QGuernsey which we used for holidays. Or had done, previous
years. This year Pa and Il se and Angel a had gone to Switzerland to stay with
Ilse's parents; her father (we called himthe Sw granp) hadn't been well. So
went to sumer canp.

"We'| | nake it next year definitely," Pa said. "Early maybe. Easter. How
about Easter?"

"Sounds great," | said.

I was doing my homework when the tel ephone rang. | picked it up, thinking

it might be Andy. | couldn't nake out nore than a word or two fromthe other
end, but recognized the speaker as the Swigram Ilse's nother. She had an
accent that made Ilse sound |ike a BBC announcer

| said, speaking slowy and deliberately, "This is Laurence. | wll get
her. Please hold the line. Warten Sie, bitte."

| called Ilse and went to my room |'d left the radio on and they were
playing the Trippy record. | was the thene nusic fromthe TV show, with

sound- synt hesi zer vocal added, which had gone to the top of the charts in a
week. The words were stupid, the music was jangly and repetitive, and the
synthetic voice was irritating, but it was the sort of nunber that gets under
your skin and has you hunm ng and being driven mad by it at the same tinme. Tht
show had becone fantastically popular all round tht world, including Russia

and China. | still hadn'l watched it, partly becallse Angela was a total fan,
but | could feel the nusic grabbing me in an insidious sort of way.
VWhen | finished ny homework, | went through to the sitting room 1lse and

Pa were there; he'd poured drinks and they were talking.

| arrived to hear |lse saying, "Any attack is serious. And since a |ong
tinme, he is not well."

"I just meant," Pa said, "you could wait and see, for a day or so."

"Then it is maybe too late."

"Somet hing wong with the Swi granp?" | asked.

Pa nodded. "Heart attack." He went on to Ilse, "Fromwhat you say she
said, it doesn't sound desperate. He's not even in intensive care."



"But it is desperate for her. .. She looked at Pa, in an exhausted,
wounded way. "I do not wish to go. You know that. But. "

Her voice drifted off. He went to her and she put her arns round him |
| ooked out of the window A mistle thrush and a bl ackbird were fighting over
t he orange berries on the creeper that covered the side wall.

Pa said, "I'lIl get you on the first possible flight. Wat about Angel ?"

"Do you think it best she comes with ne?"

Very much best, | thought. At that noment | saw Angela cone in to the
drive and | ean her bicycle against the wall. Ilse saw her, too, and called
her in. She explained that Grossvater was ill with a heart attack, that she

needed to go to Switzerland to see himand Gossnutti, and that she thought it
m ght be best for Angela to go with her

"When?" Angel a asked.

"As soon as Papa will get flights. Sonetime tonorrow "

"Before the Pony O ub gynkhana?"

They'd got a pony for her in early summer, a little Shetland with a nasty
temper, called Prince. It had bitten me twice and tried to kick nme, but Angela
was crazy about it. She'd been weeks practicing for the Pony O ub event.

"I forget Pony dub," Ilse said.
"I'f you want ne to cone. "
"No, you stay. If he is all right, I am mybe not |ong away."

Angel a hugged her nother. She was good at getting her own way wi thout
causing trouble, as | tended to.

| thought about the Swi granp. He was thickset, and red-faced from having
lived all his life nore than fifteen hundred neters above sea | evel. He spoke
good English becallse of running a guesthouse, but |I'd never talked nuch with
him It was differen where Angel a was concerned; | had a feeling he'd even
happi er to see her than use. It was tough on himthat she was nore hooked on a
pony.

Peopl e had different priorities. | was sorry about his heart attack, but
not about Ilse leaving. It would have been better if Angela had been goi ng,
too, but you can't have everything.

Chapt er THREE.

About a week after Ilse went to Switzerland, | finally caught a Trippy
Show. Pa was out, and Martha had taken Angela to the shop. She'd refused to go
at first because she wanted to watch, and rather than have her stick around

I'd promised to videotape it for her. | switched on, and started to watch it
nysel f.
It was a mixture of cartoon, live action, stills, and abstract, the

abstract using all the old computerized design tricks and a few new ones. The
cartoons were very detailed and realistic, animted paintings al nost, and even
the abstract bits were full of Tripod shapes. The whol e thing was backed up by
nmusi ¢ whi ch seened chaotic but after a time built into a pattern of sounds and
rhyt hns which weirdly hung together.

I'd heard it was a com c show, poking fun at the Tripods as stupid giants
that | umbered around and got into trouble, getting their legs tied in knots
ani falling over-that sort of thing. It was like that to start with, but later
the attitude changed. The second part featured a maiden in distress,

i mprisoned and tied up by a nasty-looking dragon, and a knight trying to
rescue her. It was comic-book historical, with himin shining arnor and her in
a long dress, with one of those hood like things | think they call a winple on
her head.

The knight's rescue attenpts kept on going wong in |udicrous ways. Sone
of them were funny, and | aughed once or twice. But gradually it becane |ess
funny than frightening: what you could see of the girl's face had a desperate
| ook, the knight was sweating with fear, and the dragon was nore sinister and
had doubl ed in size.



The climax saw t he kni ght pinned down beneath one of the dragon's feet, a
claw through his arnor and realistic blood dripping into the dust, and the
dragon's jaws novi ng down towards the girl's head The nusic was jagged and
ugly, backed by a drumbeat like a death roll. There was a shot of the
knight's face, and he | ooked as dead as |'d ever seen. It gave nme the shivers.

That was when the Tripod came over the horizon with dawn behind it and the
musi ¢ changing. It turned into the Trippy thene, but tricked out with extra
har moni es and an orchestra which had everything froman organ to hunting
horns. It sounded vi gorous and hopeful. The silvery tentacles had a gentle
gleam not the hard netal glare | renenbered, as they sw shed out of the
sky-one to release the girl, a second to lift up the knight, the third to
drive like a spear into the puffed-out chest of the dragon

It ended with the girl freed, the knight revived, and the pair of them
mounted on his horse and riding off into the dawn. The dragon di ssolved first
i nto bones, then dust. And the Tripod presided over the scene, with the rising
sun throwing a halo round its capsule. There was the Trippy tune and massed
voi ces roaring "Hail the Tripod! Hail the Tripod! Hail the Tripod!'" On and on.

I'd watched it right through and it certainly hadn't been boring, but it
left nme without any desire to see another Trippy Show But | knew a | ot of
peopl e were crazy on it, |ike Angela. Though the craze wasn't confined to
ki ds-a lot of adults were fans.

I ran the tape back, and hit the playback button to check. The begi nni ng
of an antiques program Mart ha had vi deotaped cane up. | thought | nust have
started recording partway in, but as the nman droned on about sone worm eaten
witing desk | realized what had happened. It was sonmething |I'd done before,
pressing RECORD with the set tuned to TV instead of VCR

VWen they came back, | was in ny room | heard the car stop and the front
door open, and Angela's voice yelling for me. | thought it best to get it over
with. | found her in the hall.

"Where is it? The tape. You didn't |abel it."

"No, | missedit. I"'msorry."

"What ?"

"I was watching on the TV channel, and forgot to switch to video."
"I't's not funny, Laurie. Where's the tape?"
| shook ny head, and she saw | neant it.

"You can't have done." Her voice rose to a how. "You can't have, you
can't! You couldn't be so rotten! "Martha canme in to find her sobbing,
and asked what was the matter

| said, "I forgot to record the Trippy Show. At least, | didn't forget.

Mart ha said coldly, "You prom sed her."

"I know. And | tried to." The sobbing was getting | ouder and wilder; | had
to raise ny own voice to be heard. "Anyway, | don't think it's a program ki ds
ought to watch. | don't think you would either, if you' d seen it. You've

al ways gone on about violence on TV, and.
Angel a' s face was white and tense. Wthout warning she cane at nme like a

smal | but savage bull. | grabbed the stairpost to avoid going over, and the
bull turned into a cat, clawing wildly. | heard Martha's voice, shocked,
sayi ng "Angel," and then was too busy defending nyself. It was silly-she was

only seven and not particularly big for her age-but | realized | needed to use
all ny strength to hold her off. In the end I managed to pin her against the
stairs. She struggled and screanmed for quite a bit; then went |inp.

She lay slumped as 1 stood up

Mart ha said, "Wat have you done to her?"

"Nothing. Only tried to stop her killing nme."

| felt a trickle down ny cheek and ny hand cane away sneared w th bl ood.
Mart ha was stoopi ng besi de Angel a. She said, "Angel, are you all right?"

Angel a didn't answer, but the sobbing started again; no |onger violent,
just miserable. Martha said we should get her to bed. We practically had to
carry her.



Mart ha discussed it with Pa that evening. Angela was still in her room
and he went up to see her

VWen he canme down, he said, "She seens all right.

"I was worried,"” Martha said. "She was-well, violent.

Pa said, "Children do have stornms for no reason.”" He smled at nme. "Laurie
di d, when he was that age. "

| remenbered a particular time, when he'd said he would play football wth
me and hadn't. When he finally came out, | kicked himinstead of the ball, and
went on kicking him I'd had a good reason, though. That was before Ilse cane
to live with us, but | knew about her; and | knew he'd been talking to her on
t he tel ephone and had forgotten his prom se to ne.

Angel a seenmed normal when she cane down, at |east as far as the others
wer e concerned; she didn't speak to me. Martha went to fix supper, and she
headed for the stack of videotapes, W both saw what she picked out: one of
the Trippy Shows.

Pa said, "1 don't think we want that, Angel."

"There's tine. Martha said half an hour."

"Al'l the same. . ." | expected her to go into one of her wheedling
routi nes, but her face was expressionless as she stared at him holding the
cassette.

Pa said, after a nonment, "Well, keep it quiet. | think I'Il go to the
study phone, and find out what the weather in the Alps is like."

| went to nmy room The Trippy nusic followed me up the stairs.

We had doubl e physics on Monday norning, which made a depressing start to
the week. WId Bill was |late and we gossiped. Talk got round to the Trippy
Show, and | noticed the difference in reactions, sone saying it was |ousy and
others raving about it. There didn't seemto be any |ogical way of working out
who was likely to be for, and who agai nst.

Andy just said he thought it a bit silly. | said it wasn't silly, it was
zilch, and poked fun at the bit with the knight and the dragon

Rodney Chanbers, in the rowin front of ne, said, "Wat do you know?"

| was surprised, not by the remark but by his nmaking it. | couldn't
renmenber hi m expressing an opini on about anything before. | said, "I know a
| oad of rubbish when | see it., My little sister goes for it, though. |
suppose it's her age level."

Chanmbers stood up. "Shut up,"” he said. "Or 1'll shut you up!"

He doubled a fist. That was surprising-he never got into fights,
either-but it was his expression that hit me. It was exactly like the one on
Angel a' s face before she went into that denmented attack. The others were
wat ching. | shrugged and tried to grin it off.

"The Trippy Show is the best thing on television." He | eaned forward. "Say
it, Cordray!"

The cl assroom door opened, and WIld Bill cane.

"Alittle preclass discussion, |adies and gentlenmen? But not of physics, |
suspect."” He ran his fingers through his hair as he cane to stand in front of
us. "Did | catch a reference to the Trippy Show? Qddly enough, | watched it
nmysel f the other day, and liked it nmore than | had anticipated. It has a
curious, and curiously strong, appeal." He was silent for a nmoment or two.
"Yes, curiously strong. But | suppose we'd better consider physics. Chapter
Nine, | think."

Pa didn't tell Ilse about Angela's crazy fit, | suppose so as not to worry
her. He tel ephoned her every evening as soon as he got in. It seenmed the
Swi granmp was no worse, but no better. She wanted to come back, but felt she
had to stay because another attack might kill him

It suited me. Martha was tougher than |lse-no bribing treats-but | knew
where | was with Martha.
Angel a didn't seemto be missing her nother, either, but nowadays all Angela
was interested in was the Trippy Show. She didn't even seemto care about her



pony, and Martha had to rem nd her about exercising and nucki ng out. She had
all the shows on tape-she'd got the one |I'd m ssed from sonewher e-and hogged
the VCR playing them Martha tried cutting down, but Angela went hysterical on
her, and she didn't push it. She'd joined the new Trippy fan club, and got a
ot of stuff through the mail.

| overheard Martha telling Pa one night they ought to do sonething about
it.

Pa said, "Kids have these crazes."

"But not behaving the way she does when one tries to curb her. I'm not
sure she doesn't need treatnent.

"I thought you despi sed psychiatry?"

"I think Geoffrey should see her, at least."

Ceof frey Monnouth was our doctor. He and Pa played golf together.

"l don't see the need.”

H s voice was resentful, perhaps because he didn't |ike the idea of
admtting there could be anything wwong with his Angel, especially to someone
in the golf club.

"You haven't seen her in a nood."

Pa didn't answer.

"There are other things to be concerned about, you know. apart from when
Il se mi ght be com ng back. "I'"d been listening fromthe hall. | turned
away and went up to ny room

A couple of days later, the Daily Ml canme out against Trippies. W
didn't have that paper at hone but it was being passed around in the
pl ayground when | got to school. There was a banner headli ne:

TRI PPY BRAI NWWASH?

Underneat h they asked, Is TH S SHONW A MENACE TO OUR YOUNG? They went on to
guote froma couple of psychol ogi sts, saying the Trippy cult could be
danger ous because it was devel oping a fanatical follow ng which showed signs
of getting out of hand. They gave examples of children behaving in ways which
made Angel a's craziness seem dead nornmal. One boy had tried to burn the house
down when his Trippy tapes were taken fromhim and a girl of thirteen had
al nost killed her father with a kitchen knife. They claimed things were even
worse in other countries: in the United States and Gernany, kids were |eaving
hone in droves to live together in Trippy comunes. As fast as they were
brought back, they took off again.

One of the Trippy fans at school produced a lighter, and set fire to the
newspaper in the playground. The rest watched it flare up; their faces were
like some | saw in a novie about people burning wtches.

They were still muttering at the beginning of first class, which happened
to be physics. The noise didn't stop when Wld Bill canme in, and | expected
himto erupt. He was tight on classroomdiscipline. Instead he | ooked at the
Trippy fans in a funny way, fondly al nost.

He said, "I saw you burn that evil newspaper. They had one in the comon
room and | burned it, too. " The Trippy fans were still cheering himwhen the
school secretary, M. Denlum knocked and entered.

He was a little man and timd, especially where Wild Bill was concerned. He
went cl ose and whi spered sonethbg. WIld Bill sniled contenptuously.
"I'f the headnaster w shes to see me, | am of course at his disposal”

He told-us to get on with our work and went out, w th Denlum creepi ng
after him At the door he stopped and turned round, still smling. He cried
out, shouted alnost, "Hail the Tripod!"

Trippies were the lead in the television news that evening. They showed a
mob of themrioting outside the Daily Mail offices, and scuffles when police
tried to disperse them There were Trippies being dragged into police vans, a



policeman wi th bl ood running down his face. The announcer said that another
nob had assenbl ed outside the editor's hone. Wndows had been smashed and
Tri pod figures daubed on the walls.

"I'n the House of Commons this afternoon,” he went on, "the prinme mnister
said that the situation is being closely watched. There is particular concern
that the practice of Trippy cultists banding together to |live comunally has
now spread to this country. It is reported that there are several groups in
London, squatting in enpty flats and offices, and that sinilar conmunes have
been set up in a nunber of provincial cities, including Birn ngham and
Exeter."

Martha said, "I can't think why they' ve let things get this far. It needs
tackling with a firm hand." "Easier said than done," Pa said

"That's the whole trouble. Too nuch saying, too little doing."

The news reader started tal king about stocks and shares and a financi al
pani c, and Angel a, who had been sitting staring at the screen, got up and |eft
the room Martha and Pa went on tal king about the rioting. She was getting
angrier, and he was agreeing; he never |iked being on the wong side of her
for long. He was saying yes, the Trippy Show should be banned, when | heard
the front door open and cl ose.

| said, "That was Angela."

Pa turned to ne. "Wat?"

"'Just then. Going out."

He asked Martha, "Did she say anything ,to you?"

"No. | suppose she could have gone to Emma's." Enma was a friend of hers
in the village.

| said, "There was that bit on the news, about a Trippy comune in
Exeter."

"She couldn't-" Martha began. Pa went for the front door, and | foll owed
him Emm's house was a couple of hundred yards to the left. Angela was
heading right, in the direction of the bus station

Pa needed ny help in bringing her back; she fought for some tinme before
suddenly going slack on us. He carried her to her room and Martha and
wat ched her. She lay staring at the ceiling. When Pa came back she didn't
answer his questions, didn't ook at himor even nove. Dr. Mnnouth turned up
a fewmnutes later. He lived cl ose bhy.

He was a small man, shorter than Pa, with a pink and white baby face and
wi spy hair. He spoke fast, stammering a bit. Pa expl ai ned what had happened.

VWhen he' d exam ned Angel a and shone a light in her eyes, he said to Pa,
"As you know, | use hypnosis sonetinmes. As we both know, it's not a line you
care for. If you like, I'll sedate her and refer her to a p-pediatrician. But
| would like to try hypnosis. It mght just give us an idea what's troubling
her .

M may | ?"

Pa said reluctantly, "I don't suppose it can do any harm

"I'msure it can't."

Dr. Monmouth got her to sit up, handling her gently but firmy. Fromhis
bag he produced a steel ball on a chain and began to swing it in front of her
I'd seen sonething simlar on a show, but it was interesting to watch, and
listen to his voice, gentle and nonotonous: "You are feeling sleepy.

sleepy . . . sleepy. . . . Your eyelids are getting heavy. . . .Your eyes are
closing. . . closing. . . . You are asleep. . . ." | was getting drowsy
nysel f.

Dr. Monmouth slipped the ball in his pocket. He said, "Angela. Can you
hear ne?"

In a thick voice she said, "Yes."

"I's there anything you have to do-you m nust do?"

No reply.

He said, "Tell me. What is it you have to do?"



She said slowy, "Cbey the Tripod."

"What does that m nean, Angel a?"

"The Tripod is good. The Tripod knows best.'
"Best about what?"

"About everything." "So what do you do?"
"I do what the Tripod tells ne."

"And who told you this?"

"The Tripod."
"Did the T-Tripod tell you to run away from home and join the Trippies?"
"Yes. "

Dr. Monmouth held her wists in his hands. "Listen, Angela. Listen
carefully. There is no Tripod.
You have never watched the T-Trippy Show There is no T-Trippy Show You don't
i ke watching tel evision. You are your own person, and no one, nothing, can
rule your mnd. Now, | amgoing to count to five, and on the count of five you
wi Il wake up, not r-renenbering the words |'ve said, but r-renmenbering what
|'ve told you. One, two, three. "

Her eyes opened on five. She said, "Wat is it?" She | ooked at us standing

round the bed. "I've not been ill or anything?"

He smiled reassuringly. "Just a turn. You're all right now Fit for
anyt hing. Want to watch t-tel evision?" "No." She shook her head violently.
"No, | don't."

Angel a stayed in her room rearranging her dolls. She had nore than a
dozen, and | realized it was weeks since she'd played with them | went down
with the others, and Pa poured them drinks.

"I"'mstill not sure |I know what that was about." He handed a glass to Dr.
Monnout h. " She'd been previously hypnotized by soneone el se? But who?"

"You heard her: the Tripod."

Martha said, "That's ridiculous. The Tripods were destroyed. By the
tel evision show, do you nean? |Is that possible?"

Dr. Monmouth took his drink. "Hypnosis is a state of artificially induced
sleep or trance, in which the subject is susceptible to suggestion. There are
various mmethods of inducing it. |I've never known of it being done through
television, but I wouldn't rule out the possibility."

"But the actual suggestion,"” Pa said, "how would that work?"

"It could be sublininal: a nmessage flashed onscreen for a nicrosecond.

Rei nforced by the spoken nessage, 'Hail the T-Tripod.' It's interesting that
it affects sone people and not others. But so do other things, of course.
Strobe lighting doesn't bother mnost people, but induces epilepsy in a
mmnority. It could be the result of a minor cortical irregularity. A
di fference in al pha rhythm perhaps, which makes them susceptible.”
"But done by whom" Martha demanded, "the Russians?"
"I suppose that's possible. But the show originated in the United States."
"Way woul d the Americans want to do such a thing? It nakes no sense."

"' There have been experiments in the past with sublimnal suggestion in
advertising. M nmaybe sonebody's preparing the |launch of a T-Tripod toy, and
the p-project got out of hand. O maybe it's like the nass hysteria you get
wi th pop stars-hysteria and hypnosis both involve surrender of the will-and by
some freak it's got tied in with this particular show "

Pa asked, "Which do you think?"

"I don't know. There's a third possibility."

"What ?"

"Tel evision signals aren't stopped by the ionosphere. The show ori gi nates
in Arerica, but the suggestions could be superinposed from sonewhere else." He
paused. "F-from space."

Mart ha shook her head. "Now that really is ridicul ous.

Pa said, "Fromwhatever was behind the Tripods, you nean? It's a bit
unlikely, isn't it? The Tripods were a joke."

"Scientific knowl edge doesn't have to follow the pattern we're famliar



with. The Incas had a superb road system but didn't m manage to invent the
wheel . The fact of using sonething as clunmsy as a T-Tripod doesn't nean they
m ght not be a |l ong way ahead of us in studies of the mmnd, and nental
processes."

Pa shook his head. "An advertising ginmmck getting out of hand sounds nore
[ikely."

The tel evision news was full of Trippies, denobnstrating and chanting about
the Tripod and clashing with the police. And not just in England; there were
simlar scenes from Anmerica and Canada, Australia and Europe. There were
runors it was happening behind the Iron Curtain, too, but we weren't shown any
of that.

The nedia had invented the name Trippy, and they called the denonstrations
Tripping. The Trippies took it up thenselves, and started singing a new song
to one of the minor tunes on the Trippy Show

"Trip, trip, trip with the Tripod. "

Then suddenly the Trippies were on the nove. It began in London. W
wat ched the report on early evening television, and it was |ike a nmass
m gration. They had managed to pick up cars and vans fromall over the city
and were noving out into the country. Qthers waited by the roadside. The
weat her was terrible, with rain slashing out of a black sky and a near-gale
bl owi ng. They stood patiently in the rain, wet, bedraggl ed, unconpl ai ni ng.
Many of them carried hand-lettered signs and banners: HAIL THE TR POD!

THE TRI POD LI VES! or just a drawing of a Tripod. Cars and vans driven by ot her
Tri ppies stopped to pick themup, and crawl ed on, overl oaded. The police
wat ched but didn't try to do anything.

| thought about it when | went to bed. | didn't know whether or not to
feel sorry for them It had | ooked a mi serable scene, but they hadn't seened
m serable. | wondered what it was about. Could Dr.

Monnout h be right about hypnosis through signals from space? But what for? Wy
a mass exodus like that? | remenbered that |enmings went in for mass
m grations. They wound up in the sea.

Presumably Angel a coul d have been anong themif Dr. Mnnouth hadn't broken
the spell. Some of the Trippies had | ooked no ol der than she was. The thought
was chilling.

In the norning | woke early. | switched on breakfast television and stared
at the screen in disbelief. A Tripod stood center screen, wth sodden
gray-green fields behind it. Small dots swarned |ike bees about the gigantic
feet.

The newscaster was talking in a breathless, unsteady voice.

"The second Tripod invasion is amazing enough in itself-and there are
| andi ngs reported in Germany and the States-but this-how would you descri be
it?-parade of welcome? This really is incredible. :' The canera zooned
into cl ose-up. The swarm of dots turned into people. Hundreds. . . thousands
of them waving and cheering and brandi shing Trippy signs.

Chapter FOUR

For a tine there was a stalemate. The Tripods didn't nove and no one noved
agai nst them There was no way of attacking themwi thout killing the Trippies
clustered round. The nearest Tripod to us was north of Exeter, and there were
three others in England, one in Scotland between Edi nburgh and d asgow, and
one in Ireland, south of Dublin. It was the same throughout the industrialized
wor | d. Someone wor ked out there was a Tripod for about every ten million
people, nostly planted close to nmajor centers of popul ation. "The Tri ppy
Show was taken off the air, but came back, and the new broadcasts were traced
to highorbit satellites. The government tried jamm ng, but they sw tched
frequency-and went on switching as fast as the janmer could chase them round.

Mart ha said they should stop tel evision.

Pa said, "They can't."



"Why not? They did during the war."

I wanted to ask which war-the Boer or the Crinmean? It was anazi ng how ol d
peopl e could tal k about The War, as though that neant sonething.

Pa said, "It wasn't the nmajor channel of conmunication then; that was
radi o. You have to renmenber that even when | was little, |ess than one house
in a hundred, probably, had a TV set. If they stopped it now, there'd be
panic."

"They'l|l have to do something. Ms. Golightly says her nmaid' s Tripped.
Yest erday she was ranbling on about the Tripod, and this norning she didn't
turn up for work."

"I'f nothing worse happens to us than losing the daily help, we'll not be
doi ng badly."
I'"d just cone in fromschool. | said, "I nmeant to tell you-Andy's nother's

gone. "

Mart ha demanded, "Are you sure?"

"The house was enpty when he got honme yesterday. He thought she m ght be
visiting, but she didn't cone back. And didn't |eave a note as she usually
does when she goes off."

Mart ha | ooked shocked. "Do you nmean he's in the house on his own?"

"l suppose so. He can | ook after hinself."

She turned to Pa. "Go and get him He'd better stay with us while this is
on."

"I was going to ring Ilse."

She | ooked at himin exasperation. "That can wait.

I knew Pa was confortably off, though he spent a ot of tinme noaning about
money and tax bills; and | supposed Martha was fairly rich. But ny Uncle Ilan
was a real tycoon. He ran several conpanies in London-all sorts of things from
coffee to property devel opnent-and they had a Rolls, and a Porsche, and one of
those fantastic little MR-2 sports cars for the shopping. He and Aunt Caroline
(Pa's sister) spent a lot of tinme jetting around. He was tied in with a
conpany in Tokyo and another in New York, and in between they lived in a rea
mansi on in the Cotswolds, with indoor and outdoor sw nm ng pools, tennis
courts, half a dozen stables, and grounds that stretched for niles.

They had two children: Verity, who was seventeen, and Nathanael, a year
ol der than me. (They really did call himNathanael, even sitting round the
swi mmi ng pool.) He looked like his father, with a thin, pale face and gingery
hai r and a weedy, sl ouching body, though w thout the potbelly Uncle |an had
got fromliving rich around the world. Verity was redheaded, too, but pretty.

We didn't see nuch of them for a nunmber of reasons. One was they made
Il se feel unconfortable; another was that Mrtha di sapproved of the way they
lived. A third was because of the way they lived. You had to feel |ike a poor
rel ati on because you were. This didn't worry ne too much. | envi ed Nat hanae
some of the things he took for granted (like the sw nming pools), but I
woul dn't have wanted themif it neant being |ike Nathanael, and | managed to
convince nyself the two went together. | mght have liked Verity if she'd ever
paid ne any attention, but she didn't.

Pa had tel ephoned Aunt Caroline after what happened with Angela, partly as
a warning. Fromwhat he said to Martha, | gathered she'd not been very
i nterested; Nathanael and Verity were safe at their expensive boardi ng school s
(Eton in Nathanael's case), and she and lan didn't watch tel evision. She said
the Tripod business was a nuisance, all the sane. They'd been planning a trip
to Los Angel es-lan was setting up a conpany there-but he'd decided it was best
to wait till things sorted thensel ves out.

It was a very different Aunt Caroline who tel ephoned while Pa was fetching
Andy. At first | couldn't make out what she was saying, her voice was so
choked. It gradually enmerged that though tel evision had been banned at Eton
since the second Tripod invasion, soneone had been operating a set illicitly.
A master had found it tuned to the Trippy Show and confiscated it, but a dozen
boys had run away during the night. Nathanael was one of them

lan had set off at once to | ook for him The nearest Tripod was on Farnham



Conmmon, not far from Eton, and they thought that was where they'd be headi ng.
She was worried about lan, too, now

She was still on the tel ephone when Pa came back with Andy. He listened to
her and made bi g brother noises. | heard himsay, "lan will be all right,
Caro. I'msure of it. And Nathanael. It's not as if they're in physica
danger. It's been a week now, and nothing terrible's happened. It's just a
silly business which wll blowitself out. Have a drink, and try to rel ax.
Al right, have another drink. There are tines when getting drunk's not a bad
i dea."

He didn't | ook so cheerful when he cane away fromthe tel ephone. "I don't
know what's going on," he said. "They called the police as soon as they heard
from school, and the police didn't even pretend to help - told lan they'd
gi ven up handling nissing persons calls. There were too many of them™

Andy nodded. "That's what they told me. And sone police are Tripping. The
policeman at Little Ittery's gone."

That was a village five mles away. Pa said, "Try not to worry about your
mother. As | told ny sister, it's not as though anything terrible's happening.
Nobody' s been hurt. And hypnotic effects don't |ast.

They had a doctor on the radio this norning saying he expected people to start
trickling back hone any tine now "

| asked, "Wat about Angel a?"

"What about her?"

"Dr. Monmouth hypnotized her. Mght that not last? "

"That's different. He hypnotized her to dehypnotize her. If we find her
glued to the tube again there mght be reason to worry, but |I've seen no sign
of that. "

Nor had 1. 1'd noticed that if anyone left the TV switched on-as Martha
sometines did when she was going out, to deter burglars-Angela switched it
of f.

| wasn't all that delighted about Andy staying with us. | liked himwell
enough, but the thought of having himtwenty-four hours a day, sharing a room
didn't nmake me junp for joy.

That evening he got to bed first and was readi ng a book. That suited ne,
but when | got back fromthe bathroom he put the book down.

"It's raining," he said. "And blowing up a storm | wonder where M randa
is."

Even though | called Ilse by her nane, it seenmed wong, his saying

M randa. After all, she was his real nother, not his stepmother. 1'd never
been able to work out how he really felt about her. He could tal k about her
weird ideas-like painting all the ceilings black-in a faintly anmused way, as
t hough she were a character in a play. At the sanme time, when she wasn't
storming at him he was affectionate in a way | couldn't be to anyone, |et
al one Ilse. He was al ways huggi ng her

| said lanely, "She'll be all right."

"It's funny." He lay | ooking at the ceiling. "Wen she's gone off
somewhere before, there've been times | hoped she woul dn't come back."

He spoke in his usual calmway. This time | didn't know what to say, and

didn't try.

After a while he went on, "OF course, she'd gone those tines because she
wanted to. | didn't have to
worry, because she was doing her owmn thing. | don't feel she is now" He
paused. "Il've been wondering if 1 ought to go and | ook for her, |ike your
uncl e wi th Nat hanael ."

| said, "You'd never find her, and if you did, what good would it do?
Angela was little enough to be dragged back, and we had Dr. Mnmouth round the
corner. Wat could you do agai nst a mob of Trippies?"

He nodded. "Not nuch, | suppose. But she's part of it at this monent. Ifs
happening to her. Al the mad things she did. . . And now. . . can she do
anyt hi ng except wave a banner and hail the Tripod?"



"It doesn't nean she's unhappy. Angela wasn't." | wouldn't have called it
happy, either, but | didn't say that.

Andy | ooked at me. "Wat if it were Ilse?"

| thought about, it and was aware of different feelings which | couldn't

sort out. | could imgine how Pa would feel, though
| shook nmy head. "I don't know "
Andy said, "I don't know, either. | just wish | could work out what it's

supposed to be for. W know now that it's definitely linked with the Tri pods,
and that the people who thought up the TV show were anmpong the first Trippies.
What ever sent the Tripods obviously nonitored our television, worked out which
was the nost effective production center, and sonmehow beaned hypnotic
directives into it. But whats their notivation?"

"One theory is that they come froma swanp planet,"” | said, "because the
only sensible reason for Tripods would be to cross marshland."

"So what sort of creature are they-intelligent giant frogs, or news?
Pi gs, maybe; the pig's a swanp animal. No one knows. Maybe no one ever wll.
And no one has the faintest idea how their minds work. We saw what the first
Tripod did to the farmhouse. This second | ot seemto be doi ng nothing except
hypnoti zi ng people into Iiking them Could that be it? They just want to be
l'i ked?"

"They're not winning as far as |I'mconcerned. Anyway, Pa's right. Hypnosis

doesn't last. They'll start drifting back soon."
| punched ny pillow and settled down. Andy was silent, and | wondered if
he was still brooding about Mranda. | started thinking about Ilse and his

question about how!l'd feel if it had been her. But | didn't |ike the thoughts
that came into ny head, so | shut them out.

Next day was Saturday. Pa was off selling another house. People had to
live sonewhere, he said, Tripods or no Tripods. Martha had driven in to the
shop and taken Angel a. And Andy had cycl ed honme to pick up clothes he'd
forgotten the previous day.

| wandered down the garden, which had fruit trees at the bottom Most of
t he appl es had been picked, but there was one old tree which still had a few.
Sitting on a branch and eating an apple, | thought about Ilse again. Pa had
been on the tel ephone to her before breakfast, urging her to come back
Afterwards he said the Swiss couldn't believe what was happening in the rest
of the world. Apparently there were no Tripods in their country, and al nbst no
Tri ppi ng.

He and Andy got into an argument about national characteristics. It wasn't
the sort of thing that interested me, and | didn't pay too rmuch attention
What | did notice was the way Pa talked to himnaturally, not going into
silences and then talking too fast to make up for it. I'd left themtalking.
wondered how it was he seenmed able to talk easily to everyone but ne.

As | tossed the apple core away, | heard a car draw up outside the house.
My first thought was Pa, but the engine note was too deep for the Renault. Not
Mart ha's Jaguar, either. | dropped out of the tree and headed back. Uncle
lan's Rolls was in the drive, and he and Nat hanael beside it. Uncle lan was
weari ng casual - expensi ve gear, blue slacks and silk rollneck shirt, soft Gucc
shoes, and a big hat. | didn't think they went with the bl ack executive
bri ef case he was carrying. Nathanael had a hat, too, a woolly thing. Uncle Ilan
waved at ne, smling.

"I was beginning to think everyone was out."

| led the way in, explaining about the others. Surreptitiously I glanced
at Nat hanael. He seened all right. Knowi ng Uncle lan, he would have called
someone in fromHarley Street to dehypnotize him
But how had he got hi m back? Probably by hiring a bunch of heavies. Mrtha
said he mxed with some funny people.

VWhat was nore puzzling was their being here, a hundred mles south of
Ardaker Manor. | woul d have expected themto go honme first. | took theminto
the sitting roomand told Uncle lan to pour hinmself a drink, as Pa would have



done, and asked politely what had brought them

He was still smiling. "There was sonmeone | had to see, in Taunton. It's
not much of a detour, so | thought 1'd drop in on you."

"What about Aunt Caroline?"

He | ooked surprised. "Wat about her?"

"She was-well, worried." | glanced at ny cousin, who was smling,

t oo--unusual for him And neither had taken his hat off. "About Nathanael."
"Ch, that. | rang her. She knows everything's all right. "
I was still puzzled. Although the whiskey decanter was staring himin the

face, he hadn't even |looked at it. He was a pretty heavy drinker and I would
have expected himto pour hinself a big one, after a long drive. He wal ked
over and put a hand on nmy arm

"What you have to realize, Laurie, is that everything really is all right,
i n the biggest possible way.

I'"mglad we found you on your own. It nakes expl anations easier."

Alarmbells started to go off when he touched ne. In the past | wasn't
sure he'd even noticed | was there. His manner, | realized, was altogether too
af fabl e, alnost ingratiating. Nothing like the way the Ardakers normally
treated their poor relations.

| said, "Probably better to wait till Pa gets back. You can explain it to
him too."

He paid no attention. "A new world is dawni ng, you know. A world of peace
and happi ness. "

It was all wong. The only kind of peace and happi ness he'd ever been
interested in was the peace and happi ness of naking another fortune. | had a
quick look in the direction of the door and saw, with a sinking feeling, that
Nat hanael was standi ng between it and ne.

Uncle lan went on, "It's sonething you have to experience to understand,
but once you have, everything else is like a bad dream For thousands of years
men have fought one another, killing and torturing and ensl aving. That's al
gone. The Tripods are bringing peace and freedom"

"Hail the Tripod," Nathanael said.

| said, "That's very interesting."

I was wondering where the real threat lay. It was clear that far from
Nat hanael havi ng been dehypnotized, his father had Tripped, too. But if al
that meant was a |l ecture on the goodness of the Tripods, | could put up with
it. I had a feeling, though, that something nore serious was in view They
were | ooking for converts. The question was how they proposed to go about the
converting. | doubted if it would just be talk. By sitting me down in front of
a TV screen and forcing me to watch a Trippy Show? But |'d watched it before
and hadn't Tripped. O by hypnotizing me sone other way? Dr. Mnmouth had said
no one could be hypnotized against their will. If |I was determ ned to resist,
| could. Couldn't I?

"It's easy to enter the way of peace,"” Uncle |an said.

Hi s briefcase was on the carpet beside him He clicked it open, and
produced something: a floppy helnetlike thing, black, but threaded with
sil ver.

"The lucky ones," Uncle lan said, "are those who opened their hearts
voluntarily to the Tripods' message. But the Tripods want everyone to know the
joy of belonging to the new brotherhood of man. So they've given us these
Caps, which will banish all doubts and uncertainties." He held it out to ne,
and with his other hand pulled off his hat. He was wearing a hel net
under neat h.

He said earnestly, "Put it on, Laurie. Then you will know the secret of
happi ness, as we do."

| 1 ooked fromone to the other. Neither showed --hostility. Nathanael's
thin features had lost their famliar sneering | ook and radiated goodwi I . It
was a chilling sight. The hel met | ooked harm ess, just a piece of rubber with
metal threads. But | felt nmy heart poundi ng.

"Sounds great," | said. "Only-can it wait a couple of mnutes? I lit the



gas to nake coffee just before you arrived. I'd better switch off before it
sets fire to the kitchen."

For a monent no one spoke. | started to wal k towards the door, as
naturally as | could.

In a calmvoice, Uncle lan said, "The human nmind is full of trickery and

deceit, until it has been brought into the harnony of the Tripods. Hold him
Nat hanael

| tried to push past, and, when he grabbed at ne, reversed and pulled
back. | ran instead for the w ndow, which was partly open. As | did | heard a
car, and saw the Jaguar stopping. | tried to clanmber out, but Nathanael had ny
leg. | kicked and yelled for help at the sane tine.

My ki ck di sl odged Nat hanael and overturned the sofa. It was a barrier
bet ween them and nme, but a poor and tenporary one. | heard Martha outside
shouting to Angela as Uncle lan, dangling the helnet fromhis hand, joined
Nat hanael . Going for the wi ndow neant turning ny back on them | didn't know

what to do and, out of panic, did nothing.
Uncle lan said quietly, "This is silly, Laurie. No one's going to hurt

you. W have sonething to give, and when you have it, too, you'll knowit's
t he nost wonderful thing in the world. Al you have to do is relax and
accept."

| said, stalling for time, "Tell me nore about it, about the Tripods." He
shook his head. "Trickery and deceit again. But it will soon be ended."

I'd left it too late for the window They'd have the hel met on nmy head
while | was struggling through. On the wi ndow | edge was a bronze statuette of
a Roman god, one of Martha's antiques. | grabbed it and held it like a club.

Uncl e |l an said, "Nathanael. . ."

Nat hanael |eapt faster than I woul d have thought possible, his hand
grabbing for my wist. The speed of it and the shock nade ne let go of the
bronze, and his hand had nmy wist in a bone-twisting grip. His father was
com ng up behind. Looking between them| saw the door opening, and Mart ha.

She said, "lan! | don't know what this is about, but let himgo. At
once. "

He | ooked at her mldly. "We will bring you peace, too, Martha. After
Laurie."

My grandnot her was a tough old | ady, but no possible match for them She
was carrying her big red crocodil e handbag, the one in which she kept her
stock noney. | wondered if she was thinking of hitting Uncle lan over the head
with it.

| called urgently, "Get away! Get help!"

She dropped the bag with a clatter. She was hol di ng somnet hi ng: bl ack
flat-sided-a snmall pistol. She said, "I told you: let go of him"

Uncle lan's voice was untroubled. "Don't be silly, Martha. W cone in
peace and bringi ng peace. No one is going to get hurt."

"That's where you're wong." She spoke in her best bossy voice. "Unl ess
you |l eave him and get out, soneone is. Badly hurt, killed perhaps.”

Uncle lan stared at her. Tripping, as we'd found with Angela, made people
al nost indifferent to pain and danger. Wuld he call her bluff?

He shook his head slowy. "You're making such a m stake, Martha. If you'd
only let me-" He broke off as the gun expl oded, shatteringly | oud.

He sighed, and shrugged, and headed for the door, Nathanael follow ng.
Martha and | stood | ooking at each other, till we heard the Rolls start. She
put out a hand, feeling for the nearest arnthair, and dropped into it heavily.

"Pour nme a brandy, Laurie," she said. "A stiff one. "

Angel a had been hiding in the shrubbery. She was nore interested than
frightened and wanted to see the gun, but Martha dropped it back in her bag.

| said, "I didn't know you had one."
"I got it last year, after a deal er got robbed on his way back from an
antiques fair. The silly thing is, | never got round to practicing with it."

She took the glass and gul ped down brandy. "I was terrified of hitting



somet hi ng. "
By "somet hi ng" she neant one of her bits of china; her gaze ranged round
the room for reassurance. The only sign of damage was a neat hole in the

pl aster of the wall. But she saw the bronze on the floor, and got up to
examne it. The briefcase was still on the carpet where Uncle lan had left it.
| | ooked inside and saw nore hel nets.

"I wonder why he left this," | said.

Martha ran her fingers over the statuette, and said absently, "No idea'"
"Except maybe he thought if he left themwe'd try the hel mets on, and.
bi ngo! "

She shivered with repulsion. "As if we woul d!"

"Who can tell how a Trippy's mnd works? He really thinks these things are
passports to paradi se, so he mght think we'd be tenpted. He did take the one
he was trying to make me wear. \Were were they headi ng, do you suppose?

Hone?"
She sl ammed the statuette down.

"Caroline. '
"What ?"
She went to the tel ephone and dialed the nunber. | heard her telling Aunt
Carol i ne what had happened. Then she said, "Caroline, listen-you nust listen
Leave the house before they get back
Cone here. They aren't the same people, | tell you, they're dangerous.

She took the tel ephone fromher ear and | ooked at it for a nmonent before
putting it back on its rest.

| asked, "What did she say?" |'d never seen her | ook hel pl ess before.

She said, "She won't believe ne. All she was concerned about was that they
were alive and well. She hung up on ne'"

Chapter FIVE

More went m ssing fromschool. You couldn't be sure if they were Tripping
or just staying away because things were in a nmess. Very little work got done,
anyway.

In assenbly the Head Man gave us a warni ng about people who nmight try to
Cap us. It seemed Uncle lan wasn't the only one around carrying rubber
hel mets. W were to report anyone acting suspiciously.

| was standing next to Hi |l da Goossens, who sniffed and said,"Silly old

twit!"
" \Npy 2"
"As if we need to be told."
"Someone said they saw Wld Bill hangi ng about school this morning. If he

spots you, he mght decide to Cap his pet genius."

"I don't think so."

"My uncle nearly managed it, with ne."

She just |looked at nme pityingly. | wondered what it nust be like to be

H | da Goossens and so sure of yourself about everything. The Head Man droned
on. He was thin and anxious, white-faced and whitehaired (what there was of
it), due for retirement at the end of the school year. | wondered about being
like him too-just about able to cope under normal conditions, wthout things
like Tripping to contend with.

VWhat | was suddenly aware of was the inportance of their being whatever
each of them was-cocky and contenptuous, or bothered and beaten-as long as it
was sonething they'd come to in their own way:

t he i nmportance of being human, in fact. The peace and harnony Uncle | an and
the others clainmed to be handing out in fact was death, because w thout being
yoursel f, an individual, you weren't really allve

The first class was neant to be chemi stry, but there was no sign of the
chem stry teacher. Hilda Goossens and a couple of others got on with their
assignments. The rest of us tal ked. W stopped when the door flew open. It



wasn't Ms. Green, though, but a hairy little Wl shnman called Wllie, who
taught physical exercise.

He shouted, "R ght! School dism ssed. Everybody out."

Andy asked, " Why?"

He said inportantly,"Police warning. The Exeter Tripod' s on the nove. The
path they've plotted takes
it a couple of mles north, but they want everyone out of the area as a
precaution. Get cracking."

A boy called Marriott said,"l live in Todpole."
Todpol e was six miles north of the school. Willie said,"Wll, you can't
go there. They're evacuating along the route. It will probably be K in an

hour or two, but check with the police."

In the bike shed | waited while Andy fiddled about. The shed was enpty
bef ore he straightened up. | said,"Cone on-we're |last."

"I'"ve been thinking."

| said inpatiently,"You can bike and think at the sane tine, can't you?"

"I wouldn't mind having a look at it."

It took ne a nmonment to realize he was tal ki ng about the Tripod.

"There'll be a roadbl ock."

"W can get round it." Can, not could. And we, which neant there was no
way of backing out without |ooking chicken

| said,"l don't suppose it's any different fromthe one we saw. "

"No, | don't suppose it is." He wheeled his bike out of the shed."I1'd
still like to take a | ook."

It was a bright day but the wind, blowing a swirl of |eaves fromthe side
of the road, had a wintry edge. There weren't many peopl e about, and they were
all going the opposite way. W found the roadblock half a mle out of town. A
patrol car was slewed across the road with a policeman standing beside it
snoking a cigarette, and another at the wheel. It was fairly obvious which way
we'd need to go to get past it. To the left the ground fell away in open
fields, but the higher ground on the right was wooded.

| said, "What about the bikes?"

"No sweat. Stick themin the ditch."

M ne was new fromny birthday a nonth earlier, a racer |'d been wanting a
long tinme. | laid it down carefully by the roadside. W got through a gap in
t he hedge and nade for the trees. Once under cover we stayed close to the edge
of the wood. We passed within a hundred yards of the patrol car. The policeman
who was snoki ng gl anced our way but gave no sign of seeing us.

If we were invisible to him the sane would presumably apply to the
Tri pod, which nade ne feel better. | even began to feel lighthearted. There
were bird sounds-a bl ackbird, the rowdy clatter of a pheasant. Normal country
stuff. This was probably a wild goose chase, anyway-a wild Tripod chase. Even
if it had noved it might stop again, as the one on the noor had, or change
course. The trees ended, and we ducked under a fence into a field where
Friesian cows were grazing. Here high ground on our left gradually fell away,
giving a view across open country. You could see for niles-fields, copses,
farmhouses. In the distance, sunlight dazzled froma river

But there was sonething else in the distance, too, catching the sun with
a col der gleam And noving our way; | heard the thunp of its passage above the
noi ses of birds and cows.

Andy said,"The hedge." We ran thirty nmeters across open neadow, and di ved
under. | wondered if it had seen us; it was still far off, but we didn't know
its range of vision. | hoped we were hidden now. Andy squirned forward to a
position where he could | ook out, and after a nmonent's hesitation I wiggled
after him scratching ny wist on a branble.

He whispered,"1'd forgotten how comic it |ooks-like a mechanical clown."

The three | egs, swinging in succession, produced a notion which was a
cross between lunmbering and mncing. It did |ook ridiculous. And even though
each stride covered ten or nore meters, its progress seened slow and



| aborious. The thunping rhythmwas |ouder, and | caught the buzz of a

hel i copter, presumably shadowing it. |I thought of the grace and speed of a
Harrier fighter plane, and couldn't understand why this ugly thing was being
allowed to bestride the | and-why no one had ordered a strike the nonment it
nmoved away fromits Trippies. Then, as it got closer, | could see the small
specks clinging to the gigantic feet. It had brought its disciples with it.
And | could hear them singing and shouting, the words indistinguishable but
the voices wild and cheerful

"How are, they managi ng to hang on?" Andy asked.

"l don't know. " A foot slammed down, another lifted and soared across the
sky, and ny stomach lurched with vertigo."l think it'll mss us by quite a
bit."

| was relieved, though, when Andy nodded agreenent."By a hundred neters,
|'d say. But keep your head down."

| didn't need telling. W watched the Tripod hamrer its way across the
val | ey between us and Todpole. A foot landed in water which jetted up
sparkling like dianmonds. The Trippies burst into what sounded |ike a hym.
Then, as the next foot reached its high point, sonething detached and fell
The singing didn't, even check as a figure dropped to earth in the next field,
i ke a stone.

W waited till the Tripod was out of sight before going to see. It was a
girl about sixteen, wearing jeans, her legs horribly junbled. | thought she
was dead as Andy bent over her. But she wasn't quite.

She whi spered "Hail the Tripod." Her |ips barely noved, but she was sniling.-
The smile faded, and she really was dead.

The Tripod furthest from London had noved first, the others setting off in
turn in what appeared to be a concerted march on the capital. The one on
Far nham Common was the last to go, and that was when the air force was |et
| oose. They didn't show anything on the news, but it was announced that al
Tripods in Britain had been destroyed. They added that simlar action had now
been taken in other countries.
The crisis was over. The world was finally free of Tripods.

| guessed why, although the attack on the first Tripod had been
tel evised, these weren't. It had been a desperate decision to make. Mny of
the Trippies clinging to them nust have been killed, and they wouldn't want to
show that. It was awful thinking about it, especially since sone of them could
have been people |I'd known. There had been no news of Andy's nother, for
i nstance. The fact that they probably died happy, like the girl in the field,
didn't nake it any less terrible.

Over the next few days things were clained to be returning to normal. It
was odd, though, that so little was being said, when one renenbered the fuss
after the first invasion. | supposed it was to do with censorship. But why was
the censorship still necessary?

WIld runors started. One was that the royal fanmily had Tri pped and
barri caded thensel ves inside Wndsor Castle, where they were building a
| andi ng pad for the third wave of Tripods. Another said the third wave had
already arrived and taken over an entire country, France in one version, the
United States in another. As Pa said, censorship encouraged people to believe
nonsense.

But, apart fromthe runors, strange things were happeni ng. People were
still disappearing. In Boulder, the nearest nmarket town, nore than a hundred
went at a single go. Everyone, it turned out, who had been to the Chinese
t ake-out that evening. The follow ng day, the county library van called at our
| ocal branch, and left taking two staff nenbers and five people who'd just
been in changing their library books. And two days after that, Todpol e was
declared Tripod territory. There was a big HAIL THE TRI PCD sign on the
approach road, and no one was allowed in without a Cap. Caps were handed out
at the roadside.

That evening Pa brought out the briefcase Uncle lan had left. He said,"The



Tri pods gave themto the Trippies, and the Trippies distributed them | don't
know how many of these things there were originally, but | think there may be
a lot nore now "

Andy asked, "How? Wth all the Tripods knocked out."

Pa held up a helnet."Sinple nolding and wiring, a few
transi stors-sonething that could be nade by Trippies in a back room Maybe in
hundreds of back roons, all over the world."

"CGet rid of it," Martha said w th | oathing.

He | ooked at it speculatively."l don't know. "

Martha said,”"l do! | want it out."

| asked, "How do you think they work?"

Pa shook his head."No one's ever been sure how ordi nary hypnosis works,
But since it's a state in which people are controlled by suggestion, this
could be sonething that induces trance-through, radio
waves acting directly on the electrical centers of the brain, perhaps-coupled
with the conmand to obey the Tripods. And that conmmand woul dn't just apply to
a mnority, like the one carried by TV, but to anyone wearing a helnet."

He turned it over, examning it.

"The wiring looks like a circuit. It could be linked to a control station
in a satellite, or the Tripods' nother ship; In which case, breaking the
circuit mght put it out of action.”

"Just get it out of the house,"” Mrtha said.

"But how do you get them off the Trippies' heads to do that? Ch, well."
He dropped the helmet back in the briefcase."lI'll shove this in the shed for
now. "

| picked up the tel ephone the next time Ilse rang. She said,"Lowee? It
is good to hear your voice
You have grown, | bet. It seenms so long since | see you. How do things go? W
have bad reports of Engl and-of these Trippy people, and nuch troubl efighting
and such."

"It's not so bad," | said."You want Pa? I'Il call him"

“I'n one monent. First | talk with you. Howis it at school ?"

"A bit disorganized."

"But you are doing your. work for the examinations? It is inportant not
to | ose the Rhythnus. "

| didn't see why she had to use a German word instead of the English,
rhythm Her accent, her voice altogether, irritated me as nuch as ever. And
didn't see what right she had to go on about ny school work, anyway. She was
only pretending to be interested.

| handed over to Pa and went to nmy room Andy was there, using ny
conputer. He asked if | minded and | said no, but | thought he could at | east
have asked first. | tried to read but the key clicks bothered me, so in the
end | went down to the living roomagain. Martha arrived fromthe kitchen at
the sane time, for her evening drink

Pouring it, Pa said, "llse sends her |ove."
"She rang? | wish you'd told nme. I'd have |iked a word about a plate we
picked up in Bath last year. |I didn't think nmy menory could get worse, but it

does. "

"W were cut off. And that was her fifth try at getting through today.
The lines are in a ness."

He paused."She told nme some things | didn't know there's no censorship
there. In Anerica there's an order for police and troops to shoot anyone
Capped on sight-shoot to kill."

"It's tinme we did the sane," Martha said.

"The Swiss think we will, any day now. Listen, Martha.

She | ooked up from a nagazi ne. " What ?"

"Il se thinks we ought to join her, in Switzerland."
"That's ridicul ous. Now the governnent's finally taking things seriously,
this business will be over in no time. It would make nore sense for Ilse to



cone back here. If her father's hung on this long, he's obviously not dying."

They argued for a tine, but Martha won. That didn't surprise me-Mrtha
usually did win that sort of argument. And as far as ny father was concerned,
| felt it was not so nmuch the Trippies that bothered himas Ilse being away.
If she came back, it would be as good as us going out there. He said he'd try
to get back to her. Martha said it mght be a good idea to call the airport
first and check seat availability.

He got through to the airport reservations desk fairly quickly, and
heard hi mask the position on fights from Geneva. It seened a routine
conversation, but he put the tel ephone down abruptly.

"Wl | ?" Martha asked.
"Flights to and from Switzerland are suspended."

"It's probably temporary, till things get sorted out."
| could see fromPa's face there was nore to it. "The booking clerk said
something el se as well. Not in any special way, just as a routine remark at

the end. He said, 'Hail the Tripod.""

One of the things | didn't enjoy about sharing a roomw th Andy was t hat
he woke so early. He didn't make a big perfornmance about getting up, but, in
away, that was worse-half waking and hearing hi mnmoving around quietly,
carefully closing the door when he went to the bathroom and opening it even

nore gently when he came back. |'d been awake in the night, thinking about
Tri pping and the caps, and this nmorning his pussyfooting irritated me nore
than usual. | was pondering the chances of getting himnoved into Martha's

spare room though without rmuch optim sm when he called,"Laur!"

He was by the w ndow.

| said peevishly,"Wat is it?"

"Pl anes. "

| heard the faint roar and ran across the room W had a good view, and
saw two fighters sweeping in over the hills beyond Todpole.l forgot being
annoyed in the pleasure of |ooking at them so fast and beautiful conpared
with the lunbering Tripod. And they, or planes like them had smashed the
Tripods. What did it matter if a few people were going around in trances, wth
power |ike that on our side?

"Fantastic!" | said.
"More, over there." He pointed south. A squadron of three were flying
towards the first two. Joining up with them | guessed. | went on thinking

that until the rockets started to explode; It didn't last |Iong. One of the two
burst into a bl ossom of orange and red, and the other roared off to the west
with the three attackers banking to pursue it.

| said in a whisper,"Wat's that about?"

But I knew. Al five had been Harriers, with air force markings. Wich of
t he sides was Capped and which free I1'd no idea, but one thing was certain:
mlitary power was divided now, between them and us.

The order cane in a radi o announcenent; television had vanished in a
welter of jammed transnmissions. All free citizens were to take i mediate
action to help counter the activities of the Capped. This nust involve total
cooperation with the arned forces and police, who had authority to restore
order by any means at their disposal. The situation was difficult, but could
be overconme by free men and women fighting in defense of liberty. Meanwhile,
the use of all sea and air routes was confined to government-authorized
personnel. As far as possible, people should remain in their hones, avoid
using nmotor transport except for energencies, and listen for official
announcenent s.

The statenent was repeated, and then the frequency our set was tuned to
went dead. W found the station again, but it was soon swanped by the grindi ng
buzz of a jamer. The next station we caught was different, with an announcer
tal king enthusiastically in a Yorkshire accent. Victory for the free people of
the world was at hand! All must go forth, prepared to sacrifice everything,
their lives if necessary, in the cause. Very soon now we woul d know t he peace



and harnony manki nd had been vainly seeking since the dawn of history. Hai
the Tri pod!

Pa and Martha were drinking whiskey. Martha quite often had a drink
during the day, but Pa never did, except on holiday. He poured another for
them and said,"It may be grimfor a day or two-even a week or two. Food may
get difficult." He handed her the drink."The [ast word was to stay put. |
suppose we have to, but | don't like it."

"Nor do |I. Doing as you're told is what takes sheep to the
sl aught er house. "

"But there's no alternative, is there? W can't get out of the country.
The Trippies have got control of Heathrow, and even if other airports are
free, we can't use them now because of the ban on travel. At least we're
better off here than in a city."

Mart ha said,"l've never |iked being forced into things."

He sai d, exasperated, "Does anyone? But you have to face facts."

She enpti ed her glass."Face themand count them Especially the ones that
are on your side. No air or sea travel, fromairports or docks, they tell us.
If we had a field, and a private plane, no one could stop us |eaving the
country."

"Since we haven't. He stopped. "You nean-the Edel wei ss? We'd never
get to her. There's probably half a dozen roadbl ocks between here and the
river."

"We'd have to try, to find out."

"But even if we did, and got her to sea, where do we head for?"

"I can think of one place. It's well away fromthis mess, and | have a
house there,”

He | ooked at her without speaking.

In the end, it was | who said, "Quernsey."

Pa sai d not hi ng.

Mart ha asked, "Wl | ? Way not ?"

"I't's breaking regul ations."

"That's what the dog tells the sheep when it steps out of line."

He said,"l suppose if things get nastier in the next day or so-or no
better-we could think about it."

"There are tinmes when thinking about sonething is the worst possible

policy." As usual, her voice was firmand decisive."Let's do it now"

He | ooked at her a long tine, before finally noddi ng acceptance."ln the
nor ni ng?"

She put down her glass."I'll start getting things ready."

VWen she'd gone, Pa poured hinmself another drink. He | ooked at a
silver-framed photograph on the sideboard-one of Ilse, [aughing, in a sumer

frock. He'd given way, | realized, because Martha was the stronger character
not because he agreed with her. And perhaps because he didn't want to admit
the real reason for not wanting to leave. | thought | knew that, too. It was

because this was Ilse's hone. Leaving it nmeant cutting a link with her
possibly the | ast one.

Chapter SIX

Martha just told Angela we were going on a holiday to Guernsey; otherw se
t here woul d have been trouble about |eaving the pony. Andy and | went to the
livery stables with her to say good-bye to it. | kept out of the way of its
teeth, but it had a go at kicking me which cane close. | decided again that |
could live confortably in a world wi thout horses.

Al the sane, | felt a bit sad watching Angela hugging it. | couldn't
take nmy racing bike, either, but |leaving a living thing behind, even a
rotten-tenpered one like Prince, was different. Though really Prince was going
to be all right;. it made no difference to a pony who or what ruled the world,
as long as the fodder kept coming. Angela fed himhis au revoir present of
bran mash, and canme away cheerfully tal king about Guernsey, and whether it was



too late in the year for sw mi ng.

We set out at first light in Martha's Jaguar. W were stopped tw ce by
police. They acted tough-hadn't we heard the instructions to stay at home? -
but Pa and Martha put on a strong double act. They said she had a sister with
a heart condition living by herself at Starcross, who had been pani cking on
t he tel ephone. The sergeant at the second roadbl ock asked Pa why he hadn't
cone alone to pick his aunt up. Pa told hima gang of Capped had been reported
close to the village, and he couldn't risk leaving the children or his ailing
nmot her. Martha did her best to look frail; fortuntely the |light wasn't good.

The sergeant got nore friendly after that. He said it was lucky Pa's aunt
lived on this side of the river
t hi ngs were bad on the other bank, and they'd | ost contact with Exmouth. There
were reports, too, that Capped tanks were on the nove from Dartnoor-towards
Pl ynout h probably, but they might swing this way. Pa said we'd get hone as
soon as possible, and dig in. It couldn't last long, could it?

The sergeant was a tall bony man with a Fal kl ands ri bbon

He said, "My grandfather used to tal k about the 1914 War. They told him
it would be over by Christms and he was four years out there." He shook his
head. "And at |east they could tell who the eneny was."

The weat her had turned wintry, and by the tine we reached the nooring,
just after nine, sleet was driving in fromthe west. The tide was hi gh-that
had been another reason for an early start-and boats jerked and bobbed on
their lines. Wien we left the car's warnth, the wind bit sharply.

We got the rubber dinghy off the roof and put on the outboard.

Pa said, "Laurie and ne first, and then I'll |eave himin charge of
ferrying while | check things inboard. OK?"
Mart ha stayed behind until last, organizing gear. Andy gave her a hand on

board, though she didn't really need it. She didn't nove |ike a grandnot her

She asked Pa, "Everything all right?"

He nodded. "CGood job I filled the tanks last time. W don't know who'l
be running the filling station.” "I don't suppose you got a forecast?"

"As a matter of fact, | did. A normal weather report, and not a single
hail for the Tripod. Cold front passing through with nore sleet and rain snow
on high ground. Wnds west to southwest, force, five to seven. "

"Just as well the tanks are full. Sounds stiff for sail

They spoke lightly but | realtzed they weren't relishing the voyage
ahead. W woul d never normally have set out even for a trip along the coast
with a prospect of near-gal e-force w nds.

Martha said, "No point in waiting. 1'll get sone food going in the
galley."

Not hi ng el se was noving on this stretch, not surprisingly, in view of
the weat her. Sl eet drove hard
agai nst the gl ass of the conning deck. Exmouth came up on the port side, a
junple of wet gray roofs. | saw sonething else-two figures in coast guard
oil skins on the jetty. | nudged Pa.

"I know, " he said.

One was signaling to us. The other lifted a bullhorn, and a voi ce booned
across the choppy water, "Cone in, Edelweiss. Conme in; Edelweiss."

Pa throttled the engi nes and we surged ahead, rocking violently. The
voi ce was still shouting, nore faintly as we drove out to sea.

Andy said, "Do you think they'll send a cutter after us?"

"l don't know. "

Pa felt in his pocket for a cigarette, and then a match. | was surprised
he was carrying themhe' d given up snoking a year before. He lit up and drew
heavily on it.

"I"'d like to tell you a story, Andy-Laurie knows it. Not |long after
Mart ha got the Jaguar she took us over to Honiton. It was sumrer and the nmain
roads were packed, so she used minor roads. They were
busy, too, and there was a bend every couple of hundred yards. It was pretty
frustrating progress, especially in a car like that. Then, beyond Plyntree,



there was a bit of open road with just three cars dawdl i ng ahead of us. She
put her foot down. We were doing over eighty when she passed the last of the
three and realized what had been keeping the other two back: it was a

| ow sl ung police car.

“I'f I'd been driving I'd have braked and waited to be pulled up and given
a verbal going-over. Martha put her foot right down. They chased her, but
she's a good driver and she had the edge, with that engine.

She | ost them | ong before Cheriton."

Andy said, "Didn't they do anything about it? They nust have got her
nunber . "

"Yes. But if you don't have radar, you' ve got to catch your chicken
before you can chop it. They'd have needed to overtake her and flag her down.
They coul d have come round to see her afterwards, but they'd have known her
age fromthe registration details and | don't suppose they fancied |l ecturing a
si xty-year-old woman for outdriving them"

W hit heavier seas, and he eased the throttle.

"The reason | nmention it is that | think I'd have been right, then. In a
normal | aw abiding world it's better to toe the Iine, and conme to heel when
the man in uniformcalls you. But that world' s gone, for the tine being at
| east. Fromnow on it's safer to follow Martha's policy-turn a blind eye and
put your foot down."

| said, "No sign of anything com ng after us so far

"Good. Keep your eyes skinned."

Mart ha had gone bel ow with Angela, who, like |lse, tended to be seasick
even in good weather. | felt my own stonmach heaving as we hamrered away from
t he conparative shelter of the shore. | held out for quarter of an hour, and
had the satisfaction of seeing Andy dive for the rail before I did. Not Iong
after, Pa handed ne the wheel and went to be sick as well. Martha was the only
one who seened unaffected. She brought us nugs of steaming tea, |urching
precariously with themacross the tilting deck

Gradual |y the prospect of pursuit faded; the sea stretched gray and enpty
all round. O alnost enpty-we saw a couple of cargo ships battling their way
east and anot her headi ng west. Pa observed that trade rmust drop of f when you
couldn't guarantee into whose hands a cargo would fall. Tine passed slowy, no
less slowy for the battering the Edel wei ss was taking. Martha eventually
produced stew, which |I ate hungrily and then regretted.

At last there was the | ong shadow of Al derney on the port horizon, and
not long after, Quernsey started to take shape ahead. It seemed an age before
we were in the Russell channel, another before we rolled towards the beckoni ng
arnms of the harbor.

| felt weak and tired, but cheerful. W'd nmade it, in |ousy weather, and
we could relax. I'd always felt safe in Guernsey. GQuernsey was different, a
pl ace where people drank the Queen's health not as Queen but as Duke of
Nor mandy, because the islands were part of the dukedom which conquered Engl and
back in 1066. The mainland, Trippies, and civil war seermed very far away.

Pa throttled back to the four knots which was the harbor speed limt. A
uni formed figure watched fromthe quay, by the harbor master's office.

Pa shouted up to him "Edelweiss from Exeter, visiting. OK for a berth?"

"You can take K3. Know your way?"

"I know nmy way," Pa said.

"CGood. Wl cone to Guernsey." He called out sonething el se which a gust of
wi nd took away. Pa cupped an ear, and he shouted it nore |oudly.

"Hail the Tripod!"

No one spoke as we chugged in: The harbor was | ess busy than in sumer
but ot herw se unchanged.
In the marina, tall masts swayed in |long ranks. A lot of yachts wi ntered here.
Traffic craw ed as usual along the front, and the roofs of St. Peter Port rose
in tiers behind. Above the crest of the hill the sky was lighter; it |ooked as
t hough the sun night be breaking through



VWen we'd tied up, Pa took us to the forward cabin.

He said, "I had the gl asses on people onshore. You can't always tell,
obviously, but 1'd say at least ten percent are Capped. And the real trouble
is the Capped are in charge.”

Andy said, "We only know for certain that they're running the harbor."

Pa shook his head. "In an island this size it has to be all or nothing.
They' ve taken over."

Angel a said, "Can we go to the cottage? |I'mtired,

Her face was white, eyes heavy. | didn't feel all that bright myself.

Martha said, "If they've got Guernsey, | suppose they must have Jersey as
wel | . But maybe not the smaller islands. There's Al derney and Sark. "

"We' d be pinning ourselves down in a small conmunity. Wen they do get
there-in a few days, perhaps-we'd be sitting ducks."

Mart ha put an armround Angela, who was sniffling quietly. "W've not
cone this far just to give in." "There's Switzerland."

She said inpatiently, "If they' ve taken over the island, that includes
the airport. The no-travel regulation may not apply here: as far as the
Tri ppies are concerned | suppose, the nore traveling the better. But they're
bound to insist on passengers being Capped.”

"Yes, | suppose they will."

Pa went through to the aft cabin. | wasn't surprised he'd brought up
Switzerland again. For him getting back to Il se was nore inportant than the
fight against being Capped. No, that was unfair. But very inportant.

| was surprised, though, that he'd accepted Martha's argunent so easily.
| stared up at feet passing along the quay, and wondered if their owners were
free or Capped, and, for the hundredth tine, what being Capped mnmust feel Iike.
| was thinking miserably that | was likely to find out before | ong when Pa
returned, carrying Uncle lan's briefcase. He lifted one of the Caps out.

"Basically, it has to be a radio receiver, or sonething simlar. The
Wi ring runs just beneath the rubber. You could snip it with scissors. The Cap
woul d | ook no different, but it wouldn't receive. So, no induced trance, no
conpul sion to obey the Tripod."

Andy asked, "Are you sure?"

Pa shook his head. "Not quite sure. But we could try it on one of us, and
find out."

| said, "The one who tries it mght Trip."

"I't would be one against four. W can take it off again, by force if need

be." He paused. "I'd volunteer, except that we really want the physically
weakest, in case it did cone to that."
Angel a started crying again; | hadn't realized she was listening, |et

al one under st andi ng.

Mart ha said, "Not Angela. Me, if you like."

Andy said, "It's OK. I'll do it."

Pa wasn't looking in ny direction, but he hadn't | ooked at Angel a,
ei ther.

| said, "lI"mnext snallest. Let's get it over."

No one spoke while Pa dug the blade of his Swiss Arny knife into the
i nner surface of the rubber. It took time, but eventually he handed ne the
hel et .

"I'"ve severed it in two places. That should put it out of action."

The thing seemed to withe in ny hands, like a snake. | hadn't |ooked at
it closely before. It was like a flexible skullcap. Even a few days ago
woul dn't have believed that this was somet hi ng which m ght take away ny
freedom of thought and will, but I did now And now it wasn't easy to believe
it could be made harm ess so sinmply. If Pa was wong and it still worked.

| thought of a time when | was about ten, at a pool with a five-neter
di ving board. Ot hers had dived fromit, but when I clinmbed up the water | ooked
a hundred nmiles away. | wanted to go back down, but facing the dive was a
little |l ess bad than seeing jeering faces. Just a little less. And that had
just been physical fear; now !l was terrified of losing ny mnd, ny



i ndi viduality-everything about nyself that nmattered.

Anot her thought followed on: what woul d happen if they did have to pin ne
down and take the Cap of f? Wwuld doing that renmove the Tripods' conmand from
my mnd? There was no Dr. Monnouth to dehypnotize ne. What woul d they do? Tie
and gag me to prevent me raising an alarn? And what if it half worked, |eaving
me part slave and part free? How |l ong before I went nmad?

They were |l ooking at me. If | said any of this, they'd think I was trying
to get out of it. They'd be right, too. | thought of the high board, and the
heads bobbing in the water. The | onger you del ayed, the worse it got. | drew
breth, and pulled it over ny head, dragging it hard down.

Hai | the Tripod.

| thought 1'd said it, thought in despair that | really had handed nyself
over to the eneny. | imagined the others had heard it,too, and waited for them
to grab me. Nothing happened. Could it just have been a random t hought ?
framed Hail the Tripod in my mnd, testing nyself with sick anticipation. Then
| thought deliberately, |I hate the Tripod-and felt a surge of relief.

"Wl 1 ?" Pa's voice was anxi ous.

"It's all right." | realized | was shivering. "It doesn't work."

Pa fixed a Cap for hinself, and he and | went to the airline ticket
of fice. He asked for five seats on the evening flight to Heathrow. The clerk
who had horn-ri med spectacl es tucked over the flaps of his Cap, punched his
keyboard and stared at the screen

"Five's OK, but you'll have to split up between Smoki ng and Nonsnoki ng."

"That's all right." Pa fished a credit card out of his wallet. The clerk
shook hi s head.

"No credit cards."

"What ?"

"Not while the emergency's on."

"But you'll take a check?"

"I'f it's on a |local account."

"l don't have a local account. I'mon a boat."

The clerk gave hima knowing smle. "English? | thought you were. No
Engli sh checks. Sorry. Hail the Tripod."

Pa picked up his card. "Hail the Tripod."

The bank was a few doors away fromthe airline office. Pa wote a check
and passed it to the teller, who gave it leisurely scrutiny before pushing it
back.

"Local accounts only."

Pa said, keeping a reasonable tone, "I don't have a | ocal account. What
do | do for noney?"

"You could go back to England." The teller rubbed a hand across his
forehead and over the Cap

He smiled, too, not pleasantly. "W'Il manage without you."
At first, Martha refused to believe it. "This is Guernsey, the friendly
isle. 1'l'l get local nobney. The nanager at Barclay's knows ne. He's been

cashing checks for me for over twenty years."

Pa said, "You don't understand, Martha. It's all changed. If he's manager
still, he must be Capped.

And argui ng m ght make hi m suspi ci ous about your Cap working properly. It's
not just a local rule, but a total change of attitude."

"But why? Why shoul d bei ng Capped turn peopl e agai nst foreigners?"

"I don't know, but it rnust be something that suits the Tripods. They
could be thinking on the same lines as Julius Caesar with the Gauls: divide
and rule. Maybe if they win we'll wind up all living in villages, instead of
cities. It would make it easier to keep us under control."

That was the first time |I'd heard anyone suggest we m ght | ose. Angela
said, "Can't we go to the cottage?" She sounded frightened, as well as tired.

Mart ha said sharply, "They're not going to wi n, whoever or whatever they
are. How rmuch noney do we need for the tickets?"



"Three hundred woul d cover it. But -

She produced a | eat her bag and rummaged, bringing out jewelry-gold
bangl es, neckl aces, rings.

"One thing about the antiques trade is that it teaches you the val ue of
portable capital. I'Il get the noney."

Pa said, "I'Il come with you."

She shook her head firmy and reached for one of the Caps. "No, you
won't. | haggle best on my own.

Two airlines flew between Guernsey and Engl and. Pa tried the other next,
in case the first booking clerk was curious about the way he'd found a neans
of paying. This one took the pile of local notes wi thout query and booked us
on the last flight out.

Before we |l eft the Edel weiss, Pa fixed the remaining Cap for Andy. There
wasn't one for Angela, but he assumed they woul dn't bother about young
children. | | ooked back at the boat as we clinbed the steps at the end of the
pont oon-one nore thing to | eave behi nd. \Watever |ay ahead, apart from what
was left of Martha's jewelry, we were going into it stripped.

The weat her had cleared, and the late afternoon was lit by watery
sunshine. The taxi took us up the hill |eading out of St. Peter Port, and
recogni zed fam liar |landmarks. In the past they'd been part of the excitenent
of com ng on holiday, of anticipating the |ong days of sea and sunshine. On
the left in Queen's Road was the entrance to CGovernment House. Sonethi ng new
stood beside the gate-a wooden nodel of a heni sphere supported on three
spindly legs. | couldn't read the lettering underneath, but |I knew what it
woul d say.

We checked in early, and Martha took us to the airport restaurant. She
told us to order whatever we liked; the noney left over after the tickets were
bought wasn't going to be any use outside the island.

She and Pa ordered champagne.

VWile the waitress was opening it, a man at another table said, "Ms.
Cordray, is it not?"

The back-to-front white collar under the black Cap showed he was a
clergyman, and | recognized himas vicar of the parish where Martha's cottage
was. He'd visited when we'd been staying there.

Looki ng at the chanpagne, he said, "Sonething to cel ebrate? "

"My birthday." She smiled convincingly. "WIIl you have a gl ass?"

He did, and they chatted. He'd al ways been a great talker. In the past,

t hough, he'd seemed anxi ous to pl ease; now he was sharp, al nost aggressive. He
asked if we were going back to Engl and, and when Martha said yes he was
approving, but in an al nost contenptuous tone.

"Much better, |I'msure. England for the English, Guernsey for the
Guernseyman. Things are going to be better in all sorts of ways. My nother
used to talk of life in the island in the war, during the Gernman occupation
no motorcars, no tourists. Thanks to the Tripods, it can be like that again.
In their blessed shade, we shall find peace."

"Do you think they're going to cone back?" Pa asked.

The vi car | ooked surprised.

"The Tripods, | nean."

"But they are back! Didn't you hear the news on Radi o Guernsey? There
have been new | andings all over the world. So now they can conplete their
m ssi on of hel pi ng manki nd save itself fromwar and sin. " Mart ha said
"No, we didn't know. |Is there one in the island?"

"Not yet. It is sonething to wait and hope for. Like the Second Coning."
H s voice was thick and earnest. "lIndeed, perhaps it is that."

The first throw of the dice was when they called the flight. For as long
as | could remenber, there had been security checks because of terrorists. Pa
had sai d checks woul d be unnecessary with everyone Capped, and he proved
right. W weren't even screened for nmetal. We wal ked through to the departure



| ounge and al npst imrediately after that across the tarmac to the aircraft.

They were using a Shorts plane, with just pilot and copilot and two
st ewar desses. The aircraft took off normally, headi ng west, and when he'd
gai ned sufficient height the pilot banked for the northeasterly flight to
Engl and.

For us it was the wong direction; each mle flown would have to be
retraced. Mreover, not knowing the fuel |oad, every gallon or half gallon
m ght be crucial. Pa got up and wal ked towards the forward toilet. The
st ewar desses were at the rear, fixing coffee. Andy and | gave himtine to
reach the door to the flight deck before follow ng

This was the second part of the gamble: would the door be unl ocked? Pa
turned the handle and threw it open. As the copilot turned to | ook, Pa pushed
t hrough and | went in behind him blocking the doorway. He pulled Martha's
pistol frominside his jacket, and said, "I'mtaking over. Do as | say, and
everything will be all right."

| had the fear, for a nonent, certainty, that we'd got it wong. In the
old pattern, the hijackers had been nutters and the aircrew sane; this tinme it
was the other way about. Being Capped, the pilot would do not what he thought
right, but what he though the Tripods wanted. If the Tripods wanted himto
crash the plane, with hinmself and forty passengers on board, he woul dn't
hesi t at e.

Both nen were staring at the pistol. The pilot said, "Wat do you want ne
to do?"

"Set a course for Ceneva."

He hesitated for what seemed a long tinme. The hope was that, seeing us
weari ng Caps, he'd have no reason to think we were anti-Tripod. Finally, he
shrugged.

"OK. Ceneva it is."

Chapt er SEVEN

The pilot, M chael Hardy, took being hijacked nore easily than |I would
have expected. He asked Pa why he was doing it, and Pa told himit was because
his wife was in Switzerland, and flights there had been suspended. It struck
me as a fairly crazy reason, but Hardy accepted it with a nod. | guessed that
one of the effects of being Capped could be to nake people generally I|ess
curious. The stewardesses and the passengers didn't seem bothered about what
was happening, either. The Cap probably worked as a tranquilizer as well.

Just how unconcerned the pilot was becane clear after he'd fed details
ofthe new flight path into his conputer

He yawned, and said, "Should just about do it. "

Pa asked him "What do you nean, 'just about'?"

"Fuel . W've enough for Geneva, but there won't be anything over for a
diversion. Let's hope we stay lucky with the weather."

One of the stewardesses brought us all coffee, and he tal ked as we drank
it. Flying had been sonething he'd always wanted to do. As a school boy, |iving
near Gatwi ck airport, he'd spent nost of his spare tine plane spotting. Unti
recently, he'd thought of his present job as a stopgap; his anbition was to
fly the big trans-Atlantic planes.

Munching a biscuit, he said, "Funny that, |ooking back. | mean, why
bot her ?"

Pa said, "You're happy now to stay on the |local run?"

Har dy paused before answering. "l've spent years ferrying people around
the sky at hundreds of mles an hour. What's the point? They'd be just as
happy where they are. Happier. My wife's got a share in a farm and | think
I'd rather help out with that than fly. People don't need airplanes, or cars
and trains for that matter. Do you know what | would Iike? A horse and trap
I'"d really like that."

He did another conputer reading in nidflight, which showed fuel was | ower



t han predi ct ed.

"Cetting towards touch and go,’
easier."

Pa didn't answer right away. | wondered if he was waiting for Hardy to
add somret hing, or reconsidering the situation. Geneva nmeant Ilse for him and
escape fromthe Tripods for all of us. It also nmight nmean taking a chance on
the Iives of everyone on the plane.

"We stick with CGeneva," he said at |ast.

Hardy nodded. "OK, Geneva. Let's hope this head wind gets no worse."

No more was said. | started remenbering all the novies about air crashes
I'd seen. One tine at Andy's house, his nother had tal ked about her fear of
flying. She woul dn't go anywhere if she had to travel by plane. |1'd thought it
weird at the time, but | didn't now W were up here in this nmetal tube, niles
high, and if the fuel ran out, our chances of survival were just about nil. |
visual i zed the petrol tanks enptying, second by second, and began to sweat.

| thought, too, of what Hardy had said of his feelings since being
Capped. He seenmed happy. And if the Tripods really were bringing peace, surely
that was a good thing? Peace was about people |iking one another; and perhaps
in a way that meant they didn't get hooked on one particul ar person and forget
about ot hers.

Moonl i ght provi ded a hazy view of snow covered nountains, and Hardy
started the | andi ng procedure.

That didn't inprove matters; if anything it nade them worse. As the
undercarri age went down, one of the engines coughed, picked up again, then
spluttered into silence. | was really terrified-now. | shut ny eyes as the
landing lights appeared in front, and they were still shut when the wheels
bunped down onto the tarmac. | felt suddenly weak with relief.

Hardy taxied the plane to a standstill close to the term nal building,
and | found sonmething else to worry about. The airport authorities knew about
the hijack, of course, but we had no idea what their reaction to it was going
to be. Al the conmunications with flight control had been formal, concerned
with getting the plane down. It seened a long time before the doors were
opened, and we were ordered to disenbark. | could see Pa chewing his |ip.

I'd thought they might separate us fromthe crew and the rest of the
passengers, but after Pa had handed Martha's gun over we were all taken
through the arrival area to a smaller |ounge, where there were soldiers with
automatic rifles.

he said casually. "Paris would be

A senior officer said, "You will please renmove the Caps from your
heads. "

Captain Hardy said, "No. That's inpossible."

"At once."

Hardy said, "I ask permission to refuel and take my plane and passengers
back to Guernsey." "Perm ssion not granted. Take off Caps."

We four had pulled the helmets off our heads, but none of the others made
a nove. The officer barked a command in German, and two sol di ers advanced on
Har dy.

He backed away as they approached, and shouted to the officer, "You have
no right to touch us! | insist you give us petrol and clearance to return.”

The officer ignored him and the soldiers kept com ng forward. The vicar
who had talked to Martha in Guernsey was standing cl ose by.

He stretched out his arms and said, "W bring you peace. Put down your
weapons, and accept this blessing." He made a gesture, of three downward
strokes, with his right hand. "In the name of the Tripod."

As the soldiers grabbed his arns, Hardy went berserk, tearing hinself
free and punching one of themin the face. The rest of the Capped rushed
forward, scream ng

| heard Martha's voice, above the din. "Quickly! This way-".

We nade for the door through which we'd entered. Two sol diers raised
their automatics. Pa said, "W're not Capped. Look."

He tossed his on the ground; hut they still kept their weapons trained on



us. Behind, the screani ng was punctuated by a single shot, and then by a
rattle of automatic fire. | |ooked back to see a couple of the Capped on the
floor. Captain Hardy, blood pouring froma wound in his neck, was one.

It was quickly over. Shocked into silence, the rest stared dunbly at the
sol diers, two of whomtook hold of a man about sixty, and pulled himto one
side. He started to cry as one of themtore off his Cap, and went on crying as
they noved on to their next target. It was a dreadful noise, .which got worse
as others had their Caps forcibly renoved. They offered no further resistance,
but it was like listening to aninmals being tortured.

The officer in charge came to us.

You will be escorted to the debriefing room" H s voice was cold. "Cbey
all orders.”

Pa said, "W damaged the Caps so they woul dn't work. W' ve not been under
Tri pod influence."

The clipped voice did not change.

"Cbey orders."

They interviewed us separately, and at length. Eventually we were given
food, and taken to a hotel for the night. Wen Pa asked to be allowed to
tel ephone I 1se, he was refused. There was a tel ephone in the bedroom he shared
with Andy and ne, but it wasn't connected.

Next norning Pa and Martha were interviewed again, and after that we were
taken before a stiff little man with a black beard, who told us we'd been
granted permission to stay in the country for seven days. W were free to
travel to Fernohr, but nust report to the police as soon as we got there. He
pushed across a piece of paper which was our authorization

Pa said, "And after seven days?"

"The position will be reconsidered. You are aliens who have entered this
country illegally. You would be returned to Engl and, except there are no
flights at present. | nust warn you that any failure to obey police
instructions will result in imredi ate deportation for all, to any country
which will accept you."

"Can we keep the Caps we were wearing-the ones that don't work?"

n W]y?ll
"In case we need them again."
"There are no Tripods in Switzerland, so you will not need them" He

shrugged. "It has been established that they are harnl ess. Keep. themif you
wi sh. "

Martha sold nore gold to get Swiss noney, and we took a train to
Interl aken. The track ran beside the | ake, which stretched as far as the eye
could see. The day had started cl oudy but now both sky and | ake were clear and
blue, with just a few cl ouds over the nmountain peaks on the far side. Pa had a
rel axed | ook. There was plenty to relax fromthe hijack, fear of the plane
crashing, and then the business at the airport. Things were different in rea
life fromtelevision-the gunshots nore deafening, the blood brighter red and
spurting horribly.

As | was thinking there was also, for him the prospect of being with

Il se again, he said to Angela, "We'll see Miutti in a few hours. | wonder if
she'l'l recognize us after all this tinme."

"Of course she will," Angela said. She was eating an apple. "It's not
that |ong."

Mart ha was | ooki ng out of the wi ndow. Between us and the | ake there were
houses, with children playing, a frisking dog, snoke rising froma chi mey.

She said, "It has a nice safe |ook. Do you think we'll be given that
ext ensi on?"
Pa stretched. "I'msure of it. You get the bureaucrats at airports. Loca

police are different."
The train stopped at Lausanne, where the timetable schedul ed a
thirty-mnute wait.



| asked Pa, "Can Andy and | have a | ook around? W'Il|l be back in plenty
of time."

"Better not, just in case."

I thought quickly. "lI'd like to see if there's sonething | can get as a
present for Ilse. It's her birthday next week." Angela wasn't the only one who
could play that sort of gane.

He hesitated, but said, "All right. As long as you're back in a quarter
of an hour."

Martha said, "I don't think you'll be able to buy anything with English
noney. "

"I was wondering if you'd change some for ne?"

"And how |l ong before I'mable to use what | change?" She sniled and
fished in her wallet. "But | suppose | asked for that. Twenty francs-it'l|
have to be sonething small. You'd better have a bit to spend, too, Andy."

Angel a said, "And ne."

I said, "No. You stay here."

"I'f you're going, | can." Her eye had a steely look. "It isn't fair if
you get a present and | can't.

She's ny not her!"
| argued, but didn't expect to win. Martha gave her twenty francs as

wel I, and she tagged after us while we explored the station. W found a little
shop, and I wondered whether to get I|lse chocolate, or a doll in peasant

dress. Wiile | was deciding, Angela bought one of the dolls, so it had to be
chocol ate. There were two sizes, at nine francs and nineteen. | asked for the

smal l er, then changed ny m nd and pi cked the other

I'"d been vaguely aware of people gathering near us. The voice i mediately
behind startled nme. "Sales Anglais!" |I knew that was French for "dirty
English,” but if | hadn't, the tone of voice would have given ne a good idea.

He was about sixteen, tall and dark-skinned, wearing a red jersey with a
big white cross, the Swiss national enblem There were others with simlar
jerseys in a nob of a dozen or nore, nostly about his age but a couple
younger, and one man with a gray beard who | ooked about fifty. Those that
didn't have jerseys wore red headbands with white crosses.

Andy said quietly, "Let's get out of here." He noved towards the
platform but the tall boy bl ocked his path.

Anot her, shorter and fair-haired, said,"What are you doing in our |and,
filthy English?"

Andy said, "Nothing. Going back to the train."

Soneone el se said, "Filthy English on clean Swiss train is not good."

"Look," Andy said. "That's twi ce we've been called filthy English." He'd
rai sed his voice. "The next one gets hit."

There was silence for some nmonments. | thought he'd got away with it, and
Andy nust have, too. He pushed forward against the tall boy, forcing himto
give ground. A gap in their ranks opened, but only for a second. One grabbed
his arm and swung hi m round; another kicked his leg viciously, bringing him
down.

As he fell, Angela screaned. | caught her armand pulled her in the

opposite direction. They were concentrating on Andy, and it | ooked as though
m ght succeed in getting her away, but Angela yelled again and | saw the man
wi th the beard grabbing her fromthe other side.
After that there was confusion in which | kicked and punched at shapes around
me and got kicked and punched in return. One blow to the neck made ne stagger
and struggl e desperately to keep on ny feet. 1'd had a glinpse of Andy on the
ground, grunting as they ki cked him

| had ny arns over ny face, trying to protect nyself. There was shouti ng,
m xed up with the boom of a | oudspeaker announcing trains. | realized the
punchi ng had stopped, but flinched as soneone seized ne roughly. | opened ny
eyes to see a gray uniforned policeman. Two others were lifting Andy, and the
red jerseys were scattering into the crowd.

Angel a seenmed unharned. Andy was bl eeding fromthe nouth, and there was a



cut over one eye and another on his cheek. Wen | asked himhow he felt, he
said, "No sweat. I'Il live. | think."

The police escorted us back to the train. | told Pa what had happened,
whi |l e Mart ha cl eaned Andy up
The police demanded details of our journey, and checked passports.

During the scrutinizing, Pa asked, "Wat are you going to do about
t hen®?"

"These children are your responsibility," the senior policeman said. He
had a round face ,and small eyes, and spoke English slowy but well. "You have
perm ssion to proceed to Fernohr. Report to local police on arriving."

"I wasn't tal king about these children." Pa was chewing his |lip again.
"The ones who attacked themwhat are you doi ng about then®"

"We do not know their identities."

"Did you make any attenpt to find out?"

"And we do not know if there was provocation."

"Provocation! The children were buying presents for their nother-who
happens to be Swi ss-when they were called filthy English and set upon.

t hought this was a civilized country."

The policeman cocked his head, small eyes staring.

"Listen, Englishman. This is a civilized country. And a country for Sw ss
peopl e. W& do not need foreigners here. Do you wish to make a conpl ai nt ?"

Mart ha said, "Forget it, Martin."

The policeman rocked on his heels. "If you wish to make a conplaint, you
nmust | eave the train and come with me to police headquarters. You will stay
there until mny superintendent is free to see you, and discuss this conpl aint.
I do not know how long that will be, because he is a busy man. Vel
Engl i shman? " Pa said, tight-voiced, "No conplaint."

"Good. Make sure that no one of your party causes nore trouble. | w sh
you a safe and swift journey-back to England."

As the train started, Pa said, "I don't understand it. "

Martha said, "I never did like the Swi ss." She added, "Apart fromllse,
of course.™

Andy said, "I did say 1'd hit anyone who called us dirty English again.
That's when they cane at us. I'msorry if it caused the trouble, but | didn't
see how | could have just listened and said nothing."

"No," Pa said. "I know what you nmean. But we nay have to do just
that-listen and say nothing-in future. It's a different kind of xenophobia
fromthe brand we found in Guernsey, but it's still xenophobia." Angel a

asked, "Wwhat's zenner-foe-be-ar?"

"Fear of foreigners. Fear and hatred. It can be valuable, protection for
the tribe, and it can also be nasty. It's a funny thing. On the surface what
we saw in Quernsey seens better-people just wanting to be left alone to live
their own lives-while here it's aggressive: a positive urge to attack
foreigners. But this one's healthier. The Swi ss have wapped thenselves up in
bei ng Swi ss and hating anyone who isn't. It's tough on us, but it may be a
good protection against the Tripods."

He and Martha went on tal king about it as the train picked up speed. W
could see the | ake again, fiat, cal mand peaceful, with two or three small
boats and an ol d-fashi oned paddl e steamer naking stately progress towards
CGeneva. | was thinking of ny part in the proceedings. 1'd tried to get Angel a
away because she was a girl (and ny half sister) and needed protecting. That
had al so nmeant |eaving Andy to the mob; | hoped he understood why. One eye was
neafly closed fromthe swelling round it. He saw nme | ooking, and wi nked with
t he good one.

Pa had tel ephoned Il se from Geneva, and when the train stopped at
Interl aken she was on the platform She kissed Martha and hugged Angel a, but
her eyes over Angela's shoul der were on Pa. Then she and he noved towards one
anot her slowy. She put her hands out, and his hands took them They stood
cl ose together, smling, for sone nonments before he kissed her



It was Il se who eventual |y broke away. She was smiling and crying at the
same time. She turned fromny father to | ook at ne.

"Lowee," she said. "Ch, Lowee, | cannot say how good it is seeing you
again:' She cane towards me, and | put ny hand out.
"Good seeing you, too." It was funny. |I'd put ny hand out so she wouldn't Kkiss
me, and | hadn't thought | neant it about being glad to see her. But in a way
| was.

Chapter ElI GHT

Fernohr was a little nountain village, built round a single road with a
wooded sl ope above it on one side and a staggering view down into a valley on
the other. The road fromlnterl aken ended there, or practically ended. It
continued up the hillside as an unpaved track, giving access to half a dozen
dwel lings, and finally to the Gasthaus Rutzecke.

The first Rutzecke house had been built by llse's grandfather as a
vacation spot for the famly, but between the world wars her father rebuilt it
on a larger scale, as a guesthouse. It had ei ght bedroons and a coupl e of
| ounges, and a terrace in front where there was a tel escope and a pole flying
the Swiss flag.

The Swi gram had stopped operating it as a guesthouse when the Sw granp
got ill. The only person living there apart fromfanmly was a handyman cal |l ed
Yone, even older than the Swi granp. He al so
| ooked after the ani mals-chickens and two cows that anbled round the sl oping
meadows with bells round their necks-and shot gane for the pot. He had an old
shot gun he tended | ovingly.

The Swi gram was white-haired and plunp. She spoke little English, and
seened a bit in awe of Pa and nore so of Martha, who spoke to her kindly but
rather in the way she'd spoken to the daily hel p back hone.

There was snow t he second day, but it thawed al nbst imrediately. Ilse
said it was warmfor the time of year. | |ooked longingly at the rack of skis
in one of the sheds, and neanwhile Andy and | explored around. The terrain was
fairly dull above the chalet, cropped grass and boul ders, but nore interesting
bel ow the village, where there were pine woods and sone good clinbs. The | ake
was visible down in the valley, and we could watch boats crossing, through the
tel escope. It was coin-operated, but the box was open; so you just put the
same twenty-centine piece through over and over again.

W al so hel ped Yone with the chickens and cows. The chickens sonetines
| aid astray, and we had to hunt for the eggs. And the cows had to be found and
brought in at night. |I tried to talk himinto letting me use the shotgun, but
he wouldn't. It wasn't a wildly exciting life, but pleasant enough. The
Swi gram was a better cook than Martha, too.

Her husband, the Swigranp, lay all day in the big double bed in their
bedroom except in really good
weat her when she and Yone noved himinto a daybed on the balcony. | sat with
hi m someti nes but never knew what to say, and he didn't talk either. But he
al ways smiled when Angela cane into the room | didn't know if he had any idea
what had brought us here, or if he even knew about the Tripods.

Swiss radio and television were in French and German; Ilse had to tell us
what they said was happening in the outside world. It seened that in nost
pl aces the Capped were now i n charge, but the Swiss weren't worried. For
hundreds of years they'd been surrounded by dictatorships and enpires and
such, and had nanaged to di sregard them They had the protection of their
mount ai ns, and an arny in which all rmale citizens served. The Tripods were a
nui sance, but so had Napol eon and Hitler been. They felt all they needed to do
was sit tight and go on being Sw ss.

They were taking some precautions. They'd rounded up their |ocal Trippies
at the beginning and put theminto canps under armed guard. The few who had
escaped the original sweep and tried to distribute Caps were quickly caught
and i nprisoned.



Il se, who had. only seen things fromthe Sw ss viewpoint, was sure the
Tri pod craze would soon die away. Pa wasn't so optimstic, but hoped the Sw ss
m ght be able to cut thenselves off fromthe rest of the world, as an oasis of
freedom

In the village we at first encountered sinilar antiforeign feelings to
those in Geneva and Lausanne. The villagers nade a point of ignoring us, and
t he shopkeepers-there was a conbi ned dai ry-bakery, and a general store-were
surly and unhel pful. Wien it cane to renewing our permt, the village
policeman, a nan called Graz, hesitated a long tinme. In the end he said he
woul d stanmp a renewal only because we were related to the Rutzeckes: the
Swi granp was wel |l known and respected.

Sone of the |ocal boys carried things further, and followed us, chanting
insults. One of the | eaders was Rudi Graz, the policeman's son. He was only
thirteen but well built, and he picked on Andy in particul ar
The third tinme it happened, when we were | eaving the village on our way back
to the gasthaus, Andy stopped and turned round. The Swi ss boys stopped, too,
but Rudi said sonething in the local dialect, and the rest |aughed. Andy
wal ked back to himand spoke one of the few German words he knew
Dumkopf, meaning "idiot." The fight |asted about five mnutes. Andy was
cooler and a better boxer, but Rudi was a hitter and got some nasty punches
in. One opened the cut over Andy's eye, and he bled quite a lot. It was Rudi
t hough, who eventually stood back. They | ooked at one another, and after a
monent Andy put a hand out. The Swi ss boy ignored it and turned away, his
mates following. It didn't make themany friendlier, but they stopped chanting
after that.

Angel a sonetinmes insistedon coning with us to the village, and she
sonmetines did get a smile, | suppose because she was a little girl and pretty.

She al so made friends with an old horse, which had been retired fromthe
Swiss Arimy and grazed in a field not far fromthe bakery. One day, after she'd
stroked and talked to it, she said, "He's a bit like Prince. Don't you think
so, Laurie?"

| said warily, "A bit, | suppose.”
"What's going to happen-about Prince?"
"Nothing. | nean; they' |l look after himat the stables until we get

back." She swung round to stare at nme, her blue eyes scornful

"But we're not going back, are we? They're only saying that."

| wasn't sure what woul d cone next-whether we'd have weeps-so | jabbered
about not really knowi ng what was going to happen but everything com ng right
eventual | y.

VWhen |'d ground to a halt, she said, "I wake in the night sonetines,
dreaming |'m Tri ppi ng agai n.
Though in a way it's worse-1 know what's happeni ng, and hate it, but can't do
anything to stop it.

When | wake up properly, at first I'mscared, and then. . . | can't really say
how it is. Just, well, feeling good. Feeling safe.” She pulled a tuft of
grass, and the horse nibbled it from her hand.
She said, "I hope Prince is all right."
| said, "I"'msure he is."
She | ooked at nme again. But you don't have to pretend. | don't want to go

back there-not even for Prince.
We' d never before tal ked about anything serious-as | knew this was. And
knew she was being brave, as well as a lot nore grown-up than 1'd realized. |
felt awkward, but wanted to |let her know | understood that. W weren't a
famly that went in | for hugging, but | put an armround her, even though
Andy was with us.
| said, "Cone on. The Swigram s waiting for the bread."

Everyt hi ng changed suddenly when French and German arm es invaded
Switzerland wi thout warning. One day the village was in a frenzy of excitenent
over the news, the next, deserted-looking, with all the men between ei ghteen



and sixty called to the col ors.

The attitudes of those that remai ned changed, too, perhaps because their
hatred was now concentrated on the invading armes. They smiled at us and were
even prepared to chat. And they were full of confidence.

Frau Stitzenbahr, the baker's w fe, whose two sons had gone, said, "It is
terrible, this, but not for long, | think. French and Germans are fighting
al ways. Swi ss men do not wish fighting, but they are brave and | ove our |and.
They will chase the French and Germans qui ckly hone." Andy and | wal ked back
up to the gasthaus. It was a gray, cold afternoon. Although the snow stil
hel d off here, the surrounding peaks were white fromfresh falls.

| said, "Lucky Pa's not Swiss or | suppose he'd have had to go, too. What
do you think's going to happen?" The path overl ooked a drop. Andy threw a
stone, and we saw it bounce off scree hundreds of neters bel ow

He said, "The Swiss think being patriotic makes them a match for anyone.
They don't understand what it's like facing an eneny that's Capped."”

"Those at the airport surrendered as soon as the army began firing."

"That was different. Why should the Tripods care about a tiny group like
that? It didn't matter what happened to them But now they're sending in
arm es-armes of men who don't give a toss about being killed."

| thought about it-fighting and not minding if you got killed. You'd have
to be Capped to feel like that. "Anyway," | said, "I shouldn't think the
fighting will get as far as Fernohr."

Nor did it. And Frau Stitzenbahr was right, it was finished quickly. But
not in the way she'd thought. Next day there were reports of retreats in the
north and west, and by the following norning it was over. Use translated the
news on the radi o: everlasting peace had cone to Switzerland as-it had al ready
to the rest of the world. The next bit even | coul d understand.

"Heil dem Dreibeiner!"

Two days | ater, |ooking through the telescope, | saw the faniliar shape
of the paddl e steamer, furrowing a path across gray waters towards |nterlaken
And sonet hing el se, scuttling nonstrously along the | shore. | called out Pa
and Andy.

VWen Pa had | ooked, | said, "There's nowhere else to go, is there?"

Pa | ooked weary, and his chin had a stubble of beard, black with patches
of gray. In the past he'd always shaved as soon as he got up. He shook his
head, w thout answeri ng.

We gazed down the fall of land towards the | ake. You could see it, though
less clearly, with the naked eye, lurching across farm and, not caring where
it trod, or on what. Pa's face had an expression of despairing msery. |
hadn't realized that m sery maybe got worse the ol der you were

| said, "We're pretty renote, though, aren't we? They nay not cone up
here."

He shook his head again, slowy, as if the effort was painful. "Maybe
not . "

Mart ha and Angel a canme out, too. Martha was watching Pa rather than the
Tripod; after a time she said in a nore gentle voice than usual, "llse's with
the Swi granmp-he's not so good this norning. Wiy don't you go and sit with
her ?"

Over the next few days the men straggled back to Fernohr. There hadn't been
many casual ties because the fighting had lasted such a short tinme. And then
one norning, on the way to pick up the day's bread, we saw that the vill agers
were wearing Caps.

| whispered to Andy, "What do we do? Get out fast?"

"I't mght draw attention. Look, there's Rudi. He's not Capped."

We'd | earned in Guernsey that people weren't Capped under the age of
about fourteen, probably because young children weren't regarded as a threat.
It seened likely the sanme rule applied here. Rudi was a year younger than we
were, so Angela was safe, but Andy and | could be at risk. W wal ked on
trying to | ook casual. In the baker's shop, Herr Stitzenbahr was bringing in



trays of fresh | oaves fromthe bakery, and Frau Stitzenbahr, behind the
counter, offered her usual greeting of "Guss Cott." It was all normal, but
for one thing: the black Caps covering her braided white hair and his bald
head.

Frau Stitzenbahr asked about the Swi granp and went on chatting while
ached to get away. At last we had the | oaves and our change, and could | eave.
W headed up the village street, but within fifty meters net a group of nen
strolling down. One of themwas Rudi's father
He didn't look like a policeman. He was small and thin, with an unhealthy,
sal | ow conpl exi on. He had a policeman's manner, though. He stood in front of
us, bl ocki ng our path.

"So, die englischen Kinder. . ." He looked at nme closely. "We alt?

Vi erzehn doch?" He translated it
| aboriously: "How old, boy? Have you yet fourteen years?"
So fourteen was the Capping age. | said earnestly, "No, sir. Not till

next year."

"You must bring certification of birth." He frowned. "It rnust come from
Engl and. This is unsatisfactory."

Unsatisfactory for him maybe. Wth a lift in spirits, | realized it was
somet hing that could be played al ong, maybe for nonths. Still frowning, he

turned to Andy.

"But you are already fourteen. This is certain."

"No, sir," Andy said. "Thirteen and a half."

In fact he was only two nonths ol der than | was, but with two inches
advant age in height and his grown-up | ook he could have passed for fifteen
Rudi's father shook his head.

"I do not believe this. It is necessary you are Capped. Today Caps are

finished, but tonmorrow the mail van brings nmore. You will have one."

Andy nodded. "If you say so, sir. I'll cone back in the norning."

"No. You will stay here. There are sonme foolish ones who do not w sh the
Capping. You will stay here, boy, till new Caps are cone."

Andy tugged the hair at the back of his head, something he did when he
was maki ng his mind up.

One of the other nen, who happened to be the | ocal westling chanpion, noved
doser. Andy si ghed.

"\What ever you say." He looked at nme. "You'll tell themwhat's keeping
ne?"

"Yes. I'll tell Pa." | gave hima thunbs-up sign. "No sweat. It's going
to be all right."

Angel a and | watched himwal k awmay with Rudi's father in the direction of
the policeman's house. | tried to tell nyself there was a chance he m ght
escape on his own, but didn't believe it. He'd need help. The first priority
was to get back to Pa and tell him

On the outskirts of the village we nmet Rudi. To my surprise he stopped,
and spoke. "Why is Andy not with you?"

| saw no reason not to tell him and had a feeling the news wasn't a
surprise. His father had probably tal ked about the English and Cappi ng. But he
didn't | ook as pleased as | would have expected. He resenbl ed his nother
rather than his father in being big and blond, and Iike her he usually had a
big enpty snile. He wasn't smling now.

"He nust stay, for the Capping?"

| nodded.

"Does he w sh this?"

"I don't know." | got cautious. "But it has to happen, doesn't it-to
everyone?"

He said slowy, "They say so."

We found Pa and Martha in the residents' |ounge at the front of the
gast haus, drinking coffee. They were tal ki ng but stopped as we cane in.
Angel a burst out with the story, and | let her tell it.



When she'd finished, Martha said. "That's terrible." She paused. "But the Caps

won't arrive till tomorrow? |I'msure he'll nanage to get away before then
Andy' s resourceful ."
| said, "There's a roomat the police house Iike a cell. Yone told us.

It's got a bolt and double | ocks, and the only windowis ten feet up and
barred. It's not a question of being resourceful. He can't get away w t hout
hel p."

She shook her head. "I wish there was sonething we could do."

"W have to."

"You don't understand." She |ooked tired and angry, and her face had that
st ubborn | ook adults have when they're not going to listen to you. "W
can't."

| said, trying to be patient, "But we nust."

Mart ha said, 'Yone told us about the Caps while you were gone. He net
someone he knew with one. We've been discussing what to do. W can't stay
here, so close to the village. It will only be a matter of days before they
come to Cap us."

"As far as Andy's concerned, it's not days, it's tomorrow norning."

She di sregarded that. "Your father and Yone have a plan. You know the
rail tunnel up to Jungfraujoch?"

| nodded. It was a trip |I'd taken the first tine | visited Switzerl and.
The track was on the far side of a deep valley separating Fernohr fromthe
| ower slopes of the Eiger. The train clinbed through a tunnel actually inside
the nmountain, taking nearly three hours to reach the term nus station, three
and a half thousand neters above sea | evel, where there was a hotel and sk
station and an astronom cal observatory.

"The hotel and the line are cl osed, because of the energency," Martha
said. "Yone says we could hide inside the tunnel. We'd have protection from

weat her, and there nmay be food in the hotel. It would do for the tine being,
at least. Better than staying and bei ng Capped."

"Sounds great," | said. "I'mtotally for it. As soon as we get Andy
back. "

Her face tightened into still angrier lines, which neant she was feeling
guilty.

"We can't. For one thing, we need tine. Yone wants to make anot her
reconnoitering trip before we all go. There's sonething else, too. The
Swi gramp's dying. He may |ast a couple of hours, or a couple of days, no
nore."

"I don't see what difference that nakes. |If he's dying, he's dying."

She said harshly, "Probably you don't. At your age." | suppose putting ne
down hel ped. "But it makes a difference to the Swigram and Ilse. W can't
take himw th us, and they won't go while he's still alive. W need those few

days' grace. If we try to rescue Andy, we'd be stirring up a hornet's nest,
whi chever way it turned out. They'd be swarm ng here right away."

She saw nmy face, and said in a quieter voice, "I"'msorry. | like Andy."

"What if it were me?" | asked. Martha didn't answer. "O Angel a?"

| turned to nmy father, who hadn't spoken so far

"We're not going to let himdown, are we? He told ne to | et you know what
had happened. And | said, '"It'Il be all right. 1'Il tell Pa."' '

He didn't look me in the eye. He said, "I"'msorry, too. But Martha's
right. W don't have a choice."

Hal fway to the village | stopped. A sense of ny own stupidity hit ne
almost like a solid weight. Stupidity and ingratitude. |I thought of all Pa had
done to get us away fromthe Tripods-crossing to Guernsey, the hijack,
bringing us here. And now he had this new plan to keep us safe. \Wat nade ne
think I knew better than he did?

Martha was right, too: a rescue attenpt that went wong woul d put
everyone at risk, which also applied to nmy idea of going it alone. Even if Pa
was prepared to abandon ne rather than endanger Ilse and the others, | was



still likely to draw attention to the people in the gasthaus.

| was aware of thinking it out, of being clearheaded, cool, rational. It
was early evening, suddenly cold, with the nountains oudi ned sharply against a
sky that was dark blue above, yellow in the west where -the sun had gone down.
A jay croaked, out of sight, probably looking for a | ate snack

And | becane aware of sonething el se, behind the thinking out part.
Not hi ng cool this time, but a feeling of relief so great | wanted to yell it
to the silent nountain. I'd known | was scared of going back into the vill age,
but | hadn't realized how scared. Utterly terrified, in fact-even nore
frightened than |'d been when the plane was trying to get into Geneva.

| stood | ooking down at the huddl ed roofs of the village, wth snoke
rising alnost straight fromtheir chimeys. It was a picturesque and ordi nary
scene, except that the people beneath the roofs had | ost what lay at the heart
of being human: their individuality, and the power to act as free nen and
worren.
But in their case it had been forcibly taken fromthem | was surrendering
m ne out of cowardice.

And | renenbered what Pa had said, about Martha and the police car. There
were times when all you could do was put your foot down hard on the
accel erator, and take your chance. | knew the answer to the question I'd put
to nyself on the plane, as to whether it wasn't better being Capped and alive
than being dead. | took a deep breath of the frosty nountain air and started
of f downhill again.

Chapter N NE

It was dark by the time | reached the village; night came fast in the
mountains. My first objective was to find out about the conditions in which
Andy was being held, and | decided a direct approach was best. 1'd told Mrtha
| was going to ny roomto read, and had taken a couple of books fromthe
| ounge as evidence. They were in my hand as | pressed the brass bell-push
out si de the policenman's house.

Foot st eps sounded heavily inside, and | braced ny self to confront Rudi's
father. But it was his nother who opened the door. She |ooked at nme in

surprise
"Ach, so. Der Englander. . . Was wllst du?"
"Something to read." | showed her the books. "For ny friend, Andy."

She said sonmething | didn't catch. | shook my head, and she spoke in
English. "You give books ne so | give your friend?"

That was no help. | asked, "Can | see hin®"

She shook her head doubtfully. | heard Rudi's voice behind her. They had
a rapid conversation, and at the end she notioned ne to cone in.

Rudi said to ne, "You cannot see Andy until my father says yes. He is
gone to the inn, but back soon
You will wait?"

At least | was. inside the house, though not too hopeful of getting
further. There was no reason really why | shouldn't just |eave the books,
whi ch was what | was fairly sure Rudi's father was going to tell ne to do

Despite bei ng dubi ous about letting me in, Frau Graz produced a jug of
honermade | enmonade and a chocol ate cake. She gave Rudi a piece, too. H's
honmework | ay open on a table.

| nodded towards it, and said, "Don't let me stop you."

He shrugged. "It is Naturw ssenschaft. Science, you say? And we end this
study soon."

"End? Why?"

"The chief teacher tells us Naturw ssenschaft is not needed anynore.
There is no need to | earn science now that Tripods rule.”

I could see the reason. Science was a part of independent thinking, and
that was over for the human race.

| looked at Rudi. | knew practically nothing about him but he'd | ooked



worri ed when we spoke about Andy being Capped. And this was a situation where
one had to take chances. His mother was in the kitchen, hunming to nusic from
the radio.

| said quietly, "They say the Tripods are our friends-that everything
they do is for our good.
What do you think?"

He paused. If 1'd got it wong, he would probably report nme to his
father, which would fix things properly.

But he said at |ast,"Andy does not wi sh the Cap?"

I'd gone too far to draw back

| said, "No. Nor do |I. Do you?"

He took a deep breath. "No, | do not wish it. | hate the Cap!"

There was no problem Rudi said, about rel easing Andy; his father kept
duplicate keys in his study. He left the room and came back with a key which
he handed to ne.

He said, "To the left, past the back door. I will talk with nmy nother
while you do this."

It was a kind of shed, but solidly built. | unlocked the door and found a
room furnished with only with a netal trundle bed. Andy was on his feet as the
door opened.

| said quickly, "No tine to talk. Rudi's keeping an eye on his nother
Let's go."

He said "Right," unhesitatingly. | felt good as he foll owed me through the
yard. Pa had said there was
not hing we could do, but 1'd done it. It didn't hurt either that this tine
Andy was doi ng the foll ow ng.

Rudi canme fromthe kitchen, calling something back reassuringly. W went
through the hall on tiptoe. There was a stuffed bear, guarding an unbrella
stand; though noth-eaten, it |ooked ready to pounce. 1. pushed a fist into its
ribs, and saw dust rise.

Rudi opened the front door a crack, and |ooked out warily. | was inpatient
for himto open it fully.

I nstead he stood back. He | ooked at ne hel pl essly.

The door was opened fromthe other side, and Rudi's father came in. He was
wearing his uniform | thought how nuch a part of it the Cap seened.

He took in the scene, and said sharply: "Was heisst das? " Rudi just
stood there. | didn't know what to do either

Andy said, "Run for it. Now"

He charged Rudi's father, knocking himoff bal ance. As Graz shouted, |
got past, but |ooking back saw that he'd recovered and was hol ding Rudi. He
shouted again, and | saw figures running al ong the street towards us. Andy was
wresting Gaz, trying to free Rudi. I went to help, but Gaz's reinforcenents
were on us. In a matter of nmonents we were bundl ed back inside the house.

We' d been unlucky, as Rudi explained later. Normally his father went to
the inn, had a few steins of beer with his cronies, and canme back alone. This
time, after he'd tal ked about the English boy he'd taken into custody, the
group had discussed it and come to the conclusion that it was unwi se to take
chances, especially with a foreigner. The English boy shoul d be Capped ri ght
away, and one of those who already had a Cap should surrender it for the
purpose. They'd foll owed Graz back to the house with that in view

There were five, including Rudi's father. They restarted their
di scussion, but it was soon clear they had a problem They were all agreed on
t he i nportance of Andy being Capped, but which of themwas to give up his Cap?
As they argued, it emerged that no one was willing. Like the people at the
airport, they found the thought of being without the Cap intolerabl e-even
temporarily, and even to serve the interests of the Tripods. In the end they
reluctantly decided Graz had been right in the first place; and they should
wait till the new Caps canme in the norning. It was al so decided that Rudi and



| shoul d be Capped al ong with Andy.

W& were given extra mattresses, and bl ankets. Frau Graz cane in and
fussed over Rudi, but didn't seem bothered about his being | ocked up; |
wondered if that was due to the Cap, or to being Swiss and narried to a
pol i ceman. Wen she left | prow ed around, |ooking for means of escape.

Andy said, "lI've checked. No go,"

"You couldn't reach the window," | said, "but if I stood on your back, |
could, "

Rudi shook his head. "This will not,work Al wi ndows of the house have
el ectric-how do you say Al ar nP"

"Alarm" Andy said. "I don't think we can do anything tonight. Did you

say they' |l take us to the church to be Capped?”

"Yes. It is Zerenonie. Big show "

"W m ght have a chance of mmking a break then. Meanwhile better grab
some sleep. | was here first so | get the bed."

Andy settled down, and as far as | could tell went to sleep right away. |
lay on ny mattress, brooding. | didn't know whet her Andy had anyt hi ng
particular in mnd in talking of making a break, and I didn't see we stood a
chance anyway, with the entire village agai nst us.

How coul d he, or anyone, sleep, faced with the prospect of being Capped?
felt I mustn't waste any of the nmoments in which ny thoughts were still free,
and tried to stay awake. But sleep cane nevertheless, and in fact | slept
heavily. The small square of w ndow was bright when | was wakened by the cel
door bei ng unl ocked.

The mail van fromInterlaken was due to arrive about nine, and we were to
be Capped imredi ately after that. Frau Graz produced a | arge breakfast, and
t hough | thought | wouldn't be able to eat, the snell of ham and eggs
convi nced ne ot herwi se. She was quite pleased Rudi was to be Capped in advance
of his birthday, and told us how rmuch better for it we would all feel. Her
sister, Hedw g, who suffered
from depression, had cheered up as soon as she put the Cap on, and her own
rheurmati sm had been much | ess painful.

She broke off to answer the door. On, the kitchen wall a pendul um cl ock
of dark wood painted with flowers indicated eight thirty. Gaz and another man
were in the roomwith us. | was again aware how hopel ess our chances were.
Then | recogni zed the voice speaking to Frau Graz. | stood up quickly as she
cane back, with Pa foll ow ng her.

He was wearing one of the Caps we'd used in the hijack.

He | ooked at ne sternly, and said to Gaz, "I amsorry to hear ny son has
behaved badly. | will take himhonme and punish him"
Herr Graz shifted confortably in his seat. "It is not necessary. He wll

be Capped this norning.
After that he will not do wong things.
"He shoul d be punished,"” Pa said. "It is nmy right, as his father."
After a pause, Gaz said, "A father has rights, that is true. You can
beat himif you wi sh."
Pa gl anced at Andy. "This other is also in ny care. | will punish him

t 0o.

Graz nodded. "That is permtted.”

"So I'lIl take them both back to the gasthaus."

Graz raised his hand. "No. You shall beat them here. Qutside in the yard.
| have a strap you can use."

| wasn't surprised it hadn't worked. Like my effort with the books,it
was a bit thin. But I was sure Pa woul d have sonething else to fall back on. |
sat there alnbst smugly, waiting for himto produce an argurment which woul d
flatten this stupid Swiss policeman. | was shattered when he finally did
speak.

"Al'l right. But I will get ny own strap.”

He turned away, not |ooking at me. | couldn't believe he was | eaving



us.
| called after him "W're being Capped this norning. Soon."
He went out w thout answering, and | heard the front door close. Frau
Graz bustled up, offering us rolls and cherry jam and nore coffee, while her
husband | oaded a nasty-snelling pipe. The other man yawned and picked his
teeth. | couldn't | ook at Andy.

If he'd not cone at all, it wouldn't have been so bad. 1'd let nyself in
for this and nust take the consequences. But he had cone, with that feeble
excuse about punishing us, and then given in and |left when Graz called his
bluff. He was going back to the gasthaus, to |lse and Angel a. He'd protect
them all right. | felt as I'd done the tinme he came out to play football, and
| kicked his shins. Only worse; this time | knew | hated him

I went so far as to think of a way of getting even, a better way than
kicking. All | had to do was tell G az about the fake Caps. The Tripods could
have him too, and Ilse, and Angel a--everyone. | started to say it: "Herr Gaz

." He | ooked up' from his pipe.

"What is it, boy?"

| shook ny head, feeling sick. "Nothing."

It seened a long tine before the doorbell rang again, though in fact it
was only mnutes. Frau Graz went to answer it, sighing with exasperation. Wen
| heard Pa's voice, and even when he came into the kitchen, | felt nunb. |
wasn't going to start hoping again. | didn't even look at him until Gaz gave
a grunt of surprise and dropped his pipe with a clatter on the table.

Frau Graz stood by the kitchen door, |ooking agitated. Yone was there,
too; and Pa was hol ding Yone's shot gun

As a good Swi ss housewife, Frau G az kept a pile of clean tea towels in a
cupboard beside the sink, and they canme in handy as gags. She thought this was
a robbery-it made no sense to her that anyone should use force to prevent
someone bei ng Capped-and started gabbling about where the fam |y val uabl es
were kept. | gagged her into silence, avoiding her reproachful |ooks. Pa and
Yone had dealt with the men, and Pa approached Rudi

| said, "No. He hel ped us. He doesn't want to be Capped, either."

"We can't take chances. If the alarm s raised-"

"Rudi," | said, "tell himyou want to cone with us."

"Yes." He nodded. "Please. | hate the Cap."

"It's too risky. "

| didn't want to argue. | felt bad about the way 1'd felt when he went to
get Yone. But | couldn't accept
this decision any nmore than the one over Andy.

| said flatly, "You' ve got to let himcone."

Pa | ooked at ne. He shrugged, with a little smle

"Al'l right. You keep an eye on him"

As we left the house, a passing villager exchanged greetings with Yone. |
wonder ed how | ong we had before an al arm was rai sed. Less than half an hour
certainly. If Gaz wasn't there to neet the mail van, they would come | ooking
for him

We squeezed into the Suzuki, and Pa drove off, revving hard. W found
Il se outside the gasthaus, struggling with a bul gi ng backpack, and Martha cane
out with another. Ilse's face was bl otchy as though she'd been crying.

Mart ha said, "You' ve got them"

She tried to make it sound ordinary, but there was a tremor in her voice
as she | ooked at Pa. She'd al ways bossed him but he was her son, as | was
his. She w ped her face with the sleeve of her dress.

"We're just about ready."

| remenbered the other reason for wanting nore tine and asked, "What
about the Sw granp?"

Pa took the pack fromllse, and heaved on the strap. Over his shoul der he
said, "He died, in the night. " | 1 ooked down into the valley. People
still died; the Tripods and Capping nade no difference to that.



And others had to go on. Far below | could see a section of the road that
wound upwards fromInterl aken. A yell ow spot was crawing there: the mail van
was on its way.

The first part of the route | ed higher up the nountain by way of a rough
track, which deteriorated and eventually di sappeared. It wasn't easy going, in
pl aces very hard. Martha and Ilse tackled it well, but the Swi gram was soon
gasping and we were forced to sl ow down. W |ost sight of the gasthaus, and
for atime our only view was of the steeply clinbing rocky slope and an
om nous gray sky beyond. The wi nd was northeast, razor-edged. Yone thought
t here woul d be snow before nightfall.

A halt was called where there was a patch of |evel ground. The gasthaus
was once more in view, and Yone pointed down. There were three cars outside
t he house, apart fromthe Suzuki. Pa scanned the scene with field glasses
whi ch had bel onged to the Swi granp.

VWen | had a chance to |l ook, | found they were so heavy it wasn't easy to
hol d t hem st eady, but the magnification was good. | recognized Graz. There
were seven or eight nen altogether.

Smoke rose fromthe gasthaus chimey, as it did all the year round-even
i n sunmer The bi g woodburni ng range was in use, for cooking. But the snoke
| ooked thicker than usual and was coming not only fromthe chi mey but one of

t he bedroom wi ndows as well. Fire wastes no tinme in sweeping through a wooden
buil ding, and in seconds we could all see it. | heard the Swi gram noan as the
snoke's bl ackness was shot with flane.

Hol di ng her nother, Ilse said to Pa, "Wiy? To destruct a house like that.

only because we refuse the Caps?"

"I don't know," Pa said. "To prevent us going back there, perhaps. To
di scourage anyone el se fromdefying the Tripods. One thing we can be sure of:
neither pity nor nmercy are going to come into it. They believe what the
Tripods tell them and as far as the Tripods are concerned we are nothing but
a nui sance; Like rats."”

Andy said, "l read somewhere that by trying to kill them nen have
actually inproved the intelligence of rats."

"Yes," Pa said, "I read that, too. Rats have lived close to nman for
t housands of years. Every one we nanaged to kill inproved the breedi ng stock

because the brighter rats survived and reproduced. Maybe we're going to have
to take a | eaf out of their book. "

Il se said, "They must have found his body." She was speaking of the
Swi granp. "But they did not bring it out, for burial."

"No." She still had an armround her nother, and he put his out to
enbrace themboth. "But it doesn't matter, does it? It was his home for nearly
sixty years. No one could want a better funeral pyre."

We resumed our trek. Having | ed exhaustingly upwards, the route changed
to |l ead down even nore steeply. It was wild, jagged country, with no sign of
human bei ngs or anything connected with them W saw a group of champbis, the
| ocal deer, leaping fromcrag to crag, and an eagle soared close to one of the
crags above.

The Swi gram needed to rest a lot. Pa and Yone, and then Andy and I, took
turns hel ping to support her. She apol ogized for the trouble, and said we
shoul d | eave her.

Pa said, "Just take it slowy, Mitti. We have plenty of tine. And no
one's going to | eave you. W can't spare you. W can't spare anyone. There are
too few of us."

At | ast we reached a nore gentle slope and could see the little railway
station of Kleine Scheidegg, the last stop for the cogwheel train before it
entered the tunnel. As Yone had predicted, it was deserted, Tourismwas a
thing of the past, along with parlianents and tel evision chat shows,
uni versities and churches, human di sorder and human freedom The station shop
whi ch had sol d chocol ate and maps and silly souvenirs, was boarded up, and the
last train stood unmanned and covered w th snow.



At this altitude there was deep-packed snow all round, and the tail of a
glacier close to the tunnel nmouth. It was |ate afternoon. The sky was a
deepeni ng nel ancholy gray, the whol e | andscape barren and wetched. As we
toiled up the last few hundred neters it began to snow, in huge relentless
flakes. | felt cold and mniserabl e and hopel ess.

Chapter TEN.

I found the notebooks in which I"'mwiting this in the hotel; they were
order books used by the restaurant manager, some partly filled with lists - 20

kg Bl umenkohl, 1 Kiste Kaffee, 45 kg Kartofeln - "cauliflower, coffee and
pot at oes" - that sort of thing.
That was about a week after com ng here. I'd thought the journey through

the tunnel by train tedious, but it was rmuch nore so on foot. It was nearly
five hours before Pa's flashlight lit up the platform sign, JUNG-RAUJOCH.
Mnutes | ater we stepped out into a dazzling | andscape of snow and ice, with
the frozen river of a glacier stretched into hazy di stance, surrounded by high
white peaks. Al was enpty and lifeless: no aninmals, no birds, not even an

i nsect. But no people, either, except for ourselves. . . and no Tripods. W
stood on the cold roof of the world, rulers - for what it was worth - of al

we surveyed.

The purpose of this journey through the tunnel was to see if provisions
had been left here, and we struck |lucky. The hotel had kept good reserve
stocks, apparently against the possibility of the rail |ine being blocked in
wi nter. There were shelves | oaded with cans, bags of flour and sugar, beans
and dried fruits and rice. There were even deep-freeze cabi nets whose
contents, because of the bel owzero tenperature at this altitude, had stayed
frozen after the electricity supply was cut off.

Fl ashlights and batteries were an inportant find. W only had two from
t he gasthaus, which we'd had to keep switching on and off to conserve
power,and there were enough in the hotel, in vacuum seal ed packs, to | ast
years. We found candles, and oil lanps, too, and druns of fuel

In a siding at the station there was a diesel coach, with a charged
battery, and after Pa had experinented with the controls we |loaded it for the
return journey. Wile he and Yone were making final checks, | showed Andy sone
of the things |I'd seen when | was there before, including a roomfilled with
ice statues. He was fascinated by a life-size ice motorcar, and pointed out it
nmust have been carved nore than seventy years ago because it was a nodel of an
early Ford. | thought of how much things like notorcars and airplanes had
changed in those seventy years. It was as though manki nd had been a
surfboarder, riding a high wave of invention. W could tell what wonders
m ght still have lain ahead? But now, thanks to the Tripods, it had all ended.

During the winter we gradually adjusted to our new life. Although the
near est house was nore than ten niles away down the mountain, and the tunne
entrance comuanded a good vi ew of the approaches, we took care to | eave no
traces and to avoid creating recogni zabl e paths in going out and returning.
Yone instructed us in this, and kept a close watch to make sure no one slipped
up.

He also instructed us in the use of the skis we took fromthe hotel sk
school . Despite having | ooked forward to it, | found skiing very difficult to
begin with - the sense of losing contact with the earth bothered nme - and
had plenty of falls. |I spent ten days imobilized with a strained thigh
muscle. Andy took to it nmuch nore quickly, and Rudi, of course, was an
experienced skier: | watched himskimdown the slopes bel ow the tunnel nouth
with admiring frustration. But | slowy got the hang of things, and then found
it more exhilarating than anything I'd known.

At the outset we ventured out primarily for recreation - confinement in
the tunnel was oppressive - but with the comi ng of spring we |launched nore
pur poseful expeditions. Wth snow and i ce surrounding us all year |ong, water



was never going to be a problem but Pa decided we should aimat conserving
food suppli es.

| said, "But there's enough in the hotel to | ast years!"

Mart ha asked, "How nany years?"

| saw her drawn face in the lanplight and realized fully for the first
time that this was no temporary
resting place - that she at |east expected to end her days here. The Sw gram
did die, before spring cane, not fromany particul ar sickness, perhaps just
frommssing the Swigranp. W wapped her body in a blanket and | owered it
into a crevasse in the glacier, covering it with snow W could not. nmark the
grave, but her body would lie there forever unchanged in the perpetual frost.
A different end fromthe Sw granp, whose body had burned to ash in the fl ames
t hat destroyed the honme they'd shared, but bodies didn't matter, really. They
had both died free.

So we started expeditions to get food. W aimed at isol ated houses,
traveling long distances to find suitable targets. In some cases we were able
to raid larders or take hens or eggs while the owners slept.

But there were tinmes when peopl e wakened and had to be intinm dated by the
si ght of Yone's shotgun
Fortunately so far we've not had to use it

It's theft, of course - we have no noney to leave if we wanted to but the
people we steal from are Capped, and we are as nmuch at war with themas their
Tripod masters; On the third extpedition we found an un-Capped girl in the
house, and stole her, too. She was dubious at first, but eventually agreed to
conme with us. Her nane is Hanna. She's a few nonths younger than | am and has
yel low hair that's begi nning to darken. Her eyebrows are dark already, her
eyes deep brown. She speaks English in a husky voice and with a German accent,
but it doesn't irritate ne the way Ilse's once did.

I find nyself getting on with Ilse better all the tine. It's difficult
to remenbet how nmuch she used to madden ne in England. (I was going to wite
"at home', but renenbered that this is the only hone we now have, or are
likely to have.) She took over the cooking fromthe Swi gram and al t hough not
as good vyet, is inproving. And of course, the Swigramdidn't have to cook
with limted supplies on a prinitive oil stove stuck in a tunnel

On one expedition we found a man living alone, and Pa tried the
experinment of renoving his Cap.

W had to overpower him and he cried pitifully afterwards. But when we |eft
he followed, and Pa let himjoin us. Hs name is Karl, and he's in his mddle
twenties. Although physically strong, he can only do sinple things, under
instruction. At tines you find himecrying, for no apparent reason. W don't
know whet her his mind has al ways been slow, or if it happened because we
renoved the Cap. But it's something we agreed we woul d not do again.

And in fact we couldn't if we wanted to. In late sumrer a Tripod cane to
the valley, and stationed itself close by a village called Karaman. From a
vant age poi nt we watched what followed. Al day |ong a procession of Capped
cane to stand by the Tripod's foot. Atentacle |ifted them one by one into the
belly of the nmachine, and after sone m nutes deposited them back on the
ground. Through field glasses we could see that in place of the black of the
hel mets, their heads gl eamed silver when they were put down.

It was Andy's guess that, this could signify the replacenent of the
original Caps with something nore permanent, and he was proved right when, on
our next trip, we found a man and woman, both silverheaded. The horrifying
thing was that the silver part was a nmetal mesh, which seened wel ded into the
living flesh. From now on, the Cap, once inposed, was there for life and
eventual ly woul d crown a skel eton

That was when Pa decided to adopt a deliberate policy of recruiting young
peopl e who were likely to be Capped within the year. W take none by force,

t hough that would be justifiable with such an alternative. For our own
security we can't afford to harbor doubters. And so far, of five given the
chance, only one, a boy called Hans, has chosen to accept. It is obviously not



easy to | eave parents, and the conforts of home, to join an unknown band of
mar auders, but it's depressing that so few are willing.

It seens to me that boys are nore ready to take the risk than girls. Two
of the four who refused were boys, and both seened to hesitate, whereas the
girls were quite definite about it.

| said sonmething of the sort to Angela, and had nmy head snapped off. She
was as willing to take a risk as any boy, she said, and it was unfair. Pa
still refused to et her go on the scouting trips. For that matter, what about
Hanna, who'd been the first to join us? In fact, she pointed out, the score
was equal between boys and girls as far as recruits went.

"Hanna's different,” | said.

"' Ch yes, isn't she?" she said scornfully. "Because you fancy her. \Well
you're not likely to inpress her talking that way."

| ended the conversation by wal king off to ny private patch of tunnel
thinking there were tines when Angela really was insufferable. She was grow ng
up, of course - she'd had her eighth birthday just before we |eft England,
and her ninth was not far off. | had to adnit she was bright, though - a bit
brighter, if | were honest, than |I'd been at her age. And though her pertness
sonmetiines drove ne mad, | reflected, as | cool ed down, that in general |
found her, too, easier to get on with these days. | nmade up ny nmind to
organize a trip to the hotel to find a birthday present. | renenbered seeing a
mrror in one of the roons which she mght |ike.

Aut umm br ought snow again, and an end to the days of lying out in the
sunshine that burned so fiercely through the thin air. Once nore we took to
skis and darted across the white untrodden sl opes.

And one day, above Karaman, we watched a Tripod pass beneath us. This tine it
did not stop by the village but craw ed on, disappearing round high ground to
the east. Just over a week later we saw it again, and Pa | ooked at his watch.

"The sane tine, within mnutes. | wonder if it's a routine patrol?"

Over subsequent weeks, we studied the Tripod. It was a patrol, and one
carried out with nonotonous regularity. Every fourth day the Tripod passed
bel ow our aerie shortly before eleven in the norning, treading a path that
varied as little as the tine.

On the fifth occasion we saw it, Pa said, "I wonder what the object is?
suppose, just keeping a general watch over things."

He wi ped away tears with the back of his glove; there was a biting
northeast wind, and his eyes were inclined to water

Andy said, "The way it thunps along, it could set off an aval anche."

That was somnet hi ng Yone had recently warned us about. The nmountain sl opes
were packed with snow, and an incautious nmovenment could trigger off disaster
He had been a survivor of an aval anche as a young man - he was dug out of a
cabin after days of being buried - and he'd described the horror of it:

t housands of tons of snow and rock hurtling down with the speed of an express
train and the noise of ten

Pa said, "Pity it doesn't."

Sonet hing occurred to nme. "I wonder. "
Pa wi ped nore tears away. "Wat?"
"We know it arrives here at the sane - time, every fourth day." | |ooked

down the slopes i mediately

beneat h us, heavy with new snow. "What woul d happen if someone fired a shotgun
into that, just as the

Tri pod was passi ng under neat h?"

Yone, who suffered fromrheumati smwhich sometines crippled himfor days,
had not been with us that
nmorni ng. He closed his eyes, listening to what Pa said.

"It is possible. But not easy to say when avalanche is - ripe, is it? And
not easy to guess path it takes."

"But worth trying?"



Yone paused before replying. "W take care no one finds us, nake no
tracks. But if we try, and it not work, perhaps. they will come |ook for us."

It was sonething to consider. The Tripods thensel ves, unwi el dy as they
were, could not invade our nountain fastness, but they had silver-headed
slaves at their disposal in virtually endl ess numbers. If in failing we showed
our hand, they could use themto track us down. And once they did, though we
m ght defend the tunnel entrance for a time, our fate was certain.

For days we argued the question. Martha and Il se were vehenendy agai nst
the idea, Yone nore calmy opposed. Mst of the younger ones were for it, with
varyi ng ent husi asm Angel a demanded to be one of the party carrying out the
attack. For ny part, | thought what Yone had said nade sense. | could inagine
what it would be Iike being trapped and besieged in the tunnel. Qur present
life was not too bad, and you could say we were naking progress. Wth the
spring we could start recruiting again. The sensible thing was not to take a
risk that m ght destroy us.

But bei ng sensible wasn't enough. The hatred I felt for the Tripods and
what they had done to us was too great. Nor could | abide the thought of
huddl i ng here forever |ike nmoles, while our eneny stonped arrogantly through
the valley | wanted to attack!

Next norning Pa called us together in that part of the cave which was our
general meeting place. G| lanmps hung from hooks whi ch Yone had screwed into
the rocky ceiling, and an oil stove provided snelly warnth

He had with hima battery-powered radio we'd found at the hotel, powerful
and with six shortwave bands. At the beginning it had been possible to pick up
occasional faint voices on it, sometinmes too faint for the | anguage to be
di stingui shed. But the voices had died, one by one. It was nonths since anyone
had bothered to listen

He said, "I stayed up last night, searching the air waves. Nothing but
Tri pod buzz."

He was referring to the radi o sounds we assunmed came fromthe Tripods, an
oscillating noise that didn't seemto have any coherent pattern

"That doesh't nmean there aren't free nen out there. There nay be groups
wi thout transmitters, or afraid to use themfor fear of being traced. But we
have to act as though we're on our own, now and for the foreseeable future. W
must act, that is, as though we're the |last hope of the human race.”

He stopped and wi ped, his brow, | saw he was sweating, though it was
not all that warm | l|ooked fromhis face to Martha's, Ilse's, Yone's. Yone
was the only one who seened unchanged, but he'd always | ooked ancient. Al the
rest showed new signs of strain and tiredness. It was easier, | realized, for
peopl e of ny age to adjust to confinenent and hardshi ps, and the | ack of
conforts, than for old people like them

"What this nmeans," Pa went on, "is that everything we do is critical. Qur
first aimhas to be self-preservation, but self-preservation isn't enough
Aimng just at that, we could slip into a routine of caution and playing safe
whi ch woul d progressively weaken us, and eventually destroy us as totally as
the Tripods have destroyed our cities. So our second aimnust be to fight the
Tripods - w thout rmuch hope for the imediate future, but as a neans of
keepi ng hope alive.

"That's why we go out to recruit the young - why we've brought in Hanna
and Hans and, God willing, will find nore." He wi ped his face again. "And
that's why | think we nust attack this Tripod, even if it means risking our
own destruction. My personal instinct is to | eave well alone, play safe.
Martha and |l se and Yone feel the same way. But we're old and overcauti ous.
The young are for attack, and the young are right."

Il se said, "No! Martin, you must listen

Pa | ooked at her with a grimface. "I lead this group. | never saw in
nmysel f as a leader, but there it is; in a situation like this, someone has to.
And a | eader has to conmand confi dence, and consent. | hope
I will always get your consent to things | propose, but if ever | don't you

will need to choose soneone el se.”



A silence foll owed. Everyone knew there was no one who could take his
pl ace. Eventually, when he was too old, someone would, but that was a | ong
time in the future. Maybe Andy, | thought, |ooking at him across the cave.
| ooked at Hanna, with the |anplight shining on her hair. O maybe nme. A lot of
t hi ngs had changed, not just in the world outside but in ne, to nmake that
bel i evabl e.

"The day after tonmorrow," Pa said. "That's when the Tripod' s due again."

The party consi sted of Pa, Andy, and nyself. Yone had given us a further
warning. Qur aimwas to start an aval anche bel ow us, but there were slopes
above whi ch were al so overcharged with snow. The shock m ght start another
hi gher up, that could overwhel mus. Setting out, Pa said if we didn't cone
back the others were to take orders from Martha. He kissed Ilse, holding her a
[ ong time.

She canme to ne then, and said, "Take care, Lowee."

She was | ooking at nme, and there was a tear on her cheek. She made no

nove towards me, but | went forward, and kissed her, too. "I wll."
We noved into position on a clear norning, with sunlight sparkling from
t he peaks and the surface of the | ake below. Then came the waiting - only

for an hour, but seenmi ng nuch |onger. At one point, on a slope to the west of
us, a minor shift of snow | ooked as though it mght be the start of a natura
aval anche, but as we held our breaths the slide checked, and all was stil
agai n.

Pa | ooked at his watch for the hundredth tine. At that nmoment, follow ng
the sane path round a spur of rock as it had on previous occasions, the Tripod
cane in view, three or four hundred neters bel ow us and nore than tw ce that
to the west. Now Pa faced the crucial problemof judging the monent to fire
Yone' s shot gun.

Rising to his feet, he pointed it at the snow slope. The Tripod was coning
on inits awkward skittering notion, a netal spider that had lost all but
three of its legs. Fromup here it | ooked small, unthreatening.

How deceptive that was! Across the valley to the north we | ooked at a
wast el and of white peaks, but beyond themlay what had been great cities. And
the sinple reality of this netal beast, stal king unchall enged through a renote
al pine vall ey, was the neasure of our humiliation. | thought back to the early
days, and WIld Bill tal king about C ose Encounters of the Absurd Kind.

What ever bizarre creatures had | aunched the Tripods, no one had taken them
seriously until it was too late.

No, not too late. | wouldn't accept that. As |long as even a handful of
men and wonen survived free, hope lived. And Pa was right: we mnust risk
everything to fight them for wthout fighting, everything was |ost.

| saw his finger crook in the trigger guard. It was too early! The Tri pod

was a hundred neters short of the point the aval anche would hit. | wanted to
cry out, tell himto hold fire. . . . Then the shotgun went off, its thunder
shattering the still cold air.

And not hi ng happened. The snow renmai ned even, undisturbed. Bel ow,
the Tripod continued on its twisting way. Pa fired the second barrel, and
t hunder reverberated again. | heard Andy whi sper, "Myve! For God's sake,
nmove!" Then slowy, very slowy, the surface rippled, and the snow started to
sl i de.

It gathered speed only gradually, noving at a child' s wal king pace to
begin with. That was when |I felt sure that, instead of firing too soon, Pa had
left it too late. The Tripod canme steadily on, varying neither pace nor path.
It would be past by the time the wave of snow arrived. | felt |ike weeping
wi th anger and despair.

"Go on! Go on!"

That was Pa. | heard nmyself echoing him- "CGo, go!" - as though urging
the nountain, the planet which had borne us, to cone to our aid. W were al
three crying out, shouting for help to the enpty sky:

And the aval anche was gathering force, spreading, foam ng up out of



itself, tossing huge boulders into the air as though they were specks of
gravel. It |ooked as though the whole face of the nountain was on the nove.
The sound, as Yone had said, was titanic, a thousand giants bell ow ng wath.
Faster and faster it drove, then suddenly seenmed to | eap and charge forward
like aliving thing . . . and sweep over the Tripod, burying it. Wen the
aval anche finally cane to a halt, an unbroken expanse of snow | ay beneath us.

At the beginning of sunmer | sat outside the cave with Andy and Rudi. W
are a united conpany - we have to be, the way we live - but | get on better
with themthan with Hans, or Dieter, the boy we recruited - just before
Christmas. | |like Hanna better still, but that's a different story; not really
to do with sitting and idly talKking.

We were tal king about the Tripods and the aval anche. For weeks after, we
wai ted in apprehension, expecting reprisal or at |east response. There was
none. We kept constant patrols, but nothing happened, and no new Tri pod cane.

Then, with the nelting of the snow, a patrol - unfortunately |I was not on
it - witnessed a strange sight. Two Tripods craw ed al ong the valley and
approached the spot where the hem sphere of the wecked one was just beginning
to be visible. They probed around it with their tentacles for several m nutes,
then went back the way they had come. As they disappeared, the weck erupted
in a fount of flane.

| had been arguing that the two nmust have cone in response to sonme kind
of radi o beacon. Andy shook his head and said, "Doesn't make sense. Wy wait
all that time? They nust have known somnet hing was wrong when it didn't return
to base.™

"Knowi ng sonet hing's gone wong isn't the sanme as knowi ng where it's gone
wrong. Their transmitter was probably bl ocked through bei ng under snow. Then
when the snow nelted - "

"Al'l they had to do was send another Tripod along the same route to | ook
for it. They didn't." "How do we know that? We weren't able to keep
watch all the tinme."

He paused, but when | thought he'd yielded the point; said, "Because the
second Tripod would have left thunping great tracks in the snow, wouldn't it?
| shoul d have thought that was obvious."

Rudi said while | was trying to think of an answer, "I think they are
knowi ng from the begi nning." | asked shortly, "Why?"

"Because they do not take tine |ooking at the weck. Al they do is
expl ode it."

"So why wait all those nonths?" Andy cane in. "Wy not do whatever they
were going to do right away?"

Rudi shrugged. "I do not know. Al we truly knowis howlittle we know of
them What matters is that now they send no Tripods through the valley. It is
not nuch, but it is better."

Hi s cal mess cal ned ne. Wat he said was right. W had managed to destroy
one Tripod, and in this small corner of the world, none had replaced it. |
renmenbered the specul ati on about their coming froma swanp worl d. Perhaps
mount ai ns were unfanmiliar to them and perhaps they woul d deci de they were
dangerous and keep away fromthemin future. It was a small victory, but
somet hing to build on. No one spoke for several monents. The sun
scorched overhead. Around us the green grass was studded with a dozen
different colors of sumer flowers, and above, against a strong blue sky, a
pair of yellow butterflies slowy waltzed. A lazy day - the sort of day for a

gane of tennis, a bike ride, fishing maybe. . . then back honme to a shower,
tea, television.

Andy said, "I like the idea of this extended patrol Martin was talking
about . "

They all called Pa Martin these days, though certainly not fromlack of
respect. Everyone |istened carefully when he spoke. But he talked to ne nore
than the others, and | called himPa

Rudi said, "Yes. W will make nore recruits if we go further."



And yet what a lot there was to build! | could see no end in our
lifetimes, perhaps not in centuries. At l|least, though, we'd nade a start. |
wonder ed about those who woul d cone after - if maybe one day three |ike us
would Iie on this hillside in the sun, watching butterflies as we were doing,
but able also to | ook towards a day whi ch would see humanity free again.

Qur job - ny job - was to lay the foundations which could nake it happen.



