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CHAPTER ONE

By bedtime all the faces, the voices had blurred
for Charlotte to one face, one voice. She prepared
herself for bed, very slowly and deliberately, clean-
ing her teeth with the new green toothbrush,
undressing awkwardly because she did not like to
hide herself in the washing-cubicle with her fellow
new girl, Susannah; but she was on the other hand
much too shy and strange to undress as openly
as the other three, Vanessa, Janet and Elizabeth.
Vanessa wandered about for ten minutes at least in
just her vest and navy-blue school knickers. She
had freckles all over her legs. Charlotte had never
seen anyone with freckled legs before.

Susannah had ceased chattering which was a
relief, but still giggled whenever Janet and Vanessa
did, though she could not possibly have heard what
they were giggling about. Janet and Vanessa
talked, or rather whispered, exclusively to each
other. The fourth girl, Elizabeth, was sprawled on
her bed, reading a book. Charlotte had a book
beside her too, but was so tired and confused she
did not want to open it now. Her eyes felt stretched
and huge. The light seemed too bright for them,
glaring on white walls, white sheets and bedcovers;
even the polished brown linoleum seemed to shine
too much, so that the darkness when the light went
out was thankful and cooling.

“Pull the blind up, Charlotte,” a voice ordered —



4 CHARLOTTE SOMETIMES

Vanessa’s probably, but it might have been Janet’s.
Charlotte had to climb to the end of her bed to do
that and, the blind speeding up with a hiss, saw
the moon rising across the river, a huge September
hunter’s moon, the colour, almost the texture of
honey.

At first, though so tired, she could not sleep.
Her bed was uncomfortable in an unfamiliar way.
Her old-fashioned school nightdress felt heavy and
hot. All the sounds about her were unfamiliar,
from the smothering roars of the aeroplanes to the
slither of feet in the passages outside. She heard
whispers and giggles from Janet and Vanessa, little
snores from Elizabeth, the odd sob from Susannah.
She found herself worrying about her own
younger sister Emma, whom she had left behind
alone at home. After a while she began to think it
might be a relief if she could cry as Susannah was
doing, so perhaps cry herself to sleep, but she could
not cry — her eyes felt quite dried up. Every time
too that her eyelids dropped an aeroplane came and
jerked her awake again.

She must have slept at last, for later she awoke,
abruptly, confusedly. At first she thought another
aeroplane must have woken her, racing its engines
as it neared the airport. But the silence seemed
somehow too complete for that. The moon was
silver now and bright, high in the sky. The
shadows of the window-bars lay on the foot of her
bed, and beyond the window she thought she saw
a tree, a huge tree, black against the light, but silver
where the moon caught, with foliage like thick
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floating strokes across its trunk. Yet it was odd,
for as she became more awake she remembered
there was no tree, only a red brick arm jutting
out from the main school building where she lay.
Sleepily, she took it for some mere trick of light,
of the deceptive moon, and fell asleep again,
though she dreamed all night in muddled snatches
of the day that had just gone, her first day at
boarding-school.

There were four pillars at the entrance to the
school, making a portico that looked grander than
the building. Four steps led up to double wooden
doors with brass handles on them — their little flash
and gleam in the morning sun had been almost the
first thing Charlotte saw as she drove in through
the gates in the white school bus, among a great
many other girls all wearing the same dark-blue
uniform as she wore herself. She looked perhaps
more primly organized than most, the pleats in her
skirt very sharp and new, but felt hopelessly dazed
and strange. In the rush to get out when the bus
drew up she had scarcely dared to move until she
heard suddenly over the jumble of voices her own
name loudly called.

“Charlotte Makepeace, Charlotte Makepeace!”

“Yes,”” Charlotte said shyly. “Yes,” again, more
loudly, and a tall fair girl much older than herself
grabbed the case from her hand and led her out of
the bus and crowd and noise, through the portico,
up still empty stairs.

“I'm Sarah,” she said over her shoulder. “I'm
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taking you to your bedroom.” Otherwise she said
nothing, walking ahead all the way along miles of
indecipherable passages and eventually down four
steep steps. She had a curious walk, Charlotte
noticed, as if with each step ropes were slackened
~ in her and then pulled tight again. Perhaps this was
because she was so tall.

The bedroom to which she took Charlotte had
the name Cedar printed on a small blue card pinned
to its door. All the bedrooms were called after
trees it seemed. There was nothing here to suggest
particularly a cedar tree, though through the
window Charlotte could see other kinds of trees.
She saw also a corner of the river, the view cut off
sharply by the jutting of the building on the right.

In the room were five black iron bedsteads like
Charlotte’s own at her home, Aviary Hall. They
were about as chipped and shabby too, but had
white cotton bedspreads on them, smooth as snow.
There were five white chests-of-drawers and five
white-painted chairs, and across one corner a faded
curtain hung on an iron rod to make the washing-
cubicle.

“Which bed do you want, Charlotte?”’ the tall
girl Sarah asked, dumping Charlotte’s case down
on one of the chests-of-drawers.

“Which am I allowed?” asked Charlotte falter-
ingly. The bed nearest the window she saw had
little wheels with ornamented spokes on them like
wagon-wheels where the others had ordinary cas-
tors. She wanted that bed quite fiercely when she
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thought about it. But she did not think that as a
new girl she could choose it.

“Any you like. Most would choose the window
one. I would myself.”

“Oh, so would I,” Charlotte cried. “Can I really
have that one?”

“You’re here first, aren’t you?”’ asked Sarah.

It was odd then that Sarah remained, staring
out of the window, swinging the window-cord,
remote-seeming and separate. But Charlotte had
an impression suddenly that Sarah had something
to say to her. Once she turned round and opened
her mouth to speak, but looked back to the
window again before any words were formed.
Charlotte stood behind her awkwardly and did not
know whether to remain there or move away.

Beyond the bedroom door, down the long lin-
oleum-covered passages she heard feet begin to
thud and scurry and voices begin to call, the sound
both channelled and enlarged by the passages as if
they were sounding-boards, until the whole build-
ing seemed to buzz and hum. Sarah turned more
urgently and started to speak, but at that moment
several pairs of feet thumped down the steps out-
side, skidded on the linoleum at the bottom and the
door burst open. Four girls jostled in the doorway.

“Hullo, Elizabeth, Janet, Vanessa,” said Sarah,
friendly but quite detached.

“Hullo, Sarah,” the three said, polite but less
friendly, Charlotte thought. The fourth girl had
dark curly hair and looked rather red about the
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eyes as if she had been crying; she giggled now for
no reason, showing unexpectedly white. teeth.

“I’'m Susannah,” she said eagerly. “I'm a new
girl, you know.”

“This is Charlotte who is also new. You can
keep each other company. Oh, since Charlotte was
here first I told her she had first choice of beds
She chose the window bed.”

Sarah did not look at Charlotte again, but smiled
briefly, generally, and went out.

For a moment Charlotte was stared at in silence.
Susannah and Elizabeth began to smile at her. But
Vanessa said sharply, “Trust snooty Sarah to let
the new girl take the best bed.”

“I don’t. mind which bed I have, honestly,” Sus-
annah cried.

“Nor do I.”” Charlotte blushed unhappily, grab-
bing her case off the bed on which she had set it
again. “I don’t mind having another bed.”

But she did mind, ridiculously.

“Oh, you’d better keep it now.” Vanessa was
grudging if perhaps less sharp. Her freckled nose
was pointed, her straight hair pale as paper. “You’d
better keep it if snooty Sarah said. She thinks she’s
queen of the school that’s all, just because her sis-
ters were here, and her mother donkey’s years
ago.

“Still it’s not Charlotte’s fault,” added Janet
more kindly.

“How did you get here first anyway?”’ Vanessa
asked. “Why didn’t you have to report to the staff
room, like us?”
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““Sarah said she’d do it for me, since I was new.’

“Goodness, isn’t she kind to you? Getting you
the best bed too. Do you know her at home or
something?”

“No . ..” Charlotte was puzzled, for Sarah’s
kindness did seem odd. ‘I don’t know her. I don’t
know anyone here at all.”

By supper time though Charlotte knew all about
Susannah, about her family, her father and mother
and brother and sister (they were all just like Susan-
nah, judging by their photographs), about her cats
and dogs and ponies and guinea-pigs, about the
time she had been bridesmaid and the time she had
broken her leg and the time she had been to France.
She had been shown each of the photographs and
ornaments which decorated Susannah’s chest-of-
drawers and envied them a little, having brought
none herself so that her own chest-of-drawers
remained bare and personless. After a while, Susan-
nah’s family seemed more real to Charlotte than
the school yet seemed. She scarcely felt as real
herself, indeed spent much of her time hunting for
her name; on lists, games lists, table lists, class
lists, cloakroom lists; on everything, everywhere,
lockers, pegs, drawers, clothes, shoes, even on her
toothbrush and sponge, as if she needed it to prove
her own reality. When she was not looking she
was writing her name, and not just Charlotte either
as she would have put on her books at home, or
even at the little village school where she went
before. Charlotte alone proved no identity at all.
Charlotte Mary Makepeace she wrote in full and in
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her best handwriting on each of the. differently
coloured exercise books given to her. Besides the
satisfaction she found in writing so carefully it
seemed comforting also to prove so emphatically
over and over again that she was still Charlotte
Makepeace just as she had been yesterday at home.
For since this morning she had felt herself to be so
many different people and half of them she did not
recognize.

Next morning Charlotte woke before the bell. At
least no bell had woken her and she doubted if she
would have slept through it on only the second
day of term. As she floated out of sleep she remem-
bered it was Sunday so that the bell would be rung
quite late in any case.

She lay with her eyes shut for a while, comfort-
able as a cat, the sun warm and rosy on her lids.
When at last she opened them she found she was
looking almost into the sun itself, though its dazzle
was broken by a tree. In return it blurred the dark
limits of the tree’s branches, beamed through them
in places and shone full into her eyes, making her
blink.

_ The tree; Charlotte sat up with a jump. For there
should be no tree in the sun’s way. In fact you
would not expect to see the sun at all because the
new building should have hidden it.

But though there had been a building there
yesterday and no tree, today there was a tree and
no building. The tree was a huge, dark cedar tree.



CHAPTER TWO

Charlotte shot back down the bed, hiding her head
beneath the covers. It must be a dream. If she
counted ten before looking out again she would
- find she had imagined it. As a little girl she’d often
lain like that under the bedclothes, counting, but
hoping to open her eyes on a different world - a
palace perhaps, herself a princess — whereas now
she merely wanted things the same as yesterday,
the red brick building, the shadowed room; no
sun, no tree. Having counted to a hundred just to
make sure, she peered out again to find the sun
still there with its coloured, dusty beams; also the
cedar tree.

Slowly, reluctantly, she turned her head to look
into the room itself. Her sun-dazzled eyes could
tell scarcely more at first than its shape and colour,
both still apparently the same. She could see black
iron bedsteads too, four of them, but as her sight
cleared saw that against the wall opposite where
the fifth bed should have been, was a huge white-
painted cupboard with drawers underneath. All the
proper chests-of-drawers had gone, and their
photographs and ornaments, their dogs and cats
and gnomes, their calendars and combs and hair-
brushes; so had the curtained cubicle and the wash-
basin with its shining taps. In place of that a white
enamel basin stood on a stand, a white enamel jug

inside it. On the chair beside Charlotte’s bed
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instead of her new book there lay a little prayer-
book in a floppy leather cover and a rather shabby
Bible with gold-edged pages.

Janet and Vanessa must have got up early, Char-
lotte thought wildly, for two of the beds were
empty, their coverings smooth as if not slept in at
all. They must have made their beds and gone out
so quietly that no one had woken.

But that did not explain why the cupboard, stood
where Elizabeth’s bed should have been, nor why
the hair on Susannah’s pillow next to her own was
no longer dark like Susannah’s hair, but a lightish
brown.

The hump beneath the blankets stirred. There
was a little groaning and sighing and a hand
reached out, curling itself and uncurling again, ter-
rifying Charlotte, because if she did not know who
the hand belonged to and the light brown hair,
how would that person know who Charlotte was,
and however was she to explain her presence there?

The hump spoke. “Clare,” it said crossly.
“Clare.” '

Charlotte looked wildly about, but found no one
to answer, except herself.

“Clare, are you awake?”” demanded the hump,
more crossly than ever.

“I’'m awake,” Charlotte said, which was true,
without her having to admit she was not Clare,
whoever Clare might be.

“Well then, why didn’t you say so before?”’

“I...” began Charlotte. “Because I . ..” And
then to her horror the girl in the other bed sat up
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abruptly. She was quite a little girl, much smaller
than Susannah, indeed she looked smaller than
anyone Charlotte had seen so far at boarding-
school, though she wore the regulation nightdress.
She had long hair and a round face, puzzled rather
than cross and red and creased looking on the side
nearest Charlotte on which she must have been
lying.

She looked at Charlotte as if she saw just whom
she expected to see and said, “Is it early, Clare?
Has the bell gone? Have we got to get up?”’

“But I'm not Clare,” Charlotte began to say
hopelessly, then stopped herself, explanation being
impossible, especially since this girl seemed to
think so incredibly that she was Clare.

“What’s the matter with you, Clare?” the little
girl cried. “Why don’t you answer me? Is it time
to get up? Is it, is it, is it?”

“I haven’t heard a bell yet,” Charlotte said.

“Oh, well, then it can’t be time to get up. We
mustn’t be late. Aunt Dolly said we’d get into
fearful trouble if we were late for breakfast at
school.”

Charlotte was scarcely listening, thinking, horri-
fied, that perhaps she was not Charlotte any more
but had changed into someone else. That would
explain why the little girl had greeted her as Clare.

She held out her hands to see. They did not look
any different, but she wondered suddenly if she
knew them well enough to tell. They were quite
ordinary hands, having fingers of medium length
and no scars or marks to distinguish them. With
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her hands she stroked her hair, which was quite
straight and fell some way below her shoulders just
as it had done the day before. When she picked up
a piece and drew it round, it seemed the same
colour too, fairish, nondescript. She moved her
hands rapidly over all her face, eyes, mouth, chin,
cheeks, nose, and then again, more slowly. But it
did not tell her very much. Could you just by feel, -
she wondered, recognize your own face? A blind
person might, whose touch was sight, but she was
not sure she could trust herself to do it. Her mouth
seemed wider than she’d thought, her nose felt
narrower.

“What are you feeling your face for like that?”
the little girl was asking curiously.

“Oh... oh... nothing in particular. ..
And at that moment, luckily, the bell went, an
old-fashioned clanging bell, not the shrill electric
one of the night before. Charlotte jumped out of
bed immediately, but the other huddled back into
hers, saying, “I don’t feel a bit like getting up, but
of course you do what we ought, Clare, you
always do.”

Charlotte was by now so desperate she did not
care if the girl found her odd. She ran to the only
mirror in the room, a square, rather stained and
pitted one hung just beside the door, and the relief
that came when she saw her own face staring back
at her was huger than she could have thought.

Except, if she was Charlotte, why did the little
girl take her for somebody else called Clare?

bl
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Just then the door opened and a woman came in,
a tall, thin woman with her hair screwed up on
her head under a white cap like a nurse’s cap, her
head very small like the knob on a knitting-needle.
Her big white apron was starched to shine, indeed
she shone all over as if newly polished: shoes, hair,
apron, even her nose. Her skirt, Charlotte noticed,
was so long it stopped not far above her ankles.

“Emily? Isn’t it?”’ she said to Charlotte. “Are
you so vain, Emily, that you must stare at yourself
before breakfast.”

Charlotte looked at her quite speechlessly, but
Emily shot up in bed and said indignantly, *“‘She’s
not Emily, she’s Clare, I'm Emily.”

“I do beg your pardon, then, Emily,” said the
woman, sarcastically. “Just to remind you I am
Nurse Gregory. Did you not hear the bell, Emily?
Get out of your bed at once. ]ust because you sleep
here as a convenience . . .” (And what does that
mean? thought Charlotte) — “just because you sleep
here as a convenience does not mean you may take
liberties or disregard the rules.”

“Oh, I don’t think she meant to. I don’t think
she knew you had to get up at once.” Charlotte
found herself automatically defending Emily, just
as she had always defended her own sister Emma,
at home.

“But it’s a whole half-hour to breakfast,”” Emily
was protesting on her own behalf. “It doesn’t take
me half an hour to get dressed.” The nurse looked
from her to Charlotte with a smile that had glitter
but no friendliness.
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“Do I take it then you are a dirty little girl and
never properly wash yourself?”’

“I wash very well indeed,” cried Emily indig-
nantly. “Don’t I, Clare? Our Aunt Dolly says I
wash very well . . .”

“Does she not also tell you, Emily, that it is rude
to answer back? I shall return in fifteen minutes and
expect to find you both ready, save your hair,
which I shall plait myself today.”

“Clare always plaits my hair for me.’

“No doubt,” said Nurse Gregory, turning to the
door. “But I shall do it for today.”

If Emily was rebellious Charlotte was relieved
at this, never having plaited hair before. She was
also (foolishly she thought and irrelevantly) quite
pleased at the idea of having her hair in plaits,
which she had always wanted secretly and never
been allowed, because her grandfather with whom
she lived did not like girls to have their hair in
plaits. Besides to think foolish, irrelevant thoughts
was more comfortable than fighting her way
through the impossible ones; what was happening
to her, and why and how.

The uniform she had to wear was not unlike the
one she had worn yesterday, if less well-fitting.
Under it, despite the sun, went a thick woollen
vest and bodice, thick navy-blue knickers and thick
black stockings. Charlotte had not worn stockings
the day before.

All the while she dressed herself and helped
Emily do up her buttons, all the while Nurse Gre-
gory was coming and plaiting their hair — using

b
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the comb more as if to dissect heads — and while
afterwards she and Emily knelt on the chilly lin-
oleum to say their prayers, Charlotte was trying
in her mind to describe how things seemed to
her that morning; the room, Nurse Gregory, the
clothes she wore. There was some particular word
she wanted. She could not, in these confusions,
think what it was. Nurse Gregory had pulled her
hair so tightly into its single plait, tied ribbon so
tightly at top and bottom, that her scalp ached and
pricked still, which made her brain seem to ache
and prickle too. The more she hunted for this
word, the more confused she felt.

Outside the room was the same — or it looked
the same — horde of blue-clad girls whose faces she
did not know, the same thud of feet and clatter
of voices, the same mazed passages and stairs as
yesterday, except that she thought (or had she
dreamed it?) that the walls had been white then,
while today they were brown. Yesterday they had
eaten in a large white-wall room where today they
ate in an oak panelled one, beneath a picture of a
man with eyes black as buttons and a stiff white
clergyman’s collar. She thought she recognized the
picture though she did not recognize the room.
The trouble was that she had found everything so
strange and confusing yesterday in a new school
that now, even when she shut her eyes and tried
to remember, she could not really tell what had
changed about her and what had not. She began
to wonder whether perhaps she had dreamed
before or even was dreaming today.
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The porridge for breakfast was brought round
by maids in uniform. There had been no maids
yesterday Charlotte was sure. The uniforms were
black and white and looked she thought as Nurse
Gregory had — and again she fumbled for the right
word, but this time it swam into her head quite
easily — they looked old-fashioned. Their skirts
were rather too long for one thing like Nurse Gre-
gory’s. Of course she thought, some people just
did wear longish skirts and old-fashioned clothes,
Miss Gozzling for example, her grandfather’s
housekeeper. Old-fashioned was the word she
wanted anyway, the one her mind had chased so
uselessly before. Everything this morning did seem
old-fashioned; in obvious ways, such as there being
no wash-basin, no electric bell, in other less obvi-
ous ways than that. But then her home Aviary Hall
was just as old-fashioned, if not more so, having
been decorated and furnished many years ago and
scarcely altered since. No doubt this school was
the same she told herself firmly, for a different
explanation that slid into her mind was, though
simple, so huge and impossible that she could not
believe it, did not even want to. It frightened her.
‘She- turned her mind wildly away, thinking how
funny — I haven’t heard any aeroplanes this morn-
ing. I wonder why.

As they filed into the brown-panelled dining room
each girl had taken from a scrubbed shelf a small
glass jar containing a slab of margarine, like butter
in texture, but very much paler in colour. Fortu-



CHARLOTTE SOMETIMES 19

nately Emily had fetched Charlotte’s as well as her
own, for on each was stuck a little white label with
a name on it, and Charlotte would not have known
which name to take. E. Moby, Emily’s label said,
C. Moby, Charlotte’s. Everyone placed their jars
on the table in front of them and so therefore did
Charlotte and Emily.

“Wake up, dreamy,” a voice prodded at Char-
lotte from the other side of the table; a surprisingly
deep imposing voice, for it belonged to a small
round girl with spectacles and with black hair cut
quite short instead of long in a plait like most
people’s. She had also a very snub nose. Just now
she was contorting herself to read the name on
Charlotte’s jar.

“Wake up, dreamy. What’s the C stand for?”

“C?” asked Charlotte, jerked out of thought.
“What do you mean C?”

“On your marge jar, silly. C. Moby it says. I'm
asking you your name in other words . . .”

“Oh. .. Char...” began Charlotte, off guard
still, but Emily took over answering before the
name was fully out.

“She’s Clare. I'm Emlly What’s the M on
yours?”’

“Marjorie, if you must know, but everyone calls
me Bunty, Marjorie’s an awful name. You can call
me Bunty too, if you like. Do you want sugar on
your porridge or milk?”’

“Both, of course,” said Emily.

“You can’t have both, because of the war. You
have to choose. What I wanted to tell you was that
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I’d have sugar if I were you, it’s horrid otherwise.
It’s pretty horrid with sugar too, actually, my sis-
ter’s a landgirl now and she says what they give
pigs on her farm is better than school porridge.”

“Sssh, Bunty, you mustn’t talk like that, you’ll
get into awful trouble if someone hears,” whis-
pered her neighbour, a thin droopy girl with
brown eyes like butter drops and sandy-coloured
hair and lashes.

“Oh, don’t be such a prig, Ruth,” Bunty said
impatiently. “Did you come late yesterday?” she
asked Emily, her mouth already full of porridge.
“I didn’t see you at supper.”

“We were quite late,” said Emily. “In time for
supper though.”

“Well, I never saw you. Are you two smters’”

“Clare’s my brother if you must know.”

“There’s no need to be cheeky, you're just a
little new girl, remember. You don’t much look
like sisters, that’s all.”

“How long have you been here then?” asked
Emily.

“One term. That’s nearly five months, including
. the holidays.”

“One term? One term? Well, that’s nothing to
be so grand about.”

There was a pause. Bunty turned her back on
Emily as far as it was possible and ate her porridge.
Charlotte hoped that she would not remain
offended for long. She hoped Bunty would ask a
great many more questions, for she was not in a
position to ask them for herself, much as she
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wanted to. At last Bunty leaned across the table in
a lordly way.

“How old is Emily? She looks rather a baby to
be at boarding-school?”

“I’m not a baby,” Emily cried indignantly. “I was
ten in August.”

“Ten, just ten. You are a baby then, just as I
thought. I didn’t know anyone could come here
till they were eleven.”

“How old are you then?” -

“I'm eleven actually.”

“Well, there’s nothing to be so grand about.
Clare’s thirteen.”

“Thirteen! Gosh, she doesn’t look as ancient as
that. But what are you doing here if you’re only
ten?”’

“We hadn’t anywhere else to go if you must
know.”

“Everything’s upside-down with the war of
course,”” observed Bunty in an elderly voice.

“But it wasn’t the war at all, it was our Aunt
Dolly. She was ill you see, and we live with her
in term-time.”’

“Did you go to a day-school before then?”

“We’ve been to lots and lots of schools. As a
matter of fact,” said Emily impressively, “this is
my fifth school.” _

“Your fifth school? Gosh, how ripping, you
lucky thing. I’ve only been to one. I had a govern-
ess before.” —

Charlotte meanwhile struggled through her por-
ridge, which was as solid as bread, much solider
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in lumps, and slippery too. Emily pushed hers
away after one mouthful. Bunty told her she’d
‘have to eat it, that was the rule, but the maid who
came to clear smiled and shrugged and took pity
on her, removing the plate quickly before the
teacher at the end of the table had noticed anything.

“Miss Bite says it’s doing your bit, to eat things
you don’t like,” Bunty said. “I don’t see how it
hurts Germans myself, eating nasty porridge.”

“I couldn’t have eaten it if it made us win the
war,”” said Emily passionately. '

“Well, I'm so hungry I could eat anything. Bags
your second round of bread, Emily, if you don’t
want it, we’re only allowed two each you see, and
that still leaves me starving.”

“Oh, but I will want it. I have to eat some-
thing.”

“You can have mine, Bunty,” Charlotte said.

“You are a sport, Clare, thanks awfully. Can I
have some of your marge ration too, mine will
never last otherwise.”

But even having eaten very fast three slices of
bread with her own and some of Charlotte’s mar-
garine, Bunty still watched every bite Emily took,
like, Charlotte thought, a hungry little dog.

Except for the mysterious, and to Charlotte
incomprehensible talk about the war — what war
could Bunty mean? — everything seemed so ordi-
nary that she thought there must be some quite
simple explanation for what had happened to her.
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She could begin to believe this was just a different
school, its likeness with yesterday’s merely the
likeness of any boarding-school to any other. This
at least was what she wanted to believe.

But then after breakfast she went upstairs and
except for the cedar tree the view out of the
window was unmistakably the same view as yes-
terday, of garden and river and island. Nor could
she mistake her bed with its wheels like little
wagon-wheels. And when later she set out for the
church in the school crocodile, it was from the
same porticoed door at which the bus had arrived
yesterday, though beyond, inexplicably, all the
lawns that had been green yesterday were not
lawns any more but dug up and planted with cab-
bages.

Charlotte and Emily wore gloves and carried
prayer-books as did everyone. They were meant
to keep silence on their way. “It’s so that we can
think holy thoughts for church you see,” Bunty
explained. “Not that I ever seem to have any.”

“Oh, Clare’s always thinking holy thoughts,
aren’t you, Clare?”’ Emily replied, with a meaning-
ful glance at Charlotte that Charlotte quite missed
the meaning of since she was not Clare, nor knew |
her.

Through the school gates they marched - to
these now fixed a pair of Union Jacks, very faded,
as if they had been there some considerable time
and in all kinds of weathers. The road beyond was
more countrified than Charlotte had thought it
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yesterday. She could not remember seeing market
gardens behind high walls, their rows of green-
houses flashing in the sun like a field of huge glass

furrows. :



CHEHAPTER THREE

Next morning when Charlotte awoke to an aero-
plane’s booming overhead and saw Susannah
asleep next to her, she at once thought Emily
merely a dream; what had happened impossible.
unless a dream. For she had behaved so calmly and
ordinarily; had even written a Sunday letter home
to Emily’s Aunt Dolly whom she had never seen,
and by the evening had accepted the day almost as
any other day, not one out of her own time at all.
Now she assumed she had gone to sleep on Satur-
day night, dreamed a most vivid dream about
Sunday from which she had woken at last to find
the real Sunday ahead of her.

But the rising bell went not long afterwards, the
one-note, electric bell, at seven o’clock, weekday
time. The others grumbled their way out of bed
into weekday shirts and tunics, not Sunday coats
and skirts.

“Gosh, Monday mornings. How I hate Monday
mornings,” Vanessa sighed. But if it was Monday
it meant Charlotte had missed out a whole day in
her own time. It meant Emily was no dream but
real.

Yesterday she thought she must have been quite
numbed by the strangeness to have behaved as she
did, so normally, though in another time, and in
war-time too. Today, contrariwise, she was over-
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come by it, stopping, thinking, trembling every
now and then.

She did not know when exactly she had realized
what had happened to her. Not knowing had slid
so gradually into half guessing, half knowing,
knowing for certain. She thought herself stupid
now for not realizing immediately, as children did
in books; but of course they usually went back so
much further into the past when it was easier to
tell because people dressed, unmistakably, in wigs
or crinolines.

Then, at bedtime vyesterday she had found
beneath Clare’s Bible on the chair a thin red exer-
cise book. Diary, it had said on the cover, and
Clare Mary Moby; and beneath that again in letters
three times larger, PRIVATE. Charlotte had hesi-
tated briefly, holding it in her hands. But she had
been comforted in some odd way because Clare
shared her middle name and even her initials and
at last she had opened it determinedly, though she
was careful still to look only at the date of the last
entry. The day before in her own time, the present,
had been Saturday, 14th September. But Clare had
written, Saturday, 14th September 1918, the same
day, only over forty years before.

It seemed quite unbelievable now. After break-
fast, her bed half made, Charlotte picked up her
nightdress and stood, far away, letting it dangle
from her hands. She was looking out of the
window at the new brick building which stood
where the cedar tree used to stand. The tree had
been beautiful as a sailing-ship, its trunk stouter
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than a mast, its branches spread like sails, and she
felt sad, even indignant that they should have
thought to cut it down. Yet it seemed silly to feel
sad for something lost so long ago, that she ought
never to have seen.

“Penny for them.” Charlotte returned from her
thinking to find Vanessa staring at her, curiously.

“You might have been on Mars, the way you
looked. Penny for your thoughts.”

“Oh. Oh, I see. Nothing very much really.”

“But you must think about something. All yes-
terday and this morning too it’s been hard to get
a word out of you. You must think about some-
thing all that time.”

“Oh, Charlotte’s just dreamy, aren’t you, Char-
lotte?”” Susannah apologized for her.

“Why should she want to talk to us, anyway?”
asked Elizabeth, lazily, looking up for her book.
“Lucky Charlotte. Perhaps she can dream herself
right out of here.”

Elizabeth was not a thin girl like Janet and
Vanessa, not plump exactly either, but big. Her
hair, though short, was rough even when brushed
and wild when not, as now. She had a big untidy-
looking mouth, big untidy-looking hands with the
nails chewed down, even untidy-looking skin that
was pale and peeled in places. As soon as they had
returned from breakfast she flung herself down to
read on her unmade bed. A trail of clothes lay on
the floor round her and her transistor radio blurted
out “Housewives’ Choice”.

Vanessa looked distastefully at Elizabeth.
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“Well, we all know you’re always too busy read-
ing to hear anything we say, but we can’t dream
away your mess unfortunately.”

“It’s five minutes to the bell, Elizabeth,” said
Janet but more patiently. “Don’t you think you’d
better get a move on?”’

“Gosh, is it really? I'll be late,” cried Elizabeth,
hurling her nightdress to the floor and rushing out
of the room, leaving Janet and Vanessa to make
faces at each other and murmur what a slut she
was — how they could bear to share a room with
her for a whole term.

“She’s supposed to be brainy, that’s her trouble.
She thinks she can get away with anything because
of it.”” Vanessa turned off the radio. But Elizabeth
switched it on again, quite casually, when she
returned.

From all the confusion Charlotte’s mind groped
out one thing — that no one had missed her yester-
day. But it was not until later that the obvious
explanation struck home to her. That while she
herself had taken Clare’s place yesterday, Clare
must have taken hers.

In the library that morning she saw a book called
Twentieth Century Europe, and when the bell had
rung and the rest of the class were collecting their
books she lifted it down, hastily, guiltily. She
opened it at the back, leafing through till she came
to the chapters on the Second World War. Earlier
yesterday she had thought that might be the war
then being fought, but now she saw it had started
in 1939. At once she slammed the book firmly
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shut. She did not want to check further the dates
of the other, the First World War. She did not
want to read of it at all. It seemed like cheating
somehow, like looking at the end of a book before
you were half-way through. It even seemed
unlucky. Of course she might never go back into
1918. Yet in an odd and melancholy way she hoped
she might. She did not want to do anything that
might prevent it, even something so simple as
checking on a date.

The very next morning when she woke beside
Emily again, Charlotte, pleased, gave her a special
smile of greeting; before being reminded by her
look of surprise, that as far as Emily was concerned
she had been there all the time.

Emily was silent today. From' time to time she
looked most oddly at Charlotte, who wondered
uncomfortably if she was beginning to guess that
something strange was happening. .

“I say,” Bunty said when they went to their
classroom after prayers, “I say, I wanted to ask
you. If you’re thirteen aren’t you a bit old to be in
a class with me and Emily?”

“It’s just because we’ve been to so many schools,
she’s never had a chance to catch up,” cried Emily
fiercely. ““Clare’s very clever, really she is, so snubs
to you and utterly squash.”

“I never said she was stupid, did I, stupid?
Anyway, can’t she ever answer for herself?”

“And can’t you ever stop asking questions?
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Someone of thirteen can’t be bothered with all your
silly questions, that’s all.”

“Was there ever such a cheeky little new bug as
you?” asked Bunty, amiably.

Their classroom was a big room with two pillars
at one end above the dais where the teacher sat,
surveying both their class and another one. In
Charlotte’s time this was used as a dining-hall,
while her class lived in a little cell-like place at the
end of the new glass-covered way that ran along
beside a stable-yard. The classroom there might
once have been the saddle-room, with its three
~ high windows and stone walls, with the three stone
steps that led to a door kept permanently locked.
It was very small, very dark compared to this large,
light, dusty room. The clicking of the rings on
the green baize curtains covering the pigeon holes
sounded the same in both the classrooms, how-
ever.

Charlotte went upstairs at break to fetch a
handkerchief, up the steep back stairs that emerged
by the window overlooking the yard. The window
was open and there was nobody in sight. Hastily,
guiltily, she thrust out her head and found that
with some awkward craning she could see where
the classroom should have been. No covered way
ran to it now. Its door was painted blue like the
other doors in the yard, but the paint was so flaked
and old she could see the wood in places under-
neath; also there was a large padlock on it.

Beneath Charlotte a door opened and a maid
came out of the kitchen. Charlotte could see the



CHARLOTTE SOMETIMES 31

parting in her hair and smell the steaming reek of
food. She brought her head in again hastily to
find Nurse Gregory standing behind her, Nurse
Gregory’s eyes screwing themselves into her.

- “And what do you find so interesting then,
Clare?” she inquired with interest.

“I — I've just come up to fetch a handkerchief
from my room.”

“Handkerchief I suppose growing outside like
Virginia creeper?”’

Charlotte said no and then yes, meekly, and
confusedly since an answer seemed expected, but

either way convicted her, yes, of stupidity, no,
- probably of crime, that is of breaking a school rule.

“The rule is, no girl may come up to her bed-
room during the day. You should have remem-
bered your handkerchief this morning.”

“But I thought,” said Charlotte, “honestly, I
thought the rules said . . .”” And then she remem-
bered she had heard the rules read in her own time,
not here, and that there weren’t necessarily the
same rules now. But she could not use this for an
excuse. ‘I didn’t know the rules,” she ended
lamely, pulling down the rather short tunic they
wore on weekdays in 1918, not unlike the modern
one except for the strip of velvet across its top.

“That is no excuse. You should have known. I
read them to you myself only yesterday. It is not,
of course, a rule you’ll long be in a position to
break, since you will be in lodgings soon and come
only as a day-girl here.”

“Lodgings?” asked Charlotte, amazed, but
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Nurse Gregory noticed no amazement, her voice
clattering on as if it were set by clockwork and had
to go running down.

“I cannot spare my sickroom long, you know
I have two girls ill already in the other one and if
there are more I shall soon need your room. I hope
you and Emily quite realize the kindness Miss Bite
did you in allowing you its use till lodgings could
be found. Were it not for war-time, such sudden
upsets and arrangements could never be allowed.”

“Everything’s upside-down with the war,” ven-
tured Charlotte, remembering what Bunty had
said.

“I am not upside-down and my order-mark
system works perfectly. You will take one please
and go straight downstairs again.”

All the rest of that morning Charlotte had to do -
what she usually told her sister not to do; wipe her
nose on the back of her hand. She was wondering,
too, what would happen once the Mobys went
into lodgings and did not sleep at school. Would
she and Clare continue to change about? And sup-
pose she should get stuck here, could not get back
to her proper time to be Charlotte instead of Clare,
to have Emma for her sister instead of Emily? The
thought of that frightened her and she tried hard
" not to think about it.



CHAPTER FOUR

There was work to be prepared that day for future
lessons. This did not create such difficulty as it
might have done. Charlotte’s handwriting was not
unlike Clare’s, since she had been taught to form
her letters in the same old-fashioned way as Clare
formed hers. Also the system of work had not
changed much between present and past. Char-
lotte, being organized and neat, followed it as
meticulously as Clare had done, jotting down in
the little notebooks provided not only the work to
be done but the date by which it had to be handed
in. They had been set an essay called My Holidays
and she was thankful to find that it could be left
till another day, for how could she write an essay
about Clare’s holidays? She knew nothing about
them, nor had she any means of finding out. And
if she did write something and Emily read it, how
suspicious she would be, if she was not suspicious
already, as Charlotte had begun to think. She did
arithmetic instead, long division of money that she
had learnt when much younger and so found easy,
although she was not usually good at arithmetic.
She also learned by heart the six verses of a poem
called How Horatius Kept the Bridge:

Lars Porsena of Clusium
By the Nine Gods he swore
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That the great house of Tarquin
Should suffer wrong no more.

It was stirring both to learn and to recite and kept
on beating in Charlotte’s head all that day and the
next, in her own time.

That morning when Charlotte awoke she had
found beside her bed an exercise book with a pale
pink cover (the colour usually used for scripture
books) on which was written Charlotte Mary Make-
peace and underneath again blacked over twice,
VERY PRIVATE. Charlotte hesitated before
opening this. There was something disconcerting
about a book which had her own name on it, that
no one ought to have written except herself, and
yet which she had not written. Nor was her name
now her property alone. Suppose that VERY PRI-
VATE warned her not to open the book and read
what was inside?
However, she opened the book at last, to read
not unexpectedly but still as disconcertingly a
‘message from someone whom she did not know

and who was more than forty years away from
her.

Dear Charlotte, she read. I think we should be
able to write to each other to explain anything
difficult. For instance, about work and about
Emily. (Please look after Emily. She’s only ten.)
We could use this book here and my diary in 1918,
it is that red book on the chair. But please do not
read the earlier part. It is very private. Not even
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Emily may read it. I did your arithmetic for you
today. I am afraid it was all wrong. I am so bad
at arithmetic.

Please write.- I think it would help if we both
write. Yours sincerely, Clare. P.S. I took this book
from the classroom cupboard. It was very dishonest -
and wrong of me, but I could not think what else
to do.

Clare’s arithmetic certainly was not good. Char-
lotte had that book back that day, scored in red
ink, with only two marks given out of ten, and
decided that in future she had better try to do it
for herself. She was going to suggest this to Clare
that very evening in her own note, but it seemed
rather unkind and so after all she left it out.

Dear Clare, she wrote: It was very clever of you
to think of this book. I don’t think it was too wrong
to take it from the cupboard. We have to have a
book and there’s no other way of finding one. I
think grown-ups would say it was all right if they
knew what was happening to us. I promise not to
read your diary. I did open it once just to find out
the date, but I promise on my honour I didn’t read
any more. I promise. By the way, do you think
we should tell Emily what’s happening? I'm sure
she’s suspicious, so it might be better. But I think
you should tell her, perhaps, not me. Charlotte
stopped and thought a little and then added:
How are you managing here? Do you find 1t very
difficult and strange?
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For it had occurred to her suddenly how much
harder it must be to move forward in time than to
move back. At least in the past many things were
familiar, and you knew something about it. But
what did you know about the future? — nothing,
except guesses and many of them frightening. She
- would not have liked to move forty or fifty years
ahead of her own time, as Clare had moved ahead
of hers.

Susannah was saying curiously, ‘“Whatever do
you find to write about? I kept a diary once and
all I could think of to say was, had breakfast, had
lunch, had tea, and went to bed.”

“Oh, I just think of things,” said Charlotte,
ending her letter hastily.

I don’t think anything important happened today.
Pll write tomorrow. Yours sincerely, Charlotte.
P.S. I can’t understand why this is happening, can
you? P.P.S. I didn’t look at your diary, honestly.

Afterwards out of the darkness a voice came,
Vanessa’s voice. ‘“Charlotte, are you awake?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Janet and I are very puzzled. Why do you take
such ages to say your prayers some nights before
you get into bed, and not other nights at all.”

“Well, some nights I say them in bed,” Charlotte
answered, glad of the dark. From now on she
thought she would have to do as Clare did and
kneel beside her bed, much as she would hate to
make such display of holiness, otherwise the rest
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of them might become suspicious. It was odd really
that they were not suspicious already.

Charlotte lay awake some while that night. She
could hear the sounds of traffic in the distance,
blown down-river from the new road bridge, and
occasionally the sounds of trains, too, from the
railway bridge.

When the aeroplanes came they blotted out all
the other sounds. She thought how frightening
they must have seemed to Clare at first. Whatever
had she thought such enormous sounds could be?
The school itself was not so very different from
the earlier one, but in 1918 so far Charlotte had
only heard one aeroplane and that a tiny buzzing
far away, which had quite excited Emily, who
cried, “A plane, a plane! Can you see it, Bunty?
Can you see it, Clare?”

These airliners did not buzz, unless it was inside
your head like something drilling there. Some
roared, some screamed, some thundered, some did
all three at once. Some made tight narrow sounds,
loud yet contained within a space, others laid sound |
flat over your head like a kind of roof; still others,
and by far the worst, were heavy, they reverber-
ated everywhere as though the air made little invis-
ible walls against which sound echoed, through
which it broke in thunderous waves and surgings;
until it felt like being in a tent of sound pegged
close all round. Then sometimes Charlotte found
it hard to remember who she was, Charlotte, or
Clare, or someone quite different again.
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It was odd, disconcerting, this jerky proceeding of
days in worlds both so different, and yet in the
movements of school alike — for they continued to
change about day after day. The earlier school was
stricter, it was true, more drab, the food there both
scarcer and nastier. They had fur in the soup on
Tuesday, underboiled fish on Wednesday, and on
Thursday the most unpleasant pudding Charlotte
had ever eaten — North Pole pudding, it was called
- a kind of jelly made of cornmeal, grey like por-
ridge, shiny like glue and flecked with little pieces
of meal like the flaws in glass: Emily would not
eat it and was made to sit in the dining room
for hours. But she smuggled the plateful into her
handkerchief when no one was looking and re-
appeared in class triumphantly.

Between Emily and Susannah and the rest, Char-
lotte felt as if she were reading two stories alter-
nately, reaching some point of tension in one, only
to continue in the other. It was Friday, for instance,
before she received an answer to her first note to
Clare, which said, among other things:

I don’t think we should tell Emily. I don’t want
to tell her because I think she might be frightened
and not understand. Please, Charlotte, just go on

acting as if you were me, and not say anything and
look after her.

But of course Charlotte could not look after Emily
that day, because it was her own time and there
was no Emily. There were Janet and Vanessa
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instead, who seemed to be plotting something and
giggled a great deal. After supper they said to
Charlotte and Susannah, “Don’t come up just yet.
One of us will fetch you when we’re ready.”
Charlotte went on ahead when the time came
and opened the door to find the curtains drawn,
the light masked with a sweater. A figure leaped
out at her from the gloom — Vanessa — while Janet
grabbed Susannah from behind. Susannah let out
a giggle, a little sharp nervous “Oh .. .”
“Now,” they were told by deep, croaking,
cracking voices, ‘“‘now, o novices, you have tests
to undergo. Lie down and look up these.”
“These” were dressing-gown sleeves and trem-
bled rather because Janet and Vanessa who held
them were laughing so much. Only Elizabeth took
no part. She lay on her bed with her back to every-
one, reading by the light of a torch, and Charlotte
heard her radio faintly, indecipherably, growl. She
was waiting, apprehensive, for something to
happen, staring up through the tunnel of the dress-
ing-gown sleeve. It was Janet’s dressing-gown,
very thick and hairy, tickling her mouth and nose,
making her want to sneeze. She could see an
uneven round of light at the top of it, but this was
suddenly obscured, by what she could not tell.
“Behold the sights of Venice,” intoned Vanessa’s
voice above Charlotte and Janet’s above Susannah.
Charlotte screwed up her eyes to see, but still could
not make nothing out at all. The round of light
appeared again and-was more obscured.
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“Behold the churches of Venice,” they said. And
afterwards again: “Behold the bridges of Venice.”

There was a long pause. The voices began at last
more loudly and impressively than ever: ‘“Behold
the canals of Venice”’; but were overcome by gig-
gles well before the end, for down the dressing-
gown sleeves came a cascade of icy water on to
the faces of Charlotte and Susannah, who sat up
choking, startled, bewildered, rubbing the water
from their eyes and mouths while Janet and
Vanessa collapsed with laughing, clutched each
other and laughed the more.

“What did you do that for?” cried Susannah
indignantly. “I’'m all wet. You made me wet.”

“You made me wet,” they mimicked. “That’s
the point, silly. That’s the joke, it’s a joke you
see.”’

“Well, I don’t think it’s awfully funny that sort
of thing, making people wet.” Susannah was in
tears by now.

“As if you can make wet people wetter
anyway,” they cried. “All new girls have this
done. You'll be able to do it on someone else next
term. It’s very funny really and we haven’t finished
yet. They’re sort of initiation tests.”

Before they could start another test, however,
there was a knock on the door and a prefect came
in with a message for Susannah. Seeing the mess
of water she grew shocked and stern and made
them clear it up at once. She made them pull the
sweater from the light and draw the curtains back.

The prefect happened to be Sarah. Charlotte had
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not spoken to her since the first day of term, and
she was cold and distant now, though she did smile
- once in Charlotte’s direction:

When she had gone Susannah cried and Elizabeth
started to laugh. Vanessa said how feeble they all
were not to take a joke, what rotten luck it was
for her and Janet to be landed with such a wet lot
as this. When the same trick had been played on
them, they had not minded of course they hadn’t.
They weren’t such spoilsports. Tricks like that had
been played on new girls for absolutely donkey’s
years, since before Sarah’s mother came, she
wouldn’t wonder.

Elizabeth stopped laughing at her after a little
and became argumentative, waving her hands
about to enforce her point.

“Why don’t you grow up, you two, for good-
ness’ sake? Some people hate having water thrown
in their face, and I don’t blame them one little bit.”

" “It’s only meant to be a joke, Elizabeth,” pro-
tested Janet.

Vanessa said coldly, “Oh, don’t be such a prig.
You can’t talk anyway. You're a prig and Susan-
nah’s a cry baby — and Charlotte — well, Charlotte’s
just stand-offish. She never says a word or talks to
us. What a hopeless lot.” .

Charlotte did not much like being called stand-
offish. But it was so difficult when she was only
here every other day. Often she did not know what
had happened, what was going on, and she was
afraid of showing it, of saying things that might
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make everyone suspicious. It seemed safer usually
not to speak at all.

She wondered about Sarah’s mother, whether
she had had the tricks played on her; whether they
had been played in 1918 too. How long ago had
Sarah’s mother come to the school? She must be
quite old now with all her children grown up
except for Sarah.

She began, quite vaguely at first, to add up the
dates. But after a while she added more accurately,
more carefully, realizing, with a shock that Clare
and Emily could be alive still, in the present. In
fact they would be much younger than her own
grandfather, Elijjah. Charlotte was not at all sure
she found that thought comfortable. She did not
want to meet an elderly Emily while knowing the
ten-year-old.



CHAPTER FIVE

On Saturday morning Emily ignored Charlotte
pointedly, turning her back on her when they had
to be together in their bedroom or at their double
classroom desk, and then, after lunch, when they
set out on the school walk she partnered Bunty,
leaving Ruth and Charlotte, both rather dis-
consolate, to go together.

They went across the river to the great park at
the top of the hill. An army training camp lay just
inside its gates. Wheels had injured the smooth turf
there. Lorries were ranged in the shade of the trees,
their bonnets painted tree colour as camouflage,
green and brown and grey - indeed everything
except the autumn trees green and brown and grey
— the lorries, the huts, the soldiers dressed in khaki
who strolled casually about or marched stiffly up
and down. One squad was drilling. The sergeant,
his moustache as wide as horns, gave indistinguish-
able bellows, each one so huge it seemed to contain
its own echo. The soldiers were like a single block,
not individual men. They stopped, wheeled, halted
to the bellows, their arms swinging up simul-
taneously like flaps or shelves.

Bunty pointed to the sergeant and whispered
something to Emily, who began to giggle.

“Tenshun!” roared Bunty in her deep impressive
voice. Emily put her arm out as if it held a rifle
and began to march. The teacher, Miss Wilkin, a
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plump little woman, like a bird, was far ahead of
them, talking to an older girl, and did not turn.

“Tenshun! Left, right. Left, right. Left, right,”
shouted Bunty. Left, right, marched Emily, exag-
geratedly, giggling.

“Bunty — oh, Bunty, don’t, please don’t,” cried
Ruth but hopelessly. For others were imitating
Emily now, some self-conscious about it, some
not at all, girls called Olive — Peggy — Dorothy -
Susan — Joan. They let Bunty drill them, holding
themselves upright, sloping imaginary arms, mar-
ching stiff as soldiers. More and more joined in.
Bunty’s orders grew louder, louder. Emily pranced
so exaggeratedly she might have been a horse, not
a soldier any more.

“Oh, Bunty, stop,” cried Ruth.

“Emily, stop it,” Charlotte said, but Emily
glanced at her defiantly and carried on more furi-
ously than ever.

The soldiers near the fence had begun to laugh
at them, to shout and point. The noise came to
Miss Wilkin’s ears at last, and she hurried back,
her hair fluffed out, her hat tipped at an angle. She
was one of the youngest school teachers; Charlotte
had seen her skip upstairs once when she thought
no one was watching, as if she were as young as
Emily. She wore an engagement ring which she
glanced at constantly and touched and turned, but
she was not touching or looking at it now.

“Olive, Dorothy, Joan,” she was scolding, scar-
let in the face. “Bunty, whatever are you doing?”’
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Some of the soldiers whistled and winked at her,
which did not assist her attempts at dignity.

When the crocodile moved off again, Emily was
still giggling. But the grin died as she saw Char-
lotte’s eyes on her and she looked quickly away.

It had grown very hot. All the grass had been
rubbed from the track and the earth beneath was
cracked and white, its dust soon blurring the shine
on polished shoes. Emily began to limp and lag
and complain about being too hot. Bunty told her
briskly to make less fuss. The trees, though bright,
were almost too dry, shabby-looking, the grass
was yellow and pale beneath a brilliant sky.

They came to a patch of woodland, oak trees
mostly, thickset as old stags, their branches spread
like antlers. The children, except for Bunty who
was in disgrace, were. allowed to wander a little,
do as they liked; so Charlotte sat herself down
against a tree’s gawky roots and rummaged among
its debris of leaves and twigs, odd spots of sunlight
swinging about her head. She discovered acorns
and took them from their cups; but found when
she tried to fit one back that it would not fit so
well though there seemed no difference in either
the acorn or its cup.

She glanced up suddenly to find Emily planted
in front of her; rather odd-looking, seen from
below, her feet appearing huge, her face elongated,
small. She was red with heat, her hat crooked, her
mouth and fingers purple with blackberry. She
thrust some blackberries down towards Charlotte,
and for the first time for days looked at her
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directly, so making Charlotte blush and turn her
face down, away.

“I want you to tell me what’s happening,” Emlly
said angrily. “Something’s happening. You're so
odd, not like you at all. As if you were someone .
different. You've got to tell me. I won’t not be
told any more. I hate it.”

It would be frightening for Emily, Charlotte
thought, quite uncanny and odd. Whatever would
she have felt herself to find a stranger in her sister
Emma’s place, who was nevertheless supposed to
be the real Emma? This was really what decided
her that Emily must be told; that it would be easier
for her to know the truth. She remembered, guilt-
ily, what Clare had said, but Emily had not asked
Clare what was happening, as she asked Charlotte
now.

She made her voice as gentle and apologetic as
~ she could. “I’'m not Clare. That’s why I'm differ-
ent. Clare’s changed places with me. She’s me.
She’ll be back here tomorrow, honestly.”

“Whatever do you mean? How can you not be
Clare? Where is she? Where’s she gone?” asked
Emily wildly.

“It’s all right, really, Emily. She’s gone into my
time instead of me and I've come back into the
past, to you.”

“What do you mean? You're crazy. What do
you mean — back into the past?” said Emily, dis-
guising panic by truculence so effectively and for
such a long time that Charlotte found her patience
blanketed after a while and hard to keep. She
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floundered about in words and sentences, trying to
explain it, different ways round, twenty times at
least, and each time Emily cried, “I don’t believe
it. Things like that don’t happen. I don’t believe
it.” .

“All right, don’t believe it,” cried Charlotte,
made angry at last. It did not help to be so hot,
sweating and itching inside her thick school
clothes. “All right, don’t believe it. But it’s true I
tell you.” '

“Really really true?”’ asked Emily, quieter.

“Yes, really true. You can ask Clare tomorrow,
if you don’t believe me.” Charlotte was ashamed
now for being angry and also spoke more calmly.
They remained in silence for a little while. There
were girls’ voices, and squealings, the sound of
engines from the army camp. Charlotte found a
dried bracken frond on Emily’s stocking just by
her eyes and crumbled it between her fingers till
its brown teeth fell to tiny prickly pieces, not quite
to dust on her skin.

Emily squatted down beside her and played with
an acorn and its cup. “What’s your name then?”’
she asked.

“My name?”’ asked Charlotte.

“If you’re not Clare.”

“Charlotte,” said Charlotte.

““Charlotte?” said Emily giggling. “What a
funny old-fashioned name. How funny you’ve got
an old-fashioned name.” And suddenly, she might
never have shown disbelief at all. She was not
frightened any more, or did not appear to be, not
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truculent, but excited, pestering Charlotte with
questions, insisting on partnering her in the croco-
dile again and whispering to her about it. Charlotte
could even ask questions for herself about things
that puzzled her.

“How did you know something was odd. How
was I different from Clare?” she asked.

“You were just different. Oh, I don’t know.’

“You must know, a little.”

“I suppose — well, I suppose, you didn’t answer
the questions. You didn’t - well, you were less
bossy, that’s all. And . . .”

“That can’t be all, it can’t be.”

“Clare’s fearfully holy, sort of, you know, and
good, horribly good. You are good in a way, but
different.”

“Didn’t you guess at all I was really a different
person and not just Clare being different?”

“I don’t know if I did or not,” said Emily, which
was not any answer that Charlotte wanted. For she
had approached the question the wrong way
round. What she really wanted to know was why
Emily had mistaken her for Clare in the first place.
Were they so very alike? But she hesitated to ask
this, for it was the most baffling and in some ways
the most worrying question of all.

Much later, while they were getting ready for
bed, Emily said, ‘“Your bed’s different from mine.
It’s got those funny wheels on it. I wanted it
because it was by the window, but Nurse Gregory
made Clare have it instead. Do you think it might
have something to do with you and Clare chang-

b
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ing? Do you think that if I slept there tonight I
might end up in your time too?”’

“I don’t suppose so for a minute,”” said Charlotte
firmly. It was certainly an interesting, not to say
startling idea, but not one she thought to be
explored with Emily now or at any time.

“Won’t you let me try and see,” pleaded Emily.
“Oh, please let me try.”

“Even if you did change it would be hopeless.
No one would think you’re me, you’re much to
small, and besides you have got brown hair.”

“Charlotte, will you really change again? Sup-
pose you couldn’t? What will happen while we go
to lodgings again and there isn’t this bed? Suppose
you got stuck here, and Clare there in your time.
Just suppose you did?”’

Emily sounded anxious now. Charlotte wanted
to reassure her. “We won’t get stuck,” she said.
“Of course we won'’t get stuck.” ‘



CHAPTER SIX

It was Emily who discovered the loose knob on
one of the posts at the head of Charlotte’s bed.
When she unscrewed it she found that the post was
hollow.

“Look,” she said, “Oh, look. You could hide
things in there. It would make a ripping hiding
place.”

But Charlotte, half-asleep, had not been
especially interested. ‘““You had better put the knob
back,” she said, “‘before Nurse Gregory comes in.”

She awoke two days later to find Emily tugging
at her. “Wake up, wake up. Unscrew the knob and
look at what’s inside the bedpost.”

A sleepy Charlotte was not much inclined to do
anything in the chilly room, except huddle on her
clothes as fast as she could. In the end Emily
unscrewed the bedknob for her. “Now look,” she
said.

For the sake of peace Charlotte clambered onto
the bed again, and peered unenthusiastically down
into the hollow post. And there was something
inside, rolled up and jammed right down, so that
she had difficulty in getting hold of it to pull it
out; a thin war-time exercise book, Clare’s diary.

“You see,” said Emily. “Now you and Clare
can write notes to each other quite safely. She was
afraid Nurse Gregory might read them otherwise.”

When Charlotte opened it, careful to avert her
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eyes from the earlier pages, just as she had prom-
ised, she read in Clare’s neat writing:

Dear Charlotte,

Did Emily tell you about the bed? I think she
might be right, though I did not tell her so. We
should be moving to lodgings now quite soon. We
must make quite sure I am in 1918, not you, the
day we move. Emily would be so worried if you
got caught then, and I in your time, and I would
be so worried about her.

Yours sincerely, Clare.

This Monday there was no sign of Bunty at break-
fast.

“That rotten Miss Wilkin, she told,” Emily said.
“You know, about playing soldiers in the park
on Saturday. Poor old Bunty’s in fearful trouble
now.”’

“You were just as bad as Bunty,” Charlotte
pointed out.

“I know, wasn’t I lucky not to be seen first?”
said Emily.

At prayers, Ruth was subdued, rather red-eyed,
as if she had been crying. Miss Wilkin looked
unhappy too, twisting her engagement ring. Bunty
seemed more cheerful than either of them, even
though she had to sit on the platform with the
staff. She grinned and wriggled on her chair, while
Charlotte wondered how she could endure the
embarrassment of being there at all, before all those
eyes, let alone so cheerfully.
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After Miss Bite had read out to the school her
usual reports about the war she spoke of Bunty in
extremest gravity and sorrow. She was a tall,
solemn lady, who made no attempts at jollity like
Charlotte’s own headmistress, Miss Bowser. She
wore a high, old-fashioned collar and steel-rimmed
spectacles. The only exception to severity was her
hair which she wore piled on her head, but which
being very thick and abundant edged its way out
of an armoury of pins.

Bunty, she said, had let the school down, let
herself down and the girls she had led astray; let
her country down in these grave days; disgraced
herself, her school, her King, her country.

“The way she spoke, anyone would think Bunty
had been rude to God,” said Emily at the mid-
morning break.

“Emily,” cried Charlotte, “you mustn’t say
things like that.”

But though she was shocked she wondered, dis-
concertingly, if she would have been quite so
shocked if she had not known Clare would be.
And Emily said gleefully, “You rise just like Clare
when I say that sort of thing, except that I think
she’d have said it was wicked to say that, too. I
wondered if you’d rise. That’s why I said it, as a
matter of fact. Anyone would think you were the
same person, wouldn’t they?”

Even so, when someone handed Charlotte a
letter, Emily snatched it away, and ran off by her-
self to read it, crying over her shoulder. “It’s my
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letter from my father, and Clare’s, but not yours
at all. You’re not to look at it.”

Charlotte walked on alone along a gravel path.
It was dry again this morning yet much less warm,
with some scent in the air that made her feel curi-
ously sad. For the first time she was glad of her
thick school clothes. She had woken briefly in the
night to hear the wind blow, and had not known
which time she had heard it in, her own time or
the past. But there was certainly a wind today. It
had blown the orange leaves from the ends of
chestnut branches and yellow ones from the edge
. of the limes. It blew them along the path towards
her with little dry rustling sounds, until she turned
into shelter round the corner of the school build-
ings and met Elsie Brand, crying over a letter.

“Are you all right, Elsie?”” she asked anxiously.

“Yes,” said Elsie Brand.

“Are you sure?”’

“Yes,” said Elsie sniffing. Charlotte walked with
her for a while, to keep her company, but need
not have bothered for all the notice Elsie took.

Elsie Brand was a very ugly girl. She had big
uneven teeth and dust-coloured hair. She had a
nose big enough, Bunty said, to hang out a flag
on.

Neither Bunty, kind as she usually was, nor
anyone else made the slightest effort to be nice to
her.

“Her name is Brandt really, not Brand. Her
father’s German, you see,” Bunty had told Char-
lotte and Emily conspiratorially. “My mother says
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all Germans ought to be interned, they’re all spies
these days, even the ones who’ve been here years
and years.”

“You must be careful what you say in front of
her,” whispered Ruth. *“She might send letters to
Germany and tell them things.”

“Whatever sort of things would she have to
tell>”” asked Emily.

“Well, if you said my father was with the army
in France, she might write that.”

“Well, that’s silly, they don’t need spies to tell
them there’s an army in France. Anyway, no one
can send letter to Germany.”

“And all our letters from here are read too,”
added Charlotte.

“She could write them in code though, and her
mother could send them on by submarine.”

“I thought you said her father was German not
her mother.”

“Her mother must like Germans or she wouldn’t
have married one.”

“Well, I think it’s silly. My Aunt Dolly says all
this talk of spies is silly. They’d never have let Elsie
come to school if she was a spy. Besides she’s
much too ugly,” said Emily.

“She’s not really very ugly, Emily,” protested
Charlotte.

“My mother says there are spies everywhere and
you can’t be too careful,” said Bunty.

Despite all the care they took, mistakes were bound
to happen now and then in such peculiar circum-
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stances. Teachers had been lenient with their mis-
takes at first, since Clare and Charlotte were new to
school, but they became increasingly less lenient.
Once, between the two of them, they forgot a
Latin exercise, and another time both Charlotte
and Clare drew a map of Africa for Miss Wilkin’s
geography class, to Miss Wilkin’s puzzlement.

Worse of all, perhaps, were the piano lessons.
Clare had already been learning the piano for four
years, Charlotte barely for a year, and though
Clare said she tried to play badly in her lessons she
must often have forgotten, judging by the way the
teachers reacted to Charlotte’s playing.

“You’d almost have thought, Charlotte,” said
her own teacher, exasperatedly, “that you had
changed into different people from one lesson to
the next.”

Clare’s teacher said nothing. She wore ties like
a man’s and brown suits made of pin-striped cloth.
She was white and old and rigid as a bone and she
rapped bones, knuckles, hard with a ruler when
fingers erred. Charlotte’s knuckles she rapped at
all the time. Charlotte dreaded her music lessons,
. although she was learning to. play scales faster than
it might have been possible otherwise, practising
furiously in the narrow draughty cells that were
used as practice rooms.

She felt she had to island herself now more and
more, to draw in bridges, like a knight barricading
himself into his castle. Otherwise she might give
- herself away, asking a question, for instance, about
something she ought to have known if she spent
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every day in the same place and time, or doing or
saying something that would look odd because
serious, conscientious Clare would never do or say
such things.

This vigilance was tiring. Charlotte began long-
ing to be by herself for a while. It was impossible
ever to be alone in Clare’s school. But in her own
every day, they had more than half an hour to
change after games before work started again.

One afternoon she dressed herself as fast as she
could. '

“Would it matter if I went outside in the garden
for a bit?”’ she asked Elizabeth, who she thought
might be less inquisitive than the rest.

“Goodness, whatever do you want to go out
for?” asked the sharp-eared Vanessa.

“I'll come with you, if you like,” Susannah
offered kindly.

“No, it’s all right, thank you, honestly.”

“Of course she wants to go alone,” said Vanessa.
“Charlotte never wants to do anything with
anyone else.”

“I want to be alone,” cried Elizabeth, suddenly
jumping about the room and chanting it. “I want
to be a-l-o-n-e, want to be a-l-o-n-e,” giggling
loudly in between, disconcerting Charlotte, who
was not yet used to her sudden turns fzom silence
into buffoonery. But in the disapproving attention
this drew from both Janet and Vanessa she was
able, quietly, to escape outside.

She did not feel comfortable until a wall of
shrubs hid her from the eyes of the school build-
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ings, and then, to her surprise she found herself
overcome by a happiness so intense it made her
tremble, and at the same time sharpened all her
senses.

The September sun was marmalade colour on
the brick wall that divided garden from river,
reminding her of home, of Aviary Hall. Why, she
wondered, should remembering home make you
so happy one time, so miserable another. A wren
sounded out near by, its sharp song ending in a
clock-like buzz. Another one answered it farther
off. Charlotte sang too, under her breath, wanting
to sing more loudly but not daring to, letting her-
self out instead in a series of leaps and gallops,
more suited, she thought, to someone of Emily’s
age, but exciting all the same.

The thickening bushes slowed her down at last.
She pushed tentatively among them, expecting to
find herself in a cave of leaves and twigs, but
emerged instead into the strangest kind of garden,
very overgrown. All its trees and bushes were curi-
ously shaped and coloured; little flattened trees
with twisted branches and red and feathery leaves,
the redness too pink to be merely an autumn
colour; coppery bushes with long leaves, others
with sprays of round leaves, widely spaced, all
seeming to absorb the sun’s warmth and light and
reflect it back again. Set among them was a pond
of thick black water half covered in lily leaves, the
midges wavering over it in a cloud and dragonflies
flicking like little helicopters. There was a bridge
very steeply humped, many slats and railings gone,
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the rest showing faded and blistered remains of
dark pink paint. On the far side of it, leaning on
one of the only firm-looking pieces of rail, there
stood, staring at the water, a tall fair girl.

Charlotte stepped back at once seeing her, reluc-
tant to explain herself, especially to a senior girl as
this one seemed. She was uncertain in any case
whether she should be here or not, whether it was
out of bounds. But the layer of leaves and twigs
from the bushes spat beneath her feet, and the tall
fair girl turned round.

“Hullo,” she said. “It’s Charlotte, isn’t it?”’ It
was Sarah. Her voice sounded much nearer than
the bridge looked. Perhaps in the late slanted sun-
light the lake gave merely an illusion of size. “Wait
a minute, will you? I'm just coming.” Sarah was
with Charlotte quickly, just half a dozen steps, it
seemed, from the centre of the bridge, including
the leap she had to make over its gaping holes.

“Well, how is it going?” she asked, flicking
scraps of paint from her- dark-blue skirt, looking
at Charlotte in an intent and curious way.

“Very well, thank you,” replied Charlotte
uncertainly. Someone whose expression was so
hard to interpret was not someone to make you
. feel at ease, especially when they stared at you as
hard, as strangely as Sarah stared. Charlotte’s head
had begun to prickle, the midges having begun to
bite. It was a relief almost when an aeroplane
buried them in sound, so making talk impossible.

“It’s supposed to be Japanese, this garden,” said
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Sarah abruptly, when silence fell once more. “No .
one has touched it for years, of gourse.”

She hesitated. “Come on, we ought to go or
you’ll be late for prep.”

Again Charlotte had the feeling there was some-
thing Sarah wanted to say, other than what she
actually said.

Sarah knew the path out of the garden and they
went along it, but without hurry. It was almost
the first time since she came to school that Char-
lotte had been alone with someone other than Sus-
annah or Emily, and there came over her a sudden
huge longing to tell Sarah about what was happen-
ing. She half stopped, opened her mouth, turned
towards her, but the sight of that remote pale face
checked her. She could have spoken to air, perhaps,
but not now to anyone she was looking at.

Sarah, however, stopped suddenly. Gazing
straight in front of her, still without turning to
Charlotte, she said quickly, determinedly, ‘“My
mother told me to be kind to you, Charlotte, if
you came.”’

“Your mother,” said Charlotte amazed. “But I
don’t know your mother.” In case that sounded
rude, as if she meant she would hate to know her,
she added less emphatically, “At least, I don’t think
I do.” '

Sarah turned her head and gazed at Charlotte
with unmoving eyes. She smiled a little even. I
don’t think she knows you either. She never said
that. She just told me that if a girl called Charlotte
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Makepeace came to school I was to be kind to her.
She’s never told me to be kind to anyone else.”

That evening Susannah asked Charlotte to be her
best friend. No one had ever asked her this before,
and though certain she did not really want to be
Susannah’s best friend she was touched and pleased
by it. Nor did she know how to refuse without
being unkind. In the end therefore she answered
yes, but she was so busy thinking about what Sarah
had said to her in the afternoon that she forgot to
mention Susannah when she wrote to Clare in the
pink-covered exercise book.

Earlier she had tried, idly, to unscrew the knob
at the head of the bed, thinking it might be better
to store the pink exercise book inside the post too.
It would be safer there she thought. She did not
entirely trust Janet or Vanessa not to read it if they
ever had the chance.

But as she tugged at it the door opened and Janet
came in. So she left it abruptly, and laid the exercise
book in its usual place on the chair beside the bed.



CHAPTER SEVEN

Charlotte had barely fallen asleep when a whistle
penetrated her dream, shrilling on and on though
she shook her head and groaned to make it stop.

She opened her eyes at last to find everything
still dark.

“Wake up, Clare,” someone was saying. “Wake
up at once!”

But the darkness hid all differences. She could
not tell at first where or when she was.

“Wake up,” insisted the figure beside her bed,
shaking her, prodding with her voice. “Wake up,
Clare,” it went on repeating, until gradually Char-
lotte began to realize that the name called was
Clare not Charlotte. '

“What’s the time?”’ she asked sleepily. “What’s
the matter?”’

“Air-raid alarm. Hurry up.” Nurse Gregory
was brisk. “Quickly, find your dressing-gown.”

Charlotte and Emily were sent into the pas-
sages, now only dimly lit, were swept into a tide
of girls in dressing-gowns, sleepy-looking, their
voices hushed, their slippers whispering on lin-
oleum, with none of the daytime clatter and noise.
It was hard to tell voices from feet as they slipped .
downstairs, along more passages, to the gym-
nasium. They lined up in rows beneath the eyes
of Miss Bite their headmistress, who wore a dress-
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ing-gown and had her hair in a thick plait down
her back.

The gym looked bleak, was meanly lit. The
clustered ropes made shadows near the ceiling like
huge upturned spiders, swaying a little now and
then, though there seemed to be no wind below
where Charlotte stood. Perhaps so many people
breathing made them move, she thought,
watching the shadow spiders, watching the two
shadow stripes above the parallel bars bend and
dart. One wall of the gym was more thickly stri-
ped, by the wall bars and their shadows alter-
nately. When the lights moved so did they, and
the wooden bars looked no more solid to the eye
than the shadows behind them on the wall.

It made an expectancy for her, a fear. The war
had never frightened Charlotte much before - to
her surprise, for she had thought you always
would be frightened in a war — but it frightened
her now. Would planes really come? Would
bombs really fall on them?

Nothing happened, though. Miss Bite read the
registers class by class, the buzz of names and
answers not echoing from the roof so much as
disappearing slowly, melting, like the sounds in a
vaulted church. Charlotte was lulled by it. Dazed
and sleepy still she felt she floated high above
everyone.

She could not remember whether to listen for
Makepeace or Moby so failed to answer any name
at all till prodded by Emily when Moby had been
called three times.
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“Yes . .. yes, Miss Bowser,” she called, con-
fusedly, and could not understand the giggles
around.

Would bombs really fall? Would they fall on
her she went on wondering less and less urgently.
But Miss Bite closed the registers with a snap and
announced, a false alarm, a mere practice for the
real thing — blowing a whistle for the all-clear to
send them shuffling, disconsolately, disap-
pointedly even, back to bed.

They were still forbidden to talk. But when no
one was looking, Bunty crept up to Emily and
hissed disgustedly what a cheat it was, how in a
real raid they would have had cocoa and biscuits
and stayed downstairs much longer, listening to
stories and singing funny songs.

“I wish it had been real,” Emily said longmgly
afterwards, as she and Charlotte lay awake. “It
sounds such awful fun. Bunty saw a plane shot
down once, she wasn’t supposed to look out but
she did, it was like a little red flame falling. I wish
I could see one too. There weren’t any air-raids
where Aunt Dolly lived.”

“] wouldn’t want to,”” said Charlotte. For there
would have been people inside the little red flame
and it might have fallen on the school, on them.

“Oh, you’re feeble, just like Clare. I don’t sup-
pose I'll see one now anyway. Bunty’s father says
the war will end quite soon, she says.”

Later, she said sleepily, “Didn’t Miss Bite look
funny in a dressing-gown and with that silly plait
like a little girl. Do you know, her slipper fell off
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once when she got down off the platform and I
saw her bare toes!”

“I don’t suppose they were so much different
from anyone else’s toes,” said Charlotte. But
Emily went on giggling till she fell asleep.

In the morning Charlotte still felt confused and
her head ached after the interrupted night. She sat
for some time in the preparation class, trying to
sort out what work she had to do; but even then
did not remember she had to learn a poem for
Miss Bowser’s poetry class on Monday morning.
She had two detentions in the afternoon, for an
arithmetic question as well as the forgotten Latin
exercise, and went to bed that night so tired she
could scarcely speak, quite forgetting again to tell
Clare about Susannah being her best friend.

When she awoke next day it was raining. The
cedar tree gave rain a different, special sound, a
kind of hiss and bounce, which mingled with the
other sounds, some soft, some clear, of its pour-
ing, dripping, running. The drenched earth out-
side smelt clean and bold as a knife.

Clare’s diary was hidden as usual inside the bed-
post. Charlotte read there what she had been
expecting to read for days, and did not know
what she felt about it, whether she was pleased or
sad.

Miss Bite called me in to see her. We’re to move on
Friday. The people are called Chisel Brown. Friday is
my day here in 1918, so that is all right.

Emily was still asleep. Charlotte felt extraordi-
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narily fond of her. If the Mobys moved on Friday
and Emily was right about the bed being the
reason for. their changing about, she would see
her for two days more and then never, never
again.

A while later it occurred to her that even for
Sunday she had been lying awake some consider-
able time. Surely the bell should be ringing soon?
She prodded at Emily, who was beginning to
wake of her own accord, grunting, sighing,
humping up the bed clothes.

“Emily. Emily. Isn’t it very late? Isn’t it time
for the bell?”

“No, it isn’t. Don’t you remember we’ve an
extra hour?” Emily sounded extremely cross, not
living up to the softness Charlotte had been feeling
towards her.

“How do you mean, an extra hour?”

“Oh, it’s you. I thought it was Clare. Don’t
they do that with you any more, put the clocks on
for summertime, and then back in the autumn?’

“Oh yes, but not yet.’

“Well, they’ve done it here, and you’ve woken
me up for nothing, bother you.”

“You were beginning to wake up already.”

“No, I wasn’t. I was fast asleep.”

Charlotte let it go. She did not feel like an
argument.

Next morning Vanessa had to shake her awake.
For she had one hour’s less sleep than usual, two
hours less than the night before. All the rest of
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that week there continued this curious affair of
nights longer and shorter than usual, alternately —
the effect quite as disconcerting as it would be
suddenly to find yourself walking on legs of dif-
ferent lengths, or seeing with different sighted
eyes.

Charlotte always seemed to be sleepy. She
wished she could make up for the shorter nights
by extra sleep on the longer nights, but never
succeeded, lying awake instead each early morning
for what seemed hours, listening to Emily’s even
breathing and thinking thoughts about what
might happen which she would have preferred not
to have time to think. After each shorter night on
the other hand Vanessa and company continued
having to shake her out of sleep.

Probably her sleepiness and consequent con-
fusion were part of the reason why everything
began to seem impossibly wrong. As early as
Monday she was overwhelmed. It ‘was the morn-
ing of Miss Bowser’s poetry class and only five
minutes before it was due to begin Charlotte
realized that she had forgotten to learn a poem
for it. There was no time now. She could only
hope she would not be asked to recite.

Unfortunately, Miss Bowser chose this day to
test her new girls — just Charlotte and Susannah
in their class. Susannah had her name called first
and stood giggling to recite Tennyson’s Brook,
each word in it given the same weight as the one
before and the one after, each line plodded out
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in procession, sounding more like a wheel than
water.

““That’s enough, Sue. Well done,” said Miss
Bowser. “Sit down now.” She was quite different
from solemn, old-fashioned, remote Miss Bite.
She was tall, smart and stoutish, and wore pink-
rimmed spectacles and pink lipstick and usually
suits of tweed. She had a jolly smile, inviting
confidence. “Just because I'm headmistress don’t
be afraid of me,” it seemed to say. But because
she was the headmistress most people were afraid.
Neither Janet nor Vanessa spoke in her classes
unless invited to, though they shouted all the time
in most other ones.

“Well now, Charlotte,” she asked encourag-
ingly. “What have you got for us? Eh?”

Charlotte climbed reluctantly to her feet.
During Susannah’s poem she had remembered
with relief How Horatius Kept the Bridge, and
repeated the verses over in her head. She began in
a rush.

2

“Lars Porsena of Clusium . .

“Give us the title first please, dear,” said Miss
Bowser. “We all like to hear the title first, you
know.” _

“How Horatius Kept the Bridge,” began Charlotte
again, less fast but very loud, louder indeed than
she had meant, so she lowered her voice almost
to a whisper for the first line of the poem.
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“Lars Porsena of Clusium,

By the nine gods he swore . . . ”
Miss Bowser was looking at her, still smiling.
Charlotte gazed past at the blackboard, which had
the date written on it beautifully, in two colours.

“That the Proud House of Tarquin . . . ”

Miss Bowser broke in. “Do you have your book,
Charlotte, the one I asked you to choose a poem
from?”

Charlotte nodded. It lay on her desk — A New
Anthology for the Middle School.

“Do you mind showing me your poem there?”

Charlotte felt suddenly afraid; though taking the
book she searched with some hopelessness still
through the index of first lines. But there was no
sign of Lars Porsena of Clusium. Hurriedly she
turned to the index of titles, leafing the pages over
to find How Horatius Kept the Bridge. There was
no sign of that either. Miss Bowser watched her,
smiling all the time, the smile.trapped on her face
now, not jolly any more. She was touching her
pink smile with pink-painted finger-nails. Char-
lotte had begun to leaf through the book itself,
hoping, still hoping, but more and more hope-
lessly.

“Have you found it yet, Charlotte?”” Miss
Bowser inquired.

“No ... no, I haven’t,” replied Charlotte,
blushing and trembling.
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“That doesn’t surprise_me, dear,” said Miss
Bowser, ‘“‘since it is not in the book.” She paused
impressively. She put both hands down on the
teaching desk and leaned forward over them,
angled like a figure-head of a ship, as hefty, as
stern. She was not smiling now.

“I suppose, Charlotte, that was a poem you
learnt at your last school and were hoping to palm
off on stupid Miss Bowser as this week’s work?”
This was so nearly true — if also miles off in a
way Miss Bowser could never have guessed — that
Charlotte had no defence. She stood miserably,
almost in tears, lifting one hand to push back her
hair and feeling her face grow hotter and hotter.

“I'm nothing like as stupid as that, you know,
Charlotte. Am I, girls?”

“No, Miss Bowser,” they chorused, all eyes on
her, but creeping now and then slyly to Charlotte,
with sympathy or enjoyment or disapproval.

Miss Bowser took fire. She could take it,
evangelistically, on almost anything from moral
standards to lost property or untidy cloakrooms,
steering her voice as skilfully as at other times she
steered her car.

“You have been very lazy, Charlotte, very
deceitful, very stupid. I don’t like any of these
things. I don’t like the laziness of work not done.
I don’t like the deceit that tries to disguise such
laziness. I don’t like the stupidity you have shown,
Charlotte, in trying to disguise both laziness and
deceit.

“You are one of the oldest in this class, you
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know, and you came to us with good reports.
But now I hear only bad reports of you; work
forgotten, work slackly done. I hear you had no
less than two detentions on Saturday, which for a
new girl is a disgrace. What is more, I hear you
are unfriendly, do not join in and take part with
the other girls, and that is something we do not
like in this school. You let yourself down by this
behaviour, you know, Charlotte. You let your
class down, you let me down, you let the school
down. I think you’d better learn the poem on
page 79 which begins, When the British Warrior
Queen, Bleeding from the Roman Rods, since you
seem to like the Romans. I'll hear you recite it
tomorrow afternoon after lunch.”

Then Miss Bowser took her hands off the table,
let her smile break out again.

“Well, Charlotte, I think that’s quite enough
lecturing for now. Let’s have no more trouble,
eh? I like these classes to be a pleasant time for
everyone. I don’t like trouble any more than you,
you know. Eh, Charlotte?”

“Yes, Miss Bite,” observed Charlotte, head
bowed over A New Anthology for the Middle School.

“I think for a start you might get my name
right, Charlotte,” cried Miss Bowser, forgiving
her with a jolly laugh.

Everyone was subdued for the rest of the ses-
sion, not only Charlotte. Afterwards people
crowded round. But though they were all sym-
pathetic then, later, upstairs, Charlotte heard
Vanessa whispering to Janet how it wouldn’t hurt
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goody Charlotte to be given a proper ticking-
off like that, she was so snooty and stand-offish
usually.

That evening, Charlotte was lying on her bed
reading, and trying not to think about what had
happened in the morning, when all three of them
came to her, Janet, Vanessa and Elizabeth. They
stood accusingly round the bed.

“It’s not kind,” said Janet.

“It’s beastly,” added Vanessa.

“Look, you know, you can’t say you’ll be
someone’s best friend and then just not speak to
them,” put in Elizabeth indignantly.

“Poor Susie’s terribly upset,” explained Janet.

“I mean, if you don’t want to be friends with
her you must tell her,” cried Elizabeth.

“We don’t mind if you don’t speak to us,”” said
Vanessa, “but you must talk to Susannah, you
really must.”

“It isn’t fair not to talk to her,” said Janet, ‘“‘if
she’s your best friend.”

Charlotte had been too preoccupied lately to
think much about Susannah. But she was over-
come now with guilt, remembering that Susannah
had looked unhappy and knowing that she had
kept on forgetting to tell Clare they were sup-
posed to be such friends.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean it. I'm sorry,” she
said. But before she or the others could say any
more, Susannah herself appeared, rather red about
the eyes, making Charlotte feel guiltier than ever
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and setting the rest to give her meaning glances
in place of words.

When the lights went out Charlotte lay in bed
trying not to cry because everything, everyone,
even Elizabeth whom she liked so much, seemed
to be against her now. Poor Clare, she thought,
must be as confused and miserable, for it followed
that they were all against Clare as well.

She was certain what she wanted now. This
confusion came from the double life they led, so
she longed quite certainly for it to end. She longed
for Friday and normality, and though she was sad
when Thursday came because she would never see
Emily again, it was a kind of numb, remote sad-
ness that stayed outside, unsinking in her mind.

Before they went to sleep that night she asked
Emily the question she would never have another
chance to ask. '

“Emily — are Clare and I - are we so very
alike?”

Emily did not answer at once.

“If we’re not,” Charlotte said, ““I can’t under-
stand why no one noticed that I'm not her and
she’s not me.”

“It’s funny,” Emily said. ‘I don’t think you are
so alike. At least, not in some ways. It was just
that . . . Well, you see, I just expected to see Clare
and so I thought it was. And of course you pre-
tended you were Clare.”

“I didn’t pretend exactly. You kept on calling
me Clare and I didn’t see how I could explain I
wasn’t.”
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“Then you did pretend,” said Emily provok-
ingly.

“You wouldn’t have believed me if I had told
you.” Charlotte grew annoyed, to her own sur-
prise, because she did not mean to feel annoyance.
“You didn’t believe it for ages, even when you
knew something funny was happening. Oh, I'm
sorry, Emily, I didn’t mean to quarrel, not
tonight.”

“I wasn’t quarrelling,” said Emily. “I d1dn t say
anything.”

“I know, it was just me, really, getting cross,”
said Charlotte apologetically.

Emily said, “I don’t suppose I ever looked at
you properly — or Clare. I mean, I knew you -
her — too well, at least I thought I did, perhaps
that’s why I never noticed you were different.”

Perhaps we never look at people properly,
Charlotte thought. She remembered looking in a
mirror once and trying to draw herself, how after
she had been staring at them for a little while her
features seemed no longer to make her face or any
face. They were just a collection of eyes and nose
and mouth. Perhaps if you stared at anyone like
that their faces would disintegrate in the same
way, till you could not tell whether you knew
them or not, especially, of course, if there was no
reason for them not to be who they said they
were.

And, she thought uncomfortably, what would
happen if people did not recognize you? Would
you know who you were yourself? If tomorrow
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they started to call her Vanessa or Janet or Eliza-
beth, would she know how to be, how to feel
like, ‘Charlotte? Were you some particular person
only because people recognized you as that?

Next day felt strange, an unwinding and relief.
But though Charlotte was certain she would not
go -back in time again, she felt flat as well as
relieved, anxious to grab at anything to remind
herself of Emily and Clare. She was delighted
when the school walk that afternoon set off in the
direction of the church by the river, to which she
had never been in her own time, for the school
had had a chapel built since 1918 and all the
Sunday services were now held there. She had
liked the church with its plain round-topped win-
dows and blue starred ceiling and found the
thought of its continuity comforting today.

Vanessa and Janet and Susannah were playing
games that afternoon, and so Charlotte walked
with Elizabeth, of whom she still felt shy,
especially after Monday’s lecturing. Elizabeth had
holes in both her stockings and white marks on
her skirt.

When they came to the river the island looked
like a ship moored upon it with golden trees
growing round its decks. There was the little dock
too, just as Charlotte remembered it with its
barges and small squat crane. There was the
church . . . She looked for it eagerly and found
the shape ahead of them, but drawing nearer saw
to her horror that it was no longer the whole,
roofed-in solid church, just walls and a few dis-
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torted beams. The doors had been boarded up
and willow-herb and thistles grew around. She
stopped abruptly to stare at it. Elizabeth stopped
too and so did the couple behind them.

Charlotte said, almost in tears, “But I
thought . . . I didn’t know it was like this. I
thought . . .”

“What did you think?” asked Elizabeth. They
had begun to walk again, slowly, lagging behind
the rest.

“It had a roof — I mean it was a proper church.
Not like this.”

The bricks were blackened where the roof had
been. There was jagged blackened glass round the
edges of the windows. On some the frames were
still more or less complete.

“But it’s been burnt down for years,” Elizabeth
said. ““Oh, for ages, I think.”

“But I saw a roof,”’ cried Charlotte, “and it was
all blue with little gold stars on it.” She did not
think about betraying herself, and briefly she did
not care. After all it did not much matter now.

“But, look, you couldn’t have seen a roof,”
Elizabeth was saying, hotly. “It must have been
burnt long before you were born, so you couldn’t
have seen it, could you, not possibly, not unless
you’d been been alive before . . .”

Elizabeth was joking, Charlotte thought. She
could not have meant that seriously. Yet it gave
her another chance to tell, and suddenly she
wanted to; but she could not, could not frame the
words. Supposing Elizabeth did not believe her?
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She only said, lamely, “Someone must have told
me - about the gold stars I mean. Or.. . or
perhaps I dreamed it. I don’t know.”

Elizabeth said, “Hm. Hmmm.” She stared at
Charlotte intently, while Charlotte went on pre-
tending not to know she stared, looking straight
ahead of her, though she was beyond thmkmg of
something nonchalant to say.

“I can’t make you out. Look, why are you so
strange? Why do you say such odd, such peculiar
things? As if you never listened, never noticed
anything that went on. Honestly, I wonder about
you sometimes.’’

She stopped staring at Charlotte, fiddled about
her untidy hair, making it untidier, pulled her
skirt round and tried to rub the white marks off
it with a wetted finger.

“There is something, isn’t there — something
odd? Look, look, why don’t you: tell? I wouldn’t
tell anyone else, I promise, if you told. Honestly
I wouldn’t. Honestly.”

Charlotte, stunned by now, shook her head,
still not looking at Elizabeth who would have
argued more. But to Charlotte’s great relief the
prefect in charge called out and walking back to
hurry them, became involved in some other argu-
ment with Elizabeth which they carried on all
the way home. Between Charlotte and Elizabeth
nothing more was said, though Charlotte thought
a great deal. The church still upset her consider-
ably. She found she did not want to talk about it
to Elizabeth or anyorie.
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That evening in their room they had a pillow
fight, started by Elizabeth. All of them joined in,
even Charlotte, free of Clare as she thought, of
solemn Clare, but still tentative, being out of prac-
tice at fooling about. Susannah was excited, jump-
ing up and down, yelling for the pillow to be
thrown at her, missing it usually if it was thrown
and giggling almost too much to throw it back.
Elizabeth swung alive in her sudden astonishing
way, pretended to dance with pillows or box with
them, throwing wildly, knocking ornaments and
photographs off the chests-of-drawers. Janet and
Vanessa, on the other hand, threw with a careful,
deadly accuracy as if they were playing school
games.

In the middle of the fight the door opened and
Sarah walked in to lecture them coldly, Charlotte
as the rest, without sign of friendliness, which
hurt Charlotte a little. But as Sarah went out of
the room again, she had a sudden, wild, extraordi-
nary idea about her. Why had she never thought
of such a thing before?

“Elizabeth,’” she asked, “Elizabeth, what’s her
name?”’

“‘Sarah, of course, idiot.”

“No, silly, her surname, I mean.’

Elizabeth was reading again and did not answer
at once. Charlotte almost brought an answer out
herself, had the name ready on her lips; Moby it
was, for that name would explain everything.

“Reynolds,” said Elizabeth. “Her name’s
Reynolds, didn’t you know?”

b
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Charlotte had known, of course, had just lost
the name temporarily. Had it been Moby she
would have noticed at once on school lists, she
realized, as she had noticed Reynolds, although
the name Reynolds meant nothing to her. Five
minutes before she had not been excited or expect-
ant at all, but now she felt as hugely disappointed
as if she had waited a week for Elizabeth’s answer,
expecting to find out from it why Sarah’s mother
knew her name, and even a little about Emily or
Clare grown up.

When she thought about it, Charlotte half
dreaded the ordinariness of waking next to Susan-
nah for the second morning running. She found
herself still dreading it next morning as she swam
up out of sleep, so lay for a moment with closed
eyes, the sunshine rosy on her lids, until suddenly
she realized there should be no sun and felt after
all a surge of hope. Perhaps she and Clare would
continue to change after all on alternate
days, lodgings or no lodgings. But when she
opened her eyes she saw the cedar tree as before,
and the 1918 school bedroom. She started up
abruptly.

Emily lay beside her, but at Charlotte’s move-
ment she too awoke and sat up blinking, gazing
at Charlotte first with bewilderment and then,
increasingly, with horror.

“But I thought...”
thought . . .”

Charlotte said. “‘I
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Emily spoke in a small flat voice. “We didn’t
go into lodgings yesterday after all. We’re going
today.”






PART TWO







CHAPTER ONE

After a long pause Charlotte said, “Why, Emily?”

“They didn’t say why. They just said we were
going on Saturday after all, not Friday. They just
said it.”’ _

“Did Clare . . . 27

“Clare tried to sleep in another bed, to stop her
changing with you. But Nurse Gregory caught
her. Clare had a fearful wigging. She hates rows
and she said she’d better wait a bit before trying
again. | suppose she must have just gone to sleep.
You and she have been very sleepy haven’t you,
all this week?”

“Perhaps we’ll go on changing, lodgings or no
lodgings . . . ?”

“I don’t believe that. I don’t. It’s silly.”

“I should have slept on the floor or something,
just to make sure,” said Charlotte desperately.

“Oh, don’t be silly.”

“Perhaps they’ll hold us up again — and we’ll -
you’ll stay here till tomorrow.”

“Of course we’ll go today. They said we
would.”

“Oh, Emily, please don’t cry.”

“Leave me alone, oh leave me alone. I don’t
want you to talk to me.”

After breakfast the trunks were brought out.
Clare’s was an old black tin one with brass studs
round the edge, its paint chipped, its tin dented.
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Emily’s was brown with a wooden frame, and
looked as if dust had settled on it years ago and
stuck. Nurse Gregory stood over them while they
packed, her arms folded in like steel rods, not
seeming pleased to have her sickroom empty after
all, for almost the only thing she said, apart from
telling them how badly they packed, was what a
pity it was they were going because they badly
needed the discipline only she could give.

The school pony trap came for them sharp at
eleven o’clock. Nurse Gregory stood on the port-
ico to see Charlotte and Emily go, granting each a
ration of her steely smile. It was only then, too
late, Charlotte remembered she had not rescued
Clare’s diary from its hiding-place.

In almost any other circumstances Charlotte would
have enjoyed the drive to Flintlock Lodge,
watching the swaying shiny quarters of the pony,
catching the wind’s small bite upon her face while
the trap creaked and jiggled under her. But she
was much too worried to enjoy anything. She was
worried about Emily, who sat white and fixed-
looking, staring ahead of them, and who since they
first awoke had scarcely said a word. It seemed
wrong that a girl of ten should be so coldly and
silently controlled. But she was worried too about
her own predicament, increasingly desolate, won-
dering if she would ever see her sister Emma again,
or her grandfather, Elijah, or her home Aviary
Hall. If she stayed in this time as Clare and grew
up as her, she would be a woman of nearly sixty
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when Emma was still only twelve. Emma would
never recognize her grown so old; might not want
to recognize her, thought Charlotte miserably.

Somehow they would have to change places
again, she and Clare. She would have to sleep at
school in the bed with the little wheels. But how?
But how? She looked at Emily still gazing rigidly
and tried to will the idea into her that all would be
well eventually, that Clare would return to her.
But Emily’s face never stirred. Charlotte did not
at this moment feel much hope herself. And Clare,
she wondered, what about Clare, whatever was
she feeling now?

Flintlock Lodge was not a house to make anyone
feel more cheerful. Tall and thin and grey, it had
a pointed gable to one side of it, a big bay window
jutting out below. It needed paint like all the other
houses round, and its garden needed pruning like
the other gardens, and like the trees that stood
along the road. At the back stood a monkey-puzzle
tree, taller even than the house.

Inside, the house was less shabby than outside,
but very dark, because of the trees and creepers -
crowded outside, and because the furniture was all
so dark, blackish even, but with a dim shine on it
like treacle. It was huge too, chests and cupboards
and cabinets for giants, a clock like a church tower,
ticking like a drum. In the dining room the cheirs
were so huge and cold and slippery, that Charlotte
felt like Goldilocks on Father Bear’s outsize chair.
She needed to wriggle to make herself comfortable
but did not dare. A great black dresser stood
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opposite her place, angled and bracketed all over,
more black objects standing on its brackets and
some green and pink and turquoise vases of glass
with fluted edges. Between two of these she saw
a photograph of a boy, slightly tinted and in an
ebony frame.

She wondered who the boy was. She stared at
him during most of the meal, for there was
nowhere else for her to look. Emily just turned her
face away from eyes, the shiny cat and little hairy
dog lay hidden beneath the table, breathing wheez-
ily, and it seemed rude to stare at Mr and Mrs
Chisel Brown or their daughter Miss Agnes Chisel
Brown.

Mrs Chisel Brown, however, stared at Charlotte
and Emily. She stared without saying a word until
the food came in, when she stared at that instead,
craning round to see Miss Agnes dish it out, and
then pursuing the plate with her eyes from the
sideboard to her place. She ate so quickly that
Charlotte had barely touched her plate before Mrs
Chisel Brown’s was empty, showing a crack across
it, glued, also clamped with little metal claws.

“Too much salt, Aggie,” she said in a fat voice,
wiping a napkin across her mouth. She wore a
black dress with a shine on it almost like the furni-
ture’s. “Poor mutton, too.”

“It’s the war, you see, Mother. Meat is very
scarce, you know, and the butcher did save this
particularly.”

“The war, the war. What will they do afterwards
to excuse poor mutton?”’
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“Up at the hospital yesterday,” ventured Miss
Agnes, ‘“they were saying, I told you, the news is
quite hopeful now of peace.”

“Damned peace-talk, damned conchies, hun-
lovers. Should all be hanged, I say,” said Mr Chisel
Brown. He had white hair, white brows and a
white moustache struck across his bright red face,
like a Christmas parcel with white ribbon round
it. He looked and sounded a military man, more
Colonel or Major than plain Mr Chisel Brown.
He did not speak to Charlotte and Emily at all,
conveyed messages merely through his daughter,
Miss Agnes.

“Hope Misses Moby know there’s a war on, use
gas, water, patriotically.”

“You will remember not to use too much hot
water, to light the gas in your room only when
necessary, won'’t you, dear,” explained Miss Agnes
anxiously.

“Yes,” said Charlotte; and, ‘“Yes,” muttered
Emily. ‘

“Mean, vyes, Miss Agnes Chisel Brown,”
boomed Mr Chisel Brown.

“Yes, Miss Agnes Chisel Brown, you ought to
say,”” Miss Agnes whispered across to them.

“Yes, Miss Agnes Chisel Brown,” whispered
Charlotte back, but Emily said no more.

“Young ladies these days, Hunnish manners,
seemingly,” observed Mr Chisel Brown wiping
his moustache. ‘““‘Arthur, a lad, behaved quite dif-
ferently.”
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In Charlotte and Emily’s bedroom hung a picture
called ‘““Mark of the German Beast’’, which showed
a huge, glowering face drawn in brown pencil. But
the eyes were gun-holes for shooting at unarmed
men; the ears crouched women with murdered
babies in their arms; the nose, the mouth, the chin
all represented horrors. They were what Charlotte
saw first when she opened her eyes next day.
Therefore she was not surprised to see next the
perverse, irritating. shapes of the monkey-puzzle
tree outside the window and not as she had hoped
the glaring brick of the new school annexe; which
she would have found beautiful today.

“Oh, you're still here, are you?” said Emily
casually, leaning over her. “I told you you would
be, didn’t I? I said it was that bed that made you
change with Clare, I told you so.”

She leapt back on to her bed, which was very
high but deep, like a sofa, with no room for even
a child to crawl between it and the floor beneath.

“It’s much comfier than school beds,”’ she cried,
bouncing vigorously. She might not have been
gloomy yesterday at all, to Charlotte’s surprise and
also her relief. ,

“Mind out, Emily. Don’t bust the springs,” she
said.

It was raining today. But the rain had stopped
by lunchtime and after lunch Charlotte and Emily
were ordered by Mr Chisel Brown, through Miss
Agnes, to take the dog out into the garden where
dead brown flowers still stood on rhododendron
bushes, which must have first flowered in June,
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and where they could scarcely move without bang-
ing into some dripping shrub, so showering them-
selves uncomfortably. The dog seemed to dislike
it quite as much as Charlotte and Emily, lifting
his feet disconsolately from the muddy paths. He
looked like a millipede, Emily said. The matt of
hair hanging down on either side of him was like
little, myriad legs.

Before them the monkey-puzzle tree sprang up
and out.

“I bet I could climb it,” said Emily.

Charlotte surveyed it doubtfully. “Well, if you
could get up the first part where there aren’t any
branches.”

“Oh, you’d need a ladder, of course. After that
it’s like stairs. I bet it’s awfully easy if you’re good
at climbing trees.”

“If the leaves, or whatever you call those spiky
green things, are as prickly as they look they’d hurt
your hands like anything.”

“Yes, but some of the branches haven’t any at
all, they’re bare, you see. You could miss out the
prickly ones, couldn’t you?”

It was odd, the way the dark-green spikes
seemed to spring straight out from the wood. The
trunk too had its own curious construction, small
horizontal ridges at uneven intervals, that would
be rough, Charlotte thought, on knees and shins.

“I will climb it one day. I will anyway, you’ll
see,” said Emily. She was bored now. She kicked
the path or threw a stick for the dog to chase, but
he continued as droopy at their heels.
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““He’s such a boring dog. It’s all boring. I think
it’s the most boring place I've ever known. The
Chisel Browns are the most boring people.”

“They’re just old. That’s all, I think,”” said Char-
lotte.

“Aunt Dolly says it isn’t polite to talk about the
food and stare at it like Mrs Chisel Brown does all
the time,” said Emily righteously. *“She calls it pig
talk, pig behaviour.”

“You and Bunty talk about the food all the time
at school.”

_“That’s different, we’re children. Mrs Chisel
Brown’s a grown-up lady.”

“It’s no different. If you know better, you
shouldn’t do it.” '

“Well, Mrs Chisel Brown must know better and
she still does it. That silly Miss Agnes should tell
her not to. Don’t you think Miss Agnes is silly?”

“Not especially,” said Charlotte primly.

“Well, I do. I think she’s one of the silliest people
I've ever met. And she’s ugly too, uglier even than
Elsie Brand.”

“I think you’re being horrid, Emily,” said Char-
lotte.

“I think I shall call her Ugly Aggie. Yes, Ugly
Aggie, that’s a good name.”

Emily laughed loudly and for a long time. After-
wards, though, came an even longer silence. She
was looking at Charlotte, who could not make out
her face at all. Eventually she said, “Clare would
say it wasn’t good or Christian to talk like that.
She’d say I ought to say sorry in my prayers.”
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“I said you were horrid, didn’t I? Anyway I'm
not Clare. You know I’'m not.” Charlotte picked
up a dried rhododendron leaf, brown and tough-
looking and curled at the edges, like a boat, she
thought, balancing it across her hand.

“I know you’re not Clare too,” said Emily
loudly. “But you’ve got to be her anyway, haven’t
you? You should just try harder, that’s all.”

“Emily, you’re being horrid.”

“I feel horrid. I feel horrid. I wish... I
wish . . .” Emily stopped; scowled; as suddenly
laughed and ran away across the lawn and back
again.

“We were just talking about your monkey-
puzzle tree,” Charlotte said, for Miss Agnes came
just then to call them in.

“Isn’t it funny, dear? You can see it would puzzle
monkeys,”” cried Miss Agnes with a bright giggle.
She had large teeth and giggling showed them all.
Charlotte did not dare look at Emily, saying rather
hurriedly, “Emily thought you could climb it if
you had a ladder first.”

“My brother climbed it once as a lad. He bor-
rowed a ladder from the gardener.”

“Didn’t you climb it too?”’ asked Emily.

“Oh no, dear, that would have been most
unladylike.”

“I don’t care about being ladylike. Is that your
brother in the photograph in the dining room?”

“Yes, that is Arthur,” replied Miss Agnes.

“Is he younger than you?”
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“Oh yes, by several years. Was younger, I
should say.”

“Why, is he dead then?”” asked Emily, ignoring
the little kick Charlotte gave her as a hint to ask
no more questions: it was rude.

“He was killed, dear, in this terrible war. In
France.”

“My father’s in France too,” said Emily subdued
again. _

The dog shook itself and sniffed. The trees and
bushes dripped noisily. Charlotte was looking at
the ground, at the wet scattered leaves, but after a
moment she felt Miss Agnes seem to shake herself,
saw her unwind her knitted fingers. She heard her
say quickly, almost defiantly, as she turned to lead
them indoors again, “We had such a nice letter
from the Colonel to say how bravely dear Arthur
had died. Of course we knew he had been brave,
we’d never doubted it, but it was very kind of him
to write and tell us so.”

They went to the dining room, where Charlotte
and Emily had been told they might sit each day.
Rather awkward-seeming and embarrassed still,
Miss Agnes knelt on the floor beside its big black
cupboard and opened the lower doors. Out fell,
tumbling, some books and boxes, some packages
wrapped in tissue paper, out on to the shadowy
floor.

“These were ours,” she said. ‘“Mine and
Arthur’s. You may play with them, if you like.
There’s no one else to play with them now.” Then
she went away rather hurriedly.



CHAPTER TWO

How strange ‘it was to crouch in the half-dark
between heavy table and heavy cupboard, explor-
ing the toys of a generation back, by feel and smell
as much as sight. It was absorbing and exciting,
also sad, because of the faded worn look they had,
but perhaps even more because of their smell, dour
and musty, the smell of things left long unused.

Charlotte examined a package first, one wrapped
in tissue paper, which had none of the crispness
and whiteness of new paper. It was yellowed, soft
as muslin, barely hissing as Charlotte unfolded it
carefully, layer on layer, both she and Emily grow-
ing more curious towards the parcel’s core, in
which, at last, they found a doll. It had a china
face rather chilly to touch, with fat white cheeks
and huge, fringed eyes. It had arms and legs of
china, but the body was soft, covered in thin
leather, colder than cloth yet less cold than china
for fingers to explore. It wore a blue silk dress
short to the knee and humped a little behind, tied
by a pink silk sash, also a hat with a feather in it.
It had laced high-heeled boots painted on its legs,
and impossibly tiny feet.

“Only a doll, a silly doll. She would have played
with dolls, of course, Miss Agnes would, I mean,”
said Emily in a disappointed voice.

“Well, what’s wrong with that then? I used to
play with dolls too. And this is such a lovely one.”
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Charlotte was examining it delightedly, peering to
see each tiny perfect detail of stitching and orna-
ment. ‘“We never had any as beautiful as this.”

“Clare did,” said Emily unexpectedly. “She had
a doll just like this, only nicer, that belonged to
our mother when she was a little girl. It was the
only thing we had of hers. She died when I was
three, you know, and our father was so sad he sold
everything else, all the furniture and all her old
toys and books and things. But he let Clare keep
the doll.” ,

“Didn’t you have anything yourself?”’ said Char-
lotte, looking at her, horrified. She could think of
nothing more sad than to have nothing at all to
remind you of your mother.

“I had my father’s soldiers. He gave them to me
specially, he wanted me to play with them. He'd
really wanted me to be a boy, you see.”

In spite of all this, after a moment Emily held
out her hand for the doll, examining it as carefully
as Charlotte had done. She began to undress it;
and when Charlotte opening another box found an
array of soldiers, once bright blue and red but now
rubbed and dented-looking, she gave them at first
only a casual glance and continued to fiddle with
the tiny hooks and buttons on the doll.

Charlotte explored the other boxes, finding
many different games; elaborate jigsaw puzzles, a
halma set, draughts in a box made to look like a
leather-covered book. Best of all — or so Charlotte
thought — in a plain wooden box with a lid that
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slid in and out, she found a pile of small white
sticks, very delicately carved.

Emily by now had left the doll and was ranging
and then re-ranging the ranks of scarred tin soldiers
on the table beneath the light. She jumped as Miss
Agnes’s hands fell, tentatively, on her shoulders.

“These were dear Arthur’s soldiers of course,”
she said, making Charlotte jump in her turn. She
had not heard Miss Agnes entering either, because
engrossed by the small white sticks.

“I didn’t think they were your soldiers,” said
Emily cheekily.

“Emily!”” Charlotte nudged her, uncomfortably.

“I wasn’t allowed to touch them of course.
Arthur said girls should play with dolls instead.
But he played with them all the time, you know.
They were his favourite toys.”

“I don’t like dolls, though I'm a giri. I like
playing with soldiers best too, like him.” Emily
wriggled a little for Miss Agnes’s hands still rested
on her back.

“Whatever are those sticks?” she asked Char-
lotte. “They look like little baby bones.”

“They’re spillikins. It’s a sort of game, you see.”

“The spillikins! Why, fancy, the spillikins.” Miss
Agnes bent forward excitedly. ‘“They’re made of
ivory, of course, and that is bone, Emily.”

Charlotte lifted the box of spillikins and poured
them out on to the table. They looked less fragile
when defined against the dark wood, but just as
delicate, barely thicker than little strips of paper.
She arranged them as if she was laying a fire, criss-
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crossing them, save only for one with a shallow
hook on it, that she kept out separately.

“You get the spillikins out with this,” she told
Emily. “If you move two by mistake, then some-
one else has a turn.”

She was pleased, warm, off her guard, for they
had played spillikins at Aviary Hall, she and Emma
and some times even their grandfather, Elijah. She
was still more pleased when Miss Agnes insisted
that they all play spillikins now.

To Emily’s surprise and indignation Miss Agnes
won almost every time. She grew quite pleased
and fluttery. Pink spots planted themselves in the
centre of each cheek.

“Of course, dears, I always was good at this,”
she said. ““I used to beat Arthur every time and he
got so cross sometimes, he’d throw them all on
the ground, the naughty boy.”

“Well, I’'m good at draughts. I can always beat
Clare.”

Emily looked at Charlotte pointedly and gig-
gled. But she was much too impatient to be good
at spillikins, moving them too fast, not wheedling
them out by delicate degrees. Charlotte on the
other hand became absorbed, concentrating wholly
on her fingers’ easing, on the slow light levering
of the little strips of bone. There was the moment
of suspense when success was near, the relief as
she safely flicked a spillikin away, the frustration,
contrariwise, when at the last minute fingers lost
their control or when one that had seemed an easy
win proved so delicately balanced that it set the
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whole heap twitching at a single touch. The
game contracted, expanded seconds, contracted,
expanded minutes, made an illusion of no time that
lulled Charlotte and comforted her. They might,
she thought, have been playing at any time, their
minds moving easily from one present to another,
from 1918, here, now, to Arthur in the past, to
Emma in the future, and also to Clare. This room,
she thought, must have looked much the same
when Miss Agnes and her brother Arthur were
children — the same toys and games were spread
about. It might equally have been Aviary Hall as
Charlotte knew it, for that had just such dark wood
surfaces, just such dowdy light and dim reflections,
and saw just such games of spillikins.

She watched Miss Agnes play, her worn fingers
moving patiently, her thick brows contracted to a
still thicker, blacker line. She felt as if she was
suspended between these times, the past, this pres-
ent, that future of her own, belonging to all and
none of them. She looked up half-expecting to see
Emma there, besides Miss Agnes, or Arthur, the
boy in the tinted photograph. It surprised her to
find only Emily.

That night Miss Agnes said they were to go to the
drawing room, where Mr and Mrs Chisel Brown
stayed all the day as far as Charlotte and Emily
could see, though Miss Agnes worked continually,
cooking and organizing the house. On one side of
its empty fireplace sat Mr Chisel Brown behind his
newspaper; on the other, like a fat white Buddha,
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sat Mrs Chisel Brown behind nothing but her face,
which glimmered a little, palely, in the surround-
ing gloom. The fat hairy dog lay on her lap, the
fat black cat was curled up at her feet. On a table
beside her stood a forest of photographs. All were
of Arthur, Charlotte thought. At least all seemed
to be of a boy or man, though she could not see
very well and it would have been rude to peer.

“Good night,” Charlotte whispered tentatively,
for that was what they had come to say.

“Good night,” growled Emily.

“My young day,” observed Mr Chisel Brown
to his newspaper, “my young day, young people
bade good night each company in turn. Of course,
have Hunnish manners now.”

“That’s right, dear Emily,” Miss Agnes hinted
at their backs. “Say good night, Mr Chisel Brown,
Mrs Chisel Brown. Good night,” (and here she
giggled a little), “Good night, Miss Agnes.”

“Miss Agnes Chisel Brown,” observed her
father fiercely.

“Good night,” said Charlotte, obedient, con-
fused, and suddenly very, very tired. ‘““Good night,
Mr Chisel Brown. Good night, Mrs Chisel
Brown. Good night, Miss Agnes Chisel Brown.”

Emily said nothing, but looked defiantly at Mr
Chisel Brown, who rose to his feet and took a
soldierly stance, fiddling with his moustache.

““Say good night, Emily dear,” Miss Agnes was
hinting still.

“Oh please, Emily,” said Charlotte. “Say good



CHARLOTTE SOMETIMES 99

night.”” Oh please, Emily, she was thinking, please
say it, it’s so much easier and I'm so tired.

Mr Chisel Brown stared at them, puffing himself
out like a balloon, swaying a little on his feet, as
if to let the wind carry him away.

Emily gave a little smile. “Good night, Mr Chisel
Brown,” she said with almost a curtsey. “Good
night, Mrs Chisel Brown. Good night, Miss Agnes
Chisel Brown. Good night, cat. Good night, dog,”
she said, and then at once, giggling, fled, out of
the drawing room and up the stairs.

Charlotte waited, terrified, her eyes fast to the
floor. But nothing happened. Mr Chisel Brown
deflated himself and returned to his newspaper.
Mrs Chisel Brown continued to sit as she had sat
before. Charlotte, beckoned by Miss Agnes,
departed at last to her bed. And when she went to
breakfast next morning, dreading repercussions,
Mr Chisel Brown just glanced over his newspaper
with a kind of growl, and nothing more was said
that morning or any morning.

“Anyone would think,” said Emily tri-
umphantly, “anyone would think he was frightened
to tell me off.”



CHAPTER THREE

The following Saturday Emily climbed the monk-
ey-puzzle tree. It had been an odd sort of week for
them before Saturday, as day-girls going back and
forth to school each day. Things even smelt differ-
ent, Charlotte thought, from earlier weeks. There
was the rather medicinal, disinfectant smell of the
day-girls’ cloakroom, where they spent quite a lot
of their day, changing and gossiping, whereas the
boarders’ cloakroom, more rarely visited, had
smelt of grease and dust and rubber and wet wool.
There was also the sad, musty smell of the cup-
board in the Chisel Brown dining room, which
each evening that week, their homework done,
Charlotte and Emily continued to explore.
Charlotte took to reading the books that had
gold-edged pages, rather tarnished. They had
mostly belonged to Arthur, having such titles as
With Nelson at Trafalgar, With Wellington at Waterloo
or With Clive in India, and told of battles, of brave
drummer-boys and midshipmen who defied whole
armies and navies, so saving the day for everyone.
Charlotte was stirred by them, made to feel brave
herself or else sometimes very small and cowardly.
Arthur, who had become a soldier, must have been
very brave, she thought. Most people must be
much braver than she, especially boys and men.
Once Mr Chisel Brown left his newspaper in the
dining room and Charlotte looked at that instead,
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at its endless lists of soldiers killed. It made her
start to worry about Emily’s father, wondering if
he would get killed in the war, too, wondering
what would happen to Emily if he did, Emily
having no one now that Clare was gone. But of
course there was Bunty’s father also out there in
France, so many other people’s fathers.

Several nights that week Charlotte dreamed, the
oddest muddled dreams: rooms at Flintlock Lodge
shifting into rooms at Aviary Hall; Grandfather
Elijah appearing with Mr Chisel Brown’s mous-
tache; the “Mark of the Beast™ picture containing
the faces of people that she knew from every time
and place. It was annoying that her sleep should
be so confused, because sometimes, by day, she
felt peaceful and calm, relieved to be one person
all the time, instead of two, even though it was,
so worryingly, the wrong person.

On Saturday morning Mr and Mrs Chisel Brown
went out for a drive with a friend; Miss Agnes
went up to the hospital to read to wounded sol-
diers; Charlotte and Emily went for a walk with
the maid. The weather had been violent for several
days, strong winds and gusty rain, the bursts of
sunlight in between making colours violent too.
But it was calm and fine today, with a softer sun.
The wind was so light that when Charlotte held
up a wetted finger to find which way it blew she
scarcely felt any coldness on her skin. Along the
road the remaining leaves were as palely delicate
as they would be in spring. But if it had been
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spring, thought Charlotte, last spring, she would
not have been here at all. She found herself hoping
desperately she would not be here next spring.

Systematically, - deliberately, Emily maddened
Ann the maid. She kept stopping to peel leaves
from the pavement, plane leaves with many cor-
ners that left their damp shapes perfect on the
stone. She insisted, too, on kicking a pebble wher-
ever they went, stopping to retrieve it from the
gutter or from behind the trees. As a result Ann
brought them home again almost at once, and
retired to her basement, slamming the door.

“Right,” said Emily with satisfaction. “I know
where the ladder’s kept.”

It was a long ladder, much longer than they
needed, and very heavy. They carried it, panting,
from behind a garden shed, breaking leaves and
twigs in their manceuvring of it between shrubs
and bushes on to the lawn. When the ladder had
been propped against the monkey-puzzle tree, its
top well above the lowest branches, Charlotte
tested carefully to make sure that it was firmly
wedged. Then she propped herself up against the
old trunk, fingering roughness and scraping bark
dust into her finger-nails, while Emily’s feet went
pounding up the rungs. She could both feel and
hear the ladder’s shake, but did not want to watch.
Just as she had been alarmed to see Emma climb
fearlessly, in case she fell, so now it alarmed her
to see Emily. She wondered if Clare would have
worried too. Emily she realized had not mentioned
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Clare all this week, and if Charlotte did Emily had
pretended not to hear.

“Clare . . . Clare . . . look at me.”

Charlotte craned upwards to discover Emily
almost at the top of the tree. “Mind . . . Oh, mind
out . . . Don’t go too high.”

“I'm all right. It’s easy. It’s ripping up here. I
can see the river — oh, I can see everything. Why
don’t you come up too?”

Charlotte looked up doubtfully, wondering
why, as she grew older, she seemed to be more
afraid of things not less.

“Just come to the top of the ladder,” Emily was
shouting. “That’s quite all right, really it is.”

Even to Charlotte ladders were safe, comforting
things. Feet, hands gripped tight, moved evenly.
Up she went until she was within the bowl that
the branches made, hanging down all around, the
patterns they formed turning the world to Chinese
puzzle shapes. But still she felt quite safe and con-
fident. On up she went. It was trickier here.
Though still on the ladder, she had to edge her
way round an awkward branch and felt sickened
and horrid as she always did, conscious of the
height that there was to fall, trying to make herself
think about the time when she would be safe again,
about Miss Agnes’s brother Arthur, who would
not have been afraid. v

When it was over, she grasped the top rung
thankfully and looked up into the tree. She could
see Emily’s feet so much nearer now, but well
above her still, Emily’s legs and body tapering up,.
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her face flat because bent to peer down through
the branches amid the sun’s small dazzle of light.
She started to descend the tree towards Charlotte,
showering dust and little twigs into her eyes. Char-
lotte turned her face down and away and found
herself looking through a bedroom window almost
on a level with her head. She saw a mahogany
dressing-table with an oval mirror, and on the wall
behind, a framed photograph of a cricket team,
men with caps on, standing like clothes pegs, arms
folded, legs planted well apart.

Emily looked scraped and breathless, her clothes
and legs, just above Charlotte, black with the dust
of the tree.

“Gosh, it was easy,” she said. “Like a ladder,
but spikier. I said it would be easy, didn’t I?”

“Look.”” Charlotte pointed. “Look, I'm sure that
must have been Arthur’s room. There’s a cricket-
ing photograph.”

Emily bent and peered. “It must be something
to do with Mr Chisel Brown. We can easily find
out though. We can ask Ugly Aggie.”

“No, don’t let’s do that.”

“Why ever not?” .

“I just think she mightn’t like us asking ques-
tions all the time. It seems awfully rude. And per-
haps she minds because he’s dead.”

“You would say it was rude, but I think she
likes us asking. I'll ask her anyway.”

There was a scare then, for they thought they
heard wheels, bearing home the Chisel Browns.
They scurried down the ladder, Charlotte almost
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forgetting to fear the awkward place in her greater
fear that they should be discovered. This turned
out a false alarm, but they had barely returned the
ladder to the shed when the grown-ups did return,
all three at once, to scold them — but only for being
dirty (Mr Chisel Brown, that is, via Miss Agnes
Chisel Brown) and not for the more serious offence
they would have discovered five minutes earlier
when they had been up the tree.

Charlotte and Emily were excited and giggly as
they went upstairs again.

“Did you see Ugly Aggie’s face?”’ cried Emily.

“Emily, you mustn’t call her that,” said Char-
lotte feebly. ‘““She’ll hear one day. And
besides . . .”

“It’s not . . .” said Emily naughtily.
“It’s not . . .” said Charlotte more feebly.
“It’s not . . .” cried Emily, flopping on her bed.

“It’s not Christian.”” And they both burst into gig-
gles, growing wilder and wilder, Charlotte, once
she had let herself start laughing, finding that she
‘could scarcely stop. But she caught herself, made
herself, and tried to make Emily stop too. Clare
wouldn’t have behaved like that, she told herself
severely. “But then I’'m not Clare, I'm not,” she
cried inside her head, taking a hairbrush and start-
ing firmly to brush dust and twigs out of her hair.

Much later, in the dining room, Charlotte sud-
denly said, astonished, “Emily, you called me

Clare when you were up the monkey-puzzle tree.”
“Did I? Don’t I always?”
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“Only in front of other people Not always then.
You don’t call me anything.”

“They’d think it funny, wouldn’t they, if they
heard me shouting Charlotte at you? Someone
might have heard. Anyway,” added Emily after
a longish pause, ‘“anyway, you seem like Clare
now.”

“Do I really, though I'm not?”

Emily nodded, but did not look at her. She had
the draughts out this evening, making a tower on
the table with them, black and white alternately,
so that the tower was thickly striped.

“Of course you want Clare back again. I feel
awful sometimes being here instead of her. I mean,
it must be horrid for you.”

“How can she come? You haven’t any ideas how
to get her back, have you? Ones that you haven’t
told me?”

Charlotte had to admit that she had thought of
nothing.

“Well then, you see? Will you play draughts
with me now, Clare? I bet I'll beat you too.”

Draughts needed a different skill from spillikins,
less concentration of fingers or even of eyes than
of mind, able to make pictures for itself of moves
far on ahead. Emily was much better at this than
Charlotte, especially as Charlotte’s brain had been
made to churn once more round its usual problem:
‘how to get back into her own time. Half-way
through their third game, Emily said casually, not
looking at Charlotte, ““I did have one idea, actually,
to get Clare back I mean. I thought you could
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creep out of here one night and climb into school
by the day-girls’ cloakroom. And then you could
climb upstairs and go to sleep in that bed.”

It was Charlotte’s turn to play. She stared hope-
lessly at the chequered board. “But there are people
in that room with flu, I couldn’t very well turn
someone out of bed, could I, to sleep on the floor?”

“You could explain what was happening.”

“And what about the blackout? How could I see
my way without any lights?”’

“You could go on a moonlit night. Oh, hurry
up and play now, it’s been your turn for ages.”

Charlotte hurriedly moved the draught nearest
her, seeing the mistake at once, for Emily, in
triumph, made another king. She was certain to
win the third game now, as she had the other two.

“I might have known,” she said, “you wouldn’t
want to try. It doesn’t matter anyway. One bossy
sister’s much like another, don’t you think? What
difference does it make, which one of you is here?”

On their way to church next day, Emily asked
Miss Agnes about the room they had seen from
the monkey-puzzle tree.

“Oh, that’s Arthur’s room,” Miss Agnes
replied, seeming pleased that they were interested,
as Emily had said. “I used to have the room next
door to it, where you and Clare now sleep. Would
you like to see it? I haven’t time to show you
this morning, because of lunch, but perhaps this
afternoon . . .”

In the room, its windows tightly closed, lingered
some smell that Charlotte had known when she
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was a little girl, though till now she had quite
forgotten it: a faint, sour, man’s smell. She remem-
bered it in her father’s cupboard among his best
silk handkerchiefs, where she used to bury her
face because they felt so comforting and cool, like
water, on her skin.

Arthur Chisel Brown had a cupboard like her
father’s, its narrow compartments still full of col--
lars, handkerchiefs and socks, while beneath them
sat a row of polished shoes and a pair of well-
whitened cricket boots.

“We’ve left everything, you see, just as it always
was,” explained Miss Agnes. “Even the bed’s
made up. Mrs Chisel Brown would have nothing
changed. I dust in here myself each day. If Arthur
came home tomorrow we should be ready for him.
Look, there are even biscuits in his tin.”

What Charlotte and Emily both liked best was
something that hung upon the wall: a drum, a full-
sized soldier’s drum, not a toy at all, its sides stri-
ped diagonally in green and gold, its skin kept
taut by narrow cords. Charlotte rolled her fingers
across it experimentally, finding it almost furry to
touch, not smooth as she had expected. Then
Emily tapped lightly with her fingers’ ends. The
noise was surprising for such moderate strokes,
still thrumming and rolling a little when she had
taken her handg away.

“Sssssssh . . . carefully, Emily,” said Miss
Agnes, turning round in alarm. “Mr and Mrs
Chisel Brown may hear if you do that.”
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“Why?” asked Emily. “Wouldn’t they have
wanted us to come in here?”’

“Of course I should not have brought you, if
it meant displeasing them,” Miss Agnes insisted
hurriedly, though pink spots had become notice-
able in her cheeks.

“Why did he have a drum?”’ asked Emily.

“It’s a soldier’s drum. He was interested in sol-
~diers as you know.”

“He must have wanted to be a soldier. He was
lucky to become a soldier when he grew up, wasn’t
he?” said Emily.

“He didn’t become a soldier till the war though,
dear. Mr and Mrs Chisel Brown wouldn’t hear of
it earlier. They said it wasn’t safe enough. I wonder
if you are both too young, Clare and Emily, to
remember those posters early in the war — Lord
Kitchener pointing with such a fierce, dutiful look,
while underneath it said, “Your Country Needs
You’. They moved dear Arthur so, that he said to
me one day, ‘Aggie, I must join up though it will
upset dear Mother dreadfully.” ”

“And did he like it, fighting in the war?”’ asked
Emily.

“I expect so, dear.” But after a minute Miss
Agnes added less brightly, “It wasn’t like his
books, he said, like the battles he fought there. He
said it was so muddy, I would not believe.

“Look, dears,” she said, moving hurriedly to
one of the photographs that hung all round the
walls, of cricket, football and tennis teams. ‘“Look,
there he is. That’s my brother Arthur.”
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